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Despite treating her bruises with vitamin K cream and aloe vera, it was still impossible for Cindy to sit or stand without pain. The entire week was spent performing her chores in extreme discomfort, made even worse by Alison and Jessica smacking her bottom as a “thank you” for bringing them their snacks and refreshments.

She wasn’t complaining, though. In fact, she wouldn’t have changed a thing. Those few seconds of orgasm that her Goddess granted her were the most magical of her entire life. It made her squirm in her chastity to think of it. Maybe if she was a good girl, Eleanor might unlock her and give her little clitty another rubbing.

She had not forgotten Eleanor expected Sarah to serve at the party alongside her mother. It was all she thought about. She felt guilty for bringing Sarah into this, but the throbbing in her pussy was too demanding to refuse. She could not disappoint her Goddess and key holder. What if she was never allowed to orgasm again?

Her job, unpaid bills, notices, final notices: none of it mattered. She shoved unopened envelopes in a drawer, out of sight and out of mind. It wasn’t as if she had any money left to pay them anyway. The only debt she worried about was what she still owed Eleanor for failing to cover her expenses at the spa. Her home, car, and life were insignificant by comparison. Spankings, service, and orgasms were fast becoming her only purpose in life. 

And why not? Didn’t she deserve a chance to do something she truly wanted to do? It wasn’t as if she owed Pete anything. The man was a shiftless bum. Even now, the stubborn ass refused to talk until she apologized. It was laughable. How long would he continue the silent treatment once he realized she was done bankrolling him to watch TV and lose at the casino? She might have felt a little guilty if he had at least tried to find a job. Fuck him. 

She did feel bad for Sarah, though. It would be distressing to lose her childhood home and see her parents split. But she was a grown woman now with a job and money of her own. She had far more in savings than Cindy did.

Still, how long could Sarah continue to flip burgers? She would need a real job one day. Without a college education, her prospects were limited. Cindy did not want her to become like her, offering twenty years to a crappy job, and watching others gain promotions and bonuses because she was too shy and aroused to speak up. 

It was important Sarah found something she loved. Eleanor’s party could be just the thing she needed to springboard her to a better life. Eleanor had said that many powerful people would be there. If Sarah showed them what a diligent worker she was, then maybe they would see her potential and offer her a job. How many opportunities like this would come along again? It would make Cindy a terrible mother if she didn’t bring Sarah with her to serve at the party.

The more she told herself the lie, the braver she became to finally ask.

She opened the door to Sarah’s room to find her sitting cross-legged on her bed, typing something on her laptop. She seemed startled and quickly closed the cover. 

“Can’t you knock?” she said. 

“Sorry, honey,” she said, “I just have some exciting news.”

“Um, okay? Are you going to stop sleeping in the bathroom?”

Cindy found herself blushing. “Honey, your dad and me-”

“You’re going through some things. It’s okay. I get it. What do you want to tell me?” 

Cindy smiled. “You know my new job over in Paradise Hills? I have some great news! Mrs. Noble is hosting a fancy soirée and she wants us both to work as servers. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Sarah blinked at her.

“It’s this Friday!”

“Um...I’m already working?”

“Oh, Sarah. This is far more important than serving cheeseburgers. You’ll be serving some of the most influential people in the whole city, maybe even the whole state; the whole country. These are the kinds of people who wouldn’t be seen dead in a Burger King.”

“Mom, I know you’re into this new job of yours, but seriously, have you heard yourself? I’ve no interest in kowtowing to a bunch of overprivileged snobs who made their money by exploiting the labors of-”

“Sarah, stop that nonsense. Who do you think is making money from your labor at Burger King? Faceless CEOs and shareholders. At least this way you can actually look these people in the eye.”

Sarah sighed. “Mom, these are the same people that literally left you to drown in their swimming pool. I can’t just forget that. And you’ve been weird ever since you started at this place. I mean, forget sleeping in the bathroom for a second, you’re wearing a literal dog collar and I’m pretty sure I haven’t seen you sit down for a week. I don’t know what they’ve done to you, but I don’t want any part of it.”

Cindy felt her panic rise. She could not let Sarah refuse. Eleanor wanted her. Eleanor expected her. She could not fail her. She needed to be a good girl. She needed to cum so so bad.

“$200 for a single night’s work? I know you need the money.”

“Because you borrowed a thousand dollars from me?”

Cindy glanced ashamedly down to her feet. Eleanor had never suggested she would pay Sarah. Cindy would have to find the money herself. Somehow. 

“Sorry, Mom. That wasn’t fair. I know you’re in a difficult position. I just wish you’d talk to Dad. I hate that the two of you can’t even be in the same room together. Isn’t there any way you can reconnect?”

Cindy smiled to herself. Reconnect? That would imply they had once been connected. Still, Pete was Sarah’s father and Cindy could not just dismiss that. “Okay, honey,” she said, seizing on the opening. “If you come and help me at the party, I’ll have a nice long talk with your father. Deal?” 

“Mom, I really don’t-”

“Sarah, please!” she blurted, covering her mouth with her hand to avoid breaking down into tears. She inhaled through her nose to compose herself. “Look, I’m sorry. This job is really important to me. I...said that you’d help me with this. I know I shouldn’t have volunteered you without asking but...you have to understand, I’ve finally found something I love. I just want to make a good impression on them. Please help me.”

Sarah swallowed. Her eyes glistened with understanding. She nodded along, and Cindy felt awful for blackmailing her so deviously. She just had to remember that the ends justified the means. It would help Sarah to work at the party. Cindy would make sure Sarah was compensated. And it wasn’t as if anything bad was going to happen. It was a party. Bad things didn’t happen at parties.

Repeating the lie over and over in her head made her start to believe this really could be for the best.

“Okay, Mom,” said Sarah, getting off her bed and giving Cindy a hug. “I’m not going to pretend like I understand why this means so much to you, but I’ll do it for you.”

“Thank you,” said Cindy, weeping into Sarah’s hair.
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THE SETTING SUN CAST the sky in a brilliant shade of orange. It was the perfect backdrop to Eleanor’s magnificent mansion.

Cindy was amused to see Sarah’s mouth hang open as she witnessed its scale. Cindy could not have asked for a better first impression of Eleanor’s power. Sarah would see that working hard to impress could only improve her future prospects. A reference from Eleanor Noble would be priceless. 

“Um, Mom? Just how rich are they?”

“Very rich,” said Cindy, smugly proud of her Goddess’s achievements, as if Cindy herself had played some tiny role in them. She thought back to all those sleepless nights, perfecting Eleanor’s homework into the early hours to ensure she got top marks. It may have been to her own detriment, but Eleanor’s success showed she’d made the right choice.

They trudged up the long driveway and passed between two white marble statues of Venus, signifying they were now entering the world of the divine. 

“Remember,” said Cindy, feeling the excited nerves of seeing her Goddess again, “you must call Eleanor: Mrs. Noble. I suggest you call everyone else you meet either Miss or Sir.”

Sarah scoffed. 

Cindy stopped and grabbed Sarah by her arms. “I’m serious,” she said, sounding more anxious than she’d intended. “Look where we are. People who live like this expect to be shown respect at all times.”

“Why? Because we should bow to people who got rich by avoiding tax and screwing over their workers?”

“Sarah, I’m begging you. No politics. Please. Promise me!” She found herself squeezing Sarah’s arm. 

“Ow, Mom, chill. I won’t do anything to embarrass you. I promise.”

Cindy breathed relief and released her. They continued on their way and arrived at the stairs that led to the main entranceway, which Cindy had never once used. Large double doors were flanked by Corinthian columns wrapped in ivy. Sarah placed her foot on the first step and Cindy’s skin prickled as if the action was blasphemous.

“Sarah, stop,” she said, pulling her daughter back. “We need to use the kitchen entrance.”

“Why?”

“It’s...easier. Just trust me.”

Sarah shrugged and followed Cindy around the side of the house, between the immaculately trimmed hedgerow and white limestone of the mansion.

They walked across the patio with the Romanesque pool glistening in the final rays of sunlight. Alison and several of her friends sat on the edge, dipping their feet in the crystal-clear water. Alison wore her baby pink Versace that showed off her tanned skin and curves. Her cheeks were dimpled adorably as she laughed along with her friends.  

The object of their mirth became apparent when Alison lifted her foot and a spluttering Emily rose to the surface with red rings around her eyes. Alison allowed her just a couple of seconds to recover her breath before pressing her foot down and dunking her once again. All her friends laughed and cheered. 

Alison spotted Cindy and smiled at her as if daring her to intervene. Cindy gulped and opened the kitchen door. She glanced back at Sarah, who thankfully had not seemed to notice since she held her chin lowered with her eyes fixed on the ground, clearly hoping to remain invisible to the girls who must have reminded her of her own bullies from high school.

Cindy smiled at her daughter in the hopes of reassuring her and motioned for her to enter the mansion. Sarah leaped through the door and away from Alison as quickly as she could. Cindy followed, far from proud of herself for abandoning Emily. But really, was it any of her business?

She knew it was the justification of a coward.
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ELEANOR OUTSTRETCHED her arms to present the décor of the ballroom, pushing forward her breasts in her tight-fitting black sweater, and showing her nipples through the expensive material.

The wainscoting on the walls was a luxurious cream trimmed in gold. The marble floor was patterned in gleaming diamonds that looked opulent enough to lick. Circular tables were decorated with Panama linen, candles, centerpiece bouquets, and silverware. There was a raised platform where the polished instruments of a small orchestra waited to be played. The entire hall was basked in a decadent glow from low-hanging crystal chandeliers.

“So,” said Eleanor, pouting, “what do you think?”

Cindy had to restrain herself from gushing her admiration, aware that Sarah was standing next to her, wide-eyed and speechless. 

“Really amazing, G-” Cindy cleared her throat before speaking Eleanor’s true title. Eleanor had already warned her that Mrs. Noble would suffice for this evening. “G-great,” she said, recovering, “really great.”

Eleanor’s pout became a knowing smirk. She clipped her thumbs inside her calfskin leather belt with the golden Gancini buckle. The key to Cindy’s chastity was on display, dangling over her breasts, shimmering in the light, as if mocking her. Cindy suddenly felt hot. 

“Um, M-Mrs. Noble?” she said, trying to distract herself from her rising arousal, “we’d like to thank you for this opportunity. Wouldn’t we, Sarah?”

Sarah blushed at the drop of her name. Eleanor continued to smirk as she observed the mother-and-daughter duo. 

“Go on,” whispered Cindy to Sarah, grabbing her hand and encouraging her to step forward. 

Sarah stumbled, giving Cindy a what-the-fuck look. “H-hello,” she said, struggling to look Eleanor in the eye. 

Cindy cleared her throat at her daughter. Sarah had already forgotten to show Eleanor respect. 

Sarah glanced at Cindy irritably at the passive reprimand. “Mrs. Noble,” she added hesitantly.

Eleanor appeared more amused than offended, much to Cindy’s relief.

“Best listen to your mother, girl,” said Eleanor. “I expect you to treat my guests with the respect they’re due. You will refer to them as either Miss or Sir. Think you can manage that?”

Sarah nodded, more begrudgingly than Cindy would have liked. 

From behind them, there was an exultant squeal. Cindy turned to see Jessica and Kaylee, holding each other’s hands, bounding up to Sarah with huge grins on their pretty faces, and their breasts bouncing inside their backless crop tops. 

Sarah took a step back and glanced nervously at Cindy as they invaded her space, owning it. Jessica and Kaylee were taller and stronger, and as much as Cindy hated herself for thinking it, far more beautiful than Sarah could ever hope to be. Cindy gave her daughter an encouraging smile to help put her at ease, but Cindy knew the cruelty they were capable of if given the chance. She felt anxiety on Sarah’s behalf. 

“So,” said Jessica, “you must be Sarah?”

A bead of sweat dripped down the side of Sarah’s forehead. She didn’t know where to look as the beautiful and intimidating blondes loomed into her face. 

Kaylee grinned. “She sort of looks like her mom, doesn’t she?”

Jessica laughed. “This is so funny. Hey, Mom? Have you shown them their uniforms yet?”

“Wait a sec,” said Sarah. “N-nobody said anything about a uniform.”

Jessica shrugged. “It should be pretty obvious. You’re not a guest, you’re just the help. We have to know who to summon when we want a drink.”

Kaylee laughed. “Besides,” she said, pulling on Sarah’s cardigan, “you didn’t really think you’d be wearing this? Where did you even find it? A thrift store?”

Sarah pulled her arm away defensively and looked at her mom questioningly, but Cindy just stood awkwardly smiling at the scene. She could not dare stand up to them. Sarah could survive a little teasing far better than Cindy’s buttocks could survive another beating. Not that she could explain that to her daughter. 

Mercifully, Eleanor took charge. “Now now, girls,” she said, “be nice. I’m sure Sarah only wore those clothes for the journey. Nobody could possibly think they were appropriate service attire.”

It was one of Sarah’s best cardigans. Cindy had specifically made her wear it. Mother and daughter blushed with mutual embarrassment. 

“Oh my God,” said Jessica. “Look at her face. She actually thought this looked good.”

“No way,” said Kaylee, “nobody can be that stupid.” 

“Girls,” said Eleanor, firmly but light-heartedly. “You should start getting ready.”

“Urf,” said Jessica, “can’t we wait and see them in their uniforms first?”

“You’ll see them later, baby. I haven’t even given them their instructions yet.” 

Jessica tutted. “Fine. I guess we’ll see you around then, Sarah.” She blew her a gentle kiss and then turned and led Kaylee away with their arms interlocked, chatting excitedly together. 

“So then,” said Eleanor, once they were gone, “listen closely because I do not want to repeat myself.”

Cindy straightened herself to receive her orders. It did not go unnoticed by Sarah, who stared at her oddly. Cindy tried to ignore her to concentrate on the words of her Goddess. They were here to do a job. She would not let Eleanor down. 

“We already have a team of professional caterers who will be performing the most important duties. Your task is actually quite simple. You will assist in serving champagne and hors d’oeuvres. I think even your untrained eyes should be able to spot when someone is in immediate need of refreshment. Yes?”

“Yes,” said Cindy, a little too eagerly, aware of Sarah’s eyes upon her. 

Eleanor continued. “Kourtney is in charge of the staff. I’ve already explained the situation. You’ll be reporting directly to her. She is as much your boss as I am, so you will show her respect. Dressing you in separate uniforms from her staff was her idea. She has a reputation to consider, and if something goes awry, she does not want her good name associated with your mishaps.”

“Nothing will go awry-”

“I’m still speaking!”

Cindy buckled into a curtsey at the raise of Eleanor’s voice. 

Sarah stared in disbelief. Cindy averted her eyes to the floor from embarrassment. Not pissing Eleanor off was her top priority. Eleanor controlled her orgasms and they mattered far more than maintaining Sarah’s respect. 

Eleanor inhaled, inflating her chest before exhaling her irritation slowly through her nose. “And don’t even think about interacting with my guests either. You’re here to serve. If they want to talk to you, they will ask you a question. If not, you are invisible. Think of yourselves as floating trays. Is that clear?”

“Absolutely,” said Cindy. “We won’t let you down, Mrs. Noble.”

Eleanor pouted. “See that you don’t.”

Sarah raised her hand to speak. Cindy could tell it was a force of will for Sarah to look Eleanor in the eye. It was as if she was trying to fight against her very nature. “Um, how long do you expect us to stay here?”

Cindy gulped. What was Sarah doing? She hadn’t even addressed her as Mrs. Noble. She looked across worriedly at Eleanor. 

Eleanor narrowed her eyes. “You are here until I tell you otherwise, young lady.”

Sarah was visibly shaken and yet still she persisted, despite herself. “You know,” she said meekly, “we’re entitled to a ten-minute break every four hours, then?” Her weak voice lacked the conviction of her words.

The silence made the blood pump in Cindy’s brain. Sarah needed to stop speaking. 

“Well,” said Eleanor at last, her voice as sharp as her stare, “aren’t you quite the little socialist.”

Cindy laughed in the hopes of diffusing the tension and saving her own ass from whatever punishment Eleanor might inflict because of Sarah’s mouth. “Oh, Sarah, you and your politics. Um, can we take a moment please, Mrs. Noble? I think we need a quick chat.” 

“Yes,” said Eleanor, staring as if they were insects. “I think you do.”

Cindy laughed and wrapped her arm around Sarah’s shoulder. This was going about as badly as it could. She had to up her performance if she hoped to gain release today.  

“Your uniforms are waiting for you in the east bathroom,” said Eleanor. “I expect you to present yourselves to Kourtney within twenty minutes.”

“No problem, Mrs. Noble. Thank you.” 

Sarah’s whole face scrunched, disgusted at her mother. Cindy gave her a push and the two of them started to walk from the ballroom. 

She whispered angrily into Sarah’s ear. “What are you doing?”

“What am I doing? What are you doing?”

Cindy looked worriedly behind her shoulder. Eleanor was still staring them down. Cindy hurried Sarah out the door and down the east corridor to gain some privacy. 

“I’m trying to keep my job,” she answered. “Something you don’t seem to care about.” 

“Mom, this is insane. She’s treating us like her own personal servants.”

Cindy bit her lip. That was exactly what they were. She had never been allowed at one of Eleanor’s parties back in high school. Not even as a server. It was always her dream to be invited.

She hadn’t even gone to prom. Cindy was one of the losers that Eleanor and the other popular students had rightly banned from attendance. After all, it could hardly be special if every geek and nerd was allowed entry. Cindy had regretted not being there to cast her vote for Eleanor as prom queen. Luckily, Eleanor won regardless. But now, twenty-five years later, she had a chance to be at a real Eleanor party and Sarah was ruining it. 

Sarah continued. “And was that her daughter who basically attacked me? What the fuck, Mom? This is very fucking weird. And why are you still wearing that collar?”

Cindy grasped it protectively. “W-what do you mean?”

Sarah shook her head. “I fucking knew it. She’s making you wear it, isn’t she? Mom, this has to end. I’m not letting you humiliate yourself for the sake of some evil, privileged snobs.”

“Sarah, shush, someone might hear you.”

“I don’t care.”

Cindy knew that was a lie. She’d seen the frightened look on Sarah’s face when accosted by Jessica and Kaylee. She’d seen how hard it was for her to look Eleanor in the eye. Sarah was brave now nobody was around to challenge her.

Cindy wished her daughter could understand that it was okay to be meek in the presence of people like Eleanor. She did not have to pretend to be something she wasn’t. 

“Honey, we can talk in the bathroom,” said Cindy as placatingly as she could. “Come on.”

She led Sarah inside the marble and chrome east bathroom. There were two clear garment bags over the side of the rectangular spa tub that contained their uniforms. 

Sarah picked one up and scoffed as she held it up for Cindy to see the French maid costume inside. It had a long stiff skirt edged in old-fashioned lace. The apron was sewn onto the shoulder and dropped across the torso in gruesome frills. There was a black bow over the chest and a white bow tied around the waist. Long white socks and schoolgirl buckle shoes had been left to complete the look.

Cindy felt her skin prickle at the prospect of wearing it. An actual nineteenth-century French maid would have been embarrassed to wear something so ugly. But at least it wasn’t...sexual? It would be impossible for anyone to feel sexy in something so grotesque. 

“She can’t be serious,” said Sarah. 

“Sarah,” said Cindy, as brightly as she could, “please calm down. This is just for one night, remember? You’ll get paid and then you don’t need to ever see these people again.”

“I thought you said this would help my prospects?”

Cindy froze. “It...it will, honey.”

“Mom, I don’t know what kind of hold that bitch Eleanor has on you. But it ends here.”

Cindy slapped her. Nobody spoke about her Goddess like that, not even her daughter. Sarah clutched her cheek and stared back in shock. Cindy swallowed her regret. What had she done? She had never struck her before in her life. 

“S-Sarah, I’m so sorry.”

Sarah shook her head. The look of betrayal on her face wounded Cindy to her core. Sarah threw the maid costume down and pushed past her. She was done. Cindy panicked. She had to save this. It was turning into her worst nightmare. She reached for Sarah’s arm, gripping it tightly. 

“Sarah, please, don’t go, please.”

“Let go of me,” yelled Sarah, struggling against Cindy’s surprisingly strong grip. 

“Please,” said Cindy, her voice cracking as tears fell, “I need you. I can’t do this alone. Please help me. Please!”

“Mom, you’re scaring me.”

She released her grip and Sarah backed away with a concerned look on her face. Cindy dropped to her knees and clasped her hands together.

“I’m begging you. You have to stay. I know I’ve been awful to you. I’m so sorry. It’ll never happen again. I promise. But please. If you love me, you’ll help me. Please. Please!”

“Mom...I...what’s going on?”

She had been given a reprieve. She had to take it. Sarah would never understand the truth. She had to manipulate her into staying. It was her only chance. 

“I’m in trouble. Serious, serious trouble.” She gave her best doe-eyes. She could see Sarah’s anger dissipating. Cindy knew she was a terrible person to exploit her daughter’s good nature. “We’re going to lose the house. I’ve more debt than I can ever pay. Your father won’t help me. I’m on my own. Please don’t leave me.”

Sarah swallowed and joined her mother on the floor, taking her hands and squeezing.

Cindy gave a weak smile and sniffed back her tears. “I was fired from Krogers. Eleanor gave me a job. She’s the only one who would. She’s helping us climb out of debt. She’s the only chance we have. I mean, look at me. Who else would hire me? I’ve no references, no qualifications. It’s impossible for me to get out of this mess without Eleanor.”

“But, Mom, she’s-”

Cindy cut her off before Sarah dared insult her again. She could not guarantee she would not slap her again if she tried. “I know she’s demanding, but that’s just what people at the top are like. It’s how they got there and stay there. She’s actually really good to me. I’m part of her family now. You’ll see this is all worth it. You’ll see...you’ll-”

She broke down into hysterical sobbing. Sarah brought her close and gave her a huge hug. 

“It’s okay, Mom,” she said. “I didn’t know things were this bad. You’re under stress. I know you didn’t mean to hit me.”

“I can’t serve at this party alone, Sarah. I just can’t. I need this job. I can’t mess it up. Please help.”

“Okay, Mom, I’ll stay.”

“Really?”

“Yes. I love you, Mom.”

Cindy did not deserve such a sweet daughter. She hated herself for what she had done to her. “I love you too. Thank you. Thank you so much. This means more to me than you will ever know.”
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CINDY FINGERED THE black polyester of her costume. She had dressed inside the shower to avoid the unpleasantness of Sarah accidentally catching her mother’s chastity. That would take more creativity to explain than Cindy could deliver.

Sarah’s face was as red as a cherry as she stood awkwardly in the ill-fitting dress that seemed purposefully designed to be baggy and tight in all the most unflattering of places. 

“You look cute, honey,” said Cindy, reddening further at the obviousness of her lie. 

“We look like the world’s biggest dorks, Mom. They seriously want us to wear these? Why?”

Sarah had already answered her own question. 

“Oh, it isn’t so bad,” said Cindy, giving a twirl, making the best of the terrible situation. 

Sarah suppressed a laugh. It made Cindy feel like things couldn’t be so bad if she could still make Sarah smile. She had never dreamed that she and Sarah would be side by side dressed as French maids about to serve the party guests of her old high school obsession. Still, she was glad Sarah was with her. It gave her strength. She hoped Sarah felt the same. 

“After you then, M’Lady,” said Sarah, giving a curtsey.

Cindy laughed and gave one of her own. The irony of her actually curtseying to Eleanor was not lost. Her stomach suddenly writhed with guilt. She could not allow Sarah to think this joke was somehow at Eleanor’s expense. The idea of insulting her Goddess was horrifying. 

“Okay,” she said seriously, “we need to start work now.”

Sarah’s smile faded. 

Cindy walked beyond her.

“Jesus, Mom,” said Sarah, grabbing Cindy’s collar as she passed, “take this off at least.”

“Sarah, wait,” she said, attempting to wrap her fingers around the collar to fight back. But it was too late. Sarah had already unbuckled it and loosened the strap. “No!” 

A sensor beeped. Cindy took a sharp intake of breath, and in a split second, a violent rush of electricity had zapped across her neck.

She gargled as the shock waves shot through her whole body. Her limbs convulsed and her neck felt as if it were being compacted within a lethal vice. She screamed through clenched teeth and collapsed to her knees. 

Sarah screamed. “Mom! Mom! What’s going on?” 

“Gyaa, the...collar...put....it...back...pleaasse.”

Sarah was in tears as she fumbled with the buckle, trying to lock it back, apologizing the whole time.

Cindy spasmed on the spot until Sarah successfully tightened it enough to make it stop. She fell onto her face, shaking and gasping for breath. 

Sarah knelt by her side and patted her hair.  “I’m so sorry, Mom. I didn’t know. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s...okay...”

“What was that?”

There was nowhere to hide. Cindy gathered her breath, trying to think of an excuse that might satisfy her. There really wasn’t anything she could say. She was wearing a shock collar. How could that ever be explained?

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” she said. 

“She did this to you, didn’t you?” Sarah was beginning to shift from grief to anger. Cindy had to put a stop to that before it began. 

“No! There is no one to blame for this but me. I put this on myself. I’m the one who installed the mechanism. It’s designed to give me an electric shock if I try to remove it. I did it because I wanted it.”

She hoped she sounded convincing. 

“What? Why would you do that?”

Trying to preserve her daughter’s respect was an effort in futility now. The best she could do was have Sarah feel sorry for her enough to stay and not cause a scene.

“Look,” she said, not sure where she was going with this but hoping for the best, “I have this thing. I...like to feel trapped.”

Sarah blinked at her. 

“Sarah, please try and understand. This is embarrassing for me. I didn’t think I’d have to explain this to you. But...it gives me pleasure. I like to know I have no choice but to wear it. It’s designed to shock me as soon as I try to take it off.”

“Pleasure? You mean-”

“Yes. I’m sorry, Sarah.”

She could see the gears moving inside Sarah’s mind as the realization of what her mother was became clear. 

“You’re a...masochist?” She hushed the last word as if it was forbidden. 

“It’s all self-inflicted, honey. I just...feel like I deserve it sometimes. I’ve failed you as a mother. I’ve failed as a person. I’m in debt. This is my bondage and it makes me feel better. Does that make sense?”

“Oh, Mom, you’re breaking my heart. You aren’t a failure.”

Cindy laughed. “Look at me, what else am I?”

“You’re my mom and I love you.”

Cindy smiled. “You aren’t mad?”

“Of course not. I would never judge anyone for their kinks. I have more than a few of my own, you know. I admire you for being brave enough to go through with them. Just...promise me that you’ll try and work on your self-esteem. It hurts me to hear you talk about yourself like that.”

“Okay, I will. Thank you, Sarah. For everything.”

They gave each other a large embrace. Cindy knew she did not deserve a daughter as great as Sarah. 
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THE AROMAS OF EXQUISITE cuisine filled the outdoor pavilion. Multiple chefs delicately completed the hors d’oeuvres for service. Expensive champagne bottles were being popped and crystal glasses were filled. The professional servers were dressed smartly in pristine shirts, and either pencil skirts or dress pants.

There were derisive snorts as Cindy and Sarah skulked inside to present themselves for duty. There could be no doubt Cindy and Sarah were the outcasts. Sarah could barely lift her eyes from her feet. Even Cindy, despite her experience of being collared, leashed, naked, and caged, still felt uncomfortable.

A woman in soft suede Salvatore Ferragamo heels marched toward them. Her black hair was slick. Her pure white blouse was tucked into her high-waist mini business skirt and unbuttoned to reveal her cleavage. Her long legs were covered by striped Prada tights. A heavy golden necklace, bracelets, and Cartier hoops showed off her wealth. A sneer was fixed on her classically beautiful face. She could only have been Kourtney. The boss. 

“So, you’re the volunteers?” she said, placing her hands on her hips and speaking down at them from below her nose. 

Sarah furrowed her brow and looked questioningly at Cindy. Cindy wished Kourtney had not used that term. Sarah did not need to know this whole thing was unpaid labor. 

“We’re here to work,” she said, trying to be as vague as possible. Cindy would find Sarah the $200 she promised her. It was just as good as Eleanor personally paying her. Money was money. Sarah didn’t need to know where it came from. 

Kourtney stared at Cindy pointedly. “Do I know you?”

“Um, I don’t know, Miss. I don’t think so.”

“Yes, I do. Oh my God. It’s you. That little bitch who spilled iced tea over my Amalfi tank top.”

The pavilion grew quiet as everyone stopped working to observe the confrontation. Cindy quaked in her schoolgirl shoes. She had forgotten all about it. She had been in such a rush to make it from the mall to Eleanor’s in time. She hadn’t been looking where she was going. She had run away like a coward rather than face up to what she’d done. 

“M-Miss Kourtney,” said Cindy, struggling to speak through her dry mouth, “I’m...I’m so, so sorry. I was in a rush and-”

“You think that’s an excuse? You ruined one of my favorite tank tops.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I’ll, uh, happily pay for any dry cleaning or-”

“It was made from Italian Shantung silk. You don’t just dry clean material like that, you idiot.”

“I’ll b-buy you another then, Miss.”

“Oh, you can bet your life you’re buying me another. You can’t escape me now. What’s your name?”

“C-Cindy. Cindy Johnson.”

“Well, Cindy Johnson,” she said with an evil smile, “looks like you’re mine tonight.”

Cindy gulped. The servers and chefs muttered amongst themselves and got back to work after the excitement.

“Did Eleanor explain the situation to you?” 

“I think so, Miss.”

“I don’t want anyone thinking you two are associated with my business in any way. Although,” she said, looking Cindy and Sarah over, “there isn’t much danger of that now.” There were laughs from her staff and she smirked at her own joke.

Cindy smiled nervously and nodded. 

Sarah’s face reddened even more. “Um, excuse me,” she said irately. Kourtney stared her down. “Just because my mom caused an accident doesn’t give you the right to speak to her like this.”

Cindy looked at her in horror, silently begging her to stay quiet. 

Kourtney scoffed. “Ah, yes. The little socialist. Eleanor warned me about you. Nobody is forcing your mom to stay here. I don’t even want her here. So how about you both go and explain to Eleanor that I decided not to use you after all? That I don’t appreciate attitude like yours.”

“No,” said Cindy, panicked, imagining Eleanor snatching the key away from her chastity. She could not let it happen. She needed an orgasm more than anything. “No, Miss Kourtney, Sarah doesn’t mean anything by it. We’re really eager to help out. Aren’t we, Sarah?”

Sarah stared at her mom in disbelief. Cindy’s eyes watered with pleading. Sarah sighed and gave a slight nod.

“What was that?” said Kourtney, enjoying seeing Sarah squirm. 

“I’m sorry,” said Sarah, looking away.

“I’m sorry, Miss Kourtney,” said Kourtney. 

Cindy could see the torture on Sarah’s face. “I’m sorry, Miss Kourtney,” she repeated begrudgingly.

Kourtney pressed her advantage. “Please put me to work, Miss Kourtney. I promise I’ll be good.”

Cindy nodded encouragingly at Sarah, praying she would repeat. Sarah bit down on her lip and repeated it back to Kourtney.

Kourtney grinned. “Very well. I suppose I can find a use for you.” She lifted her hand from her hip and clicked her fingers. “Bring the contraption.” 

There were excitable murmurings from her staff. Two of Kourtney’s servers approached, carrying large silver trays in their arms, with holes cut in the middle of each. Metal cuffs dangled on chains at the bottom. There were plenty of snickers as the other staff watched. Cindy tried to keep smiling as if that might somehow make it better. Sarah’s jaw gaped. 

“Now then,” said Kourtney, pointing to the floor, “kneel.” 

Sarah scoffed. “You can’t be serious.”

Kourtney stared her down so intensely that Sarah was forced to avert her eyes to her feet, visibly reduced. There were more snickers from the staff as they enjoyed watching their boss put Sarah in her place.

“Oh, I’m deadly serious.” She reached and grabbed Sarah’s arm, squeezing and digging her nails into Sarah’s skin.

Sarah gasped. She tried to pull away but Kourtney was too strong for her.

Kourtney continued. “I’ve been in this business a long time. I have high standards. I can see at a glance who is capable of meeting them and who isn’t. You are far too scrawny to carry trays by hand. This is the only way I can trust you not to spill anything. You got that?” 

Sarah whimpered and nodded. Kourtney grinned and threw her away. Sarah trembled, rubbing her hand over her arm.

Cindy saw for herself why and how Sarah had been so relentlessly bullied at school. She had a big mouth without the confidence to back it up. It was as if she knew she should stand up for herself but lacked the ability to do so. It made her a clear and easy target. It was easy for women like Kourtney to bulldoze her into servility. If only Sarah wasn’t so stubborn, she would be a happier person. 

“It’s okay, Sarah,” she said, smiling bravely to help give her daughter strength. As hollow a gesture as it was, it was all she could think to do. A normal person would have just taken Sarah home. But Cindy was not normal. Cindy needed her chastity unlocked. She had to be a good girl. 

“Miss Kourtney is right,” she continued brightly. “This will be easier for us. We can support the weight on our shoulders. It’s actually a genius idea, Miss.” She kneeled on the floor, hoping Sarah would see it was no big deal.

Kourtney seemed a little surprised. She nodded to her servers and they placed the tray over Cindy’s head. They grabbed her hands and locked them in the cuffs, forcing her hands to remain balanced on each end of the tray to give it extra support, trapping her in it. She was truly a living serving tray. No matter how tired her arms got, she would remain locked in place. 

“Perfect,” said Kourtney, obviously pleased with herself and the amused reactions of her staff. “Start loading her. She can start with the champagne and the salmon caviar blini.”

Cindy remained squatted as they loaded everything on her. She looked over at Sarah and smiled. Her eyes watered for her daughter to be good and comply. 

Sarah was hesitant as she likewise dropped to her knees. She hung her head, too embarrassed to look at the servers as they grabbed her hands and cuffed them in place. Kourtney ordered Sarah to carry more champagne and the foie gras. Sarah took it in defeated silence.

Kourtney clicked both her fingers at Cindy and Sarah and pointed up. Cindy understood the cue and rose to a standing position, carefully balancing the tray, glad for the extra support her cuffed hands offered. There was only a little rattling of champagne glasses. 

Sarah’s rise was less smooth. Cindy’s heart stopped for a moment as she thought the glasses might tip. Luckily, they remained upright, despite some splash. 

Kourtney pointed at Sarah’s face. “Be careful, you idiot. You’re paying for anything you break.”

Sarah blushed, keeping her eyes low. 

“I don’t know if Eleanor gave you your instructions, but I’m going to reiterate them regardless. You are not to speak to anyone unless they speak to you first. These are important people and they do not need to waste their time conversing with the likes of you. If nobody partakes, you will politely move on to the next group. Continue to make the rounds until you are out of champagne and then make yourself available to collect the empty glasses before returning here for a restock. Pretty straightforward, right? I think even you two should be able to do that without too much trouble.”

“Yes, Miss Kourtney,” said Cindy. 

Kourtney stared at Sarah. She lifted her chin, forcing her to look into her eyes. “Are there going to be any problems? Because if you keep that attitude, you can just forget the whole thing. Is that what you want?”

Cindy panicked. “No, no, Miss Kourtney. We can do this. Can’t we, Sarah?” she said hopefully. 

Sarah slowly nodded. Her red face was a mixture of rage and fear. 

“See that you do,” said Kourtney, releasing Sarah’s chin. She placed her hands back on her hips and pushed her breasts forward commandingly. “Off you go then.” 

There were titters as Cindy and Sarah made their march from the pavilion into the gardens. The tray was heavy and unwieldy, but at least the support of her shoulders made it easier to bear. She stopped to allow Sarah to catch up. Her daughter was having a harder time than she was. Sarah’s face seemed to be a permanent shade of embarrassment. 

A good mother would have taken her home. She would certainly not have allowed her daughter to be talked down to and bullied into becoming less than a person. A good mother would not manipulate her daughter’s good nature with emotional blackmail. She would not have cared more about her own orgasms than her daughter’s welfare. But the key around Eleanor’s neck was a magnet pulling Cindy’s pussy. She couldn’t help herself. She wanted Eleanor’s total control. She had never felt more alive. 

“Mom, what the fuck?” whispered Sarah, turning slightly with her tray, clinking glasses together. She cringed, and Cindy could almost see her heart pounding in her chest. Nobody had followed them yet.

“Don’t you think this is easier than carrying them normally?” said Cindy. 

“You can’t be fucking serious right now? Look at us.”

“Honey, please. It’s just one evening. Nobody will even notice us. Remember what Mrs. Noble said: we are invisible walking service trays. Nobody cares about us.”

“Have you heard yourself? That’s the problem. They don’t care about us. I mean, fuck. We’re employees. We have rights. This is breaking so many fucking employment laws I don’t even know what to say. Did you know this was going to happen?”

“Of course not. But Sarah, look. We just have to get through this. I need this job. It’s the only thing keeping us from living on the streets.”

“I would never let that happen.”

“Then help me now. It won’t be so bad once you get used to it. We’ll keep our heads down and do as we’re told and we’ll make some money. Easy, right?”

Sarah looked at her suspiciously. “We are getting paid for this, right?” 

Cindy laughed nervously. “Of course, honey. You think I’d be doing this for free?”

She had to disarm Sarah’s rising agitation. She only knew one way. Manipulation. “I’m really happy you’re here with me. You’re my best friend. You know that?”

Sarah sighed. “You’re mine too, Mom. I suppose I’m in this deep, there isn’t much point bailing now. Plus, it can’t possibly get any worse than this, can it?”

Cindy wished she could have given her more of a guarantee than her nervous smile offered.
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Chapter 8.
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The ballroom was filled with more wealth than Cindy thought possible. There were designer dresses, tuxedos, sparkling jewels, perfect postures, immaculate teeth, and beauty wherever she looked. The acoustics of the ballroom elevated the classical pieces the professional band played and the chatter was lively. 

Two of Kourtney’s elegant servers stood to attention on either side of the entryway, appearing smug as they held onto their own small trays of champagne with just one arm. The contrast was obvious as Cindy and Sarah struggled inside, teetering with their heavy loads.

Kourtney had been right to cuff their hands to their trays. Cindy already felt an ache in her skinny arms from the weight. She would surely have been too weak to carry the tray normally. Her basic diet of tasteless food, sleeping on a bathroom floor, and rushing around fulfilling the demands of Eleanor and her daughters had taken its toll on her. She hoped Sarah would fare better.

They were like prisoners walking to their execution. Their appearance in the ballroom was soon the object of attention from the rich and powerful guest list. It took a moment for the laughter to spread as it took a moment for them to comprehend what they were seeing. Grins became titters became laughter. Manicured nails pointed at them, indicating their arrival to those who had not yet seen them. Even the other servers joined in the laughter, no doubt glad they were not the ones in the costumes and contraptions.

Cindy smiled, hoping self-awareness might make her part of the joke too. It was a defense she had developed in high school, which had followed her into adult life like a birthmark.

Sarah was not so apt at hiding her shame. Cindy worried for her. With her red face poking through the wide tray and her frilly French maid outfit, she was like a little peg doll. 

Cindy swallowed and moved to the first group of elites she could find, lowering herself in a curtsey to make it easier for them to extract champagne from the tray. There were plenty of amused comments and large, white smiles before they turned their backs to her and continued with their conversation. 

Cindy glanced back at Sarah, hoping she had followed her lead. Her eyes widened as she saw Sarah had barely moved from the entranceway before being accosted by Alison and her friends.

Alison wore an asymmetrical sweetheart dream gown with a chic sweetheart neckline, floral embellishments, and a strapless bodice, with pleated waves and jewels. She giggled along with her friends, who were likewise dressed in formal gowns embellished by sparkles, gloves, and jewelry. They were an army of princesses, taking their time picking from Sarah’s hors d’oeuvres, forcing her to stay squatted in an involuntary curtsey for as long as possible.  

Sarah stared at the floor. Her bottom lip quivered and her eyes watered. Cindy saw her as she was at school, mocked and teased by prettier girls. Her embarrassment and desperation not to let them see her cry further fueled her tormentors’ cruel jokes. It was too awful. Sarah was her daughter. She could not let this happen. She had to stop being selfish. She had to help her.

Cindy yelped as she felt a pinch on her bottom.

“Hey, freak,” said Jessica.

Cindy turned slowly to see Jessica and Kaylee with large grins on their faces, dressed in their evening wear.

Jessica had opted for a strapless, metallic gold gown with a sweetheart neckline and thigh slit. Her diamond necklace and waterfall earrings twinkled under the chandelier lighting. Kaylee was in an embroidered champagne backless maxi dress with a classical pearl necklace and ear studs that Cindy recognized as part of Jessica’s collection. Their hair was perfectly coiffured and their subtle makeup enhanced their beauty. 

“M-Miss Jessica,” gasped Cindy, worried they were somehow aware of her momentary rebellion.

“We’re thirsty, freak, why are you waiting for us to come to you?” 

“S-sorry,” she said, curtseying to allow them slightly easier access to the glasses. Jessica took two and passed one to Kaylee. 

Kaylee laughed. “Right? You’d better work much harder than this.” She took a sip of the champagne and released an obnoxious exhale of pleasure. 

“You look so fucking ridiculous,” said Jessica.

“Right?” said Kaylee. “Who agrees to this? There’s something seriously wrong with you.”

“She enjoys it. Don’t you freak?”

Cindy gulped and nodded sadly, eliciting laughs.

Jessica nodded in the direction of Sarah. Cindy turned to see Alison posing next to her as her friends took their picture like Sarah was some sort of sick selfie prop.

“I can’t believe she’s actually wearing it,” said Jessica. “I was sure she’d have bailed by now. What did you say to her, freak, to make her do this?”

Kaylee took one of the hors d’oeuvres from Cindy’s tray and delicately nibbled, holding the napkin to catch crumbs. “Maybe she enjoys it too, Jess?” 

Jessica grinned. “Maybe you’re right, Kaylee. What do you think, freak? Is your daughter as pathetic as you?”

“I don’t know, Miss,” she said, hoping Jessica would not push the point. She did not want to insult her daughter, but she knew full well what Jessica was capable of. Luckily, Jessica seemed in a good mood. 

“Maybe we should find out?” she said to Kaylee, who smiled evilly. 

Cindy glanced back at Sarah to see she had found her way free from the teenagers and was wandering aimlessly across the floor in a daze while the guests tittered at her appearance.

“Oh,” said Jessica, “don’t think we didn’t see what you tried, either.” 

Cindy gulped. What did she mean? 

“We all got an alert you tried to take off your collar. How did that go for you? Did you honestly think we were bluffing?”

“No, Miss, it was an accident.”

Kaylee snickered. “I knew it! Sarah tried to take it off you, didn’t she?”

“Ohhh,” said Jessica, “she must have had quite the shock.” 

“Literally,” laughed Kaylee. 

“How did you explain that to her, freak?”

Cindy blushed. “Um, I just said it was my idea, Miss. That I liked it.”

They both laughed hard at this. 

“You seriously told your own daughter that you have a dog collar fetish? What’s wrong with you?”

Where would she even start with that? 

“Cindy!” came the light-hearted call of Eleanor further into the ballroom. “Service.” 

Cindy looked beyond Jessica and Kaylee to see Eleanor in the middle of a group of stunning women. Even amidst such beauty, Eleanor commanded the eye. She wore a black, mermaid-style Valentino Garavani dress with a single-shoulder silhouette. It was so perfectly attuned to her curves that it could have been woven directly onto her body. She wore a solid gold armlet in the shape of an Egyptian ankh, gold bracelets, and earrings of imperial topaz surrounded by diamonds. The golden key to Cindy’s chastity still dangled over her bosom. It made Cindy feel warm to think that even as a hostess of a party, Eleanor kept Cindy in her thoughts.

Cindy walked toward her as if in a charm. Eleanor was everything Cindy had dreamed of. She felt a sharp sting against her buttocks as Jessica gave them a firm backhand and heard them laughing behind her.

She glanced around for fear Sarah had seen it. Luckily, Sarah was distracted mid-service by some of Eleanor’s guests, who after taking their appetizers and champagne turned their back to her without a word, as if she wasn’t even there. 

Cindy’s concerns over Sarah were soon dissipated in an aroma of expensive perfume. There was jasmine, jacaranda, sensual vanilla, and musk.

She presented herself with a curtsey to allow Eleanor and her friends to reach for her canopies and champagne. She remembered her orders. She was not to speak until spoken to. 

“Everyone,” said Eleanor, “this is Cindy.”

Their grins were as beautiful as they were frightening. 

“Cindy,” continued Eleanor, “these are some of my closest friends.” She presented them one at a time with an open palm. “This is Alexa, Carla, Mandy, Jasmine, and my personal lawyer, Gael.”

Cindy hoped she would not be expected to remember all those names. “H-hello,” she said with a nervous smile, feeling smaller than ever as she thought of how she must have looked to all those successful, intimidating women. 

“So, tell us, Cindy,” said Eleanor. “How does it feel to be working side by side with your daughter?”

Mandy, the platinum blonde with the ponytail, wearing a smoky blue metallic corset gown, scoffed. “You must be so proud.” 

Her joke was met with titters from the group, including Eleanor. 

“Awww,” cooed Carla, the one with wavy black hair in a black lace dress with an illusion neckline and trumpet silhouette. “Don’t listen to her, Cindy. I think it’s adorable. A mother-daughter duo. We don’t see that enough.”

“I have to admit,” said Eleanor, “I didn’t really believe you would actually convince Sarah to do this. You’ve done well.”

Cindy blushed and smiled at the compliment. Maybe she really would get unlocked today.

Alexa was in a red mermaid dress with a tulle V-neck and open thigh slit. “Kourtney’s such a bitch,” she said with joking admiration. “How did she get you to agree to wear that awful thing?”

Eleanor laughed, saving Cindy the embarrassment of having to answer, much to Cindy’s gratitude. “Because Cindy’s a good girl and she does as she’s told. Right, Cindy?”

“Yes, Mrs. Noble,” she said meekly. 

“Now, now. These are some very dear friends of mine. You may address me as you normally would.”

Cindy smiled, delighted to use her true title. “Thank you, Goddess.”

This brought renewed chuckles from the women. Cindy did not have to try to pretend to be normal around them. It made her situation feel much better. 

“I have an idea,” said Eleanor. “Jasmine, why don’t you share your problem with Cindy? She’ll be more qualified than any of us to offer advice.”

Cindy looked up at the powerful Latina woman with big hair and ample curves. Her bosom spilled from her form-fitting jade silhouette gown with an illusion bodice and exposed boning.

Jasmine grinned. “Sure,” she said, with a shrug of her bare, bronzed shoulders. “I have a daughter about Sarah’s age. A little younger. She’s in her senior year of high school. We all know it should be a time to experiment with her newly awakened powers. She should be using, manipulating, and intimidating others to do as she wants. She should be gathering disposable followers she can wring every last drop from before tossing them into the trash before starting college.”

The women all murmured their agreement as though this was obvious.  

“But my daughter, Olivia, is a perennial disappointment. She’s everything I always dreaded. She’s a timid little piggy who is mercilessly bullied. She keeps telling me she isn’t, but I’ve seen the bruises over her pudgy stomach. I can recognize the defeat in her eyes. The apologetic gait. The submissive voice. This is not the daughter I wanted. I gave her the best possible start in life and this is what she’s become?”

“Oh Jasmine,” said Eleanor sympathetically, “I’m so sorry. You deserve better than that.”

Jasmine nodded. “Thank you, Eleanor. Your daughters are such a credit to you. So strong and confident. Not like my dumb piggy.”

Eleanor rubbed her friend’s arm for encouragement. “Well, Cindy?’ she said, “what do you think?”

Cindy felt prickles of dread over her skin. Think about what? About Olivia being bullied? Cindy could not believe a mother would talk about her own daughter like that. But then again...look at what she had her daughter doing. She was not in any position to judge Jasmine unfairly.

Eleanor smiled. “I don’t have any experience with this, Cindy. My daughters are the abusers, not the abused. You, on the other hand...”

Cindy gulped. “Um-”

“Come on,” said Mandy. “Sarah is just the kind of wimp I’d have spent high school giving wedgies to and stuffing in lockers.”

The women snickered at this. 

“I think my piggy might be too fat to fit into a locker,” said Jasmine, gaining laughs from her friends.

Cindy stammered, unsure what to say. “I, um, think that comparing O-Olivia? To Miss Jessica and Alison probably isn’t fair. They are special young women. Exceptional.”

Eleanor pouted and sipped her champagne. Amusement sparkled in her beautiful eyes. 

Cindy continued. “Maybe you should find the things that Olivia can do well and encourage her to follow those?” 

There was silence. Jasmine furrowed her brow. “My piggy is good at eating and getting beaten up. Is that what I should encourage?”

Gael, the dark-haired lawyer with a Mediterranean complexion wearing a shimmering gold mermaid dress with a sleeveless sweep and a brush train, shook her head. “Her psyche is soft. That's the problem. She’s spent too long as a victim. She will need extensive psychiatry to turn her submissive mindset into something stronger. I say send her to Stephanie Lexington. If anyone can fix her, she can.”

“Look,” said Eleanor, “as hard as it is to accept, Jasmine, tt may just be a tragic accident that despite all your best efforts, your daughter is naturally submissive. We have the resources and connections to try and shape her into something better than she is, but you have to realize you are probably wasting your time.”

Jasmine sighed. “I know. Deep down I know it. But she’s my daughter, Eleanor. I had such high aspirations for her. I didn’t want her to turn out like this one,” she said, flicking her wrist in Cindy’s general direction.

Cindy remained in her squatted, obeisant position. She had no complaint about Jasmine’s observation. Who could possibly want their daughter to be like her? Her sole purpose at the party was to be an object of service and ridicule. 

Eleanor gave Cindy an amused pout. “It’s hard for us to imagine,” she said, “but some people are just born inferior and no amount of training or psychoanalysis can fix that. They gain fulfillment in life by making their superiors happy. Look at Cindy here. She’s happier than she’s ever been serving me. Aren’t you?”

Cindy saw the distaste and ridicule on the faces of the women. She nodded. Eleanor had given her life purpose. She had taken away all her decisions and agency. She was free.

Eleanor caressed Cindy’s cheek with the back of her hand. Cindy nestled against it like a cat. The weight of the tray, her self-consciousness, and her worries for Sarah all vanished with the joy of Eleanor’s touch. 

Eleanor smiled at her. “Could you imagine your life without me?”

“N-no, Goddess.” 

“Do you love me?”

“Yes,” said Cindy. 

“How much?”

“More than anything.”

Eleanor’s eyes gleamed. “More than anything? More than your daughter?”

Cindy whimpered. Her stomach wrenched. She looked up into Eleanor’s beautiful face and nodded. 

“Say it.”

She said it quietly for fear Sarah might hear. “I...love you more than my daughter.”

Terrifyingly, it was no lie. She stared at her feet in shame. Eleanor’s friends chuckled at her. 

“You see?” said Eleanor, turning back to Jasmine. “This is the kind of psychology we are dealing with here. I don’t want to be the arbiter of bad news. But your piggy is no different from little Cindy here. She will always follow the path of self-destruction because it gives her pleasure. You must stop thinking you can change her. I know you love your daughter and want what is best for her, but to keep pushing her will only cause her more distress and trauma. Embrace what she is, not what you want her to be.”

Jasmine nodded. “I know you’re right, Eleanor. It’s just...”

Eleanor gave her a hug. “I know. It’s hard. But it will be for the best.”

“Thank you, Eleanor.”

“Of course, Jasmine. Anything for a sister.”

There was a clash and clatter that immediately disturbed the conversations in the ballroom. Even the band ceased playing to observe the commotion.

Cindy gulped and her skin prickled. She knew what had happened before she even turned to see. 

Sarah was on the floor surrounded by smashed glass. The carefully prepared hors d’oeuvres were ruined and champagne spread over the floor, desecrating the marble. Sarah was red-faced with scared eyes that appeared ready to cry. The tray around her neck and shoulders had broken her fall and her hands were still manacled to the bottom. 

There were murmurs of disapproval from the guests. Cindy caught sight of Jessica and Kaylee backing away and hiding their grins behind their hands. Cindy wanted to rush over and help but she was restricted by her own bonds. She could not have moved quickly without risking the contents of her own tray. She heard Eleanor inhale air through her nose. She immediately cringed.

Eleanor stepped forward to take command of the situation. “Follow,” she said to Cindy, and Cindy shuffled behind her, aware of the attention of the ballroom. There were slow head shakes, frowns, and disdain, as if wondering how she could have raised such an oafish daughter. 

Eleanor towered over Sarah with her hands on her full hips, looking down from below her bosom. “You’ve got some explaining to do, young lady.”

Sarah sniffled.

Cindy tried to make herself visible to show Sarah she was not alone. She was unsure if Sarah noticed her or not. 

Jessica stepped forward alongside Kaylee and the two of them crouched down to help Sarah to her feet. 

“It’s okay, Mom,” said Jessica, wrapping her arm in Sarah’s and lifting her to her feet. Cindy saw Jessica’s fingers pressing into Sarah’s weak biceps. Sarah looked hopelessly at the two blondes who held her trapped in their clutches. “She wasn’t looking and tripped. No big deal. Right, Sarah?”

Sarah nodded. There was a mixture of fear and gratitude on her face. 

“We’ll help clean her up,” said Kaylee sweetly. “Don’t worry about it, Sarah. Accidents happen.”

Jessica nodded. “Yep. We’ll take care of you.”

Sarah was not given much of a choice as the two stronger women turned and practically dragged her away. She looked around anxiously, catching sight of her mother, and pleaded for rescue with her eyes.

Cindy felt an overwhelming urge to protect her. She could not abandon her to whatever malevolent intentions Jessica and Kaylee had for her. She had to do something. She had to-

“Cindy!” commanded Eleanor, snapping Cindy from her thoughts. “This is your mess too. Hurry and clean this up.”

Cindy curtsied, averting her eyes from the guests. Their scorn and derision were wholly deserved.
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KOURTNEY WAS LIVID. Cindy could not maintain eye contact and instead stared down at Kourtney’s expensive heels, feeling her mediocre stature shrink even lower. 

“And don’t think for one second you’re going to get away with this,” continued Kourtney, pointing her manicured nail at Cindy’s apologetic face. “Someone’s paying for all those broken glasses and you can bet your life it isn’t going to be me.”

“Yes, Miss Kourtney,” she said, hoping that if she just agreed with whatever Kourtney said, she could get away fast enough to find Sarah before something happened. She shuddered at the thought of Sarah becoming the object of Jessica and Kaylee’s sadism.

Sarah was not like Cindy. Sarah would gain no sexual pleasure from the abuse. It would be Cindy’s fault if Sarah suffered. She could not waste time trying to argue with Kourtney only to be overpowered anyway. Kourtney did not need to know Cindy had no money to pay for anything. Perhaps once her rage passed, she could come to some sort of arrangement with her? 

“And where is that clumsy idiot now?”

Cindy winced. She could have tried to explain that Sarah had been shoved by Jessica. That it wasn’t Sarah’s fault. She had been sabotaged. But what was the point? Nobody was going to take Sarah’s side over Jessica’s. It was easier to just accept it. The last thing she needed was an argument. 

“I don’t know, Miss.”

“Then you’d better hope she shows up, or else you’re doing the work of two. Got that?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And I’m only letting you out of the contraption so you can clean up. You’re going straight back once you’re done. Got that?”

“Yes, Miss,” she said. “Thank you.” 

Kourtney watched disgustedly as her servers unlocked Cindy from her restraints. Cindy felt immediately lighter as they lifted the tray from her shoulders. She smiled gratefully, rubbing down her aching arms.

“Don’t just stand there,” said Kourtney, “get going.”

Cindy jumped from her moment of rest. Amused servers shoved cleaning supplies at her and she bundled them inelegantly in her arms. There were titters as she struggled to carry them from the pavilion. 

She was glad she had gotten away so lightly. Her passivity had gained her a little extra time in which she could search the mansion for Sarah. Although what she would do if she found her, she hadn’t decided yet. Could she really see herself standing up to Jessica and Kaylee? She could only hope it wouldn’t come to that.
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THE BALLROOM NOISE faded behind her as she tip-toed through the corridors. She had abandoned the cleaning supplies behind a spiral staircase. It made her skulking much easier. She would return to them before anybody thought to come searching for her. 

The darkness and the shadows made her feel uncomfortable. She was trespassing. Nobody had given her permission for this. She imagined Eleanor impatiently tapping her foot, sighing, checking the time on her yellow gold and diamond Rolex. 

Cindy’s heart thudded inside her chest. The farther from the party she got, the more she knew she should turn back. Deep down, she hoped she wouldn’t find Sarah. That way, she could lie to herself that she had tried her best while avoiding the prospect of actually confronting Jessica and Kaylee, the same young women who had flogged her buttocks only a week prior. How would she explain that to Sarah?

She was ready to scamper back to the ballroom and clean when she heard the faint sound of running water, like somebody was taking a shower. Could Sarah be washing the champagne from herself? It seemed unlikely, but she could not just ignore it.

She knocked lightly on the door and it opened. Whoever was showering, had not bothered to lock the door. 

“Sarah?” she whispered into the bathroom.

The ceiling lights were dim and there was a pleasant aroma of lavender and lemon from an oil diffuser. She stepped over the hardwood, beyond the double sinks to a large free-standing Silestone shower. There was a dark shape behind the blurry glass panels and a faint whimpering from within.

“S-Sarah?” she said, panicked, “Is that you?”

There was no response. 

“Honey, I’m coming in,” she said, slowly sliding the shower door open.

She stared in shock to see it was not Sarah, but Emily, naked, with her wrists tied to the running showerhead by duct tape.

Emily shivered under the deluge of freezing water. Her nipples were erect on her tiny breasts. Her skinny thighs were covered in suds. A dissolving bar of soap was lodged inside her pussy and she bit down on another to keep it inside her mouth. 

“Oh my God. Emily? Wh-what...what have they done to you? Let me help you,” she said, reaching to turn off the valve. 

Emily whimpered and backed away, shaking her head ferociously. 

Cindy hesitated. “But you could get hyperthermia. This is dangerous. How long have they left you here?” 

Emily continued to shake her head, pleading with her eyes to be left alone.

Cindy slowly nodded her head. She understood. Emily wanted this. If the situation was reversed, had Eleanor been the one to inflict this on Cindy, she would not have wanted Emily to interfere. 

“Are you sure?”

Emily relaxed and nodded. There was pleasure as well as torment on her face. Cindy nodded and slowly closed the shower door. She just hoped Alison had set a timer. Emily could get seriously sick if she was left like that for too long. 

She left the bathroom with the intention of returning to the ballroom. She had been away too long. Somebody would come looking for her soon. She told herself she was not abandoning Sarah. Clean first, then take another look. She was just being tactical, not cowardly.

She froze in fear as Eleanor’s stern voice confronted her as soon as she stepped outside. “And where do you think you’re going?”

Cindy’s heart sank as if she were a child caught skipping class. “G-Goddess, I...uh...”

Eleanor grabbed Cindy’s ear, pinching it between her finger and thumbnail, and twisted. Cindy yelped and hopped on the spot. Tears formed in her eyes. Eleanor pulled her by her ear, forcing Cindy to shuffle behind her. She brought her to the spiral staircase where Cindy had thought to dump her cleaning supplies and pointed.

“Is my home a trash can to you?”

“N-no, Goddess. Your home is a palace. A-a cathedral. A-”

“Explain yourself. And this had better be good.”

“I was looking for...for S-Sarah. Just to make sure she was okay. I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.” 

“Oh, you will be.”

Cindy began to cry as Eleanor dragged her back through the corridor and into the living room. 

Eleanor slotted her round buttocks neatly on her comfortable couch and tugged Cindy by her ear over her lap, keeping hold as she threw Cindy’s skirt over her back and yanked her panties below her thighs. Cindy continued to apologize through her tears, hyperventilating. 

Eleanor raised her hand high above her head, inhaling air to inflate her chest, and smacked her palm down hard on Cindy’s exposed buttocks. Cindy howled and blubbered, trying to remain as still as possible to give Eleanor as easy a target as possible, knowing this was deserved. 

Eleanor pummeled her ass numerous times, slapping harder and harder, leaving Cindy a blubbering, snotty, quivering mess on her lap. 

“Shhh,” she said after she had finished, caressing Cindy’s burning ass cheeks with her fingernails. 

“Th-thank...you...G-Goddess,” she said between sobs.

Eleanor smiled, still twisting Cindy’s ear. “You’re right, my home is a cathedral. It’s a temple, and it is your duty to take care of it.”

Cindy sniffled. “L-like an acolyte?”

Eleanor chuckled. “Sure. If you like.” 

Cindy smiled weakly. 

“I’m your Goddess. I’m your religion.”

“Y-yes. You are.”

“Am I? Because you seem to care more about your daughter than serving me.”

“I’m...uh...”

“Sarah is of no concern to you. Your duty is to me and only to me. Fuck Sarah.”

Cindy gulped. 

Eleanor twisted Cindy’s ear even further and pulled. “Say it.” 

Cindy whimpered at the pain. It felt like her ear was being ripped from her head. She couldn’t stand it. “F-fuck Sarah,” she said in her panic. 

“Who is more important?” 

“You-you are.”

“Who do you love more?”

“You, Goddess. It’s always been you. You’re my life. You’re my everything. I love you. I love you so much. I always have.”

Eleanor smiled and released her grip. Cindy gasped and breathed. 

“Good girl. Now, don’t you worry about Sarah. Jessica and Kaylee will take good care of her.”

“Y-yes, Goddess,” she said, not daring to share that was exactly what she was afraid of. Her Goddess had spoken and it was not Cindy’s place to refute her wisdom. 

“You’re going to have to double your efforts now since you’re working for two.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“But there might still be a special reward for you at the end of the night if you do a good job.”

Cindy felt the excitement in her stomach and pussy. “R-really?” 

“Maybe,” said Eleanor, pouting down at her with amusement. “Although, my guests will be the ones to make the decision. We shall see if they think you deserve a reward...or punishment.”
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Chapter 9.
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Cindy uttered girly little “owies” as Eleanor dragged her by the ear back to the cleaning supplies. Eleanor pointed at them while maintaining her grip and twisting as Cindy struggled to bundle them all against her body.

Eleanor continued her commanding march, and Cindy concentrated hard to ensure no water spilled from the bucket over Eleanor’s expensive cashmere rugs, despite the sagging of her arm.

The murmurs and music of the ballroom grew louder as they approached. Cindy stared at Eleanor’s heart-shaped buttocks swaying inside her tight-fitting mermaid gown. She smiled despite the agony in her ear and the soreness of her ass. She was so lucky to have access to the most incredible view in the world.

Eleanor threw Cindy by her ear into the ballroom. Cindy stumbled and blushed as some of the party guests tittered and gossiped upon seeing her. She ducked her chin and made her way to the broken glass. She kneeled down on the marble and carefully swept it up into a trash bag, then dabbed a cloth in the warm water and used a pH-neutral detergent to ensure no mark was left on the marble. She knew if anything stained, she could never afford the repairs.

She heard the approach of Alison and her friends and looked up from her position on the floor to see them giggling down at her. They were so rich and beautiful. Their whole lives were ahead of them. They had everything they needed to succeed in life. They were like princesses. Compared to them, Cindy was like a decrepit peasant, humbled to be in their presence.

“Having fun, loser?” said Alison, gaining chuckles from her friends. 

Cindy was unsure how to respond, on her hands and knees, dressed as a French maid, with her ass still throbbing from her latest spanking. Her life had certainly taken a strange twist. 

“Yes, Miss,” was all she managed. Her pathetic response brought more laughter from Alison and her friends.

“You should be,” said Alison, “don’t you realize who’s at this party? Lawyers, Doctors, Financiers, Politicians, Celebrities.”

“C-Celebrities? Really?” 

Lucy, Alison’s bestie, scoffed. “Look over there,” she pointed over at a young woman with the most amazing blonde hair Cindy had ever seen. It draped down her back in perfectly straight, shimmering golden strands. She wore a double-slit pink maxi skirt and a glittering strapped crop top. Gold bangles and hoop earrings made a statement of wealth. She held a selfie stick and smiled brightly into her phone. “Don’t you even know who that is?”

Cindy blinked stupidly. Everyone giggled at her cluelessness. 

“Seriously?” said Alison, “that’s Madison Campbell.”

The name sounded familiar. She was sure Sarah had mentioned her before. Some sort of internet personality? 

“Oh my God,” said Alison, “don’t you know anything? She’s got like forty million followers on Insta and like seventy million more on TikTok.”

“Sorry,” said Cindy, “I guess I’m out of touch. Um, what does she do?”

Alison and Lucy glanced at each other and burst into laughter at the stupidness of Cindy’s question. 

“You really don’t know?” said Lucy. “That’s so sad.” 

Alison scoffed. “Maybe if you spent less time daydreaming about my mom’s ass you’d actually learn something.”

Cindy dropped her head in shame, which made the teens laugh even more.

Lucy took over. “She’s a fashion and lifestyle influencer, amongst other things. She gets so many gifts she has to rent an entire apartment just to store them all. She does all kinds of TikTok. You know, beauty advice, lip-syncing, dance, pranks.”

“She’s such an inspiration,” said Alison. “We’re going to do a collaboration soon. She’ll help our DumbBitch videos go viral. It’s going to be so awesome.”

Cindy had no idea what they were talking about. “That’s nice, Miss,” she said, hoping they would get bored and leave her alone so she could finish cleaning. She had to return to serving soon. She could not keep Kourtney waiting.

Alison continued. “It was so funny seeing Sarah in that costume, by the way. Take a look at these.” She clicked her fingers in the direction of one of her sycophants and they passed her a phone. She crouched down, smiling adorably with her dimpled cheeks, and showed off the pictures they had taken.

Cindy looked at the screen as Alison scrolled through pictures of her, Lucy, and the others in various poses, pouting their Instagram lips, next to a bewildered-looking Sarah.

“It’s too funny. I couldn’t ever imagine wearing something like that. Not even for a billion dollars. But you and your Sarah literally do it for free. Do you know how pathetic that is?” 

Cindy nodded. She could hardly argue with Alison’s astute observation. What must Sarah have been thinking in those moments? Was she looking for Cindy to finally put an end to this madness? She felt a lump in her throat and her eyes water at the guilt of manipulating her daughter into this awful situation.

“Look,” said Lucy, pointing down excitedly, “she’s going to start crying.”

Alison giggled extra hard as her friends mocked Cindy with fake crying gestures, brushing their cheeks with the back of their wrists and pouting their bottom lips. Cindy felt her face contort as silent tears fell down her flushed face. 

Her reaction was just what they wanted. There were cheers, fist pumps, and high fives. Alison leaned over and took some selfies. Cindy sniffled sadly into the screen. Alison looked especially beautiful, pouting into the camera with a snotty Cindy prostrated on the floor in the background. The dichotomy truly emphasized Alison’s youth and beauty. 

Eleanor interrupted their fun, chuckling as she approached. “Okay, girls,” she said, affectionately, “time to leave little Cindy alone. She has a lot of work to do.” 

Alison joined her mom and giggled as she showed her the pictures. Eleanor chuckled along and shook her head as if wondering how anybody could have allowed this to happen to them. Her reaction encouraged the rest of Alison’s friends to giggle along, pleased with the part they had all played in Sarah’s humiliation.
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CINDY WAITED PATIENTLY, kneeling on the floor of the pavilion as the real servers -  the professional, paid servers - reloaded her tray. Her head poked through the hole in the middle as if from a stockade. The chefs were busy preparing the main courses for the sit-down dinner and Cindy’s stomach grumbled at the mouth-watering smells from the stovetops. 

Kourtney reaffirmed that Cindy would have to work twice as hard now her lazy daughter had disappeared. Cindy nodded silently as Kourtney pressed her finger against Cindy’s nose to emphasize her point. Kourtney’s tone was another warning not to fuck up. Any thoughts she had of trying to find Sarah had been beaten out of her. She just hoped Sarah was surviving as best she could. 

She was sure her fears were unfounded. What could Jessica and Kaylee really do to her? This wasn’t high school. Sarah was an adult woman with a job. If anything happened, Sarah could call the police. She would not just take their abuse without repercussions. Yes, Sarah would be fine. Cindy had more important things to worry about now, like being a good girl for her Goddess.
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SHE RETURNED TO THE ballroom to resume her serving tray duties, and Eleanor immediately beckoned her over. Cindy gulped, worried she had made a mistake and left a scuff on the marble. She was reassured when Eleanor smiled and took a glass of champagne from her tray. 

“Follow me,” she said, taking a sip and striding toward the stage. 

The band stopped playing as Eleanor led Cindy to a free-standing 1950s-style microphone. The guests immediately ceased their conversations and turned to them. Cindy fidgeted at the attention. 

“Welcome, everyone,” said Eleanor, raising her glass in a toast, confident and radiant under the spotlight. “I’m so happy to see you all, my dear, dear friends.” There were raised glasses and warm smiles. “I’m sure you’ve all noticed I have some very special help this evening.” She nodded sideways at Cindy, gaining chortles. Eleanor smiled at Cindy. “Go ahead, Cindy, give them a little curtsey.”

Cindy smiled nervously and buckled her knees, cringing as the glasses rattled under her movement. There were loud snickers at the spectacle and Eleanor took a satisfying sip of champagne. 

“Well,” she continued, “for those of you who may be wondering what she’s doing here, little Cindy is desperate to be awarded the position of my new housekeeper. Aren’t you?”

Cindy smiled and nodded enthusiastically, ignoring the amusement her reaction garnered. She didn’t care about how she looked. This was the first time she had heard Eleanor contemplate making Cindy’s position official. Excitement fluttered. She was close. This was everything she wanted. 

Eleanor chuckled along with her guests at Cindy’s pitiful display. She shook her head jokingly at her audience, as if to question how anybody could be this tragic. “Of course, this is a position she has to earn. She should consider tonight her audition. And what better judges are there than you? My dear friends.”

Cindy felt her skin prickle with dread. This was not exactly what she had had in mind. There were a hundred or more people in the ballroom. She had to somehow impress them all? She tried to maintain her smile, aware that the judgment had already begun. 

“With that said,” continued Eleanor, waving her hand at some of Kourtney’s smirking servers carrying iPads. “You may all give her a rating from one to ten. And feel free to leave a comment. We’ll read some of the best ones after dinner and tally Cindy’s average. Remember, Cindy has to earn the privilege of being my housekeeper, so I want you to be brutally honest with your evaluations. You shall remain anonymous, so there’s no reason to hold back.”

There were delighted murmurs and more snickers. 

“And just so you’re aware,” added Eleanor, “little Cindy knows full well what a low score will mean for her.” She turned to Cindy and grinned. “Don’t you?”

Cindy whimpered and nodded.

“Then you’d better get started. I see quite a few of my guests without drinks in their hands. That’s exactly the kind of carelessness that could be held against you.”

Eleanor raised her glass at the laughter and applause of her guests as Cindy skulked off stage, desperate to find someone to serve. 
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CINDY RUSHED AROUND as quickly as she could without risking the contents of her tray. The last thing she needed was to trip and end up like Sarah. She smiled politely and curtsied to each guest as they took their time deciding which appetizer to take, clearly enjoying her plight. 

She hovered on the outskirts of conversations. She heard mention of crypto, real estate, NFTs, the stock market, union-busting, and tax breaks. She understood little of what she heard. These were topics not for the likes of her. They were for superior minds like Eleanor’s to exploit. 

When she ran low on champagne, she returned to Kourtney for a refill. She had to be quick. If someone blamed her for not having a drink then it would not only mean her prospects as Eleanor’s housekeeper were in jeopardy but also her chance to be unlocked. 

Her feet were torture. It seemed like the only thing that kept her arms from falling off was her wrists still bound in manacles to the bottom of the tray. She plodded across the floor in a zombified state. Her ass was still sore from her spanking and her ear had never recovered from Eleanor’s rough treatment. She needed water. She needed rest. She would have done anything for a Tylenol. But no, she had to push herself. This was her moment. She had been waiting for this since she was eighteen. She would not allow her weakening body to fail her now.

Kourtney’s servers made regular rounds so the guests could input their ratings into the iPads. Everywhere Cindy looked, she saw lipstick and big white teeth, mocking her. 

Two of Eleanor’s friends, Carla and Mandy, were enjoying themselves as they wrote their feedback. Carla collapsed her forehead onto Mandy’s shoulder and pointed down at the screen. Mandy grinned at whatever message she had left. Cindy knew it was not going to flatter her. 

Alison, Lucy, and their fawning friends were all giggling as they passed the pad amongst themselves, no doubt attempting to one-up each other in the outrageousness of their comments. Lucy caught Cindy staring at them and pointed her out to Alison. Alison giggled and gave Cindy her middle finger. They all found it hilarious, especially when Cindy’s only reaction was to blush and scuttle away.

Eleanor was in discussion with two women who appeared to be a mother-and-daughter duo. The petite mother wore a long-sleeved blush maxi dress with a plunging V-neckline, a seamed bodice, and an open sash tied back. The younger wore oversized eyeglasses that gave her an air of intelligence and a mid-length light sheer fabric dress with a butterfly lace pattern that highlighted her large, round breasts.

Cindy approached, seeing Eleanor was almost done with her glass. Eleanor glanced at her and gave her a quick smile before placing her empty glass on the tray and retrieving a fresh one. It filled Cindy with joy to be of service to her. The mother did the same while the daughter appeared not to be drinking. 

“I must say,” said the mother, “this one certainly has been receptive to your training, Eleanor.”

Eleanor smiled. “Thank you, Shannon. Yes, she’s adapting well.” 

Cindy felt herself grow taller with pride. 

Shannon sighed. “We’re going to be in a similar position as yourself soon. Right, Luna?” 

Her daughter, Luna, frowned and folded her arms. 

“Oh really?” said Eleanor, “the peasant has finally reached the end of her cycle?”

“Urf,” said Luna, “it’s so frustrating. She’s been my primary test subject since I started the Paradise Project. I’m going to be so mad if she breaks before its completion.”  

“I know, precious,” said Shannon, taking a sip of her champagne, “but the submissive brain is only capable of taking so much before it short circuits. Between us both, we’ve been using that peasant for...gosh, thirty years now? Has it really been that long?”

“But there’s still data to extract. She’d better not give up.”

Shannon laughed and put her arm around her daughter’s shoulder. “Isn’t she amazing?” she said to Eleanor.

Eleanor smiled. “I honestly can’t wait to experience it all for myself. I have to say, I was skeptical when you first pitched ‘Paradise Project’ to the sisters. I mean the funding and resources required were astronomical, but you’ve proven with your drive and genius you truly can make it a reality.”

Luna smirked. “That means the world to me, Eleanor. Rest assured, you will be amongst the first to test it once I have a fully functional beta.”

A server arrived with an iPad. Eleanor smiled as she took it and tapped around on the screen. Cindy raised herself onto her tiptoes to try and get a peek at what Eleanor was inputting. Eleanor caught her and hid the screen against her bosom.

“Ah ah,” she said, tapping Cindy’s nose with her fingers, “no peeking, you naughty girl. Get going. There are plenty of thirsty guests for you to serve.”

“S-sorry, Goddess,” she said without thinking. She gasped and looked at Shannon and Luna. They appeared unphased by her slip, much to her relief. She curtsied and moved on, hoping Eleanor would not hold her faux pas against her. The thought of receiving a low mark from Eleanor was like a knife to the gut.

She looked for the next guest to serve and found the famed Madison Campbell waving her over, still holding her selfie stick and talking into her camera.

As Cindy approached, she saw herself appear in the background of Madison’s screen in some sort of livestream. Madison expertly maintained herself as the focus of her video while speaking to her fans. 

“What do we have here?” she said, reaching behind to take a glass and appetizer from the tray without turning away from her camera.  

Cindy wasn’t sure if the question was meant for her or Madison’s stream. She thought it better to answer than risk rudeness. “Crème fraîche, caviar tartlets, and lobster toast with avocado and espelette pepper, Miss.”

“And to drink?”

“Champagne, Miss.”

Her laugh was angelic. “You’re like so cute. Oh my God. No, silly. What vintage is it?”

Cindy blushed from her foolishness. Crying laughing faces appeared on Madison’s text chat, clearly as a reaction to her stupidity.

“Sorry Miss, I don’t really know.” She lambasted herself for not finding out. Obviously, superior palettes like Madison’s would want to know what they were drinking. “I’ll find out for you, Miss. I can say for sure that it’s a good one. Mrs. Noble would not serve you anything cheap.”

Madison tried the lobster toast, closing her eyes and slowly chewing, moaning with pleasure, for the apparent entertainment of her fans, who sent her hearts and compliments. 

“Delicious,” she said, and washed it down with champagne. “So, what’s the deal with you? Chat is super curious about why you’re dressed like this. Spill the tea.”

Cindy flushed. How many people were watching her right now? She tried to lower her face toward the tray in the hopes of hiding it. She knew she was being stupid. A whole ballroom of people had already seen her and now she was feeling self-conscious? 

“The deal, Miss?”

“Why are you doing this?”

“I’m, um, trying to get a job, Miss.”

Madison laughed. “Oh my gosh, you’re right,” she said, ignoring Cindy in favor of her chat. “I hadn’t seen her wrists strapped to it. That’s so weird. Why did you do that?”

“It helps keep the tray steady. I can carry a lot more and for longer this way.” 

“Aren’t your arms tired?”

They were killing her. “No, Miss,” she said as happily as she could. The last thing she wanted was to be caught on camera complaining. “I’m super grateful for the extra support. It makes it so much easier.”

“Wow. So do you like...actually like doing this?”

Cindy nodded. “I love it, Miss.” She wasn’t sure if that was a lie or not. 

Madison shrugged. “I don’t get it either,” she said to her chat. “Awww, be nice. It isn’t her fault she looks like that. Oh right! The best part is we get to rate her performance. What do you think we should give her guys? A zero?” She laughed. “That’s mean. I think the lowest we can give her is a one anyway. Oh my gosh, one, one, one, one, one, oh gosh guys, stop spamming the chat with ones.”

Cindy stood awkwardly. She had other guests to serve but there was something special about Madison that made Cindy want to please her. Was it her celebrity charisma or unreal beauty? Whatever it was, it seemed as if a single ten from her would be worth a hundred other tens. 

“You guys can be such dicks sometimes. But I love you all anyway.”

“That’s okay, Miss, I actually have to-”

“Here we go!” said Madison interrupting. “This is what I’m talking about. Hey, cutie, chat has an awesome idea. This’ll be super fun. They want you to start hopping on one leg. For every minute you hop, we’ll give you a boost. So like, if you hop for ten minutes, you’ll get a well-earned ten. Isn’t this great?” 

Cindy stared, momentarily dropping her fixed smile before realizing her mistake and recovering. There was no way she could do that for ten minutes and not spill the contents of the tray. 

“It’s okay if not, cutie,” said Madison, still speaking to her chat rather than Cindy. “It does mean I’ll have to give you a one, though. Chat really seems to really have it in for you. I’ve no idea why. I think you’re adorable. But chat has spoken.”

Cindy knew she needed as many tens as possible to counter the terrible scores she knew Alison and her friends had for sure given her. Madison was at least offering a real ten. She could not risk another one.

“O-okay, Miss, I’ll try.”

Madison’s bright smile somehow became even more radiant as Cindy lifted her right leg and started to hop on the spot. Her glasses rattled. There was some slight splash that trickled down the tray to her face. 

Hearing Madison’s laugh somehow made it seem worth it. 

“M-Miss? Are you going to time me?”

“Oh sure, we’ll time you, cutie. Off you go. You have drinks to serve, don’t you?”

Cindy took her time as she turned on one leg, shuffling in small hops and cringing for fear the glasses would spill at any moment. She headed for the group closest to Madison. She doubted she could make it ten whole minutes but if she just made it six, that would be six times better than one. 

The group looked at her like she was insane. Her jerky movements made it awkward for them to take their glasses and the annoyance showed on their faces. Cindy suspected they would all now leave her negative feedback. She had now gained several ones in the hopes of avoiding one from Madison.

She turned away from the peeved faces, switched legs, and hopped back to Madison. She could not risk the ire of more guests just to entertain the blonde influencer and her fans. She hopped on the spot behind her, hoping to catch her attention. 

Madison finished whatever story she was sharing with her feed before registering Cindy’s existence. “Oh, hi, cutie,” she said, not turning away from her camera. 

“M-miss, can you tell me how long I’ve been doing this?”

“Like four minutes. Not that it matters. Sorry, cutie, but chat saw what you did.”

“Wh-what did I do?”

“You switched feet. That’s against the rules. We’re going to have to give you one after all. Hope you’re not, like, too upset?”

Cindy continued to hop as if the revelation was somehow just a test. She continued to smile waiting for the ‘psych!’ moment. Alison did say Madison had made prank videos.

“You can stop hopping now, cutie. Honestly, it’s become kind of sad.”

Cindy stopped and felt her eyes well with tears. Her smile risked cracking. There was no way she would ever get a high grade now. Madison ignored her and continued conversing with her chat as she scrolled through her most recent gifts. $50, $120, $10, $20, $500. On and on. A seemingly endless list of dollar amounts and fawning to which she cooed thanks, fluttering her long eyelashes into the camera. 
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KOURTNEY’S SERVERS expertly ensured dinner arrived fresh and hot. The guests enjoyed a choice of tenderloin filets, seared salmon, or wild, porcini mushroom tartlets. To drink, there was a choice of a rich pinot noir or a light pinot grigio.

Cindy’s champagne had been replaced by liter glass bottles of Penta water and rocks glasses. Her load was more difficult than ever to carry and by now, every bone in her body ached. It made it worse that her new role seemed completely superfluous. It would have been simpler to just leave the water on the table. It was obvious that convenience had been sacrificed for the purposes of entertainment, since she had to drop to her knees by each table to ensure the water was at hand level for the guests to retrieve.

Cindy watched longingly as they slowly cut into their exquisite steaks and guided pieces into their mouths, closing their eyes to enjoy the taste sensation. Her own stomach felt like it was eating itself. Her mouth watered just to imagine licking their plates clean. It would be like an orgasm in her mouth.

The music suddenly ceased and the guests murmured excitedly amongst themselves. Cindy shifted her knees over the floor to see Eleanor back on stage. She felt sick with nerves.

“Dear friends,” said Eleanor into the microphone, commanding the ballroom to attention, “please show your appreciation to my party planner. The woman without whom none of this could be possible. Miss Kourtney Callahan.”

There were whoops and loud applause as Kourtney strutted her way to the stage. She grinned and waved to her audience as the band played her onto stage like it was her own theme music. Cindy smiled along with the audience at Kourtney’s sense of humor but soon found her heart sinking when she saw Kourtney waving an iPad above her head triumphantly.  

Eleanor gave Kourtney a big hug and then motioned for her to speak into the microphone. 

“Thank you, Eleanor,” said Kourtney, “it’s always a pleasure to work with you. Let’s make sure your next soirée is even bigger and better than this.”

There was more applause. Eleanor and Kourtney shared a smile and reached for each other, grasping their pinkies and swaying their arms in a display of deep kinship, which made Cindy feel sad that she would never share that with Eleanor herself. 

Kourtney continued. “But, I think it’s time we all found out what score little Cindy received. Where is she?” She placed her hand over her eyes in a theatrical salute as she searched the hall. “I see her,” she said, pointing, “kneeling on the floor. Give a wave, Cindy. Oh wait...you can’t.”

There was great laughter. Cindy smiled nervously and nodded. 

“Sooooo,” she said, clutching the iPad against her bosom, “drum roll, please.”

The drummer obliged.

“Little Cindy received a grand total of......1.8!”

It was a punch in the gut. Cindy slumped into a sitting position and hung her head, defeated. Her exhaustion overwhelmed her. She had tried so hard. What did they want from her? What more could she have done? She sniffled to herself as her pussy screamed at her for being so useless. Worse still, her audition as the housekeeper had ended in failure.

She couldn’t help but cry. It was a mercy that she was drowned out by mocking jeers and boos from the guests who for several hours she had tried so hard to please.

“Some of the comments,” continued Kourtney, happily. “—Is this thing supposed to be a woman? —She makes me want to throw up just so I can make her lick it up. —This lazy bitch needs to be kicked in the pussy. —I never realized someone this ugly could exist. —She looks like a cross between a weasel and mole-rat. —Seriously, how hard is it to carry a tray? Does she expect a reward for this? Fuck her. —I would have given her a ten, but then I remembered I hate her. —Eleanor deserves better than this. —She makes my skin crawl.” 

Each insulting comment was met with laughter and applause from the drunk guests. Cindy blubbered to herself, twitching her hips to try and satisfy her growing arousal. 

Eleanor laughed along, clapping her hands at some of the more creatively mean comments. Once Kourtney had finished she gave an elaborate bow and the guests awarded her with an ovation. She gave Eleanor another hug and Eleanor leaned into the microphone.

“Such awful people,” she joked, “but the decision has been made. You know what that means, right, Cindy?”

Cindy’s spine chilled. She knew exactly what her failure meant...

Punishment.
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Chapter 10.
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Cindy kneeled, naked, collared, and leashed, at the feet of her Goddess on the basement floor. Her knees were sore against the cold concrete. She shivered from the dread and anticipation of her upcoming punishment.

Eleanor smiled down at her and scratched her hair. 

Cindy twitched her feet in pleasure at the touch. She wrapped her arms around Eleanor’s legs and dared to kiss the exquisite fabric of Eleanor’s Valentino Garavani dress. She had to trust her Goddess would protect her. Eleanor would not allow anything too terrible to happen to her, right? 

The more Cindy let go of her fear, placing her faith, body, and soul in Eleanor’s hands, the calmer she became. There was no need to feel anxious or embarrassed. If her Goddess deemed it necessary that she be punished, then who was she to question it? She surely deserved it. She would simply strive to be the best victim she could be to make her Goddess proud. 

Cindy was grateful that Eleanor had only invited a few of her closest friends to join them in the basement. As scared as she was, she had to remember it could have been far worse had Eleanor chosen it to be. There was surely an entire ballroom of people who would have loved to have been part of Cindy’s punishment.

“Okay, sisters,” said Eleanor, addressing her friends. “Back by popular demand.” She reached for a dust sheet and pulled it back to reveal a casino-style jackpot wheel. “The wheel of misfortune.” There was applause from the women.

Cindy’s eyes widened as prickles of dread swarmed her skin. She clutched her Goddess tighter and tried to bury her face away from the greedy looks of her soon-to-be torturers. 

Eleanor continued. “Since this will be little Cindy’s first time, I’ll explain the rules again. As you can see, the wheel of misfortune is partitioned in forty different ways. Each one corresponds to a different method of torture. Obviously, some are reasonably mild but others are quite extreme. It’s all in the luck of the spin. Exciting, right?”

Cindy gulped and looked up doe-eyed at her Goddess. “Y-yes, Goddess.” 

Eleanor pouted and caressed her fingernails through Cindy’s hair. Her voice was calm and soothing. “I picked these women especially for you, Cindy. They are experts. You will be perfectly safe in their talented hands. They are the best.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” she said, her voice cracking from dryness. 

The women were all terrifying with their beauty and confidence. They were like a choir of dark angels. Cindy was humbled just to be in the presence of their wealth and power. They were the Daughters of Isis.

Alison was next to her BFF, Lucy. She blew Cindy a kiss and giggled along with her friend. Cindy averted her eyes and flushed. Were they going to take part too? How could they have been experts in anything at just eighteen years old? 

“We want everyone to have a chance to spin,” said Eleanor, “so I think fifteen minutes is reasonable. Kourtney, since you’re the one Cindy disappointed the most tonight, I think you should get the first spin.”

Kourtney strode forward with the heels of her Italian pumps clicking over the concrete. She grabbed one of the handles on the wheel, pushing forward her bosom and stretching the material of her skin-tight blouse as she gave it a powerful spin.

There was a loud ra-ta-tat as it spun in a cyclone of color. Cindy held her breath as the wheel slowly came to a stop, landing on “squash.” The smirk on Kourtney’s face and the cheers of the sisters suggested to Cindy this was not going to be pleasant. 
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CINDY FELT A DISCOMFORTING burn in her muscles as Kourtney held her in an arm lock. Kourtney’s entire hand easily wrapped around Cindy’s twig-like wrist. Cindy was suddenly aware of her skinniness compared to all those curvy and athletic women. Even had she wanted to resist, she would have been too weak. The realization was terrifying. She looked at Eleanor for protection, feeling more helpless than ever. 

Eleanor smiled at her. “You can be a good girl for Kourtney, can’t you?”

Cindy sniffled and nodded. She kept her hands clasped together behind her back as Kourtney released her hold and wrapped Cindy’s arms in a single leather restraint, tightly securing the buckles. 

“Can you move them?” said Kourtney. 

Cindy tried to wriggle her arms inside the tight leather but found them completely locked.

“No, Miss,” she said.

Kourtney grinned and slapped Cindy playfully across her cheek. 

Cindy shivered, still kneeling on the concrete as she watched Kourtney retrieve two black metal bars connected by long silver screws. She stayed quiet as Kourtney squatted, placing the bars between Cindy’s breasts. 

“Your tits are so small,” said Kourtney, holding the bars steady in one hand as she tightened the bolts with her other, slowly compacting the bars closer together. “You did reach puberty, right?” 

The other women had gathered in a semi-circle around them to watch and chuckled at the joke.

“I’m serious,” said Kourtney, having tightened the bars enough to stay on Cindy’s breasts without her having to hold them herself. “Aren’t you embarrassed?” 

“Yes, Miss, I’m sorry.” They had always been a source of shame. There was no question which of them had the superior bosom. 

“You should be,” said Kourtney, pinching both of Cindy’s nipples and twisting. 

Cindy gasped and instinctively tried to pull back, but that just made it worse. 

Kourtney chuckled at her. Her own nipples were hardening beneath her tight, white blouse. “I’m going to enjoy this.”

Cindy whimpered quietly to herself. 

Kourtney finally released Cindy’s nipples and turned her focus to the bolts. She twisted them both in tandem, slowly condensing the bars against Cindy’s breasts. 

The pressure was almost pleasurable at first. They felt secure as if her breasts were now protected between the metal. But then it kept going. A continuous stinging pain began as mild but soon turned excruciating. It crawled up her breasts and over her whole body. Cindy yelped and searched Kourtney’s face for mercy but found only cruelty sparkling within her eyes. 

Kourtney cranked the bolts even after they had seemingly reached their limits, squeezing every half millimeter she could.

It was too much. Cindy’s breasts were squashed in a vicious vice and it had to come off. She backed up on her knees and desperately shook herself, trying to dislodge the awful clamp.

It was useless. With her arms locked behind her back, she was helpless. She looked around at the watching women for someone who might feel sorry for her and help. Unfortunately, there was nothing but enjoyment on their beautiful faces. Even Eleanor held an amused pout. 

“Please,” she whimpered.

Kourtney reached and pulled Cindy back by her nipples. Cindy screamed. The pain was unbearable. Kourtney scowled into her face. “Please what?”

Her panic turned to sobs. She could barely find the breath to utter a response. “N-nothing, it’s n-nothing, s-sorry.”

Kourtney grinned. Cindy stayed as still as she could, fearing Kourtney might rip her nipples off her body.

Alison bounced and pointed. “Oh my God, they’re turning purple. Look. This is so awesome!” 

Cindy glanced down to see if she was right. She wanted to scream but was too terrified to utter anything but a long, pained mewl. 

Kourtney mercifully released Cindy’s nipples and scooted next to her, wrapping her arm around Cindy’s shoulder like they were besties. “Come on, Alison,” she said, “take our picture.” 

Alison bounded forward and crouched down with her phone. Her cheeks were dimpled with an adorable smile as she giggled into her screen. 

Kourtney constantly changed poses, pouting, kissing, sticking out her tongue, and giving the camera the middle finger. Everyone had a great time laughing and encouraging Kourtney’s antics as purple-breasted Cindy suffered next to her, counting the seconds until the fifteen torturous minutes were over, quietly blubbering to herself.

And this was only the first one. 
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JASMINE WAS NUMBER two. She was delighted to receive “trample” as her prize. 

Cindy, with her arms still bound in leather, was made to lie flat on her back while the imposing figure of Jasmine stood over her. 

Jasmine’s hands rested on her full hips and a huge grin was on her face. Her block heels elevated her stature to over six feet. Her powerful thighs showed through the open seam of her jade gown and her spectacular breasts almost spilled from her bodice. 

Cindy clenched the feeble muscles in her stomach in the hopes of gaining some resistance against Jasmine’s weight. She held her breath. This was going to hurt. 

Jasmine elegantly lifted one foot and placed it neatly over Cindy’s belly button, using her as a stepping stone. 

Cindy groaned as the entirety of Jasmine’s weight pressed on her. She lifted her head but Jasmine used her second foot to push her sole down on Cindy’s neck, keeping her on the floor.  

Cindy gargled. She twitched her arms inside her restraint, hopelessly trying to pull Jasmine’s foot away. She couldn’t breathe. She kicked her legs and writhed her body over the floor, knocking Jasmine off balance. 

Jasmine stepped off and Cindy took the chance to cough and gasp for air. 

“Bitch!” said Jasmine, kicking Cindy swiftly in her ribs. “Don’t you dare.” 

Cindy yelped. “S-sorry, Miss.” 

“Stay still,” said Jasmine, returning to Cindy’s stomach. 

She stood on Cindy’s chastity, pressing the mesh down on Cindy’s wet pussy lips. Next, she moved up to Cindy’s breasts which were still sensitive after her previous ordeal with Kourtney. Cindy’s squeal brought laughter from the sisters. 

Cindy tensed her whole body. It was a force of will to fight against her natural urge for self-preservation, but she managed it, despite the crushing force that was stealing her breath. 

“Open your mouth,” said Jasmine.

Cindy slowly obeyed. 

Jasmine lifted one foot and carefully guided her heel into Cindy’s mouth. “Suck on it.” 

Cindy bobbed her head up and down, pushing her lips all the way up the shaft of the heel to the sole and back again. She concentrated hard on not accidentally scraping her teeth over it. The gold Prada label on the outer curve of the shoe warned her how valuable it was. This was the most expensive thing to have ever been inside Cindy’s mouth. She could taste the wealth and privilege. It was luxury and success. Few people in the world got a chance like this. She hummed in pleasure. 

Jasmine laughed. “I think she likes it.”

Eleanor smiled. “A lot more than her husband’s cock it seems.” 

The sisters all laughed at Eleanor’s joke. It was true, Cindy would have rather sucked on Jasmine’s Prada heels for hours than spend even one second with Pete in her mouth. 
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MADISON HAD AN ANGELIC smile on her face as she pressed a button to send electrical currents rushing through the glass bulb on the end of her electric wand. 

Cindy couldn’t help but admire how the blue currents matched Madison’s eyes. She was so beautiful. It was no wonder her TikTok and Instagram were so popular. Somehow, the prospect of being electrocuted by someone as pretty as Madison did not seem bad at all. 

Cindy’s arm restraint had been attached to a suspension bar. Madison raised her on a winch from the floor to hover on the tips of her toes. It was an uncomfortable feeling to hang with her arms bound and stretched behind her back. 

Madison approached, zapping the wand. There was a harsh crackle as the electricity attacked the bulb as if it were trying to smash through the glass. Madison giggled to herself as she slowly directed it at Cindy’s exposed nipple.

Before the glass even touched her, Cindy felt a sharp jolt in her breast. She squeaked and instinctively pulled away, rattling her suspension chain. 

Madison’s joy was as electrifying as her wand as she chased Cindy’s nipple, poking it with the crackling bulb and laughing delightedly at Cindy’s screams. 

“Okay, cutie,” she said, “I need you to stay still now. Think you can do that for me?”

Cindy whimpered and nodded. It was clear that Madison was used to getting her own way. She looked too adorable as she batted her long eyelashes. No doubt she’d been wrapping people around her little finger her whole life. Her charm was impossible to resist. 

Madison turned back to her sisters. “Oh my gosh, Eleanor, she’s so cute. I love her!” 

Cindy smiled shyly and looked up from Madison’s feet to see Eleanor with her hands on her hips and a satisfied pout on her beautiful face. Cindy was filled with pride. Pleasing her Goddess was worth all the suffering in the world. She would not let her down. She would be the good girl Eleanor wanted and deserved. 

There was a fierce whir as Madison twisted a knob at the end of the wand to turn up the voltage. She guided the bulb to Cindy’s collarbone and brushed it over her skin.

The shock was harsh and continuous but not unpleasant. Cindy bit her lip and hummed in cautious pleasure. She stretched her toes at the sensations as Madison ran the wand over her body in a figure of eight.

“Does that feel good, cutie?”

Cindy’s answer vibrated through her throat. “Yessss.”

“Then spread your legs for me.”

Cindy complied, opening her thighs to show Madison her chastity cage. Her locked arousal had moistened the mesh of her chastity. 

“Eleanor, she’s such a good girl. Where can I find a good girl like this for myself?” 

“I picked her up at Krogers,” said Eleanor. 

Everyone laughed. 

Madison directed the bulb to the metal. Cindy’s arousal was a conductor that sent terrible shockwaves up her whole body. She screamed and flailed on her chain. It felt like every nerve in her body was being repeatedly stabbed with sharp needles.

Madison graciously pulled away to allow Cindy a chance to regain her breath. 

“Awww,” said Madison so sweetly it made Cindy pitifully sob. “Is it really so painful?”

Cindy nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks. 

“Poor baby. But it makes me happy to hurt you. Don’t you want to make me happy?”

Cindy sniffled and raised her chin to look at Madison’s impossibly lovely smile. “Y-yes, M-Miss.”

Madison giggled, immediately zapping her again.
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SHANNON AND LUNA EACH took practice shots against a pole with their bullwhips. 

Cindy continued to dangle from her chain. She had not once stopped trembling or sniffling after her electrocution. It seemed that each punishment was worse than the last. She felt more vulnerable than ever. 

Luna cracked her whip close to Cindy’s cheek and laughed as Cindy cringed, shifting her body and rocking from side to side. 

“Hey,” said Luna, “don’t start crying before we’ve even started, wimp.”

“S-sorry, Miss,” said Cindy, contracting her face in an effort to fight back her rising tears.

Luna turned to her mom. “I know, how about we make a little bet?” 

“Oh, Luna,” said Shannon, “you and your games. Go on then. What are the terms?” 

“How about this? The first one to make this little wimp scream gets a full unrestricted week with the peasant.”

Shannon chuckled. “That doesn’t sound like much of a prize. I gave her to you so I wouldn’t have to deal with that ugly worm anymore, right?”

“Come on, Mom. I know you miss playing with her really.” 

Shannon smiled. “Alright, you have a deal.”

Mother and daughter strode behind Cindy. Cindy whimpered and looked over her shoulder to see them widening their stance. They lifted their whips over their shoulders, placed their hands on their hips, and pushed their breasts forward, showing their hard nipples through the material of their designer dresses. 

“There’s no way you can win, Mom,” said Luna. “I know exactly where to strike to make this one squeal. It’s all in the data.”

Shannon scoffed. “I was whipping that peasant before you were even born, precious. I’ll wager my experience against your data any day.”

“Ha. We’ll see. In fact, I’m so confident in my data, I’ll even let you go first.”

“Hey, you,” said Shannon to Cindy. “Don’t even think about screaming early in the hopes of ending this quickly. We’ll know if you try and cheat us, so don’t even think about it.” 

Cindy would try her best, but the screaming was not something she had much control over. She gulped at the thought of how they might react with the remainder of their time if she gave her scream away too early. 

Shannon snapped her whip through the air and cracked against the back of Cindy’s thigh. 

The sting was a bite that lingered long on the skin. Cindy fought her instinct to release a yelp. Somehow, she held her breath and just whimpered quietly to herself.

“Not bad, huh?” said Shannon to her daughter.

Luna smirked at her. “Pretty good. But watch this.” 

Cindy braced herself at the frightening crack of the whip. It collided against her inner thigh. She inhaled sharply, crossed her thighs, and rubbed them together for some relief from the lingering pain. 

Shannon’s next shot caught Cindy’s calf. Cindy raised her foot to shake off the pain only to immediately be struck in her sole by Luna’s whip. It was an almost impossible shot and the sisters applauded the effort. Cindy had to squeak to avoid screaming but she could not stop the tears from falling. She tried to keep her feet down to avoid another hit like that. 

Shannon struck Cindy’s back, followed by Luna, who was close to whipping Cindy almost in the exact same spot as her mom.

Cindy twisted and turned frantically at the awful pain, biting down her lip. 

The whipping continued for the next few minutes, with Shannon constantly being one-upped by Luna. Cindy sensed Shannon’s growing frustration. Her strikes were becoming clumsier, sometimes only grazing against Cindy’s skin. Luna, meanwhile, never lost her precision. She knew exactly where to hit to deal maximum pain without damaging Cindy’s internal organs. It was a true masterclass. 

It was only a matter of time before a vicious strike from Luna across Cindy’s shoulder blade gave rise to a scream. It came out as a long, high-pitched shriek. 

The sisters laughed good-naturedly and gave Luna a round of applause as she smirked and gave them a theatrical curtsey. 

Shannon sighed and gave Cindy a large strike on her upper buttock that sent Cindy howling and scurrying her tiptoes over the concrete like a hamster on a wheel. 

“Good job, precious,” said Shannon, giving her daughter a hug, “I guess I’m a little out of practice.”

“You were great, Mom. How about double or nothing? Come to mine next weekend for dinner and we can go again on the peasant.”

“That sounds like fun. But I have to warn you, there’s no way that peasant would dare let me lose.”

“Ha. She wouldn’t dare let me not win.”

Shannon chuckled. “This is going to be interesting then.”
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THERE WAS A PAUSE IN the punishment for Eleanor to apply some care to Cindy’s injuries. The bull whipping had taken its toll on Cindy’s body. She hung helpless and sniveling as blood trickled from her purple bruises. 

As Shannon and Luna received the congratulations of the sisters, Eleanor dabbed Cindy’s cuts with a towel and rinsed them with water. Cindy squeaked as Eleanor slapped some sterile gauze over the injured areas, which made Eleanor chuckle. 

Eleanor’s attention felt wonderful. Cindy felt foolish for ever being frightened. Her Goddess always took care of her.

Eleanor leaned into her ear and Cindy’s skin prickled at the excitement of Eleanor’s breath. “You’re doing well,” she whispered. 

Cindy gasped with elation.

“Keep it up and there might be a special reward for you after all.” 

Cindy whimpered and scurried her thighs against her chastity. Her tears became tears of happiness. Just when she thought she couldn’t possibly love her Goddess anymore, Eleanor gave her a whole new reason to worship her. Cindy would not disappoint her.
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CARLA AND MANDY, AS BFFs, spun the wheel together. “Ice Play” was their reward. 

Cindy was unhooked from the suspension bar and dragged on her leash to the middle of the floor. She remained on her knees with her hands bound behind her back. 

Carla and Mandy put on black Kevlar gloves. Carla reached inside one of two buckets filled with ice and retrieved a single shard. Her hand was protected from the cold by the Kevlar. Cindy would not be so lucky. 

Carla caressed the shard against Cindy’s nipple. Cindy flinched at the sudden cold and tried to back away. 

Carla wrapped Cindy’s leather leash around her wrist and tugged Cindy back into place. “Don’t even think about it,” she said, grabbing Cindy’s whole breast, and squeezing it between her fingers as she ground the ice against Cindy’s nipple.

Cindy gasped, whined, and scurried her feet over the concrete. 

Mandy grabbed an entire handful of ice and crushed it all into Cindy’s other breast. Cindy’s squeals made her beam.

Carla’s shard dissolved into freezing water. She took another from the bucket and guided the point over Cindy’s chapped lips before slotting it inside her mouth. 

Cindy did not need to be told to keep it inside. It fizzled against her tongue as Carla inserted more ice until Cindy’s mouth was completely full. Her cheeks expanded and she felt her gums numbing from the cold. 

Mandy finished crushing the ice into Cindy’s breast and then slid both buckets under Cindy’s body. Carla pulled the leash down to force both of Cindy’s breasts into the ice buckets. 

Cindy released a muffled scream at the shock. She shivered and tried to pull away, but Mandy pushed down on her head, keeping her breasts submerged. 

Carla reached between Cindy’s breasts to pull a few more shards from the bucket. “Don’t move,” she ordered, as she began to place the ice neatly in a line directly over Cindy’s spine. 

It was impossible not to shiver. The ice seemed to stick to her skin, leaving a pink rash. 

Carla laughed. “You’re so much fun, Cindy,” she said, finishing up by placing a final shard on Cindy’s tailbone. “Hayley could never take as much punishment as this.”

Mandy scoffed. “That fucking wimp. She’d be begging for mercy by now. You’re way too soft on her, Carla.”

“Maybe you’re right. If Cindy can do it, then so can Hayley.”

Cindy’s pride offered some warmth despite the cold. She grinned despite the melting ice freezing her mouth. Maybe she really would get a reward. 

Her grin did not last long as Mandy leaned over and directed a shard directly inside her anus. She moaned and swiveled her hips at the penetrating cold. 

“Ah ah,” said Carla, “don’t let any of those shards on your back fall.”

Cindy nodded and whimpered.

Mandy laughed. “And I have four more in my hand. You’re taking all of them in the ass. You got that?”

One was painful enough. She could feel the point scraping her insides. She remembered the compliments. She remembered that she was special. Eleanor deserved someone special. She wanted all of them to look at their own submissives and wish they could be more like Cindy. They should all be jealous of Eleanor. Eleanor should always be number one. 

Carla slapped Mandy playfully on her arm. “You’re such a sadistic bitch, Mandy, seriously.” 

Mandy laughed as she slowly inserted the next shard into Cindy’s asshole, beaming at Cindy’s muffled screams. 
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ALEXA SNAPPED HER OWN Kevlar glove onto her hand. 

Cindy lay on her back against a black tarpaulin. Her teeth chattered and her body quivered. She was beginning to wonder if she would ever feel warm again. 

Alexa ignited a thick, blood-red candle that matched her mermaid dress and lipstick. Her pout was a smirk. Alexa would be fully protected from the melted wax. That was for Cindy’s pleasure only.

“You’re a lucky girl, Cindy,” she said. “Of all the options I could have had, I got wax play. It’s so perfect. It’ll definitely warm you up, won’t it?”

“Y-yes, M-Miss,” said Cindy, stuttering from the cold. 

Alexa rested her wrist on her hip and allowed the liquid wax to build in the basin of the candle. Once satisfied, she angled it at forty-five degrees and tipped the wax over Cindy’s stomach. 

Cindy gasped and twitched at the heat. Alexa pouted down at her in amusement, gently waving the candle and throwing lines of wax over Cindy’s breasts, collarbone, and shoulders. 

It was a sizzling burn that was almost pleasurable as her body reacted to the strange pain with bursts of adrenaline and dopamine. 

Alexa dripped the wax intermittently, giving it time to melt into Cindy’s skin before going back for another round. 

The heat soon became intense. Cindy moaned and wriggled. She looked down at her body and was horrified to see it slashed in red like blood. As Alexa moved the wax stream to Cindy’s thighs, Cindy closed them to protect her chastity. 

Alexa snickered. “You really think I’d go easy on you just because you try and hide it?”

Cindy begged Alexa for mercy with her doe-eyes even as she opened her legs to give Alexa an easy target. She sobbed, knowing what was to come. 

Alexa dripped the wax over the cage in an X. Cindy screamed as the heat went through the tiny holes in the mesh and onto her wet pussy lips. 

“Don’t be so dramatic,” said Alexa, “it really isn’t that big a deal. You know, my own victim, Maggie, has been marked in all the colors of the rainbow. You’re getting off easy.”

Cindy writhed, cried, and screamed, as she nodded her head in agreement. “S-sorry, M-Miss, ahhhhhhh. Th-thank you.”

She would not let Alexa think badly of her. She needed to please them all. She hoped that the laughter of Eleanor and the sisters at her pathetic reaction would count something toward her potential reward. 
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ALISON AND LUCY WERE so excited to finally take their turn that they practically danced on the spot as they waited to see their prize.

Cindy glanced concernedly at Eleanor. There was no way two teens could be as experienced as the others. She remembered what Eleanor had said that first day at Krogers: “My housekeeper has had an accident and is in the ICU.” What exactly was that accident? 

Cindy swallowed her doubts as she saw Eleanor smiling proudly at her daughter. Cindy was nobody to question the wisdom of her Goddess. Alison was born from Eleanor’s egg. She shared her blood. She was part of Eleanor’s divinity. She had to trust her. 

Alison and Lucy squealed and hugged as the wheel rewarded them with “tickle.” 

Cindy breathed her relief. That did not sound so bad. She was about to smile when Alison grabbed her leash and dragged her to a black medieval-style pillory. Cindy shuffled on her knees to keep up. With her arms still bound in the restraint, she found herself missing her hands. It made crawling so much easier. 

Alison ordered Cindy to lie on her back and place her feet on the pillory. Lucy shut the cover over Cindy’s ankles and closed the padlocks. 

“Remember, girls,” said Eleanor, clearly enjoying their exuberance, “fifteen minutes. And tickling only. No cheating.”

Alison and Lucy chatted excitedly. They decided they would each take one side of Cindy’s body. They discussed using implements but ultimately decided using their fingers would be more personal. 

They started on Cindy’s bare feet, gently brushing their fingernails over her sensitive soles. 

Cindy squirmed at their touch. She wanted to pull away but couldn’t, trapped as she was beneath two solid blocks of locked metal. 

They quickly increased the vigor of their assault, practically scratching their nails over Cindy’s skin. 

Cindy wriggled her feet and struggled to suppress the urge to laugh, writhing, shuddering, and flickering her eyelids. Finally, she could not hold it back and it burst from her mouth in a maniacal laugh. She tossed and turned, desperate to escape. The more she struggled, the more encouragement she gave to Alison and Lucy, who attacked her even harder with their fingers. 

Cindy’s laughter was contagious. Soon all the sisters were laughing loudly at the scene. 

The two teens moved up from Cindy’s feet to her body, brushing their fingers around Cindy’s ribs, forcing her to writhe as she lost her breath from laughter. It was beyond excruciating. The wax from her session with Alexa had dried over her skin. She longed to pick it off. Alison and Lucy were so close to being able to help her but instead delighted in adding to her torture with tickles. 

“Girls,” said Gael, opening her Gucci shoulder bag and pulling out a silver hairbrush. “Use this on her feet.”

Lucy skipped over and took it from her. “Perfect. Thanks, Mom.” 

“No!” screamed Cindy between her fits of laughter. “No, please! Stop! Please! Stop!”

Alison giggled hard. “If you hate it so much, why are you laughing?” 

Lucy returned to Cindy’s feet and scraped the sharp bristles of the brush all over her soles.

It was too much. Cindy wailed in her panic, somewhere between laughing and bawling. She continued to plead as she lost control of her bladder and peed, through her mesh and down her legs. 

“Ewwwwww,” said Alison, retracting her hands, “gross. She’s peeing herself!” 

Cindy closed her eyes and cried as the women laughed harder than ever before at this pathetic display.

“Madison,” said Lucy, giggling and still targeting Cindy’s feet with the brush, “please tell me you got this on video.”

“I got it,” said Madison. “This is too funny.”

Cindy lost the will to writhe. She just uttered a long, pained groan, as she closed her eyes and counted down the seconds until her terrible ordeal finally ended. 
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THE SESSION ENDED WITH applause. Alison and Lucy gave each other a big hug before joining the others to receive their congratulations and compliments. 

Eleanor gave Alison a hug and Gael did likewise for Lucy. Cindy just sobbed quietly to herself, thankful it was finally over. 

“We’re so proud of you, girls,” said Eleanor. 

Gael agreed. “You were amazing. Did you have fun?”

“It was awesome,” said Alison, “I want to spin again and see what else we can do to her.”

“Oh my God, yes,” said Lucy. “Can we pleaaaase?” 

Everyone laughed along at their excitement.

“Another time,” said Eleanor. “Rules are rules. Fifteen minutes is about all Cindy can take. We don’t want to break her.”

Lucy scoffed. “Why should I care about that?”

Gael put an arm around her daughter’s shoulder. “Now, now, Angel. Cindy belongs to Eleanor. It’s for her to decide what and how much she can handle. You’ll understand soon enough.”

“Oh, shit,” said Alison, “Lucy, we totally forgot about Emily.”

Lucy’s pout became a grin. “You’re right. How long has she been in the shower now?”

Alison shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe Melanie remembered to take her out?” 

“Oh, girls,” said Eleanor, shaking her head, amused by their teenage antics. “You’d better go check on her.”

They both groaned. 

“Listen to Eleanor,” said Gael. “Think of it this way: if she gets sick then she’ll have to stay home instead of going to school. How can you have fun with her then?”

Alison and Lucy smirked at each other. 

“Oh,” said Alison, “I think we’d find a way.”

Everyone laughed at this. 

Madison walked between them and put her arms around both their waists. “Come on, girls,” she said, “show me where she is. I want to hear all your ideas for our prank video.”

The three of them headed up the stairs to return to the mansion, with Alison and Lucy talking over each other in their eagerness to share their ideas with Madison, who laughed along at their cruel creativity. 

Cindy hoped Emily would not suffer too badly. Cindy had a chance to save her earlier and declined. If Emily did get seriously hurt, it would be Cindy’s fault. Just like it would be with Sarah. Her stomach writhed with anxiety. Jessica and Kaylee were nowhere to be seen. They had taken Sarah somewhere and Cindy was powerless to intervene. What if something bad had happened? 

“Just wonderful,” said Jasmine. “They are such a credit to you both.”

Eleanor and Gael exchanged looks of pride. 

“Really,” said Carla, “they have such a natural talent for this.”

“True,” said Shannon. “The future of our chapter is in good hands with those two. They are worthy of being Daughters of Isis.”

All the sisters murmured their agreement.
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Chapter 11.
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After fifteen minutes of tickle torture, the sting of Gael’s cane against Cindy’s bare feet was a welcome distraction. That was until Gael’s expert, pain-extracting ability surfaced. Gael maintained a steady rhythm. Each whack was clean and excruciating. It took less than five minutes of minimal effort for Gael to leave Cindy crying and screaming.

Eleanor’s alarm marked the end of Gael’s time and the end of Cindy’s punishment. Each sister had successfully spun the wheel, and they marked the occasion with hugs and congratulations. It was obvious by the excitable chatter that they had thoroughly enjoyed hurting Cindy. 

Cindy shivered and quietly sobbed to herself as she listened to them. Her mind and body were exhausted after two hours of near-continuous torture. This experience would linger long in both her nightmares and dreams. 

She inhaled a breath as she heard Eleanor’s heels clap closer over the concrete. She felt so weak and vulnerable that she scurried her chastity cage over the floor. 

Eleanor smiled. “Such a good girl.” 

The praise made every second of Cindy’s ordeal worth it. There was no better feeling than pleasing your Goddess. 

“Oh dear,” said Eleanor warmly, “your feet are bleeding.” 

Cindy sniffled with happiness. Her Goddess cared so much for her. 

Eleanor squatted and cleaned up Cindy’s wounds with water and gauze pads. “There,” she said, unlocking the metal pillory that had bound Cindy’s ankles. “All better.” She stood and moved to retake possession of Cindy’s leash, giving it a firm tug and encouraging Cindy to her knees. “So, have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Goddess,” said Cindy hurriedly. She bent down and kissed the tips of Eleanor’s Valentino Garavani shoes. “Thank you so much for putting me in place.”

Eleanor pouted. “I don’t think I’m the one you should be thanking.”

Eleanor yanked Cindy along by her leash toward her sisters. It was difficult for Cindy to crawl with her arms still trapped behind her back in the leather restraint. She scurried as best as she could on her knees to avoid the pain of pressing her damaged feet against the unforgiving concrete. 

“Sisters,” said Eleanor, “little Cindy has something she would like to say to you.”

Cindy cautiously looked up in awe at all the incredible women who had so masterfully brutalized her. They were all Goddesses. “Th-thank you for hurting me,” she said meekly. 

They all stared down at her in a semi-circle and snickered as if she was a bug. 

Cindy arched her back as close to the floor as she could to make herself as lowly as possible in the presence of their divinity. 

Eleanor pushed her heel against the back of Cindy’s head and forced her face into the designer shoes of her sisters. “Thank them properly.” 

Cindy leaned into the glossy Italian leather of Gael’s Louis Vuittons and laid respectful kisses upon her toes. 

“Eleanor,” said Gael, completely ignoring Cindy. “This has been so wonderful. It was so nice to see Lucy and Alison working together like that. True sisters. Alison is such a credit to you.”

Eleanor smiled. “And Lucy has grown to be such an impressive young woman.”

Jasmine shifted her shoe for Cindy to lay reverent kisses upon. “They are both extraordinary,” she said. “I can only imagine what kind of terrors they inflict upon their school. I’m so excited to see what they showcase during their induction. Have they chosen their victims?”

Eleanor shrugged. “Alison has a few options, but I think that Emily girl is one of her favorite targets. The one they prank on TikTok. They tag her as DumbBitch101 or something. I suppose Lucy has a claim over her as well?”

Gael smiled. “Lucy has her heart set on using her cousin. She’s been manipulating her for a while now. It won’t be long before she’s able to take complete control of her.”

Shannon joined the conversation. Cindy began to make out with her Gianvito Rossis. “It will be so great for Lucy,” she said. “You know, I was Lucy’s age when I took my own cousin as my peasant. One of the best things about victimizing your own relation is that you can pass them down to the next generation. Right, precious?”

Luna scoffed. Cindy shuffled to kiss her shoes too. 

“Oh, I know,” continued Shannon, “the peasant is fairly useless at this point, but wasn’t it easier for you to have a well-trained submissive to experiment with?”

Luna sighed. “I’ll admit her pain threshold was already high. Progress is always slower with the uninitiated.”

Alexa was next. Cindy thanked her for the searing pain of candle wax by kissing the straps of her sandal shoes. “You know,” she said, “I agree in theory, but there’s something to be said for the rush of power you feel when breaking a fresh victim. I love seeing how far I can push the limits of my little Maggie.”

“Right?” said Carla, teasing Cindy with her Jimmy Choo. “My Hayley is so fresh and sensitive. I can’t tell you how happy I am to hear her fragile little screams. I’m glad I waited a while before taking her. I have the maturity now to fully enjoy her suffering.”

The lively debate continued as Cindy completed the rounds, showing her utmost gratitude for her suffering with more kisses. The talk soon shifted to future events and luncheons, and Cindy felt a firm choke on her collar as Eleanor pulled her back. 

Cindy kneeled happily next to her Goddess as Eleanor received hugs and the compliments she deserved for hosting the party. It filled her with joy to know she had played a role, no matter how small, in making Eleanor’s party a success. 
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ELEANOR SAT CROSS-LEGGED on the edge of the bathtub, bobbing her shoe teasingly close to Cindy’s face. Cindy sniffed, hoping to gain a whiff of the luxuriant Italian leather. It was the smell of victory and power. 

Cindy looked up at the golden key dangling over Eleanor’s powerful bosom. She was so close to being unlocked. It was hard to control her arousal and she found herself slowly humping her cage into the air. 

Her experience in the basement had destroyed any lingering pretensions of normality. She was born to be a humiliation slut. Her duty was to be a toy for the amusement of better women. She had shown a remarkable aptitude for it. She had failed at everything else in life, but in this, she had discovered her one true talent. 

Eleanor placed her Gucci Marmont shoulder purse on her lap and rummaged inside to reveal a gold-encrusted switchblade. She pouted as she clicked a button to flick free a stainless steel blade from the handle. Cindy shrank lower to the floor. 

Eleanor’s pout shifted into a smirk. “Stay very still. I don’t want to cut you.”

Cindy was confused. She thought she’d been a good girl. She shivered, looking at her Goddess with watery doe-eyes. 

Eleanor pressed the blade against the dry wax from Alexa’s candle torture and carefully shaved it from Cindy’s skin. 

Cindy breathed her relief. Her Goddess was just taking care of her. She should never have doubted her. She stayed as still as possible to give Eleanor an easier time scraping away the wax. 

She felt especially vulnerable as Eleanor got to her breasts. One slip and she would lose a nipple. If Cindy accidentally got maimed, it would be a hundred percent Cindy’s fault for not staying still.

Cindy glanced across at her old clothes folded in a neat pile next to Sarah’s. It was as if they belonged to a different person. This version of herself didn’t deserve clothes. If she couldn’t afford Gucci, Versace, or Saint Laurent, what was even the point? She should be left naked unless her betters decided otherwise.

She shuddered a little at how reasonable her thought process seemed. She knew on a conscious level she was being insane, but she didn’t want to stop. She wanted to degrade herself as low as she could possibly go for the amusement of Eleanor. Eleanor’s pleasure was Cindy’s pleasure. It was all she needed in life. 

But then she thought of Sarah. She had no idea if she was okay. She had completely abandoned her. She knew Sarah would never forgive her for what she had inflicted on her, and nor should she. Cindy deserved Sarah’s hate. But as terrible as it was to admit, Eleanor was more important to her than anything Sarah might think or say. 

“Such a good girl,” said Eleanor, as if she had sensed Cindy’s darkening thoughts.

Cindy immediately smiled and looked up at her adoringly. Eleanor was once again all that mattered. “Thank you, Goddess.”

Eleanor wiped the excess wax from her blade with a washcloth and then returned to finish the job. Cindy’s eyes welled with love.

“You know,” said Eleanor, “I think you’ve earned a special treat.” 

“R-really?” 

Eleanor smiled. “I know I said you wouldn’t get anything if you failed to impress my guests, but honestly, that was just a trick I played on you. It was impossible for you to actually succeed. My friends are far too demanding and sadistic. You understand, don’t you? I had to give my audience a show. I have a reputation to maintain.”

“Of course, Goddess. That was real smart of you.” 

Eleanor retracted her knife and chuckled. 

Cindy glanced down her body and saw only a faint residue of wax remained amongst her rashes and blisters. 

Eleanor continued speaking as she ran warm water and cleaned her knife. “You impressed me this evening. Everyone had a wonderful time at your expense. The wheel can be traumatic even for experienced victims. You handled it as well as anyone I’ve seen.”

Cindy’s bottom lip trembled with joy. “Th-thank you so much, Goddess. I really made you happy? R-really?”

Eleanor pouted and leaned forward to lay a gentle kiss on Cindy’s sweaty forehead. Cindy sniffled and smiled weakly. Her whole body quivered with ecstasy. 

Eleanor returned the knife to her purse and retrieved a silicone bristle brush from the edge of the tub. She ran it under the warm water and began scrubbing it over Cindy’s naked skin. 

Cindy smiled as she winced from the sharp bristles brushing over her wounds. The pain made her feel even closer to her goddess. She would have happily endured a million spins of that wheel to experience this aftercare. 

Eleanor gathered up a bar of Chanel soap and lathered it over Cindy’s body. Cindy could not contain herself. Her whole body trembled with excitement. She was being touched with the same radiance-revealing cleansing soap Eleanor put on her own divine skin. She was unworthy of it. She began to cry from the sensory overload.

Eleanor smiled and scrubbed down Cindy’s chastity mesh, teasing her trapped pussy. Cindy humped up and down against the bristles, desperate to feel something other than cold metal against her wet lips.  

Eleanor clutched the key and fondled it between her finger and thumb. “Do you want this?”

Cindy, shaking, crying, and humping, dared not make a response. She just stared at it, pained and lustful. 

Eleanor leaned her head back, pushed her breasts forward to stretch the material of her dress, and gave a hearty laugh. 

“Not yet,” she said, reaching for a box of sanitary wipes. “Open.”

Cindy opened her mouth and Eleanor stuffed a wipe inside. 

“Suck.”

Cindy winced at the acrid and soapy taste. 

Eleanor smiled and grabbed Cindy’s nose, cutting off her air. “It’s been a long evening,” she said seductively, “I think I deserve some attention first, don’t you?”
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IT HAD ONCE SEEMED like the most fantastical thing in the world that Cindy would ever be invited inside Eleanor’s bedroom. She wished she could have gone back in time to tell her high school counterpart that one day all her sacrifices and hard work would be recognized and rewarded.

Eleanor led Cindy on her leash over her creamy marble floors and onto the large area rug that felt so soft and decadent under Cindy’s sore hands and knees. 

Cindy looked around at the luxury. The bed was an Alaskan King. An accent wall was covered in cushioned, noise-softening suede, and a dramatic chandelier in radiant gold and matte black offered atmospheric lighting. 

A stylized full-length wall mural depicted a naked side profile of Eleanor, rising like Venus from the sea to take her position in the world as the Goddess of beauty, prosperity, and desire. Her arms wrapped around herself like the wings of an angel, tastefully concealing her bosom.

Cindy felt compelled to pray and lay tribute before it. 

Eleanor’s dress dropped from her perfect form onto the rug. Cindy slowly looked up Eleanor’s smooth legs to her body, where she wore an embroidered lace G-string and a sheer mesh corset lined with tulle, which enhanced the shape of her curves. Her bosom heaved with her deep breaths as she looked hungrily down at Cindy. 

Cindy cowered and kissed Eleanor’s feet. Her Goddess was too beautiful and powerful. She was everything Cindy had ever dreamed of and more. This wasn’t real life.

Eleanor chuckled and yanked Cindy’s leash, pulling her over to the bed, where Cindy kneeled and stared up at her, transfixed. A little drool formed on the side of Cindy’s mouth. She slowly wiped it away with the back of her quivering hand. 

Eleanor’s pout was a smirk as she opened her legs and reached inside her panties, stretching the material to reveal her pussy lips. Cindy leaned closer. They were as glorious as she remembered that wonderful day when Eleanor had graced her with those precious few seconds with them.

Eleanor chuckled and reached to extract the now dry sanitary wipe from Cindy’s mouth and tossed it away. 

“Have you ever done this before, Cindy?” 

Cindy gulped. She dared not even believe Eleanor was suggesting that she taste her. She was unworthy of the honor. 

“N-no, G-Goddess,” she whispered, as if in fear that this was only a dream. 

“But you always wanted to, didn’t you?” 

Cindy nodded, edging closer, drawn by the power of Eleanor’s pussy lips. 

“Then take your time. Treat it with the respect it deserves. Worship and adore it.”

“I will, Goddess. Thank you so much. This is the best gift I could ever hope for. I...I love you.”

Eleanor smiled and teasingly pulled her panties down her thighs. “Then get close. I want to feel your breath.” She leaned back, dangling her legs over the edge of the bed, and slowly rubbed two fingers around her clit. 

Cindy guided her nose and lips close enough to smell Eleanor’s heavenly arousal. She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, savoring each second. 

Eleanor moaned. “Okay, talk to me. How much do I mean to you? Who am I to you?”

Cindy reached to her own locked pussy and rubbed furiously over her mesh as she spoke. “Goddess,” she said, “you mean everything to me. You’re my whole world. I’ve loved you since I was eighteen years old. There hasn’t been a single day in twenty-five years you haven’t been in my thoughts. I thought of you every time I suffered sex with my husband. I only want you. I belong to you. I am yours to do with as you please. You’re so beautiful. So powerful. So perfect and amazing. You’re too good for this world. The world doesn’t deserve you.”

“Yess,” said Eleanor breathlessly as she continued to tease herself. “That’s it. Keep going.” 

“You’re my life, my devotion, my obsession. My religion. My Goddess. My purpose in life. All I want is to make you happy.”

“How...how much better am I than you?”

“Your toe is worth more than me. You’re so beautiful and I’m so ugly. You’re so smart and I’m so stupid. You’re so rich and I’m so poor. Take it all. Take my home, my car, my job, my life. Please, take everything. You’re so successful and I’m such a loser.”

Eleanor laughed. “Yes. Yes, you are. Such a fucking loser. Now let me feel your little loser tongue.”

Cindy whimpered with enthusiasm. She stuck out her tongue and began to lick carefully up Eleanor’s gleaming pussy lips, humming in pleasure. Being deprived of any taste sensations meant she could truly appreciate Eleanor’s pussy.

She started off lightly grazing around Eleanor’s clit, gauging where Eleanor liked it based on her moans. It made her feel good to be the cause of Eleanor’s pleasure. If she satisfied her, then she could do it again. Maybe she could do it every night? What better treat for Cindy after a day of chores and labor than to relax her Goddess to sleep with an orgasm? 

Eleanor began to circle her middle finger over her nipple as Cindy moved her tongue into an infinity motion, making sure to take her time and savor each millisecond of Eleanor’s growing arousal. 

Eleanor gasped. “Yessss, that’s it. Like that. Yes. Oh fuck. You really are a fucking loser. I’d forgotten you existed and yet you spent every day of your sad little life worshiping me. Fuck. I’m so great and you’re so pathetic.”

Cindy worked harder than ever before to please her Goddess, running her tongue in the letters of the alphabet around her pulsing clit.

Eleanor began to circle her hips around Cindy’s face, tightening Cindy’s leash around her wrist for extra leverage. 

“I’m going to take everything from you and you’re going to thank me for it. Oh fuck. Fuck. I’m...so...powerful. I’m so much...better than you. I own you. I’m...going...to...fucking destroy...you.”

“Yesssss, Goddess,” said Cindy, grinding her fingers over her mesh, “please. Destroy me.” 

“Yes. Fuck, yes, yes. Fuck. Yes. Yessss!”

Eleanor suddenly quietened as her body tensed and quivered, spraying her orgasm directly into Cindy’s face and mouth. Cindy continued to happily sniff and lick. She was so proud that she had done that for her Goddess. It was her greatest accomplishment in life. 

“Good...girl,” said Eleanor breathlessly. She laid still for a time as she slowly recovered her breath, until she slid up her bed to rest her head against her fluffy pillows, forcing Cindy by her leash to clamber up on the silken sheets with her face still pressed against her pussy. 

After a few minutes of silence, Cindy looked up from Eleanor’s pussy to see the rise and fall of Eleanor’s bosom. Cindy smiled. She had successfully relaxed her Goddess to rest. She determined to stay as still as possible, so as to not disturb Eleanor’s peaceful slumber. 

“Now,” said Eleanor, with her eyes closed, “lick my asshole.” 

She loosened Cindy’s leash just enough for Cindy to worm down the bed to gain access to Eleanor’s ass. 

Cindy stuck out her tongue as far as she could and proceeded to gently lap inside the crack, curling her tongue as if giving it a passionate French kiss. 

Eleanor sighed contentedly and returned to her rest. 

Cindy closed her eyes and licked until the early hours of the morning, when her exhaustion finally forced her to sleep with her nose and mouth pressed deep into Eleanor’s asshole. 

It was the best night of her life.
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Chapter 12.
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Eleanor awoke and stretched luxuriously, giving a loud yawn that roused Cindy from her own sleep. There was a pleasant twitter of birds outside the window, and morning sunlight seeped through the window drapes.

It took a few seconds for Cindy to comprehend where she was. Her mouth and nose were still slotted inside Eleanor’s asshole, and the smell immediately made her pussy tingle inside her chastity. She caressed her tongue around Eleanor’s asshole once more, trying to rediscover her delicious crinkle.

“Mmmm,” hummed Eleanor, “what a nice way to wake up. It’s like a full-body massage. You’re quite good at this, you know.”

Cindy smiled. She had never done this before. She was pleased her enthusiasm and attention to detail made up for her lack of experience.

Her tongue was raw. It had already been light when her exhaustion had finally overwhelmed her. She had no idea how little sleep she had gained but it didn’t matter. Pleasuring her Goddess was adrenalizing. She could barely even feel her aches and bruises from the previous night.

“Maybe I should have you do this every night.”

Cindy whimpered and scurried her crotch against Eleanor’s silken sheets at the suggestion.

Eleanor chuckled. “Would you like that?” 

“Yesh, Goddessh,” she said into Eleanor’s asshole.

Eleanor smiled and watched Cindy worship her for a few more minutes before she pulled her away by her leash. Cindy lapped at the air for a second in her eagerness. 

“That’s enough,” she said, “I need to pee.”

Cindy stared at Eleanor’s smooth buttocks with longing. 

Eleanor sat up and stretched once more, pushing her bosom against her corset and lifting her arms high, forcing Cindy to her knees via her leash. 

Cindy was tugged to the floor and she followed on the heels of Eleanor as she strode across her room to her en-suite bathroom.

The calming tones, subtle plant life, and zen ornaments were those of an exclusive spa. The heated stone tiles felt amazing under Cindy’s hands and knees, but most importantly, they must have felt cozy on the soles of Eleanor’s bare feet. 

Eleanor led Cindy to her toilet, opened the lid, and pointed. 

Cindy gulped, looking up at her Goddess with watery doe-eyes. 

Eleanor smiled. “Go on,” she said. “Consider this your reward for pleasing me.”

Cindy nudged her back against the toilet and bent so her face was over the bowl. Her breaths were shallow with nerves. She had spent hours happily nuzzling Eleanor’s asshole. Why was this so different? It was just a natural progression. She took a trembling hand to her chastity and quivered it against her mesh as Eleanor spread her legs on either side of the bowl and positioned her glorious pussy directly over Cindy’s face. 

Cindy held her breath as a stream of golden piss poured over her forehead, nose, lips, and chin. There was comfort in its warmth, like returning to the womb.

She opened her mouth. She needed to taste it. It was bitter but powerful. Her Goddess was inside of her. Her Goddess would forever be a part of her no matter what. It was the greatest reward she could have ever received. 

Eleanor laughed. “Don’t waste a drop.” 

Cindy wouldn’t dare. It was a shame that so much had already slid off her face and into the bowl. She wanted all of it. She wanted to drink it all. She wanted to bathe in it. She lapped with her tongue to try and gain the last drops of her divine nectar. 

“Stay there,” said Eleanor, as she moved from the toilet to the countertops. 

Cindy listened to the buzz of an electric toothbrush and blinked up at the ceiling lights staring down at her as if in judgment. 

Eleanor soon returned, smirking down and swirling toothpaste in her mouth. Cindy knew what she wanted and opened her mouth. Eleanor slowly spat the white foam directly from her own mouth into Cindy’s. Cindy swirled it before swallowing the minty paste. 

“Thank you, Goddess,” she said.

Eleanor laughed and returned to the countertop. A minute later she loomed back over Cindy with her used floss in hand and dangled it teasingly over the bowl. 

“Get it,” she said playfully, as if she was training a puppy. 

Cindy played along, chasing the string with her mouth before finally grabbing it between her lips and then guiding it inside her mouth to swallow. 

Eleanor chuckled and motioned with her finger for Cindy to turn around. 

Cindy flipped herself so her face was pointed inside the bowl. She stared down at the golden toilet water centimeters from her nose. She felt a firm push against the back of her head and her face was submerged. She closed her eyes as Eleanor flushed the chain. She couldn’t breathe as the water rinsed her face and mouth. 

Eleanor flushed twice more before she pulled Cindy out by her hair. Cindy spluttered and coughed, blinking water. 

“Feel better now?” said Eleanor. 

Cindy nodded and wiped her face with her fingers. 

“Good, then you can run me a bath and fetch me some breakfast.” 

“Thank you, Goddess,” said Cindy weakly. 
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CINDY TURNED THE CHAMPAGNE faucet on Eleanor’s personal free-standing rectangular soaking tub. It was a technological marvel. Three heating zones were built into the shell, circulating continuous and stable heat to the body’s most sensitive areas. A therapeutic cushion massaged the lower back and offered perfect support to the head. Air jets at the base of the tub provided an acupressure massage, and an integrated oil diffuser spread a light mist of essential oils.

It was less of a bath and more of a rejuvenation chamber, exactly the kind of luxury fixture that only people like Eleanor could afford. For Cindy, she was privileged just to know something like this existed. She added a couple of spoonfuls of deluxe Epsom salts to the crystal-clear water. 

Eleanor applied an exfoliating face mask and pouted as she slowly unlaced her corset. Cindy’s eyes widened. She had seen Eleanor’s bare pussy, but this was something new and wonderful. She could now see her Goddess in all her naked divinity. The aroma of bergamot, sandalwood, and lavender and the romantic mist rising from the bathtub were the ideal sensory accomplices to Eleanor’s body. 

“Is it ready?”

Cindy nodded. Her eyes watered at the beauty of the moment. She longed to suck on Eleanor’s erect nipples. 

Eleanor raised her foot and used Cindy’s back as a step to enter her bath. She sighed contentedly as the toasty water began the process of a full body massage. 

“Phone,” she said.

Cindy closed a white quartz tray over the tub and placed Eleanor’s iPhone Pro Max upon it. Eleanor picked it up lazily and swiped her finger over the screen. The lights dimmed and her water transformed into the color of honey. It was as if she was bathing in pure liquid gold. Ambient music began to play from surround speakers. She closed her eyes.

“Breakfast,” she said sleepily. 

“At once, Goddess,” said Cindy, crawling from the bathroom on her hands and knees, dragging her own leash across the tiles. 
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CINDY’S ONLY NOURISHMENT since yesterday morning had been Eleanor’s ass, pussy, and pee. As much as she valued every drop of Eleanor, her hunger and thirst made her feel weak. It was difficult to pull herself up to the kitchen countertops. Her legs wanted to buckle immediately and send her back to the floor. She had barely slept, and the sides of her head felt as if they were being drilled. Her arms trembled as she turned on the faucet. She cupped her hands under the water and slurped it up. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to give her the boost she needed to prepare Eleanor’s breakfast to the high standard that Eleanor expected and deserved. 

After such a long night of drinking and having fun, Eleanor probably needed something to aid her rehydration. Cindy decided on a bowl of organic fruit and berries, avocado on whole grain toast, green tea, freshly squeezed orange juice, and a mixed berry smoothie with chia seeds, collagen, and coconut water.

She placed everything on a silver tray and popped a single rose in a vase as an extra decorative touch to show Eleanor how much she meant to her. 

Jessica and Kaylee strolled into the kitchen, blocking her exit. They looked especially beautiful with their glowing skin and thick, bouncy blonde hair. 

Jessica was in high-waist leggings that lifted her powerful buttocks and a yoga bra that showed off her athletic body. Kaylee was in a mini sleeveless playsuit with gemstone embellishments. They both grinned happily as they invaded Cindy’s personal space, forcing her to back up against the countertop.

Cindy raised the tray to cover the vicious bruises Kourtney had left over her breasts. She looked anxiously down at Eleanor’s breakfast. Eleanor was expecting her. She could not dare to keep her Goddess waiting for long.

“What’s that look for?” said Jessica. “Aren’t you pleased to see us?” 

Cindy smiled nervously. “Of course, Miss. I’m just, um, sorry I haven’t had time to prepare you both breakfast. Had I known you were up-” 

Jessica scoffed. “Like we want any of this crap. I’m driving Kaylee to Delicacé for coffee and bagels. I’d have told you to go fetch it for us, but you’d probably just fuck it up like you did the last time.”

Cindy nodded sadly, but was secretly relieved. The last thing she needed this morning was to chase after Jessica’s demanding orders. 

“You have other things to worry about anyway.”

Cindy gulped. She did not like the evil glint in Jessica’s pretty eyes. 

Kaylee smiled. “We heard all about your fun night.” She pinched one of Cindy’s bruises. “Sucks to have missed it, but we had our fun instead.” 

Cindy flinched from Kaylee’s rough touch. She had hoped she might get away without confronting what they had done to Sarah. She was too intimidated to do anything about it, and she did not want to be reminded of how terrible a mother she was. All she wanted was to get lost in her living dream of Eleanor. Sarah was too real. 

Jessica smirked. “Don’t you want to know what we did to her, freak?”

She really didn’t. But she could never say that. She tried to tell herself that they were just two young women having a good time at the expense of someone plainer, poorer, and more socially awkward. It was all harmless and perfectly normal. They surely wouldn’t have taken it further than that. But the guilt writhing in the pit of her stomach told her otherwise. 

“What?” said Jessica, “got no words?” 

“Is...is she okay?”

Jessica and Kaylee glanced at each other and grinned. 

“Do you want her to be okay?” said Jessica, edging closer and forcing Cindy to shrink before her. She smelled of the magnolia and lotus flower of Versace Bright Crystal. 

Cindy felt the tingle in her pussy before Jessica even reached for her chastity. It was so wrong, but she was too turned on to stop these cruel and beautiful girls from hurting her daughter. 

Jessica lightly caressed her fingers over Cindy’s metal mesh, pouting her glossy, pink lips. 

Cindy whimpered, squeezing her thighs. “Pu-please,” she said, weakly. “I-I have to take this to your mom. Please let me go.”

Kaylee joined the fun. She dabbed her finger with her tongue and carefully massaged it around one of Cindy’s hardening nipples. “Do you like thinking about us bullying her?”

Cindy sniffled back her tears. “Yes,” she said, breathlessly. 

Jessica continued, cupping Cindy’s chastity in her hand. “Are you excited we’re Sarah’s new bullies?”

Cindy couldn’t hold back and began to cry. Her sexual frustration and guilt were too much to bear. She nodded. 

“Do you like that we hurt and humiliate her?” 

“Yes,” she said through her tears. 

“Should we do it again?” 

“Yes, please. Please hurt her.” 

Jessica nodded at Kaylee and Kaylee twisted Cindy’s nipple until she yelped. 

“Oh my God,” said Kaylee. “What kind of sick freak are you?” 

“Right?” said Jessica, “who gets off on their own daughter’s abuse?”

Cindy continued to cry. They were absolutely right. She was a monster. “I’m sorry,” she wailed, more to Sarah than to them. 

“Ha. Not as sorry as Sarah’s going to be when we tell her.” 

Cindy’s eyes widened in horror. “N-no,” she pleaded, “please don’t tell her. Please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it. I-”

She could not finish her thought as Jessica punched her hard in the stomach. She lost her breath and slumped down into a squat, struggling to maintain hold of the tray. Even now, Eleanor’s breakfast remained her priority. 

Jessica and Kaylee both laughed. 

“This is so awesome,” said Kaylee. “Sarah’s going to be crushed when she hears about this.” 

“I can’t wait,” said Jessica, taking Kaylee’s hand. 

Cindy looked up from the floor to see them saunter, hand in hand, away from the kitchen. 

“Please,” she called before they departed, “where is she?” 

“We left her in her room,” said Jessica, without looking back. “She’s fine...probably.” 

They both laughed.
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CINDY TRIED TO FORGET about what they had told her, but how could she? Sarah would already feel betrayed by Cindy’s abandonment, not to mention what Jessica and Kaylee may have already told her about Cindy’s perversions. If they really did tell Sarah how her mother was aroused by thoughts of her suffering, it would be the end of any tiny inkling of a mother-daughter bond. 

What was wrong with her? Every time she thought she had reached the bottom, she found some new way to degenerate even lower. Was it because she hadn’t cum? Yes, that had to be it. She wasn’t really a slut for her own daughter’s destruction, she was just horny. Her sexual frustration was forcing her to sexualize things she would never have dreamed of before. She could still be a normal person and mother, she just needed a cum. 

As she entered Eleanor’s bedroom and saw the artistic mural that depicted Eleanor as the Goddess Venus rising from the waves, all delusions of normality slipped from her mind. All she wanted was to kneel before her Goddess and offer the tribute she deserved. Her pussy spasmed, as if in thanks for focusing on more important matters than Sarah’s safety.

She returned to her knees and shuffled into the bathroom. She stopped dead upon seeing Eleanor, relaxing in the tub with her head resting on a spa pillow and her naked body luxuriating in the salted water. 

Cindy edged close to the tub, bowed her head, and lifted up the tray for her Goddess to peruse and pick at.

Cindy could have stayed like that for hours, watching her Goddess eat and drink. She was endlessly fascinated by every little move she made. No words were spoken between them. It was only when Cindy’s stomach rebelled and released a deep, hungry growl that Eleanor smiled and hummed her pleasure as she slowly drank her smoothie, pursing her voluptuous lips over her glass drinking straw. 

Eleanor seemed content within her own head. It was a sacred place that Cindy would never dream of disturbing. She appreciated how hard it must have been for Eleanor to be perfect all the time. People looked to her as an inspiration: an example to aspire to. She was a genetic marvel and a multi-millionaire. She worked hard to maintain her physique and poreless skin.

Losers like Cindy could never understand the challenges Eleanor faced. Who cared if Cindy ate a tub of ice cream or a fatty double cheeseburger? Her body was not a temple. Unlike Eleanor, she deserved no reverence. 

After a while, Eleanor stretched her arms from the water. “Okay,” she said, “get the towel.” 

Cindy placed the tray carefully on the tiles and scurried to fetch a large, white cotton towel that had been toasting on the warmer. 

Eleanor rose from the water just like in her mural, Venus reborn. Water dripped elegantly down her silky skin. She stepped out from the tub and Cindy leaped to wrap her perfect body in the warm cotton. 

Eleanor placed her hands on her hips. Her tanned skin glistened with moisture. “Dab, don’t stroke.”

Cindy trembled as she felt Eleanor’s shapely body beneath the towel. 

Eleanor pouted. “Oil me.” 

Cindy whimpered as her pussy tingled at the mention of it. She scampered to the cabinet and found all sorts of deluxe body oils, sprays, lotions, and creams. 

Eleanor yawned. “I think the sweet almond today.”

Cindy took the expensive-looking spray and returned to her Goddess. Eleanor’s posture was proud. Her breasts were thrust forward and her back was exquisitely curved, like a rare Lalique sculpture. 

“Be careful,” warned Eleanor, “my skin should be soft, not greasy.” 

Cindy would never dare blemish something so precious. She sprayed the oil lightly over Eleanor’s body and rubbed it gently into her velvety skin. 

Eleanor pouted a smirk as she reached for Cindy’s key on the gold chain that had remained dangling over her breasts the entire time. Cindy felt sweat drip from her forehead. She wanted it so much. It was the embodiment of every desire she had ever held.

Eleanor raised a single brow. “Do you think you’ve earned this yet?” 

Cindy lost her voice. Was this a test? If she showed her eagerness would Eleanor take that as a show of disrespect and snatch it from her? But if she said nothing, would Eleanor take it as an insult? Would she ever offer it again? 

Cindy collapsed to the floor and began to furiously kiss Eleanor’s bare feet. Tears welled in her eyes. She wanted it so much it hurt. 

Eleanor tilted her head back and laughed menacingly, with one hand still on her hip. “Look at you. You’re so pathetic.”

“Yes, Goddess (kiss). Thank you (kiss).”

“Okay, lie down, face up.” 

Cindy cried as she flipped on her back, quivering and circling her hips. It was too much for her little submissive brain to deal with. 

Eleanor squatted and carefully inserted the key into the padlocks, clicking them open one at a time. 

Cindy wriggled out of chastity and immediately started humping the air.

Eleanor pouted and stood. She lifted one foot from the floor and pressed it flat over Cindy’s wet pussy lips.

“Ew,” she said with a chuckle. “It’s a little slimy.” 

Cindy whimpered. “S-sorry, G-Goddess.” She rubbed her crotch against Eleanor’s sole, sliding her lips up and down. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she gasped. “Oh God,” she said, as euphoria streamed through her blood. 

Eleanor pressed harder and Cindy squealed. She came within seconds, clawing her fingers over the heated bathroom tiles and scurrying her feet. It was the best sex she had ever had. She continued to hump Eleanor’s foot, savoring each moment of her bliss. 

Eleanor pulled away and left Cindy twitching. She dangled her foot teasingly over Cindy’s face. Cindy knew what to do. She raised her head and lapped her fluid from Eleanor’s sole with her tongue. 

“So,” said Eleanor, “I’ve decided to allow you to be my full-time housekeeper.”

Cindy’s stomach twisted with excitement. She licked even more eagerly. 

“But don’t think for one moment I’ve forgotten about your debt. You still owe me for the spa. Not to mention all those glasses Sarah smashed. Oh, and don’t think you can get away with not paying Kourtney back for ruining her Amalfi tank top.”

“Yes, Goddess,” she said in a daze, still licking Eleanor’s foot. 

“Of course, it’s pointless to expect you to find the money on your own.”

“Yes, Goddess. I’m sorry I’m so poor. You deserve better.”

Eleanor pouted an evil smirk. “You’re going to work hard to pay it all off, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Although, your chores are hardly work. I mean, why would I pay you for something you do for free? No, I have something far more involved in mind for you.”

“Thank you, Goddess. I’ll do anything for you.”

“Yes,” said Eleanor with a sadistic grin, “yes, you will.”
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Chapter 13.
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It was always such a thrill for Cindy to handle the luxurious fabrics from Eleanor’s extensive wardrobe. Even better was seeing how those designer labels looked on Eleanor’s body.

Eleanor had chosen a solid-form, long-sleeved onyx tee with a round scoop neck. The key to Cindy’s chastity dangled teasingly over her cleavage on a gold chain. Cindy was excited as she tucked Eleanor’s tee into her tight jeans and wrapped a Gancini belt with an antique gold buckle through the loops.

Cindy crouched and slipped Eleanor’s Versace Medusa platform boots onto her feet. Eleanor held her hands on her hips as Cindy gave each boot a respectful kiss on the toe. It was always such an honor to taste such fine Italian craftsmanship.

Eleanor extended her arm and presented her wrist. Cindy placed a gold Rolex with a diamond-paced dial around it. It was truly humbling to know that that watch cost more than every piece of clothing and jewelry Cindy had ever owned. 

Eleanor looked majestic. Cindy released a gasp at witnessing just how perfectly her clothes hugged her body and how decadent she appeared.

As Eleanor led Cindy through her multi-million dollar mansion by her leash - naked, collared, and caged - it was obvious who the superior woman was. She brought Cindy outside and across the driveway to her jet-black Mercedes G-Class SUV, with a gold-plated personalized license plate and tinted windows. It was just one of a collection of luxury vehicles Eleanor and her family possessed.

Eleanor took her key fob from a compartment in her Versace shoulder bag and opened the locks with a press of a button. She directed Cindy into the trunk and Cindy obediently hopped inside.

Cindy kneeled like a good girl as Eleanor tied her leash around the backseat headrest. She had no idea where she was going or why but she never dreamed of questioning it. The way Eleanor’s ass looked in those jeans, she would have followed her into a pit of lava. 

Eleanor slammed the trunk closed and strolled to the driver’s side. Cindy listened to the door opening and imagined Eleanor’s heart-shaped buttocks nestling comfortably into her massaging leather seat. 

The turbo V8 engine roared into life. Eleanor smashed her Versace boot on the gas pedal, and Cindy jerked forward at the sudden start.

Eleanor drove fast and Cindy bumped around. She tensed her arms and legs to try to keep herself steady. She was grateful for her leash around the headrest as it helped stabilize her a little, even if it did choke her whenever Eleanor took a sharp turn. 

Eleanor turned on some classic gangsta rap: Nas, Mase, and Redman. Cindy smiled as she remembered buying those cassette tapes back in high school because she knew Eleanor was a fan. It had made her feel closer to Eleanor to share in her musical tastes, even if Cindy found them intimidating. 

It was about ten minutes into the drive when she recognized the street they were driving down as her own. Eleanor was taking her home.

She was suddenly sick to her stomach with anxiety. How could she let Pete and Sarah see her like this? What would she say to them? More importantly, what might Eleanor say to them? It would destroy what was left of her old life. Could she really allow that to happen? 

Her anxiety grew stronger the closer they got, but less for what Pete and Sarah might say or do, and more for the fact that Eleanor was about to step foot inside her shithole home. There were so many chores left unfinished. She hadn’t vacuumed for a week. There were dirty pots in the sink. Pete had been left home alone and no doubt that slob had left beer bottles and pizza boxes just lying around. 

What if Eleanor decided Cindy was too sloppy to be trusted with the position of housekeeper? No, that thought was just too terrible. 

Dread prickled over her skin as the heavy tires of Eleanor’s SUV crushed over the uneven paving stones of Cindy’s weed-infested driveway. Eleanor switched off the music, opened and closed her door, and moved to the trunk. Cindy felt a fearful pumping of blood in the sides of her head. 

Eleanor opened the trunk and looked down at Cindy with an amused pout on her face. 

“Home sweet home,” she said, reaching inside and taking hold of Cindy’s leash. 

“Um, G-Goddess?” said Cindy, as she crawled out of the trunk and down onto the driveway. “You, uh, won’t make me show myself like this, naked I mean, to my f-family, will you?” 

Eleanor chuckled. “But you look so adorable. Why would I deprive them of this?” 

The door to her house opened and Eleanor placed a finger over her luscious lips to shush Cindy’s pleas. Cindy froze as she heard Pete’s angry voice. 

“What the fuck?” he screamed, before pausing upon seeing Eleanor close the trunk and step into view. He stuttered before speaking again. “Oh, um, h-hi,” he said, wrapping his dressing gown tightly around his gut to hide his fat, “can I, uh, help you with something, Miss?”

Cindy rolled her eyes. Of course, the slob was gushing. She hoped he wasn’t stupid enough to think he could try and come on to her. 

“Good morning,” said Eleanor nonchalantly, “I’m looking for a Mrs. Cindy Johnson. Is she home?”

“Not right now, Miss. Um, maybe I can help you with something?” 

Cindy risked peeking around the back of the SUV. Pete was too occupied drooling at the sight of Eleanor to pay attention to anything else. Eleanor still held Cindy’s leash but Pete clearly only had eyes for Eleanor’s breasts. Cindy could have been doing naked star jumps and her husband still wouldn’t see her. 

Eleanor pouted at him and placed one hand on her hip. “I don’t know,” she answered, seductively, “can you?” 

Pete grinned like a complete moron. Cindy could practically see his erection beneath his dressing gown. “You’re welcome to wait for her inside? I’ll try and call her for you.”

“Okay,” said Eleanor. “Just one moment.” 

Cindy ducked back behind the SUV as Eleanor took a step toward her. Eleanor smirked as she bent down to unclip Cindy’s leash and free her. Did this mean she was allowed to put on some clothes? 

Eleanor sauntered toward the house, sliding Cindy’s leather leash between her fingers. 

“Oh hey,” said Pete, as he stepped aside to allow Eleanor into the house, “you’ve got a dog?” 

“Don’t worry,” she said, entering the front hall, “I’m sure the little bitch will follow us once she’s finished hiding.” 

“Cool,” said Pete, oblivious. “I’ll leave the door open for her then.” 

Cindy’s heart beat furiously. This was her chance to make a break for it. She glanced around to see if any of her neighbors had noticed her naked and cowering behind a giant SUV. She seemed to have gotten away with it. 

She leaped out and scurried on her hands and feet across the driveway, and through the open door of her home of fifteen years.

Through the hallway, she saw Pete in the kitchen, rattling around with dirty pots and pans, trying to locate a mug. He was prattling inanely about dogs to Eleanor, who was standing in the adjoining living room, investigating the framed photographs on the mantelpiece. 

Cindy shivered as she watched her Goddess pick up her favorite picture. It was of herself, Pete, and Sarah from their day trip at the lake. It had been such a wonderful day. The sun was shining. Pete rented a jet ski. They had a picnic. She and Sarah gossiped like best friends. She remembered thinking at the time that, despite all their financial hardship, her life could have turned out much worse. She had been happy that day. One of the few truly happy days she had experienced since Eleanor left her life after graduation. 

Eleanor turned to Cindy and pouted an evil smirk. “Oh,” she said to Pete, “my bitch is nothing special. Just a dumb old mutt. She is obedient, though.”

Pete yelled back from the kitchen. “You trained her yourself?”

“Of course. It’s my favorite thing about owning a pet.” 

Cindy gulped. Eleanor flicked her wrist for Cindy to get lost. Cindy nodded and scampered as quickly as she could on her hands and feet up the stairs. There was not even the slightest hesitation to obey Eleanor as the new master of her house. 

She wondered where that woman in the photograph had gone. That woman with a daughter she would die for. The woman with a perfect credit score, a job, a mortgage. Her caged pussy tingled with the excitement of knowing she had given up her entire life for the woman now standing in her living room as if she owned the place. 

At the top of the landing, she saw Sarah’s door was closed. Jessica’s words swam through her mind: “She’s fine... probably.” 

Sarah had looked so pretty at the lake in her sundress. She had spoken so passionately about her politics. Trade unions, environmentalism, LGBTQ, BLM. She really knew her stuff. Cindy was just a regular “vote blue no matter who” kind of person. It was eye-opening to learn there was a difference between corporate and progressive Democrats. It made Cindy believe Sarah was destined for a career in politics. 

Yet, just one year later, Cindy would be dragging her daughter to work as a living serving tray, dressed in a ridiculous French maid costume, to serve champagne and appetizers to the same elites Sarah despised. 

Sarah deserved better than that. Cindy had really fucked up. How could she have allowed things to spiral out of control? She had to try to make it up to her. She didn’t care about Pete, but Sarah? She was not just her daughter, she was her best friend. She could not lose her, not even for Eleanor. 

She tip-toed to the bathroom, took her dressing gown from the hook, and wrapped it over herself to hide her bruised nakedness and chastity. Sarah needed her. It was time to stop acting like the eighteen-year-old femsimp she used to be and start behaving like the grown-ass woman she was. Sarah would need her now more than ever. 

She took a deep breath before opening Sarah’s door and entering. The curtains were drawn, blocking the late morning sun. Dirty clothes were scattered over the floor. A noticeable body shape was stuffed under the bed covers. Was Sarah still sleeping?

“S-Sarah?” whispered Cindy, “Sarah, are you okay?” 

There was no response. Cindy cautiously approached. She heard the faintest sounds of muffled whimpering from under the covers. She gulped and slowly reached for the patchwork comforter.

“Sarah?” she said, hopefully, “it’s...Mom.”

Nothing. Cindy pulled the covers off as if removing a Band-Aid, quick and not-so-painless. 

She gasped upon seeing her daughter, naked save for an inhuman deprivation hood that held her entire face wrapped in suffocating, tanned leather. It was tightened behind her head with buckles. There were two tiny holes below the nose to allow just enough air circulation to avert death. Cindy recognized it as the same one Kaylee had been so excited to try during the flogging. 

“Sarah!” cried Cindy, shaking her. 

Sarah stirred at the touch. Her arms and legs were spread-eagled and bound to the bedposts by rope. A black vibrator was lodged into her pussy and continued to fuck her. The sheets beneath were soaked with cum, urine, and sweat. Red welts covered her skinny torso and tiny breasts. 

Cindy gently lifted Sarah’s head as she unfastened the buckles from the hood as quickly as her trembling hands allowed. “I’m so sorry,” she said, in tears, “I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry.” 

She unpeeled the sticky leather from Sarah’s face. Sarah’s eyes were glazed. She looked around her manically. Her whimpers were still muffled by a ball of socks stuffed inside her mouth. Sweat dripped down her reddened skin. Cindy picked out the socks to allow Sarah a chance to finally breathe.

“Sarah,” she said, crying, “Sarah, speak to me, please.” 

Sarah blinked frantically as if she was adjusting back to the world from hell.

Cindy held onto Sarah’s cheeks and forced her daughter to look her in the eye. “Sarah,” she said, as soothingly as she could with her own tears streaming down her face. “It’s okay. I’m here. Mommy is here. I love you. I love you so much.”

Sarah glanced down at the dildo in her pussy. Cindy reached down and slipped it free, but it continued to fuck at the air until she threw it away, still vibrating, over the carpet. 

“The ropes!” said Cindy, realizing Sarah was still tied to the bedposts. She was shaking with fear and rage as she struggled with the expertly tied knots. 

Sarah had never stood a chance to escape her torture alone. Jessica and Kaylee were relying on Cindy to find her like this. It was all part of their plan. She imagined the two of them, busty and blonde in their evening gowns, laughing and holding hands as they left Sarah to survive this monstrous ordeal alone. 

It wasn’t fair that they did this. They were both so beautiful, athletic, charismatic, and, in the case of Jessica, rich beyond belief. They had the whole world at their fingertips. They were destined for success in whatever they chose to do, and yet they received their entertainment from torturing those less fortunate. Why? How could anybody be this cruel? It was wrong. And most wrong of all was how Cindy’s locked little clitty throbbed with pleasure at the thought of them doing it.

Sarah was weak as she tried to sit up. Cindy helped, cradling her head, bringing her against her bosom in a motherly embrace. Sarah trembled as Cindy rocked her back and forth, hushing her sobs. 

Cindy couldn’t imagine how traumatic it must have been to wear that hood for so many hours, completely cut off from any sensory experience. Locked away in complete darkness, struggling to breathe, uncertain if anybody was ever coming to save her. 

She kissed the top of Sarah’s sweaty hair. This had to be a wake-up call. Sarah needed a mother. Cindy could not throw everything away for the sake of her pussy.

“Mom,” said Sarah croakily, “thank you.” 

Cindy shook her head and sobbed at her own guilt and Sarah’s good heart. Even now, her daughter did not blame her. Sarah definitely deserved a better mother. 

“Please don’t thank me,” she said. “I-I failed you. My baby. My poor, poor baby. We don’t need to let them get away with this. We can...call the police. This is assault. There are laws.”

Sarah pulled back and stared intensely into Cindy’s eyes. “No,” she said firmly. 

Cindy gulped in surprise. “B-baby? You don’t need to be scared of them anymore. We can stand up to them together. We-”

“No!”

Cindy gaped.

“Mom, you don’t understand anything. I wasn’t thanking you for ‘helping’ me. I was thanking you for dragging me to that party. That...was the best night of my entire life.”

Cindy’s skin prickled with dread. “Wh-what?”

“It was amazing. I mean, I’d fantasized about things, sure. I’ve watched BDSM videos and masturbated to erotica, but I never dreamed it could ever really happen to me. I’m a nobody. But Jessica and Kaylee showed me that dreams can come true.”

“S-Sarah, what are you saying?”

Sarah furrowed her brow. “Isn’t it obvious? I loved it. I want more. I’m just like you, Mom. I’m a total masochist.”

Cindy paled. She stood from the bed and tried to compose herself. She stuttered, trying to find something to say to make this all go away. 

Sarah faced her, kneeling on her damp sheets. “You didn’t really think you were hiding from me, did you? I’m not Dad. I’m not stupid. The collar? Refusing to sit down for days at a time? Sleeping in the bathroom? Dressing as a French maid? The fear and love in your eyes whenever Eleanor is mentioned?”

“But...you never wanted to go to the party. I had to convince you. You...you tried to leave. You hated it.”

“My head told me to run, but my pussy? I knew this would be my one chance. I had to take it. I’m so glad I stayed. Jessica and Kaylee are...they’re incredible. I want to see them again. I need to see them again. You’re going back there, aren’t you? You have to take me with you. I don’t want to be left out of this. Please don’t leave me behind. This is everything I want.”

Sarah was bouncing on the bed as she talked. Her eyes were crazed. Drool dripped from her mouth. It was frightening to see her so...deranged. 

“But, honey,” said Cindy, as calmly as she could, “I thought you hated them? What about your socialism?”

A slight doubt visibly crept over Sarah’s face, but she soon shook it off. 

“You can’t stop me going,” she said. “I’m nineteen. I’m an adult and I can make my own decisions. You said I needed to figure out what I wanted to do with my life. Wasn’t that why you wanted me at the party? Well, guess what? It worked! I know exactly what I want to do with my life now.”

“Sarah, this isn’t a game. You don’t know what you are getting into.”

“No. But I want to know. I’ve never wanted anything more. I want to serve Jessica and Kaylee. I want to be their bitch. Their slut. Their pet. Whatever they want from me.” She bit her lip. “Oh God, just...thinking about it...fuck...yes...yessss.” She inserted two fingers into her glistening pussy and started to fuck herself.

“Sarah! No! Stop.” She averted her eyes. “I don’t want to see that.”

Sarah lay back on her bed, masturbating furiously, gasping for breath. Cindy had to leave the room. She could not watch her baby girl do that to herself. 

She shut the door behind her to leave Sarah alone with her orgasm. This was insane. Sarah was a sex-crazed slut for abuse and humiliation...just like her mom. 

How could she tell Sarah not to pursue this path? She would be the biggest hypocrite in the world. But surely Sarah was just over-stimulated. This had been her first BDSM experience. Perhaps her first real sexual experience ever. It shouldn’t have been a surprise that this was her reaction. She only thought she wanted this life. After all, she barely even knew what this life was. 

She thought back to herself at nineteen. That young woman would have leaped at the chance to serve Eleanor. Would that have been a mistake? Hell no. She would have had twenty-four years of life at Eleanor’s feet. It was the life she should have had. Could she really deprive Sarah of that? No, that wasn’t the same. Cindy loved Eleanor on a spiritual level. Sarah couldn’t understand that. She had only just met Jessica and Kaylee. But, then again...didn’t Cindy know the day she first laid eyes on Eleanor that she belonged to her? 

She had no idea what to think. Only one thing was for sure: both their lives were now well and truly fucked (in the best possible way).
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CINDY MADE HER WAY gingerly downstairs. There was no point trying to hide her collar at this point. Sarah already knew everything. There was nothing left to hide. It was liberating in a way. She was unsure if this was the life she wanted for her daughter, but at least there would be no secrets between them now. Many mothers would kill for such an open relationship with their daughters. The more she thought about the two of them serving Eleanor together, the more intrigued she became. 

She entered the living room and made herself as small as possible to give away complete ownership of it to her Goddess. 

Eleanor sat cross-legged on the couch, with her arms sprawled confidently over the backrest, her nipples pushed against the luxurious fabric of her onyx, long-sleeved tee. 

Pete was staring at her from his armchair. He held a cushion against his crotch in a pathetic attempt to hide his erection. He did not even glance at his wife as she moused into the room, and in fairness, why would he? There was hardly a competition between herself and Eleanor. Cindy just felt annoyed that Pete would have the pleasure of masturbating to Eleanor as soon as she left. Cindy did not have that option. 

Eleanor turned to Cindy and smiled. “There you are,” she said, cheerfully. 

Cindy smiled back, nervously. “Oh, um, hi, Ms. Eleanor. This is a...nice surprise.” 

Eleanor chuckled. “It is, isn’t it?” 

Pete looked at Cindy for the first time. “Where the hell have you been, woman?”

Cindy reddened. This was not the time for Pete’s ‘macho’ bullshit. No doubt he was trying to impress Eleanor. It was actually kind of sad. “Where do you think? Working.” 

“Bullshit. I know Krogers fired your ass. You didn’t think I’d find out?”

Eleanor interrupted. “Cindy is working for me now, Peter.” 

Cindy smirked. Peter? Had the oaf actually introduced himself as Peter? Did he think that would give him an air of sophistication? 

“Oh,” said Pete, deflated and disappointed that he could no longer pretend to be a man by yelling. “I know she mentioned something in Paradise Hills. I, uh, didn’t realize that was for you, Miss.”

Eleanor nodded sagely. “Yes. She’s my new housekeeper. It’s why I’m here actually, to inform you that Cindy will be living with me from now on.”

Pete blinked at her dumbly. Cindy gasped as butterflies fluttered in her stomach.

Eleanor reached for her mug of coffee on the side table. Cindy was horrified to see her pig husband had served Eleanor that cheap instant swill. Eleanor took one look at it and immediately recoiled, placing it back without a taste. Cindy was relieved. It was bad enough Eleanor’s designer jeans were touching those worn couch cushions. The last thing Cindy wanted was to see Eleanor’s superior palette tarnished by that substandard shit.  

Eleanor continued. “You see, it’s a rather involved position. Her services shall be required twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred and sixty-five days a year. She just simply won’t have time for anything else but catering to mine and my family’s needs.” 

Cindy felt her eyes water with adoration. It was everything she had ever wanted. She could be with Eleanor all day, every day. She would never need to leave her side. It was the dream. 

Pete looked over at Cindy and then back to Eleanor. “What? She can’t live with you full-time. She’s my wife.”

Eleanor pouted. “Not anymore.” 

Cindy inhaled a breath. 

“Excuse me?” said Pete. 

“She can’t be expected to maintain my home and her marriage. All of her attention should be on me and my family.” She waved her hand dismissively. “You can expect the divorce papers to arrive by mail.”

“Divorce? I’m not divorcing her. She’s my wife. I love her.” 

“No!” said Cindy. “You don’t. You’ve never loved me. You got me pregnant and decided it was easier if you just married me. I accepted it because I was scared. I didn’t think I could ever do better. I know you’ve cheated on me. I know you’ve paid for whores. You’re disgusting.” 

Pete’s mouth gaped. Eleanor smiled at Cindy’s outburst, clearly enjoying herself. Cindy continued her barrage. It felt cathartic. Finally, she could get it all out.

“All you do is sit around watching TV while expecting me to wait on you hand and foot. You could at least tidy up after yourself. It isn’t like you have a job to go to. You haven’t worked in ten fucking years. I’m finished bankrolling you. I’m moving in with Ms. Eleanor, and you can’t stop me.”

“But...Sarah?” 

“Sarah is a grown woman. She can make her own decisions. I’m not going to stay miserable for the rest of my life with you.”

Eleanor rose to her feet and picked up the leash on her lap. “Well said, Cindy. I’m proud of you. Now come along. We’re done here.”

Pete stood and pointed. “Done? You aren’t done. Who the fuck do you think you are?” 

Cindy stepped forward, enraged. How dare he speak to her Goddess like that?

“Who is she?” She was practically spitting. “She’s Eleanor Noble. She’s the woman I spent our entire marriage thinking about and dreaming of. Every time we kissed, I imagined it was her lips, every time we had sex, I imagined it was her strap-on in my pussy. I’ve loved her every day since I was eighteen years old. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted. I won’t let you take this from me. You owe me this. You owe me happiness!”

Eleanor chuckled and strolled over to stroke Cindy’s hair. “What a good girl.” 

Cindy smiled and slowly dropped to her knees. She felt like she was in a trance as Eleanor clipped the leash back to her collar. 

Pete’s eyes widened, as if he was finally seeing reality for the first time. 

Cindy smirked at him. “Oh, and Pete,” she said, snidely, “we have no money, by the way. I went into debt to buy Eleanor lots of nice things. I haven’t paid the credit cards, the bills, or the mortgage. I think you’d better find a job or you’re going to end up homeless.”

Eleanor smiled and tugged on Cindy’s leash, leading her pet crawling on all fours into the hallway.

Cindy had never felt better. 

Pete rushed forward to stop them, making a grab for Eleanor’s arm. Eleanor spun and pulled away from his sweaty grasp, giving him a look of pure hatred.

Cindy’s anger rose.

“You aren’t going anywhere,” he said. “I don’t know what you’ve done to my wife but it ends here.”

Cindy pulled against her leash and broke free from Eleanor’s hand. She screamed and pounced like a rabid dog at Pete’s face, clawing at his eyes and slapping the sides of his head as hard as she could. She was a banshee, full of venom and rage. 

It was for all those nights Pete went to bed drunk. The snoring that kept her awake at night. The hands down his pants while watching TV. The never cleaning up after himself. The joblessness. The gambling. The cheating. But the absolute worst of his crimes was raising his voice to Eleanor and daring to touch her. She would fight to the death for the honor of her Goddess. 

Pete ducked to protect himself. “Stop it. Stop it, woman. Stop!” 

Cindy would never stop. She would rip out his eyes and present them as tribute before the mural of Eleanor as Venus.  

Pete pushed her away and Cindy fell backward. He had a dumb, apologetic expression on his pudgy face. He was many things, but he had never raised a hand to her before. He looked like a lost little boy. But Cindy could find no sympathy for him. Not now. Not ever. He was dead to her. 

Eleanor had used Cindy’s distraction to take a black stun gun from her Versace shoulder bag. Pete never saw it coming as she zapped him in the chest with fifty thousand volts of electricity. 

He screamed and convulsed violently as the whole room blinkered blue and black. Eleanor’s grin in the flashing lights looked especially beautiful...and evil. 

Pete slumped to the floor. He appeared dead for a moment, until he twitched and released a long, pained groan.

Eleanor threw the taser back in her bag and casually placed the sole of her Versace Medusa ankle boot firmly down on Pete’s throat. 

Pete gargled. His eyes became bloodshot and bulbous. 

Eleanor smirked down at him. “Cindy belongs to me now,” she said calmly. “You are going to sign the divorce papers and stay out of her life. I don’t want to hear from you ever again. You got that?”

Pete spat foam from his mouth all over the glossy black leather of Eleanor’s boot and nodded.

Eleanor pouted. “Good. And don’t even think about trying to fight this. Your wife will attest that you just assaulted me. I will prosecute and you will lose. My lawyer is Gael LeMarr. She’s never lost a case. She’ll happily destroy the wreckage of your miserable life. Consider this your only warning.”

Pete nodded again. “Pu..pulease...I...can’t...breathe.”

Eleanor smiled, keeping the pressure on his neck as she reached for Cindy. 

Cindy shuffled over on her knees and handed Eleanor her leash. 

Eleanor immediately wrapped the leather around her forearm to choke Cindy onto a short leash. “Lose the robe,” she said. 

Cindy dropped her robe to reveal her bruised, blistered body and her chastity cage. Feeling the air on her naked body was like freedom. There was nothing to hide. She could be her true perverted self. 

Cindy felt special. Eleanor had fought for her. Eleanor would not do this for just anyone. Eleanor saw value in owning her. Cindy was a good girl. 

Eleanor rubbed the golden key to Cindy’s chastity, dangling over her bosom. “Do you see now?” she said down at Pete. “She’s mine. She always has been. I’m simply taking her back to where she always belonged. I own her body, mind, and soul. You could never compete with me.”

Cindy bent down to the boot that choked her husband and laid worshipful kisses upon it. Pete moaned. Eleanor laughed. 

From behind them, someone cleared their throat. Cindy felt her skin prickle with dread. She looked back from Eleanor’s boot to see Sarah, still naked and blushing.  

Eleanor turned her head and pouted at Sarah, maintaining her foot on Pete’s neck and her grip on Cindy’s leash. The power she held over both of Sarah’s parents was obvious. Cindy looked up at her Goddess for direction. Eleanor placed her spare hand on her hip.

Sarah bit her lip. She seemed conflicted. 

Pete writhed beneath Eleanor’s boot. “Sa-Sarah,” he moaned, “help...me, please.” 

Cindy held her breath, unsure of what was going to happen. She hoped it would not come down to a choice between her Goddess and Sarah. Eleanor owned her pussy and her heart. Could she ever really turn against her, even for the sake of her daughter?  

Thankfully, it was not an issue, as Sarah slowly sank to her knees and clasped her hands together in a show of supplication. Eleanor’s pout became a satisfied smirk.

“Um,” said Sarah as meekly as her mother, “Mrs. Noble? If I may... I would...very much like to join my mom in serving you and your family.”

Pete struggled, moaning even louder, tortured by hearing his wife and now his daughter submitting to the woman who had him pinned to the floor, cutting off his circulation. He was completely powerless to prevent it. 

Sarah continued. “Yesterday, I was lost, but today I’m found. Miss Jessica and Miss Kaylee have shown me a better life. I want to give myself to them. If...they will have me. Please...I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance to prove I can be just as good as my mom.” 

Eleanor smiled. Cindy couldn't comprehend how powerful her Goddess must have felt at this moment. An entire family was prostrated before her, completely at her mercy, begging to offer themselves as tribute. It was just as she deserved. 

“Anything, eh?” she said. She glanced down at Cindy, and Cindy gave her boot another kiss. “I think something can be arranged. Of course, it isn’t really up to me. Jessica and Kaylee will be the ones making the final decision on if we keep you.”

“Of course,” said Sarah, happily. “Thank you. Thank you so much. A chance is all I ask. I’ll do anything they say to make them happy.”

Eleanor pouted. “See that you do.” 

She slowly removed her boot from Pete’s neck. He rolled away, gripping his throat, coughing and gasping for air. His face had turned blue. 

“Come along, then,” said Eleanor to Sarah, tugging on Cindy’s leash. “We’re done here.” 

Cindy followed at the side of her Goddess on her hands and knees. She passed her daughter and stared into her eyes. Something passed between the two of them: a shared moment of embarrassment and arousal. A new chapter in their lives was beginning. For better or worse, this was the path they had both chosen. 

Did Sarah truly understand the risks? Cindy had personally seen and felt Jessica’s cruelty. She took delight in meanness. She was the most overtly sadistic of all the Noble women. Sarah would suffer horribly. But maybe that was what Sarah wanted. If this was her dream, who was Cindy to stand in her way?

Not that she could anyway. Eleanor clouded her mind. It was as if she truly held divine sway over her actions and thoughts. Would she ever question the wisdom of her goddess, even at the expense of her own daughter? She preferred not to think about that. 

Pete tried to raise himself from the floor but collapsed back down again. “S-Sarah...please...don’t. Don’t leave me.”

Sarah gave him one final regretful glance as she ducked her chin and crawled behind Eleanor on her hands and knees out the front door onto the driveway. Like mother, like daughter.  

Eleanor opened her trunk and released Cindy’s leash for her to climb inside, with Sarah following. Cindy was like an old dog, showing the enthusiastic puppy how to behave on a car ride. Eleanor chuckled at them both before she slammed the trunk shut in their faces.  

Cindy stared at Sarah. She was still the same girl she had raised. Her daughter. Her best friend in the world. Maybe this really was for the best? At least Sarah would not be embarking on this life of servitude and abuse alone. Cindy would be there to help and support. 

As Eleanor revved her engine and put her foot down on the pedal, Cindy took Sarah’s hand in her own and squeezed it tightly. They shared a hopeful smile together.

They were where they belonged.

[image: image]

A WORD FROM SUMMER:

Thank you for reading. I deeply appreciate your support. If you would like to learn the fate of Cindy and Sarah, then you can gain early access to all current chapters of the upcoming sequel “Where They Belong” via Patreon. You can find the link in my Smashwords bio.
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