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From the day she stepped foot into Emilio Espanar’s shop, Nikki Jacobsen knew she belonged there. Oh, not because she was any sort of mechanic or particularly good at what they needed – a receptionist – but because Emilio himself was one of the most fuckable men she ever saw.



The mechanic’s shop wasn’t like the tire and lube place she took her car to, but more resembled a private airstrip. There were several large hangar-style buildings, where most of the repairs must have been done, and a more generic style single-story office. An assortment of tractors, semis, and trailers sat in rows alongside the buildings, waiting to be fixed up.



As instructed when Nikki applied, she pulled into a parking spot at the office building. When she stepped out, the air smelled faintly of oil, gas, and something stronger and more acrid like when there was lightning or thunder. This, Nikki would discover later, was the scent of the welding tools. Most of those  smells went away when she stepped into the office building, but there was still a faint odor of oil grease and gas.



Beggars couldn’t be choosers, though. Nikki was tired of working two part-time jobs and this was the best paying place in her wheelhouse, which unfortunately amounted to typing and answering phones. She wasn’t stupid, but lacked any sort of specialized training that would have landed her a better job, unless she was willing to work for the soulless pair of call centers downtown like her aunt Jo. And since Aunt Jo was now a raging alcoholic because of the abuse she took on that job both from customers and her bosses, that was a hard no from Nikki.



A reception area with side chairs for customers, a water tank, coffee station, and a big receptionist’s desk fronted the office. It was all well-kept and friendly, but bland and sterile. Two short hallways branched off behind the receptionist’s area. No one stood at the desk, but there was a bell and a sign that said “Short Staffed – Ring Bell.” Nikki did that, and a door down one of the halls opened. A man poked his head out and gave her a long look before glancing back at someone in the office.



“I think your interview is here.”



The man stepped out into the hallway. He was dressed in a pair of coveralls dotted with dark splotches. Oil stains, she would learn. Another man followed him out into the hallway and called, “Nikki?”



“That’s me,” she said.



“Come on back.”



She didn’t know what she was expecting of Emilio Espanar, but it wasn’t the tall, broad-shouldered man with the graying Caesar haircut and the well-trimmed and oiled goatee. He stood with a hand on the office door as she passed the other man in the coveralls, who didn’t try very hard to avoid staring at her in her tight blouse and pencil skirt. Her outfit was deliberate like that, closer to something she might wear out dancing than an interview. A quick Bottlegenie social media search showed a lot of blue-collar guys working there, and Nikki figured a little skin and sex would boost her chances. Not her finest moment morally, perhaps, but she’d be damned if she’d spend another month waiting tables.



When Emilio closed the door behind her, he gestured towards a padded chair in front of a cluttered desk. They sat across from one another, and the interview started. Emilio was a polite man, and kept his eyes firmly above her shoulders. She, however, had a hard time not staring. He was handsome enough he should have been in a movie. Rugged but well-kept. And when he smiled, his eyes crinkled in such a way that made her thighs press together.



When they finished, he named a wage. It was a dollar more an hour than what she earned at the bar, but she’d take a hit without tips.  “Full-time?” she asked. “That was in the job description online.”



“It is,” he said, leaning back and folding his hands in front of him. “You’d go through a probationary period and then you’d be eligible for benefits, and you’d make another dollar an hour. Our last receptionist was with us eight years, if that tells you anything about turnover. So… you want to join the team?”



“I’d like that,” Nikki said, standing. He offered her his hand and she shook. “One question though. Dress code.”



Finally his eyes dipped south, and he said with a smile, “Come as you are.”



Oh yes, this was going to be interesting. There was just one problem. One very big, very golden problem.



The ring on his finger.



* * *



From the start, Nikki knew she wanted Emilio. The other guys, eh. Some were okay-ish looking, and if it wasn’t for their boss, she might have even considered a quick fuck with a couple of them if just to stave off the boredom at work. But Emilio so outshined all of them that it left the rest looking like trolls in comparison.



Want turned to dark and desirous need when she realized not only was Emilio handsome, but he was loaded too. The business was his, the S-Class in the parking lot was his, and the gorgeous forty-something woman with the long, long legs, short crisp blonde hair, and perky breasts bouncing with every click of her high heels was his.



Irina Espanar was going to be a huge fucking problem.



For starters, her clothing game wasn’t just good. It was fantastic. She wore her designer clothes effortlessly, as though she modeled for a living. Which Irina used to, Nikki learned glumly, before she decided to pursue college and a career as a marketing executive. So she was crazy beautiful, crazy smart, and had crazy money too. Nikki could get why Emilio fell for her. Nikki herself was even attracted to Irina, but Emilio was the easier target since she worked with him every day and she didn’t even know if Irina would be interested.



A challenge, then. Nikki liked a challenge. Plus, she had a weapon Irina didn’t. She still had her youth. At only twenty-one, her big tits and juicy ass were surgery free. Natural. Not only that, but Nikki was growing
 desperate
 .  The day before she met Irina, Nikki’s roommate Carrie’s fat gamer boyfriend jerked off in the bathroom when Carrie was gone and Nikki was home. It wasn’t Carrie’s name he panted but Nikki’s, as if the thought of his tubby ass bucking back and forth and spewing into tissue paper was going to lure her in there to suck him off. What a pig.



She had motive. She had means. All she needed was the right moment to take Emilio and make him hers. And then? No more shitty secretary jobs. No more fatasses jerking off to her in the bathroom through thin walls. No more shitty fast food, no more creaky Camry, no more apartment building. Soon it would be ski trips in Colorado or sun and the surf in the Maldives. Soon she would eat at the best restaurants in town, and cuddle Emilio in her bed while his ex-wife wondered what the hell happened and who that human tornado of sexuality was.



The opportunity presented itself a month into her job when one of the guys asked her to spearhead their boss’s birthday party in a couple weeks. Perfect.



Emilio was going to beg her for it.



* * *



The preparations required some help, and grudgingly, Nikki realized she needed to bring Irina in on at least part of it to make it the best day ever.



Emilio’s wife came by the shop frequently, since she got off work earlier than her husband and it was only a few minutes out of her way on the trip home. One afternoon, she came in, looking gorgeous in a tight red top, black skirt, and white overcoat casually tied off at the waist. Professional, sharp. The kind of woman Nikki wanted to be, if she was forced to admit it. Her own gray skirt and sleeveless black top were sexy too, but lacked the piercing authority of Irina’s outfit.



“Irina, hi,” she said with a plastic smile.



“Hello! Aren’t you looking particularly delicious today?” Irina asked. Her words were always so particularly pronounced, like a stage actress. Her eyes traveled up and down Nikki behind the desk as she neared.



“You’re looking pretty hot too,” Nikki said.



Irina spread her arms and bent her knees in a playful bow. “Why thank you. Is he in his office?”



“Out with Terry. I can call him in. It’s nothing serious. But before I do, I wanted to ask you some questions. The guys asked me to put on a birthday party for him here, and I thought I’d get your input.”



“Shoot.”



Nikki had never heard the word used like that before and blinked. “Sorry? Shoot?”



“It means go ahead.” Irina reached out to pat her hand as though she were a child, and Nikki played out a fantasy in her mind of riding her husband’s face while Irina watched from a chair, helpless to stop Emilio’s lust. Bitch.



“Well, I guess I wanted to know what, like, his favorite foods are and what kind of cake I should get him.”



Irina came around the desk and took a seat on its edge. The clean, flowery scent of her faint perfume was intoxicating. “I suppose you’d want it catered.”



“I can cook,” Nikki said defensively.



“For… oh, how many men in the shop at any time? Twelve? And are you going to cook here? You could maybe bring in a couple crockpots, but wouldn’t catering be easiest?”



She had a point. “All right, you have a point.”



Irina chuckled. “The Cutter’s. They’re one of his favorite restaurants, and they’ll cater. My advice, go with an early lunch, bring in two of their charcuterie boards, and go for the seared beef and ribs. The salmon is good, but it won’t stay fresh long enough for the guys to get their fill.”



Nikki wrote that down. “And his favorite cake?”



“Isn’t cake. Pudding cookies and pumpkin cheesecake from Minerva’s on Idaho Street. You’re going to want to call well ahead.”



“Thanks,” Nikki said, even if her tone didn’t quite match the word. She did not invite the other woman to the party, but instead thumbed her radio and called Emilio in, ignoring the teeth in Irina’s widening smile.



* * *



Everything was set on Emilio’s birthday. The caterers brought in enough food to feed the guys and then some, and the desserts looked wickedly decadent. Then again, so did Nikki. She opted for a pleated skirt that day, barely covering her ass. Combined with a white blouse opened at the top and bottom, showing off her cleavage and her belly button, her appearance went beyond daring. It said “I declare war,” and everyone in the place knew exactly who her target was.



Emilio.



Around eleven, he came in from supervising a tractor repair job along with the two guys he’d been working with. The food was all set up by that point, and he grinned at Nikki. “You did this?”



“Well, the guys paid for it,” she said, avoiding mentioning his wife gave her the ideas. Take that, Irina. “But I made the arrangements.”



He went over to the food and looked inside the chafing dishes. “Ahhhh, fantastic, fantastic.” Then he eyed the pumpkin cheesecakes and came to her for a hug, chaste but warm. Holding her at arm’s length, he said, “You spoil me.”



Oh, just wait.



Everyone who could break away grabbed a plate of food. Before they cut up the cheesecake, Nikki led them all in a rendition of the birthday song that could best be described as rousing, for everyone involved. She took the center of the room, starting just a few feet from Emilio and ending up on his lap by the end, to the catcalls of his employees and her coworkers.



One of the mechanics, Jason, said, “Jesus, do we all get a lap dance for our birthdays?”



“It could be written into my contract,” Nikki said to cheers from the others. She didn’t add that she wouldn’t be working there long. Not if the bulge in Emilio’s pants was any indication of how that evening was going to go.



When the cheesecake and cookies had been devoured, Emilio caught Nikki by the water cooler and leaned in to murmur, “My office when the guys are done. We need to talk.”



The party disbursed not long after, the guys slapping Emilio on the back and thanking Nikki for putting it all together. Nikki waited until the last one was gone, and waltzed back to Emilio’s office. He sat at his desk but rose when she came in. Wordlessly he stepped around her, closed the door…



…and locked it.



“Did I do something wrong, Mr. Espanar?” she asked, bringing a finger to her lips. He stared at her in her long dark pigtails, her barely-there skirt, her tits nearly bursting out of her top.



“You could get me in a lot of trouble pulling moves like that.” He reached out and ran a hand along her bare tummy, making her shiver. “Dressing like this.” He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Maybe I should bend you over my desk and discipline you.”



She pushed her arms together against her breasts, pushing them out even further. “Maybe you should,” she said softly.



He moved, his hands going to her back, pushing her down on the surface of his desk and his closed laptop. She looked over her shoulder and gave him her best pouty lip as he yanked up her skirt, staring at her white lace panties and her tanned ass cheeks.



“I want you,” Nikki said.



“I’m a married man,” he said, licking his palm and lining it up with her cheek. CRACK! It was not a gentle blow but it was well-practiced, striking her ass with his palm and making her juicy ass ripple. She arched her back, hissing. “Say enough, and I stop.”



“Don’t you dare. I want everything you can give me.”



He grinned. “Good girl.”



“No,” she said, wiggling her ass. “Anything but. I am trouble, Emilio. You give me that cock, I’m going to want it all.”



CRACK!



The second blow landed on her other cheek, reddening it. The physicality was going to make her drench her panties.



“And what do you mean by ‘wanting it all?’” Emilio asked. His hand came up again. CRACK!



“Oh fuck,” Nikki gasped. “I want… want..”



CRACK!



“Tell me,” he growled, massaging her reddened skin and drawing his thumb down across the cleft of her ass. A thrill shot through her when he teased the rim of her asshole, pressing in just enough to tell her he wanted it before drawing down across her pussy,



“I want you to leave Irina. I belong in your bed. Not her.”



He paused, taking her in, amused. “You want more than just a hookup?”



“Yes. I want it all. I want you every way I can have you.”



CRACK!



“And what makes you think you deserve that?” he asked, his thumb now driving along her slit through the fabric, up and down, making her wild with need.



“Because I’ll take care of you,” she whined. “If you take care of me. Money, vacations, all of that, and I’ll wait for you every day at home. Ready for you.”



“Ready for me. Hm.” His fingers slid up and down her pussy. The feel of the lace against her skin, the pressure of his thumb, the heat of doing this right in his office, it all stoked the heat building inside her. When he tugged the panties down and ran his finger through her slick folds, Nikki neared her crest, her eyes squeezing shut, her heart quickening. Oh God, oh God, oh God, yes, he was hers.



His fingers slid into her, one to start, then two when he knew she could take it. He pumped them inside her and three thrusts was all it took. She came, her head dipping to the laptop, a keen coming up out of her, “Oh, oh fuck, mmmm!”



Emilio pulled his fingers out of her. She expected him to go for his cock, to fuck her right there, but instead, the fingers merely moved upward, right to her bud – and slid in.



“Oh FUCK!” she wailed as he pushed in to the first knuckle, fingering her ass. Her orgasm, still washing through her, was amplified by the intense naughtiness and feeling of fullness. If it was necessary, she was prepared to take him up her ass, having worn a variety of larger and larger plugs over the last two weeks and getting both a bleaching and a wax. His fingers slid easily into her and she loved it.



But just as fast, he pulled out and palmed her bruised ass before spinning her around. Nikki tried to kiss him but he pressed his hand to her chest and undid the buttons on her blouse, freeing her tits, save for a lacy bra matching her panties. For most guys, tearing bras and panties like in the romance novels was more difficult in real life, and it could hurt if they yanked the fabric against her pussy or her tits. But when Emilio gripped the material of the cups of her bra and yanked in either direction, the bra tore like tissue paper. So strong. So very much a fucking man.



He feasted his eyes on her tits. “Show me,” he said, low and amused.



“Show you wh-what?” Nikki asked, her breaths uneven.



“Show me how you’d greet me every day I want it. And I will want it, Nikki. You were made for my fucking cock.”



She licked her lips in a show of theatricality, and then it was Nikki’s turn to shove him around. She pushed Emilio back towards the desk, around it, into his chair. He leaned forward to try to suck at one of her nipples, but she put three fingers against his forehead and pushed him back.



He stared up at her as she unzipped him, leaning low enough to kiss him. Their tongues met in a clash of wills, one she couldn’t figure out if she won or lost. It didn’t matter. She got his pants down far enough to stare at his monstrous cock throbbing upward in his briefs.



“Fuck, Emilio,” she moaned.



“Suck it,” he said simply. “Show me what you’d do for me.”



She brought his briefs down too, eyes solely focused on the tip, gleaming with droplets of precoma. It throbbed under her scrutiny and she licked her lips as she knelt between his widespread legs. He was clean-shaven too, completely bare save for some very fine stubble. Nikki had never been with a man who shaved that completely before and it made his dick look even bigger.



“You’ll leave her?”



“Show me a reason to.”



That would have to do for now. Nikki gripped him loosely, barely more than her red-painted fingernails connecting with his veiny cock. This was far from her first time sucking dick but she didn’t think anything could have prepared her for this. He was inches longer than the biggest she’d ever taken and easily twice as thick.



“Fuck,” she said happily, and sucked him down.



One inch. Two. Emilio filled her mouth so completely there was little room for her tongue to do anything, leaving her bereft of her greatest blowjob weapon. Had to get some air. She pulled back, took a deep breath, and devoured him again, taking him an inch deeper, two, her jaw stretching to accommodate him.



“Mmmm!” she whimpered around him. So big. So fucking big.



Air again, and shorter sucks, teasing him with not just her mouth, but her eyes. He stared back down at her, still so amused. She’d show him. She’d make him beg for it by the time they were done.



Her mouth popped off him and she jacked his first few slick inches. “Going to come for me? Going to come deep down my throat? Or maybe on my tits?”



“I’ll come wherever I want to, little slut,” he said.



Little slut. The words threatened to make her already soaked pussy drip. Couldn’t lose control. She had to come out on top.



Nikki sucked him again, cupping his massive balls as she fervently bobbed her head up and down. Emilio stroked her hair, then rested a hand on the back of her head. She moaned deep in her throat as he pushed her down further, more of him filling her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, the size of him forcing her mouth wide, her jaw working to accommodate him. Even further still, and her eyes widened as he slid into her throat. It was physically impossible for her to take any more than that and there were still inches of him to go. So big. So fucking
 big
 .



Someone knocked. Nikki choked and he pulled her off him. She gasped and sputtered as rivulets of drool spilled down her chin, her breasts. “Be out in a minute,” Emilio called. “Just getting my balls drained.”



There was a chuckle at that. “Goddamn,” someone said, and then they were calling for other mechanics to come and listen.



“Asshole,” Nikki said, but she sucked him again and put his hand back on her head. Gone was the kind man she came to work for and in his place was a grinning devil. She knew on some instinctual level she was losing the game and badly, but she was helpless before the need. Whatever happened, she was committed now.



Emilio rose to his feet, still gripping the back of her head, and fucked into her mouth. She stared up at him, head being jerked back and forth as he used her. The ferocity turned her on even more and her hand went between her legs, three fingers shoving into her wet pussy as she moaned around his cock when she could.



More noise outside, laughter, cheering. Nikki heard it, cheeks burning, rising up each time her fingers thrust into her pussy and Emilio shoved his dick against her throat.  Her boss took her, wild, untamed, and she came with a gurgle around his tip, her eyes rolling up. The pleasure was so fierce stars burst in her vision.



Absence. A void in her mouth where he’d been and she gasped for air, finally blinking away the dimmed vision and refocusing on him as he stroked his cock, jacking it hard. That was her job, she thought faintly, and groped for him with weak hands. She aimed him at her tits, and he coated her, shot after shot after shot hitting her flesh, so warm, so much of him.



Emilio held out a hand and helped Nikki to her feet. She was unsteady and he had to grab her to guide her into a chair around his desk. She collapsed into it, blinking, catching her breath. He grabbed a box of tissues and thrust it at her.



“I’m going to text you my address,” he said. “Go there. Clean up. Be ready for me.”



“Before Irina gets home?’ Nikki croaked. Her throat and her jaw ached, but she’d take it all again and again if it meant beating the other bitch.



He chuckled. “Sure.”



“Am I better at sucking cock than her?”



“No,” he said, and it stung like he slapped her. “But you will be when I’ve trained you. Just like I had to do her.”



That gave Nikki a strange sense of satisfaction. That he would train her meant he wanted her in bed again. That meant she won, didn’t it? Right. Yeah. Probably.



She bounced to her feet. “Okay.”



When she pulled her skirt into place and redid her blouse, she stepped out to a line of the mechanics. They clapped and cheered and she pushed right past them, caring neither if they heard or knew what she did with Emilio.



Everything was going according to plan.



More or less.



* * *



Nikki didn’t go straight to Emilio’s, but stopped at her apartment to freshen up and change. Her jean shorts and bralette top were simple but showed off her ample ass and great tits. With her makeup redone and her hair brushed out, she looked ready for round two, she decided.



She had no idea what she was in for.



Emilio and Irina’s house was a big single-story brick and stucco house with a U-shaped driveway and a humongous archway leading to the front door. She parked right up front, wanting Irina to get an eyeful if she got home first. Oh, who could be here? With her man? Her
 former
 man?



When I’ve trained you too. Just like I had to do with her.



Nikki brushed the memory away. Emilio might have come out on top that first time, but she was going to crack him. Besides, she was here, wasn’t she? That was half the battle won.



She let herself in, almost forgetting about the security code until she closed the door and it chirped. She found the panel in a hallway where Emilio said it would be and entered the code.



The house was well-kept, more comfortable than flashy but with a great sense of style. A thick, plush rug was out of date but worked well with the equally plush furniture. The TV was smaller than her own, nested among three bookshelves. Art on the wall appeared to be from the same artist, playful swirls of shapes and colors that Nikki didn’t understand.



Deeper in the house, the kitchen was severe and spotless. A formal dining area gave way to a back patio. They had a pool. Nikki could envision herself poolside, naked save maybe for bottoms, breasts pressed to the concrete, Emilio stepping outside and coming to her, hungry.



The thought made her shiver.
 Be ready for me
 , he told her.



Time to find the bedroom.



Despite the size of the place, there were only two, both with an adjoining bathroom. The guest bedroom was small and functional, but the master bedroom was a testament to sexuality. She entered, staring up at a painting of a nude young woman, her hand splayed over her sex. Not quite hiding it, but giving the sense that she was either pulling her hand away or putting it in place to cover up.



Another painting was of a couple, painted in broad, featureless strokes that nonetheless couldn’t hide the fact that this was supposed to be Irina and Emilio. She was riding his lap, him on his knees, their bodies swirling together. It was both beautiful and incredibly hot, and Nikki stared up at it for a long minute. She hated it. And kinda liked it.



Nikki sauntered over to the bed, imagining sitting for a painting with Emilio, the two of them nude. Maybe they would fuck while the painter worked, getting their expressions of pleasure forever embodied on the canvas. Maybe she could pay too to have Irina painted in the background, hand to her mouth, shocked at the discovery of the pair. The thought made her snicker, and she flopped down onto the bed on her back. Very comfortable. Very nice.



Oh yes. This house would do.



Her eyes closed as she thought back to what she and Emilio did only an hour before. The job was finished, one way or another. No way she could face down her coworkers after that. But what a way to end things. He was so big, so forceful. And the ease with which he controlled the situation… okay, yeah, it was a massive turn-on.



Her fingers went to her shorts, and she undid the button. Her fingers brushed her mound, her sex. The bedding smelled faintly of Irina so she scooted until she found the warmer, more masculine scent of Emilio’s aftershave against his pillow. Resting back against it, she slid her fingers across her pussy, imagining what was to come. Emilio, coming in, taking her. She would twist him onto his back and ride him until he begged her to let him come. And just as she allowed it, Irina would walk in the door and break when she saw what was happening.



“Yessss,” Nikki hissed.



Vibrations. The garage door opening. An engine, and then the garage door closing. She smiled to herself. Showtime.



Humming. Emilio’s. She heard it dozens of times at work, and now here she was, hearing it in her boss’s bed as she played with herself. She slid the shorts down lower, her panties slipped to one side. He did something out in the kitchen. A clinking of glass. Getting a drink, maybe. She was proven right when he walked into the bedroom, a tumbler of something dark and brown in hand.



“Now that is a sight,” he said, and took a long drink.



“After tonight, you’ll get to see it every day you want.”



“And what if I want to see it too?” another voice asked.



Irina.



Nikki sat upright, her hand coming out of her panties as the other woman stepped into the bedroom behind her husband, herself with a glass of wine. She leaned up to kiss Emilio’s cheek and slipped around him as he took a seat on a side chair.



“I… I… Irina,” Nikki sputtered.



“Very well done at work today,” Irina said. “Any other man and I’m sure you’d have poisoned the well. I mean, look at you. You are…” She looked up and down Nikki’s body, and Nikki realized her pussy was still exposed. “…delectable.”



Nikki tugged the panties back into place, blushing. “You told her?”



“Of course,” Emilio said.



“Don’t worry, you sweet little slut, we’re going to give you everything you want,” Irina said.



“You are? What do you mean?”



“A stipend. A nice car. A spot in our bedroom. I think the foot of the bed will do for you.”



“The foot of the bed,” Nikki said, her anger rising.



“My dear, if you’re going to be our spoiled brat, you will do whatever the fuck we say,” Irina said.



“And she does mean we,” Emilio said. “There is no future where it’s just you and me, Nikki. If you agree, I’ll be happy to fuck you day in and day out, but you will never, ever have a place in this household as high as the two of us.”



Irina finished off her wine and set it aside before sliding onto the bed. She was wearing a plunging turquoise dress, and as she crawled on her knees towards Nikki, her pearl necklace swayed between her perky breasts. “Do you understand what I say when I mean you will listen to both of us? You will be our slut. Anything we command you to do, you will.”



“If I tell you to get on your knees and suck me, you do it,” Emilio said.



“And if I tell you to eat my pussy, you’ll eat it like you’re starving,” Irina said, reaching behind her back and unzipping the dress.



“If we have guests over and I want you on your back on the table so they can jerk off on you for dessert, you’ll do it with a yes sir and a smile,” Emilio said.



Nikki looked between them, her whole body trembling. “And if that’s not what I want?”



“Then Emilio gives you a small severance package. A thank you for the blowjob,” Nikki said. “And then you walk out of this house and never come back.”



“You can say no anytime you want,” Emilio said. “But I don’t think you want to. I saw you in that office. The real you. You wanted to be dominated.
 Degraded
 . You loved me fucking your face.”



Nikki drew a breath as Irina straddled her lap. Irina said softly, “And I’ve seen you look at me. My ass. My tits. Tell me I’m wrong. Or…”



“Or?” Nikki whispered.



“Or help me with this dress and get naked too so I can ride your face and he can fuck that sweet little cunt.”



The moment of truth. Nikki looked between them. Their slut. Theirs to do with as they wanted. But she would be taken care of. Become their princess. Their brat. A life at the foot of the bed, beneath their feet on a very literal level, or out of the house entirely and back to the grind of part-time jobs and barely making rent.



Fucked, either way, but only one of those ways was going to lead to her pleasure.



She reached around Irina with trembling fingers, eyes on the painting over her shoulder. The dress slipped down and Irina slid off the bed to let it drop entirely. She wore a wisp of a thong and a matching bra, and those came down too. Her lips were delicate, her breasts a miracle of surgery.



Nikki sat up and pulled off her top. Her breasts bounced free, the way she intended to show them off to Emilio, but now she was offering them up shyly as a visual feast to Irina. Her mind whirled with ways to still be rid of the other woman, but she had to admit, this idea was hot. A three-way relationship. Theirs.



Irina stared down at her tits, then looked back up with a wicked smile as Nikki drew down her shorts and panties. “Mmmm, so ripe. Are you on the pill, pet?” Nikki shook her head. “Let me guess. You were going to beg him to fuck you without a condom?”



Nikki blushed and stammered, “I… maybe, if the mood…”



Irina shot forward and clutched Nikki’s chin. “You answer me truthfully now and forever, pet, or you’ll be disciplined.”



“Yes,” Nikki whispered. “I was going to let him fuck me raw.”



“Good,” Irina said. “We want children but I’m not wrecking this body for it. You can be our breeding slut.”



Nikki sucked in a sharp breath. “Your… breeding slut…?”



Irina kissed her.



 This was spinning so far out of her control.



She hesitated, eyes flicking towards Emilio as he dug in a dresser and came up with a pair of silk scarves.



So very far out of control.



“Breeding slut,” Nikki said, tasting the words again before kissing Irina back. The other woman gave a throaty moan, and filled her hands with Nikki’s juicy ass as their kissing intensified. Nikki finished stripping the other woman with deft fingers before hands took her arms and held them tight.



She looked over her shoulder and Emilio was there, his smile gone, his eyes animalistic in his hunger. “We will use you, Nikki.”



“Use me,” she whispered, and he was pushing her down onto the bed on her back, straddling her waist. Irina watched with a hand at her sex as her husband took Nikki’s hands and brought them up to the headboard. The scarves went around her wrists. There was plenty of wiggle room and she thought she could get out of them if she really struggled, but she didn’t intend to. This was hot, but it was also intriguing, and that more than anything save the promise of money and comfort kept her there. Nikki wanted to know how far their games would go.



Irina crawled across the bed again and straddled Nikki’s face, looking towards the headboard and the young woman’s bound hands. Then, without a word, she dropped her trimmed pussy down onto Nikki’s mouth. Her husband chuckled, and she looked over her shoulder at him. He leaned forward and kissed her with eager hunger.



“Fuck her,” Irina said.



He reached around and cupped her throat to pull her further back. Their lips and tongues crashed together in a wave of sloppy kisses. A deep moan emanated from him, and he jerked away from her to kneel between Nikki’s legs. She felt his hands on her thighs, then her calves. He lifted her legs and positioned them over his shoulders, lifting her butt up off the mattress as he positioned himself.



His big dick pushed inside her, slow at first, even despite their rough play, testing how much she could take. Nikkia gasped against Irina’s pussy as he filled her inch by inch. Her feet kicked at the mattress as he rubbed her spot, filled her, drove her wild.



Emilio froze. “Too much?” he asked.



“She can take it,” Irina said.



“She’s our pet. And we don’t hurt our pets.”



Against Irina’s wet folds, Nikki said, “I’m good, I’m okay, oh fuck, it’s filling me so good…”  He kept going, inching his way deeper and deeper until Nikki gasped, “There, about there, Emilio…”



“You call him sir,” Irina said. “And I’m your mistress.”



“Yes, Mistress,” Nikki said. “Sir… Mistress…” She giggled loopily, lost to the pleasure of Emilio filling her.



“Good pet,” Emilio cooed, pulling back and plunging back in again. “Good girl for taking so much of my cock.”



“Good… girl…” Nikki babbled. “I’m your good girl… your good pet… oh God, oh furrrgh-”



Her words were cut off by Irina grinding against her mouth. The slim woman rode Nikki and matched her rhythm to that of her husband, looking over her shoulder frequently at him. Nikki’s conscious thoughts fled, and all she registered was pleasure and the need to service Irina. Already her dreams of somehow twisting this on the pair of them were fleeing her. If they could give her this sort of pleasure, if it was like this even a tenth of the time they were together, fuck it. She was in. She was so very in.



Irina’s pace quickened, her hips rising and falling. There was one odd gesture that broke through Nikki’s has of pleasure, something she would carry with her in secret, something shared only between the two of them. At one point, Irina’s hand went to Nikki’s bound ones. She found Nikki’s fingers, and wrapped them in her own. It was only a moment, but it was
 the
 moment, too. Irina seemed a cross mistress, but she let Nikki know with that gesture she could be kind too.



“Making me come, pet,” Irina whimpered. “Keep that tongue right there, like that, like that. Oh, oh fuck!”



She ground down harder and came with a throaty laugh. Her hips squeezed Nikki’s head, and Nikki just kept on licking, loving her taste, her wickedness, her everything. Irina wasn’t done yet either, spinning but staying right on top of Nikki so she could lean down and lick the younger woman’s cunt.



“Good pets get treats,” she said, and Nikki couldn’t help a laugh. The pet thing was so ridiculous, but kinda hot too. She could get used to it.



Even better though was the feel of Irina’s tongue on her mound and her pussy lips as Emilio rocked into her. The warm tongue, the soft kisses, the thickness and length of Emilio filling her up, her orgasm was a foregone conclusion and it was only minutes in before Nikki clutched at the headboard, sobbing against her pussy, “Oh, oh fuck, Irina… Emilio…”



Then both of them stopped.



“Wha…? What are you doing?” Nikki demanded.



“Say you’re sorry, brat,” Irina said.



“W-what?”



“For trying to steal my man. Say you’re sorry or you don’t get to come and we’ll walk you out the door.”



“I… I…”



“That’s not an apology,” Emilio said, pulling back slowly out of Nikki.



“I’m sorry!” Nikki said. “I know it was wrong, but I was jealous and… and he’s Emilio, how could I not want him?”



“And his money.”



“Yes. Yes, I’m sorry for that too.”



Emilio began to pump into her again, very slowly. “There are rules, Nikki. No plots. No schemes. You are ours.”



“Yours,” Nikki agreed fervently.



“If you disobey, if you ever try to turn us against each other, or if you forget your role, one of us will discipline you.”



“Yes, yes, discipline me, spank me if I’m bad, please…”



“My dick and her pussy are your everything now. You exist to serve us. Is that understood?”



“Yessss.”



“Yes what, slut pet?” Irina said, dropping her mouth to Nikki’s mound again.



“Yesss, Sir! Yes, Mistress! Mistress Irina! My mistress! Oh fuck, oh fuck, I… I…”



“Come for him,” Irina said, and licked.



Nikki wailed with the force of her orgasm. It washed through her. Transformed her. The ambitious woman she’d been would never really truly die, but this new subservient version of her emerged that evening and she fully embraced it, giggling with the pleasure, her eyes vacant, a glimmer of drool sliding out of the corner of her mouth as she felt Emilio push and push and push inside her. With every crest she sank further and further into her depravity.



“Sir’s cock. Sir’s big fucking cock,” she said, and giggled again. Irina was there, resting by her side, sucking her nipple, nipping it, twisting the other one sharply, and Nikki laughed again, amazed that she wasn’t passing out from the pleasure. “Mistress Irina… Mistress’s pussy… live… live for Mistress’s pussy…”



“And Sir’s cock,” Irina said, twisting Nikki’s chin to look at their man.



“Sir’s cock. Live for Sir’s cock,” Nikki said. “Oh oh, fuck, oh…”



“He’ll come inside you… once you’ve thanked him for this gift,” Irina said.



Joyously, Nikki said, “Yes! Thank you, Sir! Thank you for the gift of your cock! Your big… fucking… cock!”



“Our pet,” Irina said, and Emilio slammed home one more time.



* * *



The concierge stared at the trio as they approached the counter. The couple in the lead were normal enough, him in a light cream summer suit, her in a long dress and a flower-adorned hat. Both were stylish and obviously came from money.



But it was the third that the concierge couldn’t tear his attention from. She wore a red leather skirt and matching knee-high boots. Her crop top barely covered the bottoms of her breasts, not helped much by a cropped jacket. None of that was why he stared, though she was an incredibly attractive woman, ridiculously well-endowed and showing the early signs of pregnancy.



It was the collar. The black one around her neck, the one that read simply…



PET.



 



* * * * *
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