
        
            [image: cover]
        


Summer Collar


Part One

 


By Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright 2014 Elliot Silvestri and Green Bush
Publishing

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


The characters and events portrayed in this book are
fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is
coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains adult
material that might not be suitable for all audiences.

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


All characters depicted in this work of fiction are
18 years of age or older. This work is a fantasy; in your own life
be sure to follow safer sex practices.

 


If you’re the type of person to read copyright
notices, why don’t you go to elliotsilvestri.blogger.com for a
coupon code at Smashwords.com.

 


For a complete list of Green Bush Publishing’s eBooks
please visit elliotsilvestri.blogspot.com


Prologue

 


“Ms. Schlau, what are you going to be doing
this summer?” Tommy accosted his chemistry teacher as she walked
purposefully across the school lawn toward the parking lot and her
car. It was the last official day of testing before summer break
and she had much to accomplish in the next two days.

She sighed. “Tommy, you know I prefer to be
addressed as Miss Schlau. And to answer your question, I’m
traveling to Europe to do some hiking in the mountains, some
mountain climbing as well,” she lied.

Tommy was a nice enough student, even if he
had repeated her chemistry class to pass it on the second try, and
even then only squeaking by the grace of her good temperament and
the desire of the administration to get him out of the school. He
was tall and handsome in a still boyish way, with shaggy blonde
hair that perpetually hung in his brilliant blue eyes. If he was on
any athletic team he would have girls falling all over him, Miss
Schlau knew. But she didn’t follow the school’s athletic teams and
she certainly didn’t bother to get to know third-rate intellects
like Tommy; the ones who could only get by on their good looks and
cocksure attitude.

“Well, if I run into you, do you think, now
that I’m graduated, we might…” He let the question trail off and he
winked at her. All through the school year he had been making
not-so-subtle passes at Miss Schlau. She easily ignored them or
simply batted them away, as if he were nothing more than an
annoying insect which was beneath her concern. She wasn’t tempted
by him in the least. There had been plenty of discussions in the
teacher’s lounge about Tommy—more than a few of her colleagues had
pointed out the fact the handsome senior was already eighteen and
turning nineteen over the summer—but she was above all that.

Miss Schlau stopped in her tracks and turned
to face Tommy. “No, Tommy, I don’t think so. Not now. Not
ever.”

He shrugged off the firm rebuff and tried
again. “Are you sure you don’t want to bang boots sometime
this summer?” Now he outright leered at her and waggled his tongue
between his lips. Miss Schlau’s mouth turned down into a sour
grimace.

“You try too hard, Tommy. Your reach far
exceeds your grasp in all things, academic and interpersonal.” She
easily stepped around him, her knee-length brown skirt swirling in
the warm late-spring air and slipped primly into her modest and
reliable brown Honda Civic.

As she drove away in her rearview mirror Miss
Schlau saw Tommy accosted by several of his friends. She couldn’t
hear the conversation, but she was confident she knew how it was
going.

“You gonna bang Schlau the Shlut over the
summer?”

“Nah. That bitch is an ice queen. She
probably doesn’t even have a cunt.”

Laughter. “Didn’t stop you from trying to
nail her all year!”

A playful shrug accompanied by his boyish
grin. “How could I resist? You ever see her ass when she bent over?
Or her little titties when she’s wearing a tight camisole under
those giant fucking shirts she always has on? She wants to get
fucked real hard by a real man, she just doesn’t know it yet.” His
braggadocio, as always, far exceeded what he truly understood.

“She still told you no.”

“Wait ‘til I come back next year. She won’t
be able to resist a college man.”

“Harvard on the Hudson is hardly a college!”
More laughter as the teens slowly made their way to the student
parking lot.

The conversation was largely in her head, but
Miss Schlau was confident she was correct about the content. She
knew high school boys very well.

It took all her willpower not to reach into
her large ruffled shirt and loosen the tight bra that strapped down
her small breasts. Control was key. Control was always key. There
would be plenty of time to indulge herself when she got home.

 



Chapter One

 


Packing was easy. There was precious little
to bring. One change of clothes and a few pairs of shoes was all
she really needed. Everything else would be provided for her on her
vacation. Checking the mirror the morning before she left Miss
Schlau stripped down to her skin and removed the one ring and
necklace she normally wore. Her watch was already resting on the
dresser. Though she had holes in the lobes of her hears, Miss
Schlau wasn’t wearing any earrings. In the nipples of her small
breasts were hard plastic barbells piercing the tender flesh.
Occasionally she still flinched when she remembered the flash of
pain Miss experienced when they were first put in. Originally she
had curved metal barbells through her nipples and she often wore
gold rings, but right now she was wearing tiny plastic barbells
with small beads on each end, just enough to keep them in place and
small enough so they would not be detected under her clothes,
plastic so they wouldn’t be picked up on the odd chance she had to
go through a metal detector.

Carefully she removed the plastic barbells
and replaced them with her formal gold rings. She didn’t exactly
like the color on her skin and against her light brown nipples, but
that’s what her owner liked and she had to obey him. She was happy
to obey him. Since she only changed her jewelry perhaps once a
month, but was always careful to clean her nipples carefully every
day, it took her a little time to get the ring through the now
permanent fistula in her nipple and the captive bead in place. The
next step was easier. She took a short chain from her jewelry
box—which wasn’t even half full of even cheap costume pieces—and
attached one end of the chain to her right nipple ring and the
other end to her left. The gold chain was specially made and had
custom hooks on both ends so it could only be attached to other
rings. It was too short to wear as a necklace and too long for a
bracelet. Mrs. Adler had measured the exact distance between her
nipples so that it fit perfectly. There was just the slightest bit
of slack in the chain; it was almost a straight line between the
light brown centers of her breasts making it unlike most chains
some women wore on their nipple rings.

Once that was done she looked at herself once
again. No makeup as was normal for her. Mr. Adler didn’t want
makeup on her anyway. Her short brown hair was so closely cropped
that she had no need for any hair restraints or clips. She ran her
hand through the shorn tresses and smiled at herself. For years she
had worn her light brown hair down to her shoulders. When her
master asked that it be cut extremely short she had balked at the
idea, but had to relent. When it was done she was pleased with the
result and kept it that way.

Her eyes traveled down to her breasts. When
she was a teenager she had been upset they had stopped growing too
soon. As an adult she was thrilled they were so small. Around her
upper hips and lower belly was a steadily growing tattoo, a rose
vine that sprouted at the top of her pussy’s slit. It wound around
her body twice and had small roses, blue and red, periodically
blooming from the green line. It was low enough on her hips, below
her belly button, that she could still wear midriff baring shirts
and not expose it. Not that she would ever wear a midriff baring
shirt in public. Her pubis was completely bare, not a single hair
was on her mons Venus. Although she had shaved herself at various
points and to various degrees before she had a master, the complete
denuding took place not long after she went under his control. It
was actually easier for her psychologically to have all her pubic
hair removed than to have her head hair cut short. He had paid for
the laser hair removal process. It took many visits and wasn’t
terribly painful, but she was extremely pleased with the sleek
results when it was over. Some might argue that Miss Schlau’s thin
frame, short stature, pixie haircut, and lack of body hair made her
look artificially young, but she didn’t mind the look at all. It
was a subtle transformation that her family had barely noticed and
most had approved of, those changes they could actually see. She
wasn’t an object, a possession—though she wouldn’t have minded
being one. Other than the rings and nipple chain she wore no
jewelry. Her finger and toe nails were unadorned with color. Mr.
Adler liked them plain, just clean, trimmed short and buffed to a
mild shine.

Bare legs were normal for her and Miss
slipped on a pair of comfortable brown sandals and pulled a loose
fitting green summer dress over her head. There was no need for
undergarments. Not now. Not in summer. Not when she was going to
serve her master. In her tiny overnight bag that would last her two
months she added her ID, passport and a few dollars. Everything
else was already taken care of. Her home was going to be checked by
her neighbor over the summer. To everyone else she was going to
Europe—only she knew she was going to her summer slavery.

The drive over to his house took almost an
hour. It wasn’t very far from her home and place of work, but it
was far enough to keep it separate from her other life. She pulled
the little Civic into the end of the driveway which was empty. She
knew his car along with Mrs. Adler’s was inside the garage. She
parked at the end of the driveway and walked not to the front door,
but around the side. The Adlers lived on the edge of suburbia and
the truly rural part of the county. Their house was set back a
short distance from the small, two-lane county route that was
sparsely traveled. Privacy was paramount to them when they had the
place built, along with the beautiful view of the rolling hills
that formed the small valley. Miss Schlau could have stripped off
her dress at the end of the driveway and walked all the way to the
front door completely naked and no one would have seen anything,
but that wasn’t the way. Manners were important. Decorum was
important. Proper deportment was important. Showing off simply
because one had no self-control was the equivalent of a senior
spitting in the school principal’s eye on graduation day.

The front porch of the house was wide and
largely unused except for flower decorations in spring and summer.
The side door was where everything important happened. It was an
unassuming door painted bright red in high contrast to the mellow
tan siding of the house. Taking a breath the prepare herself Miss
Schlau pressed the lighted doorbell once, waited a moment, then
turned the unlocked knob and stepped inside.

There was a small table in the tiny entry
hall, a welcome mat on the tile floor and not much else. Miss
Schlau knew exactly what to do. She removed her dress





























cover.jpg
Elliot Silvestri






