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Cynthia was packing the last of the boxes when there was a knock on the door. It took a moment to register that Emilia must have taken the batteries out of the doorbell in another of what Cynthia considered her thrift-gone-mad ventures. She sighed and stood up when the knocking came again, accompanied by a muffled threat from the kitchen where Emilia was wrapping cutlery in paper.

'Answer that or there'll be a reckoning tonight,' Emilia called out. 

For a moment, Cynthia considered disobeying. As far as she was concerned, there weren't enough reckonings these days. The thought lasted only a moment however, which was probably why there weren’t enough reckonings these days. Instead of punishable disobedience, she shambled over to the door and called out 'Who is it?'

'Cynthia, why am I standing on my own doorstep like a common tradesman, waiting for you to let me in?' said a very familiar voice. 

'I'm sorry, sir' was all Cynthia could think of saying. Harvey had been gone for more than twelve months and hearing his voice again was akin to hearing a ghost. 'Emilia insisted we change the locks.'  

'What? Why?'

'Your locks are better than hers. We swapped them over.'

'That silly bitch is in trouble when I finally catch up with her,' Harvey said. 'Let me in.'

'You'll do nothing of the sort,' Emilia said and Cynthia stopped in her tracks—the raised voices had brought her mistress out of the kitchen to investigate. 'We'll be out of your hair by the end of the day,' Emilia called out so that Harvey could hear her. 'You can come back then.'

There was a scrabbling sound at the front door before it swung open to reveal an obviously annoyed Harvey.

'That is a terrible lock, my dear. Rather shabby, just like you,' Harvey said and stepped through the door. 'I hired you to do a job, not to strip my house and steal my bitch,' he said.

Cynthia's heart skipped a beat. 'Am I really your bitch, Harvey?' she asked. 'I thought I was only your employee.'

Harvey looked at Cynthia as if he'd only just noticed she was there. 'Oh please, it's just a phrase in common use to define a subordinate female. And why are you standing in my presence? Kneel!'

Cynthia dropped to the floor as if he'd reached into her mind and personally tweaked the appropriate nerves.

Emilia looked impressed. 'I'm sure I'll be able to exert that kind of control in time,' she said, 'but just because she obeys you instantly, doesn't mean she belongs to you.'

'Oh please, stop talking rubbish you daft cow,' Harvey said. 'Of course she belongs to me. Cynthia is a slave and you have to treat her that way.'

'I am not a cow!' Emilia sputtered. 'And anyway, the relationship between her and I isn't like that. We're in love and are going to spend our lives together. I'll be Top, of course, but it doesn't mean that I won't treat her with dignity and respect.'

Harvey looked confused for a moment and then burst out laughing.

'What's so funny?' Emilia said, in an angry voice. 'Are you laughing at me?'

'Of course I'm laughing at you,' Harvey said once he could draw breath again. 'I'm certainly not laughing with you, am I.' He chuckled again and shook his head. 'Dignity and respect? Now I've heard it all.'

'Look, just get out and let us finish,' Emilia said.

'Let you finish stripping my house? Hardly,' Harvey said. 'I'll have someone send over with your things once I've settled back in. As for the bitch, why don't we let her decide. You take her tonight and I'll take her tomorrow. After we've both had our way with her, she can decide whether she wants to work beneath me, or follow her heart with you.'

Emilia sneered. That’s a silly idea. Why do men have to make a contest of everything?' she said. 'But I'll humor you. Come on Cynthia, dear, we're going to go have some fun at our new home.'
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The tinkling bell was Cynthia's cue, and she rose from her crumpled position with some difficulty. She was wearing the specially made butler's tuxedo Emilia had bought for her, with built in nipple clamps that stretched her tits with every step she took. 

The walk across the floor was going to be bad enough, but getting up those stairs would be murder. The prospect of all that pain brought a smile touched her lips and got her juices flowing. She shambled as fast as she could to the stairs, and then slowed down to better enjoy the exquisite pain. She mounted each riser with enthusiasm and not a little wincing. By the time she got to the top, her juices were running down the rubber dildo that she had strapped between her legs and getting the front of her pants damp.

Emilia was waiting on the bed wearing only a beautiful pearl necklace and a scowl. 'You lazy oaf, what took you so long?'

'I'm sorry mistress, I'm not as spry as I once was.'

'Is anyone home?'

'No mistress, there's no one here but you and I.'

'Good. Now go and fetch me my hair brush.'

'Yes mistress,' Cynthia said and turned back to the stairwell.

By the time Cynthia had walked down to the bathroom and back, her tits were screaming and it showed on her face, which made Emilia smile. 

'I wouldn't let an oaf like you brush my hair,' she said, 'so we'll have to find another use for that brush. What do you think I have in mind?'

'I wouldn't know, mistress, I'm just a humble butler,' Cynthia said.

'You're a stupid idiot,' that's what you are,' Emilia snapped, ' and you take far too many liberties. I can see the bulge in your pants from here. It's not decent for the help to lust after their betters, is it?'

'No mistress, I'm sorry mistress,' Cynthia said.

Emilia rose from the bed and stalked across the room to where Cynthia was standing and snatched the hairbrush from her hands. 'Well, it's time for you to be taught a lesson,' she said. 'Bend over and put your hands flat on the bed!'

Cynthia shuffled to the bed like the aged retained she was meant to be and bent over facing the mirror. She could see the naked Emilia behind her, playing with herself with one hand and holding the hairbrush with the other.

'This has been delayed too long,' Emilia screeched and brought the hairbrush around in a wide sweep that ended flush on Cynthia's ass. The force of the blow made Cynthia jump, which stretched her nipples and made her squawk. 

Emilia laughed and then brought the flat of the hairbrush down on Cynthia's presented ass another half dozen times. 'I hope you've learnt your lesson!'

'Yes mistress, I've learnt my lesson mistress,' Cynthia said, and stood up. 'Thank you for teaching me the error of my ways.'

Far from being mollified, Emilia looked enraged. 'I didn't say you could stand up!' she said, and pointed at the front of Cynthia's uniform. 'And you've still got a bulge in your pants.' The slap was sudden and unexpected. Cynthia gasped at the stinging pain in her cheek and the tingling between her legs. 

'Turn around, drop those pants, and bend over you disgusting little man!' Emilia screamed.

Cynthia undid her pants and let them fall to the floor exposing the dildo between her legs. She then turned and bent over the bed with her palms flat on the top. In the mirror, she could see Emilia turn and grasp her around the waist and then she felt the thick handle of the hairbrush as her mistress pushed it into her asshole.

'Is this what you wanted to do to me, you filthy savage?' Emilia said. 'Violate me? Push that filthy piece of flesh into me?' That was when the spanking started. Blow after blow fell on Cynthia's ass in an unbroken stream of pain and humiliation. 

It went on for what felt like an eternity, but eventually it stopped. Emilia grasped her hair and lifted her to the standing position. She looked at her for a moment and then planted a passionate kiss on Cynthia's lips. A moment later, Cynthia relaxed and returned the passion. They kissed for a long time before Emilia finally disengaged and threw Cynthia backwards onto the bed. A moment later, she mounted the dildo between Cynthia's legs and began to pump it hard.

Cynthia could think of nothing to do so she lay back and watched her mistress impaling herself on the rubber cock. This seemed to displease Emilia, who planted two stinging slaps on Cynthia's face—one on each cheek—and then grabbed her by the hair.

'Fondle my tits you old prick,' Emilia ordered, and Cynthia quickly obeyed. She grasped a breast in each hand and began to gently massage them, which earned her yet another slap.

'Harder! Make me hurt you fucker! I'm a bitch that deserves to be hurt. Give my tits pain and do it now!'

Cynthia looked shocked. 'But mistress! I'm a slug, a worthless insect, it's not my place to punish the likes of you.'

'Just do it!' Emilia screamed, sliding up and down the rubber pole between her legs with renewed fury. 'Please, I beg you, punish my tits to teach me to not be such a spoiled brat.'

Reluctantly Cynthia took hold of Emilia's left nipple and squeezed it hard, then stretched the tit as far as it would go. She followed it up with four hard and fast slaps on the dangling orb. 

Emilia groaned with pleasure and then presented her other breast. Cynthia sighed and repeated the treatment with on Emilia's right breast. 

The pain pushed Emilia to the brink and
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