
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Live to Serve

Ergo





Published: 2011

Tag(s): bdsm fetish punish spand mistress domina submissive
slave sex bondage




Live to Serve

 

By Ergo

 

Copyright Ergo 2011

Published by Smashwords

 

All events depicted in this work of
literature are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons,
places, or events is coincidental. The text owes its existence to
my corrupt and twisted imagination.

 

Live to
Serve 

 

It was a wet and humid night when she first entered my life. I
was working as a waitress in an inner city cafe, but unlike most of
my co workers I wasn't just filling in time. I enjoyed being a
waitress - the long hours, the surly customers, the abuse,
everything.

This particular wet and humid night had been a little slow, so
the cafe was empty when she walked in. Actually, that's a little
inaccurate. She didn't walk in, she strode in as if she owned the
place. Tall and lean with long auburn hair, she had bright blue
eyes, a fine face with razor sharp cheekbones, and an imperious
air. Her tight fitting black dress plunged low at the top to
highlight her large breasts and was obscenely short. I couldn't
help staring at her long, beautiful legs.

I was working the floor that evening so it was my job to seat
any newly arrived customers.

'Hello,' I said as she drew near, 'can I show you to a
table?'

She walked past me as if I didn't exist and sat at a table in
the back of the room. Smiling my politest smile, I swallowed my
pride and started to walk back towards the bar.

'Where do you think you're going,' she said to my back.

'I'm sorry,' I said, 'I thought you would want some time to
peruse the menu.'

'You are wrong,' she replied, her eyes wandering up and down my
body. 'Bring me an espresso coffee.'

'Right away,' I said, feeling foolish and a little embarrassed.
She didn't notice my embarrassment, however, and had already turned
away to fiddle with her mobile telephone. I walked as quickly as I
could back to the bar and, because it was a slow night, had to make
the coffee myself. I took extra care because I didn't want this
rather frightening woman to be displeased with me.

From the coffee machine, I watched her surreptitiously as the
coffee steamed and gurgled. She wasn't quite as tall as I first
thought, but what she lacked in height she more than made up for
with a natural authority. It was those sharp blue eyes. They bored
into your very soul, stripping away illusions and exposing the
realities beneath.

From her face, my eyes fell onto her bare shoulders and large
breasts. I found myself feeling a little disappointed that she
wasn't standing and I couldn't see her legs, but her arms were long
and slender, ending in beautiful, thin hands. Her fingers were
slender and perfectly manicured.

I made sure my wandering eyes did not distract me from my task,
however, and when the machine had done its work, I scuttled over
and placed the coffee on her table. My plan was to run and hide
away at the bar where I could look at her in secret, but she had
other ideas.

'Stop,' she commanded and I froze, partly from fear but mostly
because my cunt was getting wet.

'Turn around.'

I turned as if on casters.

'What is your name, child,' she said. She couldn't have been
more than five years older than I, but that didn't matter. My age
was immaterial while I was standing before those piercing blue
eyes, which stripped away my pretensions and left me naked and
vulnerable. It made absolutely no difference to our interactions
that I was a woman of twenty-five. When she spoke to me, I felt as
if I were an immature miscreant that she needed to deal with, and
deal with harshly.

'Cynthia,' I mumbled, 'with a c.'

'Well, Cynthia,' she said, 'it is customary to bring a glass of
water to the table with an espresso coffee. Could you bring me one
please?'

I curtsied and then flushed red with embarrassment. 'Yes miss,'
I said.

'That's mistress,' she said. 'Now hurry and get me one.'

'Yes mistress,' I said and hurried off to get the water. I could
feel her eyes on me the whole time, and my hands trembled as I
poured iced water into a glass.

'Thank you very much,' she said when I returned.

'You're most welcome. Are you ready to order?'

She smiled and took a sip of her coffee. 'Not bad, did you make
this?'

'Yes I did, thank you,' I replied and blushed at her compliment.
'I like to serve my customers.'

She raised an eyebrow at my rather cheeky remark. 'I bet you do.
Fetch me a piece of paper and a pen.'

'I fumbled in my apron and handed her my notepad and pen without
even thinking. Already, I felt compelled to do as she commanded and
I didn't even know her name!

'I've just had a phone call from a friend and must leave, but I
would like to see you again in more intimate surrounds. Is that to
your liking?'

I nodded dumbly, my cunt moistening at the thought.

She scribbled a note, tore off the page and folded it in half.
Standing, she leaned forward.

'Open your mouth,' she whispered into my ear. I did as she
commanded. She put the note in my mouth, forcing it to the back
with her long fingers. 'Don't be late.'

She stood back and looked me over. 'I look forward to your
service, Cynthia with a c,' she said, and strode out of the
cafe.

 

Read about Cybthia's night of
humiliation and pain at the hands of the beautiful stranger for
free at Smashwords (https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/48595)
and $0.99 at Amazon.
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	Cynthia:
Lesbian Slave (2011)
Cynthia lives to be humiliated and dominated, which is why her
new mistress has decided to allow her to stay on, as long as she
can pay her way of course. But first, Cynthia must submit to being
punished for being disobedient, and then mistress would like to
spend a little time playing with her new possession. The second
short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Slave
Cynthia: Pet Slave (2011)
Cynthia finds herself at the mercy of the tall and beautiful
Maree. Left in a cage overnight after Maree abused her with a
strap-on, Cynthia couldn't sleep thinking of all the things that
might happen to her in the morning. But even Cynthia's twisted
imaginings couldn't predict the humiliation that Maree had in store
for her. The fifth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection.



	


Slave
Cynthia: The Appraisal (2011)
Cynthia's first day as a corporate slave has ended and, despite
her best efforts, she hasn't met her KPI's. Her punishment for
failure is humiliation, abuse, and pain at the hands of Master
Carmine, who promises far worse if she fails again. The seventh
short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Slave
Party Games (2011)
Mistress Ebony and her two guests have just enjoyed a wonderful
meal, and what better way to end the night than with some slave
party games. Cynthia and two other slaves are pitted against each
other in humiliating and painful games that leave them excited and
hungry for more. The fourth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection.



	


My
Mistress, the Artist (2011)
Cynthia was thrilled to learn that her mistress was having a
dinner party, and secretly hoped that she would be used and abused
in front of all her mistress's friends. What her artistic mistress
actually did to Cynthia, however, came as a painful and humiliating
surprise that thrilled her to the bone. The third short story in
the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


Cynthia,
Corporate Slave (2011)
Cynthia has been sold into the corporate world, where the pain
and humiliation keep coming as long as your performance targets are
met. After enduring a severe initiation at the hands of her new
master, she is put to work with the promise of a degrading
performance review to determine her punishments in the evening. The
sixth short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection.



	


My
Girlfriend, the Bitch (2011)
Vince and Sylvia were a normal, happy couple until Jurgen
entered their lives, awaking Sylvia's desire to be dominated and
Vince's desire to dominate. In this, the first book of the
Confessions of a Dog Hater series, Sylvia convinces Vince to buy
her a puppy. In return, she must submit to his desire to humiliate
and abuse her.

My Girlfriend, the Bitch combines the gravitas of Best in Show
with the biting satire of Heart of Darkness, and is filled to the
brim with dirty S&M sex. An amazing literary accomplishment
that is sure to attract some sort of government intervention. Buy
it today, while you still can.



	


Slave
Cynthia: Corporate Bootlicker (2011)
Cynthia becomes a small and abused cog in the bureaucratic
machine, where her job is to take minutes at a meeting. But first,
she must please Monique and then endure her fury and as if that
isn't enough of a humiliation, the chair they give her to sit on
definitely is. The eighth short story in the Abusing Cynthia
collection



	


Slave
Cynthia: Slave Market Blues (2011)
It's only right that Cynthia be punished for performing so badly
at her job, and Master Carmine is just the man to do it, but the
humiliations don't stop there. Cynthia's next job is to entertain
clients at a Corporate Slave Market, where she'll be displayed in a
cage and at the mercy of all who venture past.

The ninth short story in the Abusing Cynthia collection



	


Suburban Pain
(sample) (2011)
All Sylvia wants to do is move out of her shack in the inner
city to a nice house somewhere where the air isn't quite so
polluted and there aren't so many drunks wandering past her door.
Unfortunately, in order to make this happen she must submit to the
depraved desires of her boyfriend, Vince, as well as endure the
punishment meted out by Sally, the beautiful but impatient real
estate agent.

Part two of Confessions of a Dog Hater, a series that combines the
gravitas of Best in Show with the biting satire of Heart of
Darkness, and is filled to the brim with dirty S&M sex. An
amazing literary accomplishment that is sure to attract some sort
of government intervention. Get it today, while you still can.



	


A
Chance Encounter (sample) (2011)
Marvin likes his women submissive and not a little masochistic.
He is overjoyed when Samantha, a woman who knows her place, follows
him home from the grocery store. Unlike your average stray, Sam is
obedient, compliant, and ever so good with her tongue, and Marvin
makes sure she stays that way with some strict and painful
discipline.



	


Pet
Girls of Suburbia (sample) (2011)
Vince loves Sylvia, and Sylvia loves Vince almost as much as she
loves sadistic lesbian sex. So it makes sense that they buy a new
house together. To Sylvia, a new house means new furniture. To
Vince, new furniture means only one thing - Swedish Hell. Luckily
for him, they bump into Marissa the dog groomer while shopping and
Sylvia decides that she'd rather get Bello the dog groomed than
shop for a sofa. But Marissa isn't just any old dog groomer, and
the dog show she wants to take Sylvia to isn't for the likes of
Bello.

The third and final installment of Confessions of a Dog
Hater.
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