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First Sight

Something happened to Nathalie the first time she saw the small group of new hires. Her attention was drawn to one of the women -- not just drawn... captivated. She had no idea why. Was it the confident serenity of the woman's face, framed by the soft waves of her brown hair, which seemed to be streaked with natural highlights? Was it her enthralling green-gray eyes? Or perhaps her full lips, slightly curved into an expression of alert amusement? Nathalie had heard of lips being described as 'sensuous' -- now she was actually seeing them. Something clanged in her chest, and she knew that she had made her decision about which of these people would become her personal assistant. 


She addressed the group. "Good morning, and welcome to the Elstree Corporation. I'm Mrs. Nathalie Burton. You've already been through several interviews, and I know how competitive they were, and you have navigated those hurdles excellently. In fact, I've been particularly impressed by the reports I've received. Currently, we have three openings, and you three have been selected to fill them." She was now putting names from those reports to the faces before her and soon learned that the woman that intrigued her was Cassie Harper. Giving the other two people their assignments, she informed Cassie that she would be her personal assistant.



Cassie thanked her quietly, mysteriously sounding almost like her selection had been a foregone conclusion. Since the other two new hires had left Nathalie's office, starting their assignments, the two women were now alone. Until this point, Nathalie's gaze at Cassie had been locked at the level of her face. But now she took a moment to look the woman up and down. Cassie was dressed professionally in a crisp, spotless cream blouse and a plain dark blue skirt that fell just above her knees. Still, it was clear that Cassie had a figure that almost any woman would envy, with her full and very round breasts, a narrow waist, well-formed hips, a great ass, and a pair of long, shapely legs.



During this physical appraisal of the brunette, Nathalie's heart fluttered a little, and she had to swallow to try to wet her suddenly dry throat. "What is it about this woman?" Nathalie mentally questioned. As she inhaled, an irresistible scent teased her nostrils. "Is that some subtle, exotic perfume?" she wondered. "Or is it her?" Clearing her throat, she began explaining Cassie's primary duties.



For her part, Cassie felt mildly amused, well aware of the effect she was having on her new boss. It was easy for her to exude an air of confidence since the vast wealth of her trust fund had been released to her on her recent twenty-first birthday. Unlike the other two applicants, she wasn't desperate to get the job, but she thought it would be an interesting experience and a chance to increase her knowledge. Not being a person given to false modesty, she knew she was capable, beautiful, wealthy, and intelligent -- a powerful combination. Perhaps her body language conveyed some of this, and her boss was merely reacting to it.



In answer to a question, she replied, "Yes, Mrs. Burton. I understand completely." She was taking a careful look at her new boss. The woman was a little taller, with long, sandy blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes. She stood tall and proud, which displayed her breasts well -- they were almost as good as Cassie's own. Cassie learned later that her boss went running every morning to keep fit, which explained her trim figure and great legs.



Acting on an impulse, her boss said, "Call me Nathalie, please. We'll be working together closely, so keeping it formal will just waste time." Her heart thumped hard in her chest when she thought about what she'd just said, but she felt that she couldn't take it back.



Cassie smiled. "I understand, Nathalie. I expect that soon we'll be working so closely that people might think we've been joined at the hip," she chuckled. She'd cemented the fact they were now on a first-name basis and given a subtle hint at intimate closeness. Cassie had been aware of her growing streak of dominance for several years. Her boss might be dominant in a corporate sense, but there were subtle signs that Cassie might be dominant to her physically, mentally, and emotionally. Of course, time would tell; Cassie could never be sure until the deed was done. People in positions of power often subconsciously yearn to be allowed to cede control to someone else for periods of relief. Perhaps Nathalie was such a person.



Cassie turned out to be as efficient as she was enticing as the days passed. In a few short weeks, she understood the flow of Nathalie's workday and had things running like clockwork. She was also becoming more aware that her boss was genuinely smitten with her each day. There were lots of small clues in this regard -- things of which Nathalie was probably not consciously aware of, but Cassie picked up on them all. Nathalie liked standing close to her, often so close Cassie could feel the heat radiating from her boss's body. And when they were closely talking face to face, Nathalie sometimes tilted her head slightly, the way a person does when starting to kiss.



When Nathalie sat on the other side of her desk, talking, she subconsciously twirled her hair with her fingers. If they were on the same side of a table, looking at a diagram, or a report, Nathalie's hip often brushed against Cassie's. And her boss might bend down, staring intently at what was on the table's surface... so low that strands of her hair would brush against Cassie's bare arm. There were times that her boss would touch her hand in emphasis as they leaned over the table... indeed, one time, she even leaned against her personal aide, pointing at something at the far end of the table. Cassie was acutely aware of Nathalie's tit pressing against her own during that.



All of these actions were subconscious on Nathalie's part. She'd never experimented sexually with women as she grew up and had no such experiences. Devoutly religious, she'd been programmed that women should be wives and raise children with their husbands. Her conscience strongly censored such 'immoral' thoughts of alternate lifestyles. Her 'vanilla' marriage and how she raised her kids was the 'right' way to live, of course. Regardless of all that, Cassie was reading clear signs that Nathalie, conscious of her actions or not, was sending her signals of seduction.



One day, Cassie was at her computer, entering data but wincing whenever she turned her head to look at the datasheet. Nathalie noticed, asking, "Is your neck stiff, Cassie?"



Cassie sighed, "Yes, it sure is, Nathalie. Maybe I slept funny or something."



In the twinkling of an eye, Nathalie was behind her chair, using her warm, soft hands to knead Cassie's neck muscles. She was thrilled to have an excuse to actually lay her hands on her assistant. Cassie's neck muscles were indeed a little sore, but not to the extent she'd been exhibiting. This was more like a test -- a reason to let her boss do something to serve her for the first time. It was part of the growing evidence that Nathalie was getting even closer to submitting. A lot of emotion can be conveyed by such hand contact, and Nathalie's desire for her was very tangibly expressed during the next ten minutes.



Again, Nathalie was able to lie to herself about this interaction. In her mind, this contact was platonic -- medicinal in nature. She was trying hard not to notice how wonderful it was to feel Cassie's hair against her hands and wrists. If she was inhaling a little more deeply than usual, it was due to her muscular exertions, of course, and had nothing to do with the irresistible scent being given off in Cassie's proximity. If she stopped to analyze things, she'd still be very confused as to why she was so attracted to Cassie -- a physical attraction that was getting more and more difficult to discount. These contacts with her wonderful assistant were both exciting and confusing.



Cassie had been a Dominant long enough that she was aware that submissives somehow sensed another person's dominance. In response, they sought to be noticed and to somehow please and serve that person. She was in no hurry. She was curious to discover if and when Nathalie might finally become aware of her submissive streak.



One day, something quite interesting occurred. Cassie was sorting some files while Nathalie was apparently entering data on her computer. Rita raced in and told Nathalie there was an emergency, and she was needed urgently. Startled, Nathalie bolted from her chair to rush out after the panicked woman. Cassie hadn't been told to stop or assist, so she carried on her file sorting and went over to place the files next to Nathalie's computer, as usual. What was on the screen caught her eye, though. It was a spreadsheet, and the information it divulged was an eye-opener! Cassie's quick mind soaked up the information, and then she returned to her desk to begin her next task. When Nathalie returned, Cassie made no reference to what she'd seen. She just asked what the emergency had entailed and how Nathalie had handled it. After that, work went on as usual.



Things between the two women continued relatively unchanged until one fateful night. Both Nathalie and Cassie had to work until the wee hours of the morning on some complicated paperwork that had to be filed the next day. Nathalie had called her husband to explain the situation and asked him to give the kids goodnight kisses from her. The cleaning crew had come and gone. The security guard was down at his desk, dutifully watching the monitors showing the building's entrances. The two women were entirely alone and able to concentrate on finishing their work.



"Oh my god... that does it," Nathalie finally announced. "I can't believe how long this took. I swear they try to make it more and more complicated each time!" She stretched. "Thank you so much for staying and working so hard on this, Cassie." Gratefully, she placed the paperwork in the outbox so it would be sent promptly to where it was needed when the office opened in the morning.



Cassie herself was stretching, with her glorious tits straining at her blouse as she did so. "I'm glad I could help, Nathalie. It feels good to get it accomplished." Her facial expression was one of sensual pleasure at stretching out the kinks from their intense work.



Nathalie took one look at Cassie doing this, and her heart began hammering in her chest. An urge to kiss Cassie became overpowering. It was so bad that Nathalie felt she might die if she didn't act on this impulse. She wasn't thinking; she was feeling! Licking her lips, she moved closer to Cassie, again tilting her head in a prelude to a kiss motion.



Cassie saw that body language and immediately analyzed it. She forestalled her boss by saying, "Nathalie, it looks like you want to say or ask something. What is it?" Her voice was soft but with an air of command that made the blonde stop.







Acceptance



Over the weeks, the pressure of this need had become almost too much for Nathalie. Yes, she'd given other women the requisite 'air kisses at dinner parties.' But this was different. Overwhelming her at this moment was a hunger to press her lips firmly, passionately against Cassie's. Therefore, before she could censor her words, she blurted out, "I want to kiss you, Cassie! I need to kiss you so badly right now!" The breathless tone of her voice confirmed the urgency of her desire. 


Hearing that declaration of a submissive asking for permission, Cassie smiled. She replied quietly and with control, "That would be wonderful, Nathalie, and I'd like that very much. But you haven't earned that right yet."



Confused, Nathalie's eyes widened as she asked, "Earned? Earned how?"



"With a grin that melted Nathalie's heart, Cassie pointed at her skirt-covered pussy and said, "You haven't kissed me here yet."



Nathalie was floored -- almost rocked back onto her heels as she realized what Cassie was saying. Her throat went so dry that her voice cracked as she sputtered, "What? Kiss you... there?"



Cassie nodded, her eyes glimmering seductively. "And not on my clothing, of course."



To Nathalie, it felt like the room spun a little. As previously stated, she'd never been like that with a woman. Completely inexperienced, her vanilla lifestyle consisted of a heterosexual marriage and raising two kids. But now her mind was yammering, "This gorgeous, seductive woman is inviting me to place my lips on her pussy?" Her religious conscience stepped right in, voting 'no' loudly. Whereas another voice, perhaps her up until now stifled 'feminine divine,' was stating 'yes' and 'we need this' and 'we want this' in an effort to be heard.



Nathalie was now torn... indecisive... still standing there with moistened lips and her head tilted with desire. If she was frank with herself, she'd realize she'd always been bi-curious but had never acted on it. Her eyes traveled down to where Cassie had pointed. In her heart, she now wanted to kiss Cassie in both locations. Before now, she had never imagined herself having the opportunity to do anything like that with another woman. But there seemed to be too many things currently stacked against such behavior. Her frustrated feminine divine was moaning and pleading. Flashing through her mind was a clarifying, bargaining thought, "I want to do this, but I fear the possible guilt. If only there was an excuse... something that might coerce me.. thereby removing any guilt I might feel for doing such an act!"



Cassie's seductive grin never faded. It was almost as if she was reading Nathalie's mind and understanding the warring factions inside her boss. She saw clearly that Nathalie was just looking for an excuse to sink to her knees and obey. She purred, "I see from your body language that you really want to kiss me down there, but something is holding you back, Nathalie."



Startled, Nathalie nodded, licking her lips again... her eyes pleading for help.



Cassie placed an index finger curved against her lips as if pondering the problem. Nathalie's heart seemed to be climbing up into her throat as she watched Cassie trying to resolve this difficulty for her. Then Cassie hummed as she said, "Hmmm... would it help any if I told you I saw that file on your computer the day you left to handle the office emergency?"



Nathalie looked confused for only a moment, then gasped, paling. "That... file?" she choked out. Thinking back to the day in question, she felt her stomach form into knots when she realized she had indeed left that file open as she'd rushed out.



"Yes.. the one where you've been keeping careful notes about the money you've been claiming on expenses for things you know full well shouldn't be expenses." Cassie held up a hand to prevent Nathalie from protesting or explaining. "I know that as a moral person, you're keeping track of the money in hopes of paying it all back someday," she stated quietly.



"Oh my god... you know," Nathalie murmured.



"Yes." With that simple word from her assistant, Nathalie understood her situation. She could easily imagine that Cassie could blackmail her, threaten to tell the board of directors, or worse." Of course, both women now had a very close friendship and knew each other well enough to be sure that Cassie would never do anything like that. But Nathalie now had the excuse she needed to obey Cassie. In her mind, it acted as a tiny 'push' to do what she wanted to do anyway. Her inner feminine divine was doing a dance of happiness, and Nathalie's mouth began watering. Her heart was beating harder, but now that increase was one of thrilling anticipation.



"So I need to kiss you... down there... to earn the right to really kiss you?" Nathalie whispered. Cassie nodded invitingly. "What... what should I do?" Nathalie asked.



"Kneel down in front of me. I'll raise my skirt, and you can pull down my panties," Cassie instructed. "Pull my panties off completely."



As she descended to her knees in front of Cassie, Nathalie's mental turmoil manifested itself in rambling thoughts. "Oh lord, I'm actually kneeling in front of her. She's lifting her skirt. Oh my -- look at those legs. Can I do this? Oh! She's showing me her panties now. *GASP* They're so sheer... I can... I can see her pussy through them! And her tantalizing scent -- stronger now! Does the scent come from her pussy? Have I been attracted to her pussy scent all this time? She's looking down at me. She's waiting... expecting something. *OH* I'm supposed to pull her panties down... and off! I want to do this, right? I need to do this. Must move my arms. Yes, like that... reaching up. Oh, her skin is so hot where my fingers are touching... hooking into her waistband... pulling down. There's her pussy! I can't bear to look right at it, exposed like that -- I might faint! Breathe, Nathalie! There, she's stepping out of the panties. What do I do with them? What do I do with them?!"



Cassie solved that last problem by saying, "Set my panties on the table, Nathalie. And then kiss my pussy." Though soft, her voice had such command in it that Nathalie shivered.



Setting the panties down, Nathalie leaned forward. She couldn't avoid looking at Cassie's pussy, since she didn't want to bump against it harshly. The mound area displayed a neatly trimmed triangle of soft pubic hair, but the labia themselves were smooth nude flesh. As Nathalie prepared to press her lips to this 'forbidden place' she noticed the scent that mesmerized her getting more intense the closer she got. She'd planned to place a cursory kiss on Cassie's pussy and then hastily withdraw. But she completely discarded that plan once her lips pressed that aromatic, smooth flesh.



She kissed once, twice, and more -- each time, her kisses were more passionate and lingering. She wasn't actually agonizing over the fact, "I'm kissing a woman's pussy." She thought, "Oh my god, I'm kissing Cassie's pussy! Why did I wait so long to do this? I want to worship this part of her!" She was giddy. She was besotted.



She might've continued kissing there for a long time, but Cassie's hand stroked her hair. Her assistant murmured, "That's lovely, Nathalie. Now stand and kiss me."



Overcome with emotion, Nathalie wobbled to her feet. Her moment had come. She stepped into Cassie's embrace, and the two women kissed for the first time. Each could feel the thumping of the other's heart as their chests pressed together. A barrier had melted... a threshold had been crossed. Tears of joy formed in Nathalie's closed eyes and leaked down her cheeks. The kiss lasted an eternity, and it was over the way, way too soon. Somehow, the kiss ended, and Cassie stroked Nathalie's cheeks, looking deep into her eyes as she opened them.



"One more thing tonight, Nathalie. Remove your skirt, take off your panties and hand them to me." Cassie said those words matter-of-factually as if it was something people said to each other all the time. She even held out her hand expectantly.



Nathalie began blushing as she started to comply. The reason for the blush was that she was embarrassed that she didn't groom her pussy as well as Cassie did. Her pubic hair was a rather lush bush with a mass of tangles. But Cassie had said 'tonight,' and Nathalie's mind inferred that she felt there were other nights to come, which could include more kissing. She fervently hoped so. Removing her skirt, she gathered her courage and kept facing Cassie as she lowered her panties and stepped free from them. Cassie didn't laugh or make fun of what Nathalie was revealing, which would have been mortifying. She just smiled serenely as Nathalie placed the still warm panties in her hand.



When they saw what Cassie did next, Nathalie's eyes felt like they wanted to pop free from their sockets. First, she brought Nathalie's panties to her nose and inhaled her boss's pussy scent with evident appreciation. Second, she stepped into those panties and pulled them up to her crotch. Seeing Nathalie just standing there, Cassie asked, "Well? Aren't you going to put mine on?"



"Put... yours... ahhh... errr..." Nathalie uttered, suddenly acutely aware of how her body had reacted to the kisses. Her cheeks turned crimson. "I'm... if I do... err... I'll get them all wet," she moaned with a voice tinged with humiliation.



Cassie's hand went to Nathalie's pussy, cupping it briefly. Nathalie was so shocked that she made no move to avoid that intimate touch. Cassie's hand indeed came away wet, but she merely giggled softly, saying, "It's fine. I'm sure they won't mind a little pussy juice from such a lovely source."



Dumbfounded but also reassured, Cassie's boss slid those panties up her legs and smoothed them against her pussy. They immediately turned almost transparent as the material absorbed the fluids there. "May I put my skirt back on?" Nathalie asked. Strangely, she didn't question herself as to why she was asking her assistant for permission to get dressed again. A new dynamic was forming in their relationship. Cassie gestured her permission.



Nathalie returned home a changed woman. She still loved her husband and her two children. But now she was harboring a deliciously wicked secret. She'd kissed a woman's naked pussy, and she liked it. She liked it so much that she couldn't wait to do it again. Peeling off the still-damp panties, she caught a whiff of Cassie's scent, now inseparably mixed with her own. Climbing into bed in the wee hours of the morning, she snuggled against the warm body of her husband. But her lips tingled as she recalled her deep, passionate kiss with her assistant. She drifted off, reliving that moment.



Knowing she'd worked late, her husband let her sleep in and took care of the kids, feeding them and seeing them off on their school bus. When she awoke and half-stumbled into the kitchen, he immediately passed her a mug of hot coffee. Next, he pulled her breakfast out of the warming oven before shrugging into his coat to head to his job. He asked, "So, honey, did you finish that horrible paperwork?"



"Yes, thank goodness. My assistant was a godsend. I might still be at the office if she hadn't pitched in."



"I'm glad you got at least a little sleep, so thank her for me." He kissed her goodbye and left.



After he was gone, Nathalie was galvanized into action. After all, she'd see Cassie at work, so she wanted to get there now... actually wished she was already there. However, aware of her embarrassment at displaying her unkempt pubic area to Cassie, she took a few minutes to trim the area to a neater appearance. As she dressed, a naughty impulse occurred to her. She put on Cassie's panties from the night before. Feeling deliciously wicked, she smoothed them against her intimate region and immediately dampened them, thinking about last night's kisses.



When she reached the office, she and Cassie greeted each other normally since other people were nearby. Cassie's behavior was unchanged as they began working, too. She was still Nathalie's respectful, efficient assistant. Nathalie had been wondering if the events of last night would interfere with their working relationship and let out a sigh of relief that it hadn't. Later in the morning, as they worked together in Nathalie's office, they had a little more privacy. Nathalie was seated behind her desk, and laid out some paperwork in front of her, asking Cassie to check the information. So Cassie moved around the desk to stand next to Nathalie's chair as she read. Slowly, Nathalie slid the front of her skirt up her thighs until the panties she was wearing -- Cassie's -- came into view.



Cassie caught the movement out of the corner of her eye. "Oh, you brought my panties back. Thank you." While she continued studying the paperwork, she held out a hand toward Nathalie, clearly expecting the return of the panties.



Once again, Nathalie was shocked. "Take off the panties? Here? Now?" she thought frantically. "Is she joking?" But Cassie wasn't cracking a smile, still intently scanning the documents.



Nevertheless, her hand, palm up, was waiting for the panties to be placed there. They were alone in the office, and Nathalie's desk had a modesty panel, so she was hidden from the waist up if anyone unexpectedly entered the room. Swallowing nervously, she scooted forward a little, placing even more of her pelvis under the desktop. With one hand, a little butt raising, and hip wiggling, she managed to pull the panties down and off. Blushing a delicate pink, she placed the warm cloth into Cassie's hand.



"Thanks," Cassie said as if this was the most normal thing in the world. Without even looking, she inserted the damp material out of sight inside her blouse. There was still a faint whiff of Nathalie's pussy scent in the air around them. Nathalie hastily smoothed down her skirt, acutely aware of the lack of panties beneath her dress. However, after a few minutes of normal business interaction with her assistant about the paperwork, her trepidation gradually transformed into a feeling of sexy naughtiness. She hoped the back of her dark skirt would hide any dampness that might leak from her intimate area. It helped that Cassie ran errands for her, including fetching their lunches so they could both work at their desks the rest of the day.







Settling In 



Cassie continued being a letter-perfect, efficient assistant. She treated Nathalie with the deference due to a boss. She never made any reference to the kisses or the panties. Nathalie also tried to put those actions and images out of her mind. But the more she tried, the more they plagued her. She managed to go for an entire week without broaching the subject. She'd started viewing videos online, seeing women interacting sexually, often shocked at what they were doing. The pressure that was drawing her to Cassie was building that entire time, to the point that the craving became unbearable. 


The two of them were alone in her office with the door shut. People might interrupt them, or the phone might ring, but Nathalie felt she had to seize the moment and ask. "Cassie?" she asked, getting her assistant's attention and then beckoning her close, so she could speak softly. "I need to kiss you again," she whispered. She couldn't make eye contact as she amended her statement. "That is, I'd like to earn the right to kiss you again."



"Oh, you mean like before?" Cassie asked, her voice betraying that she was smiling, pleased that this time Nathalie was initiating this submissive type of request.



"Yes, like before," Nathalie agreed. But then she swallowed hard and added, "And maybe a little more?" in a pleading tone. She still wasn't making eye contact, and she blushed an interesting shade of crimson. Cassie's eyebrows rose up, hearing that. But before she could interject a statement or a question, Nathalie's expression turned a little miserable, and her head drooped. "But we can't keep working late at night here in the office, staying until the cleaning staff is gone again. We won't have that complicated paperwork again for another three months."



Cassie reached out and cradled Nathalie's chin in her soft hand, lifting and turning her boss's head to face her. Making eye contact, Cassie's eyes twinkled as she stated, "But we sometimes go out to lunch together. My loft apartment is nearby, so we could go there for some privacy at lunchtime if that's what you want."



Nathalie seized those words like a drowning person clutching a life preserver. "Today? Can we go today?"



Cassie suppressed a giggle at Nathalie's eagerness. Smiling beatifically, she said, "Yes, we can go today. But there will be some rules if you come to my place. I'll explain them when we get there."



Nathalie's brain stopped processing at the words 'yes, we can go today', and the rest of Cassie's statement slid by. She merely nodded vigorously and started breathing again. She hadn't realized that she'd been holding her breath once Cassie's hand touched her chin. She could still feel the warm impression of those fingertips on her skin, and she made no move to touch the area and risk losing the sensations.



They worked as a team, like a well-oiled machine, clearing up all that needed to be done before lunch. They even had time to conquer some of the work originally planned for the afternoon.



When the time for their lunch arrived, they grabbed their purses and headed out. Since the weather was fine, they didn't need to take their coats. Cassie hailed a cab outside the building to take them to her building. As they entered the furnished loft, Nathalie was impressed by its elegance. By now, she knew that Cassie was wealthy, and her living space reflected that, but tastefully, not ostentatiously. A talented interior designer had transformed it wonderfully.



Cassie gave Nathalie a few minutes to soak in the ambiance. Satisfied with her initial perusal of the loft, her boss turned toward her, and her eyes shyly scanned down Cassie's body, stopping as she gazed at where her assistant's mound and pussy were hidden beneath her skirt. Cassie reminded her, "Remember that I said there would be some rules if we came here, Nathalie?"



Being asked this triggered a dim recollection in her mind that had laid rather dormant until now. "Oh, yes. I do recall you saying that. OK, something like taking my shoes off to keep the carpet clean? That sort of thing?"



Cassie's voice changed subtly, taking on an undertone of command as she stated, "Yes. The rule is that while you are here, you'll take off your shoes, dress, bra, and panties if you're wearing any."



Nathalie gulped. "You... you mean I'll be naked?"



"That's right. You said you wanted to earn the right to kiss me again. And you even hinted that you might like to do a little more. I'm willing to hear what you have in mind, but I want you naked as you explain it." Cassie smiled encouragingly, letting Nathalie decide.



"No, no, no -- you can't do this!" Nathalie's vanilla persona yammered in her mind. But her 'feminine divine' virtually bitch-slapped that attempt at censorship to silence. That growing aspect of her personality reminded her, "Remember all those videos you've been drooling over recently -- women doing things to women? How many of them had the women fully clothed, and how many had them naked? Do it! Strip for her! You're dying to tell her what else you want to do. You'll really regret it if you back out now!"



That impulse was so powerful that Nathalie's hands seemed to exhibit their own volition as they methodically discarded her clothing. Her eyes widened as she became aware she was now completely bare, standing before Cassie. She almost covered herself protectively with her hands and crossed thighs but realized how foolish she'd look if she did that now. Swallowing hard, she stood as tall as possible, enduring Cassie's leisurely perusal of her body. The brunette studied her boss's blonde pubic hair, pleased to see that it was better groomed than before. This was also her first good look at Nathalie's breasts, and they were magnificent. They stood high and proud on her chest, tipped by darker red/brown areolae and nipples. The overall body shape was thin and trim, with a narrower waist and flaring hips tapering into leg muscles toned from running.



"Now, isn't that so much better?" Cassie asked rhetorically. "OK, Nathalie, tell me what you want to do to earn another kiss." In response, Nathalie shyly looked down at the floor between them and mumbled something. "What? I didn't understand. Try again and speak up," Cassie admonished her gently.



"I want to kiss you again... down there... like before," Nathalie whispered, but loud enough to be heard. "And maybe... Ummm... try... l... lick... licking you there, too?"



Cassie mentally experienced the words, "Thought so." Out loud, she said, "So you want to lick my pussy?" Nathalie blushed scarlet, but she nodded, avoiding eye contact. Unhooking and stepping free of her skirt, Cassie told her, "Very well. Get over here and pull down my panties. Take them off me, and I'll sit in my chair while you learn what it's like to do that."



Terrified that she might lose her courage, Nathalie scooted over to Cassie, knelt down, and lowered her assistant's panties to her feet. This time, as she did this, she didn't divert her eyes from the woman's pussy as she uncovered it. Cassie stepped free from her panties and took a couple of steps to the chair, where she sat, thighs wide open. Nathalie briefly considered standing up, taking a step, and kneeling again. But that seemed silly, so she crawled the short distance, ending up between Cassie's legs.



Watching this, Cassie saw Nathalie crawl to her for the first time and enjoyed that feeling. Her smug smile displayed that she expected Nathalie would be doing a lot more crawling in the future. But for right now, she watched her boss pucker her lips and begin planting soft kisses on her mound and pussy lips. She wondered how many kisses Nathalie would have to administer before getting the courage to lick. It took five.



Nathalie's pink tongue emerged and took a tentative lick along a pussy lip. There was a pause as the tongue withdrew back into her mouth, analyzing the taste. It came out again, took a longer lick, and then retreated back inside again. Cassie watched Nathalie's thoughtful expression as her taste buds reported their findings. Her boss's nostrils were slightly flared as she added olfactory data to the gustatory, probably subconsciously.



"So Nathalie, how do I taste?" Cassie asked, her voice breaking the current silence in the room.



Her boss replied shyly, "Just sort of salty. I guess I thought it'd be different, somehow." She sounded wistful.



"You're only licking my outer labia," Cassie gently pointed out. "Open me, and try there."



"Open you?" Nathalie practically gasped. "Like using my fingers? Or..." she left the sentence hanging.



"You could plow your tongue along my slit and try to lap my outer lips apart," Cassie chuckled softly. "But it's so much easier to use your fingers and pull them out of the way."



Nathalie gulped. She was about to see another woman's pussy -- intimately -- for the first time. Her cold, shaky fingers grasped the labia and slowly, delicately spread them apart. As the pink wetness was revealed, her eyes were drawn to Cassie's vaginal opening, which was gently expanding and contracting a tiny amount. Nathalie had no idea whether Cassie was producing those movements voluntarily or involuntarily. But she wasn't in an analytical mood... she was merely staring in awe. She knew the general layout of the anatomy, of course. That was the opening to the vaginal tunnel, the tiny hole above it was for peeing, and up at the top, the lips joined to form a protective hood over Cassie's clit, which showed as a rod-shaped bump, currently covered by flesh.



Cassie was patiently allowing Nathalie to have a good look. She was enjoying the look of wonder on Nathalie's face -- that wide-eyed expression that said she was examining... memorizing... perhaps halfway to worshiping. When Nathalie's tongue emerged, Cassie readied herself for its first contact with her more sensitive tissues. If Nathalie's inexperienced actions were too rough, she didn't want to flinch away from that tongue and break the spell. The results were most gratifying, however. Nathalie's tongue tip gave a delicate lick, followed after a moment by several others. Cassie's body reacted to the pleasurable stimulation.



When Nathalie first tasted the more glossy inner tissues, there was a faint sort of metallic taste. "Oh no," she thought. "What if I don't like Cassie's taste after all? Won't that be humiliating for us both?" Her thoughts changed abruptly as her subsequent licks caused Cassie's body to begin producing a new quantity of pussy juices, wetting her opening. "Oh my! Yes!" Nathalie thought. "She now tastes sweet and clean. And I like this taste! I want more!" She licked more earnestly and thought she heard Cassie moan... or was it a purr? The flow increased, spilling out and trickling toward Cassie's anus. Nathalie used her tongue to lick up the trickle and, without thinking too hard, pressed her tongue directly into the source... that vaginal opening. The tongue moving inward displaced fluids welling up inside, and some touched Nathalie's lower lip. Instinctively, she pressed her lips in a seal around the opening and began sucking and swallowing as her tongue explored the depths.



Cassie was busy gripping the arms of the chair as waves of pleasure coursed through her body. Her eyes closed as she focused on the sensations, while her mind was gasping with ideas along the lines of: "She's never done this before? Oh my god! What did she just do? Oh... that's so... Wow, she's finding my spots with no guidance! I wasn't going to let her make me cum, but... but..." She decided this moment was too fantastic to deny. As her toes curled and her leg muscles quivered in cyclic contractions, she came! Her cum welled up only to be whisked away into Nathalie's mouth, throat and stomach.







New Experiences



Never having made another woman climax, Nathalie wasn't exactly aware of what was happening, but the juices entering her mouth now tasted slightly different. The difference was difficult to describe, but they seemed... fresher somehow... and even sweeter than before. She also had closed her eyes, wanting to focus on her mouth, lips, and tongue and perhaps fearing to see Cassie staring down at her with displeasure at her naive ineptitude. But now she peeked and saw Cassie's head tilted back, her mouth opened in an 'O' shape, and her torso heaving. "Is she cumming?" Nathalie wondered. "Am I making her cum?" Her heart fluttered with a strange emotion. "I don't think I act like that when my husband makes me cum," she thought. "Not that it happens that often," she added ruefully. 


Cassie sighed, relaxed in the chair, grinning, and opened her eyes. "Good girl," she said, smiling. "Clean me up, and you can have the kiss you've earned." With her heart racing with incredible happiness, Nathalie licked Cassie's pussy and inner thighs until the flesh tasted like skin once again.



"OK?" she asked, looking up at Cassie.



"Yes. You did excellently," Cassie confirmed. "The job is yours," she added with a grin. "Stand up now." Both women got to their feet, Cassie still dressed in her blouse while Nathalie was completely naked. Nathalie stepped into Cassie's embrace and received her kiss. This kiss was so devastatingly passionate that she felt her knees starting to buckle. Cassie held her tighter, preventing her from falling and tasting her own cum on her boss's lips. The room was perfumed with a heady mixture of their scents. Cassie imagined that if she touched Nathalie's pussy, her hand would come away drenched. But she refrained from touching her, wanting to see if Nathalie would beg for her to reciprocate or be content with giving oral and getting her reward kiss.



The room was warm, so Nathalie felt no need to dress as the two of them ate some lunch, even though Cassie dressed again. But a couple of things kept running through the blonde's mind. Cassie could tell from her boss's body language that something was building up inside her, and she was curious to see how it would manifest.



For her part, Nathalie realized she'd been called 'girl' by Cassie, and something resonated in her core from that. It caused a... a relief of some sort. It'd been said so kindly and protectively that Nathalie wanted to put her arms around Cassie's waist and rest her head on the woman's tummy. If she could do that, with Cassie stroking her hair and repeating that she was a good girl, maybe more of the stress of her job and her life would ebb away. She wasn't sure how to broach that issue yet. But there was that other thing that Cassie had said.



Shyly, barely able to look at Cassie, Nathalie asked, "You said.. you said... the job is mine. Were you kidding?"



"I wouldn't joke about a thing like that," Cassie answered. "But what do you think this 'job' entails?"



Nathalie blushed deeply. "It... err... means... that is... I think it means... err... licking and sucking your pussy?" The way she ended the statement turned it into a question. Without answering, Cassie gave a significant look at Nathalie's body. "Oh!" her boss continued, remembering the rule. "And being fully naked as soon as we enter your home," she added. She concluded by wistfully saying, "And... and being your 'girl' while we're here." In her mind, she was thinking, "There, I even hinted how I like her using the word 'girl' with me."



Cassie nodded and smiled, thinking, "She's getting there. I wonder if she's ready for a deeper realization." She said softly, "That's certainly part of it, girl." She was pleased to see Nathalie quiver, with goosebumps rippling along her skin at the use of the appellation. "But we'd be entering into a D/s relationship. Those letters stand for Dominance and submission. I'd be the Dominant, and you'd be the submissive -- you've experienced a little of that today and seemed to enjoy it." She decided that specific examples would help.



"At work, I'd still be your assistant, accepting any task you give me. As with any business relationship between an employee and an employer, if I found any task too daunting or even reprehensible, we could discuss it. It'd be the same if you decided you needed to dole out punishment for something. If we couldn't agree, I could quit and leave." She gave Nathalie time to imagine and process that scenario. Then she said, "In our D/s relationship, things would be similar, with our roles reversed. If you freely submit to me, you'd agree to submit to any task I give you or any punishment I feel is necessary. Since you'd be serving me by choice, you'd be free to end our relationship anytime and walk away. This would be completely independent of our working relationship."



"But if I walked away, wouldn't you resent me? Wouldn't that damage our working relationship?"



"No, girl, it wouldn't," Cassie replied. "I'm happy with how we work together, and I wouldn't want that to stop. On the other hand, I wouldn't want a submissive who wasn't giving herself freely and fully into my care. That's what the submissive gains. She gets the opportunity to let go of control and just experience things. For at least a little while, the stresses and concerns of her life can be shelved as she devotes her attention to serving her Mistress, which would be me, in this case."



A thought occurred to Nathalie. "But on that day when I wore your panties to work, you demanded that I take them off in my office during the working day. How does that fit into this description of our working lives and... this..." she gestured, indicating Cassie, and this, her home environment... "... being kept separate?"



"Think back on what really happened that day. You pulled your skirt up to show me that you were wearing my panties to work. I remarked that I saw that they were mine and thanked you. Then I just held out my hand. I didn't demand anything. You could easily have said something like, 'when I go to the ladies' room, I'll take them off for you' or 'When we're leaving for the day, I'll hand them back,' but instead, you slipped them off right there and then. You made a choice to do that, right?"



Recalling the sequence of events, Nathalie had to agree that Cassie hadn't commanded a thing. "Yes, I guess I did make that choice."



"And how did you feel after you'd done it?" Cassie offered out of curiosity.



"Ummm... scared a little at first. But... then I felt rather sexy and naughty, not having any panties on at work like that." She blushed but smiled.



"So, if you agree to this, Nathalie, work there and play here will remain separated. There, you will have control, as always. But here, you will let go of control and obey my whims. And we're both free to terminate either relationship or both at any time." She looked at the clock. "We'd better head back to work. Get dressed, and think this over. There's no rush in coming to a decision."



Nathalie did think about it. She pondered it for a little more than two weeks. True to her word, Cassie's behavior toward her at work was unchanged. When Nathalie was home, she looked at her children, wondering how this might affect them. She looked at her husband and wondered if this would be cheating on him. "Actually, I've already done things that might be considered 'cheating,' I guess," she sighed to herself.



Oddly enough, some remarks made by her husband helped her decide. They were in the kitchen, making dinner. The kitchen was relatively small, and they kept bumping into one another. Soon, they started laughing about these unintended collisions. At one point, he swept her into his arms and said, "Honey, I adore you. Lately, you've been more relaxed around the house, and somehow that makes you look younger. You seem more focused and more playful, and you smile more. I've seen you playing with our kids now and reading them bedtime stories." He stopped talking to kiss her tenderly, then whispered in her ear, "And you actually initiated sex twice this week." He kissed her ear. "Whatever you're doing, keep it up. It's wonderful."



Nathalie thought about those sexual encounters. "The sex was good, comforting, and fun... but it wasn't earth-shattering or mind-blowing," she thought. Still, she needed to reply to his statements. Still in his embrace, she said, "I love you too. You and our lovely kids. Thank you for telling me how you see me now. I do feel more relaxed like I've let go of some of the stresses at work. And that gives me more time to focus on our family. Tell you what..." She turned his head so she could whisper in his ear. "If we can get the kids to have a sleepover at their friend's house soon, I'll let you fuck me in any room of this house. You can even fuck me on the dining room table." Pressed against him, she could feel his dick hardening inside his trousers in reaction to her promise.



The rice they were cooking chose that moment to begin boiling over, demanding an immediate response. He sprang into action, lifting the lid, giving it a quick stir, closing it again, and adjusting the heat lower. As he bent over to adjust the burner flame, she whispered into his ear, "But tonight, it'll have to be in our bed, tiger." She gently rubbed his swollen cock through the material of his pants, eliciting a soft moan from him. Then she giggled impishly and returned to preparing the salad.



At work the following day, Nathalie found a moment to ask Cassie, "What do you think about us taking our lunch to your place today?"



Cassie was pleased as she realized that Nathalie was offering her a wonderful gift -- the gift of her submission. "I think that'd be wonderful, Nathalie. It'd be nice to be in my home for a while and share it with you."



At lunchtime, they took a taxi to Cassie's loft. During the drive, Cassie was relaxed and composed, but Nathalie was fidgeting, practically bouncing in her seat, eager to get there quickly. When they entered the loft, Nathalie stripped off every article of clothing without being told. Fully naked, she padded into the main room and turned to Cassie. "I've decided I want to submit to you, Cassie. I've thought this over, even agonized over it at times, and I've realized that I need this; I need to explore this part of me if you still want it."



"Yes, I want it," Cassie stated. "I can't tell you how much I'll treasure your submission to me. I care for you."



"So, how do we do this?" Nathalie asked, shifting nervously from one foot to the other.



"I think it'd be a good sign of your submission... of your free acceptance of this role... if you'd get down on your hands and knees and crawl to me. Then remove one of my shoes and kiss my foot as a sign of your total submission."



Nathalie said to herself, "I want this... I want this..." over and over as she shakily got down onto all fours. She had to lift her chin high to look up and across the room to see Cassie's face. Her assistant's expression was... was... so many things. As Nathalie crawled toward her, she saw things like caring... acceptance... admiration... safety... and her heart beat hard and fast inside her naked chest. She reached Cassie's legs and carefully slipped off one of her shoes. Her bare foot emitted an earthy scent that the blonde sniffed and then inhaled. This was the moment, she realized. Her life was about to change, and that thought made her tremble with emotion. But she truly wanted and needed this, so she pressed her lips to Cassie's foot in a deep kiss of submission.



Cassie whispered, "I accept your submission. You're now my girl."



Overcome by an emotion she couldn't name, and with tears in her eyes, Nathalie knelt upright and threw her arms around Cassie's waist, and clung there, sobbing with relief and joy. Cassie stroked her hair, murmuring, "Good girl... good girl. I'm proud of you. You're mine. I'm here for you."



It took a little while for Nathalie to settle down, and somehow she found herself curled up on Cassie's lap. Cuddled against the brunette's warm body, she felt nurtured and accepted. Cassie was in charge when they were here, and Nathalie could let go and just relax. It felt wonderful. She never wanted it to end, but of course, it had to. They needed to get back to work at some point. Cassie gave her a light kiss on her head and said, "Get up and get dressed now, girl. Oh, and while we're here, you'll address me as Miss or Mistress." The way she said those words, Nathalie just knew they were capitalized and smiled.



As Nathalie was putting on her clothes, Cassie addressed one more important issue. "Since you're now my girl, I can't risk you being caught embezzling and going to jail. I'd just give you the money since, compared to my funds, it's a trivial amount. But I think such charity might hurt your self-esteem, so I'll loan you the money instead. You'll pay it back to the company now. And then, gradually, you'll pay me back at one percent interest. Understood?"



Nathalie gulped. She'd been worried about losing her job, the shame of being discovered, and even the slight possibility of imprisonment if the company wanted to push things and involve the police. But with two children, she and her husband needed a little more than they earned. He thought she'd been given a raise. And now this wonderful person was also offering her a way out of this problem. Even though she was now dressed, she knelt down and grasped one of Cassie's feet, pressing her forehead against her shoe. "Yes, Miss. I understand, and thank you from the bottom of my heart."



As they rode back to the office, they were both on their phone calendars, synchronizing a time for their next lunch at Cassie's. Nathalie wondered what might happen, but whatever it might be, she knew Cassie would take charge, and that thought thrilled her.



Things at the Elstree Corporation, at least in Nathalie's department, were going swimmingly. Nathalie's brunette assistant, Cassie, was a model employee, keeping things humming along smoothly. Her blonde-haired boss, Nathalie, was a focused, poised manager who smiled a lot and complimented her staff on the fine jobs they were doing. Morale had never been better.



Cassie and Nathalie managed to have 'lunch' at Cassie's place once or twice a week, which made them both content. Nathalie was happy getting naked and doing a little crawling if it meant she got to go down on Cassie. She was no longer reticent about licking, sucking, and fingering Cassie's pussy. Cassie was receiving gradually improving oral sex from her boss and experiencing good-quality orgasms.



However, things changed even more, when they leaped out of the cab into a downpour on one rainy day and raced into Cassie's building. When they opened Cassie's door, Nathalie thoughtlessly hurried in, wiping water out of her eyes. She stopped abruptly when Cassie cried out, "Girl, stop!" But it was too late. Downstairs, Nathalie had stomped through a mud puddle and, in her haste to get into the room, was leaving a dirty trail of footprints over Cassie's expensive, formerly pristine carpet!



Abashed, Nathalie hurried off the carpet back to the entryway, but the damage was done. "I'm so sorry, Miss," she said, reacting to the commanding power of Cassie's voice.



"Get everything off your body - now," Cassie demanded. "I'll get a towel and a cloth for you to clean your feet." Due to her dominant nature, she knew that her submissive needed a bit of punishment to reinforce her training.



"Thank you, Miss. Thank you," Nathalie whispered, not daring to look at her while she stripped. A minute later, she was toweled off, and her feet were clean and dry. She stood in the main room, naked and uncertain what to do with her hands, head contritely down as she waited for Cassie to reappear.







Really? 



When she entered the room, Cassie still had damp hair, but she'd also stripped, toweled off, and put on a fresh set of dry clothes. Muttering about the state of her rug, she took Nathalie's clothes and tossed them in the dryer, starting it up. Reentering the main room, Cassie seated herself on the sofa, sitting on the forward edge of the seat. Addressing Nathalie, she stated, "Your selfish act warrants a spanking, girl. Come here and get over my knees." 


Nathalie was nonplussed, wondering if Cassie was serious. "I haven't been spanked since I was a child, and rarely even then," she thought. This made her hesitate.



Cassie locked eyes with her. "Did you hear me, girl? I said get over my knee now." She didn't raise her voice in saying this. Neither did she sound angry. She sounded like someone who had a task to do and was determined to do it. Her voice had such a quality of command that Nathalie hurried over to the sofa. But once there, she awkwardly complied... perhaps even grudgingly.



Cassie was right-handed, so she had Nathalie drape herself facing to Cassie's left, with her ass over Cassie's right thigh. Once her girl was positioned there, Cassie placed her left hand between Nathalie's shoulder blades and then brought her right hand smartly down against Nathalie's bare buttocks!



If Nathalie harbored any ideas that this might be a playful, sham spanking, that first swat quickly dispelled such notions. She shrieked, shocked at the sting of that spank! And it was only the first of several. In Cassie's mind, she was just correcting her girl's behavior. The spanking was a means of reinforcing what was expected of her submissive. As her Mistress, if Cassie neglected to do so, she'd feel she'd been remiss in her duties. She spanked enough to heat Nathalie's butt cheeks... not doing any lasting damage, but certainly making a point.



Meanwhile, Nathalie alternated between gasping and shrieking as she squirmed atop Cassie's knees. She was embarrassed at being treated this way, shedding tears as she jerked and thrashed, too shocked to even think of asking Cassie to stop. When Cassie did cease spanking and removed her hand from Nathalie's back, the older woman slid backward to get off the thighs. The heat of her ass warned her not to land on her buttocks, so she ended up kneeling up high next to the sofa. She was upset at enduring corporal punishment for something she saw as purely an accident. So she sulked.



Unperturbed, Cassie fetched drinks and the sandwiches she'd prepared and put them on a low table near enough to the sofa that they both could reach. She knew she really hadn't caused Nathalie much pain - her boss was merely reacting to the humiliation, so she let her process it. This lunch was a very reserved one. Nathalie was reliving the sequence over and over in her mind. Cassie could tell her boss was preoccupied, but in her own mind, she'd delivered a legitimate and necessary punishment, and that was the end of it. But she was perceptive enough to let Nathalie continue to process it, ready to answer questions or discuss it if her girl wished to do so. She was curious to learn how Nathalie would react to this first chastisement.



Nathalie was letting a little of their business relationship creep into her analysis of the situation. "My assistant just spanked me!" her mind screamed. "She laid hands on me! It hurt!" she mentally whimpered. Letting the two separate worlds overlap was her first mistake. Her second was harboring her thoughts and responses without sharing them with her Mistress. She wasn't opening any lines of communication, which could have led to a better understanding.



By the time Nathalie's clothes were dry and she was dressed once again, they went silently downstairs. The rain had stopped, and they both avoided the muddy puddles left in its wake as they hailed a taxi. The pain in Nathalie's butt had abated somewhat, but she still sat a little gingerly on the taxi's seat.



When they reached the office, Cassie returned to her duties as if nothing had happened. Nathalie made a few phone calls, then called Cassie over to her desk. "You've done a splendid job organizing and getting this department running efficiently, Cassie. The accounts department is in one hell of a mess, so I'm transferring you over there. You'll be the personal assistant to the accounts manager, so I'm sure you'll soon have that place running like a top. You'd better grab your things and head over there now - he's waiting for you to start." She paused and held out some money. "And one more thing. Here's some money to get your damn carpet cleaned."



Cassie smiled that maddeningly knowing smile of hers upon hearing of her lateral transfer. She thought, "So she's pushing me away. If she's trying to humiliate me, it won't work. The punishment I dealt her was justified." Out loud, she accepted the money and the reassignment with aplomb. "Thank you, Nathalie. It was wonderful working with you." She took her things and headed to the accounts department.



Nathalie was a little disappointed that Cassie didn't make a scene of some kind, though. As Cassie departed, Nathalie felt saddened but justified her actions to herself. "It's a good thing she's gone," she assured herself. "I had to stop that before I got sucked into something darker."



During the next several weeks, Nathalie tried to put Cassie out of her mind. It didn't help that the accounting department manager called her with glowing praises about how Cassie was efficiently transforming his department, streamlining the internal systems and structures. He was very grateful to her for sending Cassie his way. Nathalie spoke graciously but was almost gritting her teeth and managed to hang up carefully when they were done rather than slam her phone down.



At home, she also tried to be a good wife and mother to her kids. Her husband noticed she wasn't quite as bubbly and loving as she'd been recently, but he figured there were just some extra stresses at work. The kids loved cuddling with Mom at bedtime while she read them stories to get them off to sleep. And Nathalie still looked at lesbian porn when she had her home computer to herself and got incredibly turned on. But she winced whenever spanking was involved and quickly moved on to other videos.



But as hard as she tried, her cravings built, and Nathalie found herself looking with a speculative eye at other females in the office. She'd look but lacked the courage to attempt to take it any further. It was almost like a drug addict needing another 'score' of what she'd been using. The need got worse and worse until her hands were shaking if she didn't focus on controlling them. In her mind, there was only one 'viable' source of what she needed - Cassie. The other women around her might look good, but they wouldn't understand. Cassie understood. They might reject her - Cassie never would. They might blackmail her - Cassie hadn't and wouldn't.



Finally, with shaking fingers, Nathalie dialed the manager of the accounting department and asked if she could have Cassie transferred back, saying that some issues had arisen that required her efficient approach. "Well, I'd hate to lose her. She sure is a wiz," he said, his voice conveying a smile. "But she was your hire in the first place, and I think she's got us organized enough that we can sail along on the course she's set. When would you want her back?"



"It's already Friday," Nathalie murmured. "How about first thing Monday?"



"Fine, I'll tell her to report to you on Monday," he replied. "Thanks again for at least loaning her to us."



That was a very, very long weekend for Nathalie. She wondered how Cassie would react to being sent back as her assistant once again. She agonized about how that meeting on Monday would go. Stressed and sweating about the possible scenarios, Nathalie had to shower each day of the weekend. And they were usually cool, if not cold, showers. She rushed to the office extra early and tried to calm herself by sipping coffee while waiting for Cassie's arrival.



Right on time, Cassie walked into her office. Smiling at her, Cassie merely said, "Good morning, Nathalie. What would you like me to get started on?"



No recriminations. No anger. It was as if she had never been away. Nathalie hadn't been sure what sort of behavior to expect from her brunette assistant - but this attitude caught her completely by surprise. A little flummoxed, she stammered out a task, and Cassie started in on it with no further discussion.



As the workday proceeded, Cassie seemed to be her usual self, not acting angry or standoffish. She was just coolly efficient and focused on each task as she received them. When the workday ended, Cassie said, "Have a good evening, Nathalie. See you tomorrow." She left with a little wave of her hand. Nathalie sat at her desk, looking more confused than ever. She couldn't fault Cassie's actions or behavior during that day. She was, as usual, a model employee. But that didn't help Nathalie's cravings one bit!



After a practically sleepless night of tossing and turning, Nathalie arrived at the office, determined to broach the subject with Cassie. About halfway through the morning, when they were alone, and Cassie was standing nearby, Nathalie shyly whispered, "Cassie... do you think we could... you know... have 'lunch' again at your place today?"



Cassie didn't answer immediately, looking down at Nathalie, who was still avoiding her eyes. Finally, she leaned over and whispered back, "Yes, Nathalie, we could do that... however." She paused, letting Nathalie strain to hear what that 'however' signified. "However, Nathalie, because of your somewhat petulant behavior of sending me away to another department like that, there will be another spanking as a punishment if we go there. Do you still want to do this?"



Nathalie's eyes widened in shock, imagining that scene. But her craving was now so bad that she was afraid she'd explode or have a meltdown if she couldn't submit to Cassie like she'd done so many times before. She needed to be naked... she needed to crawl... she needed to be permitted to eat Cassie's sweet juices and cum... she just had to! So she swallowed and nodded her acceptance, still without making eye contact. Cassie smiled down at her boss, now her submissive girl once again.



Nathalie's stomach was tied in knots during the lunchtime taxi ride to Cassie's place. It was a mixture of fear and dread but also thrilled anticipation. When they arrived, Nathalie slipped inside the front door and meekly slipped off every stitch of her clothing, including her shoes. Naked as the day she was born, she got onto her hands and knees and crawled into the main room. She blushed as she crawled onto the carpet she'd muddied the last time she was here, now restored to its former pristine condition.



As she sank more into her submissive state, Nathalie halted, waiting for a command from her Mistress. Cassie walked over to that same sofa, sitting on its edge after hiking her skirt all the way to her waist, leaving her thighs completely bare. She patted her thigh and said, "Here, girl. You know the position I want."



Face red, Nathalie crawled over and tried to gracefully get into the spanking position, with her pelvis atop Cassie's right thigh and her head and boobs hanging down past her left thigh. She felt Cassie's left-hand press between her shoulder blades to keep her steady. And then there was an interminable pause. Finally, Cassie said, "Well, girl?" with an inquiring tone to her voice.



Nathalie spoke to the floor, "Well what, please, Miss?"



"You should first apologize. Then you should beg me to spank you. And you should remember to thank me after each swat."



Nathalie heard those instructions and immediately felt humiliated. Thoughts flashed through her mind. "I did transfer her in a fit of irritation... and I'm sorry that I did that... she deserves an apology," were her first thoughts. She swallowed hard, and the internal monologue continued, "I did agree to this spanking, so I guess I can beg for it... but I don't know if I can actually thank her for swatting my ass, but I'd better try... I don't want to lose her again... and I'll try to be brave and not cry out." This all took only about two seconds at the speed of thought.



Nathalie looked over her shoulder and humbly said, "I'm really very sorry, Miss." She choked back a sob and continued, "Please spank me for being so bad to you." Having said that, she let her head hang back down and stared at the floor and Cassie's left shoe. Steeling herself as best she could, she waited for the first slap. That wait was agonizing. And so was that first slap!



Cassie's flat palm came down hard on Nathalie's rump, and the sound of flesh on flesh was loud. Nathalie jerked atop Cassie's thighs, and a yelp of pain burst from her mouth. Feeling a burning sensation in her ass cheeks, she waited for the next spank. And waited. Suddenly, she had a flash of insight and murmured quietly, "Thank you, Miss."



Cassie said, "What was that, girl? What did you say?"



Moaning, Nathalie said louder, "Thank you, Miss."



"That's better," Cassie told her, at almost the same moment, again swatting her ass hard.



Nathalie couldn't help it... she shrieked at feeling that impact, and tears sprang from the corner of her eyes. "Th... th... thank you, Miss," she groaned.



Cassie slowly spanked her for about five minutes before ceasing. Nathalie had dutifully managed to thank her for each slap on her butt, although, at times, it was difficult to make out the distinct words with her voice choked by the growing sting of pain. Sobbing and now limply draped over Cassie's thighs, she no longer even jerked each time Cassie's hand landed - she'd descended into a state of complete submission.



Cassie helped her girl up and scooted back onto the sofa as she readjusted her skirt, so she could pull Nathalie onto her lap in a curled, cuddled, and snuggled position. She handed her girl a box of tissues so she could dry her tears and blow her nose. That accomplished, she pulled Nathalie even closer and kissed her softly on her forehead and temple several times. "There, there, my sweet girl. It's all over now." She felt Nathalie burrow more into a snuggle. "You took your punishment very well, my girl. You thanked me each time and never asked me to stop. I'm so very proud of you," she murmured lovingly.



"I really am sorry, Miss," Nathalie whispered. "I was angry and acted foolishly. I should never have sent you away. I never want us to be apart like that again." Her defenses were down, and she was speaking from the heart. Snuggling against Cassie felt very reassuring. They were in no rush to hurry back to the office since they'd let people know they were going to an offsite meeting.



"I'm so glad you feel that way," Cassie told her. "It's good that we're back together. And now I feel like our relationship has deepened considerably." She cuddled her submissive for a while, gently stroking her. Then a thought occurred to her. Quietly she asked, "Nathalie, I've seen you eyeing my breasts often - why have you never asked about them?"



Nathalie's cheeks heated as they reddened. Stammering only a little, she replied, "As I told you, Miss, before you, I'd never been with another woman. I was too shy to even consider asking."



"Well, my dear girl, I feel your behavior today deserves a reward." Still cradling Nathalie in one arm, Cassie unbuttoned and opened her blouse. Her breasts weren't confined in a bra, so one pink tit capped with its dark russet areola and semi-turgid nipple now hung before Nathalie's face.



Cassie heard a soft gasp and felt Nathalie tremble with emotion. "Oh, Miss," she whispered. "It's so lovely. May I... may I touch it?"



Pleased that her submissive had asked permission, Cassie murmured, "Yes, you may. You may explore it with your hands... and even your mouth as your reward for being so good."



First, Nathalie used her hands to touch and stroke the sensitive flesh being offered. Cassie was surprised at her manner of touch, which was almost reverential. The fingertips whispered softly over her skin, avoiding the areola and nipple until the very end as if saving the best for last. The intrinsic muscles of the areola contracted from this stimulus, creating a pebbled surface and thrusting Cassie's nipple into an even more prominent erection. Nathalie touched every square millimeter of the areola and caressed the nipple so wonderfully that Cassie felt her pussy dampening.



Nathalie moved with her torso as if trying to move her head closer to the breast, so Cassie turned her own torso to bring the nipple to her girl's lips. Nathalie kissed the nipple and the skin around it several times and then closed her lips on the nipple itself. Sucking gently, she made a sound in her throat of utter satisfaction. After a few minutes of sucking that nipple, Nathalie opened her mouth wider to place her lips around the edge of the areola. Now the tip of her tongue dipped into the depressions on that pebbled surface, and the flat of her tongue washed over the nipple, pressing it wetly in various directions as she licked and played with it. Cassie's pussy had become very wet from this erotic treatment when Nathalie stopped to ask a question.



"Miss, can I... that is, may I please... Ummm... do what we used to do?" she asked shyly.



Grinning, Cassie decided to have her ask in a more earthy fashion. "What we used to do, girl? You need to tell me plainly what you're talking about."



Nathalie blushed so much that the heat from her cheek warmed Cassie's chest. The submissive swallowed, then whispered, "May I eat your pussy, Miss?"



"Yes, my dear girl. You may," Cassie answered. Her pupils widened in surprise as Nathalie got up off the sofa and stepped into the center of the room. The tall blonde woman then sank gracefully to her knees and began crawling on her hands and knees toward Cassie. There was such a look of longing on Nathalie's face that Cassie felt like some switch had been activated in the vicinity of her heart. Her blue-gray eyes watered a tiny bit as she beamed a smile at her approaching submissive. Nathalie's body language displayed deep submission, so unlike how she'd behaved during earlier interactions.



"In some strange way, it's important for me to crawl to you, Miss. It just seems so right to do this. It's actually one of the things I missed a lot during our separation," Nathalie explained. As Nathalie reached the space between Cassie's knees and began carefully pushing up the hem of her dress, Cassie slid forward on the sofa and raised her hips so that the dress could be bunched up around her waist. She kept her hips up as Nathalie grasped her dampened panties and began pulling them down her thighs. Nathalie had to move back a little to let Cassie's legs come together enough to fully remove the panties.



That accomplished, Cassie spread her thighs wide apart, allowing Nathalie to shuffle forward between them once again. The submissive didn't dive right in, sucking and gobbling. Instead, she rested her cheek on the warm, smooth skin of one of Cassie's inner thighs and gazed at her pussy. Those lovely labia were still devoid of hair, the nude flesh looking so appealing. Above them, on Cassie's mound, was the now familiar neatly trimmed triangle of soft pubic hair, which Nathalie liked to stroke with her fingers while working her tongue on her pussy.



This close to the brunette's pussy, Nathalie was aware of the irresistible scent that centered there. She reached out with gentle, almost reverent fingertips to delicately part the labia, opening the slit between them. The scent intensified as dewy drops of Cassie's pussy juices appeared and started evaporating. Nathalie inhaled deeply, filled with appreciation that she was permitted to have this view and privileged to apply her mouth to this area. For her part, Cassie was pleased with the way Nathalie was examining her, seeing the look of awe and joy on her boss's face. Neither of them was in any hurry to engage in the culmination of this worshipful act.



When Nathalie started subconsciously licking her lips, Cassie knew she was mentally tasting the pussy juices visible at her slit. "I doubt she'll be able to wait much longer," Cassie thought. And she was correct. The blonde woman slowly slid her cheek up Cassie's thigh, seemingly drawn like a bee to a flower. Moments later, all Cassie could see was Nathalie's forehead and blonde hair as the woman buried her face against her goal.









Returning The Favor



Suppressing a groan, Cassie felt her submissive's warm wet tongue begin licking with long slow strokes up and down her outer labia. The lovely sensation accelerated her heart and breathing somewhat. She knew that her girl's wet tongue was now drenching her intimate flesh, adding to the moisture that was beginning to ooze from her nectar well. 


Nathalie was licking up the length of her Miss's labia from base to tip, happily listening to each sigh generated by those loving licks. In the wake of her tongue, the submissive started using her fingertips to play with the wet flesh, feeling it get puffy and warm with the influx of fresh hot blood. She didn't need to see where her tongue was going during this. The sensors in her tongue tip were guiding it now along the slight groove formed by the pussy lips. She was pleased to hear her Misstress give a little gasp and widen her thighs reflexively. Nathalie hummed with delight.



Both of them became aware of the sweet scents rising into the air as the intimate flesh warmed. Nathalie, closer to the source, inhaled deeply, the sensual aroma causing her to briefly close her eyes to focus on and savor her olfactory sense. The fact that Cassie's abdominal muscles were now contracting and relaxing caused more dewy drops of her sexual fluids to appear along the groove.



Sticking out her tongue even further, the blonde woman applied it with a wide, wet contact against the labia near their base and licked slowly up the lips again. Her tongue tip pressed a little deeper into the groove during this stroke, and the body of her tongue was moving with its outer edges curved up slightly, funneling the fluids into the central groove. When her lick was about 2/3 of the way up, she paused and closed her lips against the labia, allowing her to suction, taste, and swallow what she'd gathered.



After she'd consumed what was available, Nathalie dipped her tongue deep into the groove and moved it upward. The pussy lips parted as her tongue penetrated and plowed forward until its tip reached Cassie's central fleshy hood. Her Miss uttered a gasping sigh as the facile tongue lapped over that fold of flesh. The blonde submissive reveled in the scent and the feel of these tissues as they slipped back to reveal the swollen clit they'd concealed.



Nathalie changed her tactics, kissing the clitoris and allowing her lips to part a little to take it inside them. She started a gentle suction while her tongue flicked over the exposed portion of the clit, making her Misstress shiver in response. Wanting to please this woman fully, she began altering the suction, sucking the swollen nub in and out of her lips. It was as if Cassie's clitoris was a tiny penis fucking her lips. Cassie groaned with heightened pleasure as Nathalie hummed with happiness, the sound emanating from her throat.



The submissive woman obviously remembered well what her assistant liked since her fingers played skillfully over the labia. Then she slipped an index finger deep inside her pussy that they usually protected. Her tongue renewed its flicking on the tip of the clit each time suction drew it through her lips and into her warm mouth. Her finger was now sliding easily in and out of the slickened passage. The movements got the juices in Cassie's pussy flowing even faster, to the point they started to brim over. The newly released juices scented the air around them like an aphrodisiac.



Cassie was murmuring or merely thinking, "Wonderful! Wonderful! Oh, don't stop! Oh! Just a little deeper!" Nathalie was using the finger inside her pussy to press up under the brunette's clitoris, forcing the swollen rod in and out of her lips with a faster fucking motion. The submissive used her free hand to cup her Misstress' backside, pulling her pussy more firmly against her face and hungry mouth, causing Cassie to choke out, "Yes, oh fuck yes!"



The change in angle allowed Nathalie's finger to press farther into the depths of the muscular tunnel. Her hand was moving faster now, the rapid finger fucking making wet noises emanating from the point of contact. She added a second finger to the first, slipping it easily inside, the longer finger penetrating a tad deeper, now stroking the most sensitive areas. The squelching noises redoubled as some fluids splashed out between the slightly spread fingers. Each time Nathalie's fingers emerged, they glistened with the fragrant nectar. She was making soothing humming sounds, but Cassie's pussy felt those vibrations as arousing, not relaxing.



Nathalie planted her sucking lips a little wider around her Misstress' clit, creating enough room for her tongue tip to circle and tease the swollen nub of pleasure. A low moan began deep in Cassie's body as she watched her girl relish performing this task. The moan vibrated her very being with pleasure, producing an audible but unintelligible sound. "Oh, I love those sounds she's making!" Nathalie thought. "She's so wet now, and my fingers are sliding in and out in the smooth regular rhythm that usually drives her crazy! I can feel her hips trying to rise up to meet my plunging fingers, and her inner muscles are grabbing at them! It's time!"



The submissive used both her hands to cup Cassie's buttocks, tilting and lifting her pelvis. As she did this, she rubbed her wet face all over the soft, hot upper inner thighs. After that, she buried her face between the moist, quivering thighs, her lips sealing around the brunette's vulva. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere - now plunging deep into the rippling vaginal tunnel, now flicking and teasing the clit, pressing it against the inside of her upper lip. Her senses swamped by this intense licking, Cassie shuddered and erupted. Her cum jetted into Nathalie's mouth, the first blast so surprising that some of it spurted out of Nathalie's nose and splatted on Cassie's mound and pubic triangle. Nathalie's head jerked back in a brief reflexive response, so as Cassie's abdominal muscles contracted from her orgasm, the spray from her pussy drenched Nathalie's face until she could seal her lips in place once again and drink, swallowing rapidly.



That amazing sensation of her fluids being sucked from her depths either triggered a subsequent orgasm or prolonged the first one. Whatever it was, Cassie's sounds of utter release were music to Nathalie's ears. She kept sucking and swallowing until she felt her Misstress' buttock muscles relaxing and heard a happy sigh. Her face wet and dripping, Nathalie grinned at Cassie, who, at that moment, was staring upward with unfocused eyes. The blonde submissive used her fingers to scrape the cum juices from her face into her mouth. Next, she started softly licking and cleaning her Miss's mound and pussy lips, not trying to arouse her again, but licking like it was her favorite ice cream flavor.



As Nathalie curled up in Cassie's lap and snuggled warmly against her for their aftercare, she repeated how sorry she was at how she behaved. "I never want to be separated from you again, Miss," she murmured.



"My dear girl," Cassie whispered into her ear. "We don't ever have to be apart. You're mine, and I love you." She tilted Nathalie's chin up and gave her a tender kiss on her lips.



Nathalie felt her heart flutter, and her eyes threatened to tear up again, but this time from happiness. Snuggled against Cassie, she felt cared for and safe. For that timeless moment, she let all her cares and worries drop away. She knew her Miss would take care of her.



For the next few weeks, they had several happy cunnilingus sessions together, Nathalie becoming quite skilled at making her Miss cum, and cum copiously. The post-orgasmic cuddling was blissful for them both, and Nathalie never complained about the lack of receiving orgasms herself. Just the vicarious pleasure she received from seeing, feeling, and hearing her Miss climax do to her mouth and hands was sufficient. They were both quite satisfied.



Then one day, as they entered Cassie's place, she announced that Nathalie was to strip and get over her knees for a spanking. This pronouncement seemingly came out of the blue. Nathalie couldn't think of anything she had done wrong or any rule she had broken. But in her heart was the solid determination not to risk losing Cassie again. So she submitted without a word of protest.



Stripping herself naked, she crawled over to where Cassie was seated. The brunette had removed only her skirt, so her thighs and legs were bare. Stifling a whimper, Nathalie climbed up and draped her nude form over those waiting thighs. Her pelvis was atop Cassie's right thigh, so she presented her vulnerable buttocks for chastisement by Cassie's strong right hand. She felt Cassie's left-hand press down between her shoulder blades to hold her in place. Gritting her teeth and closing her eyes, she waited for the first swat.



Whap!



Cassie's palm impacted across Nathalie's buttocks, making them wobble slightly. The submissive felt that stinging sensation reminiscent of the other spankings her Misstress had given her. She gasped almost silently but was determined not to squirm or shriek. Other spanks followed. Somehow, these swats felt different to her from those given during the prior spankings. It's true that her buttocks were getting warm... but this was a good warmth? The warming sensation spread through her ass and diffused into... her pussy! Her body reacted by increasing the flow of blood to her labia and clit, and activating her internal glands. As the spanking continued, Nathalie subconsciously spread her thighs apart a little, and her fragrant juices began oozing from her slit.



Cassie smiled as she inhaled that arousal fragrance from her girl. Between the now playful swats, her fingers caressed and teased the sensitized flesh of Nathalie's puffy labia. Sinking a finger into the blonde's sexual tunnel, her fingertips reported sensations of wet, slippery heat. The penetration resulted in such a moan of desire from her submissive that Cassie felt her nipples stiffen in response. Withdrawing her finger, she gave her girl another pair of soft swats and then rubbed her palm sensuously on her heated butt cheeks. Nathalie moaned even louder and longer during this, clutching Cassie's left calf with both hands.



Giving Nathalie's pussy another few teasing rubs, as well as letting her finger stroke the naked woman's swollen clit, Cassie said, "You were a very good girl this time, Nathalie. I'm quite proud of you. You may get up and kneel on this towel in front of me, facing me."



Mentally, Nathalie groaned with frustration. "I was almost cumming! Another few of her touches would have done it! And it felt like it would have been earth-shattering! Damn!" But she meekly got off Cassie's thighs and knelt as she'd been commanded. In the kneeling posture, her knees were primly pressed together, and her palms rested on her thighs with her breasts on clear display, flanked by her arms.



"You're an intelligent woman, Nathalie. Can you tell me why I spanked you today?"



The blonde's eyes dilated with surprise at that question. "Umm... you wanted to see if I'd obey you or storm out again?" But since her body was still quivering from the near orgasm, she also hazarded another answer. "OH! You wanted to demonstrate that spanking can have different effects?" This last was voiced as a question.



"Excellent answers, pet," Cassie confirmed, smiling. "And what was the different effect this time?" She knew, of course, but she wanted her girl to put it into words.



Nathalie blushed, a pretty pink on her cheeks. "It turned me on. It... it almost made me cum, Miss."



Cassie's smile deepened. "Only 'almost,' I heard you say," she stated, raising a curious eyebrow. "We can't have that, my dear girl. Spread your knees apart and use your hands to bring yourself to orgasm."



Her cheeks turned crimson as Nathalie stuttered, "I've... I've... I've never let anyone see me do that, Miss." But Cassie said nothing. She just watched and waited for Nathalie to obey. Her submissive finally separated her shaky knees, revealing her engorged labia. It was nothing that Cassie had not seen many times before, but this time was different. This time Nathalie had to play with herself as Cassie watched. Self-consciously, she moved her hands to her pussy, and started touching it. Embarrassed, she used her fingers to grasp her pussy lips and pull them apart a little. As she did this, she closed her eyes, trying to hide in the darkness behind her eyelids.



"Pet, open your eyes. I want to see your eyes as you play and especially as you cum," Cassie instructed her. "Think of this as your gift to me."



Still feeling humiliated, Nathalie did as she was told. She locked eyes with her Miss as her fingers began their tentative exploration of the area revealed by the now splayed pussy lips. The index finger of one hand gently traced a path around and around her clit, not quite touching it. At the same time, her other index finger stroked the tissues above and below her dark pink tunnel. That finger also dipped out of sight under the curve of her pelvis, obviously caressing the sensitive skin between her pussy and her butt hole. Her sexual area glistened with the juices generated by her reaction to the sensual spanking.



Even though this intimate act of hers was being viewed by another person for the first time, Nathalie found that her body's heightened arousal wouldn't be denied. Almost automatically, her clit finger dipped into her honey well and emerged gleaming with fluids. It moved to anoint her clit with those same fluids, and the contact made Nathalie gasp and momentarily close her eyes from the intensity of that stimulation. But she remembered that she was to keep her eyes open, so she raised her eyelids again and looked at Cassie, wondering if she'd see amusement or disdain on her face.



Instead, the blonde submissive found Cassie's expression to be one of approval, even encouragement. Something clicked deep in Nathalie's psyche at that moment. A shiver of added arousal coursed through her body. Her pupils dilated, and her nostrils flared as her heart and breathing rates accelerated. Her mouth formed into an 'O' shape as her hand movements sped up. She even tilted her pelvis by tucking her tailbone under, which gave Cassie a better view of her pussy as she stroked herself. Her reddish brown areolae and nipples crinkled and thrust forward, even though they were untouched.



Afterward, Nathalie blushed as she recalled this moment, surprised at her brazen, wanton behavior. But it felt entirely right. Her relationship with Cassie... her journey into submission had not only been repaired - it had deepened. This led to greater and greater immersion into her newly discovered needs. And by sinking into submission, she learned that she'd gained newfound freedom. Her Miss wanted to see her make herself cum, so she would do it - simple as that. And not only that... fingering herself while Cassie watched turned out to be mind-blowingly erotic! She was ready to climax, but she was also forcing herself to hold off just a little longer - let the sensations climb a little higher! Climb so high that she could hardly breathe fast enough to meet her body's demands.



Usually, Nathalie would have triggered her orgasm by shoving two fingers deep inside her pussy and hooking them to rub its front wall. But a salacious notion seized her since Cassie was watching so intently. She slid the index and middle fingers of her left hand alongside the opening to her pussy and spread them, splaying her labia wide apart to make sure her Miss could see into her carnal depths as far as possible. A few fingers of her right hand were rubbing her clit in a frenzied circular motion destined to make her cum rapidly now. With such a massive buildup, it barely took 15 seconds! With her whole body trembling and shuddering, she tried to keep eye contact with Cassie.



She came hard!



Her eyes were still open, but her eyeballs were rolled upward in their sockets and completely unfocused. With each strong contraction of her vaginal passage, the pulsing sensations made her spine jerk, tossing her tits up and down. Her nipples danced crazily like they were caught in an earthquake. Each wave of release caused her to utter a happy screech. Fluids spat with each contraction and dripped in the moments in between. Nathalie's body seemed to glow as she rode one of the best orgasms of her life.



When her eyes refocused and her body stopped vibrating, the blissful blonde submissive saw her Misstress grinning at her. Her assistant's blue-gray eyes sparkled with delight. "That was a most impressive cum, my girl. It was wonderful seeing you let go of your inhibitions like that. Since this is a day of firsts, I think it's about time that I taste your cum juices. Climb up on this sofa and bring your pussy to my mouth."



"Yes, Miss!" Nathalie responded and acted with alacrity. Scrambling up, she tilted her pelvis and presented her wet, gleaming, fragrant pussy to Cassie's lips. Cassie had only to lean forward a fraction and begin licking and sucking at the copious fluids. They tasted even better than their fragrance promised. It was a good thing there was a wall behind the sofa because as her Misstress began to work her mouth around her intimate area, Nathalie had to lean against the wall for support as her weakening knees almost buckled with the intensity of the pleasure she was experiencing.



Cassie grasped both of her girl's butt cheeks to steady her and help hold her up as she cleaned the errant cum juices off her thighs, mound, and labia. As she lapped at those delicious labia, Nathalie started moaning and quivering. Cassie knew why, so she said, "Very well, pet. You may cum again. I want you to feed me a fresh supply now."



Hearing that, Nathalie felt her tummy muscles start to flutter. She was trying to groan out the words, "Thank you, Miss." What Cassie heard was 'th...' and 'yuh...' and 'issss...' as the blonde's pussy erupted into her waiting mouth. She drank and swallowed as Nathalie's whole pelvis shook in her supporting hands. When the flood ebbed, Cassie brought her girl onto her lap and embraced and snuggled her. When they eventually returned to the office, Nathalie had a little wobble in her walk from her still unsteady knees. But they both had big grins on their faces.



As Nathalie sat at her desk, trying to focus on work, she couldn't help but keep looking over at her Mistress. Cassie was sat there at her own desk, looking immaculate again and clearly focussed back on her tasks. Nathalie wondered how she was capable of switching on and off so easily. God, she wished she could do the same. She had an important series of emails to go through, all related to proposals to be discussed at board level, and yet all she could think about was being bent over Cassie's knee and spanked for being a naughty girl before making it up to Cassie with her tongue.



A few seconds later, she was dragged from her fantasy by the sound of her cell phone vibrating. It was a message from her husband. As Nathalie had sat there imagining performing oral sex, her husband had clearly been having similar ideas! He suggested she perform oral sex tonight, except it wouldn't be on Cassie; it would be on him. Nathalie felt the surge of wetness between her legs, and seconds later, she was sitting back in her chair as the thoughts ran through her brain. Kneeling, kissing, sucking. Thinking of how much pleasure she could bring with her mouth. Except it wasn't her husband's cock in her mouth at all. It was Cassie's beautiful pussy.



Nathalie knew this was going to get complicated. But she couldn't help herself. She had surrendered entirely to Cassie now; there was no going back, even if she had a husband waiting for her at home, expecting a blowjob.
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Discovering Her Dominant Side: A submissive husband discovers a new side to his wife
 
When I discovered my husband had been looking online at dominant women and clearly fantasied about being used by a dominant woman, I couldn't decide whether to be angry, hurt, or turned on.

As I looked at what he had been watching, something about it turned me on more than I ever thought it would have. I started to imagine what it would be like to dominate him like that, to use him, to humiliate him the way these women were.

And then we ended up here, where we are today. My husband locked in chastity, and my best friend sat on his face while I'm pegging him. Just a normal Friday night once you fully embrace this lifestyle.
Obsession: She can't escape her desires to submit
 
I'd really love to be able to explain how I've ended up in this situation, I'd love to say it was someone else's fault, that it wasn't entirely me to blame. But I know deep down that's would be a lie.

I can't blame anyone else, it's not Justin's fault. Sure he likes to dominate women, he loves to humiliate them, use them and degrade them. But just because he's a Dom it doesn't mean I have to just give in and crumble as soon as I see him. I should be stronger than that. I can't just submit to any powerful man I meet, I should have some self-control.

Oh, and I can't really blame my Fiancé Elliot either! Yep, that's right, I'm engaged to a really decent man, kind, compassionate, he's even pretty good in bed. But there's no chance of him forcing me onto my knees, calling me a dirty slut and dominating me the way Justin does. And that's the problem.

I can't help myself, I need something more. I need to be dominated, I need the feeling of surrendering control to a dominant man. I can't help myself, while I'm on my knees, wearing his collar as he calls me a slut, it just drives me wild.

I know he's not my fiancé, I know I shouldn't be here, I know it's wrong. But I can't help myself.

It's an OBSESSION.
Introduction To Submission: A Dominant Woman Welcomes A New Submissive To Her World
 
My cock had gotten rock hard now, and I didn't even find her the least attractive. I guess the control factor was what was arousing me so much. When I crawled up to her, I looked up her skirt and saw that she had no underwear on.

"Why are you looking at my pussy, slave?" She asked.

"Do you like looking at my pussy?"

I was afraid not to say anything, so I spoke softly in reply.

"Yes, Mistress, I do."

Her snatch was hairy and untrimmed. Next, I was ordered under her desk as she scooted her chair up, so my face was an inch or two from her cunt.

"Slave, you have three minutes to give me an orgasm using only your mouth. Your hands must stay palm down, on the floor, at all times," she commanded.

"And if you fail, you will be punished severely!" she barked. The time started when she clicked the stopwatch.

I plunged my face into her cunt, which was soaking wet now. I nibbled at her clit feverishly to try to get her off so she wouldn't punish me.

I pushed as much of my tongue into her dripping hole as I could and began fucking her with my face. I could feel her thighs tighten up as she rocked her hips hard against my face.

I knew she was close, so I began humming against her clit to push her over the edge. Then, she scooted her chair back and deliberately let the time run out. That bitch!
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