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By the time Amber pulled her panties and skirt up, Tedi was gone. She leaned against the counter of the bathroom until she recovered from her orgasm. With everything that she found out, she felt lost. Erin wanted more from her, but that information came from Tedi. The same person that told her that she was jealous of what Erin wanted from Amber.

She sighed and washed her face to clean up the ruined makeup staining her cheeks. The walk back to her apartment took thirty minutes instead of the twenty it took in the morning. Walking into the home, she headed straight for her room and removed her clothing to let the cool air soothe her butt. Amber did not want to see it, she could still feel the heat radiating from the bruised flesh. Erin’s view of stress relief did not feel that nice after the incident.

The money would help her live a much more fulfilling life. Once she had enough money put aside, if things did not improve, she would quit the job. Her first goal would be to dig herself out of the debt she was in. Then she could look at putting back a nest egg. No matter how she looked at the situation, she would be working there for at least a year. A long time to get used to the pain. Or be broken by it.

Amber trailed off into thought and soon fell asleep on her bed. She did not remember the dream she had, but she looked at her phone to check the time. It was three in the morning. She did not have to be at Erin’s home until eight. Amber spent most of the morning doing her housework. Her butt did not burn as bad, yet sitting still hurt. At six forty-five, she took a shower and changed into a pair of skimpy black lace panties and a matching bra. Over that, she decided on a pair of light blue running shorts that barely covered her ass and a simple black tank top.

Erin told her to dress to turn her on, but with the way her butt felt, Erin would have to understand. Or she would be punished again. Her breathing quickened for a moment at the thought of being disciplined again. Pulling out her phone, she looked through her contacts and realized that she never got Erin’s number. She would have to take the chance, just in case, she packed a pair of tight skinny jeans and a nice blouse in a backpack. Along with the clothes, she packed her aftercare lotions as she was told to in the letter she received on the day she was hired.

With everything ready, Amber pulled on a pair of socks and tennis shoes. She left her apartment and started walking to the address Amber gave her on her schedule. Almost an hour later, she arrived at the address. To say that Erin lived modestly would have been a blatant lie. The woman lived in a three-story home, clear glass windows making up the majority of the front’s exterior. The sleek design made Amber question if the home was built for Erin. No matter the case, Amber could not deny the interest she had in Erin’s wallet.

She rung the buzzer at the gate to the property and a male voice asked, “Martin estate, how can I help you?”

“Uh, this is Amber, Ms. Martin’s personal assistant,” she said.

“Come on in, she’s in the den, go through the front door and stay straight. You can’t miss it.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amber walked through the gate once it opened for her. She cursed under her breath for not doing her research on what Erin even did for a living. The company she worked for could have been mass producing soap for all Amber knew. She resolved herself to ask her phone all about Erin’s life later. Amber made her way to the front door of the home and cracked it open.

The scent of cinnamon embraced her and she relaxed, the smell taking her back to her childhood days of baking with her grandmother. She stepped into the house and closed the door behind her. After the mudroom, she saw the kitchen on the right and the rest of the doors were shut. Strolling through the hall, she looked at the pictures of Erin and her family. It seemed that Erin had a brother as well, this one looked biological.

“You’re two minutes late.”

Amber flinched and looked at Erin. She was naked and Amber’s eyes locked onto the woman’s cock, “S-Sorry Mistress, it took longer to get here than I thought. The paddling isn’t doing me any favors.”

“We need to get you a car. I don’t like excuses, anyway, you look a little trashy. I like it though, makes you look more like trailer trash that is desperate for a buck,” Erin walked past Amber and back towards the kitchen.

Amber felt conflicted, the insult could have possibly be meant as a compliment. Either way, it did not seem like she was getting punished for her clothing and that was a win in her book. She followed Erin into the kitchen as well and asked, “What would you like me to do?”

“Are you in the mood for cereal, or do you want to cook something?” Erin asked.

“Cereal sounds nice, I’m not the best when it comes to cooking. I can bake pretty well though, Mistress.”

Erin grunted and went through the cabinets to get two bowls and a box of cereal. Grabbing the jug of milk, she poured them both a bowl of cereal and grabbed spoons. Erin sat down and gestured for Amber to do the same.

“Is everything okay, Mistress?”

“Yeah. It’s Friday, I don’t want to do much of shit today. Or tomorrow. Or Sunday. I keep my computer handy, and I do some work, but it’s the simple shit. There is a reason I work from home three days of the week,” Erin said.

Amber respected Erin’s work ethic, even if she was not accomplishing massive amounts of work, she still worked seven days a week. That was more than most people would commit to, “I understand. So then what’s on the docket for today, Mistress”

“Chill with the Mistress shit. I expect you to say it when we’re about to fuck, but in normal conversation, that shit sounds stupid,” Erin complained. After she finished talking, she started eating her cereal.

The shift in Erin’s choice in diction was obvious to Amber. Getting her out of the office seemed to help make her someone more palatable to talk to. “Sounds good then. You’re talking casually, is it okay if I?” she asked.

“Yeah, I don’t care. Do me a favor, shut up and eat,” Erin said. Amber took a deep breath, exhaling, she took her spoon and ate in silence. While she did not care for being told to shut up, she did appreciate being able to be on equal footing with Erin for once.

They finished breakfast and Erin stood from the table, “Do me a favor and wash the bowls and clean up the kitchen a bit. I’ll be in the den when you’re done.”

“Okay, I’ll be there soon. Is it okay if I call you Erin?” the question caused her foot to start bouncing.

Erin looked back at her on her way out, “That’s fine. Don’t get too comfortable and forget your position.”

“I won’t, Erin. Thank you,” Amber proceeded to start cleaning the kitchen. The mundane task should have been boring, but with the way this morning played out, Amber went through the kitchen with enthusiasm. Towards the end of her cleaning, she took a moment to ground herself in reality. Everything she experienced up to this point led her to believe that she might get the rug pulled out from under her feet.

The sobering thought drifted away as Amber made her way into the den. Erin looked up from her laptop, “Take off your shirt, I don’t mind if you leave the shorts on.”

Amber pulled her shirt off and draped it over the back of the couch Erin was on. “Better?” she asked.

“Yeah. I like the bra, do the panties match?”

Amber tugged her shorts down enough to show Erin the lace panties, “They do! I bought them when I dated a guy. He turned out to be a real prick though.”

“Shit happens, I’m glad that you’re single now. I’m fine with a lot of things, but I don’t personally care for cheaters,” Erin said.

Her stomach churned at Erin’s words. She wrung her hands together as she spoke quietly, “I have something to tell you, Mistress.” Erin closed her laptop and placed it on the table in front of her. Amber turned away defensively, “Tedi fingered me in the bathroom after I left your office.”

“I know. She told me, I didn’t tell her to do that. I’m not going to punish you for it. From what I understand, she threatened you,” Erin seemed calm about the situation from what Amber could tell.

“You’re not mad?”

“I’m not happy about it, but like I said, you’re single. There is no reason to punish you for something that you are not technically in the wrong about. But the good news is you told me about it. That helps me trust you quite a bit. I still don’t want you to let another person touch you intimately though. Is that something you can manage?”

Amber felt the knots in her stomach untying. She nodded her head and moved to sit beside Erin, “I can, Erin. I didn’t know what to do and she threatened to spank me. Everything is new to me and I’m scared of disappointing people.”

“Don’t worry about disappointing people, only worry about disappointing me. If you’re going to be worried about everyone else before me, we’re going to have a problem,” Erin said.

“I understand, and it won’t happen again if I can help it. She mentioned something else, but I don’t know if that’s something you’re aware of.”

Erin tilted her head, “What did she say?”

“That you only wanted a redhead that would spread her legs,” Amber gave a half-truth.

A chuckle escaped Erin and she shook her head, “Kind of, but not really. I do have a thing for redheads, that I can’t deny. But I’m a decent judge of character. You’re not perfect and you don’t pretend to be. That usually means you’re willing to adapt to what is asked of you. Seem right so far?”

Amber nodded. Erin continued, “So what I was talking to her about was that I am interested in you. I don’t want to dive into a relationship, you’re still a stranger. And I’m fucking paying you to spread those legs, so that does cheapen the experience for me.”

The logic made sense to Amber and she frowned, “I’ve been enjoying most of what we do. I don’t know if that changes anything for you, but I do want to please you. Yes, the money is very nice, I can’t pretend that isn’t a huge factor in things. But even with that said, if you want to make things more real between us, that also falls on you.”

Erin sat up straight, stiffening in posture, “Explain that last part.”

Amber danced on a fine line with this one, but she wanted to explain her expectations, “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. You said that paying me cheapened the experience. If you want a more authentic experience, don’t you think you should try and be a little more emotionally invested?”

Amber’s shoulders dropped as Erin leaned over and kissed her. She could taste the sweet cereal they ate on her lips. The warmth that built in Amber’s chest threatened to set her ablaze. Erin deepened the kiss. Amber was laid down on the couch and Erin got on top of her. She felt Erin’s cock slowly hardening against her clothed pussy. Erin pulled away after a few more moments and looked into Amber’s eyes.

“Is that better?” Erin asked. Her tone did not feel fake, nor did Amber have a response at the moment. Breathless, she looked up at Erin and nodded her head. The kiss was not Amber’s first, but it was without a doubt the best so far. Not because of the skill involved, but seeing Erin emotionally exposed, even if only for a few moments. That was what made the kiss phenomenal for her.

“Good. I’ll try and be more open to the idea of being intimate. Make sure you don't do something stupid like steal from me. I don’t mind supporting you, but I need to know that you’re in it for more than the money,” Erin said.

Amber understood the concern, but she was in it for the money. At least, she was at first. Now, things felt like they might have genuine potential. She whispered, “I need to know that you’re going to make sure I don’t hurt as bad from now on then. Yesterday was brutal. I don’t mind you spanking me, or paddling me, or whipping me, or whatever you want to do. I need to know that when I’m crying, you don’t make things worse.”

Erin pressed her hips harder into Amber, “I’m not going to stop using you as a bit of a toy when I’m enjoying myself. But you’ve got a deal. I’m sure you’re going to grow into the pain, but I’ll make sure that I give you the room to grow.”

Biting her lower lip at the feeling of the thick cock pressing against her, Amber nodded. “That sounds fair to me, Erin. I’m happy to be your slut if that’s what gets you off.”

“I can’t pretend that it doesn’t, slut,” Erin ground her cock against Amber’s pussy and then pulled away to sit back down.

Amber smiled at the tease and sat up. She scooted closer to Erin, her sore ass hating her the whole way over, “I don’t mind. As long as you’re going to be treating me well.”

“Don’t get too excited, we’re just getting to know one another. You’re not my girlfriend yet, as cheesy as that word is. I’d like to see how that two week trial period goes before we devote. Sound good to you?” Erin asked.

Amber would have preferred things progress now, but she nodded, “It’ll have to be okay. I don’t mind waiting, but I’m not sure what you want to find out in that time frame.”

Erin looked down at her cock and then back to Amber, “Well, for now, I want to find out what that tight slit of yours feels like. But that might be in poor taste.”

Amber stood and shuffled out of the shorts and panties, but Erin called out, “Leave the panties on. It’s the simplest thing ever, but damn does it turn me on.”

Pulling the panties back up, Amber smiled at Erin, “That’s fine. If they get wet, I might want to change though. I found out yesterday walking home, wet panties are super uncomfortable.”

“I’ve got some you can change into if that’s the case. I won’t focus on your ass today, but that doesn’t mean you’re safe,” Erin said.

Amber moved back to the couch and sat in Erin’s lap, straddling her cock. Shifting her hips to pin Erin’s cock against her stomach, Amber started rubbing along it, “Who said I was the one that needed to be saved?”

Erin sunk into the couch and put her hands behind her head, “I’ll give you two minutes to have your fun. Then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

Amber did not find the threat to be intimidating, if anything, she wanted to see what Erin had in store for her. With the freedom she was given, Amber leaned forward and took one of Erin’s nipples into her mouth. Her grinding slowed, but she did not stop. Suckling on the nipple, she looked into Erin’s eyes and winked. Then she bit down gently, twisting the nub with her teeth. Hearing Erin suck in a breath of air, Amber pulled away from her breast and moved to the other side to repeat the treatment.

She could feel Erin’s cock throbbing under her. Amber broke away from Erin’s breasts, “I want it. I don’t want to wait however long I have left. Please, Mistress, please.”

Erin flashed a smile at Amber that could melt a heart. Twisting from her position, she put Amber on her back and looked down at her, “How bad do you want it, slut?”

“Mistress, I’ll do anything,” Amber said.

Moving between Amber’s thighs, Erin pulled the panties aside and leaned in to run her tongue along Amber’s pussy. She looked up, “You’re going to have a long day. After we’re done here, you’re cleaning everything. But don’t get too excited. I’m going to put a plug in your ass, and yeah, I have a maid outfit, don’t ask why.”

Amber moaned at the sensation and nodded, “Mistress, I’d love to be your slutty maid. Please stuff me with your cock!”

“Shh, I’m not done. My little slut is going to have to cum for me before I fuck her. I wouldn’t want there to be a shortage of lube,” Erin said. The words made it sound like Erin was doing herself a favor, not getting her partner off. Not that Amber minded. The tongue started licking at her folds again and Amber rocked her hips to meet the pleasurable muscle. Her world exploded when Erin took her clit into her mouth.

Gasping at the rush of bliss that shook her foundation, Amber reached down to hold Erin. Her grip remained loose, even with her pleasure-fogged mind, she did not want Erin to feel like she was trying to take control of the situation. The wet sounds that came from Erin’s kissing, sucking, and nibbling added to Amber’s experience. Having her clit rubbed was one thing, but having it being treated to this, she did not know how she could live without this pleasure.

Her mind blanked when she felt Erin’s two fingers push into her pussy. A gasp escaped her and there was no mercy shown. Erin’s fingers pumped into her furiously and her thighs started spasming. Erin pulled away, her fingers slipping from her pussy, her mouth coming off Amber’s clit. She put the panties back over Amber’s pussy and started rubbing Amber’s sensitive nub through the panties, “That’s right. Cum for me, soak those panties you filthy fucking slut.”

Amber lifted her hips to add to the pressure. Her orgasm surged through her, the compounding pleasure reached its breaking point. A scream of bliss ruptured forth and she squirted powerfully. The panties caught most of her juices, but a small puddle was made on the couch.

Erin gave Amber a moment to relax before she spoke, “Be a good girl and clean up your mess. Then get on the floor, hands and knees.” Erin got off the couch and onto her knees on the floor.

Amber caught her breath and shifted to lick the dampness off the leather couch. Once she finished, she rolled off the couch and got into the position asked of her. Erin rested a hand on Amber’s lower back and the other held her cock steady. She rubbed her cock along Amber’s soaked panties, “Is that what you want?”

“Oh my fucking god, yes Mistress. Fuck me already, please,” Amber begged. She did not feel the same shame she did yesterday morning. All she felt was the desire that pounded in her chest.

“You’re such a fucking slut. I love it, we’ll see if you can keep that up,” Erin pulled Amber’s panties aside and put the tip of her cock against Amber’s tight pussy. Amber quivered as she looked back, but Erin pushed into her before she said anything. The thickness stretched her walls and she gasped at the pain. Her hymen stood no chance against the monstrous cock inside her.

She let her head drop and looked between her legs, expecting more than the trickle of blood. Amber also expected more pain, but that was minimal in comparison to the paddling yesterday. She turned her head and looked at Erin, confused, “Is that it?”

“Nope, I’ve got about half more to go,” she said.

“I was talking about losing my virginity,” Amber clarified.

Erin eased her cock further inside Amber, “Pretty much, it’s not as big a deal as people make it out to be.”

Amber pushed herself against Erin until she felt the woman’s hips pressing against her sore ass. The most pain she felt was the size of Erin’s cock, but she managed to take it all.

“That’s a good girl. Hungry little cock slut, huh?” Erin teased.

“I am Mistress, just for you. So, can you shut up and fuck me?” she tried teasing Erin back. That comment got her a rough slap to her ass.

“You know, I wasn’t going to spank you today. I really wasn’t. But you forgot your place,” Erin started pumping her hips into Amber. Slow, deep strokes to help get her pussy stretched to a point of being comfortable. The tightness made it difficult to get a rhythm started, but Erin settled in before long.

Amber dipped her head once more, her neck burned from holding it in that position. Having her clit shown attention was nice, but Erin claiming her pussy left her speechless. She pushed into Erin’s strokes to ensure that her cock explored all her with each motion. One orgasm felt like a good day, but the second was already building and Amber felt spoiled.

Erin took a handful of Amber’s hair and let her free hand grip Amber’s waist, “You like my cock, slut?”

“Yes Mistress,” Amber called back. She did not want to talk, she wanted to be drilled.

Erin pulled Amber’s hair, “Good girl.” Her cock continued to tunnel into Amber, Erin’s moans filled the room. Similarly filled, Amber no longer could meet Erin’s thrusts, her pleasure was overrunning her and she let out loud cries of ecstasy. Time slowed as Amber reached her second orgasm. Each time she felt Erin’s cock delving into her, she felt her breath hitch and a moan followed.

Her walls tightened around Erin’s length as her hips bucked. Her orgasm ripped through her and her juices sprayed onto Erin’s thighs and the carpet below. Amber let out a loud groan as she pulled her cock from Amber’s pussy. Erin roughly pulled Amber by the hair and turned her around. Erin let go of Amber and stood. Stroking her cock she called out, “Close your eyes, slut.”

Amber did as she was told and the warm globs of cum soon landed on her face. She waited for what felt like an eternity as she was coated in her Mistress’ seed. Once Erin finally stopped cumming, Erin called out, “That’s a good girl. Stay there, I’ll be right back.” She heard Erin walking away and she came back soon after. Then she heard the sound of a phone’s camera snapping a picture.

“Here, I brought you a towel,” Erin said.

Amber blindly reached for the towel and swiped at the air a few times before she caught it. Wiping her face clean, she opened her eyes and looked to Erin. The smile on Erin’s face made her feel warm, “Did you enjoy yourself, Mistress?”

“Of course I did, but did you? I told you I would focus on your pleasure, so how did you feel about it?” Erin asked.

“I loved every second of it, Mistress. Especially when you ate me out. That was the fucking tits,” Amber grinned.

“I’ll fuck your tits another time. For now, I’m going to go get you another pair of panties and that plug. And the outfit. First time I’m going to get some use out of it,” Erin walked away, leaving Amber alone for a few minutes.

During that time, Amber did her best to unwind. After the sex, she was left with a dull pain in her ass and sore thighs. The back of her head burned from having her hair pulled, but the pain was worth it. Erin enjoyed herself and she felt that she started her boss’ morning right.

Erin came back with the items in her hands. She dropped them onto the couch and started with the plug. The plug was stainless steel and small enough to not seem threatening. Erin sorted out the clothes and presented Amber with a pair of white crotchless lace panties.

“Take your bra off and step out of your panties so I can get this plug in you,” Erin said. Amber nodded and followed the order. She then felt Erin’s hand spreading her rear. Then the cold metal drug across her pussy to collect some of the juices to help ease the insertion. Amber groaned as the plug pushed into her, but it slipped inside and after a few initial moments of discomfort, the toy started warming up.

“And now you can get dressed. Don’t worry, the maid outfit is small enough to show me enough of your boobs. And any time I see that sexy ass of yours bend over, I’ll get a nice view of your slit,” Erin said.

Amber nodded and used the towel to wipe her thighs clean just in case. They were white panties after all. She got dressed in the outfit and felt her cheeks flushing, “Mistress, I feel stupid.”

“But you look great, so you’re going to have to deal with that, aren’t you?” Erin asked.

“I am, Mistress. Thank you for this morning, but should I get to work?”

“In a few minutes, I wanted to write a list of things I want to be done around the house,” Erin walked to a bookshelf and pulled out a spiral notebook with a led pencil stuck in the rings. She pulled the pencil out and opened the notebook to a blank page. A few minutes of the pencil scratching on the page left Amber with a rather intimidating list.

“Okay, so that should be more than enough to keep you busy for today, tomorrow, and Sunday. Pace yourself, but don’t slack off. I don’t pay you to look pretty. I mean, metaphorically. I kind of do pay you to look pretty, don’t I?”

“You’re ridiculous, Mistress, and I love it,” Amber smiled at her. The compliment once again felt backhanded, but she would take it.

Erin smiled in return and leaned in to kiss Amber. Amber relaxed her shoulders during the kiss. Being intimate with Erin felt like a roller coaster, but she loved the ride. She felt a hand grope her chest, then Erin pulled away, “Go get to work. Make sure lunch is ready by twelve. Sex is scheduled for three-thirty. That isn’t a joke, so make sure you’ve taken a shower if you get sweaty. We clear on that?”

“Of course, Erin. You pay me to do what you ask, so I’m going to do it well. I love my job, never thought I would be able to say that,” Amber said.

“You say that now. Go get to work, I don’t want you to distract me until four. I’ve got a lot of work to do,” Erin moved to the couch and opened her laptop. Grumbling as she checked her email, Erin stopped paying attention to Amber.

Amber looked at the list and started from the bottom. The work would be tedious and she knew that the monotony would get old, but this was still her job. Her day passed smoothly enough, lunch was simple enough to make, and Erin came in exactly at twelve.

“Are you okay with burgers and fries?” Amber scratched at her forearm. She did not get directions on what to cook, so she went with what was simple.

Erin sat in a chair, “Yeah, that’s fine. Bring me a plate and I won’t complain.” Amber brought her a plate and watched Erin as she took a bite of the burger.

“The shit is burnt around the edges. But the inside tastes fine to me, so good job. Do me a favor, start learning how to cook. I’m not going to bitch at you, and I appreciate the food you made, but keep in mind that you’re job is to make my life easier. So don’t make me have to hire someone else to cook my food,” Erin said.

The criticism hurt, but there was a silver lining at least. Smiling at the words, she nodded, “I’ll do my best, Erin. Sorry about burning them. I have almost no experience with actually cooking. Most of my food comes from the microwave.”

Erin grimaced, “That’s disgusting.”

“It’s what I have, they don’t teach you how to cook in school. Or how to do your taxes. Or anything super useful. I’ll do my best to learn, that’s going to have to be good enough,” Amber said.

“If it takes you too long, I’ll hire someone to teach you. Week-long course or some shit like that. After that, if you continue to suck, I’ll have to figure something out to motivate you.”

Amber scowled, the idea of needing to be taught something so simple annoyed her. She should know how to cook, she should know how to make Erin happy. That thought caused her to pause for a moment. When did Erin become such an important part of her life?

Sighing, she made herself a plate of the food and sat down to join Erin, “I don’t think I’m going to need more motivation. I’ve got all I need. But I would appreciate having someone that could help coach me through the process.”

“Tedi should be coming over around five, she knows her way around the kitchen. Ask her for some pointers, and don’t cause any problems,” Erin paused. “And don’t let her touch you again. You’re mine, not my property. But I want you to be exclusive with me.”

Amber felt the hairs rising on the back of her neck, “I would never have let her do that if I knew it would bother you. I know I shouldn’t have let her do it at all. Hopefully, you’re not too mad about it, Mistress.”

“I’m not mad. I don’t want the woman I’m interested in to spread her legs for others,” Erin said.

Biting into her crispy burger, Amber understood Erin’s desire for her to learn to cook. The taste was okay after the burnt meat, but getting past that was difficult. Her heart warmed when she realized that Erin still ate the meal.

“All right. Well, I’ve got to get back to work. Clean the dishes up and try not to get sweaty. I’d like to fuck you in that outfit,” Erin said.

“I’ll do my best Mistress. Should I come in a little early to clean the living room?”

“I wouldn’t mind a show before we get into it,” Erin called to her.

Amber smiled and went back to cleaning. Being a slutty maid for Erin had perks. Amber’s monetary situation would be taken care of, she would have medical coverage, and she heard something about a retirement plan if she stayed long enough. All good perks, but her favorite perk was the nine inches between Erin’s thighs.
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