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I couldn’t help but admire Cassidy’s long, coltish legs as she strolled along the pool toward where I lounged. Her skin had bronzed beautifully over the summer, making her even more attractive—if that were possible—than when I’d first met the former prom queen months ago. She had dinged my Mercedes Benz in the parking lot of the Riverbend Shopping Mall, and well, the rest was history. She’d become, ahem, my companion and darling little pet following the unfortunate—or fortunate, if you please—fender bender. And months later, I still got a little internal shiver every time I laid eyes on her. I didn’t hide my lust for Cassidy as she approached. Pulling my sunglasses down from the bridge of my nose and seductively raising my eyebrows as she drew nearer, my gaze did not go unnoticed by her. The corners of her mouth turned up ever so slightly, knowing exactly what was going through my mind. I licked my lips and stretched my arm out to receive the iced tea she had prepared for me.

“Shall I have Nadine fix lunch, Ms. DeMarco?” Cassidy inquired.

I took a sip of tea and set the beverage on the table alongside my lounge, the condensation from the glass cool and wet on my fingers. I ran my digits along Cassidy’s bare thigh, marveling at her silky, young skin. Goosebumps formed on her flesh and she emitted a little sigh.

“No, dear. I think you and I will eat out for lunch today, but first, I think I’ll eat you out. Take off your clothes please, my pet.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she purred.

I lay patiently, watching Cassidy slip from her shorts and sports bra. As usual, I was sunbathing nude, so I was imminently prepared for these afternoon delights the two of us often shared.

Cassidy folded her clothing nicely and laid it carefully on an adjacent lounge.

“How will you have me, ma’am?” she asked.

I surveyed her body, long and lithe with perky tits and a golden thatch surrounding pink lips, already dewy with anticipation. I clicked the lounge down a couple of notches and motioned for her.

“Straddle my face, luv!”

She squatted slightly and I inhaled, savoring the musk of her luscious pussy. Reaching up, I grasped her buttocks, firm and ripe like two perfect melons. As I drew her downward, I probed her hungrily with my tongue. She was slightly salty, a hint of honey also dancing on my palate.

“Oooohhhh, oooohhhh,” she moaned.

Her blonde pussy hair tickled my nose as my tongue whipped over her soaking petals. When I located her clit, already engorged and turgid, she stiffened and yelped. I loved that about my pet, always teasing her that a stiff breeze could make her cum. I sucked her cunt into my mouth, swirling her clit with rapid flicks. Her legs began to tremble and shake and she cried out into the balmy, summer air.

“I’m cumming! OH, GOD! I’m cumming!”

Her juices ran down my cheeks as I slurped and sucked at her sex. Then I pulled her farther down, running my tongue deep into her canal, tasting her tangy love nectar and relishing the flavor of her girly spunk. She continued to cry out as I assaulted her without mercy until she slumped on top of me, shaking and mumbling nonsensically.

She continued to lay on top of me, taking a few moments to recover. I kissed her, allowing her to taste her delicious production of feminine desire. Her heart throbbed against my chest as she whimpered softly between the kisses. When I felt her heartbeat slow and her breathing return to normal, I pushed her down to sample my dark garden.

“Lick my wet cunt, Cassidy. Show me how much you adore my pussy. Love it! Love it, girl!” I ordered.

I moaned appreciatively as she slithered down my torso, her golden locks brushing my large mounds, causing my inflamed nipples to stiffen further. When she reached my navel, she brushed her hair back, giving me a clear view of what was to come, knowing instinctively how much I enjoyed watching her talented tongue perform its magic. When her chin traveled through my thick patch of dark curls, I ran my long fingers through her hair, gently and lovingly scratching her scalp in appreciation of her burgeoning enthusiasm concerning the servicing of her mistress.

Our eyes locked in lustful comprehension of the imminent blissful union of her mouth and my pussy. I flashed her a wicked smile and used a little force on the back of her head to hasten the process. Cassidy inhaled my aroma, her eyes becoming half-lidded, communicating how much she adored my scent. And then her long, pink tongue lashed at the intricate folds of my labia, wet with my lust.

“Yes, girl! Taste me! Don’t you love it?”

“Mhmmm,” was her muffled response.

“Eat my pussy, Cassidy! Lick my cunt!”

I was hot and slick between my legs as Cassidy probed me. When her tongue flicked my throbbing clit, I yelped.

“Ah, FUCK! It feels so good, baby! YES! YES!”

My little pet swirled her tongue over my bud aggressively, just the way she knew I liked it. Watching her pink tongue probe my dark lips and her wheat-colored hair against my dark skin and black pubic hair was sending me into ecstasy. As I neared the point of no return, I reached under my thick thighs and pulled them back, opening up my asshole for her. Cassidy knew exactly what I wanted. She ran her thumb in circular motions over my clit and moved her hot, wet tongue over the rosette of my asshole.

“Fuck my ass, girl! Fuck me with your tongue!”

Cassidy entered my butt, torching every nerve in my body. I bucked and writhed, groaning and moaning like a woman possessed. I watched in fascination as my legs began to tremble uncontrollably in her grasp. And then I exploded, creaming my young lover with a copious flow of liquid love.

“I’m cumming! OH! FUCK! I’m cumming!” I screamed.

Minutes passed as I floated in orgasmic ecstasy, the world suddenly shapeless and still. When her finger entered my ass and her tongue returned to my clit, I exploded again, nearly passing out from the sparks of pleasure firing through my core.

When I was sated and could stand little more, I grasped her hair firmly, pulling her up my frame. I kissed her, tasting myself on her lips, relishing in the exotic flavor of my sex.

“You make your mistress feel so good, baby. You are such a loving and dutiful pet, Cassidy.”

“Yes ma’am,” she cooed. “Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

I kissed her again before gently pushing her lovely body off of mine. Sitting up, I lifted the iced tea from the table and drained nearly all the contents. Cassidy stood, taking the glass from me with one hand before collecting her clothing in the other.

I stood as she turned toward the house and couldn’t resist giving her fine ass a hearty smack as she began strolling to the door. She gave out a little cry but kept walking, the red print left by my hand marking her as mine.
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After showering separately, Cassidy drove me in her late-model Mercedes—the one I’d given her earlier in the summer when I’d purchased a new one—to Riverbend Shopping Mall. We selected a new eatery we had yet to try called the Peachtree Grill. A cute, but chubby, young hostess greeted us as we walked through the door and led us to a secluded four-top table near a window overlooking a meticulously landscaped courtyard. After being seated, we surveyed our menus in silence until I spoke.

“What looks good, Cassidy?” I asked.

She studied the menu for another second or two before meeting my eyes.

“I think I’ll try the salmon salad with the low-fat Italian dressing, Ms. DeMarco,” she said.

I nodded. “Yes! I was eyeing that too. I believe I’ll have the same.”

We waited a few minutes before a young girl, apparently our waitress, scurried over to our table. Cassidy and I both looked up, taking her in, assessing her as we so often did with women we encountered. The first thing I noticed was her height. I stand about five-foot-eight and she was perhaps as tall, if not taller than I am. The girl was likely a year or two older than Cassidy and quite striking in a trampy sort of way. She wore snug, denim shorts, and a red-and-white checkered button-down rolled at the sleeves and tied in front, showing off a shiny navel ring. Gazing downward, I took note of the high-heeled black pumps, showcasing red hearts on the tops of her shoes. Her auburn locks were tied back with a bandana of sorts, the ringlets of hair cascading over the tops of her ample bosom. The girl’s face, while a little too made up, was both flirty and attractive. When she opened her mouth to speak, I noticed a red sphere on display from the stud centered in her tongue.

“What can I bring y’all to drink?” she asked.

“We will both have water with lemon,” I said. “And we will go ahead and order our meals as well since we have already decided.”

“Okay,” she drawled, sounding a little like a hick and a bit uneducated. “What can I get started for you?”

We placed our orders and she gathered the menus; I noticed a sundial tattooed on her wrist as she took them. When she turned to walk away, I followed her with my eyes, not at all surprised to see the top of a tramp stamp peeking out from her shorts. Cassidy and I both watched her sashay across the restaurant, shaking her fine backside as she went.

“Well, she’s quite a looker, no?” I asked my pet.

“She’s very attractive, ma’am,” Cassidy concurred.

“Hmm,” I said, stricken by the tall and trashy drink of water that had just taken our orders.

Cassidy looked at me, a little smile working at the corners of her mouth.

“I wonder if she’s on the menu,” I quipped.

Cassidy obliged me with a little chuckle before we both glanced at the approaching waitress who was carrying our beverages to the table.

“Here you are,” she said, placing two glasses of water on the table, lemon wedges dangling from the rims.

I nodded and glanced at her pale, creamy thighs. When I turned my gaze to Cassidy, I noticed she had done likewise. We watched her walk away again, but this time I focused on the exposed crease of her ass cheeks peeking from her skimpy shorts.

Within a few minutes, the waitress delivered our salads, and Cassidy and I both dug in greedily. Perhaps our noon-time activity had stoked our appetite. We ate mostly in silence, occasionally remarking on how yummy the salad was and how fresh the slices of salmon tasted. We were almost finished when we heard a little commotion near the servers’ station followed by the unmistakable sound of breaking glass. A hushed silence filled the restaurant for several seconds before an irate, male voice filled the void.

“That’s the final straw, Amelia! Your carelessness is going to make us go broke! You’re finished here.”

Within minutes, Cassidy and I watched as our former waitress dashed through the entrance, distraught and in tears. I took a final bite of my salad, sipped my water, and then dabbed at my mouth with the cloth napkin. The manager, presumably the one who’d lambasted our server, dropped the check off at our table and apologized for the disruption to our meal.

“I’m terribly sorry for what you witnessed, ladies. I’ve taken fifty percent off the bill to compensate for the poor service.”

I surveyed the man. I simply nodded, not bothering to tell him that there had been nothing wrong with the service. I saw no reason to defend the girl. I had no opinion on the matter since I’d had no clue regarding the history of her performance. I paid the bill, leaving an adequate tip, and Cassidy and I departed.

The air was a bit balmy as we stepped outdoors, but it was remarkably refreshing compared to the overly cool confines of the restaurant.

“Let’s walk the plaza, dear,” I said. “A little exercise after lunch is always welcome.”

Cassidy smiled but didn’t speak as we began a brisk stroll along the walkway. We had covered approximately half of the plaza—maybe a third of a mile, when I noticed our waitress sitting on a bench outside of a clothing and accessory store that catered to teenage girls—the kind that sold cheap earrings and bangles and awful-smelling body sprays. Our girl was slumped on a bench, head down, certainly moping and perhaps crying. I tapped Cassidy on the shoulder, and after a brief pause, we detoured toward the sniffling girl, approaching her from the side.

“Amelia?” I asked.

Ever so slowly, the girl looked up, her red eyes and wet cheeks confirming her distress. She met my gaze briefly before looking down again.

“Young lady! I am speaking to you! Look me in the eye!”

She raised her head again slowly. Her lips trembled and she began to wring her hands together compulsively. Sniffling and emitting a little cry but saying nothing, she only looked at me with a mixture of humiliation and fear. When she tried to lower her head again, I grasped her chin and tilted it up.

“Crying like a little baby will solve nothing. Pull yourself together and tell us what happened.”

We didn’t sit. Instead, we chose to tower over the slumping girl as she used the back of her hand to wipe tears from her cheek. She sniffled once more and nodded. I released her chin and waved my hand at her, encouraging the girl to talk.

“Larry is an ass!” she spewed. “I hated working for him, but I needed the job. I’m behind on my rent and my car is in the shop. I can’t even afford to pay for the repairs. I am so totally screwed.”

“What about your parents?” I asked.

She spouted a humorless laugh and shook her head.

“My mom struggles and we ain’t on the best of terms.”

“Your father?” I inquired.

She shook her head. “He ain’t around.”

Cassidy glanced at me, knowing I often winced at slang.

“What happened at the restaurant?”

“I dropped a tray of glasses as I had went to the kitchen.”

This time I did wince at her butchering of the English language. Cassidy gave me another rueful look, as she was very aware of my disdain for poor grammar. When I had collected myself, I spoke.

“But there were other incidents?” I inquired.

“Yeah,” she said softly, lowering her head again. “I guess I ain’t too good at being a waitress.”

“Surely you have talents,” I said.

She kept her head lowered and I looked again at her creamy thighs. She could certainly be categorized as trash, but there was something about her that was terribly alluring. I could see that Cassidy was similarly affected.

When she didn’t answer, I prodded.

“What else have you done?”

“Danced some,” she said softly.

I raised my eyebrows. “Oh?”

“I guess I ain’t good at much,” she pouted. “I mean…that life was hard.”

“How old are you, Amelia?” I asked.

“Twenty-one,” she answered.

I nodded. “Cassidy, please bring the car around. I’ll wait here.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said dutifully, turning foot and heading off to do my bidding.

“Young lady,” I began, addressing the waitress. “I’m willing to take a chance on you. I need some help in my home. We will see how you do for a few days. If you work out, you’ll have food and boarding provided for you. But I run a tight ship. I believe it’s time you learned to be accountable. I will help you do that, but I will expect things in return.”

A curious look crossed her face as she processed my words. Hurt and confusion filled her eyes, but there was also an undeniable curiosity that she was unable to conceal.

“You’re giving me a job?”

I raised my eyebrows. “I provide housing and food. In return, you will provide services to me and also to Cassidy. Should you displease either of us, you will be released. And of course, if you don’t like the arrangement we offer, you are free to return to your current circumstances.”

“What will I be doing?” she asked.

“Whatever Cassidy or I ask you to do, young lady. I’m betting you will find your new circumstances most agreeable.”

Cassidy wheeled the Mercedes into a nearby vacant spot.

“Let’s go, girl. Jump into the backseat. We have lots to do!”
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By the time we returned to my estate, it was after two in the afternoon.

“Show Amelia to the spare on the right side of the upstairs hallway, Cassidy,” I instructed. “Then meet me in the kitchen and I’ll go over the details of her arrangement with you.”

“I got to go by my house and get my clothes and a few things, lady,” Amelia said.

I raised my eyebrows and peered at her with more than a touch of hostility.

“First of all, girly, while you are in my home, you will address me as ma’am or Ms. DeMarco. Nothing else! Do I make myself perfectly clear?”

She suddenly seemed smaller, stricken by my tone.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” she said.

“Sorry what?” I asked.

“Sorry, Ms. DeMarco.”

I nodded. “What little clothing you will require while you are under my auspices, I will provide. You will start with a bath.” I clapped my hands. “Let’s get moving.”

She stared at me for a split second, like she was trying to decide whether to bolt my residence or acquiesce to my desires.

“Come, girl,” Cassidy said, gripping her forearm. “It’s bath time.”

Within minutes, I heard the water running upstairs. Shortly after, Cassidy entered the kitchen, a smile working the corners of her mouth.

“Amelia is bathing, ma’am,” she said. “How shall we be of service to you once she’s finished?”

I smiled at my special pet. I was suddenly horny for her again, and I could tell she was fighting similar urges. But it would have to wait.

“Once she’s out of the tub, examine her thoroughly, just as Dr. Peters showed you. Use the equipment he provided for the visual examination, and then use the test kits on her to ensure our safety. She’s been a stripper and she’s a bit trashy. We will take no chances. If there are any issues, I will provide her with a small stipend and release her. Otherwise, we will get busy shaping her into an accommodating servant.” I paused and gave my pet a severe look. “I have work to do now and so do you, Cassidy.”

Turning and heading to my terrace-level office, I glanced at my watch. When I reached the stairs, I spun 180 degrees and held up a finger.

“Present her to me in ninety minutes. Take no liberties with the girl on your own—however tempting that may be.”

Cassidy nodded and exited the kitchen, and I descended the stairs to complete some pesky paperwork. I was putting the finishing touches on a computer spreadsheet when I heard the pitter-patter of the girls moving down the steps. Amelia trailed Cassidy into the room. Our new addition was barefoot, wearing only a hot-pink robe, her hair fixed in pigtails, and looking simply mouth-watering. I licked my lips as I surveyed her, before cutting my eyes to Cassidy. Cassidy nodded and gave me a quick thumbs up, indicating that the girl had passed medical inspection. I felt my heart rate quicken at the prospects of debauching another young girl in my employ but managed to remain outwardly cool.

“You will have certain duties to fulfill, Amelia,” I said. “Starting tomorrow, Cassidy will supervise your orientation around my kitchen. You will be responsible for preparing breakfast for Cassidy and me every morning. We eat at 8:00 am. You will rise by seven and be in the kitchen no later than 7:30. When we arrive, coffee and juice should be awaiting us. Our menu varies, but you’ll learn all about that tomorrow. Once we complete breakfast, you will thoroughly clean the kitchen, including placing all dishes in the dishwasher. You will have free time between ten and eleven, and then you will prepare lunch. That meal shall be ready by noon. We will advise as to our dinner requirements each day, as they vary quite a bit. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said.

I smiled and Cassidy beamed. Clearly, my pet had impressed upon our new addition the importance of manners in the household.

“You look quite lovely in that robe, dear.”

I scrutinized her from head to toe, and she shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot, glancing briefly over her shoulder at a smiling Cassidy.

“So…did you wear silky robes like that when you danced?”

“Yes, sort of. They weren’t quite as nice as this one,” she responded.

I nodded as I stood. Walking to the other side of the room, I sprawled on my comfortable sofa. Cassidy had spun the girl around, moving her so that she was about ten feet away and facing me again as I absorbed her long, sinewy body.

“I bet you’re an excellent dancer,” I said.

She paused, glancing at Cassidy who grinned and gave the girl a slight nod.

“Yes, ma’am. I think so,” Amelia said nervously.

“I’d like to see you dance,” I said.

She paused. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Now!” I exclaimed.

Cassidy scurried across the room and found a station playing generic dance music. Normally, I disdained that sort of racket, but it suited the current situation just fine.

Amelia began to sway and I cut her off, waving my finger in the air.

“Oh, no, no!” I admonished.

She looked at me uncertainly.

“Take off the robe, young lady!”

She hesitated, but Cassidy intervened, reaching around Amelia’s lithe body and plucking at the silk tie acting as a belt. The robe fell open, exposing the girl’s heaving breasts and hairless pussy. Cassidy pulled the robe from our performer’s body and draped it over her arm. Amelia stood before me now, butt-naked. To her credit, she didn’t try to cover up, but her eyes were as big as saucers.

“Well!” I exclaimed. “Don’t just stand there like a wooden Indian, dance for us!”

Amelia started off tentatively, but once she got her mojo working, she began to relax, even seeming to enjoy performing for us. She flitted about, shaking her ass and bouncing her tits, mesmerizing both Cassidy and me. My pussy moistened and I felt a bead of perspiration forming on my brow. Amelia’s ass was beautifully shaped, much like Cassidy’s but on a slightly larger scale, commensurate with her height. Jugs were a better description for her breasts than tits were. Brown areolas that formed perfect circles the size of a sand dollar anchored thick and turgid nipples. She danced for nearly ten minutes, and as the third song came to an end, I nodded to Cassidy who hustled over to the sound system, silencing the music.

“That was quite a performance, girl! I thoroughly enjoyed it!”

Amelia smiled, showing good teeth as I applauded her dance routine.

“Thank you, ma’am,” she said, appearing sincerely gracious at my compliment.

“You are deserving of a reward, I think. Problem is, girl, you are also deserving of punishment.”

Amelia’s smile wavered. “Punishment, ma’am?”

I nodded. “Yes! Your impertinence from earlier, along with your poor grammar, cannot be overlooked. But I’ll let you decide. Would you like your reward or your punishment first?”

“What is my reward…and what is my punishment, Ms. DeMarco?”

I shook my head. “One more question from you and we will forego the reward. Now answer me! Reward or punishment first?”

She looked dazed, like a little girl who’d had her doll taken from her by a bully. I reveled in her discomfort. Finally, she spoke.

“Reward,” she whispered.

“Cassidy!” I barked.

“Yes, Ms. DeMarco?”

“Bring Amelia to the loveseat,” I said, pointing to the vacant piece of furniture across from where I reclined.

Cassidy took Amelia by the arm and gently pushed her into the cushiony leather.

“Your reward is an orgasm, young lady. Cassidy, disrobe and eat Amelia’s pussy!”

Cassidy stripped her clothing faster than a bolt of lightning, but I was watching the expression of our new addition. Confusion covered her face as she looked between her two mistresses.

“But…I…uh,” Amelia stammered.

“Have you ever had a girl lick your hot, little cunt, Amelia?” I chided. “I promise, when Cassidy has finished with you, you’ll feel like you got more than a reward. You’ll have won the grand prize.”

The girl had little time to answer, question, or protest further. Cassidy quickly knelt in front of her, spreading her legs and pushing the backs of her thighs up and into the air. I maneuvered to an appropriate angle, giving me the best possible view of the episode of the cunnilingus about to commence. Cassidy dove in, working from the side a little so I could see her long, wet tongue working the pinkish, ruby-red lips of the former waitress. Amelia gasped and squeaked when Cassidy offered a quick flick to her clit, and a goofy smile covered the tall girl’s face. She brought her right hand up to caress a huge globe, as the other rested gently on Cassidy’s beautiful blonde mane.

“Lick her pussy, Cassidy. Suck her cunt!” I cheered.

“Oh, GOD! What is happening?” cried Amelia, as Cassidy devoured her sex.

Amelia’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she groaned and moaned as my little pet lashed at her wet pussy. Cassidy’s head began bobbing up and down, and I knew if this technique worked half as well on Amelia as it did on me, she would soon be in orbit.

Amelia began to writhe and pant, exhaling through her mouth in breathy tones like she was hyperventilating. When she stiffened and bucked, I knew she was close. Cassidy was attacking Amelia’s pussy with great enthusiasm now, causing my panties to soak with my own frothy nectar. Nothing turned me on more than watching an impassioned girl lick another to climax. It took great restraint on my part not to join the frolicking girls on the loveseat.

Amelia cried out and her legs began to tremble.

“Oh, FUCK!” she bellowed. “OH! MY! GAWD!!!!”

A steady tremor rocked her body as she soaked Cassidy’s face with her cum. My pet continued her assault, driving the waitress into sheer and utter ecstasy. Amelia screamed for mercy, but Cassidy stayed with her until I instructed her to release the girl from her tortured bliss.

“Come, Cassidy,” I said. “Let her recover.”

Cassidy moved to my side and I bent down and kissed her, tasting the delicious production of the nearly comatose girl on the loveseat.

After a few moments, I pulled back.

“She’s delicious,” I said. “I can hardly wait to sample her myself.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Cassidy cooed. “She is quite tasty.”

We lay back, Cassidy with her head on my chest as we watched Amelia slowly recover. Nearly five minutes passed before she opened her eyes and blinked at us in confusion. I stood, once again taking charge.

“And now for your punishment,” I said.
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“Amelia,” I stated. “Whenever you displease me, you must receive corporal punishment. Do you understand and accept what I must do, young lady?”

She groaned, still reeling from Cassidy’s oral manipulation of her sex.

Slowly, she nodded. “Yes, Ms. DeMarco. I understand and accept what must be done.”

“Good!” I snapped my fingers and Cassidy popped up from the sofa, now standing naked before me. “Fetch Angus from my drawer,” I said, pointing toward my desk across the room.

While Cassidy hastened to procure my favorite flogger, I stood and stepped purposefully to the loveseat.

“I want you on your knees, girl, with your elbows on the back of the cushion.”

She hesitated and I raised my voice. “Now!” I hollered.

Amelia scrambled into position, her long legs hanging over the seat cushion at her ankles and her elbows resting on top of the loveseat, facing behind it.

Examining her fine rump, I scanned upward, scrutinizing her trashy tramp stamp. A butterfly was centered between loopy designs on either side. The loops looked a little bit like chains. I was no tattoo expert; I had never once considered marring my body with one, but it suited this girl, and the ink appeared to be high quality. I found it most alluring and oddly fascinating. Reaching down, I ran a long fingernail over the surface of her printed backside, eliciting a pronounced shiver from the girl.

Presently, Cassidy returned with the black flogger in her dainty hands and a wicked smile on her face. She handed the flogger to me and took a step back, folding her hands behind her, awaiting further instructions.

“Go around the back of the sofa, Cassidy and hold her arms in place.”

While Cassidy moved, I set the flogger on the coffee table behind me and began removing my own clothing. When I was completely naked, I picked up Angus and swirled it in the air a few times. Then I brought the black leather tendrils down forcefully onto Amelia’s backside, striking her right cheek with vigor. She jumped and yelped, giving me a wave of satisfaction that my strike had affected her with the intended result. A line of crimson streaks flared across her sumptuous fanny, furthering my surging desire to tame this fine specimen of female flesh. Bringing the flogger across my body, I backhanded the waitress, leaving a trail of red on her other cheek.

“Turn around girl. Look at me.”

She gasped when she saw my naked body, her teary eyes roaming my dark skin and the darker garden between my legs. When her eyes settled on my large breasts, I laughed.

“Do you like what you see, girl?”

She nodded. “You are a very beautiful woman, Ms. DeMarco.”

I cackled and struck her again on the right cheek and quickly again on the left. Her entire ass was now a fiery red, stoking the flame brewing in my pussy. I glanced at her face, still turned toward me. Tears were leaking from her eyes now, little rivers running down her cheeks. While I enjoyed spanking Amelia’s young flesh, I had no intention of harming her or causing any real damage. Besides, other ideas were churning through my dirty mind.

“I think you’ve learned your lesson girl. Your punishment is complete. But I am enjoying this view. Stay in this position until I instruct you otherwise, young lady!”

“Yes, ma’am,” she pouted. “I promise to be good now.”

I placed the flogger on the coffee table before sitting next to Amelia, my face almost touching her torched bottom.

“Cassidy!”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said.

“Return Angus to my drawer and bring Proud Richard.”

“Yes, Ms. DeMarco. Right away!”

Cassidy hustled across the room while I sat with Amelia. I ran a hand over her smooth, red ass, still on fire from my lashings. I leaned in close, now only inches from her sex. I could smell her desire, and when I ran my fingers between her legs, I was greeted by her hot, slick lust. Amelia’s gooey nectar coated her slit, and she moaned audibly when I ran two long fingers inside of her. Her sticky box was smooth and hot, sloshing with her cum as I invaded and explored.

“You like my fingers in your pussy, don’t you, Amelia?”

“Oh, God! Yes, Ms. DeMarco. It feels so good!”

She was panting again, and her musky aroma was making me want to taste her. Wedging my face between her hot cheeks, I probed her pussy with my tongue. A salty sweetness danced on my palate, as I devoured her wet cunt. Her moans filled the room as I licked and nibbled at her labia, dripping with her desire. I brought my hand up, using my thumb to toy with her clit as I ran a finger inside her once again.

“Did you enjoy it when Cassidy licked your sweet, little pussy, girl? Do you like it when other girls play with your cunt?”

“Please,” she begged. “Yes, fuck me!”

I removed my fingers from her soaking snatch and she groaned with need as I did. I stood and smacked her gently on the butt.

“Up, girly. Move your ass.”

She stood, confusion covering her face. I grabbed her arm firmly and brought her to a thick rug on the floor.

“Lie down on your back,” I instructed. “When you want to cum, you have to earn it. Are you willing to earn it?”

“Yes!” she cried.

I stroked her face as I knelt beside her on the rug.

“Good, darling,” I said sweetly. “Very good.”

I glanced at Cassidy and beckoned her over. She carried the ten-inch strap-on dildo we had used on each other so many times during the summer. It was our favorite toy—thick and chunky, long and ribbed.

“Have you ever eaten a pussy, Amelia? Tasted another woman?”

She shook her head, fear dancing in her eyes. But there was something else there too. It was lust and desire and curiosity.

“Cassidy and I will make your pussy sing, young lady, but you will do the same for us. Do you understand me?”

She nodded and I straddled her body. I could feel my dewy lips aching for her touch now, and I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer.

I moved up her frame slowly. When my dark curls brushed her chin, her eyes glazed. And then I moved my pussy onto her mouth, burying her nose in my pubic hair.

“Lick my pussy, girl! Taste me! NOW!”

Her tongue found my lips and parted them. A muffled moan escaped from below and a louder cry of lust spewed from my mouth.

“Oh, girl! Are you sure you’ve never done this? Mhmmm, yes!” I encouraged.

She lapped at my pussy for several moments, exploring her newly found interest before flicking my clit with her tongue. I arched backward momentarily before thrusting forward and grinding my gooey twat on her face. I grabbed a pigtail in each hand and pulled her roughly into my sex.

“Lick that pussy, girl. Eat my cunt! OH! FUCK! YES!”

She established a rhythm like she was an old pro rather than a beginner, and I humped back and forth over her face, yanking her pigtails even harder. I could sense the approaching orgasm in the distance, like a raging bull rampaging across a meadow.

“Cassidy,” I breathed. “Fuck this girl with Proud Richard. Fuck her cunt!”

My pet disappeared behind me as I tugged on Amelia’s hair as if she were a rag doll. Just as my ears registered a wet slurping noise in back of me, Amelia stopped licking my pussy and a muffled groan emerged from beneath me. I pulled her hair viciously.

“Lick my pussy, girl! Don’t stop or I’ll have Cassidy withdraw. You are here to serve me!”

She began licking my cunt again, resuming the rhythm she’d developed before.

“Yes, girl,” I breathed. “Fuck your mistress with that hot tongue of yours.”

Something was uniquely enticing about her tongue laps, and I focused in on the firm contact manipulating my clit. That’s when I remembered the tongue stud I witnessed in the restaurant. It felt wonderful on my sex.

“Keep it up, girl! Make me cum; then you’ll have your turn!”

My breathing quickened as her assault accelerated on my twat. Warmth spread through my core and a tingling radiated down my thighs and up my belly.

“YES! YES!” I screeched.

I was humping Amelia’s face roughly and using her pigtails to pull her forcefully into my aching quim. And then the dam burst. I cried out as I climaxed, soaking my new girl with my hot juice. Gyrating in circles over Amelia’s face now, my orgasm segued into another, and then a third, like waves in the ocean, building, cresting, and breaking toward the shore. When I could take no more, I slumped forward, barely noticing her drenched and abraded face below. Amelia arched her back, her breasts meeting my fanny and bumping me forward. I managed to spin off of her and turn 180 degrees in one motion, and what I saw was a sight to behold.

Cassidy had her arms under the waitress’s legs, pushing them into the air. Proud Richard was strapped to my pet’s petite body, the large and vulgar appendage working in and out of the new girl’s cunt, spreading her to the hilt, driving into her with rapid thrusts. Amelia began pounding her fisted hands on the floor, unable to control the raging desire rushing through her body. Her movements were odd, her mumblings incoherent, and her cum face a mask of anguished ecstasy.

Her engorged clit rocked with Cassidy’s pounding of her flesh. I suddenly wanted to sample her, to taste her, to thrill her with my tongue. I slithered down her body, kissing her large tits as I went. I relieved Cassidy of one of the waitress’s legs, allowing my pet to use both of her arms to manipulate the other. When I reached Amelia’s pussy, I used my index and middle fingers to spread her pretty pink hood, totally exposing her throbbing clit. I dove in, running the tip of my tongue over her bud as Cassidy drove the dildo deep within her. Amelia’s cream was coating the phallus, and rivers of her cum ran from her dripping slit downward into her asshole. I got a finger from my other hand inside Amelia’s puckered hole, once again causing her to buck and arch.

“Aaahhh! Ooohhh! GAWD!” cried the lanky girl. “I’m cumming! FUCK! YES! YES! YES!”

Cassidy and I continued to torment Amelia’s pussy with vigor as she screamed in ecstasy. I popped my head up, not relinquishing the assault on her clit, but instead using my fingers in place of my tongue as I continued to probe her asshole. The girl’s eyes rolled back in her head as she shook and quivered like a woman possessed by the most diabolical of demons.

Girly jizz was spraying from Amelia’s pussy, soaking Cassidy’s tummy and chest. I dove back in, tasting the sweet nectar of the girl who only hours ago was crying on a bench at the Riverbend Shopping Mall. Amelia was darn near convulsing now. She found my head with her hand, trying to push me off of her. I grabbed her wrist firmly and spoke through the sampling of her gushes.

“I’ll decide when we are finished, girl. Take it! Take what we dish out!”

I tortured her pussy and ass for another thirty seconds or so, and then I withdrew, directing Cassidy to do the same.

I smiled as Amelia rattled like a drunk in detox, writhing and gasping on my thick shag rug. She was practically catatonic, but I wasn’t quite finished with her.

“Come around here, Cassidy,” I said, pointing her to the position I desired. “Let her suck her spunk off Proud Richard.”

Cassidy squealed with delight, an anomaly for the somewhat reticent young girl. She darted toward Amelia’s head and knelt over her, Proud Richard dangling on Amelia’s chin.

“Suck your cum, girl,” Cassidy hissed, delighting me to no end. “Lick it! Eat your jizz!”

Cassidy forced the schlong into Amelia’s mouth, causing the girl’s eyes to go wide. I chewed my lip for a few seconds before having Cassidy remove Proud Richard.

“Let’s not choke the poor girl. I have a better idea. She can lick it from tip to base.”

I chuckled, and so did Cassidy.

“We always clean our toys after we play, young lady. Now lick it clean! Taste yourself!” I laughed again. “Trust me, girl! You are quite tasty!”

Amelia followed my instructions, relieved to be able to breathe again. She gradually took to the task, and by the time she’d completely covered the surface of Proud Richard, I could tell that she was into it.

“That’s right, honey,” I said, taking on a sweet tone and brushing the sweaty strands of hair from her face. “Lick it clean.”

When she had completed cleaning Proud Richard, I stood and smiled. Stepping into my thong, I assessed the two young girls on the floor.

“Bathe her, Cassidy, and then let her sleep. In the morning, bring her to me.”
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We arose early in the DeMarco household, usually getting in a vigorous workout before starting the day. My alarm normally jangled at 6:30, but this morning I was up a little before then. With a new girl in tow, we would skip our exercise program for the day—we had more urgent matters to attend to. By 6:50, I had completed my morning hygiene and was lounging naked on my daybed when Cassidy knocked on my door.

“Come in,” I instructed.

The door swung open and Cassidy led Amelia into my chambers. The former waitress was on all fours and naked, except for a thick black collar sporting silver studs secured around her neck. Cassidy wore no clothing either and held the lead attached to the collar.

“I trust you girls slept well,” I smiled. “We had quite an active day yesterday. I’m sure you were exhausted.”

“Yes, ma’am,” both girls chortled in harmony.

“But now you are rested,” I said, more of a statement than a question.

They both looked at me, Cassidy with a little smile, but neither spoke.

“Excellent!”

I surveyed the two naked girls and marveled again at my fortunate situation. I adored young pussy. And here I was, starting my day with two stunning girls at my disposal. My vagina was wet just thinking about the debauchery I had in mind for our early-morning playtime.

“Did you enjoy it when Cassidy sucked and licked your pretty pussy yesterday, Amelia?” I asked, repeating my question from the day before.

“Yes, ma’am,” she said quietly, a red hue rising in her cheeks.

“Have you thanked her adequately for giving you such glorious orgasms?”

“No, ma’am. I guess I haven’t.” She turned and looked at Cassidy. “Thank you, Cassidy.”

I laughed. “Well, that’s very sweet, but not exactly what I had in mind. I think you should do for Cassidy what she did for you. I’d like to watch you eat her pussy…make her cum. I think now would be a perfect time.”

Cassidy tugged on the leash and brought her new pet to the space on the floor in front of the daybed.

“Kneel in front of the bed, girl,” Cassidy instructed.

Amelia sat on her knees and waited for further instructions.

I nodded. “It seems that you have trained your plaything quite well. Was she hard to break?”

Cassidy smiled and shook her head. “No, ma’am. She is most accommodating.”

I nodded. “Good! Excellent!”

I patted the bed, indicating that I wanted Cassidy to settle between my legs, her back to me so that I could watch the upcoming performance. She lay back against me and moaned when I gently plucked her stiff nipples. Her young, soft flesh against mine felt heavenly. I kissed her neck and ears before twisting her head into a position where I could reach her lips. Soon our tongues tangled and we momentarily lost ourselves in a passionate embrace. When I released her, I noticed Amelia still kneeling in front of us. I smiled at our new toy.

“Isn’t her furry, blonde snatch a thing of beauty, Amelia? Mouth-watering, no?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she answered. “It is lovely.”

“Yes, girl. It is most lovely. I expect you to take excellent care of it.” I paused for effect. “Now, young lady, you should ask Miss Cassidy if you may have the pleasure and privilege of placing your mouth on her delicious pussy.”

She nodded. “Miss Cassidy, may I eat your delicious pussy?”

Cassidy tugged the lead firmly, placing the girl’s face only inches from her steaming twat.

“Yes, girl. Lick it! Eat it! Taste it! NOW!”

With that, my blonde goddess yanked the lead firmly, causing Amelia’s face to disappear into Cassidy’s golden thatch. My pet let out a little moan of approval as Amelia’s pink tongue roamed her sex.

I gently tweaked Cassidy’s nipples as she lay her head back onto my breasts. Her eyes closed slightly and she bit at her lower lip.

“Mhmmm,” she moaned. “God, yes! It feels so good.”

Cassidy placed a hand on the back of the waitress’s head and began gyrating her hips in unison with the tongue probing her wet box. Meanwhile, I again positioned Cassidy so that I could run my hot tongue inside her mouth.

Every so often, I would feel little tremors surging through Cassidy’s body as the face between her legs worked her over. It wasn’t long before her moans became more pronounced, increasing in volume and frequency. Wet sloshing noises below got my attention, and I focused on those auburn pigtails bouncing on Cassidy’s thighs before centering my gaze on the honey pot. I couldn’t help but shiver when Amelia’s studded tongue slowly navigated through Cassidy’s pink flesh, wet and slick with girly jizz.

“Yes, young lady, just like that. Suck her pussy!”

I was delighted to see the enthusiasm with which Amelia was devouring her mistress’s cunt, and it was obvious that Cassidy was equally delighted with the tongue probing her sensitive quim.

Cassidy began to stiffen and the trembling in her body became a constant hum.

“Keep it up, girl! You are pleasing your mistress. You’re going to make her cum. Perhaps we’ve found something you are not only good at, but very good at.”

Amelia seemed emboldened by my comments. Maybe she could add expert pussy licker to her resume!

“Ooohhh, fuck!” cried Cassidy. “Yeeeessssss! Aaahh!”

I rubbed and rolled my pet’s turgid nipples more forcefully now, pinching and pulling them as she writhed in my grasp. Then Cassidy began to buck and grind against Amelia’s face, now coated with gooey girl cream. I watched in fascination as the waitress sucked Cassidy’s clit into her mouth just as my pet’s arms shot out to the side, gripping the duvet on my daybed. Then Cassidy screamed bloody murder as she thrashed and rocked in my arms, her cum face twisted in ecstasy as she submitted to the tongue-lashings between her thighs.

When she could take no more, Cassidy yanked the lead, roughly pulling Amelia’s face from her overheated pussy. Placing a hand on my pet’s chest, I could feel her heart racing. Her balmy skin was hot and slick, and I stroked her lovingly as she recovered. When she caught her breath, I pushed her up gently, anxious to have my own needs met.

“That was quite a performance, ladies. Your demonstration was a wonderful way to begin the day. I think I’d enjoy it very much if both of you served me now. One of you shall lick my ass while the other sucks my cunt.” I snapped my fingers. “Get busy girls!”

I reclined on my daybed, pulling at the backs of my thighs, lifting my legs into the air. Cassidy pounced, running her tongue through the corrugated, dark flesh of my labia. Amelia, her face still wet with Cassidy’s liquid love, wedged between my legs a little to the side of Cassidy and found my puckered rosette.

“Squeeze my tits,” I roared, and Cassidy got both hands on my fleshy mounds.

My blonde pet was lost in her task now, eagerly lapping at my sex, flicking her tongue over my clit between intervals of sucking and lapping at my dark petals. The sensation of these girls devouring me was heavenly, but I needed more.

“Get that tongue deep in my ass, young lady,” I admonished the auburn-haired girl licking my butt. “Fuck my hole!”

When she did as I instructed, bolts of electric current soared through my body. Cassidy released one of my tits in favor of getting two fingers inside my soaking box. When she drummed my G-spot, mad paroxysms of lust raced through my core, causing me to thrash and spasm in the grasp of these two horny and nubile girls servicing their mistress.

“Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” I bellowed as I approached the inevitable tide of pleasure spinning uncontrollably through my loins. “Yes! Eat my pussy! Fuck my ass!”

The girls were in high gear now, accelerating down the golden highway of Sapphic bliss—pedal to the metal. My screams bounced and echoed off the walls as the first wave of orgasm thundered through my body. Cassidy’s tongue on my clit along with her fingers toying with the sensitive nerves inside was enough to send me over the edge, but the tongue wickedly probing my third input, firing all nerve endings, sent me in orbit. I sprayed a hot stream of girl cum, soaking my pet and drenching the girl below too, drowning them in my love juice. The pleasure was almost more than I could take, but as the second wave approached, I bucked and thrust like a woman possessed. Another geyser shot from my quivering chasm, creating a human fountain for my girls to frolic in, like children at a water park. Then I could take no more. Trembling, I pushed them away. Cassidy folded herself in my arms, kissing my face and neck until she found my lips, offering me a sample of my copious output. Amelia worked her way up and curled in behind Cassidy, making a scrumptious sandwich of my fair-haired pet.

We lay for some time in this position, stroking and petting each other. Finally, I untangled from the love nest on my daybed, standing and addressing the girls.

“Cassidy, take your plaything and get cleaned up quickly. I expect breakfast in short order. When the dishes are done, return here and clean up this mess.” I waved my hand at the soaked bed sheets, indicating my desires.

I clapped my hands. “Get moving, girls!”
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Breakfast was uneventful, which was a good thing. I was still buzzing from the early-morning shenanigans in my chambers. Cassidy showed Amelia around the kitchen, explaining how I liked my bagel prepared—lightly toasted with only a smattering of margarine—which glasses I preferred for my juice, and how to fix my coffee with just a dash of cream.

I watched the girls prance around my kitchen while I ate. Cassidy wore skimpy, yellow shorts, her lovely ass peeking from the hem, along with a tight, black tank top. White Vans covered her delicate feet. Amelia, on the other hand, wore only an apron, barely concealing her huge tits, and allowing me a terrific view of her beautifully shaped tramp-stamped ass. Admiring her, I smiled at how well the situation had worked out so far. She would be a lovely addition to the growing stable of young girls I was possessing.

Nadine, the voluptuous redhead who did not live in my home, arrived shortly before nine. She had only worked until one o’clock the previous day, so she had yet to encounter Amelia.

“Nadine,” I said. “Please make sure the main level is pristine this morning. We have guests arriving in the afternoon.”

I had a business meeting with a couple of buyers of my apparel line, and I wanted to be a most accommodating host. Little tricks I kept up my sleeve usually persuaded the two thirtyish women to close the deal—often a very lucrative deal.

“Yes, Ms. DeMarco. I’ll get started right away,” she said, cutting her eyes toward Amelia.

I marveled at their contrast. Amelia was tall and sinewy and Nadine was borderline chubby in an extremely sexy way. Short and curvy, lightly freckled, with almost comically large boobs and a big ass, she was a juicy specimen indeed!

I didn’t bother with introductions. “Well, girl,” I said. “Move along. There’s work to be done!”

Nadine took another long glance at the nearly naked Amelia before heading off to perform her cleaning.

“Clean up the kitchen Amelia,” I said. “I want it spotless.”

“Yes, Ms. DeMarco,” she said. “Right away, ma’am.”

“Cassidy, see to Amelia and then join me on the terrace level,” I instructed. “We have a busy day ahead.”

I spent the next several hours in my office, working deals and preparing for our afternoon guests. Cassidy split time between helping me in my office and seeing to Amelia and Nadine. She performed well, but I could tell she was daydreaming a bit, fantasizing about how she might debauch Amelia and Nadine first chance she got. Little did she know that I had plans for her along those lines.

By 1 p.m., all my girls had completed their duties, cleaned themselves properly, and were ready for our afternoon meet with my two favorite clients.

The twins arrived shortly before two. They weren’t twins or even sisters, but they looked so similar and were such an inseparable pair, that they had earned the title. Both blonde, curvy, and voluptuous, they had a sexual appetite rivaling mine. They adored Cassidy, and I thought a special show involving all three of my girls might tip the scales in my favor for a large sale of my special clothing line. As I looked over the bevy of beautiful young women in my service, I felt my prospects worthy of optimism. Earlier in the summer, a little entertainment package involving my petite, blonde pet had helped procure a rather lucrative sale for me.

I escorted the twins into the spacious living room and got them comfortable. As usual, they were dressed in startling polarity. Bella wore a bright, blue top with white shorts and Sammy sported a white top with blue shorts. I couldn’t help admire their tanned and shapely legs and the large breasts straining against their tops as they settled on the sofa.

“I have some new treats for you ladies,” I chirped.

“Oh, Constance,” said Bella. “Sammy and I sure do love treats!”

The women, sitting in proximity to each other, clasped hands and giggled. I picked up a bell from the coffee table and rang it. Amelia came through the door first, wearing a new and clean apron and nothing else. She was followed by Nadine, who was wearing a fresh and very provocative maid’s uniform. It concealed little of her ripe and curvaceous body, and the twins raised their eyebrows in unison at the girls who had yet to entertain them. But it was Cassidy who caused the twins to nearly drool. It had been several weeks since they’d had an encounter with her, and one could almost smell the desire wafting off the two horny women as my blonde pet sauntered into the room.

Cassidy wore black fishnet thigh-high stockings and black pumps. A delicate purse matching the color of her shoes was draped over her bare chest and the blonde bush the twins adored so much glimmered in the ambient light. The twins, still holding hands, used their free hands to dramatically cover their gasping mouths as both of their eyes darted to Cassidy’s pussy.

“Oh, Bella,” Sammy cooed. “Will you look at that scoop of vanilla ice cream between her legs?”

Bella bent her head to the side and shook with glee. “It has a cherry on top too, Sammy! We are in for a treat!”

“Yes!” Sammy exclaimed. “I think we are looking at a delicious slice of split-leg-pie!”

The ladies cackled at their clever use of metaphor and showered the girls with lewd looks. Then their eyes simultaneously noticed the item in Cassidy’s hand as she brought it from behind her back. The riding crop she produced was black, matching the color of her limited apparel.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Cassidy stated. She pointed to the iced-tea sitting on the coffee table. “May one of the girls pour you a cool drink?”

“That would be lovely,” Sammy giggled.

“We are a bit overheated all of a sudden,” Bella added.

Cassidy brought the business end of the riding crop down on Amelia’s ass, the hearty smack echoing in the large room.

“Don’t just stand there, Amelia, pour these lovely women a cool drink.”

Amelia hopped upon being struck, releasing a little cry that seemed to please the audience. With trembling hands, she managed to parcel out two glasses without spilling any. The twins sipped their beverages, waiting for the show to continue. That’s when Cassidy spun and popped Nadine hard on her bulky backside, causing the chunky girl to squeal.

“Down on all fours, Nadine, ass facing the twins!”

Nadine quickly complied, eliciting a grin from both Bella and Sammy as they admired the crimson line across the maid’s big butt. Cassidy straddled Nadine’s wide fanny, sitting on her bulbous rump. The maid wore no panties beneath her outfit, and the twins got an eyeful of her meaty, ruby-red lips with a backdrop of her vibrant red bush.

“Oh, Sammy! We are having strawberry ice cream too!” Bella screeched.

Sammy waved her hands in the air. “Love, love, love it!” she cackled.

Cassidy leaned the riding crop against Nadine and plunged into her little black purse, removing a glass butt plug and some lube. She slathered up the plug and inserted it slowly into Nadine’s asshole, producing a loud gasp from the maid. Once she had it in place, she moved down and pulled the redhead’s labia apart, exposing the slick insides of her cunt. Cassidy used two fingers to enter her, slicking up her fingers with Nadine’s gooey lust. Then Cassidy stood, grabbed the crop with her dry hand, and popped Nadine with a wicked strike to her ass.

“Would either of you ladies care for a sample of our delicious redhead?”

The twins nodded simultaneously, and Cassidy approached them. The twins took turns licking Nadine’s lust from Cassidy’s fingers, both dreamily savoring her flavor.

“Oh, Cassidy!” Bella squealed. “Now I’m hot in the bother!”

“Me too, Cassidy!” Sammy cried. “Can we have more?”

“Perhaps Amelia can be of service to you while you feast your eyes and mouths on Nadine.”

The twins both gazed lustily at Amelia, and once again, Cassidy popped Amelia hard on the ass with the riding crop.

“Get to work, girl! You have two beautiful pussies to eat.”

The twins stripped in a heartbeat, as Amelia knelt directly between the two women. Cassidy reached into the purse again, producing a whistle with a black rope attached, which she looped around her neck.

“Start on the left with Bella,” Cassidy roared. “Lick her pussy!”

Amelia dove in and Bella lifted her legs, providing our new addition with easy access to the hairless wet vagina in her face. We all watched fascinated as Amelia licked Bella. And then Cassidy blew the whistle. When Amelia didn’t respond, Cassidy hit her flush on the fanny with the riding crop.

“Switch to Sammy, girl! Don’t make that mistake again!”

Amelia scurried between Sammy’s thighs and began lapping at the other twin’s pink petals, slurping at her wet cunt and sending Sammy into orbit.

“OH! FUCK!” Sammy bellowed. “She’s amazing.”

Meanwhile, Cassidy had returned to Nadine, driving three fingers into her sloppy cunt. Then my pet skipped over to Bella, holding her fingers out for her to taste the maid.

Cassidy blew the whistle again and this time Amelia moved immediately. Bella moaned as her pussy was once again attended to, while Sammy groaned in frustration. That’s when Cassidy turned and struck Nadine with a wicked lashing across her butt.

“Sammy needs attention, girl. Get over there and service her!”

The big girl moved with surprising speed and had her tongue on Sammy’s pussy in a flash.

“OH! YES!” Sammy chortled. “Lick my pussy, Nadine!”

Sammy grabbed the chunky redhead by the hair and ground her pussy into her face. Meanwhile, Bella had thrown her head back as Amelia worked her over with the studded tongue.

“OH! GIRL!” she exclaimed. “Who taught you to eat pussy?”

Amelia took it as a rhetorical question and didn’t answer, so Cassidy popped her ass with a wicked strike.

“Answer our guest, Amelia!”

The tall auburn-haired girl pulled back and spoke.

“Cassidy and Ms. DeMarco taught me, ma’am.”

“Mhmmm,” replied Bella.

I watched as Cassidy mounted Nadine like a horse, smacking her ass with her bare hand this time. Then she reached around and got three fingers inside the maid’s pussy. Cassidy offered her dripping fingers to Sammy, who sucked greedily at Cassidy’s digits.

“God, she tastes good. I want to watch you eat her, Cassidy, while she sucks my pussy.”

My pet dismounted and moved in behind Nadine. Pushing on the butt plug with her hand, Cassidy plunged her face into Nadine’s dripping red forest, popping the girl’s big ass every so often, reddening her pale backside with the strikes.

I surveyed the spectacle in front of me. It was my intention to play hostess for the twins, but my pussy was a soggy mess and craving attention. But all three of my girls were busy entertaining my important clients, and I didn’t want to be a distraction. Nevertheless, watching my pet and her two subordinates eating out the twins was driving me insane with lust. I steeled myself and kept my composure as I continued to watch the wild performance in my living room.

Turning my attention to Bella, who was panting loudly as Amelia was working over her fiery quim, I realized she would be the first twin to succumb to orgasm. Bucking and writhing from the burgeoning prowess of our newest cunt licker, Bella was crying out, gripping the sofa cushions, and gritting her sparkling white teeth in agonized ecstasy. She began humping Amelia’s face, and with a feral roar and trembling body, released herself to the torrential Sapphic lust whipping through her core.

“Aaahhh! Ooohhh! FUUUUCCCCKKK!” she bellowed, soaking Amelia’s face with her cum.

Bella drifted for a few moments before popping Amelia on the top of her head several times and pushing the girl from her crotch. Then she leaned back, grinning diabolically, eyes half mast, and kneading her big tits, which she had cupped—one in each hand.

A loud and shrill cry diverted my attention from Bella. Sammy was rolling her head to and fro in sheer ecstasy now as Nadine lapped like a thirsty dog at her steaming snatch. When I panned down to where Cassidy was stationed behind Nadine, my eyes widened. My pet had her entire fist inside of Nadine’s pussy, working the girl over vigorously as my plump maid sucked at Sammy’s cunt. Sammy had both hands on Nadine’s head, gripping so tightly I could see the white of her knuckles bulging through her tanned hands. Then she started to scream.

“HOLY FUCK! YES! YES! YES! EEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

Sammy’s cum face was both erotic and comical, a twisting mask of bliss and wanton glee. As she was in the throes of orgasm, Cassidy used her free hand to smack Nadine’s big fanny, admonishing her to not let up.

“Suck her cunt,” my sweet and demure pet screamed. “Eat that pussy, girl!”

Sammy, gripped by the mad paroxysms of her lust, slid down on the sofa, her butt hanging halfway off the cushion. She shifted and bucked like a cowboy in a rodeo, but Nadine used her bulk to keep her from falling off the edge, finishing Sammy off with the final assault on her abused pussy.

Nadine was gasping herself now, approaching the point of no return from Cassidy’s handy thrusts to her violated cunt. But as Nadine neared the turning point, Cassidy withdrew, making an audible pop from vacating Nadine’s wet hole.

“You want to cum, girl?” Cassidy spewed.

“Please, Miss Cassidy! Please!”

Cassidy turned and found Amelia, whose abraded cheeks were still wet with Bella’s girl spunk.

“You two. Get into the sixty-nine position.”

Cassidy needn’t ask twice. Amelia slid onto her back and Nadine stationed her big ass over the waitress’s face while planting her mouth on the supine girl’s honey pot.

“Give us a show,” Cassidy instructed, striking Nadine once hard on the bum, using care not to hit Amelia’s pretty face.

I watched the show on my living room floor, staying cool despite the mounting need between my legs. Bella and Sammy were recovering, and both twins were watching the two horny girls on the floor who were attacking each other’s pussies with ever increasing intensity. The naked women moved closer together on the sofa, rubbing each other’s tits and pussies as they watched my helpers frolic on the living room floor.

I wagged a finger at Cassidy, motioning her over to me. She had sparked the fire for everyone, but now it was burning under its own flame.

“Across my lap, pet!” I instructed.

“Yes, ma’am,” she purred, placing her body prone across my lap, her ass staring me in the face.

I stroked the smooth skin of her shapely fanny, noticing the fine, downy fuzz on her cheeks—blonde and soft. Goosebumps popped up on her flesh as I slid a hand between her legs. Warm, slick wetness greeted my touch, and she moaned as I toyed with her sensitive girly bits. Cassidy’s petals were soaked with her lust, and I longed to plant my face between her ass cheeks and sample her deliciousness. I restrained myself, however, allowing the horny girls on the floor to heighten my lust.

Nadine was grinding her big ass over Amelia’s head, nearly burying the waitress’s face between her firm, massive cheeks. I could tell Nadine was close; she had nearly achieved The Promised Land from Cassidy’s fisting. And Amelia was eating Nadine’s cunt like a pro, lapping at her while simultaneously digging her nails into Nadine’s fat fanny.

I slid two fingers deep into Cassidy’s soggy hole, causing a groan that was followed by whimpering, just as Nadine lifted her head from Amelia’s pussy and roared like a wounded animal.

“Suck her cunt!” cheered Bella.

“She’s cumming! She’s cumming!” cried Sammy.

The twins were now fingering each other’s hot boxes with a greedy lust, lost in the performance of passion at their feet.

“Fuck her with your fingers, Nadine!” Bella demanded. “Lick that clit!”

“Eat her pussy! Eat it! Eat it!” chanted Sammy.

Nadine could barely focus and it was doubtful she understood the directions being issued from right above her. So Bella reached out with a bare foot and placed it on Nadine’s head, pushing her face back into Amelia’s clamoring pussy.

“EAT THAT CUNT, GIRLY!” Bella screeched.

With the contact, Amelia bucked, a muffled cry surfacing from below Nadine’s butt.

“FUCK HER! FUCK HER!” Sammy roared.

Nadine, with her mouth sucking at Amelia’s clit, shoved two fingers inside the girl beneath her. Amelia’s legs began to tremble and shake, her orgasm quickly approaching. Then the dam burst, Amelia’s wet desire running down her inner thighs to the delight of the enthusiastic twins. Nadine serviced her until she could take no more, and then finally slumped over the lanky girl’s body, a heap of female flesh in a post-orgasmic fog lying on my living room floor.

Cassidy’s soft moans and the heavy breathing from the girls on the floor were the only sounds in the room. The twins, still huddled together, simply stared at the display in front of them.

I cleared my throat and the twins slowly cut their eyes toward me. I knew they would want some time with Cassidy, but I felt I could defer their playtime with her until another day. I wanted my pet for myself and wasn’t willing to share at the moment.

“Cassidy and I have some work to do upstairs, ladies,” I said in a surprisingly level voice. “But the two of you can do whatever you please with that pair,” I added, pointing to the recovering girls on the floor. “Dress them up, spank them, and fuck them senseless, whatever you wish is fine with me.”

They both looked at Cassidy before turning their gaze to Nadine and Amelia. A few seconds passed before Bella shrugged and Sammy nodded.

“Anything?” Sammy asked, still nodding.

I smiled, knowing I had them.

“Of course! They will be most compliant; I assure you!”

The twins exchanged looks, big smiles slowly covering their faces. Bella popped off the couch, smacking Nadine hard on the ass.

“Red in the head means fire in the hole! Come on, Sammy, let’s party!”

“Fetch the leads, Cassidy,” I instructed, smacking my pet’s ass after removing my fingers from her dripping cunt.

Cassidy hustled to a credenza on the far end of the room, opened a drawer, and produced two collars with the leads attached. She hastened over to the girls, snapping on their respective collars and handing the leads to the twins.

Sammy grabbed the riding crop and popped Nadine hard on the ass.

“Up on all fours, girl, and give me a ride to the spare room,” she hissed.

Sammy mounted Nadine and led the way, while Bella began walking Amelia toward the hall, pinching her roughly on the ass.

“Bella,” I said.

She turned and met my eyes.

“I assume we have a deal on the products?”

Bella laughed.

“Of course, Constance! You always make us an offer we can’t refuse!”

She paused and took a long look at Cassidy.

“But next time, we will want some playtime with your little blonde pet, Constance.”

With that, Bella jerked the lead and led Amelia down the hall and out of sight. I turned my attention to Cassidy.

“Upstairs, young lady. I intend to fuck you senseless!”
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I glanced longingly at Cassidy. She lay sprawled on my bed, each limb tethered and secured to a bed post, naked except for the black thigh-highs. The aroma of musky feminine need filled my bedroom. I stood, naked now, in the center of my room, admiring her young, flawless body.

“You’ve performed with excellence, my love,” I said. “But there is always more to do.”

Crawling onto my bed, I slithered between her spread legs, her dewy delight practically beading on her swollen pink labia.

“I’m going to lick you now, girl,” I said. “I’m longing to taste you. But you may not cum yet. Am I clear?”

Cassidy released a few raspy breaths before nodding.

“Yes, ma’am, I’m not to cum yet,” she whispered.

“Good,” I nodded.

I licked a trail up one inner thigh and teased her by running my tongue lightly around her petals, coaxing a low guttural moan from my pet. Her scent was strong, earthy, and delicious. I exhaled, leaving a stream of hot breath over her sex, making her shiver. Then I ran my tongue through her forest of blonde curls, only centimeters from her engorged clit, causing her to mewl like a helpless baby.

“Beg me, girl! Beg for it!”

“Please, ma’am. Lick my pussy. I need you so badly!”

I offered her a wicked grin as I moved my mouth to the bottom of her slit. Running my tongue inside of her, I scooped her nectar, savoring the flavor of my special girl. Working my way north, I slid through her wetness, stopping short of her throbbing clit.

I cackled and she whimpered.

“Please, Ms. DeMarco. I need you,” she breathed. “I need you to fuck me!”

Cassidy’s desire seemed so great that I wondered if she was nearing tears. I cackled, reveling in the power I held over her mind and body.

“You taste so good, baby,” I said, licking her again from the bottom of her pink slit to just shy of her pulsating clit.

“Please,” she almost screamed. “I’m going crazy.”

I gave her clit one firm flick from my tongue, and she yelped and bucked, squeezing her eyes closed in lustful agony.

“Not yet,” I said. “You must please me first!”

I spun in the bed and planted my pussy directly on her mouth.

“Lick my hairy cunt, you filthy little slut!” I wailed.

I reached behind me and yanked her blonde mane, pulling her face deep into my soggy garden.

Her tongue went to work on my hot box. The feeling was nearly indescribable, my need for release monumental. Rapid tongue flicks to my clit were sending me to the moon. I was floating in space, stars lighting the sky. I began humping her, riding her face as I reached up and cupped a heaving breast with my free hand. I tugged at my nipple while Cassidy lapped at my sex. A burning fire ignited in my tummy, spreading outward like hot lava flowing down an erupting volcano. My spine tingled and my legs trembled. I sensed my head flailing backward and surprised myself as I spewed a shrill and inhuman cry from the unimaginable pleasure exploding in my core. I erupted, cumming with such force I felt my body might rip to shreds from the inside out, an orgasm so explosive I nearly lost consciousness.

Slumping forward, I landed so that my face was once again between Cassidy’s thighs, her cunt frothing with anticipation, her aroma caressing my senses. As I recovered, I dipped a long manicured finger into her slit, creaming my digit to the first knuckle.

“My, aren’t you wet, young lady?” I panted.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m so wet for you. I need your touch, Ms. DeMarco. Please let me cum!”

I turned back to face her. I wanted to see her expression as I ate her cunt. I was done fooling around. Diving in, I devoured the girl. She screamed bloody murder as I assaulted her sex. Her pussy was as wet and slick and sloppy as I’d ever encountered it. Hot, gooey, girl jizz danced on my palate as I munched her delectable muff. Placing the flat of my tongue on her throbbing bud, I lashed her with one wicked stroke after the next. Her hips arched as much as the restraints would allow, her tummy undulated like waves on the ocean, and her body began to spasm from head to toe. I never heard her scream so loudly, her outburst shrill and feral. Running three fingers deep inside her, I drummed her G-spot like a crazed percussionist. The first gush of cunt juice sloshed from her quim, and I lapped at it with fiendish glee. Cassidy screamed again, flopping on my bed like a fish out of water. I tortured her with my mouth and fingers, bringing her to one glorious orgasm after another. Finally, she begged me to stop. I laughed and licked her abused cunt again. I could tell that she was on the margin, at the intersection of insanity and bliss. I pounded her pussy relentlessly for a bit more, before finally taking mercy on the poor girl.

Laughing again, I climbed from the bed and released her from the restraints. She curled into a fetal position, and I climbed back onto the bed behind her, spooning her, stroking her like the good little pet that she was. We lay like that for some time. I kissed her neck and back, occasionally running my tongue inside her dainty ears and nibbling her lobes.

After some time, she turned and faced me. We cuddled and kissed for a spell, and then I heard her stomach grumble, causing us both to giggle.

“Are you hungry, Cassidy?” I asked.

She giggled again. “I am, I guess. Shall I have Amelia prepare something?”

I shook my head. “No, my love. Let’s give her a break for the remainder of the day. Besides, I have a hankering for Eating Out!”
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