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Sitting in the nearly empty parking lot at Riverbend Plaza, the local and upscale outdoor mall, I giggled as I put the finishing touches on my Snapchat post. I set the phone on the passenger’s seat, put my dad’s Ford F150 into reverse, and began backing out of the space. It was just past nine and the summer sun was setting, bringing on twilight. As I was moving into the lane, my phone dinged. Not able to contain myself, I glanced down to see who had responded. And that’s when I heard the horn blaring behind me. I slammed on the brakes, but the metal crunch and sound of debris hitting the asphalt told me I’d reacted too late.

“Oh, damn!” I screeched, hitting the steering wheel before placing the shifter into drive and returning the truck to the parking space.

Glancing in the rearview mirror, I saw a late-model Mercedes sitting in the lane, and a tall, elegant woman already out of the vehicle and surveying the damage. I fought back the tears. Dad had loaned me the truck to meet some friends for an impromptu Sunday evening dinner at a sushi restaurant in the plaza, despite reservations about what the cost of a recent rash of tickets was doing to his insurance bill.

“Cassidy!” he had roared when he’d received the warning letter from Allstate. “If you get one more infraction, they are going to cancel our policy!”

Dad had been steamed. A quick succession of speeding citations by yours truly had put us in perilous risk of having to search for higher-costing coverage. I knew this would be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and climbed from the cab. There was still enough light in the late June sky for me to see right away that I had effectively bruised the expensive automobile sitting in the lane. The headlight of the Mercedes was shattered, clear pieces of plastic littering the pavement. As I approached, I could see a crease in the hood as well. The car was drivable, but I was certain that the cost to repair the damage would be significant.

“Ma’am,” I said in a trembling voice to the driver.

She was dressed in a snug, gray skirt outlining a curvy figure. The buttons of her white blouse strained from a robust bosom, and her shiny, black hair slid halfway down her back. She wore black nylons and black stilettos. Stunning ice-blue eyes sized me up with a severe gaze. A faint sense of recognition washed over me; I knew this woman from somewhere. She was angry, but I could tell she was practicing a remarkable amount of restraint in view of what I’d done to her car.

“I’m terribly sorry,” I continued. I bit my tongue when I almost said, “I didn’t see you.” Of course, I hadn’t seen her, or I wouldn’t have backed up. The old “you came out of nowhere” seemed ridiculous too. I knew no one had ever come out of nowhere. She exhaled audibly and gave a slight nod.

“I suppose we will need to call the police and get an accident report,” she said.

I grimaced. My father would be so angry with me. I needed to think of something fast. Turning, I looked at the back of my dad’s truck. It was difficult to tell as dusk was rapidly approaching, but I couldn’t see any real damage to the rear of Dad’s vehicle. When I turned back to face the driver, she had pulled her phone from her purse, apparently initiating the dreaded call to law enforcement.

“Wait! Please!” I begged. “Don’t call the police yet. Maybe we can work something out.”

She raised her eyebrows and smirked, and that sense of familiarity washed over me again.

“Young lady,” she began. “Do you have insurance?”

“Yes,” I answered, then the tears came. “But if we report this it will be canceled. My dad will kill me. How much do you think it will cost to fix the damage? I have about $500 saved up.”

She laughed. “That might fix the headlight and bumper, but the hood will cost the most. We may be looking at $2000.”

I gulped back my tears.

“I’ll do anything, ma’am! Please don’t report it.”

I exhaled when she lowered the phone and cleared the call. I would think back often on this pivotal moment in the months to come and shake my head in disbelief. I can’t count the times I’ve replayed this scenario in my mind—probably over a thousand times. There was no question that the events of the evening dramatically changed me.

She chewed her lip and cocked her head slightly as she silently stared at me. Finally, she spoke.

“Do you have a job?”

“No, ma’am. I was planning to seek one next week though. Perhaps we can work out a payment plan of some sort. Just please, please, please don’t get my father involved.”

Something changed on her face, making me feel like a trapped animal. Those piercing blue eyes bored a hole in me, and I suddenly felt very apprehensive. The corners of her mouth curved slightly upward into a wicked grin I would come to know oh so well.

“Perhaps we can, young lady. What is your name?”

“Cassidy. Cassidy Webb.”

Her eyes narrowed as she scrutinized me even more closely than before.

“Weren’t you a cheerleader at Riverbend High School?”

“Y-yesss,” I said hesitantly.

“Are you a rising senior?” she asked.

“No, ma’am. I just graduated. I plan to work this summer before attending Cosmetology College in the fall.”

“I see,” she said. “How old are you?”

“I’m eighteen. But I’m one of the older kids. I turn nineteen in September.”

I figured she might have a son or daughter at Riverbend, but I decided not to make inquiries. If she wanted me to know, she’d tell me.

“Well, Miss Cassidy, I’ll need to take photos of your driver’s license and insurance card. Do you have those items?”

I suddenly felt unsettled again. Thinking I had convinced her to forgo a claim, I was a bit unsure of how to proceed. But I figured it would be prudent to acquiesce and avoid further confrontation. I moved to the cab of the truck and returned with the requested items. She took two quick shots with her smartphone and handed the documents back to me. Then she raised her phone again.

“Your phone number, please?” she requested.

I rattled off my digits and she immediately called me. When my phone went into song, she smiled, satisfied I hadn’t duped her with a phony number.

“Very well then, Cassidy. Here is the plan. You will agree to everything I ask you to do, or I will report the damage to both your father and the insurance company. Do you understand?”

“Sure…I…guess,” I said in a not-so-sure voice.

“You will work off your debt to me over the summer. Tomorrow morning you will report to my home in the Riverwalk Subdivision at 8:30 a.m. You will be rested and ready to work. You will stay in my employ until the debt is paid off. Am I perfectly clear?”

“Okay,” I agreed in a small voice.

“Excellent! I will text my address to you tonight. Good evening! Please drive carefully!”

And with that, this mysterious woman climbed inside her damaged vehicle and drove away, leaving me standing there haunted and bewildered.
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An hour after arriving home, I received a text from a Ms. Constance DeMarco. Then it hit me. She was the mother of the very popular rising junior, Jarrett DeMarco, who was destined to be the starting quarterback for the football team next season. I had a casual acquaintance with him, but because he was two years younger, I didn’t know him well. And to add to the craziness, his mother was involved in some wicked rumors of a sexual nature. She was reputed to be quite adventurous, thus ending her marriage to Jarrett’s father. Rumor had it that she’d gotten the couple’s sumptuous riverside home, but the husband had been awarded custody of the boy.

Part of me wanted to think I was troubled by this, but the truth was it made me darn curious about this woman, my apprehension regarding the fender bender notwithstanding. And what exactly did she have planned for me? She’d been more than a little vague surrounding my prospective activities. She appeared to be a professional woman. Would I be assisting her with her work?

I mapped the location of her home on my phone; it was just under two miles from my house. Since I didn’t have a vehicle of my own, it looked like I’d either be walking or riding my bike. I wasn’t too concerned about that, and figured as long as it wasn’t raining I could use my bicycle and arrive within fifteen minutes of departure.

I did some yoga to help me relax, followed by some light exercise routines. I drank a cup of chamomile tea, and that seemed to remedy my concerns about my difficulties from the evening keeping me awake. My alarm jostled me from a restful sleep at 7 a.m. the following morning. I showered carefully, washed my long, blonde hair, and shaved my legs and underarms. I strolled into my bedroom, dropping the towel from my body as I entered. I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror and stopped to admire myself. I had been blessed with good looks. I say this neither to be conceited nor self-absorbed, but simply to relay the facts. I was a cheerleader throughout high school, becoming head cheerleader in my senior year. My gray eyes contrasted remarkably with my platinum hair and light tan. The faint sprinkling of freckles on my cheeks and forehead had been a source of chagrin for me in my youth, but as I reached my teens, I realized they worked well for me. I’m thin, but curvy in the right places, and my ass is firm with just a hint of jiggle. Nicely shaped, perky breasts anchor brownish pink nipples, which stiffen mightily when I’m cold or horny. Slightly tall with long legs, I constantly feel eyes roaming my body wherever I travel. And the truth is, I like it. In fact, I love being admired.

I stood gazing another few moments at my reflection. Most girls my age tended to shave their pubic hair, but I preferred to keep a small, manicured triangle above my vagina. The symmetrical patch of hair was slightly darker than my blonde mane—more honey colored. A previous boyfriend had asked me to shave it, but I’d refused. I liked the look and feel of it.

I’m far from being a slut, but I’m no rookie either. In the past two years, I’d had sex with three different guys. The sex had been good mostly, but I had no deep affection for any of the boys, resulting in a parting of ways after a few months together. Recently, after being named prom queen at Riverbend High during the spring semester, I’d wondered if some of the boys were more interested in me for bragging rights than romantic inclinations. With this wariness concerning my circumstances, I suspect I’d become less approachable in terms of dating, but I still relished the drooling stares lavished upon me.

Dressing in snug red shorts and a tight green tank top, I sat on my bed to slip on my socks and Nike running shoes. After bouncing down the stairs, I entered the kitchen as my dad was leaving for work. I grabbed a banana and a bagel for breakfast, washing them down with some orange juice and a few sips of coffee. After brushing my teeth and gargling, I loaded my backpack with my needed items and set out on my bicycle.

The morning sun was warm but the breeze I created with my brisk pedaling kept me from perspiring. I figured the ride home in the early-evening heat would be a different story. Traffic was light once I veered off the main road connecting my neighborhood to the toney subdivision where Ms. DeMarco resided. The gated entrance to the upscale neighborhood was manned by a uniformed guard who sat inside a little hut surrounded by a well-manicured island.

“Good morning, miss,” he said cheerily, while eyeing me with moderate scrutiny as he poked his head outside the hut’s window.

“I’m here to see Ms. Constance DeMarco,” I stated.

“Your name, please?” he asked.

“Cassidy Webb.”

“One moment, Miss Webb.”

I watched as he turned to a computer screen and punched digits into a fancy phone system. I heard the distant voice of my new employer from within the hut, followed by deferential responses from the guard.

Then he clicked off and returned to the window.

“She’s expecting you, miss,” he said, now eyeing me with a different kind of scrutiny. “Follow this road until it dead ends and take a right. The DeMarco estate is the seventh house on the left side of the street.”

“Thank you,” I said to the leering guard.

He smiled, eyes roaming my scantily clad body. “Have a nice day, Miss Webb.”

I returned the smile. “Thank you,” I purred flirtatiously.

Constance DeMarco lived in a stunning home. Meticulous landscape surrounded a stately hard-coat stucco mansion. Cream colored with decorative-stone trim, the house was breathtaking. A long winding drive led up a slight slope to an open, three-car garage. As I wheeled up, I noticed the damaged Benz parked in the near space. A late-model Cadillac Escalade occupied the middle space, and a golf cart sat beyond the large SUV. I gently propped my bike against the wall next to the golf cart and climbed from the seat. I was debating on whether to walk around to the front of the house or knock on the garage entry when the door opened, solving the dilemma for me. Ms. DeMarco stood in the doorway, resplendent in a sleeveless, white blouse and black, linen shorts. Shapely dark legs tapered to well-proportioned sturdy ankles, and fashionable black flats adorned her feet. Her toned arms were smooth and tan, not bulky, but slightly muscled. Either excellent genes or a regular fitness routine was clearly at play. Her jewelry was noticeable but not overdone. A diamond pendant stretched toward her cleavage, glimmering in the bright morning light. An elegant timepiece graced her left wrist, and a few bangles casually dangled on her right. Her shiny black hair was twisted into a loose bun atop her head, and those piercing blue eyes examined me over a pair of stylish reading glasses.

“Good morning, ma’am,” I said.

She stepped slightly to the side, waving an arm toward the inner sanctum of her spacious kitchen. As I pushed past her, a faint whiff of perfume or body wash wafted in the air. My arm inadvertently brushed her large bosom as I squeezed through the doorway, causing me to catch my breath. After ushering me inside her home, she closed the door firmly, perhaps symbolically. Glancing at her watch, she nodded approvingly.

“You’re here two minutes early. Good. I expect punctuality! Follow me, please.”

Ms. DeMarco led me through the kitchen into a large great room. It was furnished tastefully with expensive-looking furniture: a long white sofa; two Queen Anne chairs; a large mahogany coffee table with matching end tables; and a big comfy-looking rug in front of the fireplace. High ceilings with skylights made for a cheery atmosphere. Large windows in the back stretched from floor to ceiling, providing a breathtaking view of the wooded backyard bordered by the river. A large, oval swimming pool with glimmering blue water mesmerized me. It looked like a lovely place to spend a sunny afternoon. My trance was broken by Ms. DeMarco’s voice.

“You’ll begin in here every other day, Cassidy,” she instructed. “Then you’ll clean the dining room and downstairs bathroom. Following that, the living room and kitchen. Cleaning supplies are in the laundry room between the kitchen and the sunroom.”

“I’ll be cleaning?” I asked incredulously.

She raised her eyebrows and shot me that wicked grin.

“You’ll be doing whatever I ask, young lady,” she retorted.

“Uh-okay…yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice dripping with confused apprehension.

“Very well, then,” she said. “If you get started right away, you will complete the morning’s tasks by 11:30, I should think. I will be in my office on the terrace level.”

She began to stroll from the room, but turned to add one more thing.

“I’m expecting a delivery from a special courier this morning. It’s possible they’ll come to the front door instead of the terrace entry. Be a dear and sign for the package if they do. You can place the box on the floor in the spare bedroom on the left.” She pointed toward a hallway off the great room. “Now, Cassidy, please get started.”

Locating the cleaning supplies, I set to work vacuuming, dusting, straightening, and organizing. I’m a bit of a neat freak, so doing these sorts of chores, while terribly boring, have never been difficult tasks for me. I was in the kitchen putting the finishing touches on my assigned chores when the doorbell chimed. I whipped off the long, purple, rubber gloves and marched to the front door. Sure enough, a deliveryman stood on the stoop, holding a large box. I opened the door and signed for the package. The driver set the box on the floor inside the foyer, and after he left, I struggled mightily to heft it and carry it down the hallway—I actually had to stop and catch my breath halfway there. When I mercifully set the box down inside the bedroom, I glanced at the label to see if I could procure a clue as to what the box held inside. The label read: Curious Costumes, Inc. with an address just across town. I scratched my head. It seemed out of character for Ms. DeMarco to receive such things, but perhaps it was related to her job. Shrugging, I moved from the bedroom back to the kitchen. Ms. DeMarco was waiting on me.

“Finish up, dear,” she said cheerily. “Then you may join me for lunch.”

As I gathered up mops, brooms, and cleaning supplies, I saw her go to the fridge and extract a fruit and vegetable tray. When I returned to the kitchen, she had added some cheese and crackers to accompany the yummy-looking spread. She poured two glasses of purified water from a pitcher and added a slice of lemon to each.

“Sit, Cassidy.”

I joined Ms. DeMarco at the table, sitting across from her.

“Your package arrived,” I told her. “I placed it in the spare bedroom where you asked.”

She nodded, that little evil grin spreading over her face. “Excellent! We can get to work on it after we lunch,” she said, popping a grape into her mouth and chewing it lustily.

“May I ask you a question about your work?”

She glanced at me and raised her eyebrows, awaiting my question.

“So…uh…well, what do you do? Are you an executive of some sort?”

“I’m a distributor for a clothing and apparel line,” she said.

“Ah,” I said, thinking about the label on the box but not revealing to her that I had been nosy. “You must be quite successful.” I waved my hands around indicating her lovely home.

“Quite,” she said, grinning haughtily and popping a raw carrot into her mouth.

I watched her chew, fascinated at how she could make the simple act of eating appear almost obscene. What was it about this woman? I found her both terribly interesting and mysterious, yet somewhat intimidating too.

We finished off our lunch and I packed the leftovers into the fridge before wiping off the table and cleaning the few dishes we’d used.

“Shall we?” she asked rhetorically, pointing down the hallway with a pair of scissors she’d plucked from a utility drawer.

Once in the spare bedroom, she began cutting into the tape that secured the box of what I presumed would be costumes. She extracted a garment packed in clear plastic. Unwrapping it, she placed the article of clothing on the bed. There was no question what it was—a cheerleading outfit.

I furrowed my brow and she laughed. Then she sat on the edge of the bed and gazed at me.

“Put it on,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“You heard me, Cassidy. Put the uniform on. Think of it as your maid’s outfit.”

I picked up the uniform and began to walk out of the room.

“Stop,” she commanded. “Why the modesty? It’s just us girls.”

The evil grin spread across her face again. I gulped. A part of me was uncomfortable by her request, but that feeling of odd curiosity trumped whatever reservations I had, and I quickly stripped down to my bra and panties. Ms. DeMarco didn’t make any pretense about looking away. I stood before her in a black thong and matching bra. Her expression didn’t change, but her eyes burned with an undeniable fire.

Suddenly I felt giddy, a little out of sorts. But oddly, and surprisingly, I was enjoying providing her with the little show. A pink tongue poked slightly from her red lips as she nodded her approval.

“What a lovely little body you have, Miss Cassidy Webb,” she breathed.

“Thank you,” I said demurely, fascinated that I was enjoying this.

I slipped into the uniform. It was short and snug, accenting all my curves. Ms. DeMarco nodded with satisfaction. The skirted bottom left nothing to the imagination and the top was most complementary to my breasts.

She stood and nodded once more. Then she plucked a smaller box from the larger one and headed toward the door.

“Please unwrap all of these items and hang them on the rack in the closet. I’ll be relaxing poolside for a bit.”

She whisked from the room, leaving me to my duties.

I always felt sexy wearing a cheerleader’s outfit, and this was no exception. The material was soft on my skin and cut well for my body type—almost as if it had been custom made for me. The idea that she’d dressed me up like this being somewhat absurd was fleeting, and I gave it little thought—perhaps dismissing it as something to do with her being in the apparel industry, and I was simply her guinea pig. I set about the task before me. I laid all the garments, still wrapped in the protective plastic, on the bed. Then I removed one costume at a time, crossing the room to the closet to hang them while collecting the plastic wrap in the empty box. It was a bizarre assortment of garments and they were all skimpy and sexy. A black and pink maid’s uniform was first, followed by a volleyball uniform, which was in turn followed by a provocative ballerina costume. And on and on it went: police uniform; skimpy nurse’s outfit; and a schoolgirl’s plaid skirt.

I stayed busy, removing the costumes and hanging them as instructed. When I had completed about half the job, movement from outside caught my eye. I strolled over to the window, looking to my left toward the pool. And there was Ms. DeMarco, sprawled in a lounge chair facing away from me. Her long, tan legs were visible almost to her hip. The top of her head extended about six inches above the back of the chair. The box she’d removed from the larger package before taking leave of the spare bedroom sat next to her along with bottled water. A long, sinewy arm reached over and took hold of the box, bringing it to her lap and out of my sight. Moments later, she returned the box to the poolside deck. Then suddenly, her head disappeared and more of her lower body came into view. I gasped. Ms. DeMarco was sunbathing in the nude. My mouth ran dry as I took in the black bush nestled between her legs. I couldn’t stop staring at her; she was a stunning older woman. What I could see of her naked body was breathtaking, and I began to wonder what her tits looked like. I became aware of a dampening heat brewing between my own legs.

I had never considered myself a lesbian or even bisexual, but I had come to terms with the fact that some women turned me on. Fantasy had become reality the previous fall at a weekend cheerleading camp. I had roomed with a college freshman and we had become fast friends. She had snuck a bottle of schnapps into our room, and we had shared the bottle of the peppermint-flavored liqueur. Both a little tipsy, we had snuggled in her bed together. Emboldened by the liquor and the darkness after extinguishing the lights, we had quickly embraced beneath the blankets. Our lips had met and we shared a long passionate kiss. Hands had roamed, tracing each other’s breasts before moving downward. The first touch of another woman had sent a bolt of electricity through my body. Her pussy had been every bit as wet as mine, and I had moaned into her mouth when her hand had cupped my sex. The protective darkness had made us brave, each slipping fingers into the other’s slickness. I figured she had done this before because her touch was magic. I came almost immediately, stifling my cries by biting her shoulder. Then I had followed suit, fingering her to orgasm. Exhausted, we had collapsed in each other’s arms, sleeping until morning. Neither of us had spoken of it the next day, and I had felt a little awkward about the incident—blaming the alcohol, but knowing in the back of my mind that there was more to it. The memory had stayed with me, and I had pleasured myself on several occasions while thinking back to that thrilling night.

I slid along the window in an attempt to get a better view of the older woman sprawling naked by the pool. Frustrated at not having the view I desired, I slipped hastily around the bed to the far window. My breath caught; I couldn’t believe my eyes. Ms. DeMarco was plunging a huge dildo in and out of her pussy. I watched amazed and suddenly realized I had inadvertently pushed aside my black thong and was rubbing my soaking cunt in time to Ms. DeMarco’s probes with the deliciously profane toy. I slipped two fingers inside my cunt, my warm juice drenching my hand. As her thrusts became more urgent, so did mine. Her legs shot out to the side of the lounge, and I could see her arching her back as she fucked herself with the phallus. She went up on her toes as she rammed the cock into her pussy with increased fervor. My own bliss was nearing, roaring to a raging climax. I heard a muffled yelp from where she masturbated and that sent me over the edge. I could hear my juices sloshing as my hand pounded my dripping cunt. I cried out, the volume of my lusty screech echoing in the bedroom. And that’s when Ms. DeMarco jumped up from the lounge, turning my direction.

I’m pretty certain she didn’t actually see me, but the long drapery I dashed past swung like a pendulum in the wake of my hasty retreat. The evidence of my voyeurism was damning.

I stood breathless, gathering my faculties after finger-fucking myself while watching the mistress of the house sunbathe nude. Once recovered, I scurried down the hall to the powder room. I freshened myself and washed my juices from my hand. I quickly dried with a clean hand towel, and then made my way back to the spare bedroom. I steadied myself and got back to work, hanging the costumes and outfits in the closet.
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I finished arranging the costumes about forty-five minutes later, and entered the kitchen to remedy my dry mouth with some cool water from the fridge. Ms. DeMarco sat at the table thumbing through a fashion magazine. She peered at me over her reading glasses as I pulled the pitcher of water from the cool confines of the refrigerator. She wore a white bikini with a light wrap over her that concealed little. Huge tits spilled from her top. Clearly she was proud of them, and rightly so. They were a sight to behold, and I had to struggle to avoid staring at them. I scurried over to the counter, now with my back to her.

“May I pour you some water?” I asked, glancing briefly over my shoulder.

“Yes, dear,” she said. “That would be nice.”

I handed her the water and stood at the counter drinking mine. She took several sips and placed the half-full glass on the table.

“Did you finish with the apparel?” she inquired.

“Yes, ma’am. I did. They’re all hanging in the closet. The plastic wrap is in the box. Shall I place it somewhere?”

“You can carry it to the terrace level. My office is down a short hallway to the left. The door is open. Place it on the floor. I’m going to shower. Be a love and check the mailbox at the street also.”

With that, she stood and shook her fine ass across the kitchen, exiting through the great room, and climbing the stairs to where I presumed her bedroom was located. I returned to the spare room, grabbed the box, and found my way to the terrace level and onward to her office. I set the box on the floor and looked around. Her workspace was a grand affair, covering nearly half of the basement. A large cherry desk housed a laptop and a few neat stacks of brochures and magazines. A credenza sat behind her desk with some various bric-a-brac, photos, and what appeared to be a few awards. In the middle of the credenza sat a large monitor. The screensaver was active, vivid flashes of color trailing over the screen. I moseyed over closer to her desk, looking behind me to see if perhaps Ms. DeMarco had changed her showering plans and had instead followed me to the basement…or terrace level as she had called it. I stretched my head and looked out her windows along the back to make sure there was no activity outside. All seemed quiet.

Glancing down at her desk, I took note of the exact placement of the material on the furniture’s surface. Then I picked up a stack of brochures and thumbed through them. The top few seemed to be normal materials related to the apparel industry, but as I got about halfway through the stack, they became racier. I noticed a brochure from Curious Costumes. All of the models were young women, dressed in the skimpy outfits similar to the ones I’d just organized. Captions beneath the photos were provocative. Pigtails and Playtime titled a picture showing a petite girl around my age with braided hair fixed with two plaid ties matching her short skirt. Her surprisingly ample bosom for a small girl poured from a low-cut blouse, as she eyed the camera with innocent seductiveness. The Naughty Nurse was next. A voluptuous twenty-something with wavy, auburn hair and rosy lips made a kissy face over her shoulder at the camera. Her big, round ass was hardly contained beneath the hem of the short skirt she wore. White fishnet stockings added to the allure of the breathtaking model. I moved on.

I skimmed through a few more brochures. The deeper I got, the more risqué they became. I stopped again when I realized I’d landed on a catalog for adult toys. I flipped through the pages. Some of the devices and dildos I recognized, but many I didn’t. Now I was damn curious. I fanned the brochure back to the inside cover and looked at the publishing information. The address was local and that’s when it dawned on me. Ms. DeMarco had been vague about her occupation. This was her company and she was peddling role-playing costumes and adult toys. And clearly she was doing a brisk business. All I had to do was survey my surroundings to see that.

I placed the material back on her desk exactly where I’d found it. I figured I should get out of her office before she caught me snooping. Moving to the terrace door, I found my way around the house to the mailbox. I collected the items, but decided not to look through them in case Ms. DeMarco was watching me from a window. I entered through the front door and placed the mail on the kitchen table. The clock in her kitchen indicated that it was nearly 4 p.m. The day had whizzed by.

Ms. DeMarco emerged a few minutes later, dressed in a fashionable cream dress looking like a million bucks.

“That will be all for the day, Cassidy. I’ll expect you here at 8:30 sharp tomorrow morning,” she stated. “Have a pleasant evening.”

I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to know more about this woman. I was beyond curious now. Nevertheless, I grabbed my backpack, shouldered it, and wished her a pleasant evening. I went out through the garage, and noticed the Benz was missing. Presumably, she’d had it picked up for repair.

I mounted my bicycle and pedaled home, thinking about the situation I’d gotten myself into by being reckless with my dad’s truck. I couldn’t get my mind off the day’s events, and especially the poolside performance courtesy of the sultry Ms. Constance DeMarco.

I went straight for the shower when I arrived home. The afternoon humidity had produced a sheen of perspiration on my body, and reflecting on the X-rated display I’d seen earlier, a palpable heat was beginning to brew in my pussy.

I stripped out of my clothing and entered the shower. As the lukewarm water fell over my body, I reached up and tweaked my rock hard nipples. As I ran my fingertips over them, electricity shot on a straight line to my clamoring cunt. I reached one hand up and changed the spray on the showerhead to massage. Pulsating and heavy, the spray began pounding my abdomen. I moved backward a bit and got the stream of water directly on my sex. Reaching one hand down, I pulled at the hood of my clit, exposing my sensitive pearl. The water pounded me and soon I found myself up on my toes and arching my back, reminiscent of Ms. DeMarco’s reaction to the big dildo she’d drilled into her pussy during her poolside exhibition.

It was everything I could do to not lose my balance and tumble to the floor of the shower stall. My orgasm gripped me as the massaging water played havoc on my hot pussy. I yelped and the echo in the balmy chamber momentarily startled me, as my climax peaked. I came hard and furiously, using my free hand to pull at my turgid nipples, alternating back and forth between them.

My legs continued to tremble from the post-orgasmic aftershock I’d experienced as a result of my self-indulgence. I stood, a bit breathless, recovering from my masturbatory exercise. Once I’d calmed a bit, I soaped my body and washed my hair. Drying with a large towel, I replayed my odd day at the estate of a woman I’d never have mixed with had we not met on our little collision course. I was undoubtedly affected by her. And I had to admit to myself, I was curious about what other surprises the tall, dark, curvy woman had in store for me. I found myself eagerly anticipating returning to her home.

I spent the remainder of the evening dolling myself up. I polished my nails with a slutty red, applied a deep-penetrating moisturizer, and brushed out my long, blonde hair. Then, I crawled into bed early, slept like a rock, and climbed out of bed refreshed and energetic when my alarm chimed at 7 a.m.
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I pedaled up the drive of the riverside estate occupied by Ms. Constance DeMarco a few minutes before my designated arrival time. Parking my bicycle in the same location as the previous day, I entered through the kitchen per her instructions via a morning text. She had requested that I meet her in the terrace-level office. I bounced down the stairs and found her sitting on the edge of her desk. She wore a low-cut black top, revealing tan cleavage that shimmered in the well-lit space. Matching shorts revealed her dark and luscious thighs—muscled and toned, unblemished and flawless. Black pumps with ankle straps adorned her feet and her black hair was elegantly, yet casually, pinned in a loose bun, displaying a sultry neckline and lovely bejeweled ears.

“Good morning, ma’am,” I said, standing a few feet from her.

She surveyed me with scrutiny and that little, evil grin spread over her face. Then she stood, towering over me. I guessed her to be about five-feet eight-inches without the heels and maybe 130 pounds. She had bulk in her haunches, but it suited her perfectly. She was far from petite—like me—but she carried it splendidly. As she came closer, a whiff of intoxicating perfume caused me to swoon.

“We have a little problem, Miss Cassidy,” she stated quite matter-of-factly.

“Oh?” I questioned.

She nodded. “Tell me about your activities yesterday while I sunbathed.”

I gulped and her grin widened.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. What exactly do you mean?”

“I mean, young lady, I have reason to believe you were doing more than hanging the clothing up in that little room yesterday. Do you care to tell me about it?”

I tried to think fast. I knew I had rocked the draperies and figured she had seen it. But when she had neglected to broach the subject yesterday, I thought I was in the clear. It appeared I was mistaken. I judged it would be folly to outright lie, so I told her a partial truth.

“Well…you see, ma’am,” I sputtered. “Uh…I…umm heard something outside, and when I went to the window, I saw you by the pool.”

“And then what?” she asked.

“And then nothing, ma’am. As you can see, I finished the chore you gave me in good time. I assume everything was done correctly. Hopefully, I performed to your satisfaction,” I concluded, trying to change the subject of my voyeurism.

She chuckled audibly. Then she turned and moved around her desk. She clicked on her computer and the big screen on the credenza sprung to life. At first, there were four quadrants displayed on the screen. With a few clicks on her device, three of the sections vanished and one took up the entire screen. I think I gave out a little cry. It was a live—and very clear—black and white video feed from the previous day of me prancing around the spare bedroom. Within a few moments, I moved to the window. My movements over the next few minutes were captured, and then a different angle caught me moving to the far window. I caught my breath, knowing what was coming next. Though you couldn’t see my pussy, it was clear what I was doing. I was caught on video and there was no denying it.

Ms. DeMarco mercifully killed the feed, and the screen went blank. She gazed at me, a big smirk covering her pretty face.

“Did you enjoy masturbating while watching me sunbathe, Cassidy?”

I couldn’t find my voice, causing her to laugh loudly.

“It’s too bad there’s no audio, dear. I would have loved to hear the noises you made while you fingered yourself.”

She walked around the desk and stood before me again. My legs trembled and I was visibly shaken. It dawned on me right then how much Ms. DeMarco reveled in my discomfort. She was clearly enjoying this.

“Are you a lesbian, Miss Cassidy Webb?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said lamely.

She nodded and moved a step closer. I took a bold step of my own.

“Are you?” I asked.

She threw her head back and laughed lustily.

“I fuck whomever I choose, young lady. And I intend to fuck you!” she nearly bellowed. “Would you enjoy that?”

I didn’t speak, but astounded myself by giving her the slightest of nods.

“Good,” she said. “Remove your clothing…all of it.”

I couldn’t believe my actions. I slipped off my T-shirt and removed my bra. Ms. DeMarco stared at my breasts, my pink nipples already stiffening and growing before her eyes. She ran her tongue over her lips as she gazed at my turgid flesh. She looked down at my crotch and gave an upward toss of her head, indicating her impatience. I slid my fingers under the elastic of my thong and whipped off my running shorts and panties in one movement.

“Oh, my,” she cooed. “What a lovely, little thing you are.”

I was still in my shoes and little footies. She tilted her head at my feet and nodded.

“Leave those on. I like it,” she said.

I stood there as she circled me, inspecting me as if she were considering an important purchase. She was out of my sight, but I sensed her presence just behind me. Suddenly, a warm hand grasped my left ass cheek and Ms. DeMarco emitted an approving moan. I felt her steamy breath on my neck and I shivered. Her silky lips found my ear lobe and gave it the slightest nibble. She followed with a hot stroke from her wet tongue. My whole body began to tingle in the most delightful way, my pussy leaking fiery nectar and covering my labia with a gooey sheen of desire. She took my right hand and placed it on my left breast. Continuing to kiss my neck and ears, Ms. DeMarco tugged at my free hand, and maneuvered it so I had her right wrist in my grasp. She lowered both our hands toward my cunt and whispered into my ear as her fingers brushed my slit.

“Show me how you masturbated, girl. Use my fingers and fuck yourself.”

I whimpered as I guided two of her fingers inside of me. I was soaked, a frothy and soggy mess. Her long digits explored my love canal as her palm pressed my clit. I gasped and she moaned again in my ear.

“I love young pussy, Cassidy! I’m going to enjoy yours so much. It will sing every time I touch it. You want that, don’t you?”

“Oh, fuck! YES!” I exclaimed.

I drove her fingers deeper inside of my canal, desire overwhelming me. She curved them inward, locating the bulbous bundle of my G-spot. My legs nearly gave out, but she had maneuvered to support my weight. White light and flashing stars clouded my vision. I threw my head back into the crook of her neck. Her perfume combined with her musky scent made me swoon in her grasp. I moaned uncontrollably as I drove her fingers into my pussy with increased velocity. A fire rushed through me from my toes, up my spine, and then down to my belly. I pulled and tugged on my erect nipple as I guided my lover’s fingers in and out of my overheated quim. I screamed loudly as the dam burst open. My orgasm was sudden and intense. I lost total control of my body. A warm gush of fluid spilled from my pussy, soaking our hands and running down my thighs. Ms. DeMarco bit my neck and rammed my cunt without mercy. A second wave encompassed me and I surrendered to it. Vaguely, I realized what a powerfully strong woman Ms. DeMarco was, as she was now totally supporting my body. My legs were noodles, helpless appendages rendered completely useless. My orgasms were multiple; unlike anything I’d ever felt. As one wave tapered, another would mount. Again and again it went until I was nearly catatonic with ecstasy. My legs gave out and Ms. DeMarco lowered me, placing me supine on the thick carpet of the basement floor. Closing my eyes for a few moments, I attempted recovery. When I opened them, a shadow appeared near me.

It took me a moment and several blinks of my eyes to focus. Ms. DeMarco stood above me, legs spread and straddling my torso. With the exception of the black pumps, she was completely naked. The view was most spectacular. Thick, long, muscular legs, deeply bronzed from both genetics and sun, terminated at a beautiful, black bush. Dark and glistening lips the color of a ripe plum—more purplish than pink—were proudly protuberant. Slowly, my eyes drifted up to her abdomen. A slight curve at her belly, firm and sensual, led to a navel bejeweled with a silver stud. Her tits were even larger than I imagined, firm and robust, proud and impressive. Her hands were on her hips, leaving no doubt who was in charge. The pose showed off her long, toned arms. I realized then that she was a goddess—my goddess. And I would do anything to please her.

She smiled, and ever so slowly, bent at the knees. She knelt so that her forested jewel was directly in my vision.

“Did you like what you saw yesterday, Cassidy?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, ma’am,” I breathed.

She reached down and ran her long, lovely fingers through my blonde hair.

“Would you like a closer view, girl?”

I whimpered and nodded. I had never tasted another woman. I thought back to the incident at cheerleading camp. I had secretly wanted to go farther with the college coed with whom I’d roomed. But nervousness and inexperience had prevented me from initiating my true desires with the older girl. I often wondered if some girls—willing to experiment to a certain degree—drew the line when it came to actually putting their mouth on the vagina of another female. I drew no such lines.

Ms. DeMarco gripped my hair more tightly and ever so slowly lowered her pussy to within inches of my face. I could smell her musk, her earthy feminine arousal. I breathed her in, savoring her lusty scent that burgeoned my desire to unimaginable heights. I could see the dew, which had formed on her lips, clamoring for attention—my attention!

I raised my hands and gripped her ample buttocks, smooth, brown skin buttery in my hands. I pulled her into me, and probed her wet flesh with my eager tongue. She moaned lustily, a drawn-out growl of approval. Her taste was beyond amazing: salty and slightly tangy, with a hint of indescribable sweetness. Her wetness was thick and gooey and I lapped at her slickness. I ran my tongue through the intricacies of her labia, savoring her deliciousness. Her black pubic hair tickled my nose, the combined aroma of scented soap and peppery lust filling my senses. She groaned when my tongue flicked her clit. I lapped greedily and sucked her femininity into my mouth. I looked up at her. She had released my hair and had both her tits in her hands, squeezing the mounds and tweaking the nipples between her fingers. Her head was thrown back in bliss, emboldening me as I ate this remarkable woman’s pussy. Her sturdy thighs tightened on either side of my head, and I felt them begin to tremble.

“Ah, yes! Fuck! Lick my pussy!” she moaned.

I happily obliged, enjoying every second of the sensation of her hairy snatch on my face, her smooth brown thighs caressing my cheeks, the visual of her beautiful body beginning to thrash and buck above me.

“Aaahhh! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” she screamed. “I’m gonna cum!”

She began humping my face, grinding her sex into my mouth. I could feel the juices accumulating in my sex again, her excitement igniting my own.

Ms. DeMarco threw her head back and yelled. Her screams were so loud I wondered if the neighbors could hear; I wondered if she cared. My tongue swirled over her clit: back and forth; up and down. Her body bobbed with a consistent tempo as climax consumed her. Her liquid love poured into my mouth, spilling onto my cheeks. I lapped at her, thirsting for every drop of her tasty cream. Then, with a final moan, she flopped forward on all fours, breathing heavily as she recovered from my successful initiation into the world of cunnilingus. A few moments passed and then she covered my body with hers, our pussies meeting in a warm, sticky embrace.

“You’re a natural at eating pussy,” she panted into my ear. “I expect you’ll be doing it often.”

“I certainly hope so, ma’am,” I whispered. “You have an amazing pussy. I’ll do this for you whenever you say.”

She leaned up and brushed the hair off my cheeks, almost tenderly.

“I want you to be my pet, Cassidy.”

I amazed myself with my response.

“I want to be your pet, ma’am.”

Something profound passed between us as we gazed into each other’s eyes. I may have fallen in love with her in that moment. I can’t say she felt that way for me, but I sensed a deep infatuation from her and even more, a need she had to possess me.

“Pet,” she said simply, caressing my cheek with affection.

I smiled and our lips met in a wondrous kiss. I could have spent the day beneath her, tongues tangling, flesh pressing, hands and fingers exploring. But it wasn’t to be. She eventually peeled her body from mine and rose.

“Stay,” she said, with a commanding voice, but not unkindly.

I watched as she sashayed around her desk, feeling a pang of disappointment as her shapely ass moved out of sight. She opened a drawer and I heard some rattling from the other side.

“Come, Pet,” she ordered.

I began to rise; she was quick to admonish me.

“No! Crawl to me on all fours!” she said sternly.

I was stunned by her demand, but even more stunned that I willingly crawled across the thick carpet to where she stood. As I looked up, she snapped a black collar around my neck, silver studs pointing menacingly from the thick leather.

“Pets sometimes need to be collared, young lady.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, enjoying the restrictive feel of the collar.

She gently tugged the lead attached to the spiked, leather band around my neck as she led me between the desk and credenza.

“Wait!” she commanded, as she created a large vacant space on her roomy desktop.

Then she tugged the lead again.

“Up,” she instructed, followed by, “All fours!”

She gave me a hearty swat on my ass as I stood, propelling me onto her desk in the kneeling position. Then she unsnapped the lead and tossed it aside, leaving the spiked collar on my neck. I looked over my shoulder. Ms. DeMarco had planted herself into the big leather chair and had wheeled it within close proximity of my exposed backside. My pussy, still soaking from the lovefest on the floor, begged for her touch. Then she ran her hand over my ass and up my spine, causing me to shiver. She pressed on my back, so that my face went to the surface of the desktop and my ass was more accessible to her diabolical desires. Running her hands over my butt cheeks again, she spoke.

“You are such a lovely little thing, my pet,” she purred.

I may have moaned. Her hands were all over me, touching, pinching, squeezing me as if I were a piece of fruit she was about to sample. And sample me she did. She ran fingers inside of my juicy snatch, firing my senses and forcing me to whimper audibly. She was debauching me completely and I loved it.

Wet fingers moved across my ass cheeks, leaving a temporary void in my sex. Then her hot tongue filled the void, licking, probing, fucking me. I’d had boys eat my pussy before, but what Ms. DeMarco was doing to me propelled me to the heavens. She began driving her coiled tongue inside of my dripping slit while her thumb located my clit. The world around me ceased to exist. My pussy and Ms. DeMarco’s marvelous tongue were the only elements in the universe. Nothing else mattered. Her mouth and my sex became a singular force, connecting in perfect unison, igniting sparks and flames within my core. My entire body tingled as if it were an extension of my pussy. And then a flame shot outward from my center, an explosion of monumental proportions. My orgasm was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I heard a scream, and vaguely realized it was coming from me. Through hazy vision, I saw my knuckles turn white and sensed I was gripping the edge of the desk, holding on for dear life. The thrill of my climax was such that I felt as light as a feather, floating in surreal bliss and indescribable pleasure.

Then I slowly calmed, orgasmic aftershocks jolting me as Ms. DeMarco eased her brutal lashings to my drooling cunt. Eventually, as my breathing steadied, I felt her mouth nibbling and biting at my butt cheeks, her hands roaming my thighs and hips. Then it all suddenly stopped. I felt a tug, followed by a metallic click. The lead had snapped onto my collar, and without warning, I was maneuvered onto my back.

“Legs up and feet on the edge, my little pet,” Ms. DeMarco instructed.

My legs were noodles, numb and tingly, but I managed to adhere to her request. She opened a drawer again, but my eyes were closed as I continued to recover, and I didn’t see what she was doing in front of me. Then I felt her hands on both of my knees, pushing them apart. I opened my eyes and gulped. A huge dildo, strapped to a harness secured to her waist, was poking at my wet pussy.

“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before, girl.”

I gasped as the huge phallus pushed into me. It might have hurt a bit under normal circumstances, but my sex was a slick deluge of girly jizz. The big cock slid into me, taking my breath away.

The scene above me was perhaps the most erotic visual I’d ever experienced. The lovely goddess fucking me was a breathtaking sight to behold. Her hips pumped frantically as her big tits bounced. Her hands were all over me, tweaking my long, engorged nipples, pinching my legs and ass, slapping my hips, as she fucked my abused pussy.

I began to cum almost instantly. And while the orgasm was not quite as intense as when she had devoured my pussy with her mouth, the constant and continual hum from my sex kept me in almost perpetual climax—bells rang, a gentle breeze blew, the rhythm of our combined movements causing my pussy to sing until I finally pleaded for mercy.

“Please, ma’am,” I cried. “I can’t take anymore!”

She cackled and pinned my arms as I attempted escape, another roaring wave racing through my core. I was no match for her superior strength, and she coaxed several more minutes of agonizing bliss from my body. Then she mercifully pulled the instrument of sensual torture from my quivering cunt. The relief was short lived; she dove between my legs.

“OH! FUCK!” I screamed, as I came into her mouth.

Girl cum poured from my pussy, as Ms. DeMarco hungrily lapped at my juicy snatch. Feral screams emitted from my mouth. Her tongue swirled over my labia and clit. She sucked my wet, burning flesh into her mouth, making me buck and writhe in her grasp. Then it was as if the lights were dimmed, or a huge cloud covered the sun. My world went black, and then I lost myself, passing out as she finished me off.
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I came to with the mid-morning sun filtering through the terrace-level blinds onto my face. I was momentarily disoriented. A cushiony firmness held my head, and I soon realized it was the lap of Ms. Constance DeMarco. She was back in her clothing it seemed. I felt the soft fabric of her shorts brushing my cheek as her hand stroked my head. I was no longer on the desk. Somehow she had facilitated my move to a section of the basement with a sofa and a loveseat, a few tables, and a large flat-screen television mounted to the wall. I cannot say whether she carried me or if I managed to make the journey on my own—probably the former. Either way, I was quite comfortable in my new location. I reached up and felt that the collar was still in place, making me grin deliciously. I noticed I was still otherwise naked, but that suited me too; the temperature in the room was most pleasant.

“Well, girl,” she chirped. “You seem to have fallen out on me. Do you feel okay?”

I smiled. “I feel wonderful, ma’am.”

“Hungry?” she asked.

“Yes! Quite!” I responded.

She helped me to my feet, steadying me as I stood. She snapped the lead onto my collar and led me up the stairs into the kitchen. She set me in a chair and poured me a large glass of filtered water, and I downed it greedily, rehydrating myself after my active morning. She sat across from me, watching me as I quenched my thirst.

“We can have the fruits and vegetables again, my little pet,” she said.

“I’ll set them out, ma’am.”

She unhooked my lead and I moved, still naked, to the refrigerator. I got all the fixings out on the table, poured a glass of water for Ms. DeMarco, and refilled my glass. We ate silently for a spell, but her eyes stayed on me, canvassing my body. From time to time, her tongue would emerge from her mouth and lick her lips as she stared at my nakedness. Once we were finished with our ladies’ luncheon, I cleaned the dishes and returned all the items to the refrigerator.

“It’s time to get to work,” explained Ms. DeMarco. “Start with the office downstairs. I would imagine certain areas could use a thorough cleaning.”

“Shall I put on the cheerleading uniform, ma’am?” I asked.

She shook her head and smiled devilishly. “No. You’ll clean just as you are today. The collar remains, of course.”

“Of course, ma’am,” I said and smiled. “I’d feel naked without it.”

She chuckled at my little joke, and moved out of the room. I took the cleaning supplies to the basement. I wiped down her desk carefully, and used soap and warm water to wash a particular large toy sitting unabashedly on the desktop. Opening the drawer where I assumed it had come from, I was astounded at the collection of adult toys and devices kept inside. But I resisted the urge to examine the contents beyond a cursory glance; I knew I was likely being videoed, and I didn’t wish to displease Ms. DeMarco.

By midafternoon, I was upstairs cleaning bedrooms and bathrooms, while the lady of the house had returned to work on the terrace level. Once my chores were completed, I called on her in the terrace-level office per earlier instructions. It was nearing four in the afternoon.

“I presume the condition of the main floor is pristine, my little pet?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered.

“Good! I have an important business meeting tomorrow morning. Two of my biggest clients, who often make rather large purchases for their store, are visiting. I want the house perfect for the twins.”

“The twins?” I asked.

“Yes, the twins. They are quite a pair. They aren’t actually sisters, but two peas in a pod for sure.”

“Oh,” I said. “I will have everything in perfect order, ma’am.”

“Excellent! I’ll be counting on you tomorrow, girly.” Then she added with a devilish smile, “In more ways than one.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant, but in two short days I’d become hopelessly devoted to her. I not only would do whatever she asked of me, but I wanted to accommodate her wishes.

“Will that be all for the day, ma’am?” I asked quietly.

I think she sensed my disappointment and smiled, almost benignly.

“No. There’s one more thing before you leave. I need you to organize the uniforms in the spare bedroom.”

She removed a folded piece of paper from her pants pocket and handed it to me. I opened it and saw two columns. She wanted the uniforms and costumes separated into two sections. I nodded and headed for the spare bedroom. I began the process, placing a group of outfits on the right side and another on the left. When I was finished, I noticed that all the smaller costumes and uniforms were on the left side of the closet, and the larger ones on the right. The cheerleader’s uniform I’d worn previously was sorted with the ones on the left side of the closet. Each of those garments appeared to be exactly the same size, while the bigger costumes on the right varied a bit. Interesting, I thought, but gave it little more thought. I was tired from the day’s events. And while I didn’t really want to leave Ms. DeMarco’s lovely home, I knew I needed some sleep.

It was nearly six in the evening when I arrived home. I avoided scrutiny from my parents by escaping to my bedroom after a quick greeting in the kitchen. I showered and crawled into bed with my phone, listening to music and catching up on social media and texts with a few friends. But my heart wasn’t in it. All I could think about was the mind-blowing sex at the hands of the experienced Ms. DeMarco. My pussy was soon soaked, and my hand wandered to my sex to relieve the burning lust for my older lover. My orgasms were intense and left me subdued, but they paled in comparison to what Ms. DeMarco had coaxed from my body. Afterwards, I used the bathroom, and then I turned on the television, setting it on a timer for an hour. I must have dozed off quickly; the next thing I knew, my alarm was pulling me from a deep, deep sleep.
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I pedaled up to Ms. DeMarco’s estate at 8:25 a.m. on Wednesday. The morning ride was brisk and the weather was mild, so I arrived nearly as fresh as when I’d departed. As I entered her home, Ms. DeMarco met me at the door. She was dolled up as usual, but was barefoot and in a skimpy, blue robe. She held my collar in her hand.

“Take your clothes off, dear. I think I’ll have you naked again today.”

She watched me pull off my shorts and thong. I’d worn a sports bra and Ms. DeMarco emitted a little moan when my tits sprang free, once I’d unburdened them from the material. She collared me but didn’t snap on the lead. Instead she opened up her robe, revealing her naked body underneath, big tits beckoning my lustful gaze. The robe fell to the floor as she hoisted herself onto the kitchen counter, placing her feet on the edge and opening her legs. Her full, black bush surrounded dewy, dark lips. I drew in a sharp breath and felt my own pussy moisten.

“Be a dear and eat my pussy, girl. Quickly now! We have guests coming.”

I rested my elbows at the edge of the counter on either side of her feet and plunged my face between her legs. Her scent was heavenly, and the moist texture of her lips drew a whimper from me as I made contact.

“That’s a good girl,” she said, grabbing the back of my head and grinding her hot cunt onto my face. Lick me! Lick my pussy!”

I kept a steady pace, licking from the bottom of her slit to her swollen pearl; each tongue flick across her clit causing her to emit a low growl.

Her brown skin was smooth and creamy, like she’d recently applied a moisturizer. Her muscular thighs banged the side of my cheeks as she gyrated over my face.

“Mhmmm,” she purred, as I swirled my tongue over her throbbing clit. “Yes, my little pet, lick me! LICK ME!”

I used the flat of my tongue and lapped at her hot, wet quim with a greedy lust. I wanted her cum, needed it on my palate. I craved her taste.

She began bouncing and bucking, cramming me into her as she humped my face.

“Oh…Aaahhh,” she breathed.

I increased the pace, the heat from her sex palpable.

“Holy fuck, YES! Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” she screamed. “I’m gonna cum. NOW! NOW!”

When she started shaking with the onset of her orgasm, I ran two fingers inside of her, connecting with the corrugated bundle of nerves within. I drummed her G-spot as I increased the pressure of my tongue on her clit. The first gush of fluid caught me by surprise, soaking my cheeks and running from my chin. Her second spray I managed to corral, gulping her sweet cum, relishing her unique flavor.

Several aftershocks consumed her before she pushed my face off her pussy. She fell back supine on the counter, legs dangling over the side, raspy breaths filling the otherwise quiet kitchen.

After several moments she sat up. I handed her the robe and she slipped it on.

“I’ve supplied the bathroom in the hall—the one just down from the spare bedroom—with toiletries. Why don’t you freshen up, dear? Meet me back here in twenty minutes.”

The full bath along the hall was furnished with everything one might need after going down on her mistress, and I took the time to look after my hygiene accordingly. We converged in the kitchen at the arranged time, Ms. DeMarco now fully clothed in a fitted, low-cut dress that showed off her lovely curves and luscious body. I remained fully nude, save the collar of which I’d grown so fond.

“Make some coffee,” she instructed. “Then fill a pitcher of water with a little ice. Cut a few lemon wedges and add them to the pitcher. There’s a silver tray in the cupboard with matching sugar and creamer pieces.”

She pointed around the room as she spoke. “Use the china cups and saucers and the crystal glasses for the water.”

I got busy and so did she. Ms. DeMarco laid out some croissants and biscuits along with slices of fruit from the tray in the fridge. Then she excused herself, making her way to the formal living room.

“Stay in here until I call you,” she said.

Unsettled, I looked down at my naked body.

She laughed. “Oh! The twins are gonna love you, my little pet. Stay just as you are.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered, feeling a little apprehensive about parading around in front of strangers in the nude…and wearing a collar.

She gave me one last look. “You are a hot little thing,” she cooed, before licking her lips lustily and whisking her lovely self from the room.

I pranced around naked in the kitchen, busying myself with my duties—almost forgetting the anxiety concerning my lack of clothing until the doorbell chimed. I heard voices from beyond the great room and a lot of giggling. I decided to think of these women as an extension of Ms. DeMarco, and that seemed to partially assuage my misgivings. And, I reminded myself, my main focus was to please my mistress. I wanted her to be happy.

I was summoned presently. Ms. DeMarco came to the kitchen entry and smiled at me.

“Please bring the fruit tray to the living room, Cassidy. I’ll bring the drink tray.”

She scurried out of the kitchen, and I followed in short order. I walked slowly and carefully, using caution so as not to drop or spill anything. When I arrived, Ms. DeMarco had already set the drink tray on the coffee table, leaving a large area for me to place the food.

The room went quiet as I traipsed naked across the hardwoods. The twins stared at me, wide-eyed and smiling. They sat close together, practically hip-to-hip on the sofa. Ms. DeMarco had parked herself diagonally on the love seat. I set the tray down and looked at her for instructions.

“Well, ladies,” she said to the twins. “What do you think?”

“Oh, she is a living doll, Constance!” said the twin on the right.

“Absolutely gorgeous, my dear!” the other chimed in.

“This is my new little pet, Cassidy!” Ms. DeMarco said with pride. “Please say hello to Bella and Sammy, young lady.”

I curtseyed. “Pleased to make your acquaintance, ladies.”

“Oh! She has manners too,” Bella breathed.

The two women squirmed gleefully, faced each other, and joined hands near chin level, both with perpetual smiles on their faces.

I took them in as they examined me with devilish stares. Despite being unrelated, their appearance was quite similar. I estimated they were about my height, but perhaps a good fifteen pounds heavier. Both women were strikingly pretty, cherubic, round, and curvy. Blonde curls kissed their shoulders, dancing a little down their backs. Large breasts spilled from low-cut tops. Bella wore white shorts with a lemon-colored blouse and Sammy was the polar opposite—yellow shorts with a white blouse. Their makeup was done well, with subtle touches in the right places. Red lipstick covered their succulent, thick lips, and they both appeared quite fit. In fact, they looked like porn stars.

“Look, Bella,” Sammy drooled. “She doesn’t shave! What a gorgeous patch of pubic hair!”

“Omigod!” cried Bella. “It’s like banana frosting on a cupcake!”

“YUM!” Sammy exclaimed. “I bet it tastes even better!”

“Turn for me, hon,” demanded Bella.

I slowly twirled in place, feeling eager eyes devouring my body. My pussy slickened, warm froth building in my sex. I was loving every second of the objectification.

“Oh, girl,” Sammy breathed. “Your legs go all the way up to your sweet ass!”

Ms. DeMarco finally broke in.

“I’m so glad you like her ladies. Can she serve you a drink?”

“Well, certainly,” cried Bella. “Keep the water coming, my mouth has run dry!”

The twins giggled again, faced each other, and repeated that thing with their hands. But I was on the move, pouring three glasses of cool water for my mistress and her beautiful guests. When I finished, Ms. Demarco patted the seat next to her.

The ladies began discussing business. I kept my mouth shut and listened. The twins owned an adult boutique downtown and apparently purchased a lot of their products from Ms. DeMarco, whom I gathered had all the connections and contacts. It seemed that the twins wanted to place a bulk order for a number of items, including outfits identical to the ones hanging in the closet of the spare bedroom. They were also interested in adult toys, which they peddled in their store. Negotiations began. I stood on a few occasions to refill drinks and serve the food.

Finally, Ms. DeMarco cut to the chase.

“What will it take, ladies, to make this happen? I’ve gone as low as I possibly can on the price.”

I suspected this was a normal song and dance the three of them played. It was almost as if it were a rehearsed script. Silence filled the room for a few seconds. Then, wicked grins fell over the faces of both twins and their gaze turned to me. Ms. DeMarco smirked and nodded.

“I bet a couple of hours with your little pet might persuade us,” offered Bella.

Sammy squirmed and giggled.

Ms. DeMarco slowly shifted her eyes to me. I was nearly panting; I feared I’d leave a wet spot on the loveseat cushion when I stood.

Out of nowhere, my mistress produced the lead and quickly snapped it to my collar. When she stood, I stood with her. The twins followed suit, and then suddenly, I was surrounded by three beautiful women with mischief dancing in their eyes.

“I have some work to do in my office, ladies. Do what you will, but I want her returned without a mark,” said Ms. DeMarco. “You have two hours.”

The twins bounced and hopped around me in a circle, gleeful at the opportunity to collect a bonus with their purchase. And I was quite pleased. Not only would I be helping Ms. DeMarco with her sale, but I was excited about the prospects of a few hours with these two luscious lasses.

Bella tugged on the leash. “Come, Pet,” she squealed and giggled, as we followed a skipping Sammy down the hall.

The twins were absolutely bursting with anticipation at the prospects of debauching me—and I was, quite possibly, equally thrilled!

Bella tossed me onto the bed with little fanfare.

“Stay,” she said, holding the palm of her hand out to me.

I lay still on the bed, watching the two young women carefully.

“Good girl,” she cooed, giggling all the while.

Then, in a flash, the girls were stripped naked. I half expected them to dive onto the bed and ravish me, but they didn’t. Instead, they opened the closet and surveyed the costumes. Bella whipped out a skimpy police uniform, complete with badge and cuffs. Sammy decided on the very revealing referee uniform; she even had a real whistle hanging from the little shirt pocket.

Once dressed in the hot little outfits, they pounced. Hands were all over me, groping my tits, tweaking my nipples, and playing with my golden thatch. Suddenly, and with little warning, Bella had two fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh, Sammy!” she wailed. “She is so wet!”

Sammy shook her hands back and forth near her big tits and screeched.

“Let me! Let me! I want a turn,” she raved like a spoiled child.

“Try her,” Bella said, extracting two drenched fingers from my cunt.

Sammy’s fingers went inside me. Then she leaned forward and opened her mouth. Bella slid two fingers, dripping with my nectar, past Sammy’s lips. This process went on for a few minutes, both girls taking turns fingering me and licking my juices from the other’s digits.

“Oh, yum!” cried Bella. “She’s sweeter than a honeydew melon!”

“I say we go right to the source,” panted Sammy. “You go first!”

I was already nearing orgasm, courtesy of the alternating probes from these freaky chicks, and I knew I would explode once a hot tongue stroked my clit.

Bella crawled between my legs, pushing on the backs of my slender thighs, raising my feet above my head and completely exposing me.

“This may be the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen, Sammy!”

Sammy giggled and pulled the whistle from her pocket. She blew it, causing a shrill echo to bounce off the walls. As the whistle blew, Bella drove her face into my pussy. But she avoided my clit, licking the delicate petals of my glistening labia. My moans competed with the noises Bella was making between my legs. She slurped and lapped and licked me into a frenzy; I was on the precipice of orgasm when the whistle blew.

“My turn!” chirped Sammy.

Bella popped up, leaving a temporary void between my legs—my needs still unfulfilled. But it was short lived. Sammy tossed the whistle to the policewoman and took her place. The cunt licking resumed and I was just beginning to approach the world of magic when the whistle blew again. This time I whimpered. Sammy abandoned me, catching the whistle with one hand as Bella scurried to fill the vacancy.

“She is delicious,” Sammy cooed.

“Scrumptious,” Bella agreed, before placing her mouth once again on my boiling twat.

This time she focused on my clit and gave it a wicked swipe with her tongue. I nearly jumped out of my skin. I may have shrieked. Then she attacked my clamoring pussy brutally, sucking, nibbling, and grinding my sex with her talented skills.

I almost sobbed when the whistle blew again.

“Let’s double team her,” Sammy suggested.

The twins both nestled themselves between my legs, and a most glorious assault to my frothing cunt commenced. Tongues ran over me, inside me. Fingers probed and prodded, and my head began to swim. A finger entered my asshole, my natural juices easily lubricating the taboo desires of this horny tandem. Upward pressure in my asshole met with downward resistance in my vagina, the bundle of nerves nestled between them firing on all cylinders. My legs shook as a steady hum of electric current jolted me from head to toe. My loins were on fire and I knew I was only a few strokes away from The Promised Land. Then the fireworks started. Explosions of color and light engulfed me as I surrendered to the massive wave of orgasm violently crashing through my body. I felt as if I were floating above the bed, light as a feather. My screams seemed distant as mad paroxysms of lust and desire rocked me in the grasp of the twins. And for the second time in two days, I blacked out. When I resurfaced, the two women were lying in the bed stroking me, one on each side. The feel of warm, soft flesh along with the costumes piled in a heap on the floor, suggested that the twins had disrobed while I drifted in a post-orgasmic haze.

Bella was nibbling at my neck and ears on one side, and Sammy was kissing and gently flicking her tongue over my cheek and lips on the other side.

The twins grinned with impish delight as I recovered.

“We still have almost an hour left,” said Bella.

“I’m so fucking wet. I need to be fucked!” Sammy demanded.

It was then that I realized my hands were above me. I glanced over each shoulder. One hand was cuffed to the bedpost, and the other was tied using the rope from the whistle to the opposite side. The girls recognized my realization of the predicament in which I found myself and began giggling and squirming.

Sammy climbed atop me, straddling me but facing Bella, who was positioning herself between my legs. I had a birds-eye view of one of the prettiest bottoms I’d ever seen—round, smooth, firm, and big. She lowered her hairless slit onto my face, aromatic arousal of a horny girl filling my senses. My tongue whipped out and sampled her wet cunt. Her taste was strong, yet pleasant. Sammy cried out when I ran my tongue over her engorged bud.

“Eeeeeeeeeee,” she shrieked.

It was both comical and terribly erotic. She was a freak, but I was having so much fun with these two that I didn’t care how strange they were.

“Grab my tits, Bella,” Sammy begged, as I continued assaulting her pussy. “Pull them! Fuck! Fuck! Yes!”

Sammy’s juices were practically frothing from her hot box, and I licked her with enthusiastic glee. Bella maneuvered my legs. I wasn’t sure what she was doing until I felt hot wetness engulf my pussy, smooth and slick. I’d seen scissors in videos before, but the new experience was beyond belief. The feel of her pussy rubbing mine was mind numbing. And Bella’s sounds of lust were just as bizarre as Sammy’s.

“Yi! Yi! Yi! Yi!” she chanted over and over.

With each lap to Sammy’s cunt, she continued her own rant.

“Eeeeeeeeeee,” she bellowed, letting me know that my technique was most pleasing to her.

I sensed the two pawing at each other above, as a smorgasbord of sounds bounced off the walls. Wet flesh smacking competed with the twins’ lusty cries. I was producing my own muffled noises below Sammy as Bella’s smooth pussy was making my furry snatch sing the sweetest of songs.

The twins announced, quite loudly, that they were cumming—a simultaneous explosion from the pair, barely preceding mine.

Erotic chaos! It was the only phrase I could think to describe what was happening in the spare bedroom at Ms. Constance DeMarco’s estate. Sammy began roughly humping my face and her cries became very loud. Bella’s pounding of her pussy on mine became frantic, and her odd verbal outbursts became shrill and blurred. Then the oddness of it all faded, as I was singularly drawn to the fire in my sex. The burning heat, like the searing sun of a hot summer day, engulfed my body. I bucked and writhed against Bella’s wetness, knowing the glorious sensation of orgasm was only a few strokes away. Sheer pleasure soared through my body, and then I shook from head to toe as my climax consumed me. My last coherent thought was that this must be heaven.

Then three spent girls were sprawled on the bed, raspy breaths and whimpering sighs the only sounds in the room. Bella had fallen to my right, strands of her hair sticking to her slick face. Sammy had slumped to the left; her sweet ass rising and falling with her inhales and exhales. My pussy tingled in the most delightful way. I felt so incredibly subdued. I was jarred back into reality when the door opened.

Ms. DeMarco stood in the entrance, smirking and surveying the spectacle in front of her.

“I trust you girls enjoyed your time together?” she asked.

“Mhhhmmm,” Sammy purred.

“Oh, Constance! Where did you find this dreamy little thing?” Bella asked, peering at me with lust in her eyes.

Ms. DeMarco chuckled. “I see you made good use of the costumes and their accessories.”

The twins giggled, and sat up. They moved off the bed, leaving me tied. I watched as they dressed in their yellow and white outfits, turning several times to give me deliciously lewd stares.

“I think we should have weekly meetings, Constance,” suggested Bella.

“We love your products, Constance, but the presentation of the goods was a most effective marketing tool,” Sammy added.

“I’m pleased that our meeting today was mutually productive, ladies,” Ms. DeMarco responded.

“Please forward the complete order, Constance,” Bella said. “We will make the deposit into your account upon return to the office!”

The women all smiled at one another, and then glanced down at me. Their smiles widened. Three pairs of eyes roamed my body, eliciting little sighs and the licking of lips.

Without another word, Ms. DeMarco ushered the twins from the room, leaving me bound to the bed. I heard a few giggles as they traipsed down the hallway, followed by the front door opening and closing. Within minutes, Ms. DeMarco returned to the room. She released me from the restraints and stroked me with a tenderness I’d yet to see from her.

“You’re okay, I presume?” she inquired.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “I’m fine…just exhausted.”

She laughed. “Of course. The twins can be most demanding.”

I nodded, as she helped me up. She produced the lead and snapped it to my collar. Then she led me upstairs to a grand bedroom, clearly the master. Pulling me into her spacious bathroom, she filled her large garden tub with warm water and bath salts. After removing my collar, she situated me in the tub. Then she stripped and climbed in behind me. I fell back into the cushiony comfort of her massive breasts and surrendered to her pampering. She gently rubbed me, cleansing my body in the warm bath, loving me, caressing me. The sultry touches and the gentle massage from my mistress nearly lulled me to sleep in her cozy embrace. When her smooth, creamy legs entangled mine, spreading them wider, I threw my head back onto her shoulder. Her hot breath blew over my neck and ears, eliciting a shiver from me despite the warmth of the bath. She kissed my neck as her hands roamed my breasts, causing me to moan my approval. I was on fire again. When a hand drifted down my tummy and ran through my pubic hair, I cried out.

Slickness coated my sex, allowing easy entry for Ms. DeMarco’s adventurous fingers. She gently rubbed my labia for a few moments before locating my throbbing bud. Slowly, she stroked me. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the pleasure in my body. One hand alternated between my nipples as the other manipulated my yearning pussy. And then, intense pleasure consumed me. I arched my back and bucked. The approaching orgasm was slow moving but powerful, heat building in my body as the aching need for release overwhelmed me. Her strokes were slow and deliberate, allowing me to savor each sensation. Her powerful legs gripped mine tighter yet, immobilizing my lower half and rendering me helpless to her assault. Her mouth met mine in passionate union, the kiss hot and wet and sensual. My frame shook and my core roared like thunder—her deliberate manipulation of my clit magnifying the intensity of my imminent explosion. With a final swirl of her magical finger, she breathed into my ear.

“Cum for me, my lovely pet. Cum, baby! CUM!”

And cum I did. My screams were feral, needy, and wild. My cries echoed off the marble and tile as she attacked my burning cunt. I shook with euphoria, uncontrollable convulsions gripping me. Had Ms. DeMarco not surrounded my body with hers, I would have surely injured myself. I shook and trembled for what seemed minutes, and then another wave would hit me, hard and furious. I lost track of how many times I came until she finally took mercy on me.

We lay in the tub for a little while longer as I recovered from her glorious finger fucking. I tingled all over. Soon, she manipulated the drain with her foot, and we untangled from one another. As the water level dropped, Ms. DeMarco helped me from the tub. Placing a large, fluffy bath towel over me, she softly patted me dry. She dried herself and led me to her large, comfy-looking bed. Placing me under the covers, she slid in next to me.

I curled into her body and slept for a couple of hours. A warm slickness between my legs awakened me as the late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds. I lay sprawled in the bed, my head resting comfortably on a feathery pillow. Ms. DeMarco was between my legs, her wonderful tongue slowly traveling over my slit. Her half-lidded eyes met mine, and then she coiled her tongue and entered me, fucking me. I began thrashing and moaning as climax approached, and that’s when she backed off. I was momentarily disappointed. She pushed my legs back, exposing the rosette of my asshole, and directed her interest there. I shrieked with utter bliss when her tongue probed my bottom, her thumb simultaneously jostling my gooey clit. In seconds, I was cumming.

She gave me little time to recover before flipping around and placing her beautiful ass in my face. I was greeted with a dripping slit and a smooth asshole. I returned the favor, my tongue riming her third input. She cried out.

“Oh, yeeeeesssss! Lick my ass, girl.”

I’d never considered such a thing before, but the experience was wonderful. The taboo act of what I was doing, and what had been done to me, burgeoning my desire. Her mouth found my pussy as we licked and probed each other. Slowly, I maneuvered to her pussy, placing a finger inside of her ass. She sang her approval.

“Yes, Cassidy. Fuck it! Do it, girl!”

I lapped at her steaming snatch as I fingered her butt—her mouth on my pussy, heightening my lust. We began working each other with greedy purpose.

“You’re going to make me cum, girl. Lick it! Eat my pussy! Fuck my hole!” she bellowed.

We moved in unison, like a well-lubed machine—her frantic groans soon met by mine. Our bodies became one, melding into Sapphic bliss, coating each other in liquid love, grinding our pussies into each other’s faces with raunchy glee.

We lay in this position for a spell until Ms. DeMarco turned her body in the bed. She rolled me onto my side, and spooned me, tenderly stroking me until I fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.
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It was dark when I awoke, alone and naked in the bed. I had to pee. After relieving myself and attaching my collar, I made my way downstairs and located my phone. As I figured, I had a text from my mom, concerned in regard to my whereabouts. I sent her a message, letting her know that I wouldn’t be coming home until Thursday afternoon and that everything was good.

As I was finishing off my text, Ms. DeMarco entered the kitchen.

“Concerned parents?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied. “I told them I’d be home tomorrow afternoon. Will that be okay?”

She gave me that wicked smile and licked her lips. Then she clapped her hands.

“Oh, of course! We’ll have ourselves a little slumber party, Cassidy,” she said, walking past me and gently smacking my bare ass.

“That sounds wonderful, ma’am.”

“Are you rested, girl?” she asked.

“I’m a little groggy, but I slept really well.”

The lead for my collar was on the kitchen counter; she seemed to always have it nearby, no matter where I was in the house. She followed my eyes and smiled. Snapping the lead onto my collar, she led me back upstairs where she fucked me off and on through the night. She was insatiable. She used an assortment of dildos and vibrators on me, usually as she sat on my face while I licked her holes. On one occasion in the wee hours of the morning, she used a large strap-on. She fucked me in every position imaginable, and surprisingly my favorite was when she mounted me missionary style, pressing her fleshy tits into mine and kissing me frantically as we fucked. Sometime before dawn, I drifted off, awakening a few hours later, deliciously sore from the incessant pounding.

After taking nourishment with the mistress of the house, I resumed my normal duties. I pranced around the house wearing only my collar, cleaning, straightening, and washing the bed linen. Ms. DeMarco spent most of the day in her office as I worked upstairs. Just before 5 p.m., she surfaced.

“My son will be here over the weekend, Cassidy,” she said. “After Friday, I won’t require your services until Monday.”

I tried to hide my disappointment. For the first time in my life, I found myself wishing it were Monday. I suddenly felt quite indifferent about my weekend prospects.

The remainder of the day was uneventful. When I arrived on Friday morning, Ms. DeMarco met me in the kitchen, once again dolled up but wearing only the skimpy robe. She let it drop to the floor, just as she’d done on Wednesday and hoisted herself onto the counter. I buried my face in her wonderful black bush, lapping at her dark and succulent pussy lips. She moaned her delight, grabbing the back of my head and humping my face.

“Oh fuck, girl! You are getting so good at this,” she said. “Lick my pussy! Eat my cunt!”

I devoured her, savoring her delicious earthy aroma and salty-sweet flavor. I reached between my legs, finding my own slit drenched and in flames. I worked myself with my fingers as I munched her fabulous pussy—my need becoming increasingly urgent. I had learned what she liked. I found her clit and swirled my tongue over it, following that with long, wicked laps using the flat of my tongue. I used constant pressure, causing her breathing to become short and raspy. When I sensed her getting close, I used my free hand to run a finger inside of her.

“Oh, GAWD!” she moaned. “YES! FUCK! YES!”

I inserted a second finger, curving them to stroke the patchy nerves inside of her.

“I’m gonna cum, girl! OH FUCK!”

I increased the velocity of the strokes between my legs, nearing my own climax. My efforts to have us cum together were almost successful. But she got there just before me, screaming and growling, filling the kitchen with the lewd rants of a lust-filled woman.

“OH FUCK! I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING!” she bellowed.

She grinded her cunt onto my face, soaking me with love nectar that was sweet, tangy, and delicious. As she shook in the throes of orgasm, mine began. A warm reflux from my abdomen to my thighs commenced. The world spun, but somehow I stayed on my feet, as well as on task. I finished off my mistress as my pleasure peaked. I moaned into her pussy as she fell back on the counter, aftershocks of bliss still racking her body. Then I lost my footing, crumbling to the floor where I continued to fuck myself senseless.

I lay on the kitchen floor, looking up. Ms. DeMarco’s legs still dangled over the counter, soft moans and sighs coming from above. We stayed like this for several minutes, recovering from what was becoming a morning ritual to start the workday. What a job! Even if I wasn’t exactly getting paid, it was a fine beginning to the day. I giggled, wondering what I’d write on my tax form for this particular endeavor. Fuck toy? House pet? Ms. DeMarco sat up and looked at me curiously, but didn’t inquire as to the source of my laughter. Then she stood, stretching her fabulous body as she towered over me.

“Be a dear, girl, and start with the kitchen this morning,” she said, slipping into her robe and moseying off to dress for the day.

And this is what we fell into during the course of the summer. I serviced her in the kitchen three or four times a week upon arrival. Then I would do my chores during the morning before breaking for lunch. We almost always ate together. We would, with the exception of Wednesdays, spend an hour after lunch fucking and sucking each other into a dizzying haze of bliss. The twins came every Wednesday and they had their way with me. I loved every second of it. They tied me up, spanked me, placed me in blindfolds, and fucked me for two hours. They played dress up with me, braided my hair in pigtails sometimes, and used a variety of toys on me—a test subject, they laughed. But hey, after all, they were quickly becoming Ms. DeMarco’s biggest clients. And I was willing to go to any lengths to ensure their happiness.

Over the July 4th weekend, Ms. DeMarco threw a wild party. About ten men and twenty women attended, all carefully screened and vetted for a variety of issues—Ms. DeMarco assured me that my wellbeing was of top priority. Everyone enjoyed an afternoon of great food, fun, and music. I turned out to be a big part of the fun, but that’s a story for another day.

When August arrived, I was faced with considerations regarding my future. Ms. DeMarco addressed my concerns on a hot and humid afternoon as we lay by the pool.

“Starting next week, darling, I will no longer require you to do the cleaning.”

I looked at her a little stunned, wondering who was going to be taking care of the big house—who would be replacing me. She smiled kindly when she realized her comments were unsettling to me.

“I know you have plans to go to school, dear, but I have other ideas,” she stated.

“Oh? What ideas?” I asked neutrally.

We were lounging in our birthday suits near the water. She reached over and rubbed one of my nipples until it was stiff between her fingers. I moaned.

“I’d like for you to remain my pet. If you get a hankering to do hair or nails, you can do mine.”

She continued to tweak my nipple and I moaned again, the moisture in my pussy flowing freely from my slit.

“I want you to be my personal assistant, Cassidy. It will be a paid position and you will be compensated remarkably well. Of course, you’ll need to be available 24/7, and I’ll require you to stay on the premises. You’ll have days off and family time, most certainly, but you’ll live here with me.”

She sat up and ran her other hand along my leg, which was now darkly tanned from our summer sunbathing sessions together. I shivered with delight—not only from Ms. DeMarco’s offer, but also from her touch. I never got enough of her. I nodded my head. There was no question about whether I’d accept her offer or not. She knew it and so did I.

“But I’m happy to clean and do your laundry, ma’am,” I said, thinking how I got a particular thrill from washing her thongs and panties.

“Nonsense!” she spouted. “Your value to me in my office…and with the twins, is immeasurable, Cassidy.” She looked at me tenderly, but smiled that wicked grin before adding, “I like having you close by.”

She was still rubbing my leg and fingering my nipple. Her body glistened with a light sheen of perspiration that was unavoidable in the summer heat. Her fingernails ran lightly along my inner thigh, which glistened with my own light sweat. I shivered as it drifted upward. She avoided my slit, which was now begging for her touch. She toyed with my blonde thatch of pubic hair, and I noticed her nipples springing to life.

“I think I’d like to fuck you now, Cassidy. Please stand up,” she instructed.

She tossed both cushions from our lounge chairs onto the pool deck. Then she took me firmly by the wrist, pulling me down before turning and planting her wet sex on my face. She pulled up my legs and dove in from the top, her hot tongue rocketing me into space. Our slick bodies slid over each other’s, her saltiness divine on my palate. Her tongue was all over me: inside my canal; over my asshole; and lapping at my clit. I lost track of the orgasms we coaxed from one another; it was perhaps the most erotic sex I’d had with her over the past two months.

Finally, we tapered our lovemaking and hopped into the pool, refreshing our hot skin and cooling our sensitive girly bits. We splashed and drifted in the pool for nearly an hour, and then she sent me home.

“Go, Cassidy. I’ll see you in the morning. Perhaps you’ll want to have a good talk with your parents.”

She was right. I wasn’t particularly close to either my mom or dad, but I cared for them and I knew they loved me. It would be a bit awkward discussing the issue with them, but I knew they wouldn’t try to hold me back. I would keep my explanation simple, focusing only on the career opportunity I was being handed.

I showered in the bathroom along the hall near the spare bedroom where the twins had debauched me on a weekly basis. Following that, I blew my hair dry, dressed, and found my mistress in the kitchen. The sun was dipping into the western sky, cooling the air a bit and cutting the humidity. The bike ride home would not be unpleasant. I hefted my backpack and bid Ms. DeMarco a lovely evening. She gave me a little swat on the ass as I walked out the door. The summer air felt good on my skin as I pedaled down her driveway. I grinned, and then began laughing. What I thought had been a disastrous event at Riverbend Plaza earlier in the summer had turned into a golden opportunity beyond my wildest dreams.
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I moved into Ms. DeMarco’s lovely home the following Monday. My dad let me borrow his truck to transfer the few belongings I’d need at my new residence. I didn’t require any of my furniture, but I loaded most of my clothing and many of my personal items. Ms. DeMarco ushered me into an upstairs bedroom. It was nicely furnished, bright and cheerful, and had a spacious bathroom connected to the room. A huge walk-in closet provided more space than I’d ever use, but the sheer size of it made for great utility. I never had any trouble locating whatever I was searching for. By afternoon, I had everything unpacked and in place. After returning my father’s truck, I pedaled back to Ms. DeMarco’s estate. A dusty Volkswagen sat in the driveway. The twins each drove a 5-series BMW, so I knew it wasn’t them. Besides, I couldn’t recall them ever popping in on Monday. Maybe Ms. DeMarco had a contractor.

I leaned my bicycle against the wall inside of the garage and entered the kitchen. Normally, I still milled around the house nude—usually wearing my collar. But with a potential visitor on site, I decided to investigate before stripping off my sports bra and snug-fitting shorts.

I started my search on the terrace level and found Ms. DeMarco busy at her desk—the one we’d fucked on several times a week over the summer. She glanced up at me and removed her reading glasses as I entered her office area.

“You’re back just in time. I have an important task for you!” she said with excitement.

“Oh?” I inquired.

“You’ll find a young lady upstairs, dear. Now that you’ve returned, I’d like to have a word with the two of you. Please be a love and fetch her.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

I slipped up the stairs into the kitchen, but it was vacant. Moving into the great room, I heard noises, like items being moved on a table. I glanced around a few times before spotting a girl sitting on the floor with a cleaning rag in her hand. She was wiping down a bookshelf in the corner of the room.

“Hi,” I said.

She jerked but recovered quickly.

“Oh, hi,” she responded.

“Ms. DeMarco has requested that we join her in her office. Will you follow me, please?” I asked.

She stood and I got a good look at her; she was stunningly attractive.

“Boy!” I thought. “Ms. DeMarco sure had a way of finding pretty girls to keep around.”

Her wavy auburn hair and full lips were most striking. Emerald-green eyes surveyed me deferentially. She was thick, almost chunky, but her body appeared firm and athletic. Perhaps an inch shorter than me, I guessed she was twenty pounds heavier. She wore shorts and a crop top, revealing big jugs and lots of curves. Lightly tanned skin was smooth and silky looking. Straight white teeth sparkled in the well-lit room when she offered me a smile.

She fell in line behind me. I could feel her eyes all over my ass, so I put a little extra sway in my walk as I moved through the house. When we got to the bottom of the basement stairs, I held my hand for her to go in ahead of me. I returned the favor, moving my eyes over her big, round rump as she stepped past me. Her ass was mouth-watering, the sensuous curves of her cheeks poking from the hem of her shorts. I licked my lips.

She stalled as we entered the office area. Ms. DeMarco leaned back and surveyed us. The girl stood to my left and slightly in front of me.

“Have you two introduced yourselves?” Ms. DeMarco asked.

The girl shook her head and I spoke.

“We have not, ma’am,” I said.

“Cassidy, this is Nadine,” my mistress stated. “She’ll be cleaning the house and doing the laundry from this point forward.”

I nodded and the girl stood still, awaiting further instructions.

“You’ll be in charge of Nadine, dear,” Ms. DeMarco said to me. “Anything you require from her, she is most willing to do. Isn’t that correct, Nadine?”

The girl glanced over her shoulder at me, grinning like a Cheshire Cat. And that’s when it hit me. She was the sultry redhead from the Curious Costumes catalogue.

“Yes, ma’am,” Nadine purred. “Her wish is my command.”

“Excellent!” Ms. DeMarco exclaimed. “Well, ladies, there is work to be done. Nadine, please return to your duties. In a few minutes, Cassidy will join you in the spare bedroom to get you…ahem…presentable. That will be all.”

Nadine walked past me, smiling and then licking her rosy lips. Once she was out of earshot, Ms. DeMarco proffered a large bag from behind the desk. She beckoned me over.

“She’s yours to do whatever you want, dear—your own little pet. I can assure her compliance. I hope you find her acceptable.”

“She is lovely, ma’am! Thank you!”

The mistress smiled. “You’ve been so wonderful; I felt it time you were rewarded for being such a loyal and loving companion. And let there be no doubt, young lady, you and I have merely scratched the surface of things to come. But in the meantime, you enjoy Nadine. The two of us will spend some quality time together tonight. Now, run along and see to your little plaything!”

I looked inside the bag when I reached the kitchen. A collar, similar to mine, but with stars cut into the leather in place of studs lay in the bag. A lead was coiled inside it. Another item gave me pause. It was a flogger, red and black suede tendrils terminating at a thick leather handle.

I found Nadine in the great room. Whisking into the space like a woman in charge, I called to her.

“Come with me, girl,” I said sternly.

“Yes, Miss Cassidy,” she responded.

I found her deference most endearing, but I remained stern.

“Let’s go, girl. We don’t have all day!”

We entered the spare bedroom and I shut the door. She turned and looked at me, awaiting further instructions. I went to the closet and located the skimpy maid’s uniform. Pulling it from the closet, I held it up and nodded my approval. I tossed it onto the bed.

“Put it on,” I said.

“Shall I change here?” she asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

She paused for a moment before smiling lustily. She slipped out of her shorts and whipped off her tank top as I sat on the bed watching. When she reached for the uniform, I stopped her.

“Bra and panties too,” I said, keeping my face neutral but burning with desire inside.

She paused briefly again, and then reached behind her back, unhooking her bra. Two large melons sprung free, bouncing and jiggling before settling—the gravitational pull giving her big naturals the slightest tug southward. I may have gasped. Her tits were monstrous, beautiful globes of flesh dancing before my eyes. She stood in front of me, hands to her side, smiling shyly.

“Now the panties,” I said with a surprisingly clear and strong voice that betrayed the excitement brewing in my moistening pussy.

She sank thumbs into the elastic on both sides of her skimpy thong. Ever so slowly, she slid them over her thick thighs, which were moderately tanned and adorned with light freckles. I was pleased that she didn’t shave. An exotic, fiery bush appeared before my eyes. Her pussy lips were slightly thick and meaty, beautiful pink labia the color of ripe grapefruit.

Again, she moved toward the bed where I sat next to the maid’s costume. When she reached for the outfit, I caught her hand.

“Wait,” I said. “Play with your pussy for me.”

She gulped and let out a breathy sigh.

“Yes, Miss Cassidy,” she responded.

“Here,” I said. “Lie on the bed.”

I hastily tossed the maid’s costume to the floor, making room for her ample ass on the bed. She sprawled, knees up and legs spread at an angle where I had a perfect view.

“Fuck yourself,” I said.

Lowering her hand to her drooling cunt, she fingered her clit first, rolling the bud with her index and middle fingers. I watched fascinated as it engorged, growing larger and harder—a perfect pearl at the top of her slit. I reached over and touched a large breast, gently caressing her and rubbing her turgid nipples between my fingers.

“Ah, fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, it feels so good.”

Soon her pussy began to sing, slurping and sloshing as her fingers rubbed her glorious sex. Then her middle and index fingers disappeared inside of her wet cunt. When she pulled them out to rub her clit again, clear sticky girl cum smeared her pussy. Her heady scent wafted in the air, making me mad with desire. I was out of my clothes in a flash. Then I kneeled over her, my dripping pussy only inches from her face.

“You may not cum yet, Nadine. I will cum first!”

With that, I lowered myself onto her face. Her tongue was magic on my sex. I grabbed her hair and pulled her roughly into me. I became frantic with lust. Centering my clit on her mouth, I thrust back and forth, up and down. I bit my lip to stifle a scream, and then climaxed all over Nadine’s face. But I was still hot with passion. I needed more. Turning 180 degrees and keeping my twat over her mouth, I dove at her fiery quim. Hot and wet stickiness greeted me, deliciously sweet and pungently aromatic. I sucked at her protuberant flesh, nibbling her meaty lips, savoring her flavor. She cried into my pussy when my tongue assaulted her clit. This was no gentle lovemaking scene. Instead, it was two horny girls needing release, clamoring for only orgasmic bliss.

Our legs began shaking simultaneously as we danced the Sapphic waltz. Her tongue was deep inside of me, and her chin grinded into my clit. We became one, a seismic union of quaking motion, wanton and needy until the dam broke, gushing fluids soaking each other. As I came with a roar, I bit her lips and pinched her thighs, cramming two fingers inside of her.

“YES!” she screamed. “YES! OH GOD, YES!”

She was a soggy mess, curly red hairs drenched with her juice. I lapped at her bush, greedily absorbing her musky earthiness. Her scent was heavenly, causing another paroxysm in my cunt. I spewed my nectar onto my new charge’s face, drenching her once again. And then, the waves of ecstasy slowly subsided.

We stayed in this position for some time, learning each other’s bodies. I kissed and licked at her thick inner thighs, firm and muscular, yet smooth and feminine.

“I think you’re going to work out fine, Nadine,” I said, climbing off of her. “But I noticed you left a cleaning rag on the floor of the great room in your haste to be fucked. I won’t stand for that lack of control.”

“Uh…oh…uh, yes, Miss Cassidy,” she stammered. “I’m very sorry!”

“Get on all fours, Nadine,” I scolded. “Face down and ass up!”

I removed the flogger from the bag and stood to her right. I brought the leather tendrils down with a flash across the wide expanse of her dreamy ass. She howled and I struck her again, leaving crimson stripes on her big butt. She was whimpering below me, but her dripping cunt left no question as to whether or not she needed this kind of attention. And my initial foray into the kink had left me giddy with excitement. Striking her had awakened something deep inside of me I hadn’t known existed until that very moment.

“Stay in that position,” I commanded.

I flipped the flogger in my hand and placed the head of the long, phallic-like handle against her pussy lips. She groaned and pushed backward, attempting to impale herself on the shaft. I was having none of it. I slapped her ass with my bare hand, causing her to shriek and groan.

“Hold still or you’ll get nothing at all!” I roared.

Slowly, I pressed into her, filling her. She grabbed the comforter with fisted hands, turning her knuckles white.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” she cried.

I drove the business end of the flogger in and out of her love nest, fascinated by the exotic look of her red bush, the reddish-pink lips, and especially the puckered rosette of her asshole. I used the copious juices streaming from her fiery hole and lubed my finger. She groaned as I inserted it into her ass. I worked both holes with lewd alacrity. Her big boobs swung to and fro as I punished her from the back.

“OH FUCK!” She wailed. “Fuck me! PLEASE! FUCK ME!”

Liquid love ran down her thighs as I pounded her without mercy, driving the flogger handle into her wet cunt as I fingered her asshole. Her big ass began to jiggle and quake. Her head was turned toward me, a contorted and twisted cum face begging for release. A few more strokes took her home.

“I’M CUMMING,” she bellowed. “OH! MY! GAWD!”

Her entire backside was drenched with her cream as she uncontrollably soaked herself. She was indeed a juicy girl. I pulled the flogger from her quivering chasm and finished her off with my tongue, savoring the rich flavor of a young and horny girl. I lapped the juices from her pussy as she rocked and writhed, screaming in ecstasy and pounding the mattress. When I finally took mercy on her, she lay face down on the bed whimpering and sobbing. I smacked her backside hard with the flogger.

“That will be enough, Nadine. You may freshen up in the hall bathroom. You’ll find everything you need to facilitate the high standards of hygiene Ms. DeMarco and I will expect from you.”

I was ready for her when she sat up. I snapped the collar around her neck, attached the lead and escorted her down the hall. Once inside the bathroom, I removed the lead.

“Clean yourself up, Nadine,” I said. “I’ll come back in twenty minutes to check on you. Stay in here until I return.”

I left her in the bathroom and ran upstairs to my own quarters to freshen up. Twenty minutes later, I led her from the bathroom. She was sparkly now, clean and tidy. Back in the bedroom, I pointed to the maid’s uniform I’d tossed to the floor in my haste to debauch my new pet.

“Put it on, girl,” I said. “Just the uniform, Nadine. No panties and no bra.”

Five minutes later, we were in the great room, the cleaning rag still lying where she’d left it. I glanced down at it and gave her a disapproving look. She scurried over to pick it up, bending over and exposing her juicy holes when the skirt rode up her wide fanny. I grinned. I was already enjoying my new role.

“Finish in here, Nadine, and then you may leave for the day.” I looked her over. “Leave the collar on the dresser in the spare bedroom before you depart.”

Her hand went to her neck. She stroked the leather band gently, lovingly, and I knew she adored wearing it as I adored mine.

Twenty minutes later she was gone. I had about fifteen hours to come up with some naughty activities for the following day. When I met Ms. DeMarco on the terrace level, she had some ideas of her own. Sitting on the sofa and sipping wine together, we discussed the situation.

“How was Nadine today, Cassidy? I hope you found her satisfactory.”

My mistress gave me her patented grin, making my pussy twitch with excitement.

“She was most delightful, ma’am. She got a little out of line once, but a certain little item in your care package seemed to remedy the problem.”

“Bring her to the terrace level when she arrives tomorrow. I think it would be thrilling if we took her together,” she said matter-of-factly, the huge grin still covering her countenance.

“Absolutely, ma’am! That sounds like a lot of fun!”

Her grin morphed into a sweet smile. “My lovely pet,” she said tenderly, stroking my leg as her phone chimed.

She glanced at the screen. She could hardly control the excitement on her face.

“I have a surprise for you, dear! Come along.”

I followed her upstairs into the kitchen. She opened the garage door and we stepped into the steamy confines where she parked her cars. As usual, the Escalade and the repaired Mercedes I’d busted up back in June sat in their respective places. But the golf cart had been moved out of the garage.

Then I noticed a middle-aged man standing in the driveway next to a sparkling new Benz.

“Jerry!” Ms. DeMarco exclaimed, skipping over to the paunchy gentleman with the beginnings of a comb over.

“As promised, Constance, here is your new E-class!”

A beautiful black Mercedes gleamed in the late-day sun. Jerry handed her the keys and a folder which presumably held paperwork. He helped her hold it open as he produced a pen.

“I just need a signature and a ride back to the dealership if it’s no trouble.”

Ms. DeMarco completed the pesky paperwork and turned to me. She produced a key fob from her pocket and strolled over to the car I’d roughed up early in the summer.

“How about you use your new company car to take Jerry back to work, Cassidy?”

I looked at her incredulously. I couldn’t find words. The older Benz was in great condition and probably only three or four years old. I looked over at Jerry, but he was inside Ms. DeMarco’s new car removing the plastic wrap protecting the upholstery. He was distracted and out of earshot.

“You’ve been the sweetest and loveliest companion, my little pet,” Ms. DeMarco said. “You’ve earned it…you deserve it.”

She took both my cheeks in her hands as I sobbed with joy, and then she kissed me lovingly on the forehead. She smiled as I climbed into my new car and started the engine. Jerry eased into the passenger’s side and closed the door.

I slid the window down and looked at my mistress, tears welling in my eyes.

“Thank you so much, ma’am. How can I ever repay you?”

She grinned that wicked grin and laughed loudly.

“Oh! I’ll think of something I’m sure, dear. Now drive carefully,” she said, winking and smiling. “We wouldn’t want a Fender Bender!”
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