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“Her office is upstairs, third door on the right, you’ll see it. You’re welcome to store anything you’d like in the downstairs refrigerator, and the downstairs guest room is always open for anyone working late. Oh, and Ms. Stone doesn’t allow any of her assistants upstairs after six pm. Without permission, that is.”

I feverishly jotted down ‘Do NOT go upstairs after 6’ and a few other messy scrawls as Timothy continued leading me on the whirlwind tour of what was to be my new place of employment. Despite how nerve-wracking all of these rules are, I absolutely can’t believe I’m here right now. Audrey Stone, the most important and accomplished interior designer in the last twenty years, is now my boss. I feel like I could scream from excitement!

“Alright, well, I think that’s everything downstairs. Are you ready to meet Ms. Stone?”

“Um, yes, yeah, I suppose I am.” I say, sliding my notebook back into my bag. My heart clamored uncomfortably against my chest. This is it. Don’t mess this up, Lilah.

We ascended a polished, mahogany staircase up to the second floor of Ms. Stone’s massive house. The second story seemed to be just as large as the first, adorned with perfectly arranged pastel loveseats and indoor plants. I marvelled at the simplicity and charm of the second-story living room’s arrangement.

Timothy continued leading me past the den and further down the hallway where I assumed Ms. Stone’s office must be. We stood at the end of the hall for a moment while Timothy knocked on the door. After many silent moments, a quiet voice finally beckoned us in.

“Ms. Stone?” Timothy asked cautiously, opening the door only a couple of inches. “Ah, is this an alright time to come in? I have your newest assistant here. Lily.”

“Oh, actually it’s Lilah–” I tried to correct.

“Yes. Come.” Ms. Stone beckoned us again.

Timothy finally pushed the door open and sunlight from three magnificent bay windows in the back of the room streamed in. Ms. Stone’s office was well-lit and patterned with a lovely royal blue wallpaper and white Louis XV chairs with gold trim. She stood at a long, brown table in the center of the room, standing over a number of blueprints and hand drawn designs. She was tall with a strong jaw and her dark brown hair pulled back in a severe bun. Her green eyes were hidden behind a pair of thick, black glasses. I was absolutely in love.

I stood meekly beside Timothy, chewing on my bottom lip. “Hello, Ms. Stone. It’s an honor to be here. Thank you so much for hiring me. I’m excited to get to work and begin assisting you in–”

“Timothy, get me a sparkling water, would you?” Ms. Stone interrupted me, her eyes drifting back towards her work in front of her.

Timothy disappeared from my side suddenly and I was left in the cold, uncertain silence of Ms. Stone’s ambivalence towards me. Fifteen, twenty, then thirty seconds went by until either of us spoke again.

“Lilah, is it?” She murmured, never looking up at me. “And where are you from Lilah? Do I detect a southern England accent in you? Brighton, perhaps?”

“Dover, actually.” I murmured, not wanting to correct her.

Timothy burst in through the door as if he had sprinted the entire way downstairs. He delivered a glass of bubbling water to Audrey’s side before returning to stand beside me.

“That is all.” She said with a dismissive wave. A little taken aback, I moved to follow Timothy as he quickly turned to leave.

“Not you.” Audrey said, suddenly. I stopped and turned to look over my shoulder. Was she speaking to me? For the first time since meeting her, Audrey’s eyes were fixed onto mine. I licked my bottom lip.

Timothy gave me a look of surprise and maybe pity as he slipped away and shut the door behind him. I took a chance and stepped forward a couple of paces.

“Is... Is there something I can help you with, ma’am?”

Audrey took a long sip from her drink, her eyes never leaving me. Then, she motioned for me to sit in one of the french chairs beside her. “Sit.”

I did as I was told immediately, dropping down into the chair and staring up at her. She took a couple of lazy steps towards me, standing so close to my chair that her leg rest gently up against the base of it. “I read your job application, Lilah. You have been a personal assistant to many others. Do you enjoy that sort of work?”

“Yes. I do.” I answered simply. I couldn’t help but admire the soft lines of Audrey’s face, the pale tint of her skin, and her full, bee-stung lips.

“And do you think you are good at it?”

I nodded once, my breath hitching a little in my throat. “Yes. I... I think I’m very good at it.”

“That’s good, because I am in need of a... particular kind of assistance. I need someone whom I can rely on at every whim. Someone who can... please me in more ways than one.”

My stomach seemed to flip inside of me. What did she mean ‘in more ways than one’? I opened and shut my mouth a number of times. “I... I can do that...”

“Can you?” Audrey asked, tilting her head down at me, examining me, scrutinizing my face. “Are you certain?”

“I’m certain.” I said, quickly. I crossed my ankles and strengthened my gaze up at her. I wasn’t entirely sure of what she was asking of me, but whatever it was, I wanted to give it to her.

“Alright, then. That is all.” Like the turn of a switch, she moved away from me and returned her focus to the drawings spread across the table. I sat in the chair for many moments, stunned, before realizing I should leave. Without a word, I gathered my bag and scuttled out of the room.

I descended the wooden staircase feeling numb and... maybe, a little turned on. Ms. Stone was beyond what I had imagined her to be. And somehow I couldn’t wait to work for her.

I spent the rest of the afternoon setting up my computer workstation in the downstairs den where all of Ms. Stone’s employees worked. Despite the severity and terseness of our boss, everyone was in good spirits, hardworking, and dedicated to their jobs. I met Jes and Rae, two of the designers, and Samantha, Ronnie, and Maria, three other assistants to Ms. Stone. Between signing new employee paperwork and getting comfortable with the server setup, the afternoon went by surprisingly quick.

Before I knew it, six o’clock had rolled around and everyone began packing up. As I was pushing my things into my bag, the phone’s shrill ring broke the casual atmosphere of our office. Timothy dove for the phone like it was a bomb about to explode. He spoke quietly and quickly into the receiver before hanging it up again.

“Lilah,” He said, “She wants to see you.”

Surprised, I stood still for a moment. “Me? But isn’t it–”

“Now.” He encouraged me, nodding up towards the wooden staircase.

What could Audrey want from me? I slipped my bag over my shoulder and quietly made my way up the stairs with the unmistakable feeling of everyone’s eyes on my back.

I knocked on the white door leading to Ms. Stone’s office and waited until I heard her voice beckon me in further before opening the door.

Ms. Stone stood at the central bay window in the back of the office, staring out of it, her back turned to me. She looked over her shoulder as I entered.

“Yes, Ms. Stone?”

“Shut the door, Lilah.” She quietly instructed me, her voice cool and smooth. “Come here.”

Swallowing down a growing lump in my throat, I stepped further into the room and joined her at the window.

“Has everyone begun going home for the night?” She asked.

“Erm... yes, I believe so.” I said, nodding.

Slowly, Ms. Stone turned to me and her green eyes slid up and down me like I was a piece of meat. Was she... checking me out? She took a breath, then quietly exhaled it. Before I could ask what she wanted of me, she pressed herself forward and up against me. One hand snaked around my waist, and the other caressed my cheek.

I gasped into the touch, my eyes sliding shut.

She tangled her hand in my sandy colored tresses and very slowly put her lips to mine. Her kiss was warm and sensuous, her tongue pressing atop mine and dancing inside my mouth. I moaned quietly into her embrace, feeling my legs weaken and my mind go blank. What was happening?

Her tongue continued to explore my mouth and the room was silent except for my occasional gasps and sighs of pleasure. Despite how good it all felt, I found myself whispering into the kiss, “Wh–what are...?”

“Do you wish to stop?” Audrey murmured into my mouth, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and teasing it gently.

I hardly had to think before answering. “No,” I whispered, “please don’t stop, Ms. Stone.”

Never breaking the kiss, she led me towards a long, beige loveseat up against the western wall. I felt my knees back into the loveseat and lowered myself onto it. Ms. Stone climbed on top of me, breaking the kiss to lower her lips to my jaw and neck. Her hands danced around my waist, pulling dexterously at my pants’ button and zipper.

I whimpered in pleasure as I felt myself getting wetter and wetter. My clit was beginning to throb. She managed to pull my pants downward and dragged a couple of fingers across my black, lace underwear.

“Oh, oh god,” I whimpered, desperately wanting her to go inside of me.

With torturous slowness, she pulled my underwear down my legs. Her fingers parted my pussy lips slowly and carefully.

I felt her hot breath right up against my ear. “Tomorrow, you will have your cunt shaved.” She instructed me.

Without missing a beat, I nodded furiously. “Y-yes, ma’am. Yes, Ms. Stone.”

“Are you going to be a good girl?” She asked me, her fingers slipping inside of my cunt. She played with my clit slowly and easily, just teasing it, daring me to beg for more.

“Fuck, oh, oh god,” I whined, wanting her, needing her. “Yes, I’m-I’m a good girl. I’m going to be good.” I promised.

Without warning, she plunged three fingers inside of me, fucking me hard and fast, in and out, in and out. I cried out an unbridled moan of pleasure, biting on my lip to contain how loud it already was.

“Fuck, fuck, Ms. Stone, please! God, right there, please! Don’t stop, don’t stop–” I begged.

Ms. Stone pressed the heel of her hand up against my clit, my juices spilling down her hand and my inner thighs.

“I’m–I’m... going to cum, Ms. Stone. I’m going to–”

“Cum for me, Lilah.” She breathed into my mouth, taking my lips in hers again. Her fingers extracted from my cunt and worked furiously against my clit.

My body felt like an inflating balloon, heat bursting from my center and exploding out from in. I gasped endlessly, my hands tightening around the back of her shirt, clutching her to me. “Oh–oh god!”

My juices spilled from my core as my body shivered and trembled under the grasp of my orgasm. My mind melted and words seemed impossible as the world shook around me. It was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had...

Ms. Stone remained on top of me for a few moments longer. Then, she got to her feet and returned to the large work-table in the center of the room. She wiped her fingers on a black handkerchief and sighed contently. “I expect you here every evening at six pm exactly. You will be groomed as instructed and ready to obey any of my other demands. Is that understood?”

I felt woozy as I sat up and began to pull my pants back on. I swallowed hard, nodding. “Y-yes, Ms. Stone.”

“Very good. That is all.”

*

I took a heavy breath before pushing open the front door to Stone Designs, Inc. It was 8:45 am and I was fifteen minutes early. Only Jes and Ronnie were at their desks already by the time I walked in. I was nervous as I sat down at my computer, unable to stop wondering if my co-workers had heard my cries of pleasure coming from upstairs last night.

“Morning.” Jes smiled over at me, holding a humongous mug of coffee in one hand, her other hand hovering over her computer mouse.

“Um, good morning.” I murmured. Maybe they hadn’t heard my whining and moaning from last night... Then, an uncomfortable thought struck me. Was Ms. Stone fucking all of her assistants? Or just me? I very much hoped it was just me...

As I sat down and settled at my station, I tried very hard to clear my thoughts of what had happened in Ms. Stone’s office. She had fucked me better than any of my previous lovers. And it had been so unexpected... I couldn’t help but wonder if I had been hired for my looks, rather than my talent.

I tried to work hard and diligently for the rest of the day but my mind was in a faraway place. Would Ms. Stone fuck me again tonight? I really, really hoped so.

I had no reason to go to Ms. Stone’s office all day, despite wanting to. She never called for me, nor was I asked to deliver anything to her. For most of the day, I organize her calendar for the next six months and scheduled meetings with clients. When six pm finally rolled around, I found myself breathing heavily, an unbearable desire rising deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait to see her again.

Only Maria and Timothy were left when I gathered my bag and slipped out of the office to go up those magnificent, polished stairs. I ran my fingers along the bannister, sighing in excitement at the thought of Ms. Stone’s hands on me. Like the night before, I stood outside of the office door until Ms. Stone invited me in.

The door groaned creakily as I pushed it open and quietly shut it behind me. Audrey stood at the head of the massive central table, scribbling over a yellow legal pad, her glasses sitting on the tip of her nose. The setting sun was bathing her in a warm, golden light. She looked stunning and my cunt began to ache for her.

As usual, she did not look up at me or acknowledge my presence for many moments as she continued to writing. Finally, she let out a small exhale, placed her pen down and pulled her glasses off.

“Sit.” She murmured softly, nodding to a chair right beside her. I hung my purse from a coat rack by the door and moved to her side very quickly, obediently. I sat myself in the chair and looked up at her expectantly.

“Good evening.” She said softly, looking me up and down as she had done last night, admiring me.

“Good evening, Ms. Ston–”

“You,” She corrected me, “will call me mistress from the hours of six pm til eight am. Is that understood?”

My mouth went very dry all of the sudden. “Yes, mistress.” I exhaled.

I had never said the word aloud before, and it felt foreign and strange on my tongue. I had never had a mistress before.

“Did you do as I asked you to last night?” Her eyes came to rest on my lap.

“Oh,” I murmured, “y-yes, mistress. I... I groomed myself to your liking.” My body ached for her. I wanted very desperately for her to be pleased. “Would you like to see?”

Ms. Stone nodded once, crossing her arms over her chest and waiting patiently as I stood from the chair and unbutton my skirt. I pulled it down to the ground, revealing the gray thong I was wearing that day. I grabbed the sides of the thin underwear and slipped them down my trembling thighs, revealing my freshly shaved and trimmed pussy.

She took a step closer to me, her hips pressing up against mine, and slipped her hand up against my cunt. I gasped in expectant pleasure.

“Very nice.” She finally said. “You please me, Lilah. Now, get down on to your knees.”

I did as I was told, getting down on the ground and placing my hands on my thighs. My breath was hitched in my throat. I had a perfect view of Ms. Stone’s breasts from where I sat. They were full and round, not big, but pillowy. I imagined pressing my face into them.

Ms. Stone moved behind me to a large chest of drawers by the loveseat she fucked me on last night. She took something out of the top drawer and returned to my side, though she remained behind me. Her hands rest on my shoulders and her fingers dipped slowly down my chest.

“I have something for you.” She whispered.

Suddenly, a leather collar was being clicked in place around my neck. It was black with a silver metal ring in the center of it. She tightened it and moved around to face me again.

“Thank you, mistress.” I whispered, reaching up and fingering the ring.

“You’re my pet, and I’m going to treat you as such.” She placed her hand around my cheek, caressing it, brushing her thumb across my lips. I opened them for her, offering myself to her, and sucked gently on the tip of her thumb. My eyes slid shut in silent ecstasy. I wanted her to fuck me again so, so badly.

She pressed her thumb further into my mouth, “Suck on it.”

I did as I was told, lapping at her finger, my eyes opening to look up at her and admire the firm, instructive look on her face.

“Good girl. Would you like to go for a walk, my good girl?” Ms. Stone asked me, removing her thumb from between my lips and grabbing something off of the table top. Before I could answer, a leather leash was clipped to the collar around my neck. I gasped silently, my pussy clenching in delight. I was Ms. Stone’s pet. Her dog. Her plaything she could drag around and do with as she pleases.

She pulled on the leash and my head was brought towards the ground. I pushed myself forward until I was on all fours, my head dipped down in subservience. “Like this, mistress?”

“Yes. Now, come.” With the leash wrapped tight around her hand, she began walking the length of the room, pulling me along with her. I clamored to keep up on all fours, enjoying the tug of the collar against my neck when I wasn’t quick enough. She led me around the room twice. By the time we returned to the runner rug by the windows, my knees were red and sore. I sat back onto my heels and looked expectantly up at my boss, my mistress.

Ms. Stone unhooked the leash from around my collar and took my chin into her hands. She stood very close to me, her hips right up against my face. I chewed my bottom lip, looking up at the woman I had submitted to, a whimper escaping me.

Very slowly, she began undoing the button of her own pants. She pulled the zipper down and slid her pants down to her ankles. “Lick your mistress, pet.”

“Yes, mistress.” I agreed.

She placed her hand on the back of my head and guided me forward. My mouth met her trimmed and neat pussy. She kept my head still in that position and I pushed my tongue into her wet folds and onto her clit.

“Oh, yes,” She moaned softly, “mmmm, yes, good girl.”

I licked her harder and faster, her sweet juices spreading all over my mouth and onto my chin. I lifted my hands and placed them around her hips. No sooner than I touched her did she grab my hands and push them off of her.

“Put your hands behind your back.” She instructed me, offering no other explanation. I looked up at her through my licking, but silently obeyed. I wondered if she might tie my hands behind me. I know Ms. Stone certainly liked to be dominant, but I wasn’t sure if she was into bondage. I had never been tied up before and the idea was tantalizing...

Ms. Stone’s moaning grew louder and more exaggerated as my tongue swept through her sweet, wet folds. After a few more minutes of this, she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back.

“Very good, my pet. That’s enough for now. You are very obedient.” She complimented me. My insides warmed with pride. “I think you deserve a little treat. Back on your hands and knees.”

I pressed myself forward, panting a little. Was she going to fuck me? God, I hoped she was going to fuck me.

Ms. Stone approached me from behind again and rest one hand on my ass. She rubbed it gently, kneading one of my cheeks. She slipped the thong down to my knees and very gently spread my cheeks apart.

“I’m going to put something inside of you, and you are going to keep it in until you get home. Do I make myself clear?” She asked, her voice low and throaty.

“Y-yes, mistress.”

Something cold and soft pressed up against my asshole. I gasped as it went in further, my walls expanding to allow it in. I let out a tortured moan of pleasure. It was filling me up, filling me to the brim. God, it felt so good. My ass clenched around it. When she finished, the buttplug was fully inserted inside of me. She pulled my thong back up around my hips and returned to her seat at the head of the table.

“Now, I want you to touch yourself.” She whispered. “Sit right there and once you’ve cum then you can go home for the night.”

I swallowed, hard. My cunt was throbbing with desire, and I had so hoped she would fuck me. I guess she was going to leave me wanting. That would make me all the more obedient.

I winced as I sat on to my heels, the buttplug tickling the inside of my asshole. I pressed two fingers up against my underwear, swiping them across my wet cunt. Then, I slipped the panties to the side and inserted two fingers inside of me. I pumped them in and out and couple of times, releasing a long, drawn out moan.

“God,” I whined, “oh, fuck....” My fingers worked slowly on my clit, tickling it, swirling circles around it, slapping it a few times. My juices were shining on my fingers and slipping down my hand. I began to go faster and faster as my clit heated up and begged for release. My body was feeling light and full. I wanted to cum as soon as possible.

“M-mistress, I... I think I’m going to... cum, I’m going to cum...” I pleaded at her. My fingers continued working, pressing up and down on my sensitive little clit until finally–my body bucked and shivered with the explosion of pleasure that came with a well-earned orgasm. I panted, slowly removing my fingers from my cunt and looking up at my mistress.

She was watching me very closely, not smiling, not saying anything. “Lick your fingers, and then you may go.”

I hesitated, looking down at my slick, wet fingers. I had never tasted myself before, but for her... I slipped the two fingers inside of my mouth and sucked on them gently. My cum was tangy and a little fruity. Sweet, but not sour.

“Good girl.” She said, nodding once to me. “Leave your collar on the table.”

I really wanted to keep the collar on, but I unclipped it and placed it down on the table beside her.

“Goodnight, Mistress.” I said, gathering my purse and showing myself out of the office. My legs wobbled beneath me as I descended the polished wooden staircase and made my way out of the office and to the street outside. What the hell had I gotten myself into?

Bonus Story: Domme in Training

The basement floor was cold and hard up against Kylie’s bare skin. She jerked her head away from Natalie’s hold, but was helpless as the domme shoved a black thong into her open, wanting mouth.

“There you go. Don’t spit it out.” Natalie held a roll of white tape in her hands. She tore off a strip and spread it tightly over Kylie’s lips, smoothing it out with her hands against the bound woman’s face.

Kylie moaned in protest, glaring at Natalie over the tapegag. Natalie tore off two more strips, adding them just slightly above and below the original piece so that the lower half of Kylie’s face was covered in the thick white material.

“Now, that’s much better, isn’t it?” Natalie asked, rising to her feet and moving around to Kylie’s legs.

Kylie pulled desperately on the restraints binding her wrists and ankles together. They were so incredibly tight that she was reduced to a struggling, writhing mess on the ground. Never before had she ever felt helplessness like this. It made her heart clamor up against her chest, knowing that Natalie could do absolutely anything to her right now. She felt Natalie’s hands grabbing onto her ankles and a coil of rope being wound around her knees.

More restraints?? Seriously? Kylie thought.

“This will keep you good and still.” Natalie murmured as she worked.

“Mmmnnpphh,” Kylie moaned again, huffing brattily.

“Oh, shut up.” Natalie said, laughing a little. “We do this to every new domme who gets employed here. It’s our little welcoming ritual. Training the domme.”

Kylie exhaled grumpily and forced herself to submit to Natalie’s bindings. She had been a professional dominatrix for six years now and never once had she allowed someone to dominate her. People submitted to her, not the other way around. But today, on the first day of her new job as a domme with an upscale agency in Los Angeles, her co-worker Natalie had forcibly taken her down into the basement of the office and tied her up.

Kylie had struggled against Natalie, but the woman had been too quick in slapping a pair of handcuffs on her and smothering her mouth with a tight handgag. And now, Kylie found herself completely immobile on the basement floor, tied, gagged, and growing wetter every minute.

Natalie’s rope work was tight and restricting and as she finished tying Kylie’s knees, the bound woman found that she could hardly move at all.

“Mmmpph,” She moaned up at her captor, her blue eyes pleading.

“What? Are you begging me to let you go or something? Got somewhere to be?” Natalie’s hand hovered over Kylie’s ass. Her latex gloves felt smooth and rubbery against her skin.

Natalie gave her a little slap and Kylie released a whimper of something between pleasure and surprise. Natalie slapped her ass again, harder. “Like that, baby? Like getting spanked?”

Kylie cried out again, the gag swallowing her voice.

“You’ve never been tied up before, have you?” Natalie asked, running her hands slowly up and down Kylie’s back. “Can’t be a good domme if you don’t know what it’s like to get dominated.” She purred.

Kylie had to admit that Natalie had a point. How could she give customers a good experience if she herself had never been through what she was giving them?

“What are you thinking right now, Kylie? You’re wondering how long I’m going to keep you like this, probably. Or maybe you’re wondering if I’m going to fuck you. If I’m going to play with your nipples or tease your little clit. Is that what you’re thinking about?”

Kylie nodded, feeling utterly pathetic and helpless with the gag taking away her speech. It felt so dehumanizing being reduced to a squirming little sex toy with nothing to say, nothing to do.

“How does that tape feel on your mouth, hm?” Natalie asked, grabbing hold of Kylie’s chin and massaging her jaw gently. “Is it tight? Sealing your naughty lips together? You’re not allowed to talk, okay? I may give you permission to speak if I feel like it later, but for now you’re going to keep quiet.”

Kylie nodded in silent understanding, a small whimper escaping her.

Natalie pulled out her cell phone and took a photo of Kylie lying on the ground at her feet. “Gotta send a picture to the girls to show them you’re going through your training.” She said as the unmistakable sound of the camera shutter clicking filled the musty basement.

Natalie moved again to Kylie’s backside and lifted the woman’s bound ankles. Though Kylie could not see what she was doing, she felt her ankles and wrists pulled together into a merciless hogtie. With the toe of her black high heel, Natalie pushed Kylie onto her side and laughed down at the helpless woman.

Kylie groaned at the strain it placed on her limbs, but she had to admit that her growing helplessness was making her wetter and wetter. She hoped Natalie would at least give her a little release with a quick fuck or some clit teasing.

At the top of the basement stairs, the door leading to the ground floor suddenly opened. Natalie looked up over her shoulder. “Greta! Oh, come down here. I was just having a little fun with our newest co-worker!”

Greta descended the stairs quickly and laughed throatily at the sight of Kylie squirming on the ground. “Looks like you’ve been quite easy on her.”

Kylie’s eyes widened. Easy? She had been tied up for over half an hour now. What more could they do to her?

“Well, you’re welcome to have a crack at her.” Natalie offered.

“Let’s tie her to the X-Beam and take turns giving her a little pleasure, hm?” Greta suggested. Without waiting for an answer, she kneeled down to Kylie’s side and smiled down at the whimpering, moaning woman. “Noisy, aren’t you?”

She loosened the hogtie and pulled Kylie up to her feet. Because they were still bound together, she half-dragged the tied woman over to a huge wooden X in the center of the basement. “Help me with her, Nat.” Great said.

Natalie pushed Kylie until she was standing facing the X and bent over towards the ground. Natalie attached a leather collar around her neck and clipped the metal ring to another ring in the center of the X, keeping kylie bent over uncomfortably.

“Very good.” Greta admired.

Kylie shivered in anticipation. She couldn’t see behind her at all and had no idea what Great and Natalie were about to do to her.

Her pussy was dripping wet now and easily accessible beneath her black skirt. After Natalie had taken her underwear off and gagged her with them, her pussy juices were leaking freely down her leg.

Greta rubbed her hands gently down Kylie’s back, grabbing a handful of the woman’s ass and squeezing, kneading it and slapping it. Then, Kylie felt the tip of something enter her slowly from behind. She moaned heavily into the gag.

Greta held a silicon dildo in one hand and pressed it slowly inside of Kylie. “I think she likes it.” She said over her shoulder to Natalie. “Look how wet she is.”

The dildo slid in and out of Kylie with torturous slowness, pressing up against her G-spot, then rippling out of her. Again, and again, and again. She cried out into the gag with unbridled pleasure. It would only take moments for her to come, she could tell. Her body was heating up, her breath coming in heaving gasps. God, no one had ever made her come this quickly before? Was it just from being tied up? Being taken by another woman? For the first time, Kylie submitted to the whim of her captors.

As she predicted, her orgasm came swiftly and suddenly, and her body trembled and shivered while she remain bent over with her ass exposed. The dildo pulled away and Kylie was left breathless.

“Wow.” Greta murmured. “That was... incredibly quick. Natalie, I don’t think our new blood has ever been dominated before?”

“I told her. You can’t be a good domme without getting dominated once in awhile.”

Despite being bound in an uncomfortable position, still gagged, and with no end to her training in sight, Kylie smiled to herself. She could definitely enjoy an occasional dominating.
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