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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.

My Boss, My Mistress

Part II

By

Victoria Charlesworth

I glanced at the clock for the thousandth time today. 5:46 PM. Still fifteen minutes to go. A sigh escaped me as I deleted a few emails from my inbox and checked my calendar to see what I had to do tomorrow. No matter what mindless task I put myself to, my mistress, my boss, continued to rule my thoughts.

Never before in my life have I ever been so dedicated to my job. The last two weeks have by far been my most productive since the start of my career three years ago. I’m constantly trying to do my tasks as perfectly as possible, refusing to allow myself shortcuts or any laziness, all for Ms. Stone. Evernight I find it incredibly easy to go to bed early knowing that the sooner I go to sleep, the sooner I’ll wake up and get to return to Ms. Stone’s office.

I’ve even begun working out in the evenings, which has never been a priority for me before. Something about being made Ms. Stone’s assistant has made me want to impress her in every single way that I can. Every evening at six pm, Ms. Stone expects me to be waiting outside of her office door. How we spend our time together is dependent upon how she’s feeling that day, but usually I’m instructed to fuck her, or to be a little play toy for her, filled to the brim with her toys or even just “simply something pretty to look at.”

Often times, Ms. Stone likes to tease me, to fuck me for a few minutes or tease my clit, and then make me sit by her side while she continues to work. She lets me cum only when she cums, which, as torturous as it is, has been utterly mind-blowing. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I love being Ms. Stone’s personal sex slave.              

Getting through today was especially hard as it was a Monday and I hadn’t seen Ms. Stone since Friday evening. I was horny for most of the morning thinking about what Ms. Stone had planned for me today and had to sneak away during lunch to masterbate in the downstairs bathroom. Now, after a painfully long and boring afternoon, I finally start gathering my things so that I can join my mistress upstairs. 

“Hey Lilah, we’re going to go grab dinner at that arepas place down the street. Want to join?”

I freeze as Samantha calls over to me from her desk three tables away. I turned to face her, my purse in my hands. “Oh, uh... I totally would. That sounds like a lot of fun, but I... um, I still have a few things to do for... for Ms. Stone.”

“Yeah, no worries. Maybe next week?” Samantha says before turning back around. I swear she smiles at me knowingly as she returns to her computer, but there’s no possible way for her to know what’s going on with me and Ms. Stone. No one knows.

Finally, I made my way out of the downstairs office and up the familiar set of polished, wooden stairs. My heart was clamoring, as it always was right before our sessions, as I stood outside of my boss’ office door and knocked quietly against the antique, white panel. As usual, I heard a quiet ‘come in’ from the other side of the room. I opened the door, slipped inside, and shut it behind me.

“Good evening, Ms. Stone.” I greeted her, unable to keep a hungry smile from my lips. She was half-lying on the chaise lounge against the wall of her massive office, a book in one hand and a cup of tea sitting beside her on an accent table.

“Good evening, Lilah.” She murmured back to me, her eyes never leaving the page in front of her. “Come.”

I removed my coat and purse, hanging them both on the wooden coat rack beside the door, and made my way to her side. She smelled like cherries and vanilla. My clit throbbed a little beneath my panties.

“Sit.” She instructed, nodding once to a spot beside her on the small lounge.

My pussy was already warm and moist by the time I sat down beside her.

“Remove your skirt, and put your hands behind your back.”

A sharp stab of desire flooded me. I had always wondered if Ms. Stone was going to bring bondage into our time together. Mostly, she liked telling me what to do, but many of our activities had been bondage-adjacent, such as when she leads me around the room with a leash and collar. Whatever was to happen, I couldn't wait.

The severity of her words made me act quickly. I unfastened the button keeping my skirt around my hips, and pulled it down to the ground. Then, with only my black, lace panties on, I sat down beside her and placed my hands behind my back.

For a moment, nothing happened. I chanced a look over my shoulder and saw her shutting her book and removing something from the accent table beside us. I heard a quiet clinking of metal.

Then, something cold and hard snapped around my wrist noisily. Handcuffs. With a firm grip golding my wrists together, she cuffed them. Then, she relaxed against the chaise again and pulled me to her. I was facing away from her and my back was pressing up against the soft mound of her breasts.

She held me to her with one hand, her other returning to her book and holding it up so she could continue reading. With her free hand exploring me, trailing up and down my abdomen and side, I shivered with anticipation.

She said nothing as her hand dipped around to my underwear, pinching the waistband and pressing gently over the fabric covering my clit. I whimpered quietly.

Her fingers pushed the fabric aside and settled on top of my clit. She began fingering me very slowly, almost thoughtlessly as her eyes continued reading her book. A tortured groan left me. She worked on my clit, pressing down against and working my juices from my cunt over my pleasure-center. My moans became more frequent and louder.

Suddenly, Ms. Stone shut her book and placed it down on the ground. She clamped her free hand over my mouth severely.

“Your little noises are distracting me. Do I need to gag you?”

A whimper escaped me as her fingers kept working on me. I didn’t want to displease her, but, god, I couldn’t help but to release a steady stream of moans.

Her hand fell away from my mouth and Ms. Stone began removing the silk scarf tied loosely around her neck. She folded it into a long, thick pleat of fabric and brought the scarf over my mouth. She tied it very tightly around my head. Then, on second thought, she double knotted it.

I tested out my new gag with a quiet, exploratory moan. The scarf kept my noises of pleasure dull and quiet.

Ms. Stone returned to her book with one hand, then resumed the gentle, casual fingering of my clit with the other. With my hands tied, I could do nothing but squirm and writhe against her petting. God, my body was on fire, taut with her seemingly bored and careless attention.

Her hand abandoned my now dripping pussy and trailed upwards to my breasts. I still wore my form-fitting white blouse, but hadn’t worn a bra today on her suggestion that I occasionally forgo it. She slipped her hand inside of my shirt, unbuttoning it with ease. Her fingers tickled my nipples, pinching and pulling at them, rubbing them between her thumb and forefinger.

The gag stifled most of my moans, but a few slipped out in the silence of the room. The sounds of my gagged voice were making me even hornier. I loved being the object of Ms. Stone’s every whim, just a little toy for her to play with. Although, as I suspected, she wasn’t about to let me cum.

She shut her book again after another few minutes of petting me, and removed herself from beneath me.

“Stay.” She instructed, hardly giving me a glance as she got to her feet and returned to her massive worktable in the center of the room.

I did as my mistress instructed me to and lay prone on the chaise. I shifted onto my side and admired her lean, strong form, pulling gently on the cuffs keeping my arms bound. It was far more comfortable than I expected, having my hands bound. In fact, I think I kind of enjoyed it.

Ms. Stone’s attention focused onto her work yet again, despite how badly I wanted her to be teasing me. I remained still for the most part, waiting patiently for her to return to me. After ten minutes or so, she picked up the phone in the center of her desk, a landline I knew only called the downstairs office. She spoke quietly into the receiver, but I swear I heard her say the words ‘bring it to me.’

A rush of fear passed through me. Was a coworker of mine about to come upstairs and see me bound and half-naked on our boss’ couch? I thought everyone would have gone home already. I squirmed, letting out a whine of protest. Ms. Stone briefly turned to gaze at me, but said nothing and returned back to her work yet again.

Less than thirty seconds later, a sharp, sudden knock sounded at the door. I tried to sit up, my eyes searching frantically around the room for somewhere to hide. There was nowhere I could get to quick enough. The door opened and I squeezed my eyes shut tight in shame and embarrassment.

Then, I heard Rae’s voice. “Here you are, Ms. Stone. The attachments just came through and I’ve put them on the FTP server. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

I opened my eyes. Rae seemed completely oblivious to the fact that her co-worker was tied up and gagged on our boss’ chaise lounge.

“Rae, why don’t you keep my pet occupied while I finish this? She’ll need to cum soon, surely. You know where the toys are.” Ms. Stone’s voice was droll and bored, as if this were an everyday occurrence.

“Yes, ma’am.” Rae said.

My eyes were wide above my mouth-obscuring gag. What was happening? What was Rae going to do to me? Had Ms. Stone been fucking her, too? My mind was reeling as Rae walked silently over to a small closet in the corner of the room. She took a few moments to gather a number of items, then walked slowly over to where I lay on the chaise.

I whimpered up at her, pulling on my bound hands despite knowing how little give they had. I looked over at Ms. Stone, but her attention was back on her desk.

Rae hovered over my prone form, a small smile rising to her lips. She was tall and thin and lanky. She held up a small, silicone egg-shaped vibrator and held it in front of my face. In her other hand was a miniature remote control. She pressed a button on the control and the vibrator came to life, suddenly buzzing throbbing just inches away from my face.

Rae said nothing as she pried open my legs and pushed the vibrator inside of my wet, dripping pussy. She pushed it until it was fully inside of my cunt. Then, she shut my legs and began winding a soft coil of rope around my thighs, keeping my legs tied together and the vibrator stuck inside of me.

I moaned appreciatively at the sensation of the egg lighting my pussy up from inside, but I was still weary of Rae and what she was going to do to me. She finished tying my legs together and pushed me onto my side onto my back on the chaise. Then, she lay down next to me and slipped an arm around my waist.

With one hand, she pulled the gag down from my mouth and kissed me with a very soft, sensual touch. I moaned into the kiss, my legs writhing uncontrollably beneath me as the egg engorged my pussy and made my underwear soaking wet.

Her tongue explored my mouth gently, pressing down on my own tongue, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and dominating my mouth with her own.

“I like the way you taste.” Rae whispered.

I was still utterly bewildered by the fact that my co-worker whom I worked side by side with every day was now lying on top of me and kissing me.

“I... I, um–” I sputtered.

Rae silenced me with another kiss. “No, no, no. You don’t get to talk.” She grabbed the scarf from around my neck and re-gagged me with it, pulling it up over my lips and stifling my wet moans once more. I was helpless to her.

She laughed a little at me as she unbuttoned my blouse and took each of my nipples in her hands. She squeezed them gently at first, then pinched them, rubbing them between her thumb and forefinger, slapping them, biting them.

“So, you’re Ms. Stone’s new assistant, hm?” Rae purred.

What did she mean? Did she know about what Ms. Stone and I did upstairs, alone, every evening?

“Oh, what? Did you think you were special? Thought you were the only one our mistress played with?”

I felt like a deflating balloon. Was I not Ms. Stone’s special assistant? Had she not chosen me because I was attractive to her? Did she truly do this with all of her employees?

“You’re just the newest in a long line of assistants. We’ve all had our time with her. We get invited back sometimes, like Ms. Stone invited me tonight. But you’re her number one right now, so enjoy it while it lasts.”

The egg was bringing me close to orgasm, my pleasure rising now from my cunt into my entire body, despite my swirl of emotions rolling around in my belly. I tried to communicate with my eyes what was about to happen, but Rae either ignored me, or didn’t care.

Then, much sooner than I expected, I began cumming. My body bucked beneath Rae’s, my bound legs kicking uselessly and my eyes squeezing shut as pleasure overtook me. I panted pathetically into the gag, ready to be released from my restraints as a divine exhaustion weighed me down.

Rae giggled, something I had never seen the typically stoic and serious woman do. She slid her hand between my legs and with some effort removed the still-vibrating egg from my cunt despite how tightly my knees were tied.

Placing the egg down on the accent table beside us, Rae threw one leg over me and straddled my hips. She once again pulled the gag down and kissed me, filling my mouth with her tongue. I chanced a glance over to Ms. Stone and saw that our boss was on her phone now, punching in a series of numbers. I sighed into the kiss, wondering who she was about to talk to.

“Ramon? It’s Audrey. I’ve just received the files, and I have some questions... Yes, I am aware of what time it is in Istanbul, put Andrew on the line.” Ms. Stone turned to face us and sat down in a chair just a couple of feet away from where Rae and I played.

She slipped off her leather shoes and rest her feet on the edge of the chaise lounge, her eyes never leaving us as she spoke into the phone.

“Andrew? It’s Audrey. The drapes are eggplant, not periwinkle. I thought we agreed the palette was to match the Teatro la Fenice?”

I kept my eyes on Ms. Stone’s, watching her watching us. Rae pressed her hips into mine, riding me, grinding into me. As she spoke on the phone, Ms. Stone raised her right foot and pointed it towards me, extending it out until her toes grazed my mouth. I parted my lips and brought her toes into my mouth, sucking on them gently, lapping at them. Her gaze never left mine.

“Well, I’ll do what I can, but there’s no replacement for the periwinkle cashmere. You just won’t find something with such good quality... I know that, Andrew. Do not insult my intelligence...”

I moaned a little as I placed my entire mouth around her toes, licking at the blood-red lacquered polish, worshipping every bit of her that I could.

“Call me when you have a suitable solution.” She said viciously, hanging up the phone and placing it down on the table beside her. Her attention remained on me and her outstretched leg. Slowly, she pulled it away and rest it on the edge of the chaise again.

“I’m going to need to visit the site again this week. Rae, can you book me a flight to Paris for tomorrow or Wednesday?”

Like a switch had been flipped, Rae suddenly climbed off of me and stood at Ms. Stone’s side like an obedient assistant. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll send the confirmation to your email when it’s done.”

Rae dismissed herself, turning and very quickly walking out of the office. I heard her boots slapping against the polished wooden staircase.

“Would you like to go on a business trip, Lilah?”

My mind seemed frozen. Was Ms. Stone offering to bring me with her to Paris? I had never been to France before. I couldn’t help but wonder if this trip would be purely business or if I would be there to provide her pleasure, as I did here.

“Y-yes, mistress. I would love to go with you t–”

“You’ll need suitable clothing. You are a size four?” She guessed correctly. “I will have some things brought to the office tomorrow morning for you.”

With my hands still bound behind me, I struggled to sit up on the chaise. “Thank you, mistress.” I whispered, unable to keep a smile from my face.

Ms. Stone got to her feet and moved a couple of steps closer to me. She took hold of my chin gently, caressing my cheeks and tilting my head up towards hers. I felt incredibly special in that moment, like she was admiring me, like she was proud of me for the pleasure I brought her.

“Mistress?” I dared to ask. “Is there anything I can do to... pleasure you?” My voice trembled a little. She stared down at me, exhaling a long, quiet breath before speaking.

“I think you have done enough for tonight, pet.” She bent down and pressed her lips to mine, giving me a long, sensual kiss. Her fingers tangled in my hair and a shiver ran from my ears to my toes. Though I couldn’t be sure, I got the sense then that my relationship with Ms. Stone was maybe a little more than just sexual in nature. I absolutely adored her, and had even before beginning to work for her, and I felt that I was giving her something more than just sexual pleasure. I gave her someone to care for, to spend money on, to take care of.

Bonus Story: Confessions

“Have you ever... y’know?”

“What? Done something like that?” I scoff at the sight of the book’s cover. There’s a nearly woman on her knees with her hands tied behind her back and a blindfold covering her eyes. She’s even wearing a leather collar around her neck.

“Yeah. Something... kinky.” Regina confirms, nodding at the book as I place it back on the shelf.

“No. No. Definitely not.” I say quickly, shaking my head. “...have you?”

Regina gives me a devil-may-care smirk and I feel my jaw dropping. “What?! With who? When?! I need answers!”

“Relax, it’s not as big of a deal as you make it out to be. It’s fun.”

“Oh my GOD,” I say a little too loudly, frightening an elderly woman shopping in the cookbook section behind us. “just tell me everything!”

“Okay, okay. Well... I met this girl one night down in the Lower East Side and ended up having a drink at her place at the end of the night. We were in the kitchen and she said she wanted to show me something in her bedroom. I thought we were just going to mess around, you know? But she takes me back into her room and there’s this big, metal toolbox she’s got at the foot of her bed.”

I motion for Regina to sit down next to me at a table inside the bookstore’s cafe. I don’t know why, but I’m feeling a little... horny, I guess. I’ve never been interested in bondage before, but something about Regina’s story is getting me excited.

“She opens it up and pulls out a pair of leather cuffs. She asked me if I had ever been tied up before, and I said no.”

“So...?” I urge her to go on.

“So, she asked if she could use them on me. And I said sure.”

“But... why? Were you just curious, or what?”

“I don’t know, Sarah, I just... wanted to try it out. She put them on me and cuffed my hands behind my back. Then, she told me to get on me knees on the floor beside the bed. So I did. She wanted to put a blindfold on me too, and I was a little nervous about that, but I just... let go and let her do it.”

“So, you’re on your knees in this woman’s bedroom, with your hands tied and blindfolded? What happened, then?”

“Then she started teasing me with all of these different things. Feathers, hot wax, and oil. She gave me a really sensual massage, and rubbed my breasts with this amazing massage oil.”

“And it turned you on?”

“Hell yeah it turned me on. I loved it. I was... y’know, ready to go after that. She told me to get on the bed then and to stay on my knees. She pushed my head down onto the bed and my ass was pushed up into the air. She had a... what do you call them? A flogger, I think. And she started spanking me. She made me count out loud how many she gave me.”

“How many?” I ask, my mouth dry. I could feel my pussy clenching beneath my underwear. I was definitely getting horny. But why? Bondage and BDSM had never turned me on before. At least, I had always told myself that...

“Twenty-five.” Regina said with a proud smirk. “My ass was, like, beet red after that. She fingered me a little after that, which was amazing after getting spanked for so long. Then, she wanted to tie me up some more.”

“Like how?”

“She tied my ankles to the two bedposts at the end of the bed but kept my hands tied behind me. It was extremely hot. I was... totally exposed, you know? She went down on me and licked my pussy for a little while. She started tweaking my nipples then and pinching and pulling on them. You know how sensitive they get after you’ve just been fucked?”

I nodded, numbly. I wanted to touch myself so badly, but we were in public and in clear view of the rest of the cafe.

“Anyway, she finger-fucked me really deep and hard and when I got a little too loud she put her hand over my mouth. She really liked to dirty-talk too. She kept telling me what a little slut I was, and that I had a dirty mouth that needed to be kept quiet. I have to be honest, I really, really liked it.”

I nod again and swallow a growing lump in my throat. I was envious of Regina’s experience. I wanted it so badly for myself. I sat down on my hands to resist the urge to touch my own nipples. Maybe I could go to the bathroom and masturbate myself quickly...

“And did you... you came, then?” I ask.

“Oh yeah. Big time. I came three more times that night, too.”

I exhale, letting out a long sigh of want. How could I ever have an experience like that for myself? “I... It sounds... good.” I murmur.

“Really?” Regina asked, her eyebrows raised. “I never really thought you’d be the type. I thought it wasn’t your thing.”

“It’s not.” I say, quickly, and immediately regret it. “I mean... I’ve never... tried it, but...”

“But you want to?” Regina asks, wagging her eyebrows at me. “I could introduce you, you know. It’s not like we’re dating or anything. I only ever hook up with her once in awhile. I’m sure she’d be glad to show you the ropes...”

I held in a gasp of pleasure. My pussy was soaking wet now. I had to take care of this immediately. “I’ll, um, be-be right back,” I stammered as I got to my feet and practically ran to the women’s room in the back of the café. Luckily, it was unlocked and unoccupied. I shut the door behind me, locked it, and quickly unbuttoned my jeans.

Without wasting a moment, I slipped my hand inside my black lace panties and slid my fingers across my slick, warm pussy. God, I was so turned on...

“Ungh,” I groaned quietly as I began petting my clit. I worked my fingers faster and used my free hand to grab hold of my right nipple. I pinched it as I rubbed circles around my dripping cunt. Fuck, why had Regina’s story turned me on so much? Did I really want someone to tie me up and fuck me?

I moaned aloud again as my body started to buck against my will, my hips moving up to meet my hand, my juices spilling freely. I went faster, working my fingers hard against my throbbing clit. The image of Regina on her knees with her hands tied behind her back stuck in my mind. I wanted that. I wanted that to be me so, so badly.

My body began to tighten and warm. My orgasm was coming soon. I grabbed onto the edge of the sink and furiously rubbed myself, panting, my eyes screwed shut. It was coming–I was coming–god, I was coming!

“Ungh!” I cried out as my orgrasm sent shivers through my weak body. My legs were like jello as I slowly extracted my hand from my underwear and pulled up my pants. I washed my hands and begrudgingly left the bathroom. I really hoped Regina was serious about introducing me to her friend...

My Boss, My Mistress Part III

By

Victoria Charlesworth

I held the dress up to myself and examined my reflection in the mirror. The dress was black with intricate gold embroidery lining its sides. It fell down to just below my knees and tapered into a small, narrow train. It was so unlike me. So exquisite. And probably cost more than my monthly rent.

I hung the dress on a hook on the back of the bathroom door and began to undress. It was ten-thirty in the morning and Ms. Stone and I would be departing for Paris in just over an hour. She sent me a private message through email this morning instructing me to go to the upstairs closet outside of her office. There, I would find a collection of clothes suitable for my trip with her. When she said suitable, I was thinking a nice tailored business suit, not couture dresses fit for a princess.

I pulled off my shirt and dropped it to the floor, then followed suit with my skirt. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a moment and examined myself. My breasts weren’t big by any standard, but they were round and perky. I wondered what Ms. Stone thought of them... Did she like bigger, rounder breasts? Or small and firm ones? Rae’s breasts were far larger than mine, I faintly remembered from our time together yesterday evening. I thought of Samantha and Jes and all of my other co-workers. Had they all been some of Ms. Stone’s assistants in the past?

I reached up and pinched my left nipple very gently, something I never did to myself while masturbating. Ms. Stone seemed to really love playing with my nipples while she fucked me. I pinched the right one as well, being gentle with myself as little waves of warmth sprang up in my crotch. Remembering what a tight schedule we were on, I quickly dropped my hands from my breasts and began pulling the dress on.

It slipped over my head easily, but the center portion of the garment was much like a corset with tight, thick material meeting between my breasts. I pulled it tightly around myself, sucking in a breath and hooking the two sides of fabric together. The rest of the dress fit easily and well. Had Ms. Stone known my measurements or something?

I ran my hands through my shoulder-length wavy hair and smiled at my reflection. I really hoped Ms. Stone liked the way I looked in this.

I slipped my shoes back on and meandered out of the upstairs bathroom. I knocked very gently on Ms. Stone’s office door and waited for her voice on the other side of the door to beckon me in.

“Come.” I heard her typical low and breathy murmur.

With a shaky breath, I pushed open the door and let myself in. As usual, Ms. Stone was standing behind her massive desk, her eyes trained down on endless images and drawings. She was making notes in a leather-bound notebook when I entered. She somehow knew it was me without ever lifting her eyes.

“Let me see you.” She instructed me, shutting the book and placing it down on the table. Finally, she tilted her head upwards at me and used two fingers to motion me forward.

I felt my heart constrict as her eyes settled on me. Her gaze was so severe sometimes that it was often difficult to tell if she was pleased or angered. I hurried forward to her side and stood beside the window for her to examine the dress.

As if I were a doll, she reached over and tilted my chin upwards, running one hand down my side. I shivered slightly under her touch. Her hand grazed past my abdomen, then drifted up to my shoulder. She turned me around and even though I couldn’t see her, I could swear I felt her gaze running up and down me.

I felt a hand suddenly grab onto my ass, squeezing it, kneading it. I could feel her breath on the back of my neck. Ms. Stone slapped my ass and drew me towards her with one arm around my waist. Her crotch pressed up against my ass and I sucked in a hiss of a breath.

“Very good.” Ms. Stone whispered. “You look acceptable.”

Her hand trailed down to my upper thigh and I felt her kneel down behind me. She lifted the dress up to my hips with one smooth motion and my ass was bared to her.

“Th-thank you, mistress.” I whispered, my voice trembling. Her breath was on the back of my thighs, hot like steam, tickling me. I suddenly had the sensation of something wet and warm drawing up from the back of my thigh and into my pussy. Her tongue. Oh god, she was licking me, exploring me with her mouth. A little moan left me and I braced my legs to keep from falling down.

I felt the wet mass push up in between my ass cheeks, sliding along the soft, wet stretch of my pussy leading up to my asshole. I gasped and threw my hand out, steadying myself on the work table. The tongue pushed at my folds, separating them, lapping up the little bit of wetness that had formed since I walked into Ms. Stone’s office.

My mistress slowly rose to her feet, extracting her tongue from within me and wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She placed both hands on to my shoulders and turned me around to face her. “Had we more time to spare, I would fuck you silly in that dress, but unfortunately...” Her eyes ticked down to a gold, shining watch on her wrist. “We don’t. Go downstairs and see that our things have been loaded into the car. I’ll meet you down there shortly.”

I turned and scurried away to do as my mistress asked, not once looking behind me as I slipped out of the office door and hurried down the polished wooden staircase. There was a flurry of activity for the next hour as my meager suitcase and Ms. Stone’s thirteen pieces of luggage were hauled into a shining, black SUV town car waiting out in front of the home office. When finally the time came, I as well was ushered inside the car’s backseat to Ms. Stone’s side.

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised when our car went past the usual waiting lines to get to the departing gates at the airport, but I wasn’t prepared for the sight of the private plane sitting on an isolated runway when we pulled up to it.

There was a whirlwind of activity from drivers opening our doors to airport employees wheeling over the mobile staircase and the flight attendants and pilots settling us onboard. As I sat in a plush leather seat in the center of the plane and was offered a glass of champagne from a passing attendant, I had the sudden sensation that this must have been a dream. There was no possible way that this was real. How had I gone from being a lowly assistant of one of the star interior designers’ of the world to being her personal sex slave and following her wherever in the world she may go to ensure her pleasure?

Ms. Stone sat in the seat opposite me, but her attention was on her phone for the most part. She typed endless streams of messages and emails while I marveled at the view during our takeoff. When we finally reached cruising altitude, Ms. Stone placed her phone down and her attention focused on to me.

“Come here.” She instructed, nodding towards a spot between her legs. They were the first words she had spoken to me since we took off. 

I fastened my seatbelt and maneuvered myself into the small space at my mistress’ feet. She was wearing a beige pencil skirt that hugged her thighs closely and showed off the toned muscle of her legs. As I settled myself looking up at her, Ms. Stone reached inside of her skirt and began to pull her underwear down to her ankles. It was a plain black thong with white embroidery around the edges.

“Lick me.” She said, her voice very smooth and demanding.

I looked over my shoulder automatically, wondering if any of the flight attendants were around. Would they see us? Would they care? Halfway through my examination of the cabin, I felt Ms. Stone’s hand roughly grab at my chin. “Do as your mistress tells you. Worry about nothing else.”

“Yes, Ms. Stone. I apologize.” I said quickly, though I was almost certain there was a flight attendant preparing drinks just a few feet away.

I pressed my head forward and very lightly pushed my tongue in between Ms. Stone’s lower lips. She tasted tangy and sweet, like candy. Her hand came around to the back of my head and tangled in my hair. She held my head locked in place and I felt her lean back into her seat.

“Good girl. Mm, yes, that’s a very good girl.” Her body seemed to relax more and more the further I pushed my tongue into her. I sucked on her clit very softly, teasing the area and moaning gently into her wet mound, hoping the vibrations of my muffled voice would please her.

Another moan escaped her and I felt a swell of pride fill me. I was giving Audrey Stone pleasure. I could hardly believe it.

I grabbed onto the armrests of my mistress’ seat and ran my tongue up through the whole length of her wet slit. Ms. Stone’s back arched and her dark eyes slipped shut. Her lips parted and let out a silent scream. As I curled my tongue into her cunt and lapped up the growing glut of wet juices, I felt her hands grip tightly onto mine.

“God, yes, that’s a good girl, yes, fuck–” Her body was trembling now. I licked faster and faster, my whole face pressed tightly up against her pussy. I could feel her juices all over my lips and nose and chin.

Ms. Stone jerked once, her hips bucking out towards me, her face contorted into what looked like a painful grimace but I knew to be an incredibly pleasurable sensation. Then, she relaxed completely, all of the tension leaving her and her limbs relaxing at her sides. She settled back into her seat and I hesitantly pulled my head away from her.

“Thank you, Ms. Stone.” I said courteously, wiping my lips with the back of my hand.

“Sit.” She instructed me, nodding to the seat beside hers. She took a long sip from her champagne flute and exhaled quietly. I think I had brought her a surprising amount of pleasure.

“Would you like to have a little playtime?” She asked without looking at me. I wasn’t sure what I would be agreeing to if I said yes, but I nodded and settled into the aisle seat beside her.

Ms. Stone bent down and pulled her black leather purse into her lap from where it sat on the ground. She dug through it for a couple of moments before extracting something metallic and shiny. It looked like a long, thin chain with two little clamps on each end. She turned to face me and began undoing the top two fastens that were keeping my dress together. I wasn’t wearing a bra and my breasts became visible as the last one fell away.

I had a moment of fear imagining what would happen if a flight attendant saw before remembering that we were on Ms. Stone’s very own private plane and she could do damn well whatever she wanted.

Ms. Stone’s hand hovered over my breast as her eyes ticked upwards to meet mine. “Just a little pinch to start off with. And then we can move onto something a little more... restrictive.”

My nipples were soft and pliant as Ms. Stone took hold of one of them and began to pinch it gently. She twisted and squeezed it until it started to harden. I exhaled a quiet breath of appreciation. I loved when she played with my nipples. It enhanced my pleasure so much more when they were hard.

She brought the clamp down onto my left nipple and tightened it.

“Ah!” I hissed as its full force came down on me. It wasn’t painful, but it was certainly an unexpected sensation.

Ms. Stone prepared and tightened the other one around my other nipple. My pussy immediately clenched with pleasure. God, it felt so good, even without her actively touching or petting me. The sensitivity of my nipples seemed to translate to my clit as a wave of desire flew through me. I really, really wanted to be fucked now.

“That looks very pleasing.” Ms. Stone said, looking over at me with a rare smile. “Do you like that, my pet? You like the way that feels?”

“Mmm, yes, Ms. Stone. I–... god, I–yes, I like it...”

“Good. You’re going to stay like that.”

Statements like that with little indication of how long I was actually going to have to endure something were absolutely tantalizing. I had no idea how long she would make me endure the bite of the clamps. Twenty minutes? An hour? Three hours? My mind reeled as pleasure swept through me. However long I had to wear them, I would do it with pride for my mistress.

She sipped more of her champagne, gazing out of the window beside her and leaving me squirming and writhing in silence. I desperately wanted to touch myself, to just slide one finger across my throbbing clit. Or better yet, for Ms. Stone to touch me, but I knew that she was in total control of whenever I received pleasure or not.

I wrapped my hands around the armrest and shut my eyes, chewing on my bottom lip and trying to control myself. I was bucking slightly, riding up and down on my seat, just trying to get a little bit of friction on my pussy.

Ms. Stone looked over at me and the sound of her amused laugh sent a fiery burst of desire through me. “That bad, is it? Need a little relief do you, darling?”

I nodded once, my voice hardly squeaking out of me. “Yes, please, mistress.”

She lay her hand in my lap and very dexterously pulled at my dress until it was pooled at my hips. Her fingers were light and ticklish as she danced over to my pussy, her fingers resting very gently at my lower lips. She parted them and drew a finger up through my warm, wet slit.

“Ungh, god, mistress–” Even that one touch was enough to ignite something deep within me. She rubbed small circles around my clit, my moisture spreading and pooling inside of me. She used my wetness like a lubricant, gathering it from my cunt and spreading it all around my clit. A series of short, puppy-like whimpers left me.

Warmth was spreading through me, drenching me, torturing me. I opened my legs wider for Ms. Stone’s hands.

“You’re extremely wet, my pet. Have you been thinking of me? Desiring me?” Ms. Stone teased me. I could hear a smile at the edge of her voice.

“I... yes...god, I want you...”

Ms. Stone’s fingers increased their speed as they worked on me, slipping and sliding around in my warmth.

“Are you going to cum, dear?” Ms. Stone murmured, her voice low and silky.

“Yes, mistress. Yes, I’m going to cum soon. I’m going to... god, I’m going to cum soon...” My voice escaped me thoughtlessly. My words mixed with my whimpers pathetically. God, she felt so good.

“You think you deserve to cum?” My mistress said, softly.

“...I... no, mistress. I don’t... I don’t deserve it.” I breathed heavily, “I don’t deserve your pleasure.”

“No, you don’t.” Ms. Stone confirmed, turning her body towards me just slightly and letting her breath tickle my earlobe. “You don’t deserve it. You’re an undeserving slut, aren’t you? Just a little toy for me to play with, hm?”

“Yes, god, mistress, I’m... I don’t deserve it...” I whimpered, turning my head to face her and begging her for release.

“You only come when I say you cum, yes?” Ms. Stone reminded me.

I nodded in breathy silence wanting so badly to grab her face in my hands and kiss her.

“Alright then. You may cum.” She allowed. Her fingers focused on my clit then, rubbing me furiously until the pleasure became too much, rising in me like a roaring flame. My hips bucked as my body tensed and my orgrasm rose to the surface, climbing higher, higher, and finally–

“Nnnghh, god, mistress, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” I cried out, trying to stifle my voice by pressing my lips together tightly.

“Good girl.” Ms. Stone praised me, slowly extracting her fingers from my clit. She held pointer and index finger out to me, and pressed them gently up against my lips. Her fingers were covered in my own cum, filling my nose with the scent of myself.

She pushed her fingers into my mouth and I gently began to suck on them. I had never tasted myself before. I almost hesitated, but remembered that Ms. Stone was in complete control of what I did or didn’t do.

“Mmm,” I groaned, my tongue dancing around her fingers, lapping at them.

“Do you taste good?” She asked me.

“Yes, mistress.” I murmured, nodding. “Thank you.”

“Now,” Ms. Stone pulled her fingers away and wiped them on a handkerchief she pulled from her pocket. “We have a long flight ahead of us. Rest, now.”

The rest of the flight went by in a daze as I napped for a couple of hours, then spent the rest of the time with my nose buried in a book. The sun was setting as we our plane began its initial descent down into the Charles de Gaulle airport outside of Paris.

There was a whirlwind of activity as we landed and left the plane. I followed Ms. Stone like an obedient little dog as a towncar met us just outside of the runway. I felt a little sleepy and dazed after such a long flight, and I had a feeling I would have a hard time going to sleep in a few hours with the sudden time change.

We rode in the town car for almost an hour with the city speeding past us. I couldn’t believe I was here after only working for Ms. Stone for less than a month. I couldn’t believe I was here at all to be completely honest.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, our car pulled up to a tall, ornate building, gilded and shining in the setting sun. The driver and an approaching bellhop began unloading our luggage and led us inside. Again, I trailed behind Ms. Stone and followed her through the massive hotel.

Ms. Stone answered a phone call as we were in the elevator going up to the eleventh floor. She was murmuring into her phone as I took the keycard and opened the door for us. The room was like nothing I had ever seen before. Like a piece of the past inserted into the present. It looked like a forgotten room in a King Louis’ castle. The furniture was all 18th century, restored and polished to its best. I held in a squeal of delight as my eyes took in the visual splendor.

The bellhop unloaded our luggage in the center of the room and quickly disappeared. Ms. Stone lazily held out a few bills for him to take, though her attention was still on her phone call. I approached the bay window lined with pink moulding and peered down into the busy Paris streets below. People thronged back and forth across the sidewalks, small twinkling lights filling up my field of view.

I turned back around and only then did I notice that was only one bed in the hotel room. Did that mean...? I gulped back a mouthful of desire and anticipation. I suppose Ms. Stone and I would be sharing a bed during our trip.

“Yes... alright, goodbye, Andrew.” Ms. Stone slipped her cell phone back into her purse and turned to face me. “Your first time in Paris, I imagine?”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unable to keep a smile from lighting up my face.

“Very good. Well, you are of course free to go gallivanting about, but I am in the mood for something a little more... fulfilling.”

My pussy tightened. Being fingered on the plan had been pleasurable, but I was really craving to be fucked. “Yes, mistress?”

“Lie down.” She instructed me, her voice very clear and strong.

I chewed on my bottom lip as I stepped slowly towards the bed, my gaze connecting with hers and never wavering. I climbed onto the bed and very gently lay myself back.

She stayed where she was standing beside the bureau and crossed her arms over her chest. “Remove your dress, you dirty little slut.”

I felt a shiver run through me at her words. Ms. Stone didn’t dirty talk with me often. She mostly told me what to do. I began unfastening the dress clasps and let it fall away from me on to the bed, exposing my bare body.

“Turn over. Onto your stomach.”

I did as I was told, but my anticipation seemed to grow tenfold when I realized I wouldn’t be able to see what Ms. Stone was doing.

I heard her rustle around behind me, unzipping a suitcase and moving around or removing a couple of items. What was she doing? Had she brought some of her toys with her? I licked my lips, exhaling a breath of desire.

As I was lying on my stomach awaiting my mistress, I felt her climb onto the bed behind me. I didn’t dare look behind me. Her knees pressed down beside my torso and before I could protest, a soft, thick material covered my eyes and blocked out my vision. It was a blindfold made of leather, I think. I smiled nervously. I think I was going to like this.

I felt my mistress’ hands clasp around my wrists and I shivered in excitement. She drew them both behind me and into the center of my back. She began wrapping another leather-like material around each wrist, and though I couldn’t see what she was doing, it felt like tight leather cuffs were wrapping around me. I pulled a little at them as they were fastened. There was little give and I’m pretty sure they were connected by a buckle that I couldn’t reach with my fingers. I was helpless to Ms. Stone’s touch.

Her touch left me for a few moments and a small, wanting beg left my lips.

“Oh, shush. You’ll get what you deserve. Be patient.” She chided me.

“Yes, mistress.” I whispered, my breath hitching in the back of my throat.

I felt her weight shift off the bed once again and hear a series of noises I couldn’t quite identify. I think she was putting something on. A few moments passed and Ms. Stone returned to the foot of the bed. She was silent as she pressed the head of something soft and cool up against the back of my pussy. I hissed in excitement. What was that?

My mistress pushed forward and pressed the thing further into me. It entered me and I gasped in delight and surprise. It must have been a dildo of some kind. Silicone, probably. It was thick and round and for a fleeting moment I wondered if it was too big to enter me. I pulled at my bound wrists helplessly, whining as the dildo pushed just inside my wet, warm pussy. Ms. Stone must have been wearing a harness, because I felt her hips press up against my buttocks.

She kept pressing forward until the dildo was completely inside of me. I let out a cry of pleasure, biting mercilessly onto my bottom lip.

“Oh, god, oh my god, mistress–” I moaned, my walls opening up and taking her in.

“Do you like my cock inside of you?” She purred.

“Yes, mistress. G-god, yes, mistress, please, please fuck me with your cock, mistress. Please.”

“Excuse me? You do not get to ask for things, slut. You get what I give you when I want to give it. Is that clear?”

I whined again, unable to hold in my cries of pleasure. “Y-yes, yes mistress. I... yes.”

She pulled the cock out until it was just at the entrance of my pussy. Then, she plunged it in again. And again. And again. She plunged it in and out of me until she was fucking me with a strong, unending rhythm.

“How does that feel, slut? Do you feel my cock inside of you? Fucking you? Penetrating you?”

I ached for more, my body screaming in pleasure as she questioned me. I could hardly find my voice. “I love it, mistress. Please more, mistress. Please. I’ll do anything for you, please–”

I was cut off by a hand clapping over my mouth and silencing my pleading words. She fucked me harder then, her hips grinding into my ass and my wetness spreading below me on the bed. I had never, ever felt so fulfilled before. She removed her hand from my mouth after a minute or so and used it to turn me onto my back. The dildo slipped out of me and I felt it placed up against my belly once I was on my back. I shifted around with my hands bound behind me, turning slightly onto my side. I imagined I looked very hot then, a helpless doll to be fucked and played with endlessly.

Her hands grabbed onto my nipples and squeezed, twisting and pinching them until they hardened considerably. I moaned out my pleasure up towards her, wishing I could feel her mouth on mine. With one hand, she reached down and began to finger me gently, running her fingers dexterously up and down my sensitive, throbbing clit.

“Are you my dog?” She muttered down at me.

“Y-yes, mistress. I’m your dog. I’m... I’ll do whatever you want, I... I’m yours.”

“Good. Good dog.” She praised me, working at my clit with fast, furious circles.

I whimpered and begged and pleaded, moaning and groaning into the air, coming dangerously close to that indescribably plateau of pleasure that came with orgasming.

She slipped the cock inside of me yet again and fucked me hard, sliding in and out, in and out, hitting my g-spot perfectly every time. Then, all too soon, the cock was taken out of me again and I mourned its loss immediately. I was releasing another whimper of pleasure when I felt its tip press up against my mouth. I wrapped my lips around it and felt Ms. Stone settled the weight of herself onto my chest.

She fucked my face then, sliding the cock in and out of my wanting mouth, letting it touch the back of my throat and fill my mouth with the taste of my own cum.

“D’you like that, dog? Like tasting yourself? Take it, slut. I know you like it.”

I wished desperately that I could see her in that moment. I was certain her eyes would be dark and hooded with that delirious desire I sometimes saw in her. Finally, as I gagged and choked on the massive cock slipping inside of my mouth, it was removed. Ms. Stone’s hands began working on my clit again and she gave it glorious attention.

I was getting close, extremely close to cumming, my pleasure rising, rising into an unbearable bodily sensation. I squirmed and writhed in my bondage as Ms. Stone relentlessly fingered me.

“M-mistress, may I cum? May I please cum, mistress? Ple–”

Before I could get another plea out, Ms. Stone’s hand clapped over my mouth yet again and silenced me. “Yes, dog. Cum now.” She instructed me.

I screamed into her handgag then, my body tensing into one giant nerve. Then, finally, my body released and I fell limp across the bed.

Ms. Stone removed my blindfold and lay down next to me. She made no move to untie me, and to be honest, I was glad. She relaxed next to me, sighing in content. I could see now that she was wearing the dildo as a strap on over her black, lace underwear. Other than that, she was bare.

“You were a very good girl.” She praised. “Now, get some rest. We have a long, exciting week ahead of us.”

With thoughts of what was to come lingering in my mind, I fell into a light, dreamless sleep, unable to bear the wait until I could give Ms. Stone more pleasure.
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