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 Chapter One: Eye Spy



Cindy Spence lay on her stomach across the length of the bed of her childhood bedroom. Crossed at the ankles just below her white tennis shoes, her legs swayed back and forth through the air impatiently. Her eyes were glued to the screen of the phone lying before her on the duvet. She’d been IMing back and forth with her best friend, Ashley Walker, basically since she had woken earlier that morning.



The curtains of both windows to the room were thrown open but not a lot of sunlight was coming in from them. It was an overcast day, the clouds dark and heavy in a way that was threatening rain. Cindy didn’t particularly mind, it matched the mood she was in.



Her phone beeped and a line of text appeared.



Ashley: Again, so sorry about the news babes. Chad is absolute trash.



Even seeing the name made Cindy’s eyes narrow in anger. The Chad in question had been, until the night before, her boyfriend of the last two years. It had been an almost stereotypical high school romance, Chad had been a linebacker on the football team and Cindy had been a cheerleader. They’d both been voted Prom King and Prom Queen. And then just the other night at a party hosted by one of their friends she’d walked into the upstairs bathroom to find Chad there with his dick in another girl’s mouth.



Cindy: Thanks Ash, men are the absolute worst.



Ashley: Agreed. And to cheat on you with Bailey Clarke of all people. She is so mid compared to you.



Cindy allowed herself a little smile of satisfaction. She couldn’t agree more. Not one for false modesty, Cindy knew she was hot and didn’t bother pretending otherwise. Her black hair had a lustrous shine to it and fell well past her shoulders; it contrasted wonderfully with her pale skin. She had a nicely toned body from years of cheer practice, with modestly sized but plump breasts and a perky round bum that was displayed wonderfully by the white shorts she was currently wearing.



Cindy: Agreed but you know that. Maybe it’s all for the best. I was going to end it anyway before summer was over. His football scholarship was taking him out of state and I’m staying here for college in the fall. At least this way I get to avoid being the bitch who didn’t want to try long distance. Still could you believe he actually said this whole thing was my fault for not putting out?



A long pause was followed by another beep.



Ashley: Chad is still a jerk but just maybe he has a point here?



Another beep quickly followed.



Ashley: Not that he’s off the hook for cheating. Total asshole move on his part. But c’mon babes, you’re nineteen and heading off to college in the fall. Isn’t it high time you lost it? And what better way to fuck over Chad then letting yourself get throughly fucked by some other hot dude. Trust me babes, you’ll have no problem finding one.



Cindy actually felt herself blush a little. She wasn’t still a virgin out of any moral conviction, the moment had somehow just never felt right with Chad. The fact he had been pressuring her more and more lately for sex hadn’t helped, men somehow never learned that only made them look desperate which was never attractive.



Before Cindy had a chance to answer her phone began buzzing and the top of the screen lit up with the name
 Mrs VDD
 .



Crap. She had to take this. Cindy quickly typed out one last IM.



Cindy: Sorry. Call.



Mrs Morgan Van der Dom was one of the women she regularly babysat for and the fact she was calling in the middle of the day on a Monday almost certainly meant she needed her services. Her parents had made it clear that while they would cover her tuition and fees for the upcoming school year as a college student she would no longer be getting an allowance. Keeping up her babysitting side hustle seemed to be the most natural way to compensate, and Mrs Van der Dom was one of her best clients. Not only that, she was also the senior partner of her own law firm and Cindy’s program just happened to be pre-law.



Flicking one of her dark bangs over her shoulder, Cindy raised the phone to her ear. “Hello Mrs. Van der Dom.”



The voice on the other end sounded stressed. “Hi Cindy, I hate to do this but could you please watch Brandon for me this afternoon? I just got called into work unexpectedly and Damien is flying out of town for the rest of the week on business.”



“Sure, I can do that. I’ll be at your place in about half an hour.” Cindy answered. It wasn’t like she’d had any plans today other than moping about the house eating cookie dough ice cream. She could do that just as easily at the Van der Dom’s house and be getting paid for it to boot.



“Thank you, sweetie, you are an absolute lifesaver. I’ll see you in a bit.”



The call ended with a click and Cindy typed out a quick message to Ashley.



Cindy: Got to go sit for Mrs VDD. Thanks for the sympathy. Message you later.



Ashley: Anytime babes. Consider the advice. If you want I can totally set you up.



Cindy just sent back a heart emoji and tucked her phone into the backpocket of her shorts. Jumping off of the bed she walked over to her vanity table and grabbed a hairband that she quicked tied her black hair back into a ponytail with before doing a quick glance over her reflection. Her face could best be described as naturally cute, with round cheeks and a pointed little chin and big dark eyes with naturally long lashes. Deciding her lips could do with a bit of gloss and Cindy quickly applied some so they took on a glossy, pink quality. Some people might think what she was doing was silly, being so concerned over her appearance for a simple babysitting job, but if she wanted to maintain a good impression with Mrs Van der Dom looking her best would be important. In the months she had been babysitting for the older woman Cindy could not recall a single time she had not looked anything but put together.



Put together was honestly putting it mildly. The first word that sprang to mind whenever she thought of Mrs Van der Dom was ‘elegance’. The woman always seemed to be in heels and stockings and dresses; her nails always perfectly manicured and painted with her hair and makeup done flawlessly. How she achieved that while balancing a career and a year old baby was a mystery to Cindy and more than once she had wanted to ask Mrs Van der Dom what her self-care routine was but she had never quite had the nerve.



Both of her parents were at work so Cindy left a quick sticky note on the kitchen fridge saying she’d gotten a last minute job and that she would call if it looked like she’d be back late. They were used to this sort of thing happening and knew to check there before panicking if they came home and found she wasn’t there.



Not having a car of her own, not for lack of dropping not very subtle hints to her parents that she would much prefer it overwise, Cindy had no choice but to bike over to the Van der Doms. She honestly didn’t mind. They weren’t far from her house and she told herself it was good exercise. Years of cheerleading had led to Cindy vigilantly monitoring both her diet and workout routine so she just told herself the time on the bike would help her burn off the excess calories from the tub of double fudge ice cream she had binged on the other night after getting home to fight off the urge to cry over her breakup with Chad.



Before long the Van der Dom’s house came into view and Cindy parked her bike in their driveway, careful not to block either of the cars already parked there. The large, three story building was an older one, with a classic brownstone exterior, and the front door did not have a doorbell so Cindy knocked. There was no response so after a couple of minutes she once again rapped her knuckles against the door. Again silence was the only answer.



Cindy pursed her lips in frustration. That was odd. Clearly both of the Van der Doms were still here. Maybe she should try the back door?



Walking around to the side of the house, Cindy made her way down the cobblestoned path leading to the back. Passing one of the windows she idly glanced inside and instantly froze, her eyes going wide at the sight before her.



Mrs Van der Dom’s husband, Damien, was standing in the centre of what she thought she recognized as their living room. Cindy admitted she’d always thought he was handsome, with curly dark hair and a goatee that gave him a devilish look and a broad shouldered, jacked build that was evident even under the business suits he always seemed to wear. He was wearing one now, from the waist up at least.



His trousers were undone and hung midway down his thighs. Mrs Van der Dom was kneeling down before him and was very much underdressed compared to her husband, wearing only a pair of lacey black panties along with matching black stockings and a pair of black, red bottomed heels; her bra and dress lay abandoned on the floor beside her. The older woman’s blonde hair was tied up on the top of her head in a ponytail and from it flowed loose down her back almost to the top of her pert bum; it was like a field of wheat shimmering in the wind from the motion of Mrs Van der Dom bobbing her head up and down as she sucked away at her husband’s very erect penis.



Everything within Cindy was telling her she should look away. That it was wrong of her to be watching such an incredibly private and intimate moment between the two of them. However it was as if she was frozen to the spot and unable to look away from the sight of Mrs Van der Dom pleasuring her husband with her mouth. As much as she didn’t want to, the memory was still painful, she could not help but remember how she had walked in on such a similar scene just the other night.



Similar but also very different, Cindy had to concede. Bailey Clark had been obviously gagging around Chad’s erection, struggling to accommodate it within her mouth, her cheeks a very unflattering red colour and long, dribbling lengths of saliva hanging from her chin as she had clumsily tried to suck at it. The gagging had gotten even worse when she had seen it was Cindy standing in the bathroom doorway and for a second the young woman had wondered if she was going to choke before she practically spat Chad’s penis out of her mouth. Seeing her soon to be ex boyfriend’s dick standing erect and completely unobstructed, Cindy could not help but feel a certain amount of disappointment mixed in with the shock, hurt and betrayal also rushing through her. It seemed she had not been missing out on much.



In contrast, it seemed Mrs Van der Dom made even the act of sucking her husband’s penis one of refined elegance. Her lips, coloured a vivid red, slid down the length of his rigid, veined shaft till they were almost at the very base without seemingly the slightest bit of difficulty, despite Mr Van der Dom’s dick being significantly larger than Chad’s had been. She held his penis deep within her mouth for one long moment, one of her hands lightly racking her long nails, also painted a vivid red, up and down his thighs while the other one cupped his heavy balls and gently squeezed and massaged them. Then gracefully she slid her lips back up along the length till just the tip remained within her pursed lips, cheeks hollow as she sucked at it with obvious relish, then began sliding back down it again to repeat the entire process.



Watching the scene unfold before her, Cindy heard a pounding sound in her ears and realised it was the frantic beating of her heart. She gasped greedily for air through parted lips, feeling light headed and short of breath like she had just finished a particularly rigorous cheer practice. Between her legs, her vagina was a hot, aching mess that was leaking aroused juices so freely that she was certain the panties under her shorts must be utterly soaked. Feeling almost tipsy, she braced her hands against both sides of the window, unable to tear her eyes away from the erotic show for even a moment.



Mr Van der Dom clearly was enjoying his wife’s efforts, staring down at her with narrowed eyes as little gasps of pleasure escaped his mouth. His strong hands rested lightly on her shoulders, lightly tracing his fingertips along the golden, naturally suntanned skin. Mrs Van der Dom stared back up at him readily, eyes locked on his from underneath her long lashes, dark with kohl. Somehow that seemed even more intimate than how she was readily sucking at his penis.



Suddenly, Mrs Van der Dom leaned back and released her husband’s penis from her lips. For a moment it jutted out from his body, visibly throbbing and an almost angry red colour, glistening with her saliva, then the older woman leaned back forward and brought her hands up to cup her tall and perky breasts. Pressing them around her husband’s erection, she began sliding the shaft up and down the valley of her cleavage. Whenever the mushroom shaped tip drew close to her plump lips her tongue would quickly dart out from them to teasingly lick along the little slit at the tip of it.



She didn’t think it was possible for her cheeks to burn any hotter, but Cindy’s did so nonetheless. She had heard of this particular sex act, but seeing it in person was something else. As Cindy continued to stare away, mesmerised by what she was seeing, it was to her surprise that as handsome as her husband was she found the one she could not seem to look away from was Mrs Van der Dom herself. The sensuous way the older woman’s body moved as she continued to caress her husband’s throbbing erection between her breasts held her gaze like a snake before a snake charmer. Sensuous didn’t even begin to describe the sight. Her legs were long and shapely, displayed so wonderfully by the black stockings encasing them. Her panties were a g-string, the three black strands at the back joined together around a little gold ring that perched just above the cleft of her bum, and as a result both large cheeks were fully on display, the plump flesh jiggling from the motion of her body.



Suddenly, Mr Van der Dom’s hands left his wife’s shoulders and gripped the sides of her face before he thrust forward with his hips. His cock pushed its way inside of her mouth once again and he began rocking back and forward powerfully. Mrs Van der Dom made no effort to resist as her husband fucked her mouth, there was really no other way to describe it, showing no sign of gagging from his efforts. She just docile knelt before him, bringing her hands behind her back to cross them just above her bum, eyes still staring up at him from underneath long dark lashes with an intense burning look.



Then Mrs Van der Dom pushed forward with her head to meet one of her husband’s thrusts so his penis was buried inside of her mouth to the very base and her hands shot up to reach behind him and grab his ass, holding him in place. She sucked away furiously, nostrils flaring as she breathed heavily through them from her efforts, eyes still locked unblinkingly with his.



For a few long moments this went on and then a spasm shot across Mr Van der Dom’s face and he roughly bent forward, a roar so ferocious escaping from him that Cindy could hear it even through the glass of the window as his entire body shuddered in an obvious climax. Mrs Van der Dom continued to dutifully suck away, swallowing every last drop of what must have been a very impressive eruption.



Finally she released her husband’s penis from her mouth, hands coming around to cup his balls almost reverently, like she was some pagan priestess who had just finished an act of worship, before leaning forward again to plant a brief kiss on the tip of his still semi-hard cock. Gracefully rising to her feet, Mrs Van der Dom then brought her hands up to the back of his neck and pressed a far longer, lingering kiss to his lips. Her husband’s hands slipped down to cup the full cheeks of her bottom as she did so.



Breaking the kiss Mr Van der Dom raised his wrist and glanced down at his watch and then cursed, immediately tugging up his trousers and fumbling with the belt. His wife languidly bent over to pick up her bra, fastening it in place before doing the same with her dress. As she stepped into it and began turning around so her husband could help zip up the back panic surged through Cindy as she realised she would be fully visible through the window. Frantically she darted to one side and hid herself. Had Mrs Van der Dom seen? Surely she hadn’t or else she would probably be hearing enraged shouting from within the house.



She practically ran back to the front of the house, trying her best to calm her racing heart. Reaching the front door she took a moment to take a few long, deep breaths and gather her composure then raised her hand to knock once again at the door. Clearly now that what had distracted both of the Van der Doms from noticing her prior knocking was over with one of them would answer the door.



Before she could, however, the door sprang open and with a surprise gasp Cindy quickly stepped back to avoid being hit by it. The figure of Mr Van der Dom emerged, a garment bag slung over one shoulder while wheeling a suitcase with his other hand. A look of surprise appeared on his face on seeing her that quickly turned to one of concern. “Oh Cindy, I’m so sorry! I didn’t know you were there. Are you alright?”



Cindy shook her head and silently gave a prayer of thanks. If Mr Van der Dom noticed anything off about her he would obviously chalk it up to her having almost been hit in the face by his own front door and nothing else. “Yes Mr Van der Dom, I’m fine. Just a bit taken by surprise but it seems no harm, no foul as they say.”



Mr Van der Dom nodded. Nothing about him gave the tiniest suggestion of what had just been going on moments ago between him and his wife. His suit didn’t even seem to have a single wrinkle on it. “Sorry that I have no time to chat but I have a plane to catch that I’m already late for. Morgan!” He called over his shoulder. “Cindy’s here.”



With that Mr Van der Dom nodded goodbye and walked past Cindy, down the steps and headed towards his car. From what Cindy understood he was a consultant of some kind, of what and for whom she wasn’t sure, and his work involved not an infrequent amount of travel. Whatever the nature of his work was, judging by the Aston Martin he began loading his luggage into the trunk of it must pay well.



Walking in through the open door, Cindy entered the Van der Dom’s house and closed the door behind her. Mrs Van der Dom was standing at a small table in the entrance hall, examining her face in a mirror hanging above it to look for any nonexistent blemishes before leaving herself. “Ah, Cindy. Thank you again for coming in at the last minute like this. You really are the best.”



“It’s no problem at all, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy answered as the older woman turned, plucking up first keys and then phone before depositing both in the handbag sitting on the marbled surface of the side table.



Turning back to face Cindy, Mrs Van der Dom gave her a stern look that sent Cindy’s pulse racing frantically. Oh no! Had the older woman noticed something after all? Even as the thought raced through her head Cindy also noticed that the stern, intense way the other woman was looking at her sent a delightful little pulse of pleasure rushing through her still very wet pussy that left her feeling suddenly breathless. What on earth was that about? That had never happened before.



“Cindy, how many times have I asked you to call me Morgan?” Mrs Van der Dom said. The stern look on her face vanished and was replaced by one of mild concern. “Are you okay sweetie, you look awfully flushed?”



“Oh, I’m fine Mrs - er Morgan,” Cindy answered quickly. “I biked over from my place and I’m just a bit out of breath.”



Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes narrowed suspiciously, clearly not buying Cindy’s lie. “Why do I feel that isn’t the truth? What is it, sweetie? Are you having problems with that boyfriend of yours again? Chet or whatever his name is?”



“Chad,” Cindy corrected, leaping at the easy answer Mrs Van der Dom had just provided her with. “And he’s my ex-boyfriend now.”



Mrs Van der Dom’s face suddenly was filled with sympathy, though Cindy could not help but notice a strangely unidentifiable look of something else in her eyes. “Oh I’m so sorry to hear that, Cindy?”



The older woman glanced down at her watch. “I really do have to run, but listen, if I’m not back too late, how about I open up a bottle of chardonnay and we can talk all about it over a glass or two?”



“That would be great,” Cindy answered, delight shooting through her. What better way to score some brownie points with the successful senior law partner of her own firm that she hoped to be herself one day then by commiserating with her about her asshole, no good, cheating ex over a few glasses of wine? But to her even greater surprise another part of her just seemed happy at the idea of spending some time with Mrs Van der Dom.



“Excellent, it’s a date!” Mrs Van der Dom said and swooped down to plant a kiss on Cindy’s cheek. The girl fought down a blush as she felt those soft, warm lips against her skin and suddenly could think of nothing else other than what they had been doing just minutes ago. Her mind suddenly was filled with the memory of those plump, vividly red lips wrapped around Mr Van der Dom’s cock, sucking it so skillfully. How would those lips feel elsewhere on Cindy’s own body? Another little pulse of pleasure shot through Cindy at the wild thought even as an equally strong one of confusion joined her. What had come over her today?



Then suddenly those bewitching lips were gone and with a flurry of clicking heels on hardwood floors Mrs Van der Dom was walking out the door. “I should be back before dinner time and I’ve already fed Brandon so you shouldn’t have to worry about that. He was sleeping soundly last I checked but please do look in on him in a bit. Not that I need to tell you that, sweetie. You really are the best.”



And with those final words the door shut behind Mrs Van der Dom with a thump, leaving an equally aroused and confused young woman in her wake.







 Chapter Two: Caught In The Act



Now alone in the Van der Dom’s house, Cindy stood rooted to the spot, struggling with the strange new feelings and the confusion that went with them presently flooding her young body in the older woman’s wake. Why was she suddenly reacting the way she was to Mrs Van der Dom (despite the older woman’s insistence she still couldn’t bring herself to think of her as Morgan, in fact for some reason part of herself seemed to enjoy thinking of her as Mrs Van der Dom)?



Cindy remembered she was here to do a job and with a mighty effort suppressed the tempest of perturbing and unexpected emotions that had come over her and focused her attention on what she had actually come over to the Van der Doms’ house to do.



Making her way up to the second floor she poked her nose into the nursery to check on the Van der Doms’ one year old son. As expected Brandon was peacefully asleep. She enjoyed sitting for the Van der Doms’ not the least because their son was one of the best behaved babies she had ever had the responsibility of watching over. He wasn’t bothersome in the slightest and never seemed to cry unless he was hungry or needed to be changed. Picking up the baby monitor from beside his crib, Cindy turned it on and made her way back downstairs, confident she could safely leave him to his own devices.



Cindy went immediately to the kitchen; an open concept design that was all stone tiles and marble countertops. Opening the freezer she was delighted to see a carton of Haagen Daz cookie dough sitting there and immediately snatched it up. After what she had just witnessed happening in the living room, the young woman felt more than a bit odd about going in there but the kitchen had a television of its own hanging on one of the walls so she seated herself comfortably at the island counter and grabbed the nearby remote. Turning the large flatscreen on, she began idly flicking through the different channels.



Nothing seemed to catch her attention and Cindy’s mind again and again kept going back to what she had witnessed earlier in the sitting room, her thoughts lingering especially on Mrs Van der Dom herself, the image of her kneeling before Mr Van der Dom and almost worshipping his cock with her mouth appearing in her mind again and again no matter how much she tried to suppress it. As this continued, the young woman actually found she was growing a little annoyed with herself. Yes, she was a virgin but she wasn’t some cloistered innocent. She knew all about the things men and women did within themselves for pleasure and what she had seen was hardly some amazing revelation.



Fine, what she had just watched Mrs Van der Dom doing with her husband had been arousing. Very arousing. Way more arousing than any of the awkward, hesitating experimenting she had done with Chad. Heck, more arousing than any of the various kinds of porn she had discreetly watched on the internet over the years. Why was that making her suddenly react this way to the older woman? Mrs Van der Dom certainly was one of her favourite clients, she was exactly the kind of woman she herself aspired to be one day; confident, successful, assertive, sophisticated, and yes, extremely sexy. And unlike basically all of the other women she babysat for, the older woman actually seemed to see her as an adult in her own right and not just some teenager to be used as a less than minimum wage domestic servant. None of that explained why she was suddenly causing Cindy to feel deeper feelings of sexual desire than her now ex boyfriend of two years ever had.



Did this mean she was gay? Cindy grappled with the thought for a second. She didn’t think so. Sure, she clearly found Mrs Van der Dom attractive.
 Very
 attractive. But she had also been attracted to Chad, even if they’d never gone the whole way. She had been attracted to Mr Van der Dom also as she had witnessed Mrs Van der Dom sucking his cock just minutes before, if perhaps not quite as strongly as she had been to the latter. Did that mean she was bi?



It was all so very confusing, especially as thinking about it only seemed to remind her of how very excited she still was by what she had witnessed. Her pussy was buzzing with an aching, tingly sensation that she recognised all too well as arousal and every time an image of Mrs Van der Dom, quite often a memory of the sight of her lovely breasts or large, round bum, flashed through her mind Cindy’s clit seemed to quiver.



Putting her head in her hands, Cindy let out a frustrated groan. What was wrong with her? When her friend Ashley had suggested earlier that the best way of getting over Chad would be getting it on with someone else she had had to concede that the suggestion had something going for it. But of all the rebound crushes she could have ended up having, it was one on another woman and a married one at that; a woman whose abundant heterosexuality she had just had just born clear witness to. Worst crush ever!



Cindy desperately tried to think of something that she could do to distract herself from this unexpected and unwanted development. And conveniently, her mind suddenly landed on one thing she always liked to indulge in when babysitting at the Van der Doms’.



Turning off the television, Cindy jumped off the stool she was perched upon and returned the ice cream to the freezer. Exiting the kitchen, she once again made her way up the stairs to the second floor. Passing by Brandon’s nursery, she quickly peaked inside to confirm he was still fast asleep, then continued on down the corridor.



Cindy could admit to herself that she often found herself feeling envious of Mrs Van der Dom’s looks. She knew she had a hot little body and a cute face, but they both seemed to pale in significance to the older woman’s mature beauty. But she especially was jealous of Mrs Van der Dom’s sense of style. She seemed to have a never ending wardrobe of dresses and skirts and silky blouses that she always seemed to know how to pair perfectly with stockings and heels and other accessories. She never failed to look sophisticated while also accentuating that lovely, lush figure of hers and that luscious, golden suntanned skin. No! The whole idea of what she was about to do was to take her mind off of those thoughts.



Reaching her destination, Cindy opened the door she found herself before and her eyes lit up in delight upon seeing the contents of the room beyond as they never failed to. It wasn’t as if she herself was limited to wearing threadbare hand me downs. Her family was well off and she had an entire walk-in closet filled to the brim with clothes of her own. That was nothing compared to the entire room Mrs Van der Dom had dedicated to housing her own wardrobe, however.



The walls were filled with shelves and the interior dotted with clothing racks ringed with hangers upon which various dresses and blouses and other clothes hung. A large vanity table of varnished oak sat in one corner holding Mrs Van der Dom’s jewellery and cosmetics and next to it sat a tall three sided mirror.



It was the latter that Cindy made a beeline for, sneakered feet thumping on the hardwood floor. Reaching it she turned around and eagerly glanced about the contents of the room, trying to decide what she wanted to try on first. Her eyes settled on a red chiffon dress on a nearby hanger and a thrill shot through her as she imagined herself in that. It was a remarkably easy decision.



Cindy quickly pulled her shirt over her head before folding it and placing it atop the nearby vanity table, before toeing herself out of her sneakers and socks. Her white shorts quickly joined her shirt. Cindy paused for a moment in consideration, looking down on her underwear with a critical eye. It was an ordinary plain grey cotton set. Telling herself that the dress was sleeveless with spaghetti straps and a very low cut front that wouldn’t go with her bra she unhooked it and discarded it on top of the rest of her clothes. Her panties followed.



Impulsively, she looked over her shoulder. Cindy was the first to admit she had a nice butt. Flaring out from her narrow waist it was perky and round, the fleshy cheeks taunt and firm from years of cheer practice. Turning herself around, she looked over the reflection of her front. Her breasts weren’t large but still were a decent size and stood tall on her chest. They were capped with small, dark nipples that contrasted sharply with her pale skin.



Yet another thing Cindy could not help but envy Mrs Van der Dom for was her lovely tan, in her own case she found she went from almost alabaster pale to sunburnt red with nothing in between. Even so, she had to admit though that her naturally creamy complexion did make an enticing combination with her jet black hair and dark eyes.



As she continued to stare at her naked reflection, Cindy suddenly found herself wondering if Mrs Van der Dom found her attractive. No! Cindy instantly pushed down the thought. The whole point of what she was doing was to avoid dwelling on Mrs Van der Dom and these confusing new thoughts and feelings she seemed to be inspiring in her young body. Striding over to the clothing rack, she pulled the red dress from its hanger and carefully stepped into it; it looked incredibly expensive and the last thing she wanted was to rip or damage it in some way. She suspected the cost of replacing it would easily burn through an entire summer’s worth of babysitting jobs.



Stepping into the dress Cindy turned back to face the mirror and walked towards it, almost as if she was strutting on a runway. She couldn’t really zip up the back properly so she clasped her hands to the thin little shoulder straps to hold it in place. To her delight she discovered as she walked that the dress was divided in tall slits at both ends of her hips and her legs shot out from the frilly material of the skirt almost to the tops of her thighs. Good thing she had ditched her panties or they would have almost certainly ruined the look.



Coming to a stop before the mirror, Cindy admired herself from all the different angles the three panels allowed her to. She had to admit the fit wasn’t perfect, while she wasn’t short by any means at five seven Mrs Van der Dom was almost statuesque and stood a good few inches taller than her. Her breasts also were noticeably larger than the young woman’s so the bust was a bit looser than Cindy would have liked. Still, the overall effect when she took in her reflection made her feel sexy, confident and powerful; exactly the kind of woman she wanted so very dearly to be.



After a few minutes Cindy returned the dress to its hanger and tried on another, a slinky little black one this time that had a plunging cleavage that almost reached her midriff and was backless all the way down to the beginning of the swell of her bum and contrasted just perfectly with her pale complexion. Then after that one she tried a burgundy velvet number with long sleeves that came down to her wrists and covered her from neck to ankles but was cut so tightly that it seemed to meld to her like a second skin. It somehow felt even more brazen than the pink minidress she tried next, with a halter top that left her shoulders completely bare and a skirt that stopped less than midway down her thighs.



Cindy certainly was enjoying trying on Mrs Van der Dom’s clothes but she was miserably failing at the goal of keeping her thoughts off the older woman. She seemed to be a constant presence hovering in the back of the girl’s mind almost as if she was physically in the room with her, looming over her shoulder. With every new dress she tried on Cindy almost immediately found herself wondering how it would look on Mrs Van der Dom, how her sculpted legs would flow out from underneath the skirt, how her lovely breasts would be displayed by the bust, the way the fabric would snugly cling to her large, plump bum. When she wasn’t thinking of that, the young woman found herself wondering how the other woman would react to seeing her in whatever particular dress she was wearing. Would she like it? Find her attractive?



Pulling off the latest dress, Cindy’s eyes widened as she saw that her nipples had hardened into little points that stuck out like pebbles. Glancing down her taut stomach she saw her pussy was now a rosy pink colour underneath the dark little shadow of her pubic hair. Was she really this turned on just by thinking of Mrs Van der Dom? It seemed she was.



Feeling her cheeks start to grow hot, Cindy’s eyes shot away, as if by not looking at her aching, engorged vagina she would somehow lessen its arousal. Her gaze landed on another clothing rack, this one draped with different sets of lingerie.



Even as she told herself this was a bad idea, Cindy found her feet walking over almost as if of their own volition. Her eyes ran along the different pieces of lace and satin and silk before settling on a set similar to what Mrs Van der Dom had been wearing earlier in the living room only coloured a vivid red instead of black.



Heart beating wildly in her chest like a set of drums at a rock concert, Cindy pulled the panties up her legs and then clipped the bra over her chest with trembling hands; the cups hung a bit loose around the mounds of her breasts so she needed to adjust the straps.



Returning before the mirror, a proper blush broke out on the girl’s pale cheeks at the sight that greeted her. The bra was basically just a pair of small triangles that covered her nipples and the peaks of her breasts and little else; the panties little more than a narrow strip of red lace that just barely hid her slit and was moulded to her pussy like a second skin. Cindy had never worn anything remotely like this before and found she could not look away from the sight.



Turning around, she craned to look over her shoulder. In the back it was a g-string, the three red strands coming together around a gold ring at the top of her bum, the bottom one disappearing between the cleft of both cheeks to leave her entire bottom on full display. One of Cindy’s hands went to her waist and then trailed her fingers lightly across the creamy flesh to reach down and cup one perky bum cheek. A delicious little pulse of pleasure rippled through her cunt and the girl could not stop the whimper that escaped her lips.



The young woman turned to once again so she could look at the reflection of her front, her eyes glued to the little strip of silky red fabric. Cindy noticed that the fine dark hairs of her pubes were visible to either side and poked out the top. Did Mrs Van der Dom shave herself there? Her mind’s eye was suddenly filled with the image of the older woman’s bare sex and when she idly ran one finger along the side of the thong, running through the fine little down that was there her whole body suddenly shook as her pussy seemed to clench almost painfully at the contact, but in a somehow delicious way.



Cindy couldn’t help herself. Even as her cheeks turned a red that rivalled the colour of the lingerie she was wearing, her hand went to the waistline of the panties and slowly slipped underneath to cup her sex. She moaned at the touch and marvelled at how wet she was, her pussy was positively soaking. She traced one finger along the length of her slit, biting her lip to suppress another moan, but when her thumb rubbed itself over the little bud of her clitoris it slipped from her lips despite her best efforts.



As Cindy touched herself she couldn’t stop herself from remembering what she had witnessed between the Van der Doms’ in their living room, the scene playing over in her mind again and again. Mrs Van der Dom in her almost naked glory, kneeling before her husband and sucking his erect penis. Her red, plump lips wrapped around his member as they slid up and down. Her fingers massaging and caressing his balls. Her body swaying and shifting in time with her head and as it bobbed up and down in an almost mesmerising display. How even on her knees with his cock in her mouth she somehow seemed to radiate dominance and sensuality.



Suddenly the image changed and Mrs Van der Dom was kneeling before Cindy, skilled fingers pushing aside the material of her thong so she could bring her mouth to the girl’s quivering pussy. Her eyes staring up at her, burning with intensity, as she sucked away at the young woman’s cunt. It was almost as if Cindy could actually feel it. Her head spun with dizziness, lightheaded almost like she was drunk and her skin seemed to be burning. Her pleasure built within her like a cresting wave with each stroke of her fingers against her sex.



“Oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy cried out between moans. “I want you so much…please keep doing that, it feels so good…oh Mrs Van der Dom I’m going to -”



“What on
 earth
 is going on here, young lady!”



The words shattered the aroused state Cindy was in like a bucket of ice water. Hand flying out from under the material of the thong as if burned, her eyes shot open and she spun around, already knowing what she would see. She had recognised the voice.



There, standing in the open doorway, was Mrs Van der Dom, not some imaginary fantasy version of her but the woman herself in all of her tall, dominant glory. Hands on her hips, her beautiful face was stern, all sharply defined cheekbones and pursed lips. Cindy felt herself cringe at the sight, terror suddenly racing through her.







 Chapter Three: Bad Little Babysitter



With an embarrassed squeal Cindy frantically tried to cover herself, one arm crossing itself across her chest and the palm of one hand covering her crotch. “Oh Mrs Van der Dom I’m so sorry I didn’t expect you to be home so soon I know I shouldn't be in here please forgive me really I’m so so sorry…”



Realising she was babbling, Cindy trailed off and stared at her feet, unable to meet Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes. A long moment of silence passed. Still the older woman didn’t speak. Glancing up from under nervously fluttering eyelashes, Cindy saw she was still staring at her with a stern look on her face that made her insides quiver. To the girl’s shock she also felt a flutter of arousal in her. Oh no! Not now! This was the worst possible time for that.



After a moment that seemed to last forever, Mrs Van der Dom finally looked away, reaching into the handbag that hung from the crook of her arm and producing her phone. Flipping it on, she pressed a contact and then brought the phone up to her ear. Cindy watched breathlessly. Who was she calling? Her parents? Mr Van der Dom? The police? She couldn’t call the police for something like this could she? Though honestly in that moment Cindy felt she would rather face the cops than the wrath of her own parents should they find out what she had been doing.



After a few moments Mrs Van der Dom finally broke her silence. “Hi Chanel, it’s Morgan. Listen, something unexpected has come up at home and I don’t think I can make it in after all. Can you handle the Sterling disposition without me? Brilliant. You keep saying you want your opportunity to show me what you can do. Now is the time, darling. I’ll see you tomorrow and you can tell me all about what a great success you were. Chao for now.”



With that Mrs Van der Dom hung up. She placed her phone back in her handbag and then perched that upon one of the shelves next to her by the doorway. Still not saying a word to Cindy, she began walking towards her; the click of the older woman’s heels on the hardwood floor was almost deafening.



When she reached Cindy, Mrs Van der Dom still said nothing; instead she began to slowly circle around her. The girl stood rooted to the spot, trying not to tremble. She could almost feel the older woman’s eyes on her and suddenly was so conscious of how exposed she was, her body covered by nothing but a few tiny strips of silky fabric.



Coming around to stand before Cindy once more, Mrs Van der Dom swatted her hand against the elbow of the young woman and spoke for the first time. “Arms at your sides, please.”



After a second of hesitation, Cindy dropped her arms to her sides. She did not think it was possible for her to blush more than she already had been, but as Mrs Van der Dom looked her up and down she felt her cheeks burn so hotly it was as if they had ignited into flames. The older woman’s face remained as stern as ever, but to Cindy’s surprise she didn’t see anger in her eyes. Instead there was an intense look of consideration.



Mrs Van der Dom nodded her head in the direction of one of the clothing racks. “There’s a little polka dot number over there. I think it would be more appropriate for you.”



Cindy’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. That was unexpected. For a long second she hesitated, then obediently the girl walked over to where Mrs Van der Dom had indicated. She immediately saw the set of bra and panties, lacey white ones embroidered with little red polka dots. As she unclipped the bra she was wearing and tugged down the thong Cindy knew the older woman was looking at her, she could almost feel her eyes burning themselves into her skin. Cindy just told herself that from the back it wasn’t like she was showing off anything the other woman couldn’t see before and tried to ignore the part of herself that felt almost delighted by the knowledge that Mrs Van der Dom was watching her. Did she like what she saw?



Once dressed in the new set, Cindy turned and walked back over to Mrs Van der Dom without being told. When she reached the older woman, her shoulders were suddenly seized by strong hands and she was quickly turned around so she was facing the mirror. A little gasp escaped her lips as she properly took in her reflection.



Unlike what she had been wearing before, the cut of the bra and panties was far from skimpy and covered the entire area of her breasts and pelvis. The material was so sheer, however, that it was practically transparent and the little embroidered red polka dots covered nothing. Her dark nipples were fully visible, as was the outline of the plump little lips of her labia and her slit. Somehow Cindy felt even more on display than if she had been completely naked.



One of Mrs Van der Dom’s hands left Cindy’s shoulder, snaking itself behind her back to grab one of her elbows, and the girl suddenly found herself being tightly held. She felt the older woman’s hot breath against her ear. “So Cindy, do you like my lingerie?”



Cindy said nothing, still shocked by the whole situation. She felt Mrs Van der Dom’s other hand leave her shoulder and slowly trace its way down her front, between the valley of her breasts and down her abdomen until her fingers were lightly toying with her bellybutton. Staring at this in the mirror, the young woman was so conscious of how close those fingers were to her burning sex and how easy it would be for Mrs Van der Dom to move her hand just a bit lower and touch her there. Oh how she wanted her to.



Suddenly Cindy felt herself being jerked back so she was flush against Mrs Van der Dom, a little hitch of breath escaping her lips as she felt the hard points of the older woman’s nipples on her shoulder blades even through the fabric of her dress. “I asked you a question, Cindy. Do you like my lingerie? You certainly seemed to from what I saw just now. That was a very naughty thing you were doing, masturbating in my underwear. Wouldn’t you agree, sweetie?”



Cindy’s throat was so dry she couldn’t speak, so instead she just jerkily nodded her head. Her eyes were still glued to the reflection before her, watching as Mrs Van der Dom trailed one finger down from her bellybutton to the hem of her white panties and began teasingly running it back and forth along the lacey edge. The touch was light and feathery but seemed to leave a burning trail in its wake that was almost overwhelming.



Mrs Van der Dom almost smirked, her eyes burning with a suddenly wicked look, and her voice dropped to almost a whisper. “What were you thinking of, Cindy, while you were standing there touching yourself? Was it possibly what you spied on me and my husband doing earlier?”



The young woman’s eyes flew open with a squeak. “You saw me?”



A dark chuckle answered. “Of course, sweetie. I saw you out of the corner of my eye the moment your face appeared in the window. Did you enjoy the little show I put on? Me, kneeling before Damien, sucking his cock? I guess you could say it's a little tradition we perform whenever he has to go on one of his business trips, something to remind him what’s waiting for him back home so he’ll work hard to hurry back to it. Tell me Cindy, have you ever sucked the cock of that now ex-boyfriend of yours?”



Cindy saw Mrs Van der Dom’s reflection shoot out her succulent pink tongue from between her lips and run it along the edge of her ear. The warm, moist feeling made her shudder and seemed to send a bolt of pleasure shooting directly to her cunt. “N-no Mrs Van der Dom. I ha-aven’t!”



The girl blushed again at her confession. She had rubbed Chad off a few times through his trousers in the early days of them going out. Later things had progressed to her stoking him off in the dark recess of the back of his car while he had awkwardly slipped his own hand under the waistband of her shorts and clumsily fingered her pussy. Truthfully Cindy hadn’t found Chad’s fumbling caresses especially pleasurable and usually she had resorted to performing a fake orgasm as soon as he had enjoyed his.



Mrs Van der Dom’s hand stilled, one fingernail just barely underneath the waist of her panties, teasingly close to where Cindy desperately wanted to be touched. Her eyes met Cindy’s in the mirror with a piercing look that made the girl shiver. “Are you a virgin, Cindy?”



Face now red as a tomato, Cindy gave a jerky little nod. Mrs Van der Dom exhaled a little hitch of breath and her eyes gleamed with what looked like delight. Her finger resumed its teasing caresses, now slowly making their way down the edge of Cindy’s panties where the seam of her pelvis met her thigh then making its way back up the other side. “My my, I’ll admit that surprises me. I never would have guessed it, being the beautiful young woman you are. So what did your young virginal eyes make of what you saw? Did you enjoy the sight of my husband’s big, erect cock? Did you imagine it was you on your knees before him, worshipping it with your mouth as I was? Did it turn you on?”



Cindy only whimpered as she watched Mrs Van der Dom’s reflection in the mirror bend forward and capture her earlobe between her lips and suddenly felt her soft lips fasten on to it and begin to suck. She had never particularly considered that part of her as an erogenous zone before but her entire body trembled and she was unable to believe how turned on she felt in that moment. How had Mrs Van der Dom managed to arouse her so intensely by doing little more than give her a few teasing caresses with her fingers while she licked and sucked at one of her ears? Almost desperately, she wiggled her pelvis to try and bring one of those fingers in contact with her aching, hot pussy.



Ms Van der Dom released Cindy’s earlobe with a wicked little chuckle, easily evading the girl’s attempts even as she continued to teasingly stroke her fingers along the very edge of where she desperately wished to be touched. “Or was it me your eyes were on? Don’t think I haven’t noticed all those not so very discreet little looks you’ve given me when you thought I wasn’t looking. Not that I hold that against you, sweetie, I’ve done the same myself a few times. You can hardly blame me, what with you prancing around in those little booty shorts of yours and those tight jeans and those tops that cling to your chest like a second skin and leave your midriff exposed. Hardly the most sophisticated of looks but it does show off the goods nicely enough, if a tad crudely. Were you imagining me kneeling between your legs just now, my mouth on your innocent, virginal cunt?”



Yes! Cindy wanted to scream the word out so badly but she just couldn’t bring herself to. Saying that aloud would somehow make everything real. What she was feeling. What she was fantasising. Had she always felt this way and just never had the courage to be honest with herself? Perhaps she had always known she was gay, or at least bi, on some level. It would explain why she had never taken things all the way with Chad.



Mrs Van der Dom seemed to sense the conflict within Cindy. “Cat got your tongue, sweetie? It’s alright, there’s another way I can quite easily get my answer.”



With those words the older woman’s fingers traced their way back to the top of Cindy’s panties and then slipped underneath the lacey waistline to cup her dripping pussy with the palm of her hand. The girl’s eyes widened to the size of saucers and a breathless little squeal escaped from her lips. Even though Mrs Van der Dom made no attempt to touch her there beyond lightly cupping Cindy’s sex it still sent little ripples of pleasure flowing through her entire body.



“Why Cindy, you are positively soaking?” Mrs Van der Dom’s hot breath caressed Cindy’s ear as she whispered into it sensuously. “I think you were imagining me before. The evidence is literally right at my fingertips. I’ll admit, sweetie, you’ve impressed me. All this and I’ve barely even touched you. Good girl, so responsive.”



One of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers went to the bottom of Cindy’s slit and began to glide upwards. The young woman couldn’t stop the moan that well up inside of her at the feeling of the teasing little caress up between her labia lips and then lightly across her quivering clitoris and then groaned in protest as Mrs Van der Dom pulled her hand out of her panties, her pussy aching at its absence.



The older woman paid the girl’s protests no mind, bringing one glistening finger up to her trembling lips and pressing against them. “Open up like a good girl for me, Cindy. I want you to taste yourself. Your arousal. Your excitement. The proof of what I’ve done to this innocent young body of yours.”



Obediently, Cindy opened her lips and let Mrs Van der Dom push her finger inside her mouth. She immediately tasted something both sweet and tangy and her cheeks grew hot again as she realised she was tasting her own cunt. Embarrassment flooded through the young woman. Here she was, standing practically naked being held by a woman over a decade older than her licking her own pussy juices off of one of her fingers. Somehow the embarrassment only seemed to add to her excitement, however, and Cindy found herself eagerly sucking away at Mrs Van der Dom’s finger trying to chase after every last trace of the new but delicious taste. Her pussy was practically throbbing as she did so, seeming to almost cry out for the older woman to touch her there again.



Mrs Van der Dom pulled her finger free with a wet little pop and then smiled at the little whimper of protest that came from Cindy. “Good girl, I think you licked my finger completely clean. I’m so pleased, sweetie, really I am.”



The older woman traced her hand down Cindy’s cheek and jawline till it came to rest on the hollow of her throat. When she felt the fingers begin to grip her there, to the young woman’s surprise she didn’t feel panic, somehow knowing that Mrs Van der Dom wouldn’t hurt her. The touch was light, possessive and almost loving, and not threatening. The feeling of vulnerability that surged through her at being held this way only seemed to feed her arousal.



Mrs Van der Dom met Cindy’s eyes in the mirror and gave a smile that was almost predatory but made the young woman shudder all the same. “Do you want me to touch you again Cindy? Do you want to feel my fingers on your sweet virgin cunt? Do you want me to show you just how I can give your innocent young body pleasure you can’t even imagine? Do you want that sweetie?”



Everything in Cindy seemed to be screaming out for her to say yes. To tell Mrs Van der Dom exactly how much she wanted to feel her touch. Still she hesitated, part of her still afraid to say aloud what she was feeling, knowing once she did she did there was no taking the words back.



In the end the burning desire deep within her sopping vagina won out. “Yes.”



The word was barely a whisper. Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes gleamed with an intensity that made Cindy tremble but then said. “Yes what, sweetie? I’m afraid you will have to be more specific.”



Gathering her resolve, Cindy spoke again, this time louder and with more resolve. “Yes, Mrs Van der Dom, touch me. I want you to. Show me everything you can do to me. Please.”



A triumphant smile appeared on Mrs Van der Dom’s beautiful face. “Good girl, your wish is my command.”



Slowly, Mrs Van der Dom’s hand left Cindy’s neck and slid down her collarbone, between the valley of her heaving breasts and then down her trembling belly. As her fingers grew ever closer to where Cindy desperately wanted them to be, the young woman realised she was holding her breath.



Cindy stared unblinkingly at her reflection in the mirror, watching as Mrs Van der Dom’s hand once again slipped under the waist of her panties. The fact she was watching the entire thing play out before her, could see the look of frantic hunger on her face and the way her entire body seemed to be almost shaking with desire, made everything somehow lewder which only added to her excitement.



She felt one of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers teasingly trace its way down the very edge of one of the lips of her slit and then slowly make its way back up, just barely touching her. She could see the vivid red fingernail through the sheer fabric of her panties. Cindy let out a frustrated groan. “Mrs Van der Dom,
 please
 !”



The older woman let out a dark chuckle at the girl’s pleading, her eyes staring at Cindy almost hungrily. “You beg so prettily, Cindy. But hush now and be patient. I’ve only just begun to touch you.”



For a little while Mrs Van der Dom continued on this way, teasing Cindy with the faintest of caresses along the very edge of her aching, leaking slit, only just touching her but in a way that only seemed to be building the girl’s arousal while doing nothing to slake it. Cindy could only stand there and take it, the older woman’s grip on her arms like an iron vice that held her steady, letting out breathless little hitches. She bit down on her bottom lip with her teeth, fighting down the urge to beg for more, for some reason wanting to obey Mrs Van der Dom’s order to keep silent, wanting to please her. She didn’t fully understand why, but Cindy had liked it when Mrs Van der Dom had called her ‘her good girl’ and wanted to hear her say it again.



Then suddenly Mrs Van der Dom’s hand shifted and Cindy felt a finger running directly up and down each of her labia lips, while a third stroked itself on her slit itself, just slightly pushing itself into the wet inner folds. The touch was still maddeningly light but it also felt so good to finally be properly touched there and Cindy let out a loud moan of delight. “Oh thank you! Thank you, Mrs Van der Dom!”



Still Cindy wanted more. Needed more. The girl tried arching forward with her hips so she could grind herself against those teasing fingers but the older woman seemed to anticipate this and lifted her hand away while never ceasing her gentle caresses for so much as a moment. Cindy whimpered in frustration but it seemed to have no effect on Mrs Van der Dom; her face reflection continued to cooly stare back at Cindy from the mirror, only the hungry gleam in her eyes betraying any sign of her own growing excitement. That and the poking feeling of her nipples against Cindy’s bare shoulders as they seemed to grow harder and harder with every moment.



Slowly, Mrs Van der Dom’s caresses became firmer and faster, her fingers more bold. One slipped inside of Cindy’s vagina, shallowly thrusting in and out even as the young woman clenched her inner walls around it, savouring the delightful friction. A squeal of delight shot from her lips as she felt the older woman’s thumb begin circling around her quivering little clit and then start rubbing it.



Heart pounding against her ribcage, Cindy lay her head back against Mrs Van der Dom’s shoulders, gasping for breath between ever louder moans and cries. She felt something warm and moist against her neck and her eyes shot open to see the reflection of the older woman sucking away at a pulse point on her neck. The squelching, sucking sound rang in her ears along with her cries of pleasure and the frantic thumping of her heart. Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes locked with Cindy’s in the mirror and she stared back at them unblinkingly, unable to look away from the hot desire that was burning in their deep blue depths.



Cindy was in heaven. What Mrs Van der Dom was doing to her felt so good, far better than any of Chad’s clumsy petting ever had or her own private attempts at masturbation. As she felt her pleasure building within her, she rocked her hips to try and grind herself against Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers in time with their thrusts, feeling a second finger join the first as it continued to plunge in and out of her wet folds. This time the older woman made no attempts to evade Cindy’s efforts, letting her hump herself against her hand to her heart’s content.



As her pleasure continued to build, Cindy could tell that her orgasm was coming. She was so close. She panted in anticipation, sure it would be greater than any she had ever had before. “Oh Mrs Van der Dom, I’m cuming…I’m going to cum…”



At Cindy’s words the older woman’s hand pulled away as if scorched, pulling themselves from the young woman’s panties. For a second Cindy could only stand there stunned, still teetering on the brink of what had promised to be an explosive climax. For a second it seemed to hang there as the girl strained to tip herself over the edge, then slowly it began slipping away.



“NOOOOOOOO!” Cindy howled, desperately rocking her hips to hump her dripping, hot pussy against empty air. She could feel hot little tears of frustration well up in her eyes and begin trailing down her cheeks. “No! I was about to cum! Why did you stop, Mrs Van der Dom? Please, I was right there!”



For a moment Mrs Van der Dom simply stood there, a smug little smile on her face and her eyes seeming to drink in the sight of Cindy thrashing and bucking in her grip as she wailed and cried in bitter disappointment. Then her free hand reached up and pulled the young woman up against her, nuzzling her face against hers almost lovingly. “Shhhhhhh,” she shushed her, hot breath caressing Cindy’s ear, “I’m here, Cindy. I have you. Just breathe and calm yourself. Don’t worry, I have you.”



Cindy wanted to scream at the older woman, hate her for bringing her right up to the brink and then cruelly denying her the way she had. Instead she found herself melting into Mrs Van der Dom’s embrace, even as she continued to weep bitter tears. She felt a sense of calm come over her as the older woman continued to plant soft kisses against her cheek and whisper reassuring nothings in her ear, somehow feeling safe and comforted despite everything. “Why, Mrs Van der Dom? I was so close. Why didn’t you let me cum?”



Mrs Van der Dom turned Cindy’s head so she could look her directly in the eye, her smug little smile becoming wicked. “Oh sweetie, did you think it would be that easy? You
 have
 been a bad girl today, Cindy, touching yourself while wearing my lingerie. Are you really so surprised that I’ve decided to punish you for it?”



Why did hearing Mrs Van der Dom say that make Cindy’s pussy feel a delightful little pulse of pleasure? And what did she mean by punishing her? “What? Mrs Van der Dom, I don’t understand?”



Mrs Van der Dom’s smile only grew more wicked, almost predatory. She leaned down and planted a tiny little kiss onto Cindy’s lips, even the brief contact seemed to sear through her and left her even more breathless. “Oh, you will soon enough, Cindy.”



The older woman’s hand trailed down the girl’s side till it was cupping one perky bum cheek. Cindy let out a little hiss as she felt the other woman’s long nails digging themselves into her tender flesh. Then the hand was gone and a second later she felt stinging pain across both cheeks of her bum.



SLAP! The sound of Mrs Van der Dom spanking her rang through the room and even as Cindy whimpered in pain her eyes went wide in surprise as she felt a burning flash of pleasure deep within her cunt. Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes burned with satisfaction, clearly having noticed her reaction.



“But now, sweetie, I think it’s time we took what’s to come next to another room.”







 Chapter Four: Unexplored Territory



Both her arms still held firmly in Mrs Van der Dom’s grip, Cindy was frog marched before the older woman. The arm underneath her shoulder was pushing them up so the young woman had to walk almost on her tiptoes.



Her pulse beating madly, Cindy tried to take long, deep breaths and keep herself calm even as her mind was racing. What did Mrs Van der Dom mean by punishing her and why did she find the idea not terrifying but instead exciting? Fine, she had grown up on the internet like most girls her age so she had some idea what the older woman meant. Her head was suddenly filled with images of leather padded dungeons and whips and chains. Cindy imagined herself in one, kneeling naked before Mrs Van der Dom, the older woman dressed in a black PVC corset and miniskirt, her arms encased in long leather gloves and her legs in tall, heeled boots. She felt her clit throbbing at the very idea.



What had come over her? Here she was thinking of doing the filthiest, most deviant possible things with another woman when before today she had never even looked at one with the slightest bit of erotic interest.



Or had she? Cindy remembered Mrs Van der Dom whispering in her ear earlier how she had noticed the young woman shooting her all sorts of discreet little glances when she had thought she wasn’t looking. Had she done that? Cindy certainly had admired Mrs Van der Dom’s sophisticated sense of style and how she always seemed to exude a certain elegant femininity, but had there been more to her appreciative gaze that she had just not been willing to admit to herself. She also remembered how she had felt drawn to the older woman’s dominant and assertive personality, how she had been so pleased when Mrs Van der Dom had praised her as her ‘good girl’ and how she had almost instinctively wanted to obey her. Maybe she wasn’t the straight vanilla girl she had always just assumed she was?



Cindy was startled out of her thoughts as they reached the end of the hall and Mrs Van der Dom opened one of the doors. She was led by the older woman into the room and Cindy found herself not in a dungeon but instead the Van der Doms’ bedroom. It was all beige painted walls and dark, varnished wood furniture and dominated by a large king size bed with wooden posts that sat in the centre of the space.



It was there that Mrs Van der Dom marched Cindy to, centering her at the foot of the bed between the two square wooden posts before finally releasing her. Her shoulders felt cramped after being held so tightly by the older woman for such a prolonged period of time and the young woman rolled them gingerly a few times before turning around.



She found Mrs Van der Dom standing before her, looking down on her with a stern face and predatory eyes that seemed to be looking right through her. Cindy had to crane her head back slightly to meet the older woman’s gaze due to their height difference and that only made the girl feel even more vulnerable than she already did, standing practically naked before the still fully dressed woman. She tried her best not to fidget.



Finally Mrs Van der Dom spoke. “Well, you certainly have been a bad girl, Cindy. I suspect that isn’t the first time you’ve helped yourself to my wardrobe when you’ve been babysitting for me. And touching yourself while wearing my lingerie? How naughty. You now have a choice to make. If you wish, I can call your parents and tell them exactly what I found you doing and leave the matter of the consequences up to them.”



Cindy felt herself cringe at the thought, imagining her parents' reactions. She would almost certainly be grounded for the rest of the summer. Not to mention if word got around to the other families she babysat for she could kiss goodbye the money she had hoped to earn in the upcoming school year.



“Alternatively,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was suddenly low and almost felt like a caress, “you can choose to allow me to discipline you as I see appropriate. I warn you in advance that if you agree to that you will be consenting to everything that I am about to do to you.”



As much as she wanted to immediately say yes, part of Cindy felt hesitant. What did Mrs Van der Dom intend to do to her? Her eyes darted around the room as the inner conflict raged inside of her and she suddenly noticed that the wooden posts of the bed had small iron rings hanging from them near the tops and bottoms. An inkling of an idea came to her.



“W-what are you going to do to me?” Cindy asked nervously in a quiet little voice.



Suddenly the sternness left Mrs Van der Dom’s face and it instead became soft and reassuring. The older woman stepped closer and cupped Cindy’s cheek with one hand in a comforting way that she instinctively found herself snuggling into.



“Before we discuss anything else I want you to listen very carefully to what I am about to say,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was soft but insistent and Cindy nodded to show she was listening. “I want you to commit the word ‘red’ to memory. That’s your safe word. If at any time during what is about to occur you want to leave, sweetie, all you have to do is say the word ‘red’ and I will let you. If I do anything to you that you don’t like and want to stop, all you have to do is say your safe word and it stops. I promise you, Cindy. There will be no consequences and I swear I won’t be angry or disappointed in you. Do you understand?”



Cindy nodded.



“I need to hear the words, Cindy.”



The young woman took a deep breath and spoke. “I understand, Mrs Van der Dom. If I want you to stop, I say ‘red’ and you stop.”



“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom nodded approvingly and Cindy felt the quickly becoming familiar little shiver of pleasure at being called that. “Now what will it be Cindy? Do you want me to call your parents or do you want to submit yourself to being punished by me? The decision is yours.”



To her great surprise the decision was an easy one. Cindy might be nervous, but she was also still so very aroused and she suspected that whatever punishment Mrs Van der Dom had planned would be sexual in nature. She wanted the older woman to punish her. To feel her hands on her body again.



“I’ve been a bad little girl, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy said, deliberately making her voice sound meek and timid, suspecting the older woman would like that. “Please, punish me.”



Her suspicions were confirmed when she saw Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes darken with arousal at her words. The older woman stepped back, once again putting a bit of distance between them, and her face once again became stern. “Yes Cindy, you have been a bad little girl, now I want you to be a good one for me and take off your clothes.”



Obediently, Cindy’s hands went behind her back to the clasp of the bra she was wearing. She didn’t expect the hot, burning feeling that crossed her cheeks as she unclasped it and slid it down her arms, she was practically naked already and the sheer material hid nothing from Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes as is, but nevertheless her pale cheeks blushed red. She suppressed the urge to cross her arms over her chest and was rewarded with a nod of approval from Mrs Van der Dom. Her fingers tucked themselves under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her inner thighs to let them fall to the floor around her ankles.



Now completely naked, Cindy stood with her hands by her sides as Mrs Van der Dom hungrily looked over her naked body, her pretty pink tongue shooting out to run itself over her lips as she did so.



“You are truly beautiful, sweetie,” Cindy blushed even deeper at the older woman’s words of praise. Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes fixed themselves between the girl’s legs and let out a little tisk. “But I expect you to have either shaved or waxed before next time. I do
 not
 like hair of any kind down there.”



Before Cindy had much opportunity to consider Mrs Van der Dom’s words and the clear implication that there would be a next time for whatever was about to happen, the older woman reached behind herself and unzipped her dress. As she pulled it down off of her body and tossed it to one side on the floor Cindy found herself not thinking anything other than the fact the other woman was now reaching behind to unclip her bra. As that too joined the dress on the floor her breasts were revealed in all their glory.



Cindy might have seen them earlier as she peeped through the window on Mrs Van der Dom and her husband, but seeing them up close and in the flesh was different somehow. While not massive, her breasts were certainly larger than Cindy’s own and capped with puffy pink nipples that were jutting out in hard, pointy nubbins almost the size of erasers. They sat high on her chest, without the faintest hint of sagging, and the bronzed flesh did not show any trace of a tan line. Did Mrs Van der Dom sunbath naked?



Mrs Van der Dom clearly noticed the almost mesmerised way Cindy was looking at her, her smile once again turning smug and a look of deep satisfaction filled her eyes. Her fingers slipped under the waistline of her panties and teasingly inched them down her hips. The tiny little triangle of silky black fabric slowly was pulled down to reveal what was underneath, Cindy felt as if her heart had leapt into her throat and her stomach seemed to be fluttering as if a horde of butterflies had taken residence in it.



The older woman’s cunt was shaved bare, without a trace of hair on it. To her mild surprise - it wasn’t like this was the first time she had seen a woman’s vagina after all - Cindy found she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Again there was no trace of a tan line, the lips of Mrs Van der Dom’s slit the same golden brown as the rest of her, and they contrasted sharply with the little pink pebble that was her clit. Her vulva glistened with evidence of her arousal.



Now completely naked except for her black stockings and heels, Mrs Van der Dom once again stepped closer to Cindy, sensuously rolling her wide hips as she did so. Reaching the girl, she bent her head down and captured her lips in a kiss. Cindy’s eyes went wide and she gave a muffled squeak. It was hardly her first kiss. She and Chad had kissed more times than she could count and there had been a few boys before him, but somehow doing it with another woman felt so different. Mrs Van der Dom’s plump lips felt so soft yet also insistent against her own ones, her tongue silky even as it almost ruthlessly forced its way inside Cindy’s mouth seeking out the young woman’s in a lewd dance.



As the kiss deepend and grew more passionate, Mrs Van der Dom’s hands came around to Cindy’s back and lighty racked her long nails over the creamy, pale flesh of the girl’s shoulder blades. Cindy whimpered slightly at the stinging pain, but found herself only kissing the older woman back with even greater passion as a result. The young woman felt almost light headed, unable to think of anything other than the delicious feel of Mrs Van der Dom’s naked skin against her own, how wonderful her larger breasts felt mashed against her own smaller ones, and the insistent, ruthlessly rampage of her tongue inside her mouth.



Almost without thinking, Cindy’s hands slipped behind the older woman to grip the cheeks of her plump bottom. For a second she savoured the smooth feeling of Mrs Van der Dom’s tender flesh under her fingers, then suddenly the other woman broke the kiss with a furious hiss and stepped back. Her eyes burned with fury.



“Did I give you permission to touch me, Cindy?” She asked, her voice icy.



Still half lost in hazy arousal, Cindy stuttered. “What? No, you didn’t. Why -”



SLAP! She was cut off as stinging pain rang through her cheek. Mrs Van der Dom had just slapped her. Even as Cindy let out a little whimper and cupped the reddening skin of her cheek, to her surprise she felt her arousal spike and the little bud of her clitoris seemed to throb in approval. Why had Mrs Van der Dom slapping her elicited such a reaction? Was she turned on by pain? She was vaguely aware that there were people who enjoyed being hurt in a sexual way. Were they called masochists? Was she one of them?



As Cindy stood there, mind racing at this new sudden development, Mrs Van der Dom continued to look down on her sternly. “No, I did not give you permission. Bad girl. You do
 nothing
 without my permission. Since clearly my bad little girl struggles with that it seems I shall have to take steps.”



Heels clicking on the floor, Mrs Van der Dom turned and walked to one of the large armoires standing against the bedroom’s walls. Even distracted as she was by the arousal running through her brains and her own confused attempts to understand the new things she was learning about her sexuality, Cindy’s eyes dropped down to stare appreciatively at the older woman’s large, hard bum. It flared out in such an enticing way from her narrow waist, both cheeks delightfully round but also toned. Suddenly all Cindy wanted to do was run her hands over it again, to hell with whatever consequences it would bring. She suddenly pictured herself on her knees, worshipping Mrs Van der Dom’s bum as the older woman arched her back, jutting her bottom out behind her to better be kissed and licked. Her pussy burned at the perverse image even as Cindy once again found herself grappling with where all this had come from. Had she always been this way on some level? Had these deviant desires always been there?



Cindy was shaken out of her thoughts as Mrs Van der Dom finished rummaging around in the armoire and turned to walk back towards her. The older woman was holding two lengths of fine chain, each with a round leather cuff at one end, and a thin black metal bar, similarly capped at both ends with leather cuffs. The inkling Cindy had had earlier of what Mrs Van der Dom had planned was rapidly growing into a complete picture. The flock of butterflies in the girl’s stomach were fluttering about so much it felt as if they were trying to escape straight up the passageway of her throat.



Mrs Van der Dom came to a stop before Cindy and deposited the set of restraints onto one corner of the bed. Taking one of the chains, Cindy’s suspicions were proven correct as the other woman clipped one end to the small iron ring at the top of the left bedpost and then raised the girl’s arm so she could buckle the cuff closed around her wrist.



The bedpost ended at the height of Cindy’s shoulders so her arm was now raised at a ninety degree angle. Giving a little experimental tug, the young woman found there was no give at all to the chain her wrist was now securely cuffed to. She felt a little tremor of fear run through her as she realised just how tightly restrained she would be when Mrs Van der Dom had finished, completely vulnerable and entirely at her mercy. The idea was exciting, but also frightening, and a little whimper slipped from her lips.



The sound was so soft it was barely perceptible but Mrs Van der Dom immediately turned away from the other bedpost from where she was attaching the second chain and once again cupped Cindy’s cheek, bending down so her head was level with the girl’s. Her eyes were full of concern as she met Cindy’s. “Do you want this to stop, Cindy? Think carefully, this is the last time I will ask you unless I hear you say your safe word. If you don’t want to continue, tell me now.”



Cindy was so torn. Her entire body was tingling with excitement at the thought of what was about to happen; her pussy was so hot and congested it almost felt like it was filled with molten lava. She also wanted so very much to please Mrs Van der Dom, to make the older woman proud of her. But another part of her couldn’t help but feel frightened as well. She had never done anything remotely like this before, heck she had never even had sex before. What did Mrs Van der Dom intend to do to her?



Somehow sensing Cindy’s inner conflict, Mrs Van der Dom leaned forward so their foreheads touched. Her voice was little more than a whisper. “Sweetie, do you trust me? Do you think I would ever let any real harm come to you? I’ve known you for years, Cindy; seen you grow up to become the beautiful, strong woman you are today. The beautiful, strong woman I want to see submit to me. The beautiful, strong woman who I think
 wants
 to submit to me. I won’t do anything to you that you can’t handle and if I somehow do all you need to do is say the word, you know which one, and everything stops. Do you believe me, sweetie?”



And just like that Cindy realised she did believe Mrs Van der Dom. As domineering and even a little frightening as the older woman was, for some reason Cindy also felt safe with her. As much as the day had been a rollercoaster of confusing new and strange emotions, the young woman could not deny that it had uncovered parts of herself she had never even suspected were there; till now hidden desires she was hungry to explore and Mrs Van der Dom was exactly the kind of woman she wanted to explore them with. Older, dominant, experienced, and sensual. All things Cindy realised she had found attractive about her and just never been willing to see in that light.



Sensing that Mrs Van der Dom needed to hear her say it, Cindy met her eyes almost defiantly before saying, “Yes, Mrs Van der Dom. Punish me. Whatever you do to me, I can take it.”



Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes gleamed hungrily and she quickly secured Cindy’s remaining free wrist to the other bedpost. Kneeling, the older woman swatted at the girl’s leg, indicated she wished her to spread them wider. Taking the metal bar with cuffs on both ends - a spreader bar, Cindy suddenly realised - Mrs Van der Dom secured it to both of the girl’s ankles.



Now with both her arms and legs fully secured, Mrs Van der Dom stood and watched as Cindy experimentally tugged at her bonds. The young woman discovered there was precious little give and she could hardly move an inch in any direction. Cindy felt an intense feeling of vulnerability sweep over her, but also one of immense excitement. Her pussy was practically burning and when a little droplet of her juices pooled at the very bottom of her slit and then ran down one of her thighs, leaving a hot, damp little trail in its wake, she let out a little gasp.



As much as Mrs Van der Dom clearly was enjoying the sight of the young woman, her naked body straining against the chains bound to her limbs, after a few moments she stepped forward again so she was mere inches from Cindy and reached past her to grab one last item from the bed behind her. The girl hadn’t noticed it before, her eyes seeing only the chains and cuffs, but now she saw it was what looked like a sleep mask but made from black leather.



A predatory smile on her face, Mrs Van der Dom lifted the blindfold up and began tugging it down Cindy’s face. “I hope you enjoyed the sight of my naked body, sweetie. This is the last you will be seeing of it, or anything else for that matter, for quite a while.”



With that the blindfold slid over Cindy’s eyes, leaving her immersed in darkness. The young woman instantly noticed all of her other senses were heightened. The feeling of the cool leather cuffs that snuggly encircled both her wrists and ankles suddenly felt overwhelming. The soft, silky fabric of the bed’s sheets that her bare bum was pressed up against sent a shiver running up her spine. The loud drumming of her elevated heartbeat ringing in her ears and the occasional click of Mrs Van der Dom’s heels that rang through the room with each step the older woman took became deafening.



Goosebumps broke out all over Cindy’s skin but she did not feel the least bit cold. Her skin felt hot, almost feverish, and that was nothing compared to the burning inferno between her legs. She whimpered impatiently, even though only a few seconds had passed. It felt like an eternity however. Still nothing happened. When was Mrs Van der Dom going to do something?



A gasp escaped Cindy’s lips as the other woman finally began to touch her. Fingertips touched her wrists, just below the leather restraints, and began ghosting their way down her arms. The touch was light, almost innocent, but also seemed to nearly overpower her senses at the same time, drowning out everything else. The feathery caresses of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingertips almost seemed to burn as they paved a trail along her arms and then lightly traced themselves over her collarbone.



Meeting at the centre of Cindy’s chest, those skillful fingers began stroking their way down her chest, skirting around her breasts entirely only to begin tickling at her armpits. The girl bit her lip to stifle the giggles that threatened to erupt and tried to shy away from the teasing caresses but Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers were relentless in their pursuit, continuing to ruthlessly stroke and glide the tips of her nails and pads of her fingertips along Cindy’s soft flesh. It was too much and a strangled sound escaped from her lips, half giggle and half tormented groan.



A dark chuckle came from Mrs Van der Dom. “My my sweetie, it seems someone is ticklish.”



Suddenly the fingers vanished and for a moment Cindy was left shaking against her bonds, to her surprise realising she dearly missed their teasing caresses. Then suddenly she felt Mrs Van der Dom touching her again, this time feeling the light contact of her fingertips against her inner thighs.



The older woman’s touch was maddingly faint, little circular caresses against the young woman’s hot skin. Somehow even those soft touches somehow felt both too much and not nearly enough at the same time and Cindy found herself trying to wiggle her torso down to bring Mrs Van der Dom’s hands into contact with the part of her body she desperately wanted them to touch. Bound as she was, the spreader bar forcing her legs to remain open and the chains secured tightly to wrists holding her in place, it proved to be futile and all she could do was stand there trembling and wait.



Finally after what felt like an eternity but in truth was only seconds, Mrs Van der Dom slowly slid her fingers up Cindy’s inner thighs. They glided up a few inches and then stopped before just as slowly tracing their way down to the tops of her knees. Once there they just as slowly began making their way back up again, the nails lightly raking themselves against Cindy’s tender flesh. As faint as the touch was it almost seemed to be burning itself into the young woman’s skin. Reaching midway up Cindy’s thigh, Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers began to retreat back down again and she whimpered in frustration.



Again and again this process repeated, each time Mrs Van der Dom drawing closer to the apex of Cindy’s thighs and her aching, wet pussy as her fingers and nails caressed and teased with only the softest of touches. Body almost shaking with frustration, the girl fought to suppress the breathless moans that threatened to spill from her throat. All she could seem to focus on was the feathery caresses that were drawing ever closer to her burning pussy, the slit of which was now freely leaking hot little droplets of her juices that ran down her thighs.



Mrs Van der Dom seemed to notice and Cindy felt hot breath against her ear followed by a low, sensuous whisper. “Sweetie, you’re positively soaking and I haven’t even touched your innocent little cunt yet. Would you like me to touch you there, Cindy? Run my fingers along that hot little slit of yours?”



As Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers traced around her sex, playing with the fine down of dark hairs that surrounded it without touching it, Cindy finally let out a hoarse moan. “Yes…yes Mrs Van der Dom touch me…please!”



The only answer was another dark chuckle and Cindy let out another moan, this time in dismay, as she felt the older woman’s fingers begin to drift away from her vagina, tracing their way up her trembling stomach. She continued to caress the girl with only the faintest and lightest of touches, heedless of the frustrated little whimpers that began escaping from her lips, running her hands over her soft skin as they made their way slowly but steadily towards her chest.



Cindy realised she was panting breathlessly, heart pounding in her chest. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was when Mrs Van der Dom had hardly touched her. Her pussy was so hot and congested it felt like it was filled with liquid fire. It almost felt like it was throbbing with a need to be touched, but the older woman seemed in no haste to do so. Cindy felt her fingers begin circling around her breasts, raking the soft undersides with the tips of her long nails then tracing their way round to meet at the very top before slowly trailing down the valley of her cleavage.



Feeling frustrated little tears beginning to well up in her eyes underneath the blindfold, Cindy couldn’t stop herself from begging. “Please…Mrs Van der Dom
 please
 !”



This time Mrs Van der Dom finally seemed to take pity on Cindy and the young woman finally felt the touch of her hands on her heaving breasts, caressing the tender flesh but still with only the lightest of touches. Cindy groaned aloud in delight at the feathery sensation even as her arousal only seemed to grow to greater and even more unsatisfied depths. It still wasn’t enough. She wanted more. She needed more.



Slowly Mrs Van der Dom’s caresses became firmer and faster, kneading at the flesh of Cindy’s breasts and raking her nails over them as she caressed all over their soft skin. The one glaring exception was the girl’s nipples which she seemed to avoid with rigid discipline. The little nubbins at the tips of her breasts were hard as rocks and Cindy could feel them almost throbbing as they called out to be touched. Frantically the young woman shifted back and forth, trying to bring them into contact with Mrs Van der Dom’s hands, but the older woman easily avoided her efforts, mercilessly continuing to teasingly caress right up to the very edges of her areolas but denying Cindy what she desperately wanted.



“Please…please…please…” Cindy pleaded between panting breaths. She almost didn’t recognise her own voice, it sounded so pitiful and desperate.



Finally Mrs Van der Dom relented and Cindy squealed in delight as she felt the older woman’s fingers run across her nipples. Again the touches became maddeningly light, her nipples being softly rolled between the other woman’s thumb and forefinger or gently flicked by the tips of her fingernails. It felt delicious and not nearly enough at the same time. Cindy arched her breasts forward, desperate for more contact, but Mrs Van der Dom skillfully pulled away while relentlessly continuing her torment of the girl’s nipples, never ceasing her teasing caresses for even a moment.



Suddenly the fingers disappeared from one of Cindy’s nipples and moments later she felt the warm, moist lips of her mouth envelop it, sucking it between them as her tongue bathed it in soothing licks. After a few minutes of this Mrs Van der Dom switched, fastening her lips to Cindy’s other nipple as her fingers began to tease and caress the first one, still wet from her saliva. The older woman alternated back and forth, the teasing fingers tormenting one of the girl’s nipples even as her warm, silky mouth soothed the other one with gentle sucking and licking.



As wonderful as Mrs Van der Dom’s caresses on her breasts were, it only seemed to increase the frustration Cindy felt in her neglected hot little cunt. Oh how she wanted to be touched there. Her pussy was aching so hard it almost hurt but bound as she was all the young woman could do was hump herself against the empty air helplessly.



Then to her delight Cindy suddenly felt Mrs Van der Dom’s free hand between her legs, fingers teasingly running themselves over the exterior of her sex. The light, feathery touch was almost overwhelming and the girl felt her entire body shudder at the contact as she almost sobbed with joy.



“Oh yes Mrs Van der Dom…more please…that feels so good…” Cindy moaned in pleasure then whined as she almost immediately felt the older woman’s hand retreat, shifting away from her vagina to stroke and caress her inner thighs. Her poor pussy quivered and her clitoris felt like it was throbbing in protest at the sudden absence.



“No please!” Cindy pleaded. “Touch me there again Mrs Van der Dom. Please!”



Her desperate pleas seemed to have no effect as Mrs Van der Dom continued this new, cruel game of hers. Even as she continued her relentless assault on Cindy’s breasts, she mercilessly teased Cindy vagina. Again and again she ran her fingers over it in fleeting little touches, lightly tracing over the engorged lips of her vulva or stroking her slit from the bottom to just below the little bud of her clit near the top, then drifted away to caress the girl’s trembling inner thighs and quivering stomach. It did not seem to matter how pitifully Cindy pleaded, the older woman ruthlessly continued to tease her without giving her a moment’s respite.



Hot tears leaked out from underneath her blindfold and ran down her cheeks as Cindy began to openly sob in frustration. Hot little droplets of her juices were also leaking profusely from her aroused slit; her thighs were slick with them. Every touch of the older woman’s skillful hands on her cunt, however brief, sent a jolt of pleasure shooting through the very core of it, feeding her arousal to new heights.



Arching her back, the young woman tried to feed more of her breasts to Mrs Van der Dom and this time the older woman did not pull back, palming one breast even as she continued to lather away at the other with her silky lips and tongue. At the same time Cindy rocked and shifted her hips, desperately chasing after the hands and fingers that continued to torment her poor, frustrated pussy. Here Mrs Van der Dom continued to be evasive, easily avoiding the girl’s clumsy efforts while continuing to let her feel only the briefest and most light caresses upon her vagina.



Just as Cindy began to feel like she was on the verge of going mad she had suddenly felt the tip of one of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers probing at the entrance of her slit then sliding inside of it to begin thrusting in and out.



“Oh thank you…thank you Mrs Van der Dom…” Cindy sobbed as she clenched her inner walls around the thrusting finger, savouring the delightful friction of it gliding through her wet folds. “More please…please…”



A second finger joined the first, stretching the lips of Cindy’s virginal cunt, but there was no pain, only ever more pleasure. Then Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s thumb touch her clitoris and begin rubbing over it, lightly at first then with growing pressure and speed.



“Oh yes! Yes!” Cindy cried out, rocking her hips in time with the older woman’s thrusts. She felt the most wonderful pleasure building inside of her as her entire body seemed to tingle. There was a delightful pressure growing in her cunt, as if something was about to explode.



“Oh Mrs Van der Dom…” Cindy moaned between breathless pants. “I think I’m going to…I’m about to…oh I’m cumming…”



Then suddenly everything stopped. Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers pulled out of her cunt and away from her vagina and her caresses of the girl’s breasts disappeared. For a second Cindy teetered right on the very edge of what promised to be an absolutely explosive orgasm, nipples rock hard and pussy quivering and clenching in a desperate attempt to cum, then as it began slipping away she realised what had happened and almost howled in dismay.



“Nooooooooooooo!” Cindy felt even more hot tears running down her cheeks as she futilely rocked her hips against empty air, chasing after her rapidly disappearing climax. “I was about to…I was going to…”



Taunting laughter rang in her ears and Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands on her body again, lightly running up her sides and then circling around her heaving breasts. Cindy let out a tearful moan at her touch, shifting her breasts to try and bring her nipples into contact with those teasing fingers only or her efforts to easily be evaded.



Hot breath engulfed Cindy’s ear as Mrs Van der Dom’s voice whispered teasingly. “I know, sweetie, you were about to cum. It’s why I stopped. This is my bad little girl’s punishment afterall or had you forgotten?”



Mind reeling, Cindy felt a quiver of fear run through her as she absorbed the older woman’s words. “My punishment. That’s why you stopped?”



Mrs Van der Dom’s hands trailed back down Cindy’s body and softly she raked her nails along where her pelvis met her thighs, so close to where she desperately wanted them to be but not quite. “Stopped? Oh Cindy, I have only just started my precious girl. Brace yourself, sweetie, this is just the beginning of what I have planned for you.”







 Chapter Five: Edging & Agony



Even as Cindy let out an aroused moan as she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands snake there way back up her stomach and ribcage to begin flicking teasingly at the nipples of her breasts with her fingers, her mind was still reeling from what the older woman had just said. This was how Mrs Van der Dom meant to punish her? Teasing her right up to the brink but then denying her release? For how long did she intend to make her wait before allowing her to cum? Was she going to let her cum at all?



And why did the thought not fill her with fear or revulsion but instead excitement? As much as Cindy felt apprehensive at the realisation of what Mrs Van der Dom intended for her, she could not deny she also felt so very aroused by the situation she found herself; bound and helpless, unable to do anything to stop the dominant older woman from touching her or not touching her however she liked, the decision of whether Cindy would cum or be cruelly denied entirely in her hands.



Almost involuntarily Cindy arched her back to better expose her breasts to the older woman’s caresses and then hissed in pain when suddenly Mrs Van der Dom began raking her nails over the tender flesh of her bosom, leaving a stinging little trails in their wake. The hiss became a shrill little shriek as Cindy felt those nails centre themselves around her nipples, digging their sharp tips into her tender little nubbins to pinch at them with so much force for a second the girl feared they would break the skin and draw blood.



Tears once again freely ran down Cindy’s cheeks, this time of pain not frustration. “Please Mrs Van der Dom it
 hurts
 …it hurts so bad!”



“Of course it does, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom answered. “But why do I suspect you’re enjoying it just the same.”



Cindy couldn’t deny it. The sharp, biting pain in her nipples seemed to be shooting straight to the core of her cunt; every bolt of pain causing a corresponding pulse of pleasure that made her entire body shudder in delight. Even as she continued to whimper tearfully Cindy found herself arching her back even more, straining to press her nipples into Mrs Van der Dom’s cruel, biting fingernails. Taunting laughter rang in her ears as the older woman obviously noticed.



Soft, warm lips suddenly were pressed up against Cindy’s own and the young woman felt Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue pressing insistently on her lips, forcing its way ruthlessly between them and into her mouth. Letting out a stifled moan, she hungrily met the older woman’s tongue with her own, twisting and swirling against it.



One of Mrs Van der Dom’s hands left Cindy’s breasts and trailed slowly down her stomach. The girl panted breathlessly even as she continued to lathed her tongue against Mrs Van der Dom’s, feeling the older woman’s skillful fingers slide lower and lower down her front, closer and closer to where she desperately wanted them. Where she needed them. Her poor, neglected pussy was aching so hard it practically hurt and almost seemed to be crying out to be touched.



Cindy’s heart leapt in her throat as she felt those fingers reach the very top of her cunt then whimpered in disappointment as they divided into a V and lightly ran themselves down the engorged sensitive lips of her slit. It felt wonderful but not enough at the same time and the young woman arched her hips forward, desperate for more contact. Mrs Van der Dom easily evaded the girl’s attempts, continuing to mercilessly stroke and glide her fingers along the very edges of Ciny’s vagina as she did so with only the lightest and most teasing of touches.



Breaking the kiss for air, Cindy found herself gulping down frantic mouthfuls of oxygen. Mrs Van der Dom’s breathing was elevated as well and she hotly whispered, “sweetie, your pussy is so wet. So hot. So juicy. Good girl. You’ve no idea how pleased it makes me to see you like this, Cindy, so excited and aroused just from my touch.”



As Mrs Van der Dom whispered these filthy words in Cindy’s ear, her other hand left the girl’s breasts and joined the first one between her legs, lightly brushing over her clitoris. Cindy gave a moan of appreciation which turned to a whine of dismay as moments later both hands drifted away from her cunt, raking their long nails over her stomach and inner thighs.



“No please!” She frantically wailed. “Please Mrs Van der Dom, touch me!”



A dark chuckle answered and Cindy could almost see the taunting smile on the older woman’s face despite her blindfold. “Oh Cindy, I intend to. Before I’m finished with you you’ll be begging me to stop touching you.”



With those ominous words Cindy moaned in pleasure again as she felt one of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers run up her slit from bottom to the very top, circling around her pulsing little clit before softly drifting over it. The older woman’s other hand captured one of her nipples and cruelly pinched it, transforming Cindy’s moan into a high pitched shriek. But even as her poor nipple stung under the pressure it was as if the pain was shooting directly to her clit like a bolt of electricity, causing it to throb in approval. For a few moments Cindy revelled in the delightful sensation of Mrs Van der Dom’s touch, and then once again her fingers drifted away, tracing up her sides and then along the tops of her arms.



Again and again this cruel game repeated. Mrs Van der Dom ruthlessly teased Cindy with brief caresses to her vagina and nipples, then quickly shifted elsewhere. She trailed her fingers over the girl’s trembling thighs and shaking stomach, palmed the perky cheeks of her bum, even ruthlessly tickled her armpits and the backs of knees, then once again returned her attentions to Cindy’s burning slit and the rock hard little nubbins of her breasts. She never stopped touching the young woman for a moment, always with the most infuriating light and soft caresses, feeding her arousal to new heights without satisfying it.



All Cindy could do was stand there, her young body trembling as she fought to hold back frustrated tears that once again welled up in her eyes underneath her blindfold and threatened to spill down her cheeks. She twisted and bucked against her restraints, desperately chasing Mrs Van der Dom’s teasing fingers, little beads of sweat breaking out all over her body from the effort but leaving her with precious little else to show for it. The older woman skillfully avoided all attempts by Cindy for greater, longer contact while continuing to ceaselessly tease her, seemingly only spurred on by the girl’s increasingly frustrated and frantic moans and cries.



“Please…please Mrs Van der Dom…” Cindy begged between pitiful moans as the other woman once again began lightly rubbing one finger up and down her weeping slit. “What you’re doing feels so good…more please…please don’t stop…”



For once Mrs Van der Dom seemed to heed Cindy’s pleas and a second finger joined the first, pushing deeper into her slit, stretching the lips apart as they caressed her inner labia folds, even as other hand went to the young woman’s clit, rolling the little bud between her thumb and forefinger while pinching it ever so gently. Cindy’s entire body shook as if struck by lightning and she openly cried out in delight.



Heart pounding in her chest, Cindy bucked and rocked her hips, trying to grind herself against Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers. The older woman made no attempt to evade her now, meeting her thrusts with firmer and faster caresses of her burning pussy. Cindy felt something hot and warm on her neck and realised it was Mrs Van der Dom’s lips sucking on a pulsepoint there.



Cindy felt her orgasm coming, the pleasure building inside of her. Her shoulders hunched and she frantically panted for breath as her body trembled from the power of what was coming. She had never felt anything quite like this before, not from Chad or herself; those past experiences seemed to pale in comparison with the inferno Mrs Van der Dom had built up within her.



“Please…oh please Mrs Van der Dom…” Cindy pleaded breathlessly as she felt the wave of pleasure within her peak and begin to crest, “...please let me cum…please let me cum…please!”



Instantly Mrs Van der Dom’s hands left Cindy’s pussy, teasingly circling around it with the tips of her nails while denying her the contact she desperately needed. Crying out in dismay, Cindy found herself hunched over as much as her bonds would allow, hands clenching into fists as she strained with everything she had to tip over the delicious edge she found herself standing on. She was close. So close. She could feel her little clit pulsing, as desperate to cum as she was.



As Cindy felt her climax begin to recede hot tears once again spilled down her cheeks and her entire body shook in frustration as she wailed, “no no no no! I was so close! Please Mrs Van der Dom, I was right there!”



And then Cindy felt strong arms around her, one pulling her into a tight embrace as the other softly stroked her hair, and then Mrs Van der Dom’s body, warm and comforting, was pressed up against her own. The older woman cradled the girl’s head to her shoulder, planting soft kisses on the top of her head as she shushed her reassuringly.



Cindy’s brain was telling her she should be fighting the other woman, shoving away from her embrace and screaming that she was a cruel, heartless bitch. Her body however found itself melting against Mrs Van der Dom, relishing the feel of her naked skin against her own. Cindy felt a sense of calm coming over her, her shaking body stilling and her wails becoming soft little hitches of breath that almost sounded like hiccups.



“Mrs Van der Dom please…” Cindy whimpered softly, “...I want…I need -”



“I know, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom crooned, “you want to cum, don’t you? You want it so badly it’s all you can think of. And maybe I’ll let you, eventually. But for now you’ve been a bad little girl and you must be punished. Still, I’m not heartless and you have done a good job taking your punishment. Perhaps you’ve earned a little reward. Would you like that, Cindy?”



Cindy nodded eagerly and moments later felt something pressing up against her lips that she realised was one of Mrs Van der Dom’s nipples. Latching on to it, the young woman eagerly began to suck on the hard little nubbin. Hearing the other woman groan in approval, Cindy began slathering her tongue over the surface, savouring the tart, salty taste of Mrs Van der Dom’s skin, and was rewarded with an even louder groan of pleasure for her endeavours.



“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice sounded strained, clearly affected by the feel of Cindy’s attentions to her breast. “Such a good girl you are, Cindy, keep doing that. Yes, just like that.”



Despite her words of praise, Mrs Van der Dom pulled her nipple from Cindy’s mouth with a wet plop. The girl heard a pitiful whimper of protest that she realised to her surprise had come from herself. Moments later she felt another hard nubbin pressing against her lips and she realised that Mrs Van der Dom had only been switching to her other nipple. Cindy obediently opened her mouth and began sucking away with even greater vigour than before. Perhaps if she did a good enough job Mrs Van der Dom would finally relent and allow her release? The thought filled her with hope and only spurred her on to even greater efforts.



Her efforts seemed to bear fruit as Cindy felt something soft and silky press itself against her cunt, which the young woman realised must be Mrs Van der Dom’s stocking clad leg. The cool, smooth material felt so good against her hot sex and almost without thinking Cindy began rubbing herself against Mrs Van der Dom’s toned leg. As the coarse, embroidered fabric of the hem rubbed over her clit a squeal escaped her lips, partially stifled by the nipple she was still frantically sucking away on.



Taunting laughter filled Cindy’s ears. “Oh do you like that, sweetie? My leg on that wet little pussy of yours? You should see yourself grinding against it, you needy little thing. Well hump away while you can.”



Hearing the ominous warning in Mrs Van der Dom’s words, Cindy began humping herself against the older woman’s leg with renewed vigour. She knew how she must look, her cheeks growing hot at how pitiful she must seem, but her embarrassment only seemed to add to her excitement and deep down she did not care. All the girl could focus on was how delightful the older woman’s stockinged leg felt against her cunt; the pleasure that rippled through her body each time she rubbed her burning sex up and down.



Mrs Van der Dom’s hand fisted itself around Cindy’s ponytail, but her efforts were gentle as she cradled the girl’s head to her bosom, continuing to feed one nipple to her eager lips and then the other. Her other hand trailed down Cindy’s back to her bum, cupping one perky cheek almost possessively. Her long nails bit into the skin and the plump flesh underneath, and the girl whimpered at the stinging pain that radiated through her butt. Even as she did so, however, it felt as if a bolt of pleasure was shooting straight to her clit and Cindy found herself grinding it against the embroidered fabric at the hem of Mrs Van der Dom’s stocking with something close to desperation.



Cindy continued to moan in pleasure into the older woman’s nipple as she humped and ground herself against Mrs Van der Dom’s leg and hiss in pain as the older woman raked her nailed across her bum cheeks with increased ferociousness; the two sensations seemed to be building on one another, combining into something overwhelming that left the girl’s entire body trembling as if something was about to explode within her.



Cindy’s head tipped back, the older woman’s nipple slipping from her lips as she groaned aloud. “Oh Mrs Van der Dom…please I’m right there…I’m cumming…oh please let me cum!”



Mrs Van der Dom’s leg immediately lifted away from Cindy’s, her hand grasping her hip in a grip like iron when the girl tried to arch forward and chase after it. Again her pussy quivered and clenched and the little bud of her clitoris throbbed, straining to achieve the climax that seemed to be right there, just ever so teasingly out of reach. Then once again it began slipping away.



“No!” Cindy sobbed snottily. “Mrs Van der Dom
 please
 …I want to cum…I wanna cum…please, I’ll be a good girl…please, let me cum!”



Once again she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s arms circle around her, pulling her young body against her own, kissing the tears away from her cheeks as she shushed soothingly. “Shhhhhh…it’s alright Cindy, I’m here…I have you…shhhhh, hush now sweetie, it’s okay…you’re okay…”



Again Cindy couldn’t help but press herself against Mrs Van der Dom, nuzzling her face into the crook of her neck. Her nostrils filled with the scent of her perfume and the unique aroma that was just her and she savoured the feeling of her hands stroking soothingly up and down her trembling back even as she continued to weep and sob in frustration.



“Mrs Van der Dom, I wanna cum…please, why won’t you let me cum?”



Even as the older woman cuddled her against her body comfortingly Cindy could almost see the smug smile on the other woman’s face and the taunting look in her eyes. “Because your punishment isn’t over, Cindy. If it’s too much for you just say the word, you remember which one, and this stops. But somehow I suspect you won’t. I think you’re enjoying this just as much as I am.”



One of Mrs Van der Dom’s hands crept down between Cindy’s legs and the girl whimpered as she felt it settle over her vagina. The older woman made no move to touch her further, simply cupping Cindy’s sex almost possessively.



Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was hot with delight as she whispered in Cindy’s ear. “So wet. So hot. You
 are
 enjoying this, aren’t you? Good girl. You have no idea how much it pleases me to see you like this, Cindy, a hot needy mess and all because of me. Just imagine how wonderful it will feel when you finally do cum?”



Cindy moaned at Mrs Van der Dom’s lewd words and desperately tried to grind herself against the older woman’s hand. A now very familiar dark chuckle answered and the older woman’s hand drifted away to grip the young woman’s hip. “I think you haven’t yet been punished enough, though. Now be a good girl and take it for me like the strong, brave young woman I know you are.”



The older woman pressed her lips to Cindy’s in a quick but intense kiss, then to her jawline, then the hollow centre of her throat, and then to her collarbone before continuing on even lower down her body. The girl’s bound body shook as she waited with baited breath, knowing the direction Mrs Van der Dom was headed.



Mrs Van der Dom certainly took her sweet time about it, slowly kissing her way down the valley between Cindy’s breasts before caressing the soft undersides with her lips and silky tongue. She then gradually made her way down the young woman’s trembling stomach, outlining the taunt muscles underneath her skin with skillful strokes of her tongue in between hot little kisses with her lips. When Mrs Van der Dom reached Cindy’s bellybutton, she spent what felt like an eternity tonguing and licked at the little indentation, ignoring the girl’s increasingly frustrated moans and sobs.



All Cindy could do was stand there and take it, gasping for breath, barely aware of anything other than the teasing caresses of Mrs Van der Dom’s lips and tongue and how her poor neglected, denied pussy ached more and more strongly the closer they came to it; her little clit seemed to be throbbing in time with the beat of her heart, which was practically pounded against her ribcage by this point.



Finally Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue was teasingly licking itself just above the top of Cindy’s congested, burning cunt. Feeling a gust of hot breath caress her clit, she groaned aloud and leaned her shoulders back on the mattress behind her so she could arch her hips forward, desperately trying to bring her pussy into contact with Mrs Van der Dom’s mouth. When she felt the older woman flick her quivering little bud with just the tip of her tongue she cried out in delight then groaned in dismay when the act wasn’t repeated and instead another teasing gust of host breath encased her clitoris.



Cindy gasped as she felt Mrs Van der Dom run her tongue up her slit, from bottom to top, and then circle around her clit. “Oh thank you, Mrs Van der Dom…thank you!”



Her cries of joy turned to sobs of dismay when the gesture wasn’t repeated. Mrs Van der Dom turned away from Cindy’s desperate cunt and instead began kissing and licking teasingly along her left pelvis and upper thigh. She desperately tried to chase after those teasing lips and tongue, but predictably the older woman grabbed her hips with both hands, holding her securely in place.



Cindy could do nothing but whimper in frustration. “Mrs Van der Dom, please…please…”



Again Cindy felt the older woman’s tongue run over her slit and this time she fastened her lips onto the girl’s throbbing clit and briefly sucked it between them. But again all she could do was whimper pathetically as Mrs Van der Dom released her clit from between her lips and drifted away to repeat the same act as before only this time on her right side.



Once again it seemed Mrs Van der Dom had changed the rules of the game. With hands that might have been made of iron, she held Cindy by her hips so she was unable to move so much as an inch and ruthlessly subjected her to only the softest and most fleeting caresses of her lips and tongue on her poor, sopping pussy. All the girl could do was take the ruthless teasing, writhing futilely in Mrs Van der Dom’s vice like grip, as she felt the pointed tip of the other woman’s tongue thrust in and out of her sopping wet vaginal tunnel or the soft, moist underside slather over her desperately throbbing clit or her warm, and enticing lips suck at her now profusely leaking slit.



Then, after a few blissful seconds, the older woman would shift her attentions elsewhere. Teasingly lick her way around Cindy's desperate cunt. Kiss and suck at the soft skin of her inner thighs. Blow gusts of hot, moist breath over her clitoris. Mercilessly, Mrs Van der Dom did not give Cindy a moment of respite, never stopping her caresses of the girl for so much as a moment, never allowing her to rest for even a second.



As wonderful as it felt it wasn’t enough. Cindy wanted more. Needed more. Above all she needed to cum. Oh how she wanted to. She wanted to cum more badly than she had ever wanted anything in her life. But restrained as she was, there was nothing she could do other than continue to take the relentless teasing from Mrs Van der Dom. Frustrated little tears once again freely spilling out from under her blindfold and down her cheeks, all Cindy could do was moan the same word over and over like a prayer between gasps for breath and pitiful little sobs. “Please…please…please…please…”



With agonising slowness, Mrs Van der Dom’s kisses and licking caresses of Cindy’s poor denied cunt became firmer and more lingering; the time between them less and less. The older woman released her grip from the girl’s hips, no longer stopping her from writhing and twisting to try and chase after her teasing lips and tongue, turning it into a perverted game of cat and mouse. Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands now turn their attentions to her bum, palming both cheeks to knead and massage at the perky globes.



Then suddenly Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s plump lips latch on to her clitoris, sucking intensely at the little bud ceaselessly as her tongue flicked out to lap away at her slit. The girl cried out in joy, arching her hips forward. The older woman made no attempt to stop her, clearly done with that game, and instead gripped both of Cindy’s bum cheeks in her hands to grind the young woman’s pussy more firmly against her lips, nails biting into the soft flesh. Cindy revelled in the pain, savouring the pleasure that seemed to shoot straight to her clit in response to it.



As pent up as she was from Mrs Van der Dom’s merciless teasing, Cindy soon felt her orgasm once again drawing near. “Oh please Mrs Van der Dom…I’m going to cum…please let me cum…please, I’ve taken my punishment like a good girl…please don’t tease me…”



But once again Mrs Van der Dom lifted her mouth away from Cindy’s vagina, even as its inner walls began to clench in anticipation of the release that was just moments away. The girl let out a strangled cry. “Nooooooo!”



Mrs Van der Dom’s lips reappeared on Cindy’s stomach, planting soft kisses around her bellybutton as her fingers began toying with the girl’s rock hard nipples. “Shhhhhh…I know, sweetie…you want to cum, I can tell how badly you do…just imagine how amazing it will feel when you finally do…but not yet…you just have to be a good girl for me and take your punishment for a little longer…”



The rules of Mrs Van der Dom’s new game quickly became clear. No more fleeting, soft caresses. The older woman was done with that. She ruthlessly focused her attentions on Cindy’s pussy, her hard, throbbing clitoris in particular, kissing and licking and sucking away with all her considerable skill with her mouth even as her hands palmed and kneaded at the girl’s perky bum and breasts or raked her nails over her inner thighs or abdomen. She made no effort to stop Cindy from grinding herself against her mouth, desperately chasing Mrs Van der Dom’s lips and tongue as she panted from the effort. The only thing she did not do was allow the girl to cum.



Again and again the same torturous act played out. Mrs Van der Dom skillfully licked and sucked till Cindy was right at the edge of orgasm only to cruelly deny her. Heedless to the young woman’s increasingly desperate sobs and moans, she would mercilessly stop at what seemed to be the very last second, leaving Cindy’s pussy to pulse and her hard little bud to throb helplessly, straining to achieve release but just not able to.



Even as the girl’s orgasm slowly and painfully slipped away Mrs Van der Dom did not stop touching her for a moment. Oh why did she continue touching her? Why couldn’t she let her rest if she was going to continue to deny her? Instead Mrs Van der Dom would pinch and suck at Cindy’s nipples or knead and caress the cheeks of her bum or, worst of all, simply cup her lips lightly around the young woman’s little bud, letting it throb away desperately in the warm, moist depth of her mouth untouched by anything but teasing little gusts of her hot breath. This continued relentlessly until Mrs Van der Dom deemed it safe to return her attentions to Cindy’s vagina and then the entire process would begin all over again.



Cindy lost count of the number of times Mrs Van der Dom cruelly edged her. Had it been a dozen? A hundred? She neither knew or cared. All she could focus on was her poor pussy; aching with a burning need to cum but denied again and again. She fought and thrashed against her bonds until her muscles burned with exhaustion, mindlessly seeking to break free so she could touch herself, but of course the restraints and chains were too strong for her.



She begged Mrs Van der Dom again and again to let her cum, just once, but her words had no effect other than to elicit taunting laughter and faux sympathetic words. “No, sweetie, not this time…I know, you want to cum so badly, but not yet…just a little more, I promise…”



Out of desperation, Cindy tried keeping silent and still, suppressing her moans and gasps of pleasure and trying not to shake and grind in response to Mrs Van der Dom’s caresses, hoping that maybe she could trick the older woman into unwittingly pushing her over the edge. That did her no good either. Somehow Mrs Van der Dom seemed to know when Cindy was right there, just one more touch away from release, and would stop right there as she always did, this time a mockingly stern tone in her voice. “Did you think you could slip that by me? Bad girl….your punishment ends when
 I
 decide it ends, Cindy, and after that I think I’ll be extending it just a little bit longer….”



How long this went on, Cindy had no idea. Had it been hours? It felt like an eternity. Her entire world seemed to have become her congested, hot vagina and her desperate need for release. The young woman had never felt anything like this in her entire life. She wasn’t just aroused. She was more than merely horny. Those words seemed to pale in significance to the burning desire that was raging through her body and the liquid fire that seemed to have engulfed her cunt.



Leaning back against the mattress behind her in exhaustion, Cindy braced her elbows against it as much as her bonds would allow, trying her best not to collapse and simply hang limp from the chains at her wrists. Once again she felt the so very familiar wave of pleasure building, the momentum of it growing deep within her cunt. Mouth gaping open in an O, she panted for air and began to weakly plead; her voice sounded so hoarse and desperate to her ears. “Oh Mrs Van der Dom, please let me cum…please let me cum…”



Mr Van der Dom’s lips released themselves from Cindy’s clit, but her tongue continued to lick itself over the little bud and a faint glimmer of hope filled the girl.



“Oh please…please please please…please Mrs Van der Dom…let me cum….please let me cum….” Cindy strained with everything she had, hunched over at her shoulders from her efforts as she chased the orgasm that seemed to be right there. She was close. So close. She could almost taste it. Every lick of the older woman’s tongue on her hard, throbbing little bud seemed to be the one that would finally tip her over the edge into climax but she always seemed to be left just the tiniest bit away from that so very much desired bliss.



Then suddenly Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue vanished and a choked little sob escaped Cindy’s throat. The next second, however, a gust of hot breath engulfed her clitoris, flowing over it like a caress. Another one followed, then another, holding Cindy right there at the very edge as she whimpered desperately. She could almost feel Mrs Van der Dom’s soft, warm lips just inches away from where she desperately wanted them. She was so close. One touch. She was sure that was all it would take.



“PLEASE!” Cindy almost shrieked.



And then Mrs Van der Dom’s touch left her body completely. For one last desperate moment Cindy strained in a vain attempt to reach the climax that was so close yet still so far and then the fight went out of her and she hung forward limply from the chains at her wrists, head bowed in defeat. As she wept soft, bitter tears she felt them roll down her cheeks and drip down onto her chest.



But then she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s arms circling around her. Her lips kissing away the tears on her face as she shushed her. “Shhhhhh….it’s alright Cindy….I’m here….I have you, sweetie…shhhhhh….”



Cindy’s brain was telling her she should be fighting to escape Mrs Van der Dom’s embrace. She should be screaming at the older woman or at least shouting the word ‘red’ at the top of her lungs. Mrs Van der Dom was the reason she was in this state to begin with. The one who had built up this bonfire of desire in her and again and again refused to quell it. She should hate the other woman.



But Cindy’s body didn’t seem to agree. It savoured the comforting feel of Mrs Van der Dom’s arms holding her close, the reassuring touch of her hands as they softly stroked themselves over her hair and her back. It revelled in the feel of her naked skin against her own. Almost involuntarily, Cindy found herself nuzzling her cheek against Mrs Van der Dom’s.



“There there…I’m here Cindy…just calm down and breath….”



Even as Cindy found a sense of calm overcoming her body as she took deep, calming breaths and her heartbeat steadied, one part of her remained as agitated as ever. Her cunt was still burning hot and so engorged and congested despite the liberal amounts of juices still dripping from it. Her poor pussy almost felt like she had a liquid inferno raging within it. Oh how she wanted to cum. To finally feel the sweet release she had been teased to the brink of and then denied all day.



“Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy whimpered, “please, I’ve been a good girl….I want….I need….”



“I know, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom gently cut her off. “You need to cum. Do you want to cum, sweetie?”



“Yes,” Cindy practically whined.



“How badly?”



“So badly, Mrs Van der Dom.”



For a long moment the older woman said nothing.



“What would you do if I let you cum?”



Hope flared within the girl. “Anything! Please Mrs Van der Dom, I’ll do anything,” Cindy had never meant anything more in her life.



Another long pause.



“Anything?” For some reason the word had an ominous edge to it that sent just the slightest shiver of worry down her spine.







 Chapter Six: A Deal With A She-Devil



“Anything?” Mrs Van der Dom repeated the word once more and again there was an intensity to it that left Cindy speechless as she found herself wondering what exactly the older woman meant by it.



“Do you mean that Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom breath, hot and sensuous, gusted over Cindy’s ear and her voice was a low whisper that seemed to caress the girl’s body from head to toe as it trembled in the older woman’s tight embrace. “Would you do anything if I let you cum? What if what I want in return is for you to be mine? My little toy to play with? My lover? Mine to cherish and mine to torment? Mine to give pleasure and mine to give pain? What if that’s what I want, sweetie? Would you still be willing to do anything?”



Cindy let out a little whimper at the other woman’s lewd words, mind immediately filling with unspoken possibilities of what they could entail. Could she agree to what Mrs Van der Dom was asking? The thought seemed so daunting but oh how she so wanted to, and not just because her pussy was practically screaming for her to agree to anything if it meant finally getting the sweet release it had been denied for so long. What had happened between them today had been an eye opener for Cindy; she’d discovered a part of herself she never knew existed before. The thought of exploring it further with Mrs Van der Dom was so tempting.



A hand brushed over her bum, cupping one cheek, and Cindy gasped as she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s leg between her own once again, rubbing lightly against her vagina. As much as the young woman desperately wanted to grind herself against it, she held herself still, somehow instinctively knowing this is what the older woman wanted.



“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom whispered in Cindy’s ear as she teasingly rubbed her leg up and down the girl’s slit, the very familiar thrill of delight at those two words adding an additional dose of pleasure. “Already so obedient for me. Training you will be such a treat, sweetie. If you agree that is. The choice is yours. I won’t lie, I hope you’ll say yes. Seeing you grow up to be the strong, beautiful woman you are has made me so want to get my hands on you, Cindy, and now that I’ve finally had a taste I want more. There’s so much more I could show you, sweetie. So much more I could teach you. So what will it be, Cindy? Will you do anything for me? Will you be mine?”



For a long moment Cindy said nothing as an inner conflict raged within her, desire to say yes clashing with fear of the unknown over what exactly she would be agreeing to. Then she felt the coarse material of the hem of Mrs Van der Dom’s stocking once again brush over her clitoris and her entire cunt suddenly throbbed so hard that it almost hurt. Something within her finally snapped.



“Yes!” Cindy said hotly. “Yes, Mrs Van der Dom. I’ll do anything. I’m yours. Your good girl. Oh please, can your good girl cum?”



Cindy heard a sharp intake of breath and then moments later Mrs Van der Dom’s lips were pressed up against her own in an intense but brief kiss. “Oh Cindy, that makes me so happy. And yes, I think it’s time my precious girl gets her reward.”



Mrs Van der Dom’s lips slammed down onto Cindy’s own again, tongue forcing its way inside her mouth without mercy. The girl felt one of the older woman’s powerful legs grip itself around each of her hips, half straddling her. Feeling something hot and wet begin to rub itself against her pussy she let out a gasp that was partially stifled against Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue as Cindy realised it was the other woman’s own sex. Clearly she had been just as aroused by what had happened between them as Cindy had been. Then the older woman began grinding her cunt against Cindy’s own and her mind suddenly went black, overwhelmed by the most delicious sensation that seemed to shoot out from her vagina through her entire body.



Pleasure building rapidly within her, Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands grip the cheeks of her bum, nails biting into them as she ground herself viciously against Cindy’s cunt, her hard clit flicking and rubbing against the girl’s own. Her larger breasts mashed themselves against Cindy’s smaller ones, hard nipples perversely duelling with themselves. Her tongue ruthlessly thrust itself in and out of Cindy’s mouth. All the girl could do was moan pitifully against the older woman’s mouth, lost in the overwhelming sensation of Mrs Van der Dom that seemed to be enveloping her.



All of the pent up arousal that had built itself up over the hours of brutal teasing and cruel denial made itself known and within minutes she could feel herself right at the edge once again. She frantically ground her pussy against Mrs Van der Dom’s, chasing the delicious and so wanted orgasm with everything she had, revelling in the scorching, warm feel of the other woman’s cunt against her own.



Breaking the kiss, Cindy tipped her head back with a heated groan. “Mrs Van der Dom….please, I’m so close….please, may I cum?”



Mrs Van der Dom was panting as well, her voice clearly strained. “Not yet….not before me….”



Cindy let out a frustrated sob. “Mrs Van der Dom
 please
 !”



The older woman’s voice was like iron. “Don’t you
 dare
 ….hold it for me like a good girl….just a little more….God, I’m so close….”



Balling her hands into fists, Cindy clenched them so tightly her knuckles turned white. She fought with everything she had to hold back the orgasm that she was teetering right at the very edge of, so close she could feel the inner walls of her pussy beginning to clench in anticipation. Despite it being the very thing she had wanted for hours, Cindy resisted cumming, wanting to be a good girl for Mrs Van der Dom, determined to make the older woman proud of her.



Then Mrs Van der Dom let out a feral growl and her grip on Cindy’s bum tightened to the point where the girl feared her nails would break skin. The older woman ground her pussy frantically against the young woman’s and Cindy felt something hot and wet gush over her vagina. Her eyes widened under her blindfold as she realised Mrs Van der Dom had just squirted.



“Yes!” Mrs Van der Dom roared triumphantly. “Good girl. Cum for me, Cindy. Cum for me
 now
 !”



Cindy doubted she could have held back for a moment longer even without Mrs Van der Dom’s permission. Crying and wailing with delight, tears of joy streaming down her cheeks, she felt pleasure explode through her body stronger than anything she had ever experienced before in her entire young life as the beautiful wave finally crested and crashed over her. Her body shuddered and she ground her cunt against Mrs Van der Dom’s with everything she had as the older woman raked her nails over the girl’s bum and back in ecstasy, both of them riding out their orgasms together, eking out every last drop of pleasure that they could.



As the last traces of orgasm went through her, Cindy went limp, utterly spent. Mrs Van der Dom’s strong arms caught her, holding her up against her own body and cradling her head against her shoulder. Her breath was hot against Cindy’s ear as she whispered lovingly, “oh Cindy….good girl….what a good girl you are….so strong….so brave….I’m so proud of you, my precious girl….”



Cindy felt tingling happiness fill her at Mrs Van der Dom’s words of praise. The blindfold was lifted off of her eyes and she blinked through the tears as she adjusted to the light. As her sight returned she saw Mrs Van der Dom, her face no longer stern but instead soft and reassuring with an almost loving look in her eyes as they gleamed with pride. The tingling feeling only grew stronger in response.



Mrs Van der Dom unfastened the restraints from Cindy’s wrists, kissing away the lingering tears around Cindy’s eyes and cheeks as she did so. The young woman savoured the feeling of the older woman’s lips, soft and warm, and actually let out a little whimper of protest when Mrs Van der Dom knelt down to release her ankles from the spreader bar as she found herself intensely missing their attentions.



Freed of her restraints, Cindy leaned against Mrs Van der Dom as the other woman half led, half carried her over to the side of the bed and laid both of them down on it, her arms still wrapped tightly around the girl in an embrace. As Cindy lay on the bed, her whole body felt limp, drained of energy as surely as her orgasm had drained her of pleasure. She numbly realised that her body was still trembling.



Suddenly Cindy felt like she was fighting back tears and her body began trembling even more. Whatever was wrong with her? “Mrs Van der Dom….” she whimpered. “Mrs Van der Dom….I’m….I feel….”



Instantly the older woman pulled her closer, moulding her young body against her own. Her voice was soft and reassuring as she whispered in Cindy’s ear. “It’s alright, sweetie….I’m here….I’ll always be here….shhhhhhh….you’re safe…..I have you….just breath, sweetie, breath….”



As one of her hands stroked up and down Cindy’s back, Mrs Van der Dom’s other one cupped the back of her head and cradled it to her chest. Without thinking, Cindy buried her face between the valley of the older woman’s breasts. That felt good. Safe. Taking deep breaths, the young woman savoured how her nostrils filled with the scent of Mrs Van der Dom, the smell of her perfume and beneath that the odour that seemed to be uniquely hers; strong, sensuous and utterly bewitching.



Mrs Van der Dom held Cindy patiently, whispering to her reassuringly and planting soft kisses on the top of her head, and slowly the young woman’s body ceased trembling and a sense of calm returned to her. As whatever had come over her slipped away it was replaced by a mortifying sense of embarrassment. Whatever had
 that
 been? Cheeks burning, Cindy kept her face buried between the older woman’s breasts. What must Mrs Van der Dom think of her? Some strong, brave young woman she was, blubbering like some child. In that moment, Cindy found herself wishing with all her heart that she could just disappear.



“Cindy?” The older woman’s voice sounded concerned. “Cindy, please talk to me. Are you okay, sweetie?”



Somehow Cindy made herself speak. “I’m sorry, Mrs Van der Dom. I don’t know what came over me just now. You must think I’m such a silly fool -”



“Oh sweetie!” Mrs Van der Dom cut her off. Cindy felt one of her hands reach under her chin and lift her face up, forcing her to meet the other woman’s eyes. To her surprise she saw no trace of scorn or disappointment in Mrs Van der Dom’s face. “You have nothing to feel embarrassed about.
 Nothing
 ! What you went through just now is called sub drop. It’s perfectly normal. You just experienced something
 very
 intense, more intense than anything you have felt before in your life I expect. Then it all ended and you just fell down from the high you were feeling. It’s natural and don’t think for a second it makes you weak or I’m disappointed in you for it. Part of my job as a good mistress is to guide you through moments like that. Do you understand?”



Cindy thought for a moment and then nodded. Eyes narrowing, her voice turned teasing. “Is that what I should call you from now on? Mistress?”



At that Mrs Van der Dom laughed. “Well, I’ll confess I actually have started to like you calling me ‘Mrs Van der Dom’ during what we were doing.” She reached up and cupped Cindy’s cheek and the young woman shuddered and leaned into the caress. “But I think outside of times like that you
 really
 should start calling me Morgan, sweetie. After everything we’ve just done I think you have to agree?”



Cindy actually giggled. Part of her still rebelled against the idea of thinking of Mrs Van der Dom as anything other than…well Mrs Van der Dom, but another part couldn’t help but agree that referring to her that way was ridiculously formal after what had just transpired. “Okay, M…Morgan. I think I can do that.”



Mrs Van der Dom giggled as well, touching her forehead against Cindy’s. She felt a little warm flutter go through her, the small, innocent act somehow feeling more intimate than everything the two of them had just done together.



Shifting so she was lying on her back, head propped up on one of Mrs Van der Dom’s shoulders, Cindy idly looked down her body and let out a gasp, eyes going wide. Her entire body was decorated with thin red lines, the aftermath she realised of Mrs Van der Dom’s nails rampage over her soft skin. The young woman’s cheeks grew hot at the sight; just minutes ago she had sworn that she was Mrs Van der Dom’s and it appeared the older woman had clearly marked her territory.



Her thighs in particular were crisscrossed with vivid red scratchmarks and embarrassment flooded through Cindy as she realised her shorts would be completely inadequate for hiding them. “Oh crap! How am I going to explain this to my parents?”



Even as her insides recoiled like a snake had taken residence inside of them and her mind raced trying to think of an explanation that would be remotely plausible and not be mortifying, Cindy felt soft lips press a reassuring kiss to her cheek and she instantly found herself relaxing. “It’s okay sweetie, I’ll give your mom a call in a bit and tell her that I was caught up at work
 much
 later than I expected and I’d rather you crash here than bike home in the dark. If the marks are still visible tomorrow I can lend you a pair of yoga pants to wear home.”



The snake twisting inside her guts instantly turned into butterflies at Mrs Van der Dom’s words. She wanted her to sleep over? Cindy immediately chided herself for thinking that way, it somehow seemed so immature.



Turning in Mrs Van der Dom’s embrace, Cindy met her eyes and fluttered her eyelashes flirtingly. “And what exactly will we be doing between now and tomorrow, Morgan?”



In answer Mrs Van der Dom’s smile once again turned predatory and the older woman bent forward to give Cindy a quick but intense kiss that left the girl breathless. To her disappointment, the other woman then released Cindy from her embrace and rose from the bed. She could barely suppress the little gasp that threatened to slip from her lips, however, as she took in the sight of the statuesque woman towering over her, her naked body on full display. A little shudder ran through her body and Cindy felt her arousal return with avengeance.



Smile only deepening at the effect she clearly was having on Cindy, Mrs Van der Dom extended her hand. “Well, first I think my precious girl needs a shower. You’re all sweaty, sweetie. That won’t do at all. I’ll just have to wash you clean,
 all
 over your sweet body.”



Cindy’s mind immediately was filled with images of her and Mrs Van der Dom naked together in the warm, steamy interior of her shower; her body all wet and rosy from the heat, being caressed everywhere by the older woman’s skillful hands. Her, kneeling before Mrs Van der Dom underneath the flow of the showerhead, face buried between her legs as she worshipped her pussy with her lips and tongue. Cindy’s arousal spiked to new heights and she eagerly reached forward to take the other woman’s hand.



“Oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy said as she rose from the bed. “I’m afraid I’m a
 very
 dirty girl. You simply must wash me clean.”



The older woman’s eyes darkened at Cindy’s words and a predatory growl slipped from her lips, clearly as aroused as she was. Gripping her hand tightly, Mrs Van der Dom turned and led the young woman towards the bathroom door. Cindy followed obediently in her wake, eyes glued to the sight of the older woman’s bum, drinking in the sight of the perky, plump cheeks as they rolled and swayed with each step.



When Cindy had woken that morning, still feeling equally miserable and furious over her breakup with Chad, she never would have guessed what the day had in store for her and if someone had told her she would have thought they were utterly insane. Now all she could think of was how eagerly she anticipated whatever was coming next.







 Epilogue



Cindy lay in her bed, mindlessly scrolling through her phone while she waited for sleep to come. It was proving to be surprisingly elusive. It had been a few days since her surprising but so very enjoyable tryst with Mrs Van der Dom and despite the very strong implication on the older woman’s part that it had not been a one time thing she had heard nothing from her since. Cindy tried not to let this bother her. Mrs Van der Dom had a life of her own, which included both a family and business she was responsible for. She shouldn’t be surprised that the other woman had more immediate pressing needs that required her attention other than Cindy.



Still part of her couldn’t help but be gnawed with doubt. Cindy hated that part of herself.



Of course, thinking of Mrs Van der Dom almost immediately brought back memories of all the things she had so recently done with the older woman. Both Cindy’s cheeks and pussy grew immediately hot as she remembered how she had run her hands almost worshipfully over the other woman in the shower, wanting to caress every inch of her body, before eventually being allowed to kneel before her and lick her pussy; she could still almost taste the deliciously sweet, tangy flavour on her tongue even now. She had never done anything remotely like that before, but Mrs Van der Dom had guided her and the older woman certainly seemed to appreciate her efforts and soon enough was crying out in delight as her body shuddered through what had seemed to be a powerful orgasm.



The rest of the evening had been more of the same, excluding a brief respite when Cindy had fed Brandon his bottle while Mrs Van der Dom had excused herself to make a quick call to her husband before ordering some takeout for their own dinner. Cindy had felt conflicted by this, wondering if the other woman was talking about her and what they had done with Mr Van der Dom or whether the entire thing was being kept a secret. She honestly had not known which she would have preferred.



Any doubts on her part had swiftly been forgotten though the second Mrs Van der Dom had gotten her hands on Cindy again. The girl’s bum ached in the most delicious way as she recalled how for ‘dessert’ the older woman had bent her over her knees right there in the dining room and spanked her till both pale, creamy cheeks had turned bright red before teasingly fingering her for what had felt like an eternity before finally relenting and allowing Cindy an orgasm that had seemed to explode through her entire body.



This had gone on until late in the night when the pair had finally retired to bed, Cindy’s wrists firmly secured to the headboard by a pair of handcuffs and Mrs Van der Dom lovingly draped over her body. Cindy had gotten the sense however that the older woman had been holding back, not wanting to overwhelm the younger woman during her first time. What had truly been surprising was how eager Cindy had found herself for the older woman to go further, to test her limits, to subject her to the full extent of what she was capable of inflicting on her still innocent, young body.



Cindy suddenly realised her hand had slipped underneath the waistband of the cotton booty shorts she was wearing, her fingertips mere inches above her sex which seemed to be crying out for her to reach down and touch it. Oh how she wanted to. She wouldn’t even be breaking a rule. When Mrs Van der Dom had bid her goodbye the next morning the last thing she had whispered hotly in her ear had been “Touch yourself as much as you like, sweetie, especially if you’re thinking of me when you do so,
 but
 if I find out the next orgasm you have isn’t from
 my
 fingers you will not like the consequences.”



Cindy had followed her new mistress’s orders, which was yet another reason why she had been increasingly dismayed as the days had passed and she had still had no word from Mrs Van der Dom. Fingers trembling so close to her poor pussy, burning with a need to cum that the girl knew she could not allow it, she felt so conflicted. Touching herself always brought temporary relief, but when she inevitably had to stop without allowing herself the release her body so badly desired Cindy was left more frustrated than ever. There never seemed to be a right decision.



Distraction suddenly came in a sudden beep from her phone and looking down at the screen Cindy’s heart leapt in her throat when she saw who it was that had IM’d her.



Mrs VDD: How is my precious girl doing?



Fingers trembling, Cindy hastily typed out her response.



Cindy: Missing her mistress terribly :(



A moment passed.



Mrs VDD: Oh, is someone feeling needy? That’s alright, I like my precious girl needy. Did you do as I told you?



For a second Cindy was confused, then suddenly she remembered what Mrs Van der Dom had told her; how before the next time she expected Cindy to have either shaved or waxed her pussy completely bare. She had gone out and bought a safety razor the very next day and, having never done anything remotely like this before, looked up a couple of videos on how exactly to go about using it before very carefully shaving every last trace of pubic hair from her vagina.



Cindy: Yes



Mrs VDD: Show me



Cindy felt her cheeks burned as she read the words, but almost immediately she reached down and pulled down her booty shorts to her knees. Her eyes immediately went to her pussy, still growing used to how it seemed to be so lewdly on display now that it was shaved completely bare. Deciding she should put in a bit of effort, Cindy spread her thighs open and reached with her free hand so her fingers could pull open the outer lips of her slit, revealing the pink folds beyond.



Snapping a quick picture with her phone, Cindy pressed ‘send’. She could feel her heart pounding against her ribcage as she waited for the response.



Mrs VVD: Good girl. What a sweet, little pussy. And it’s all mine. How aroused it looks. I see you’ve been following my other order as well. I think I want to see you touch it.



If Cindy’s cheeks had been burning with embarrassment before now they were a metaphorical wildfire. Still, she obediently brought her phone down over her pussy again, setting it to record. The eagerness that she felt to please Mrs Van der Dom almost frightened her, but in the moment Cindy didn’t care. All she could think of was how much she wanted to be the older woman’s good girl; how maybe if she was good enough she might even allow her to cum.



Phone capturing everything, Cindy rubbed her fingers along her slit as her thumb caressed itself over her clitoris. She made no effort to stifle the moans of pleasure that freely slipped from her lips, savouring the feeling of her fingers on her vagina even as the naughtiness of what she was doing sent a delicious tingling down her spine.



It took only a few moments before Cindy found herself right at the very edge, that was how pent up she was. With a pitiful little whimper, she forced herself to stop even as her clit throbbed in protest as her fingers lifted away from her cunt. With bated breath she pressed ‘send’ again.



Long moments passed that felt like forever. The sound of her phone beeping with Mrs Van der Dom’s answer might have been the most wonderful thing she had ever heard.



Mrs VDD: What a beautiful sight. I imagine you want to cum very badly, don’t you sweetie?



Cindy: Yes! Your good girl wants to soooo very badly Mrs Van der Dom.



Another long moment passed as Cindy waited hopefully.



Mrs VDD: Well, unfortunately my good girl will just have to wait. Are you free to babysit for me tomorrow, however? I think I’ll have my hands full all day with something.



The disappointment at being denied was dwarfed by the surge in delight Cindy felt at the knowledge she would be with Mrs Van der Dom again tomorrow. She could barely make her fingers type out her answer, so shaking were they with excitement.



Cindy: Yes!!!!!!



Mrs VDD: Excellent, I’ll see you bright and early, sweetie. And I have a special surprise for you.



Cindy’s eyes went wide as Mrs Van der Dom sent a picture of her own. On a varnished wooden surface lay a coiled, black whip.



Mrs VDD: Sweet dreams Cindy and sleep well. I promise you that you will need all of your energy tomorrow.







The End?
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