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1st gear

I opened my eyes. Mike was staring at me. Or was it Mick—I couldn’t remember. Last night he was fun and sexy and charming, but now he was gazing at me with a dopey grin. I wanted to escape, but I realized soon enough that I’d brought him back to my place—well, to my bedroom anyway. I didn’t actually have my own place. Sitting up, I surreptitiously glanced at the guy sprawled on his side in my bed. Pulling the covers up over my bare breasts, I shook the cobwebs from my brain. Then I heard the voice from the top of the stairs.

“LIZZIE! LIZZIE?”

I threw Mike or Mick or whatever his name was his boxers that were dangling at the end of the bed.

“Get dressed!” I growled.

“Who is that?” Mike or Mick asked.

“My asshole brother…step-brother actually.”

Mike or Mick jumped up and stumbled into his boxers. He located his shorts on the floor and was buttoning them when the brass knob of my door began to rattle.

LOCKED! Good! I breathed a sigh of relief but it was short-lived. The door rattled some more, then I gasped as I saw it turn. My gangly, sixteen-year-old step-brother stood in the doorway, twirling a pick he’d used to breach my privacy, smiling at me with malevolence. He glanced at Mike or Mick and his smile broadened.

“Lizzie, Lizzie, Lizzie,” he teased. “You are such a little slut!”

Mike or Mick grabbed his shirt and shoes, stumbling across my room before pushing past my brother and exiting through the basement door. My step-brother’s gaze dropped from my face and his tongue darted from his mouth, licking his wet, rubbery lips. That’s when I realized I’d let the bedcover fall, exposing my perky and pretty little tits. I quickly covered myself, glaring at the pale-skinned, acne-plagued kid with frizzy red hair standing just inside my room.

“What the hell do you want?” I sneered.

He shrugged. “Dad wants to talk to you before he leaves for the office.”

I sighed. “What about? He doesn’t know I…uh…had company, does he?”

My step-brother’s face twisted into a nasty grin.

“Not yet,” he said.

“You’re going to tell him?” I asked.

“Hmmm,” he replied, his face twisting into that awful grin again. “Depends.”

I eyed him suspiciously. “On what?”

“Maybe you can do something for me.”

“What?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at him.

“Give me a blow job, Lizzie! Suck my big, fat cock!”

My tennis shoe was in my hand in a flash. I slung it at him angrily, hitting the wall and narrowly missing the nasty miscreant.

“Not in your wildest dreams, you jerk.” I threw the other shoe, this time hitting pay dirt and smacking his head with the sole. “Like, see yourself out,” I screeched, throwing an empty Coke bottle I’d snatched from the nightstand.

He ran from my basement bedroom, and I heard him stomping up the stairs to the main floor, leveling threats at me as he went. I glanced at the clock on my bedside table. It was nearly eight o’clock in the morning.

Rolling out of bed, I snatched a clean thong, pulled on some shorts, and slipped into a crop top. I brushed my light brown hair into a workable ponytail and trudged from my bedroom and up the stairs to see what my mother’s husband wanted.

I slipped into the kitchen, grabbing a mug from the counter and filling it with some freshly-brewed coffee from the pot. My mother was fussing over my step-father, picking up his breakfast dishes and trying vainly to see to his happiness. He grumbled and folded the paper he’d been reading, eyeing me with a discernable level of disgust.

“Sit down, girl,” he boomed. “You and I need to chat.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes, making my way over to the kitchen table. Chats with my step-father consisted of him berating and demeaning me while I half listened, smirked, and rolled my eyes. Pulling out a chair as far away from him as possible, I sat and sipped my coffee. He perched at the end of the table, looking as natty as a movie star at the Oscars, dressed in an expensive navy suit, a custom-made shirt, a silk tie costing over $100, and gold cufflinks gleaming in the sun filtering through the bay window. He’d married my mom shortly after my dad went out for a pack of smokes and never came back. I was twelve at the time, and almost eight years later, I still hadn’t warmed up to him. He’d always seemed like an uppity prick to me since I’d known him. A partner in a large legal firm, he’d done well for himself, rescuing my mom and me like a couple of damsels in distress subsequent to my father’s departure. My mom had been a trophy wife for him, and he’d been her way out of poverty.

“I’m not running a brothel, young lady!” he nearly roared. “If you’re going to live in this house, there is no more sneaking boys into the basement. Do you understand?”

I shrugged and waved my hand at him before taking another sip of coffee. His face turned red but he maintained his composure—barely. He took a deep breath and continued.

“You’ve been out of high school for over a year now, you’ve shown no interest in college, and you rarely hold a job. I’m no longer the money tree, Lizzie. The well has run dry!”

I looked at him without expression, save for a slight, barely interested raise of my eyebrows. He fumed.

“The little brat drama has grown old, Lizzie! Very old!” he thundered.

I gave him my most disinterested look and shrugged. “Whatever,” I said.

I looked away from him but glanced back up when I heard jangling from his end of the table. He held my car keys in his beefy hand, dangling them in the air as if he were teasing me to lurch for them.

“Those are my keys,” I whined.

“Correction,” he rejoined. “These are my keys. I don’t recall you ever making a single car payment to me after I purchased that vehicle sitting in the drive, nor have you ever paid one red cent for insurance. Additionally, I’ve paid your credit card, which you have used to purchase gas…among many other things.”

He smiled smugly and I dumbly glanced toward the empty hook on the wall where my keys usually hung. I turned and glared at him incredulously.

“You can’t take my car from me,” I spewed.

“Yes, I can, young lady,” he said. “In fact, I have. Your brother will be getting his license next week. He will be driving it for the time being.”

“That’s not fair!” I cried.

“I’ll make a deal with you,” my step-father said. “You start making car payments to me like we agreed, and I’ll allow you to drive it again.”

“I don’t even have a job!” I screamed at him, tears leaking from my eyes.

I glanced at my mother who was busy washing the breakfast dishes, but she wouldn’t even acknowledge me. I looked back at my step-father, shooting daggers at him with my eyes. He smiled and then spoke.

“Au, contraire!” he said. “I’ve taken the liberty to find employment for you.”

“I don’t even have a car now,” I screeched. “How will I get to work?”

His smile was pure evil. He looked like the predator I’m sure he was in the courtroom. “Well, Lizzie,” he said. “I’ve seen to that as well! Follow me outside.”

I followed my step-father through the garage door, the balmy late-August humidity along with my angry mood causing a sheen of moisture to pop up on my brow. I stopped just short of the driveway and stared as my step-father turned and grinned at me like a menacing demon. A brand new lime-green ten-speed bicycle glimmered in the early morning sunshine.

“This will be your transportation for now.” He pulled a slip of paper from his coat pocket and handed it to me. “It is your good fortune, Lizzie, that your new employer is only a mile away. But rain or shine, you will report for work—no excuses. Otherwise, you’ll never get the car back.”

He didn’t wait for my reply. Prancing haughtily through the garage, my step-father slid into his late-model S-class Mercedes and backed into the drive. He made a hand motion for me to move the bicycle, so I hastily popped the kickstand and wheeled it to the side. I glared at him as he drove his luxury automobile down the tony neighborhood street where we lived, leaving me with just a bicycle. Hot, angry tears rolled down my cheeks, and I noticed my fists were clenched in rage, disfiguring the slip of paper my step-dad had handed me. Dumbly, I unfolded the crumpled paper and read what was written.

Report to Ms. Cassandra Strickland at the Willow Springs Garden Homes. Meet at the pool. 10 a.m. sharp.

Willow Springs was a fancy gated community where wealthy middle-aged empty-nesters and active retirees lived. I shook my head. What on earth would I be doing at Willow Springs? Sighing and wiping the tears from my face, I pushed my new form of locomotion into the garage and stepped back inside the house. The microwave clock told me it was nearing 9 a.m., so I slumped downstairs and took a shower. The forecast suggested temperatures in the mid-eighties with plenty of sunshine—not too bad for a summer day in the South—so I dressed in some skimpy cutoff jeans and a watermelon crop top before stepping into my new white tennis shoes. After brushing my teeth and gargling, I applied light makeup and pulled my silky brown hair back into a ponytail. With my head hung like a villain being led to the gallows, I trudged up the stairs and out to the garage. The time was 9:45, so I hopped on my groovy new bike and peddled to Willow Springs. Little did I know just how much my life had changed that late-summer morning.


2nd gear

After being cleared at the gate, I coasted down a hill, admiring the lovely garden homes inside the community. Maybe this job wouldn’t be so awful after all. The pool was located in the center of the small neighborhood with a plethora of purple Crepe Myrtle trees surrounding the black iron fence around the water. I leaned my bike against a tree and entered the pool area four minutes before 10 a.m. The space was vacant, so I sat on a lounge and pulled out my phone to mess around on Snapchat and Instagram while I waited to be greeted.

At exactly 10 a.m., I heard the pool gate swing open. I looked up and saw a tall, well-built, athletic black woman walking directly toward me like she was on a mission. As she got closer, I took her in. At least five-ten, she was dressed in snug yellow shorts that showed off smooth and muscular ebony legs. A white cotton blouse tied at her midriff encased a most spectacular pair, and her black hair was cut fashionably, barely kissing her shoulders. Her face was extremely attractive, but her experienced countenance along with her confident gait suggested she was likely in her mid-forties. A little grin worked the corners of her mouth as she approached, but stern eyes cautioned that this was not a woman one took lightly.

“You are Lizzie,” she said in a velvety and cultured voice. It was more of a statement than a question.

“Hi,” I said with little enthusiasm.

“I’m Ms. Cassandra Strickland,” she stated confidently. “And you will stand up and look me in the eye when I speak to you, young lady.”

Something told me not to mess around with this woman. I stood—all five-foot-four of me—and looked up at her sullenly.

“You will address me as Ms. Strickland. I am an old colleague of your father’s, and I am happy to do this favor for him. I strongly suggest you follow my instructions exactly as they are given, or we will have serious problems. Do you understand me, girl?”

I decided not to point out that her old colleague was NOT my father, but rather my step-father. My better judgment told me it would be a bad idea to correct her.

Instead, I said, “Yes, Ms. Strickland.”

She nodded approvingly.

“You will be working for me in the foreseeable future. I am the president of the Willow Springs HOA and I will be your boss. At times, you may receive instruction from other members of the HOA board. I suggest that you follow their instructions as if they were given to you by me. Furthermore, I understand that you have problems with motivation and discipline. In time, you will learn to overcome these obstacles. Sloth, laziness, lack of discipline, and lack of respect for your elders are not admirable qualities. I intend to help you see the light.”

My head was numb from her bombastic pontification, but I only hesitated for a brief moment, for I found Ms. Cassandra Strickland most intimidating.

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered.

“Good!”

She pointed to the pool. “Crepe Myrtles are lovely, but the purple blooms fly from the trees overnight and make a mess in the water.” She pointed to a small brick building adjacent to the pool where a long metal pole hung on a hook. Attached to the pole was a large net. “You will use that net to remove the debris from the pool each morning. Then you will align the chairs, pick up any refuse, and tidy up the area. Do not cut corners, girl!”

“Yes, Ms. Strickland,” I said, trying not to hang my head.

“I’ll return in forty-five minutes. You should have the tasks completed by then.”

With a stately and purposeful march across the pool deck, Ms. Strickland departed. I watched her until she went through the gate, her shapely and ample ass swaying with each step. I gulped. This woman was a firecracker indeed.

Setting out to fulfill my duties, I removed the pole from the hooks and spent a few minutes getting a feel for the long, awkward tool. Soon I got the hang of it, and within twenty minutes, I had all the purple blooms stowed in the garbage can. Then I set out arranging the lounge chairs per Ms. Strickland’s instructions. I was nearly finished when a buxom blonde woman in her late thirties strolled through the gate. She wore a sheer wrap over a pink bikini and had a straw hat perched on her head. She looked like a model, or maybe a former model, as she pranced toward the far side of the pool and chose one of the lounges I’d just scooted into place. She started to sit but before she did, she glanced my direction.

“Oh, pool girl,” she squealed. “This chair has some filth on it. Be a dear and wipe it down for me.”

I opened my mouth to tell her where she could get off, but immediately snapped it closed.

“Come now, girl,” she said impatiently. “I’d like to sunbathe before nightfall.”

I felt my face flush. I had a mind to smack her with the pole. I was considering it when Ms. Strickland re-entered the pool area. She glanced at me and then around the pool, twisting her lips as she did. Then Ms. Strickland saw the blonde, and she smiled and raised her hand.

“Hello, Clara!” Ms. Strickland said to the woman.

“Good morning, Cassandra. I just emailed you the minutes from our previous board meeting. They’ll be in your inbox.”

“Splendid! Thank you, Clara,” Ms. Strickland spewed. “I love the suit, honey! You look marvelous in it.”

The blonde performed a playful pose or two, twisting and giggling as she modeled her suit.

“Oh, you are too kind, Cassandra!” the blonde cooed. She turned her attention to me. “Let’s go, girl. I haven’t got all day. Get this lounge in order for me!”

Ms. Strickland glared at me and snapped her fingers. “Move, young lady. See to Ms. Devine’s needs.”

Humiliated, I hustled to where the blonde stood and cleaned off her chair. She inspected it when I finished, gave me a little smirk, and sat without thanking me.

“Well, Clara, perhaps I’ll see you later this afternoon,” Ms. Strickland said, smiling and winking at her friend, who returned the smile and gave a little finger wave.

Ms. Strickland beckoned me over, and I followed her from the pool area. As we walked through the gate, she spoke.

“That was Ms. Clara Devine. She is the secretary of our homeowner’s association. If she tells you to jump, you don’t ask why. You ask how high.”

I nodded miserably and lowered my head, almost running into my boss. She had stopped, tilting her head and glancing to the right of the walkway. I followed her gaze to where my bike leaned against a tree. She cut her eyes toward me and chuckled.

“Yours?” she inquired.

“Yes,” I answered. “It’s mine.”

Then she let out a full belly laugh, furthering my humiliation.

“That’s perfect! Just perfect!” she bellowed. “Well, come along, Ten Speed, we have work to do.”


3rd gear

I followed Ms. Strickland along a wooded path that terminated in a clearing. A greenhouse sat in the center, and a brick shed with no windows connected at the far end. The structures were secluded from the rest of the property, peaceful and quiet with only a few birds chirping in the late summer morning. If I hadn’t known that the Willow Springs subdivision sat on the other side of the wooly forest we’d walked through, I would have thought that the greenhouse was placed in the middle of a vast forest.

“Next, we will spend a few hours working in the greenhouse. Perhaps you’ve noticed the flower pots and hanging baskets throughout the property. They give our homes a splendid curbside appeal. The plants and flowers are grown right here. This is where most of our work will be done.” Ms. Strickland gazed at me mischievously, stepped in close enough that I could smell her perfume, and said, “I’m sure you will be a most devoted assistant, Ten Speed.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I sputtered, a little unnerved at her proximity and her use of what was apparently my new nickname.

But there was something else I felt brewing just beneath the surface, something this woman was doing to me that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Oddly, I was beginning to enjoy her presence, and it confused me since she had been nothing but cool and domineering toward me. Goosebumps rose on my skin and I shivered. I’m fairly certain Ms. Strickland noticed my anxiety, which increased twofold when a thick, pink tongue emerged from her mouth and licked her full, ruby-red lips. I shivered again and her dark, wicked eyes bore a hole through me. Then she stepped back abruptly, turned, and walked toward the entrance to the greenhouse. I shook myself and caught up with her as we entered the balmy chamber.

“We will begin replacing the summer plants throughout the property with ones more acclimated to autumn,” Ms. Strickland said. “The summer plants will be returned here, removed from their planters, and placed into those pots for the colder months.” She pointed to a stack of clay pots in various sizes organized underneath a long, empty table.

“How do we get the plants down here?” I asked.

She nodded approvingly at my question, and I nearly smiled at the first positive feedback she’d given me.

“That’s a good question, Ten Speed.” She pointed behind me. “That large wagon will hold nearly ten items. You will collect them throughout the neighborhood and wheel them down here.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am. It seems straightforward enough.”

“Excellent! Then let’s get started, shall we?”

“Yes, Ms. Strickland,” I said.

“Begin with the far edge of the property. I’ll expect you back in an hour.”

I removed the wagon from the greenhouse and pulled it along the path. When I reached the opposite clearing where the homes were located, I hustled to the far end of the neighborhood and began gathering the planters. I was back at the greenhouse within forty-five minutes. I helped Ms. Strickland load the wagon with the replacements, and then trudged back to the edge of the property, installing the new arrangements. When I returned to the greenhouse, Ms. Strickland was nowhere to be found. I walked along the cavernous space, where I located a metal door leading to the windowless brick structure attached to the solarium. A note with very neat handwriting was taped to the door.

Come inside and close the door, Ten Speed.

I peeled the note from the door and turned the heavy brass knob. The temperature drop was noticeable, going from temperatures I guessed to be in the low eighties inside the greenhouse to a more comfortable ambient feel inside the brick structure. A table with a thick vinyl cloth laid atop it sat in the middle of the room. The far wall consisted of both closed cabinets secured with combination locks and open spaces where various tools hung from pegboard. A little dinette table sat in a corner of the room with two chairs on both sides, and a small refrigerator hummed softly in the adjacent space. Ms. Strickland stood at a fiberglass sink washing a few tools. I watched as she worked with her back to me, her toned ebony arms flexing as she scrubbed, and her creamy dark thighs shimmering in the fluorescent light from above. She turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder. I shook myself and cleared my throat.

“I’m finished, ma’am,” I said.

“We eat now,” she replied. “Inside the fridge, you will find pre-made salads. Place them on the table along with two bottled waters. Wash your hands first.”

“Yes, Ms. Strickland,” I said, as it dawned on me that I was becoming accustomed to answering her with deference.

I washed and joined her at the table. We ate in silence. I had skipped breakfast and was very hungry. The salad was delicious and I had to pace myself to avoid shoveling it greedily down my throat. I figured Ms. Strickland would disapprove of un-ladylike manners while dining, and for perhaps the first time in my life, it occurred to me that I was concerned about disappointing someone. The fact that I cared what she thought amazed me. What’s happening to me? I wondered.

We finished our meal and cleansed our palates with the bottled water. As Ms. Strickland dabbed at her mouth with her napkin, her eyes once again seemed to see through me.

“Take the dishes to the sink and wash them, Ten Speed, while I grab some towels from the greenhouse,” she instructed.

I did as she said, and when she returned with the towels, I heard the door close followed by a barely audible click. As I finished the washing, I felt a presence close behind me. I turned slowly and Ms. Strickland was standing less than a foot from me. I hardly noticed the fresh towel in her hand. Because of her height, I was staring directly at her incredible breasts, two dark mountains with a mysterious valley between them. I gasped and looked up. Her wicked expression told me she was enjoying my discomfort, but when my eyes fell back on her boobs, she chuckled softly.

“Do you like what you see, girl?” she teased, taking another small step forward so that my nose was nearly in her ample cleavage.

The light perfume she wore, mixing with her natural earthy scent, blended into an intoxicating and arousing cocktail. I felt myself swoon as my eyes went half-lidded and my breathing turned raspy.

I’d been with a female before. I’d slept over at a friend’s house—a girl who was on the cheerleading squad with me, and we had fingered each other into a frenzy during the dark, wee hours of the night. I had licked her juices from my fingers to compare her taste to mine. We had laughed it off the next morning as curiosity, vowing to never speak of it again. And we never spoke of it again. But despite our silence on the matter, the next weekend we were back at it, enjoying an encore. Those had been my only two Sapphic experiences, and I had shrugged them off as girly experimentation. I had never even considered that I might have lesbian tendencies…until now. Ms. Strickland had me in a daze, and there was no denying the slick feel of the juices accumulating in my pussy. This hot, older woman suddenly had me boiling over like a neglected pot of water heating on the stove. And when her hands pulled at the tails where her garment was tied, opening up her blouse, I nearly fainted.

I stood motionless, gazing at my new employer’s breasts. Then I saw her arms reach behind her, unhooking the lacy bra that barely held her monstrous tits. And suddenly, two mounds the color of mahogany sprang free, bouncing and jiggling inches from my face.

“Kiss them,” she ordered. “I know you want to. I see how you look at me, young lady.”

I felt her long fingers on the back of my head, pulling me into her. Then, skin like silk and as warm as melted butter brushed the sides of my face as my nose wedged between her grand boulders. I moaned audibly and Ms. Strickland released a breathy exhale at my touch.

“Suck them, girl. Suck my big tits.”

She groaned as I slipped a large, thick nipple into my mouth. I ran my tongue over her turgid flesh with alacrity, relishing the experience of having the largest breast I’d ever seen inside my mouth. I was dizzy with delight, but my bliss was only heightened when Ms. Strickland rubbed my pussy through my shorts.

“Oh! Ah!” I cried at her touch.

“That’s right, Ten Speed. You make all the noise you want. No one can hear you!” It was nearly a cackle.

Suddenly, she pulled back, the void from her hand releasing my sex palpable. In a flash, Ms. Strickland swooped and hoisted me with ease, and before I realized what was happening, I was deposited on top of the table with the vinyl covering. In one fell swoop, she tugged my shorts and panties down and then whipped off my crop top before I could blink an eye. Ms. Strickland towered over my naked body, smiling with a wickedness that was both frightening and eerily arousing. She looked down at my fleshy pink labia, dewy with my lust, and licked her lips wolfishly.

“You keep your sweet little pussy waxed, I see,” she said. “I bet it’s every bit as delicious as it looks.”

Roughly, she swatted at my inner thighs, spreading my legs farther apart. Before I realized what was happening, two long ebony fingers slid inside my cunt. I screamed with pleasure and Ms. Strickland cackled.

“You’re a horny little slut, aren’t you, Ten Speed?” she chided as she rolled a thumb over my glistening clit.

I moaned and she drove her fingers into the depths of my pussy, curling her digits and drumming my G-spot.

“I want you to say it, Ten Speed.”

“Say what?” I asked breathlessly.

“Tell me what you are!” she bellowed.

“I’m a horny little slut,” I groaned. “Oh, fuck me, ma’am. Fuck me!”

She grabbed my jaw with her free hand, her vice-like grip shooting waves of pain through my face.

“Fuck me, what?” she demanded.

“Fuck me, please! Please, please, fuck me!”

She released my jaw and began rapid, piston-like thrusts inside my sex, causing me to arch my back and grind against her talented fingers. I saw stars. I’d enjoyed a little rough play with a few boys before, but it had been nothing like this. I was stunned at my reaction to the abuse. I loved it!

“Your young pussy is so tight and wet, Ten Speed! I’m going to love playing with it every day! And you’ll beg me to touch it, girl. You’ll be insane with lust every time you think about what I’ll do to you!” she roared with bravado.

All I could do was moan. My head spun and my nose tingled. Ms. Strickland continued her assault on my pussy. I could feel my love nectar squishing around her fingers. I could hear my juices sloshing in response to each attack. She slowed for just a second, and I peered down at my stretched pussy. Gasping, I realized that Ms. Strickland was working a third and fourth finger inside my vessel, a gleeful smile covering her face. She was soaked nearly to her wrist with my girly jizz, and it was my extreme wetness that allowed her to make her next move. I’d seen it in porn videos and heard whispers of girls having it done to them, but never in my wildest dreams did I think I’d be capable of accommodating such craziness. Ms. Strickland slid her entire fist into my dripping snatch, stretching me, challenging me. There was a faint hint of pain, but the pleasure in my sex had me nearly catatonic. I screamed with ecstasy and then orgasmed so fiercely that I thought I’d ascended to the heavens.

I lay back breathlessly, eyes shut and body trembling. I felt as if I were in a dream, floating, drifting mindlessly, light as a feather. When I opened my eyes, Ms. Strickland was standing next to me. While I’d attempted recovery from the mind-blowing experience at her hands, she had removed the rest of her clothing. Her body was exquisite. Thick and curvy hips tapered to a svelte waistline and flat tummy. A triangle of black curls, trimmed and manicured surrounded the corrugated grooves of her protuberant labia. I shivered, wondering what she had in mind for me.

“You’re going to pleasure me now, girl. You’re going to lick my brown sugar,” she purred.

I released a little sound. Fear, curiosity, but mostly desire pulsed through my veins. Ms. Strickland could easily see that I was rattled, and I could tell it thrilled her.

“Have you ever licked a black pussy, girl?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I…uh…I never licked a pussy at all,” I whispered.

“Mhmmm. You’re in for a treat, young lady,” she laughed.

Ms. Strickland pounced. She was atop the table and straddling me in a blink of an eye. She scooted forward so that her knees were positioned on either side of my head. Grabbing my ponytail roughly, she pulled my face within inches of her dusky treasure. She spread her legs a bit and rotated her hips, opening her cunt to me. Her sex was a delicious piece of ripe fruit, a plum perhaps, juicy and succulent, dipped in dark molasses. Her intoxicating scent wafted over me, earthy, musky, enticingly rich and heady. She smelled of forbidden feminine sex and desire. I inadvertently exhaled as she lowered herself slowly, causing her to shiver and release a feral moan of approval. Tentatively, I slipped my tongue from my mouth and connected with the warm, dewy froth covering her dark lips.

“Oh, yes! Fuck!” she exclaimed. “Uh-huh, girl,” she breathed.

Her unique taste was heavenly and my eyes went half-lidded. How had I never done this before? In that instant, I knew there was nothing I’d rather be doing—nowhere I’d rather be—than under this big and exotic black woman, licking her wonderful pussy.

My enthusiasm peaked quickly and Ms. Strickland’s loud moans and gyrations, her profanity-laced outbursts, told me I was more than meeting with her approval. I ran my tongue through her dripping pussy, lapping at her gooey goodness. The soft bristles of her thatch pleasantly tickled my cheeks, and the feel of her big ass in my hands was beyond erotic. I probed my tongue into her depths, sampling the tangy flavor that mixed with her sugary saltiness. Hot girly jizz ran down my cheeks as she bounced and writhed on my face. When I brought the tip of my tongue to her clit, she pulled viciously on my hair.

“Lick it, Ten Speed! Oh, yes! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” she screeched.

She humped my face as I swirled my tongue over her engorged pink pearl. Then, her entire body began to shake and rattle and she became quiet. But it was the eye before the storm, a hurricane swirling in shallow waters just off the shoreline. Without warning, the dam burst. Ms. Strickland howled like a wounded animal just as a gush of warm fluid drenched my face. Her cum was sweet and slick, running wide rivers over my cheeks and pooling on the vinyl cloth covering the table. She rode me, pulling my hair, abrading my skin with her sex, grinding her significant heft onto me. I didn’t mind. I was lost in the moment, pleased that I was pleasing this woman, happy at my achievement, and once again horny for her touch.

I wasn’t to be disappointed. Once her orgasm faded, she recovered quickly. Releasing my hair, she looked down at me and chuckled.

“Oh, Ten Speed,” she said. “You and I are going to have so much fun together!”

Before I knew what was happening, she was off the table, once again slapping my legs apart. Then she reached under my thighs and pushed my legs back so that my feet were behind my head. My hot sex was completely exposed to her, open and anticipatory. A noise began to escape my mouth, but it hitched in my throat as she drove her face into my soggy cunt. Pulling my head up, I watched her devour my pink folds. She licked and sucked and bit my flesh, gobbling me up as if she were a starved animal and my pussy was life sustenance. The crazed look in Ms. Strickland’s eyes as she consumed me was both spooky and arousing, her manipulation of my sensitive girly bits now firing electric shocks through every pore of my body. The visual of her long and thick pink tongue pounding my vagina was profound, producing uncontrollable whimpering as my tall black lover began to coax another climax from my overworked body.

I threw my head back and yelped, producing a cackle from Ms. Strickland. The pleasure between my legs was nearly unbearable. I had reached the junction where sanity and madness met and sparred for control. My hands moved to Ms. Strickland’s head. I needed her to stop and continue simultaneously, to achieve one world while avoiding the other. But she was having none of it. Releasing a leg for a brief moment, she swatted my hands away, issuing a muffled admonition.

“Don’t make that mistake again, girl,” she warned, giving my labia a firm bite that sent me reeling.

But almost instantly, the sheer bliss of what she was doing to me returned. I gritted my teeth and clasped my hands behind my head in an effort to adhere to the obedience Ms. Strickland demanded of me.

Then it happened. Long laps to my clit from the flat of her incredible tongue sent me to the moon. My orgasm soared through my core, starting at my center and expanding outward to infinity and beyond. I thrashed in her grasp, but it was to no avail. Any effort on my part to escape the bliss of Ms. Strickland’s torture was overmatched by her superior strength. My mind left me for a spell as my body took over. Wave after wave of pleasure burned through me from head to toe. I gasped for air. This woman was truly fucking me senseless. I had temporarily gone insane. And then mercifully, I blacked out.

When I roused, I lay gasping on the table where Ms. Strickland had debauched me, used me, toyed with me like a rag doll, and I was as content as I’d ever been. Groggily, I lifted my head and then slowly sat up. My employer was fully dressed, fresh-looking and completely put together. She sipped bottled water and thumbed her iPhone as she sat at the little dinette. When she finished her texting or whatever she was doing, she glanced up at me and smirked.

“It’s time you got up and dressed, Ten Speed,” she said evenly. “Head up to the pool and check to make sure everything is in order.” She glanced at her phone again. “It’s nearly 5 p.m. Finish with that last task and then you may leave for the day. Report to the pool at ten sharp tomorrow morning. Don’t be late!” she growled.

With that, I cleaned up, dressed, and walked to the pool. I completed my assignments for the day, and then wearily rode my new bicycle to my house. I showered, drank a full bottle of water, and then slept deeply, completely forgetting to set my alarm.


4th gear

A rumbling down the basement stairs startled me awake. My step-brother was the likely culprit. He had little consideration for others in the house and had no compunction whatsoever about waking me anytime of the day or night.

Sitting up, I felt around in the dark for my iPhone. My eyes went wide. It was 9:20 a.m. Crap! I turned on the bedside lamp and hopped out of bed, cursing myself for forgetting to set an alarm. I would have to really hustle to make it to my new job on time. I showered, performed my hygiene, slipped into another pair of skimpy cutoffs and a sports bra, and then I headed out, skipping coffee and breakfast. I knew I wouldn’t make it by ten, but I wouldn’t be too late. Perhaps I’d get a reprieve on my second day.

After parking my bike and entering the pool, I glanced at my phone. 10:09. Fortunately, Ms. Cassandra Strickland was nowhere to be seen. If I moved quickly, maybe she would never know about my tardiness. Snagging the pole attached to the net from the brick wall, I started for the pool. Then I caught sight of Ms. Clara Devine, this time lounging in a blue bikini, oiled and tanned, simmering in the sun. How I’d missed seeing her as I came in, I’m not certain, but I just shrugged it off as my haste to get started on my tasks.

She turned her head my way and made a production of lowering her white-framed sunglasses down the bridge of her nose. I held my breath and looked away, hoping she wouldn’t hassle me over some minor detail like she had the previous day. When I chanced a look her direction again, she was engaged with her phone, quickly typing onto the screen. I breathed a sigh of relief, feeling better about any chance of interruption being minimized now that she was engaged in texting or social media or whatever she was doing on her phone. As long as her attention was diverted away from me, I was satisfied.

There were plenty of Crepe Myrtle blooms in the pool, but the work went fast, and in less than fifteen minutes I had the water cleared of debris. Scurrying around the deck, I arranged the lounges and chairs neatly, picked up a few stray pieces of trash, and finished a few minutes earlier than I had the previous day. I gave Ms. Devine a surreptitious glance, but she was lying back, soaking up rays, oblivious to anything I might be doing.

I made my way down the trail and slipped into the greenhouse. When I didn’t see Ms. Strickland, I made my way to the brick shed and entered. I smiled. To all appearances, I had been right on time. My boss was sitting at the dinette, sipping tea and reading The Wall Street Journal. Setting the paper on the table, she stood and looked at me with a little smirk, mischief once again dancing in her eyes.

“You were nine minutes late, Ten Speed. I don’t tolerate tardiness.”

I opened my mouth in shock. She’d not only known I was late but exactly how late I’d been. My confusion didn’t last long when I gazed at her phone lying on the table. Ms. Devine hadn’t been checking social media or ignoring me; she’d been reporting on me!

“Well…uh…you see, ma’am,” I stammered. “I was tired from…uh…yesterday’s activities. I…I forgot to set an alarm.”

I smiled weakly and Ms. Strickland strode across the room, towering over me, hands on hips, eyebrows raised, nodding her head in mock understanding.

“Take off your clothes, Ten Speed.”

I didn’t move; I only gaped incredulously at her.

“I won’t tell you again, girl,” she said sternly.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I felt fear, but also a tingling in my pussy, wetness already developing in wonderment about what this spooky woman had in mind for me. I stripped completely, standing before her in only my birthday suit.

She pointed to the center of the room. “Stand there, hands on the table and bend at the waist. Do not speak and do not turn around.”

I did as instructed. I heard her footfalls move across the room, and then I heard the unmistakable clicking of a combination lock—apparently, she was opening one of the large cabinets next to the pegboard. Her steps, once again audible, tapped across the room.

“Disobedient girls need to be punished,” she said, and with that, I felt a stinging swipe across my ass.

I yelped and jumped, tears brimming in my eyes from the hot lashing to my sensitive flesh. Then a second one brought sizzling heat to my other cheek. I moaned. The strikes hurt, but it surprised me how turned on I’d gotten by having Ms. Strickland spank me. I almost hoped she’d hit me again. Instead, she turned me to the side, moving behind me as she directed my movement. Then a slim leather rod slid between my legs—a riding crop, for goodness sakes! She’d whacked me with a crop! And now she was coaxing my slippery pink petals with the instrument she had just used to spank me.

I moaned as the slick leather parted my labia and kissed my clit, traversing over my swollen bud and making my arousal nearly unbearable. Ms. Strickland must have bent her knees to accommodate the positioning of the crop because the angle of the leather rod was pointing upward at forty-five degrees in front of me. Now it was my knees that were bending; I nearly crumpled from the pleasure, but Ms. Strickland steadied me by gripping my ponytail and holding me up.

“OH, GOD!” I screamed. “OH, FUCK! Please don’t stop!”

My mistress bit my neck and breathed in my ear. “You are such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?”

When I didn’t answer right away, she pulled my hair tighter.

“Say it! Tell me you’re a filthy little slut with a wet, hungry pussy!”

“Yes! Please! I’m a slut. Please fuck me!”

I rode the crop like a woman possessed, the leather kissing my glistening pearl. I was nearing explosion, the combination of the spanking and rough manipulation of my sex driving me tangentially close to sheer bliss. And as quickly as it all happened, it ceased. Ms. Strickland withdrew the crop just as my orgasm was brewing deeply in my core, eliciting a cry of frustration and disappointment that had me whimpering like a child.

Seconds after the leather rod disappeared, another wicked lash raked my bottom. I screamed in agony and despair—not so much from the pain of the strikes, but from the climax I’d been denied. As I opened my mouth again with a groaning protest, Ms. Strickland placed the rod covered with my gooey jizz into my mouth.

“Clean it, girl. Lick yourself from my crop!”

My taste was thick and heady, earthy and strong. I followed her instructions, hoping that the agonizing interruption to my pleasure would be short-lived. It wasn’t to be. As she pulled the crop from my mouth, she spun another forty-five degrees so that she was between the table and me. Ms. Strickland hopped up on the vinyl covering with me facing her now, whipped off her shorts, and once again pulled my hair.

“I cum first, Ten Speed! Get busy! Lick my pussy!”

It wasn’t a request; it was a command. She pulled me between her legs, her black forest surrounding a pair of chocolatey lips. My tongue slid between her petals, parting them into two creamy and luscious pieces of fudge.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Suck my cunt!”

Despite everything that had just happened, or maybe because of it, I was beyond eager to lick the dark and luscious twat of my mistress. Her pussy was hot and frothy, and I scooped her cream with my eager tongue. Her eyes had nearly closed and her long, pink tongue emerged from her mouth as her free hand cupped one of her mammoth breasts. I vigorously lapped at her wet pussy, sucking her clit into my mouth and circling the tip of my tongue over her bud. She bellowed her approval.

“That’s it, Ten Speed. Aaahhh, Ooohhh, Fuuuccckkkk!”

Ms. Strickland began to shake in my grasp, but she never released hold of my hair. In fact, she gripped my locks even tighter. I didn’t care. I was happy to be between her legs, pleasuring her, fucking her with my mouth and tongue, bringing her to the brink of orgasm.

“Put your fingers inside me, girl. Fuck my pussy!”

I curled two digits and located the corrugated patch of her G-spot. I drummed her flesh without mercy, pounding her wet canal with my fingers. She let out an inhuman cry and arched her back. And then she shot a geyser of hot pussy juice into my face, soaking me with her love nectar. I lapped at her sweetness, craving her feminine desire. Her cum ran down my cheeks and dripped from my chin, little droplets sprinkling the floor with her lust. And then, after what seemed minutes, she calmed, releasing my hair and lying back on the table.

I stayed between her legs, my face sticky with her sauce. Mesmerized by her beautiful womanhood, I kissed the dark recesses of her inner thighs until she pushed me away.

“Get dressed, Ten Speed. You’ve wasted enough valuable time today. We have work to do.”

A wicked and evil grin flashed over her face. I didn’t care anymore. I knew now that I would do her bidding, however crazed and exotic it might be. And despite the postponement of my pleasure, I sensed she had something grand in store for me yet.


5th gear

We worked on the planters again and then broke for lunch—apples, bananas, and grapes were provided along with saltines and bottled water. When we finished lunch, she had me strip again. The process from earlier was repeated. Ms. Strickland lashed me with the crop—once on each cheek—before rubbing me with the smooth leather again and following it with a third strike once the crop was wet with my juices. And just like earlier, she brought me to the precipice of orgasm before removing the rod and having me service her again. I was out of my mind with need, but I began to sense some sort of method to her madness. I remembered her words from the previous day.

I understand that you have problems with motivation and discipline. In time, you will learn to overcome these obstacles. Sloth, laziness, lack of discipline, and lack of respect for your elders are not admirable qualities. I intend to help you see the light.

My ass was sore. A total of six strikes had my flesh humming with a perpetual burn. Nevertheless, she sent me once again to another section of the property, pulling the wagon with new planters to replace the old ones. But before I left, she issued a warning.

“The temptation to slip off into the woods or somewhere private to administer to the need that is surely brewing between your legs is ill-advised, young lady. I will know if you…ahem…take matters into your own hands. You will regret it if you do.”

She must have been reading my mind. My face fell, despite my best efforts to prevent it. Masturbation had been my top priority. I sorely needed release. She noticed my crestfallen countenance and laughed.

“Get moving, girl! We don’t have all day!”

I spent the next hour trying to concentrate on the task at hand, but Ms. Strickland’s sexual discipline played hauntingly in my mind as I went about my duties. My panties were soaked and my sex throbbed with a hungry need like I had never experienced. I was nearly in tears with frustration when I returned to the shed, but I had completed my assignment. We unloaded the old planters, disposed of the tired flowers and foliage, and cleaned the pots. Then Ms. Strickland took it upon herself to yank my clothes off, tossing me around like a rag doll, humiliating me in the process. When she saw the condition of my soggy panties, she laughed.

“In position, Ten Speed!”

I had hardly gotten my hands on the vinyl covering that lay across the table when a hard lash to each cheek sent searing pain through my body. The strikes with the riding crop were once more followed by the toying of my pussy with the leather rod. I knew it wouldn’t take much to make me cum, but Ms. Strickland seemed very tuned in to my body’s response. She brought me ever so close to The Promised Land before backing off, leaving me nearly in complete and utter despair. I whimpered but avoided begging; I knew it would do little good. In fact, making even the slightest of veiled demands would likely further prolong my need. After pulling the crop from between my lips, she popped me hard once more on my ass. Then she tossed the crop to the side and lifted me onto the table.

“Nine lashes, Ten Speed. One for each minute you were late today. I expect you’ve paid your dues.”

I moaned in relief as she lifted a flap of vinyl and reached under the tabletop. She emerged, producing a hand-held garden spade with a seven-inch handle of smooth, varnished wood. Her eyes lit up with devilish glee when she flipped the handle around, holding the tool where the metal met the wood. I gasped, realizing what she had in mind.

“I think I’ll do a little digging in your garden now, missy,” she chortled, placing the thick knob of polished wood at the entrance to my vagina.

She wasn’t exactly rough, but she was far from gentle as she pushed the handle into my sloppy sex. The makeshift dildo filled me, stretched me, challenged my capacity, but watching it slide into my pussy was gloriously delicious. I cried out.

“Aaahhh! Ooohhh! Holy FUCK!”

With each stroke, Ms. Strickland quickened the pace, my copious juices more than sufficient now to accommodate her thrusts. The polished handle of the spade touched every nerve inside my cunt, sending spasms of pleasure through my core. I began meeting her violating probes with an enthusiastic bucking of my hips, matching her plunges with my own anxious propulsions. The juicy chattering from my eager pussy filled the room, and I threw my head back in bliss. Then Ms. Strickland lowered her head and began assaulting my throbbing clit with her long, wet tongue. I commenced to rattle, the seismic action of my body a prelude to the inevitable. I lost control, screaming obscenities and flailing about as the mad paroxysm of my orgasm consumed me. When Ms. Strickland extracted the handle of the garden tool from my hot box with delicate timing, girl cum sprayed from my pussy like Old Faithful. The pleasure was indescribable and seemed to go on for minutes, followed by countless waves and aftershocks that rocketed my body into the fifth dimension. And then it was over.

I lay on the table, a quivering mass of female flesh, lost in the hazy world of post-orgasmic bliss. Perhaps I dozed for a spell, my recollection foggy. I wasn’t sure if it was day or night, and it was doubtful I could recite my own name. But gradually, my breathing stabilized and I began to focus. Slowly, I sat up and looked around. I was alone in the room, no sight of my dusky mistress. Shaking myself, I stood, unsteadily at first, and then I found my balance. I dressed slowly and walked into the greenhouse, but it was empty. So I walked like a zombie up the trail, located my bicycle right where I’d left it, and rode home, standing to pedal the whole way. My ass was too sore to sit on the seat of my Ten Speed.


6th gear

I arrived the following day ten minutes early, wondering almost hopefully if there would be some punishment for my punctuality. The morning was cooler than the previous two days, a blanket of gray preventing the sun from peeking through the clouds. I met Ms. Clara Devine at the pool, but this time she was not in swim attire. Instead, she wore snug red shorts, showcasing her tanned and toned legs and curvy bottom. A tight black tank top did little to conceal her bosom, and fashionable sandals adorned her dainty feet. I nodded her direction, trying not to glare at her, considering how she had tattled to Ms. Strickland regarding my tardiness the previous morning. I planned to make quick work of my pool chores before scurrying off to see what shenanigans my dark mistress had in mind for me today. And that’s when Ms. Devine dropped the bomb.

“I’m afraid Ms. Strickland will be unavailable today, pool girl,” she began. “It seems she’s been called on to do a lucrative legal consult downtown. She won’t return until evening.”

My heart sank. I looked at her and must have frowned, causing her to laugh aloud. I had tried to keep my disappointment to myself, but Ms. Devine had seen through me.

“So today I will oversee your duties. Won’t that be delightful?”

When I didn’t answer right away, she raised her eyebrows, her expression changing from playful to severe.

“I asked you a question, young lady. Don’t be impertinent!”

I gulped. “Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Delightful.”

She scrutinized me briefly for any insincerity or sarcasm, but I had moseyed off to collect the pole and didn’t wait for a response. I busied myself with my chores, trying not to think about the void I was feeling at the absence of Ms. Strickland. It was odd, but in a few short days I’d made peace with the fact that I longed for her—everything about her. Had someone told me several days prior that I would crave being berated, disciplined, dominated, and indiscriminately used as a sexual plaything, I would have laughed. When it came to sex or anything else for that matter, I’d always called the shots, or at least I liked telling myself that. But Ms. Cassandra Strickland had awakened something dark and delicious within my sexuality, and I wanted nothing more than to explore the depths with which she might take me.

I was finishing up scooping the Crepe Myrtle blooms from the water and lost in my thoughts when I sensed a presence slip up behind me. I turned, teetering on the edge, and as I did, a slender finger pressed between my breasts. I rocked, trying to keep my balance while holding onto the long pole I’d been using to fish the blooms from the pool. Then an entire hand was in my cleavage, pressing, eliminating any chance I had to regain control of my plight.

“Oops!” exclaimed Ms. Devine as I pinwheeled my arms, dropping the pole in a futile attempt to avoid falling backward.

She pulled both her hands to her cheeks in mock horror as I tumbled awkwardly into the pool. When I came up for air, she stood at the ledge laughing.

“Pool girl!” she bellowed through her guffaws. “The property amenities are only for residents and their guests. What has gotten into you?”

She smirked as I struggled for buoyancy in my wet clothing, standing with hands on her hips, not offering any kind of assistance to me. The smell and taste of chlorine filling my senses reminded me that the pool had been treated the previous day. My eyes burned and the water that had traveled up my nose had me coughing and sputtering. When I gathered my faculties, I swam to the opposite side of the pool and climbed out, heavy with soaked clothing. At least I’d removed my iPhone from the pockets of my cutoffs and placed it on a table before beginning my work. I was grateful for that. But I was steaming at the treatment I’d received from this woman. I wanted to attack her, throw her haughty little ass into the pool. When I looked at her, it seemed she was almost challenging me to try. Something told me it would be folly, so instead, I sat on a lounge and began crying in anger and frustration.

I didn’t feel Ms. Devine’s presence at first, but when a firm hand grasped my shoulder, I looked up at her. She had a neutral expression on her face, telling me she had no remorse for what she’d done, but that she would take no further pleasure in tormenting me. I still felt it hardly made her human.

“Come along, girl,” she said. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.”

She led me down a short wooded path the opposite direction from the greenhouse. We approached one of the stately garden homes, a secluded and private end unit, and she used a keypad attached to the trim to open the door of a two-car garage. I followed her inside. After turning on a light in the windowless chamber, she closed the door to the garage. Leading me into a laundry room, she snatched a towel from the top of the dryer and peered at me, her pink tongue making a 360 around her rosy lips.

“Strip!” she instructed.

“What?” I asked in disbelief.

“You are soaking wet, young lady. You are not going to traipse through my house and make a mess everywhere. Now strip!”

I couldn’t believe the nerve of this lady, the audacity. I was soaked because of her childish prank and now she was limiting my access to a private bathroom to towel off because I might drip a little water on her floor. I fumed. She smiled.

“Take those clothes off, girl!”

“May I have some privacy, please?”

She offered an exaggerated look of shock. “Allow a tramp like you to roam through my home unattended? Certainly not! Strip!”

She watched me undress. She smiled and raised her eyebrows as she assessed my naked body.

“Turn around,” she said.

When my back was to her, she tossed the towel onto my head. I dried myself, running the soft fluffy cloth over my head vigorously in an attempt to stop the cold droplets of water from dripping onto my skin. When I finished, she spoke again.

“About face,” she instructed.

I circled 180 degrees and gasped. Ms. Devine had stripped herself as I had dried my body. This had been an unexpected turn of events.

“I hear you’ve acquired a taste for pussy, pool girl. Rumor has it you’ve learned some new lessons. Perhaps you and I can be friends.”

I gulped and she stepped in. There was no denying she was a beautiful older woman. Big tits with small brown areolas anchored perfectly formed nipples that stuck straight out, begging to be suckled. Gasping, I panned down and glimpsed two protuberant pink petals, dewy and ripe. A golden triangle, perfectly trimmed, lay just north of her fleshy hood, gleaming in the light. My mouth ran dry.

She stepped closer yet, reached around my body, and grabbed a handful of my ass. Leaning in, she bit my ear.

“I’m gonna be your substitute teacher for the day. Would you like that?”

My pussy suddenly ached. Everything that had just happened during the morning was at least temporarily forgotten in that instant.

I moaned and nodded, consenting to be her pupil.

That was all it took. Stepping back, she gripped my arm firmly and pulled me into her house. A funhouse. A carnival. An utter madhouse.


7th gear

I knew nothing about Ms. Devine, other than that she was a devilish creature who exulted in tormenting me. But as she pulled me through a door into what appeared to be some sort of workout room with a thick mat spanning from corner to corner, I realized she was likely some kind of a fitness buff or gifted athlete. Several things provided support to this theory. First, the wall to the right—the only one that wasn’t mirrored—was covered in either shelves lined with trophies or pictures of a younger Ms. Devine in various modes of performing. Closer scrutiny gave credence to the fact that she had been some sort of martial arts grappler. Secondly, her firm grip and her superior strength, despite only being slightly larger than my average frame, suggested that she was practiced at the art of sparring.

Before I knew what was happening, she had me supine on the floor but held the heel of my right foot in her hand. Turning 180 degrees as she stepped through my spread legs, Ms. Devine deftly landed on the floor next to me, locking my leg with both of hers. Exerting pressure so that I was somewhat immobile—trying to move in any significant way caused pain—she had me wide open below. Her left arm kept pressure on my lower leg while her right hand snaked under my butt and entered my soaking pussy.

“Oh, pool girl, you’re as slippery as a career politician.”

I groaned at the thrill of her rough treatment. She got two fingers inside my cunt, then three, working my gooey canal with what was obviously a practiced skill. My juices were literally running from my pussy in a stream of Sapphic lust. I was getting very worked up, but I couldn’t thrust to meet her strokes. Any movement on my part brought searing pain to my knee, despite the roaring pleasure rushing through my girly parts. I was completely at her mercy. I felt the tidal wave of an imminent orgasm brewing deep in my belly, and I knew within a half dozen more strokes that I would climax. And that’s when she withdrew. I couldn’t believe it. Considering the ordeal I’d been through the previous day and the frustration of Ms. Strickland withholding orgasms from me, I wanted to wail like a baby. But then, slick fingers found the rosette of my asshole, and Ms. Devine quickly breached my third input with a naturally lubed finger. Then I felt a digit re-enter my pussy—a thumb perhaps. Ms. Devine began rolling the sensitive flesh between the walls of my asshole and vagina. The sensation combined in a medley of delicious duress, slight pain, and indescribable pleasure.

“I knew you’d like it in the ass, girl,” she breathed. “I’m gonna have such fun with your freaky little hole!”

Ms. Devine continued her circular rotation of my newly discovered erogenous zone, rolling the bundle of nerves faster and faster. Her manipulations of my forbidden fruit were unlike any sexual experience I’d ever had. The feeling was naughty and taboo and filthy all rolled into one.

“Oh, FUCK!” I bellowed. “Oh, God!”

“You little butt slut,” she teased. “You love it in the ass, don’t you?”

“YES! God, yes!” I moaned.

“Beg me to make you cum, you little freak! Beg me!” she hissed.

I begged. “Please, Ms. Devine! Please, make me cum!”

“Yeah?” she asked. “What are you gonna do for me, you little crack addict?”

She laughed at her own pun, but there was plenty of truth in her words. I suppose I felt like an addict must feel. I’d do anything—agree to anything—for her to take me to that special place…to that world beyond...to the next dimension.

“Anything! Anything! Just fuck me! Please!”

She squealed and laughed diabolically. “Anything?” she teased with glee.

“YES! YES! YES!”

She drove her finger and thumb with renewed passion into my holes, rubbing, grinding, coaxing my flesh. I hardly even noticed when she bit down on the back of my thigh; although later I’d spy a nasty bruise in that location. I felt like I might burst, a pent-up energy so forceful that nothing could hold it back. And then the dam broke. I came so hard I nearly fainted, not aware of the pain caused by my contortionist, only the hot white flame of the pleasure vibrating through every pore of my body. I shook violently, and vaguely became aware of Ms. Devine loosening her hold on me, but her digits kept up the ferocious attack below for a few more strokes. And then everything shifted.

Before I knew what was happening, her face was between my legs. Ms. Devine pushed back on my hips, granting her access to her burgeoning interest. When her hot tongue probed my asshole, I came again—or maybe it was the second wave of the first orgasm. Whatever the case, the pleasure in my erogenous zones flew off the charts. I felt so dirty and violated but those feelings were trumped by the delicious liberating feeling of the new horizons I’d discovered. I had thought I was sexually aware, but what these two woman had done to my body, coaxed from my loins, was beyond description. I had been propelled into a new awareness of the untapped pleasure that had been lying dormant in my body.

As Ms. Devine continued with the tonguing of my asshole, her hand began slapping roughly at my pussy. The sensation was both painful and pleasurable, right on the margin of whether I wanted the action to cease or continue. And just when I would wonder whether I could take one more swat, she would stop to vigorously rub my swollen clit, springing free another orgasm from my abused cunt. And then she would repeat the process.

I was dazed and whimpering when she finally crawled from between my legs. I lay back, trying to catch my breath and orient myself. But my reprieve was short-lived. Ms. Clara Devine began her ascent up my frame until her soaked pussy was inches from my face. She grabbed my still damp hair and pulled my head up, grinding my face against her pussy.

“Lick it, pool girl,” she demanded. “Suck my cunt!”

It wasn’t like I had a choice, really. And while I poked my tongue out to accommodate her request, she did most of the work. The hot blonde ground her muff into my face with vigor, twisting and yanking my hair to move my head in random directions. Up and down and side to side it went. I felt like the doll of a thoughtless child being dragged to and fro without the slightest consideration for my comfort or pleasure. And ironically, it thrilled me.

Then, without warning or pretense, Ms. Devine positioned her ass over my face, placing her rosette on my tongue.

“Lick my asshole, girl!” she demanded.

As my tongue caressed her pinkish brown button, Ms. Devine’s hand went to her pussy, working her clit like a maniac. Her salty flavor formed a river through her taint, terminating at my mouth and drenching my face with the blonde’s sauce. I consumed her, trying my best to lap at my new lover while gasping for air in an attempt to avoid suffocation. But I was saved by the bell—or at least a loud screech.

Ms. Devine cried out and began to rattle above me. I was vaguely aware of the abrasion to my face as she rode me like a rodeo cowboy. Her scream caught in her throat, and then she creamed my mouth, soaking me with her production before slumping heavily on my face. I had to turn slightly to find a source of oxygen, but I got just enough air to prevent complete asphyxiation. And then mercifully, she rolled clumsily off me, panting and moaning next to me on the mat.

My debauching at the hands of Ms. Clara Devine continued through the course of the day. She kept me in her little workout room, bending me into shapes I didn’t know my body could make, all the while fucking me with her fingers and toes, her tongue, and she even used her elbow to work my clit while I watched in the mirror despite the awkward position with which she had me.

Exhausted and bewildered, I fell asleep naked on the mat a little later in the afternoon. When I awoke in the early evening, Ms. Devine was standing with Ms. Cassandra Strickland at the door, both fully clothed. They peered at me with some amusement.

“I trust you two got on splendidly in my absence?” Ms. Strickland chortled.

It had seemed like a lifetime ago when Ms. Devine had pushed me into the pool, but it all came rushing back when she responded.

“Oh, Cassandra! We got along swimmingly! You could say that your little plaything made quite a splash!”


8th gear

I arrived the following morning two minutes early. Ms. Devine wasn’t in attendance, but a young man and a chubby older woman—perhaps mother and son—sunbathed quietly in the far corner of the pool area while I scooped Crepe Myrtle blooms from the water. I was a bit disappointed. I would have gladly had another go with Ms. Clara Devine and had fantasized about her as I drifted off to sleep the previous evening.

It was nearly eleven when I headed down the trail toward the greenhouse. I found Ms. Strickland in the brick shed, once again sitting at the dinette table sipping tea and scouring the financial news in The Wall Street Journal.

She beamed at me, a genuine smile that disarmed me momentarily. I wasn’t sure what to think since I’d only seen her grin and smirk at me in the past.

“Come,” she said, patting her thick and creamy ebony thighs.

“Ma’am?” I responded, closing the distance between us.

She patted her legs again, indicating that she wanted me to sit on her lap. Turning, I planted myself on her dreamy thighs. Ms. Strickland’s smooth, warm skin set me aglow, and I instantly felt a tingling sensation rush through me. She wrapped her arms around me and turned my body enough that our faces were nearly pressing. Then, she leaned in and kissed me like I’d never been kissed before, igniting a stirring passion from my scalp to the tips of my toes. Her thick lips, damp and warm and delicious, devoured mine. I lost myself not only in the kiss but in the embrace as well. Her large hands began roaming my body, and before I knew what was happening, my tank top and bra had been removed. Her hot mouth dropped to my titties, and I swooned as both the feel and the visual of her working those chocolatey lips over my turgid nipples ensued. My pussy became a lake of fire, a hot volcano threatening to erupt. As Ms. Strickland continued her assault on my breasts, she maneuvered me into a standing position. My dusky goddess had to brace me as I teetered with delightful dizziness, but she managed to drop my shorts and thong to the floor without dropping me. I absently stepped from my clothing before she pulled me back onto her lap. Ms. Strickland ran her hands through my light-brown hair and moaned into my mouth. I could tell that I was having the same effect on her that she was having on me.

She breathed into my ear and I shivered. “Do you trust me, Ten Speed?”

I nodded. “I trust you,” I whispered.

“Good,” she said. “I want to take you to the next level. Do you think you’re ready?”

I let her kisses rain down upon my neck and breasts as I considered her question. While I trusted her not to hurt me—at least in any permanent or unrecoverable manner, I still had a nervous curiosity about what she had in mind for me. Clearly, I was being buttered up for some wild adventure that was working through her wicked and devious brain.

I steeled myself, deciding at that moment that I was in for a penny, in for a pound. Whatever this sultry older woman had in mind for me, I was game to try.

“I want you to totally submit to me, girl. I intend to tie you up like an animal, to restrain you, to completely have my way with you!”

I shivered with both fright and anticipation, my pussy leaking frothy nectar onto Ms. Strickland’s luscious ebony leg. She reached down and touched my pussy, spreading the gooey warmth oozing from my overheated cunt. My eyes became half-lidded as she worked her fingers over my sex. Then she brought her wet digits between our lips, and we shared the feminine taste from the heady richness of my desire.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Do what you will with me, mistress.”

Ms. Strickland lifted me and carried me to the table with the vinyl covering. She laid me gently, looking down at me with a newfound adoration that I reciprocated. My dark mistress stroked me lovingly, almost tenderly. And then she rolled the vinyl up and hooked it with a device hidden under the table. Next, she secured my wrists to some sort of manacles she’d produced that were attached to the sides of the table. Pushing my feet over my head and exposing my sex, she slipped my ankles through straps and pulled them snugly so that I was nearly immobilized.

“Are you comfortable, dear?” she asked. “It’s your last time to speak for a while.”

I looked at her with what must have been a bemused expression but answered in the affirmative.

“I’m not at all uncomfortable, ma’am,” I replied. “Please, mistress, do as you wish!”

Her approving smile and nod told me all I needed to know. Ms. Strickland temporarily left my sightline, but soon returned, applying a ball gag to my mouth.

“There are no such things as safe words in my dungeon, dear. We are past that now.”

I nodded bravely, but a feeling of disquiet rushed through me as I now realized that I was completely at this woman’s mercy.

Ms. Strickland walked away briefly again and when she returned she had completely disrobed, her big ebony tits swaying freely. She held a small tube and a glass butt plug. I gulped, remembering my anal initiation the previous day, how it had been both wonderful and a bit painful.

Ms. Strickland lubed the plug and slowly slid it into my asshole, causing me to gulp beneath the gag.

“Good, Ten Speed,” she said matter-of-factly, smiling her wicked smile.

My mistress reached under the table, producing a big, firm pillow, and placed it under my head, sufficiently propping me up so I could see what was happening with my sex. I couldn’t see the plug, though I could certainly feel it, but I now had a clear view of my soggy slit below.

Ms. Strickland saw it too. She ran a long, deft finger through my cooze. When she extracted her digit, a clear band of my cum trailed from my pussy before adhering to her finger. She sampled my jizz, licking it off before scooping more and once again tasting my girly love as if she were cleaning her fingers of a tasty sauce during a casual lunch.

“Mhmmm,” she moaned. “You taste as good as you look, Ten Speed!”

With that, she went down on me, running her long, thick tongue through my canal, splitting my petals like Moses parting the Red Sea.

The feeling of her mouth on my sex combined with the naughtiness of how she’d restrained me sent me reeling. Within several strokes of her talented tongue, a jolting orgasm gripped me. Muffled cries released from beneath my gag, but they were barely audible. Ms. Strickland seemed oblivious to my pleasure, but I’m certain she knew exactly what she was doing. She kept licking me, swirling her tongue over my clit. The sensitivity was almost unbearable, and just when I thought I might lose my mind, she rammed two fingers inside me, inducing another quick and robust orgasm from my pussy.

She relented momentarily, and instinctively I tried to calm myself, inhaling deeply through my nose before releasing the air.

Ms. Strickland hovered above me smiling, her face coated with my dewy desire. The sheen of my cum glistening on her dark skin made me shiver, causing her amusement at my condition. My mistress patted my ass gently before rubbing her soft, warm hand over my bottom. Then she disappeared for a moment before returning. This time she held a red and black leather flogger, making me gulp yet again. She played no games, offered no pretense. She merely brought the business end of the flogger down on my exposed ass with two rapid strikes on each side of my butt—four strikes in total—scalding my flesh with a fiery heat. Tears welled in my eyes, but the moisture they produced was no match for the river of liquid heat running through my love canal. My pussy was dripping with lust.

Ms. Strickland stepped back to admire her handiwork. She seemed more than satisfied at the sight of my fanny, presumably now a hot shade of red. Gently, she brought the tendrils of the flogger over my sex, tickling me into a frenzy before stepping back and swatting each cheek twice more. Then she dragged the leather tails through my gooey labia again. The contrast of sensations had me wondering whether I was coming or going—hot discomfort on my ass battling with the unbridled bliss in my erogenous zones. The conflict was deliciously thrilling. And then Ms. Strickland dove her face back between my legs, devouring my hot box like a woman possessed. As she licked, she would occasionally jostle the butt plug, sending a vibrating pulse of electricity through my backdoor as she slurped at my juicy twat. She alternated that with little pinches to my bottom, causing me to jump at the pain between the episodes of pleasure racing through my body. I orgasmed countless times, often squirting my nectar in a gush from my overheated sex. The manipulation of my body had seemed endless. I lost track of time. My world became filled with the tormenting abuse to my backside alternating with the mind-blowing bliss Ms. Strickland ushered from my sex. It wasn’t interrupted until a firm knock on the shed door stopped everything.
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Ms. Strickland seemed only momentarily startled. I was surprised when she traipsed to the door naked and opened it. Then the door quickly closed as Ms. Carla Devine confidently stepped into the space. In a flash, there were three naked women in the room. Then, before I realized what was happening, the two women joined me on the table. Ms. Strickland removed my ball gag and then unstrapped my ankle ties, retying them below me after I was allowed to lay normally on the table. Ms. Devine followed suit by abruptly placing the head of a double-sided dildo into my mouth, removing it once I’d adequately lubed it, and sliding the slickened end into Ms. Strickland, whose ass was hovering over my midsection.

Ms. Devine then straddled my face, placing her sumptuous pink pussy directly onto my mouth. I couldn’t see Ms. Strickland any longer, but it didn’t take a genius to figure out that the blonde woman was working the dildo in and out of my dusky mistress.

“Lick my pussy, pool girl,” Ms. Devine sang out. “Get me nice and wet!”

The truth was, she was plenty slick when she’d impaled herself on me, but I went to work adding to her lubrication. When she felt I’d gotten her delicious cunt juicy enough, she turned and slid up the table. Ms. Strickland moved the same direction, lifting the lonely end of the dildo and aiming it toward Ms. Devine’s open slit. The imagery—both auditory and visual—of these two gorgeous and horny women fucking themselves with a double-headed dildo directly over my face was a sight to behold. An immediate and overwhelming desire to be more than a spectator frustrated me immensely, but I knew the shenanigans would eventually involve me. So I bided my time while enjoying the spectacle of the wild sex scene unfolding within inches of my face.

But my senses were firing on all cylinders nonetheless. The feminine aroma of the pair along with the hot nectar they produced dripping onto my waiting lips aroused me such that my pussy ached to be touched. But Ms. Strickland avoided my girly bits, instead, placing her hands on my thighs. With each stroke and moan, she would grip me tightly before releasing me momentarily. The sensation was like that of a blood pressure cuff, squeezing and retreating, over and over again. I attempted to arch my hips, but with her weight bearing down on me in conjunction with the restraints, I was nearly immobile.

The moans and cries coming from my two older lovers began to increase, as did the intensity of their thrusts—now needy and urgent. Their sloppy cunts produced a symphony of sound, an erotic orchestra strumming a uniquely distinct cacophony of lust.

Ms. Strickland came first. She pounded her big brown ass against her paler lover’s, the massive schlong they shared almost disappearing completely into their respective holes. Her grip on my legs became almost painful, but the intensity of her pleasure was so remarkably titillating that I barely noticed the vice-like grip she had on me.

Ms. Devine’s climax began as Ms. Strickland’s faded. The sultry blonde shouted expletives that would make a gangster blush. Cream dripped down both women’s inner thighs as they rode the dildo down the homestretch.

When it was over, Ms. Strickland slumped briefly over my body, her dark mane tickling my bare legs and sending a burning need through my core. Ms. Devine arched forward and the dildo flopped from her pussy with an audible pop, brushing my nose as it swung pendulously above. My dark mistress reached behind herself and pulled the huge member from her velvety cunt, aimlessly tossing the phallus aside and rotating her body 180 degrees so that she was facing me. She smiled wickedly and pressed her face against my belly just as Ms. Devine once again placed her pussy on my face.

As Ms. Strickland trailed her wet tongue southward over my abdomen, I coiled my tongue and inserted it inside Ms. Devine’s fiery quim. I’d never had sex with two people before, and the prospects had me excited beyond my wildest imagination. When Ms. Strickland’s thick appendage stroked my clit, I transferred the burning enthusiasm rushing through me onto the pussy in my face. I devoured Ms. Clara Devine, her grip on my hair and her feral cries confirming her approval.

“Oh, Ten Speed,” Ms. Strickland remarked between long laps at my sex. “You are so wet for me, girl. And so sweet and gooey. Mhmmm!”

Her description of my flavor contrasted with that of Ms. Devine’s. My outstretched tongue probed the depths of the blonde’s salty tang, the splendid taste dancing deliciously on my tongue. I couldn’t get enough.

We went at each other in this arrangement for a spell, but before too long, I felt the familiar rush of energy bubbling in my belly, spreading heat outward in all directions. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer. Ms. Strickland’s tongue was performing its magic on me, a sort of hocus-pocus that barely left me with the capacity to focus on Ms. Devine’s approaching explosion. Somehow, I kept my wits and doubled down on my effort. Ms. Devine began writhing above me, pulling my hair, and cussing up a storm. Then just as the bubble threatened to burst in my pussy, the hot woman riding my face soaked me with a gush of her love nectar. She howled and bucked and rode my face while Ms. Strickland brought me to new waves of joy like I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams. I came and came and came again, floating in a cloud of orgasmic joy that seemed to go on and on until I drifted into a fog of ecstasy. And just as Ms. Devine’s bliss faded, mine likewise tapered to a low hum as I lay there dazed and sated.

Moments passed without much movement, and then both women dismounted the table. Positioning themselves on each side of me, they untied my wrists and ankles. Ms. Strickland plucked the plug from my asshole and slipped it underneath the table with the double-headed dildo. My mistress hoisted herself onto the table and placed her dark, dreamy cunt over my mouth.

“Lick me, Ten Speed,” she commanded. “Eat my pussy!”

I gladly began feasting on her just as Ms. Devine wedged herself between my legs, scissoring me and placing her hot, pink lips directly on my slippery petals. The older blonde woman was literally fucking me with her cunt, her slippery pearl abrading mine as she stroked me back and forth, around and around. The feeling was exquisite, her warm flesh melding into mine, our wetness combining into a hot concoction of creamy goodness spreading over our sex and beyond. My inner thighs and abdomen became a slippery, soggy, and delightful mess.

In the meantime, Ms. Strickland ran her dark dewy lips over my mouth, the soft bristles of her black pubic hair tickling my nose with each thrust. Her juices cascaded through her sex like a lusty flowing river, and I caught every drop on my eager tongue. The fucking Ms. Devine was giving me below combined with the exotic pussy covering my mouth was sending me into orbit yet again. The familiar rattle from within began its slow rumble toward paradise. The rumble built to a low boil and then to a thunderous roar. Ms. Devine was frantic in her gyrations now, and I met each of her thrusts with spirited bounces and lewd rotations of my hips to keep pace.

Ms. Strickland’s moans and cries increased as she reached up to tug at her massive breasts. It seemed that we were all lost in our own Sapphic energy, our own gnawing need, yet nevertheless on a collision course of climax. And that’s exactly what happened. We all bucked simultaneously before stiffening, lost in that world where eruption was within imminent grasp, sanity hanging in the balance by a mere thread, until the force was too great. My own explosion occurred as I felt a soaking heat cover both my face and vagina simultaneously. Feral screams and lusty groans filled the brick shed as our harmonious trio sang both verse and chorus. I released myself to the pleasure raging through my body. It shook me from head to toe, gripping me in its steely claws, unmercifully relentless, holding me captive in time and space. My mind held onto a singular purpose, the pleasure electrifying every nerve ending, shocking me with waves of indescribable ecstasy until the world went black and I spiraled into nothingness.

I awoke alone. I’m not sure how long I was out or the time of day, or even which day it was. Dazed and delirious, I stumbled naked to the sink and used a clean cloth to wash myself with warm soapy water I’d stoppered in the basin. Then, I slowly sipped a bottle of cool water I fetched from the refrigerator. I dressed and wandered into the greenhouse, but it was empty. As I walked outside, I checked my phone and was astonished to discover that it was going on seven in the evening. Trudging up the hill, I replayed the events of the past days in my mind. My life had changed dramatically in a very short time. My former ideas and views and attitudes had evaporated like a small puddle of water on a hot summer day. I saw the world through different eyes and I felt it suited me. My education at the hands of these two dominant women had affected me profoundly. I smiled as I considered the future and felt a familiar twitch between my legs. I had awakened sexually beyond my wildest dreams. And I had Ms. Cassandra Strickland and Ms. Clara Devine to thank for my tutelage.

I glanced around as I approached my bike, still leaning against the tree where I’d left it. I didn’t see either of my older lovers, only a few cars driving through the neighborhood. I was weary from the events of the day and a little sore from the acrobatics my body had been subjected to over the past several days—albeit happily weary.

Gingerly, I climbed onto my bike and exited the property, once again electing to stand on the pedals as I made my way home.


10th gear

The next month of my life was similar to the events of those first several days under the supervision of my new employer. I was debauched by the dreamy older women from the Willow Springs HOA on a daily basis—they were insatiable. Mind you, I was more than a willing participant. The heights of pleasure and sexual awareness that Ms. Cassandra Strickland and Ms. Clara Devine introduced to me had been an eye-opening experience. Mostly, the wild scenes with these women occurred in the brick shed adjacent to the greenhouse, but on occasion, I would roll around on Ms. Devine’s workout mat in her condo where she would bend me into all sorts of unfathomable contortions and have her way with me. She frequently remarked on my flexibility and how much she enjoyed toying with my pliable and lithe body.

There were other positive changes too. I learned a lot about horticulture and discovered I had a green thumb and a keen interest in flowers and plants. Along with encouragement from my two mistresses, I was making plans to attend a community college in the spring to study botany. I would need to save money, but with my new occupation, I was well on my way. Following the initial two weeks of my employment, I received my first paycheck from the HOA. The payment for my services was quite generous, far exceeding my expectations. The truth was, I would have gladly performed my duties for free. But it was nice to be compensated monetarily. After all, I had bills to pay and plans for my future. I had to chuckle to myself. Making plans for my future had been something I’d given little consideration to before my new life began. But I had blossomed and realized some truths about myself—namely that I had a real affinity for sex with women, specifically older women. It filled my dreams and fantasies, and lucky me, I was living out my fantasies on a daily basis at Willow Springs!

I would never be close to my step-father, but we came to an understanding that made my living conditions bearable. I was able to make car payments to him now that I had a job, and we even worked out an agreement where I paid some of the back payments I owed. The best part was that my car had been returned to me for limited use. I was also required to pay half of my auto insurance and told I would need to start taking care of my own mobile phone bills. I accepted these terms with no bickering. But it was nice to have my car back to shop, run errands, and occasionally meet friends at the mall. But I never drove my car to my job at Willow Springs. The neighborhood was only a mile from the house, and besides, there was just something special about riding that Ten Speed!
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