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Introduction

Casual trysts with a wealthy and bored housewife, Mrs. Van der Bergh, turn into paid meetings when Nadja unexpectedly becomes unemployed.  Now with a paid client and a cash-filled lifestyle she is getting used to Nadja decides to step her game up and take her girl-on-girl skills to the next level with her special lady friend, who also has ideas of her own on how their “arrangement” will continue.

Follow Nadja as she gives into not only a new life as an upper-class lesbian call girl but role with her first client that will take her to new and exciting levels of ecstasy and lust!


Chapter One – Lorraine

Nadja’s phone buzzed in her bag as her rideshare turned onto Mrs. Van der Bergh’s street.  She reached in and pulled it out to read ...

Hi hun don’t have much time this evening come on up here for you 
xo Lorraine

She rolled her eyes as they tossed it back into her bag, annoyed at the rambling of words that were the trademark of Lorraine Van der Bergh’s text messages.  She glanced at her watch.  Maybe she could make it home before midnight and get a good night’s sleep.  She was not in the mood this evening and the cold, rainy night didn’t make it any more exciting to be out and about, and not with Mrs. Van der Bergh, an older woman who was beautiful and striking – but “for her age”. 

It wasn’t long before that being with an older woman was thrilling for Nadja, but now after several months and many more hook-ups the novelty was wearing off.  But she recently lost her job, so having a generous older woman with a lot of time and money on her hands, an absent husband (literally and figuratively) and a penchant for mid-20-something pussy was too good to let go.

Since becoming unemployed Mrs. Van der Bergh had been helping Nadja out with some of her bills - as in all of them, and then some.  Their sexy little trysts had developed into an on-going arrangement, unspoken but understood.  Nadja kept telling herself that she needed to find a job, but truth be told she loved eating pussy anyway, and novelty or no novelty, her rich lady-friend’s generosity made looking for a new job so unappealing.

She had also fibbed a bit on how much she needed – something she was sure Mrs. Van der Bergh knew – so she could splurge on clothes, lingerie, expensive sex toys and nights out with friends.  Still, she felt she needed to be available for her lady-patron, even if she didn’t always want to have torrid woman-on-girl lesbian sex with her.  This night was one of those nights.

The car slowed down as the driver tried to read the numbers on the tall apartment buildings through the rain, most of them with long covered entrances that made it difficult to even find the numbers on the buildings, much less read them.

“It’s that one,” Nadja said to the driver, pointing to one of the buildings ahead as he inched the car forward.  “The one with the red covered entrance.”

The driver stopped the car in front of the ritzy apartment building and the building’s concierge walked to the end of the covering then opened an umbrella before opening the back seat’s door and helping Nadja out.  She stepped out of the car, thanked the driver and scurried with the concierge, huddled under the over-sized umbrella to the covering.  They continued into the building. 

“Thank you, Maxwell,” she said once inside as she shook the rain off her designer trench coat that was made for a photo shoot of a rainy day rather than for actually being protection against elements.  She knew the concierge from her previous visits to Mrs. Van der Bergh, though she didn’t know if he knew why.  But that was one of the many perks of being associated with the Van der Bergh’s – affluence automatically meant non-judgment and a certain level of discretion from those it employs. 

So not a peep from Maxwell – not even a look – just a gentle nod with his eyes closed as a gesture of his servitude.  Nadja continued through the marbled, opulent lobby to the elevators, one of which was already waiting for her.  She stepped in, looked back at Maxwell to signal she was ready to go up; he responded with another nod and from his desk sent the elevator up to Nadja’s special lady friend, Lorraine Van der Bergh, wife of Walter Van der Bergh – CEO of one of the successful private investment firms in the country. 

On my way up

~Nadja

Nadja sent her text to Lorraine.  She thought about how she was not in the mood this evening and how she had not been in the mood the last few times she saw her special lady friend.  But now was not the time to put those thoughts into her head.  Now was the time to ‘get in the mood’, put her game face on and pleasure – and maybe get pleasured by - the woman who was keeping afloat financially these past months. 

She turned to the mirror in the elevator: “Showtime, girlfriend,” she said to her reflection, giving herself a pep talk just before the elevator dinged as it reached the Van der Bergh’s floor.

Nadja walked out of the elevator and towards the door to the only domicile on the floor – the penthouse.  As usual, the door to the Van der Bergh’s apartment was unlocked.  She entered the apartment and stopped at the table and mirror that hung in the entrance way, placing her large hobo-style bag on the small table.   

She tossed her dark blond hair, then adjusted her boobs to create more cleavage before opening her purse and pulling out a small plastic bottle of lube.  She lubricated two of her fingers and in a maneuver she’d done several times before when she wasn’t sure Lorraine could get her wet; she reached in her own pants and rubbed her lubed up fingers around her crotch, in between her labia and inside her own hole until she was wet enough to handle whatever her lady friend had in mind for the evening.

“Hot.  Red hot,” she thought to herself after her quick prep.  She started into the apartment, down the hallway that led to the older woman’s dressing room, singing melodies loud enough for her to hear Nadja, her young plaything, make her way to her boudoir. 

Lorraine sat at the upholstered chair that faced against the mirrored vanity; her robe was slightly open and the sash loosely tied.  She sat there naked under the loose robe, tapping a makeup brush to her nose as she waited for her slut to arrive and please her.  She shifted her legs and could feel the wetness welling up between them as her anticipation grew.

She heard Nadja’s melodies and smiled at the impending pleasure ride she was about to take. She spread her legs and raised them to rest on the arms of the chair, placing her stiletto-clad heels on the edge of the vanity.  Her perfectly coiffed black curls were like a crown on top of her pussy - clean shaven and smooth, including the labia.  The woman’s hair and face were already made up for an evening she had planned with Mr. Van der Bergh.

In the mirror’s reflection she saw Nadja come through the doorway.  Her young lesbian play thing stood there in a black pant suit that was more fit for a high-level executive meeting than an erotic evening with the wife of such a high-profile man.  Nadja leaned against the doorway – arms crossed, hair in a twist, lips fire truck red – and smiled at Lorraine. 

She really was a beautiful woman who took very good care of herself – and had the means through a blue-blooded family and a financially wise marriage to spend whatever she needed to maintain her shapely physique and beautiful face.  And her pussy.  She always was perfectly groomed and used the most delicious-smelling lotions that made going down on her pleasurable for Nadja, even if only “enough” for evenings like this one.

Lorraine licked her lips and cracked a devilish smile.  With a twitch of her head, she signaled for Nadja to come to her.  Nadja smiled back, having forgotten her earlier trepidations, and started walking with a sultry sway towards her older lover, her lesbian benefactor.  She traced her hands down the front of the suit jacket, under which she only had a black lace demi-bra that could barely hold her young, full Double-D’s.

“It’s good to see you Lorraine,” Nadja said with a coy smile; she unbuttoned her suit jacket as she walked towards her, revealing the black lace bra that just covered her nipples and her large breast that bounced as she walked.  She stopped just next to Lorraine, looking down at her with eager eyes.

“I don’t have much time,” Lorraine said with a pouty smile as she lowered one leg from the edge of the vanity.

Her hands moved down her own body and opened the robe’s sash to expose her naked body.  Nadja admired her body; it was lean and fit, and for a woman her age was very sexy.  Her hands rubbed her body and made their way down to her crotch.  Nadja smiled wider as she watched Lorraine begin to rub her crotch area.

“Get in here on your knees, you slut …” she said in a soft but stern voice, directing Nadja to position herself on her knees in front of her opened legs.  Nadja obeyed with a sexy, sinful smile.  In her power suit and semi-exposed breasts, she knelt before her older lover.  She knew Lorraine loved her tits, so she pulled them out of her bra and circled her own nipples, licking her lips while eagerly gazing into Lorraine’s eyes.

Lorraine put her leg back on the edge of the vanity, locking Nadja in a sexy prison between her legs and in front of her exposed pussy.  She scootched herself in the chair, tilting her hips up to expose her crotch area as much as possible.  She took her hands and opened her pussy lips to expose the pink pillow of her pussy hole, glistening with her creamy juices.

“You see my pink cunt, slut?” she said as she touched it lightly, causing herself to shutter at her own touch.

“Yes, Mrs. Van der Bergh …” Nadja said to her in a playful tone.  “What do you want me to do, Mrs. Van der Bergh?”

“I want you to suck on it until I tell you to stop …”

“Yes, ma’am …” Nadja said back with a lusty smile on her face.  She leaned in, placing her hand on the floor for balance, puckered her lips and began kissing the older woman’s pink pussy. 

Nadja knew well what she wanted and what made her shiver, what made her shake, what made her cum – and hard.  This wasn’t the first time there ‘wasn’t much time’ so Nadja knew what she needed to do to make her orgasm fast and hard. 

Her soft, sensual kisses turned to light sucking on the soft opening of Lorraine hole; she bobbed her head in rhythm.  Nadja would start slow and then gradually move faster and side-to-side as Mrs. Van der Bergh would increase her moaning and gasps.  And every so often she’d flick the opening of her hole with her tongue – a sure way to get a back arch from this evening’s “top”.

Nadja continued to work her lips and mouth on Lorraine’s cunt, and though she wasn’t in the mood earlier, eating another woman’s pussy was something she loved doing.  And Mrs. Van der Bergh, as much as she annoyed Nadja, had a very tasty, wet pussy.  Getting her off got Nadja off; she loved knowing that she had this skill and the power to bring her and other women to orgasm. 

Lorraine responded with moaning and groaning as she slowly gyrated to Nadja’s pussy-sucking.  As her ecstasy grew, she put one hand on the back of her bottom’s head and bobbed it up and down.  Nadja responded with deep tongue fucking into her sex hole and her arms wrapped around Lorraine’s thigh to spread her crotch open wider for her lesbian feast.

This drove Mrs. Van der Bergh wild and she began forcefully bobbing Nadja’s head into her crotch with a tighter grip on the back of her head.

“Fuuuuck … Nadja … you’re so good at pleasing me …”

“Mmmm …” she responded, deep in her work on the woman’s cunt, now stiffening the tip of her tongue and flicking the taunt skin at the opening of her creamy canal.  This sent Lorraine into quick convulsions and bated gasps. 

“You’re … [pant, pant] … my little bitch… [pant, pant] … aren’t you?” she suddenly turned on the dirty talk as she continued to convulse and drive Nadja’s head into her crotch.

“Ummm, hmmm …” Nadja hummed affirmatively as she tried to look up at her client but couldn’t with her head firmly lodged into Lorraine cunt with her strong grip.  She realized she was under Lorraine’s control and, though she didn’t really care for it, she let her continue.  After all, Lorraine didn’t have much time, so surely this would end soon.

“Just a little filthy …” she gripped her hair tighter and started to grind Nadja’s head into her crotch, “… little … [gasp] … whore!”

Nadja hummed in affirmation, not knowing what to do but not being able to do anything if she did.  She took this as a cue to suck harder and more feverishly, but this only made Lorraine more forceful in her hold.  If it weren’t for her writhing in the chair, Nadja would have had difficulty even breathing.  She wasn’t sure when this would end but she hoped it was soon.

“Stick your tongue in my ass,” Lorraine suddenly said in a sober voice with one large scooch on the chair to expose part of her ass cheeks.  She took her hand from Nadja’s head and with the other spread her cheeks apart to open the rosebud of her asshole to a surprise and took back Nadja.

“Whaaa … uh, I don’t … we didn’t talk about this …” Nadja stammered out, slightly repelled by the request.

“Stick your tongue in my ass, I said,” Lorraine said in an authoritative voice, now glaring down at her bewildered younger lesbian lover.

“Lorraine,” she started, trying to think of what to say.  “I don’t do that …”

Giving her comments and wishing no attention, Lorraine said firmly back pointing to her bedroom: “There’s a stack of money over on my bedside table that says you do.”

Nadja glanced over to where she was pointing, through the second door in Mrs. Van der Bergh’s dressing room to see a white, business-sized envelope opened what appeared - from that distance - to be a large stack of money.  Just like in the movies.

She knew it was a lot of money too. Lorraine carried cash and always in large denominations – she knew this from the many times her patron gave her money to “help her out”. 

Nadja looked up at Mrs. Van der Bergh, then back again towards the other room and the envelope of cash.  She felt something sharp poking her back; it was the heel Lorraine’s stiletto. 

“I don’t have much time … now …” she took one from her ass cheek, put it on the top of Nadja’s head, turned it towards her exposed crotch and pulled it in.  “Do to my asshole what you were doing to my cunt.  And do it fast.”

Nadja closed her eyes and leaned in …    


Chapter Two – After Kissing the Rosebud

Nadja sat in the back of the car Mrs. Van der Bergh had been waiting for her when she left the building, thinking of what had just happened.  She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smelled it, still slightly stunned at how the evening progressed and what she did.  Her hand had a distinctive, slightly acrid, slightly floral smell.  Floral like how the insides of Lorraine’s thighs smell …

She opened her bag to see if she had a random piece of gum or mint, if anything to ease her mind that was still wrestling with her first foray into “ass stuff”.  She fumbled around her purse, nervously tossing things around inside and then saw the white envelope that she had tossed in her bag as she hastily left Mrs. Van der Bergh’s apartment just a handful of minutes before.

With jumbled thoughts and not knowing who she was speaking to, she asked the driver, “Do you have a mint or piece of gum?”

“Fuck!  This isn’t a rideshare!  That’s Lorraine’s driver!” She was mortified and continued to mentally berate herself.  “Fuck!  Does he know I had my tongue up his boss’ wife’s ass?!  Fucking mint?  Nadja!  Get your head on straight!” 

“Sorry, Miss Laurent,” the driver said sympathetically with a quick glance in the rearview mirror.  “I don’t.  We can stop if you – “

“No, that’s fine,” Nadja said before he could finish.  “Just take me home.  I’ll be fine …” her voice trailed as she looked out the window, counting the streets as they drove towards her apartment on the other side of the city.  She couldn’t wait to get home and brush her teeth; so much so the trip seemed like they were driving to the other side of the country.

They finally turned onto her street and without asking “Which one?”, the driver pulled the black Mercedes up alongside her apartment.  Wanting to get out of the car as soon as possible, she searched for the handle with her hand as the driver exited the car and walked around behind it.

“Dammit!  I don’t want to see him!  Just let me out of the fucking car!” she thought to herself, frantically searching for the door handle before the driver made it to her side of the car.

Then the door opened and a hand reached in.

“Miss, you are home,” the driver said, hand still extended until she reached back, took it and stepped out of the car – much like she had done less than two hours ago with Maxwell but now feeling far more exposed and vulnerable after the lesbian play she just had with Lorraine.

“Thank you,” she said looking up to the driver, suddenly realizing that they had met before - the first night she met Lorraine at a party hosted by Nadja’s previous employer, a top PR firm that represented Walter Van der Bergh and Van der Bergh Enterprises.  Her shocked realization must have been obvious to the driver who’s name she didn’t remember.

“You are welcome, Miss Laurent.  Shall I walk you to the front door?”

“No, no that’s not necessary …” she wanted nothing more than to run away from this embarrassing situation, her mind still jumbled with thoughts about what she just did, if the driver knew and the money …

“For money!  Nadja, what the fuck are you doing?” she thought again to herself.  Partly mortified, partly realizing she had an envelope full of cash in her bag.

“Very well.  I’ll stay until you are inside safely.  Mrs. Van der Bergh insisted on your safety,” he said politely, stepping back toward the car and putting his hands behind his back as if standing guard.

“Thank you … yes, thank you for getting me home safely,” Nadja said as she turned and walked briskly to the front door.  She fumbled for her keys at the front door and could feel the driver watching her.  She felt like he knew and was watching her flounder in embarrassment, trying to find her keys without letting him see the white envelope.

“Got ‘em!” she called out to the driver who nodded and walked around the car, as she fidgeted with the lock and doorknob.  The door opened and she waved to him as she entered the building.  The driver got in the car and drove away.

“Whew …” she thought as she rode the elevator up to her apartment she shared with a friend from college.  “Thank fucking god I’m home …”

She and her roommate lived in a nice apartment building in a trendy and up-and-coming part of the city.  It was much nicer than most of their friends had, certainly their friends that were the same age as them.  Both had landed well-paying jobs out of college:  Nadja with one of the premier public relations firms in the city and her roommate as a flight attendant for a private jet charter airline.

Nadja made her way to her bathroom to brush her teeth.  She looked at herself in the mirror, feeling a bit like she did when she lost her virginity the first time.  Well, all three first times. 

The first time was with her high school boyfriend who popped her pussy in the backseat of his piece-of-shit.  The second “lost virginity” when she and the high school girls’ soccer team captain took turns eating each other out her senior year in the locker room after both of them got extra miles to run as punishment for fighting during practice.  And the last cherry popped, when the last guy she was sexually with accidentally penetrated her ass while she was nearly upside-down and he was pounding her from above.

“Yep, girlfriend,” she said aloud to herself in the bathroom mirror, “another first.”

She brushed her teeth, washed her face and decided to run a bath.  Nadja still had a mixture of thoughts and emotions running through her head.  Was it the act that she didn’t like?  The fact that she took money from the bedside table and what that really meant?  Or was it that fact that Mrs. Van der Bergh – who she was starting not to like as much as before – was the recipient of the ass licking, a previously “hard limit” for Nadja? 

She shook her head from all the thoughts and climbed into the half-full bath tub as the hot water filled the rest of it up.  She settled back in the tub and closed her eyes thinking about what she was going to do the following day.

And how she was going to spend all the money!  She smiled as she finished her bath, dried off and headed off to bed.

Nadja fell quickly to sleep with thoughts of trying on beautiful clothes in expensive stores … and forgot completely about what she was fretting over before.


Chapter Three – Visiting Amber

“And then what?” Amber, Nadja’s best friend, asked as they sat on her sofa drinking a bottle of wine while Nadja recounted the evening with Mrs. Van der Bergh.

“Then she stopped and spread her ass cheeks apart …”

“Her ass cheeks apart?” Amber asked, confused.  “But she was sitting in the chair as you were kneeling in front of her, eating her out, right?”

“She scooted herself down more and, like, pushed her hips up or rolled them up … I dunno, it all happened so fast.  I mean, there I am – doing my thing, feeling like I have some kind of pussy-eating super power, then bam!  Lick my ass. I’m like, what?!”

“But you did it, right?  Give her a rim job?” Amber asked, now confused with where Nadja was going with this.

“Yeah, but I don’t do that!”  Nadja gulped down some wine.

“Looks like you do now!” Amber said, taunting her friend who just scoffed back at her.

“Amber!  I’m freaking out!”  Nadja said, trying to make the whole thing seem worse than it really was.

“Look, you survived it, so … who cares, right?  And you got paid a pretty penny for it too!” 

“That’s what’s kinda freaking me out, too.  Getting paid like that.  It was like some cheap whore or something …”  Nadja slumped back into the couch and gave a little pout. 

“Nadja.  Darling, listen to me,” Amber started before taking a big swig of wine. 

“Number one, you ate out her rosebud.  Who cares?!  I’ve done it a million times!  We’ve all done it millions of times!  Two, if you got paid what you told you got paid, you are not cheap anything!  And three, it’s not like you’re a cracked out, street-walking-at-three-am-needing-a-fix kind of hooker – and even if you were, seriously!  Who cares!  Though I’d totally help you get off whatever was your poison, but I digress ...”

Amber stopped to take a swig from her wine glass.  This was just what Nadja needed:  the Amber perspective on this.  For Amber none of this was a big deal.  She was Nadja’s friend from the public relations firm – before Nadja got canned – and was extremely open-minded, especially when it came to things kinky, taboo or just plain naughty.  Though she was bi-sexual, she and Nadja had never hooked up.  From time to time, both wondered why but for this evening Nadja was glad to have Amber in her life for discussions like this one.

“I know, I know ... but it’s all just so weird.  I really don’t do ass stuff …” her voice trailed off into another drink of wine.

“Look, you got paid, right?”

“Yeah, I’m mean, yeah that made it all much, much better.”

“And Mrs. Van der … whatever her last name is … is pretty hot, right?  I mean for her age and all …”

“Hot enough,” Nadja interjected.  “But yes, it’s Mrs. Van der Bergh, but yeah, she’s not disgu-u-u-u-u-sting,” she finished as she contorted her face to look ‘sillier’ than ‘disgusting’ and then bursting into a snorting-laugh.

“Mrs. Van der BUTT?!”  Amber asked, laughing at the obvious pun in the name and the subject at hand.

Nadja responded with all-out laughter with her friend as they both realized how much the couple-of-glasses of wine was hitting them!  They both started roaring in laughter and, though they tried to stop, each time they looked at each other they burst into laughter all over again.  They continued this until their bellies ached and mascara-tinted tears started rolling down the sides of their faces.  Amber tried to compose herself enough to continue talking.

“So ... [laughing] … Mrs. Van der Butt …” they both snickered again at the farcical name.  “Isn’t disgusting and she pays you up the butt!”

They burst into laughter again at yet another double-entendre; Nadja began to realize the humor in all of it and with a tad of alcohol simmering down her inhibitions, she started to realize how awesomely naughty rimming actually was.  Amber continued through her bated breath …

“Look, it’s like being with a woman.  The first time is weird but by the third or fourth time, you’re into it and you lo-o-o-o-o-ve it!”

“And sweetie,” she said, leaning forward offering her glass to Nadja for a toast.  “You’re getting paid extremely well, so who gives a fuck?!  I say ride this train for as long as you can.  You got it go-o-o-o-o-od with this Mrs. Van der whatever …”

Nadja looked at her and raised her glass, then hesitated.

“But it’s like I'm a hooker or something …” she said, seeming slightly embarrassed by it.

“You’re not a hooker.  You’re an escort.  Which it’s all kind of in the same … genre, but what I’m trying to say is:  Nadja, who cares?  There’s nothing wrong with any of it anyway.”

“You’re right …” Nadja happily relented her uneasiness about it all – the analingus, getting paid the way she did – and raised her glass to Amber’s.

“But she’s such a bossy bitch!”

“Nadja!  Shut the fuck up!  If that bitch bossed me around and even slapped my face – softly, of course – and paid me what she paid you, I’d be in fucking heaven right now!” Amber barked back at her friend.

“You’re right!  You’re right!” Nadja said, laughing back then sitting up straight.  She held her glass up higher; Amber too sat up straight and held her glass up high to meet Nadja’s.

“Here’s to Mrs. Van der Bergh and her go-o-o-o-o-rgeous puckering rosebud …” Nadja pronounced.  “May it always be as a sweet smelling and as sensitive!”

“Hear, hear!”  Amber loudly called back.

“And may her pocketbook always be filled with lots of money – large denominations, please!”  The two giggled as Nadja continued, “And may my tongue always be ready to lick, flick and suck her succulent pussy and her no-no hole to bring my lady to orgasm!”

They both cheered, clanked glasses and drank the last of what was in them.  They both sat back and smiled, still calming down from the laughing fit they just had.  Nadja thought about her perspective on everything.

“So, I’m a call girl, or wait an escort, but though like a hooker, not a hooker … oh fuck, it.  I’m ‘D’ all of the above!”

They both started laughing again, Amber reaching for the bottle of wine to pour out the last of it.  Nadja smiled, feeling good about herself and tipsy at the same time.  As Amber poured the last of the wine, she gave her a coy look.

“I could practice my newly-found fascination with rimming you …” she said to her friend who looked back with a hint of curiosity, but then straightened up quickly.

“No, no, sweetie, we’re tipsy and that would not be good.  Maybe another time, but you should plan on crashing here.  You’re in no condition to drive home …”

“I rideshare …” Nadja said back, slowly rubbing her hand up and down Amber’s arm.  The touch was electrifying to Amber’s surprise; she could feel the sparks flush quickly through her body, accelerated and intensified with the alcohol in her system.

“No, Nadja … not tonight, not like this.  Maybe another time …”

She got up from the couch as Nadja watched her walk away towards the closet, admiring the way she walked in a way she had not seen her before.  Amber grabbed some blankets and a pillow, returned to the sofa and tossed them down.

“There you go, love.  My hostessing hours are over,” she sighed realizing how late it was.  “Some of us aren’t kept women and have to hit the rat race in the morning …” she started to yawn.

“Amber, thank you so much for the talk.  I feel a million times better,” Nadja said as she started to unfold the blanket and get the sofa ready for her to cuddle up in.  “Do you have something I can wear?”

“Oh yeah,” Amber said, turning away quickly towards her bedroom.  She returned with a set of pajamas and handed them to Nadja.  Nadja paused for a moment.

“What did you mean ‘another time’?” she asked with a slight smile.

Amber leaned in and gave the tiniest of eye rolls.  “Night, love,” and pecked Nadja on the lips.  Both of them were too tired from the wine to talk anymore.  Nadja changed her clothes, climbed into her makeshift bed and fell asleep to thoughts of her and Amber naked, intertwined with each other in a sexy embrace.


Chapter Four – Hello Again, Mrs. Van der Whatever

“Fuck, I should’ve had some water before passing out …” Nadja thought to herself as she stood outside Amber’s building the morning after their giggly-wine-filled evening, waiting for her rideshare and her head pounding. 

“The driver better be willing to make a detour to get some coffee and a grease-pill …”

Her ride finally arrived and pulled up alongside the street where she was standing.  She got in the car and dumped her bag and things in the other back seat. 

“You have the address, right?” she said to the driver from behind her dark sunglasses though it was overcast that morning.  She flopped her head back on the backseat’s headrest.

“Yeah,” the driver said, repeating it to Nadja through the rearview mirror.  “You OK, miss?” they asked, noticing that she didn’t feel well.

“Oh, I’m fine,” she said, lifting her head.  “It’s just the morning after an evening of wine and laughter with a good friend …” she smiled, still feeling a bit light-headed from the aftereffects of the alcohol.

“Gotcha.  Just checking,” the driver said back with a smile that said they knew exactly what she was talking about.

“I will give this,” she started to say as the driver pulled away from Amber’s building, finding a break in the morning’s rush hour.  She opened her bag, rummaging through to find her pocket book.  She pulled out her phone and noticed several missed texts and calls from Lorraine, Amber, her roommate and her mother.  She couldn’t deal with all of that at the moment and tossed the phone back in the bag. 

Finally, she found her pocketbooks and pulled out several large-denomination bills; she waved them by the driver’s shoulder as he continued to drive.  “I’ll give you this if you stop at the closest coffee shop and go grab me a large coffee.”

“Sorry, miss.  I can’t do that,” the driver said, keeping their eye on the road but not seeing the large amount of cash Nadja was waving at them.

“Here, here, this is for you if you do,” she said, trying to get them to see the money.  As soon as the car came to a red light, the driver looked back and was stunned when they saw the cash.

“Holy shit miss, are you sure you saw how much you’re offering me?” they asked to be sure since it was a large amount of money for such a small task.

“Yes, it’s yours.  Take it,” she dropped the cash into their lap as the light turned green and the driver had no choice but to drive with a wad of cash in their lap.  “The largest coffee they have, black.  And the largest bottle of water they have.  Wake me up when we’re there …” Nadja’s voice trailed off as she settled back into her seat and rested her head on the head rest.

The driver finally woke her up when she was back at her apartment.  It was already mid-morning

“You were asleep so I figured to get you coffee close to your place,” they said as they helped her collect her things and get out of the car.

“Thank you, you’re a saint,” she already felt better after the light dozed off.  She took her coffee and water, graciously thanked the driver who was thanking her as much back and started into her building thinking nothing but her bed.

When she reached her apartment, she fumbled around her bag again, pushing her phone aside as she looked for her keys.  It lit up again with a missed message.  “I’ll get those in a sec …” she thought to herself.

With keys in hand, she opened the apartment and wasn’t surprised to find roommate gone.  The place looked the same it had for the past several days, except for the growing pile of clothes in the bathroom and take-out food containers in the trash can. 

She dropped her keys and bag on the kitchen island, trying not to spill her coffee.  As she took a sip off the piping-hot coffee before downing the entire bottle of water and making her way to her bedroom.  As she tossed her bag on the bed, she remembered the missed calls and texts.  “I’ll get those in a sec …” she thought as she started to peel off her clothes and then collapsed into the bed, asleep before she could finish her undressing or her thoughts.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The dinging noise was faint at first but it became more prevalent as Nadja sipped on a Mai-Tai at a lavish luau, flanked by tanned hunky men on each side.  A traditional Polynesian ukulele quartet of exaggerated Disney cartoons playing while an all-female inhabitant of Wonder Woman’s Amazonian home island floated around the party as Nadja pleasured herself at the wonderful, sinful hedonist luau her thoughts were dreaming up as she slumbered.

The dream was steamy and hot, with the women in various stages of embracing – from innocent first-dance kind of waddle-dancing to full-nude Dirty Dancing style of embracing, some of the women in her dream were even sharing sex toys and mutually masturbating.  And the dinging noise is getting more predominant.

It’s as if her dream knew she was being pulled out of it because all the characters amped up their sensuality and sexual acts.  The hunky men that flanked the dream-state Nadja began fucking each other in the ass, perfectly cadenced to the Polynesian music that continued to play and speed up in the background.  The Amazon women all began to orgasm and, as if to out run the growing dinging noises, started to squirt and ejaculate their womanly nectar all over the luau … all the while dream-Nadja finger fucking herself and losing herself in her own dream.

Then as the pleasure sex party continued to crescendo in her dream, the dinging noise began to overtake the music and the party started to fade.  Slowly, then quicker as Nadja’s conscious thoughts tried to hold onto the sexy fantasy for as long as she could … still the dinging noise was too relentless to keep her dreaming any longer.

She woke up, tried to gather her bearings, then looked at the clock next to her bed.

“Shit!” Nadja said out loud.  The clock read well into the evening.  She had been sleeping for hours and lost almost the entire day. 

“Fuck, my phone!” she thought as she whipped the bedding around, looking for her phone.  The dinging noise made it easy to find.  She picked it up and was overwhelmed with the missed calls, texts and even a voicemail.

“Who leaves voicemails anymore these days?” she thought as she started to read the messages, scrolling to read the first ones first.  “Shit!  No one leaves voicemails unless it’s an emergency!”

She frantically dialed her voicemail with her heart pounding.  Her thoughts raced:  what if something happened to my parents?  My grandmother?  Finally, the recording started …

“Nadja, where the fuck are you?”  It was a very perturbed Lorraine.   “I’ve been trying to reach you for two days!  Something better be seriously wrong with you because this is completely unacceptable.  After the gift I gave you the other night?  No, no, no, you call me back and if you’re not lying in a hospital dying … [growling noise] … just call me back, you fucking cunt.”

“Fuuuuck …” she thought to herself.  Whether or not she thought she was Lorraine’s whore, Lorraine certainly thought she was.  She didn’t want to deal with Mrs. Van der Whatever at that moment – or really anytime soon – but Lorraine via her heated voicemail was a bit right, she did give Nadja a very big gift.

She decided to bypass reading the missed text messages and to send one to Lorraine right away.  She thought about apologizing and saying that she was with a friend, but she was afraid Lorraine would think that was something else.  She thought about saying she was thinking about things … but no, that wouldn’t be good either.  What if she asked to meet Mrs. Van der Whatever so they could talk … “Talk about what?” she thought.  She wasn’t Lorraine’s friend and she was sure Lorraine didn’t want to waste any more time.

Didn’t want to waste any more time.  That was it.  Lorraine didn’t want any more of her time wasted, and truthfully neither did Nadja.  “This is my job,” she said to herself, setting aside her feelings of annoyance and non-affection and started a text to Lorraine …

Hello Mrs. Van der Bergh,

I am here for you, what time and how do you want me?  I loved the other evening ;) ~Nadja

She hit send and sat back hoping that her sexy, suggestive text would be enough to calm Lorraine down for the time being and keep her in her good graces.  Then it struck Nadja:  what if she wasn’t in her ‘good graces’ anymore.  Fuck, then she’d be screwed.  She didn’t want to get a 9-to-5 job and didn’t know how or if she could get another client. 

“Another client,” she thought to herself, still sitting on her bed. “I guess I really am doing this.  I guess I’m really going to go for it and be a lesbian call girl, for real!”

She got up off the bed, grabbed her bag and fished out her wallet, then collected and counted all the cash.  It was a lot of money.  This was not only what Lorraine gave her the night before, but also money left over from other evenings where she’d given Nadja more money than needed for the ride home or just gave her money.

“If I’m going to be a call girl, I’m going to be the best pussy-eating, ass-rimming, boob-canoodling, juicy-dripping-cunt-loving lesbian call girl ever!” she said, sitting on her bed with a pile of money in front of her.

The rest after the evening with Amber, combined with her sexy dream and her self-pep talk was enough to get her motivated to do this:  first:  first the evening with Lorraine – correction, Mrs. Van der Whatever – then do this call girl thing right.  New clothes, lingerie, perfume … she was going to be the best fucking escort the city’s wealthiest ladies had experienced. 

She peeled off the rest of her clothes and started collecting all the dirty clothes in her room.  “Fuck that,” she thought to herself, “I’m going to hire someone to do all this for me!”  She was going to make a whole new start … Then her phone dinged again with a new message.  It was Lorraine.

Be at my place in 2 hours

That was all it read.  Nadja wasn’t sure if she was still angry for not being able to get ahold of her, if she as going to drop her as her paid plaything, or what the fuck was going to happen, but she figured she’d have to really make up for it – whatever “it” was going to be.

It took just under a half-an-hour to get to the Van der Bergh’s but Nadja wasn’t going to take any chances, she quickly hopped in the shower and began thinking of what she was going to wear, how she was going to wear her makeup, if she was going to wear underwear, and how all the details and tasks needed to make herself look stunning and fuckable were going to play out.  She also decided to shave her pussy clean and quickly – but carefully – began to shave her muff, spreading her labia and opening the fold of skin over her clit hood to shave all the hair off. 

Lorraine didn’t give her an idea of how she wanted Nadja to dress, so she decided to wear something sexy she liked before:  tight jeans, black stilettos, a ribbed tank top and suit-style jacket.  Only this time she would boost the sexiness of it by not wearing any underwear or bra and with her shaven-bare pussy that she had rubbed with delicious smelling lotion after her shower.  Once she was dressed, she glanced at the clock then called a rideshare.  She gave herself a once-over in her full-length mirror, adjusting her free-hanging breast as best she could under the tank top.

She looked hot.  Her blond hair fell over her shoulders, her large round breasts created just enough cleavage in the low-cut tank top that was casually tucked in the tight jeans she wore. Her look was sexy as hell and she felt amazing.  Which was good because she knew she’d have to turn it out for Mrs. Van der Bergh this evening – especially if there was any chance for another big “bonus” at the end of the evening.

With time to spare, she sat on one of the counter stools at her kitchen island and had a very watery wine spritzer.  As she crossed her legs Nadja could feel the nub that the inner seams of her jeans created pressing close against her freshly shaved pussy.  She wiggled in her chair until she found the right spot where the nub nudged her clit back and forth, creating a lovely throbbing sensation ‘down there’ and putting a smile on her face as she sipped her drink and ordered her rideshare.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The hired car pulled up to the Van der Bergh’s building and as usual, Maxwell was there to greet her and help her out of the car.  He accompanied her as usual into the building, gave his gentle nod after she thanked him and, once in her waiting elevator, sent her up to her special lady friend.  She texted her waiting lady friend …

On my way up

~Nadja

In the elevator she gave herself the once-over several times before the elevator ding at the Van der Bergh’s floor.  One last glance at herself and a deep breath.

“Showtime,” she whispered to her reflection with a smile.  She turned to exit the elevator and started walking to the unlocked main door to their penthouse.  She was actually a little nervous.  Nadja wasn’t sure what Lorraine – her newly-titled “client” – wanted and she wasn’t even sure if she wanted to see her anymore. 

“Shut up!” she thought to herself, trying to squelch the thoughts of doubt and what-ifs; she pulled herself together and reminded herself that this was her job and, like any other job when you’ve pissed off the boss, you need to do what you have to do to keep them happy and keep your job.  Even if you have to kiss their ass – literally, in this case.

She opened the door and merely glanced at herself in the entryway mirror where she recently stopped to lube her pussy before meeting Mrs. Van der Bergh.  Nadja knew she looked amazing and she was already wet from having continued her self-pleasuring with her jeans and clit in the back seat of the car.  She even got more turned on when she saw the driver taking a couple of peeks with the noises she was making! 

Now in the penthouse apartment, she simply walked by the mirror and made her way to Lorraine’s dressing room. 

“In here …” she heard a commanding voice from a room down the hallway from the dressing room’s door.  She had never been into those rooms before; in fact, she had really only been in Lorraine’s dressing room and bathroom via her bedroom and had only passed by the living room with nothing more than a glance inside.

“Lorr-” Nadja said, stopping herself.  “Mrs. Van der Bergh … I’m here for you … where are you?

“Second door on the left …” her voice was still monotone and didn’t sound very happy.

“Ah, there you are …” she said as she entered the room that was clearly Lorraine’s office as she sat behind a desk in a long silk robe.  Her legs crossed and covered; the robe wrapped fittingly around the front.  She had a blank look on her face and didn’t look like she was looking for sex.  Still, Nadja made herself look and feel as sexy as she could, shifting in her jeans to restart her secret clit stimulations.

“And there you are,” the older woman said sternly, standing up and walking around the front of the desk.  “Come here,” she commanded, still expressionless.

“Yes, ma’am …” Nadja answered as she moved slowly, swaying her hips and looking deeply into Lorraine’s eyes.  She took a few steps and stood in front of her, trying to look coy and sexy.

“You disappeared on me, you ungrateful slut,” she said, looking Nadja up and down.  Nadja just bowed her head and widened her smile, making it difficult for Lorraine not to want to forgive her and get on with ‘getting it on’ with her.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Van der Bergh …” she said with an innocent but sexy voice.  She bit her lip and tilted her head, giving the woman a hungry look up and down.  She moved closer to her and took her hands out from behind her back and reached out for the woman’s hips.

“I don’t ever want you to just disappear like that again,” she said to the beautiful, sexy young lesbian moving closer to her as she leaned on the front of the desk, trying to maintain her steely composure through her growing lust. 

“I promise, ma’am …” Nadja said standing in front of Lorraine, slowly moving her hands from her hips to her breasts underneath the silk robe.  She lightly brushed Lorraine’s bosom until she found her nipples and lightly fluttered her fingers over them – one hand on each nipple, fluttering then lightly squeezing them.  The older woman heaved as Nadja did her best to assure the woman she wouldn’t disappear like that again.

“I gave you a lot of fucking …” she gasped as Nadja squeezed her nipples a little harder, just like Lorraine liked it “… money the last time …”

Nadja moved her head closer to Mrs. Van der Bergh’s.  She breathed on her neck.  “I’m here for you now …” she whispered and lightly kissing her neck as she took her hands and fully massaged her tits.  She opened her robe to caress her naked tits; she responded with additional heaving and moaning at the touch of her young plaything’s talented hands.

“Take off all your clothes,” Lorraine said in a stern whisper, slightly composed under her young kept-woman’s touch on her sensitive round tits. 

Nadja stepped away from her and started to slowly take off her jacket, hungry eyes locked with Lorraine’s equally hungry eyes.  Lorraine sat herself on the desk and crossed her legs.  Her robe now only loosely tied around her waist - the top open exposing her round tits and the bottom fell open when she crossed her legs, showing her entire legs and a hint of a black, bushy tuft of hair.  Lorraine leaned back on one arm and played with her erect nipples with the other hand, recreating the teasing Nadja had just done.

Nadja tossed her jacket on a nearby chair and continued with her striptease, unbuttoning and unzipping her skin-tight jeans, then opening them just enough to show her bare mound, hinting that the rest of her pretty pussy was also clean as a sexy whistle.

Nadja then began to work on her upper body; with hungry eyes that locked with Lorraine’s equally-hungry eyes she hooked her thumbs in the sides of the tank top and pulled her hands inward – her boobs bouncing out on either side, she laced her fingers in the front and giggled her boobs.  Normally this would get Lorraine turned on and the fucking would start, but to Nadja’s surprise she abruptly stopped her.

“I said take your clothes off, you ungrateful slut.”

She sat up a bit on the edge of the desk and crossed her arms, cradling her tits in their fold.  Her rigid demeanor was something Nadja had not encountered before and surprised her.  Still her stern – almost strict – voice had an air of seduction in it that was alluring and provocative.  Obediently Nadja stopped what she was doing and continued taking off her tank top trying to get the job done quickly for Lorraine.

“Better …” Lorraine said in a smoother but still assertive tone and still no expression like she really meant it – like really meant it. 

Nadja took off her clothes until she was completely naked in front of Lorraine, still sitting on the desk – half-naked herself – with her arms and legs crossed.  Still no expression. 

Though it was only a few moments it felt like she was there for a lot longer.  Nadja felt exposed, vulnerable, out of control and though Lorraine pretty much called the shots when they were together, she felt like she could at least steer here in general directions.  But now, standing there naked, she felt like she lost even that. 

“Come and lick my pussy,” Lorraine said as she uncrossed and opened her legs.  She scooted to the edge of the desk until her toes touched to the ground to support her as she opened her legs and with her hands opened the billowy folds of skin to bare her glazed pink clit and cunt.  Nadja walked over to her, got down on her knees and brought her head close to Lorraine’s crotch.  With one big inhale she smelled the sweet scent of the older woman’s vagina and stuck out her tongue.

Using her entire wet tongue Nadja started from Lorraine’s taint and slowly licked using her whole mouth and head from the taunt flesh to her opening, running over the soft pink pillows of her hole, continuing up over her whole opening to her urethra and the folds of skin to her clit.  She took her time to savor her flavor and to feel every texture with her skilled tongue.

Once at her clit, Nadja nodded her head faster up and down, letting her tongue hang down out of her mouth and flap at the older woman’s sex button.  She looked up at Lorraine who was gasping, but with a locked gaze on the work of her younger play thing.  She loved the way Nadja ate her out and tonight she was going to have Nadja pull out all of her tricks from her hat of cunnilingus magic.

With a few more full tongue licks up and down Mrs. Van der Bergh’s naked crotch, making sure it was a wet mixture of her own honey and Nadja’s spit, she moved back to her clit.  Taking her fingers, she spread the soft folds of skin around her sensitive bud away to better expose it; she swore she could see it pulsating in front of her hungry eyes.  The thought of her already throbbing in anticipation of her mouth made Nadja wet.  She kissed the pink tip with gently puckered lips, then began suck it, flicking her tongue on the very tip of her bud when it entered Nadja’s mouth. 

Lorraine gasped with the intense feeling or arousal that concentrated on the tip of her womanly sex.  Nadja looked up at her, pleased at bringing her to such a sensual arousal; she continued to suck on her luscious, erect clit.  Lorraine looked down and with a devilish smile said …

“I thought I told you to lick my pussy, not suck my clit and not get all handsy with me,” her expression again was like she meant it. 

This threw Nadja again:  she had never acted like this before, but though it was uncharacteristic of her older lesbian lover, she couldn’t help but be drawn to this new “Mrs. Van der Whatever”.  The old Nadja would have balked at her commands, but the new Nadja – the paid, kept lesbian play thing to affluent bored women – relented herself to the will of her client she was currently servicing.

She removed her hands and returned to licking the pussy of her domineering lover leaning against the front of her desk, leg spread.  Nadja sat there kneeling before her, bare-assed naked, hands on her knees, not touching Lorraine except for her tongue which went back to lapping her cunt from front to back with the top and back of her tongue. 

Natural instincts would have had Nadja having her hands all over Lorraine’s thighs, wrapped around her buttocks or, from this position, reaching up and massaging her boobs as she ate her out, but she kept them on her knees.  And continued to lick her pussy as she was told, now kissing and sucking her labia while tracing her tongue up and down the folds in between.  She savored the sweet taste of Mrs. Van der Whatever, a familiar and delicious flavor that was tasting particularly sweet this time. 

“Good girl …” Lorraine purred as she watched with delight as her paid slut kissed and suckled her stimulated cunt.  Her whole crotch area was pulsing with desire for a release but was her clit that pumped the hardest.  It longed to be sucked as Nadja had just done a few minutes before, but Lorraine wanted Nadja to know who was in charge.  And with her tongue swirling around the wet, soft, fleshy cunt oozing with intoxicating juices, Nadja was happy to obey. 

“Now look at me …” Lorraine said with a strong but sexy voice, trying to keep her composure with Nadja’s skilled mouth giving her full-bodied oral pleasure.  Nadja paused her licking and lapping and wiped her sloppy-wet mouth and chin with the back of her hand.  She looked up at Lorraine with anticipation to her next command.

“I didn’t tell you to stop.  I told you to look up at me.”

The gaze was enough to tell Nadja she had again slipped up with her lovely lady, but after being told – and very strongly – she realized she was not done with her service to Mrs. Van der Whatever.  She leaned in and started licking again, still looking up, waiting her next command.

“Good girl …” Lorraine purred again.  “You like licking my pussy, don’t you?”

“Hmmm, hmmm,” Nadja hummed in agreement while her tongue stretched out to reach into her lover’s sweet honey pot as far as it would go.  She wanted more of her taste in her mouth, but even more she wanted to satisfy the woman and make her orgasm.

“Orgasm …” Nadja thought to herself.  The thought of her sexy patron shivering and shaking with an orgasm that she brought on made Nadja’s own pussy swell with her own juices that seemed to seep from her sex canal.  She continued to lick … and lick more … and lick more …

“You’re a good little pussy-slut …” Lorraine said sinfully to Nadja on kneeling before her with her tongue buried in her flower. 

“Hmmm, hmmm …” Nadja moaned in a mixture of agreement and lust for more.  Lorraine put her hand on the back of her head and pushed it further into her crotch.

“Get in there, you slut …” Lorraine grabbed a fistful of Nadja’s hair and started to lightly grind her head into her crotch and began to grind her own hips into her slut’s face, using it to bring her closer to orgasm.  It was difficult for Nadja to breath but knowing that her face and mouth were being used as Lorraine’s sex tool.

Suddenly she pulled Nadja’s head away from her crotch.  Nadja gasped for air and looked up at Lorraine with a craving gaze, waiting for what was next.

“I have a gift for you …” she said cupping Nadja’s chin in her hand and giving a sexy smile. 

“A gift …” Nadja repeated in her head, her thoughts still cloudy and incoherent from the arousal she got from being Lorraine’s pussy slut. 

Lorraine stood up in front of Nadja, still kneeling before her with her hands on her own knees.  Her pussy was right in front of Nadja’s head, but she dared not take her eyes off her lady’s eyes even though standing there with her silk rope almost fully open and her naked body peeking through.  Lorraine walked around the desk, opened a drawer and pulled out a medium-sized jewelry box, like what an expensive necklace from a boutique jewelry store would come in.

Lorraine walked back over to the front of the desk, leaned up against it like before with her robe still loosely tied around her shapely body.  She handed the box to Nadja; surprised and excited about what was inside, she took it and opened it expecting to see a necklace or maybe expensive earrings.

Instead, inside the box was a black leather collar encircled with platinum studs, small spikes and a ring that had a chain leash attached to it with a black leather loop at the end. 

“You see, you’re mine and now this makes it official,” Lorraine said to a bewildered and slightly shocked Nadja, holding a box with a very expensive collar and leash in it. 


Chapter Five – The Gift

“What the fuck?!” Nadja thought to herself.  “Money, jewelry, couture clothes … that’s what I want!  Not a fucking dog leash!”

“Let’s put it on …” Lorraine said, still with a sexy smile.  She stepped closer to Nadja, still kneeling there holding the box, not knowing what to do.  Lorraine daintily took the collar and leash from the box, unbuckled the collar and held it open in front of Nadja, still kneeling with a slight sense of shock.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do?” she again thought to herself.  She started to feel uncomfortable with the swirly, sensual feelings of sex having faded away and reality sinking in.  Lorraine just stood there with the collar open and her sexy smile that was almost … inviting to Nadja.  Lorraine gave a quick nod to her, as if to say, ‘It’s OK, I won’t hurt you, little girl.’

Instincts took over and Nadja leaned in to accept the collar around her neck.

“Lift your hair, my pet …” Lorraine said in a soft but still domineering voice.  Nadja obeyed and lifted her hair up, allowing the older dominant to easily buckle it around her neck.  She took Nadja’s wrists from behind her head and brought them back front and let them fall back into place, on her knees.  The kneeling was becoming uncomfortable but Nadja didn’t want to interrupt her lady.

“There.  Beautiful …” she said to her collared pet, placing her hand on her chin and lifting her head to her own face.  She gave her a full-lipped kiss, tasting her own juices on Nadja’s lips.  It sent a quick shock through her body and she hummed as she savored her own flavor.  Nadja smiled back, feeling strangely … honored and humbled.

The exchange was an entirely new experience for Nadja who normally took more of the leader role in her rendezvouses with Lorraine.  But this new dynamic was an exhilarating encounter for her and to her surprise, she started to feel more comfortable and safer, even if she felt that she was giving up some of her power to her paying client. 

“Paying client,” A little thought in the back of her head reminded her that though this was thrilling and new, a black leather collar wasn’t going to pay the rent.  Was this all she was getting?  She decided to snuff out the little voice, at least for now.  She was literally in no position – kneeling there before Lorraine – to open a discussion of payment!

“Now, pet …” Lorraine said as she tugged on the leash, bringing Nadja closer to her.  She wrapped the excess around her hand to bring Nadja in as close as she wanted her. 

“Finish licking my pussy …” she tugged until her face nestled in her crotch again and Nadja began where she left off before, licking her wet pussy. 

Lorraine let herself go as Nadja continued working her skilled tongue on her pussy.  She moaned and groaned, all the while keeping her paid pet on a short leash wrapped around her hand and clicking with every shift of her body.  She moved with Nadja’s head bobbing up and down and let herself creep closer and closer to orgasm.

Nadja, though she was enjoying Lorraine’s pussy, was not as into as she was before.  The little voice kept wondering if this was all there was.  Still, she continued lapping at the cunt in front of her and quickly flicking the engorged clit with the stiff tip of her tongue.  Lorraine’s groan started to grow and her moans became louder and she grew closer and closer to orgasm, becoming less and less able to restrain herself. 

She loved how Nadja ate her out and her pleasure was intensified by the dominance she was now exerting over her young little pussy-pet.  Lorraine threw her head back and leaned back further on the desk, moaning louder and louder which made Nadja work her mouth more diligently on her juicy cunt.  Nadja could feel the different consistencies of the mixing juices … her own saliva and the silky, creamy cum that was oozing out of Lorraine’s hole … it continued to intoxicate Nadja further as her own pussy swelled and pulsated with her own arousal.

Lorraine, fell back on the desk and lifted her feet to put her heels on the edge, knees bent and crotch wide open and her buttocks spilling over the edge of the desk.  She pulled the leash to bring Nadja closer.

“Now, my pet …” she struggled to say as she looked up at Nadja.  “Do that to my other hole … what you just did to my pussy … [pant, pant] … use your hands to spread my ass cheeks apart …”

Nadja did as she was told and sat up on her knees, and with her hand pulled the older woman’s ass cheeks apart revealing her dark-pinkish pucker.  It gaped open and close as Lorraine heaved with her arousal.  Nadja imagined the puckering around her tongue, causing her to heave herself and the accumulated juices in her pussy to trickle down her inner thigh.

With that, Lorraine laid back down on the desk and let Nadja work her able mouth and skilled tongue on her sweet rosebud the way she had worked on her pussy.  Nadja’s inhibitions with eating out her ass from the previous meeting quickly left as she heard the moans and felt the shivers from her luscious lady and knew she was bringing her to an explosive climax from the entire evening’s activity. 

It didn’t take much for Lorraine to reach the edge of her control as the skilled paid young lesbian eagerly ate out both orifices, using her tongue to fuck both holes – one, then the other and back and for again and again … her ass was sweet like her pussy, but had its own distinct essence that tasted more and more delicious the more Nadja enveloped her hungry mouth over them both.

Nadja herself was falling further and further into ecstasy as she brought her older lover to an explosive, full-body orgasm that had her locked in her lover’s legs, mouth now sucking Lorraine’s clit harder and harder as she collapsed on the desk.  A few quick flicks on the tip of her clit was all it took for Lorraine to full release herself and gush her lady-cum on her paid pet’s face.  Nadja savored what she could as it flowed from her cunt onto her face, down her chin … dripping from her chin and streaming down her neck.  She wanted more …

But Lorraine, exhausted and spent from her erupting orgasm, managed to sit herself up on the edge of the desk that looking like she spilled a bottle of water all over it.  She pulled on the leash, forcing Nadja to stand up.  Her knees wobbled as she struggled to rise and stand, dizzy from the pussy and ass eating she just did, the lingering mixture of flavors in her mouth, and having knelt for so long.  Lorraine helped her as she lovingly caressed her young lesbian, wiping her own cum off her face.

“Pet …” she said with a dreamy gaze, “… you are … beautiful …” she slowly kissed Nadja’s neck.  Nadja closed her eyes and let herself be taken by Mrs. Van der Whatever’s touch and kisses.  Lorraine slowly moved one hand down her beautiful body until she reached her crotch.  She slowly wiggled her fingers between Nadja’s folds of skin that were already well lubricated from the silky excretion from the younger woman’s passion.  She continued to nuzzle her pussy with her fingers and lightly kiss her neck with her mouth and tongue, until her middle finger found Nadja’s highly sensitive clit.  She began to tap it lightly, causing Nadja to shutter, gasp and nearly lose her balance.  Lorraine held her tight to keep her upright and pulled the leash, causing Nadja to crank her neck with the tightening collar.

“Ah … ah ...” Nadja panted, trying not to cum not wanting to release herself just yet. She returned Lorraine’s tight hold with her own embraced, wobbling as she became unstable under her lady’s capable fingers.  “I’m … going … to …”

“Not yet …” Lorraine whispered in her ear.  “Not yet …” she whispered again followed by playing with her ear with her tongue.  Nadja continued to shutter and jerk with growing arousal, her eyes closed unable to keep control for much longer.

“You’re my pet …” she announced in a stern but sensual whisper.

“Y-y-yes …” Nadja struggled to say back.

“When this collar is on …” she tugged at the leash again and shoved two fingers in her hot, creamy hole and began to work her clit with her thumb.  Nadja responded with louder gasps and pants, almost whimpering as her cunt ached to release.  “You’re mine.”

“Y-y-yes ...” Nadja said, relenting to her lady, desperate to cum.

“Now …” she whispered in her ear again, “… my pet …” Nadja was hanging on her every word.

“Cum!” She commanded with a whisper, the permission Nadja was desiring.

Nadja gasped then cried out as she surrendered herself to the older woman and her touch.  Her body jerk uncontrollably, still in Lorraine’s arms and nearly falling down, and she released the tension she had in her midsection.  Her pussy and crotch muscles relaxed, releasing her nectar over her older lover’s hand and down her own legs.  Before she knew it she was standing in a puddle of her own juices, both women wet from their own ejaculations.

She fell into Lorraine’s arms who helped her gain her composure, then led her over to the office sofa.  They both laid down, limbs intertwined and breathing in the sweet smell of their lady aromas until they both fell in a gentle slumber.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

“Nadja …” a stern voice woke her up, still laying on the sofa and completely naked except for the leather collar around her neck.  She felt like she’d been asleep for hours but only twenty minutes or so had passed.

“Oh, sorry …” she said, sitting up and getting her bearings.  “I must have fallen asleep …”

“That’s OK, dear, but Mr. Van de Bergh is on his way back from the airport and will be here in about forty-five minutes.”

“Right … uh, let me get my things together …”

“I’ve already done that,” Lorraine said as she walked to Nadja with her clothes neatly folded on top of a white fluffy towel. 

“Here,” Lorraine handed Nadja the stack.  “Go ahead and take a shower,” she leaded over and unbuckled the collar, “there’ll be a car waiting for you in thirty minutes downstairs.  I’ll have your gift waiting for you on the entryway table.”

She sat down next to Nadja and brushed the hair away from her eyes and stared deeply into them.

“Next time, pet, I’m going to work you over,” she smiles a sinister smile, “Really work you over …” her voice trailed as she leaned in and passionately kissed her young lesbian lover.  Nadja fell into her kiss until Lorraine stood up and walked away, mid-kiss.

Once Lorraine was gone, she took the pile of clothes with the towel and made her way to the bathroom.  She took a quick shower, feeling the warm water clean her sticky body.  Once done she went back into Lorraine’s dressing room and put her clothes back on, wishing now she had a spare pair of panties!

With about five minutes to spare, she started out of the apartment and found the jewelry box – her fucking “gift” – on the table in the entryway.  She didn’t have much time to think about it, but in the back of her head she was pissed.  She did all of that for a fucking collar?  Though she thoroughly enjoyed this session with Mrs. Whatever-the-fuck-her-name-is – thoroughly enjoyed it! – she wanted fucking cash!

She hurried to the floor’s hallway where the elevators were, called for one and waited.  She opened her bag, threw in the box and pulled out her phone.  No surprise, she had a lot of missed calls and texts.  She found one from Amber.

Hope you’re with Mrs. Van der Whatever, show me the money!!!

Nadja started to text back as the elevator arrived.  She got in and pushed the lobby button, then sent …

Fucking bitch paid me in jewelry, no money this time!

The elevator made it to the lobby and she exited, walked through the lobby, nodded to Maxwell, the concierge and walked out towards the car waiting for her.  The driver opened the door, tipped his hat, she climbed in pissed off with the realization that she had money no money.  As the car pulled away, she received a text back from Amber …

What the fuck??

That’s not it!  Wait till you hear what the cunt got me AND made me do!!!! [send]

Nadja grabbed her bag, opened it and fished out the jewelry box to take a picture of the fucking collar and leash to send to Amber.  As she grabbed the box it opened inside her bag with the collar falling out and velvety bottom of the inside of the box also falling out, exposing a huge wad of cash that splayed out inside her bag.  She quickly began typing out another text to Amber.

Scratch that!  Butt load of cash in the bottom of the jewelry box!  Fuck yeah!

She took a picture of the inside of her purse and sent it to Amber.  She sat back and smiled widely – a fucking amazing night of being dominated, Lorraine’s pussy was a treat to eat and she got a fucking whole of cash!  She got another text from Amber …

Fuck bitch! Yeah!  We love Mrs. Van der Whatever!  You have to find another bored housewife who loves pussy!

Nadja sat back and agreed with her, smiling out the window and feeling incredibly powerful.  Another text from Amber …

So, what kind of freaky shit went on for that kind of a payday??? Can’t wait to hear!  

Nadja couldn’t wait to tell her as the car continued to her home.
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