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The Lesbian Servant

Ever
since she had started work at my office a few months earlier,
Hayley and I had shared a rather flirty relationship. Bundled away
in the back office of a small accounting firm with five co-workers,
we would often find naughty ways to get up to all kinds of
mischief, we spent more time gossiping and secretly making fun of
the others than we did actually completing our work. My own
productivity probably plummeted, but I didn’t care. She was such a
magnetic personality that I found myself drawn towards her from the
moment she was introduced to the group. It helped that we were sat
next to each other on a long desk along the back with the rest of
the office facing away from us, affording us ample opportunity to
get up to all sorts of mischief. I had never even been particularly
flirty in the past, always finding it difficult to strike up a
conversation with another woman let alone a relationship, leading
to a brief string of disappointing sexual encounters. Hayley, on
the other hand, felt like I had known her all my life despite
having only met some months earlier. Of course, it helped that I
was infatuated with her ginger tinged auburn hair and the sizeable
rack she kept squeezed into her designer work outfits. With it
being summer time, I had plenty of opportunities to sneak a sly
peek at her tremendous jiggling cleavage.

Subtlety
had never been my strong suit and she soon cottoned on to my game.
She didn’t seem to mind, though. In fact, she welcomed it and even
pulled the neck line of her top to the side to expose herself to
me. I was so embarrassed and I was convinced that she had only done
it to shame me, but part of me hoped that she was as interested in
me as I was in her. Later that night, all I could think about was
that brief flash of nipple that she had given to me. I began to
fantasise about her and even thought about being with her, but my
imagination was running wild and I was getting ahead of myself. It
turned out that she actually had a girlfriend, but when I asked to
see a picture of her she declined and became eerily cautious. I
wondered if she was lying to me – playing hard to get or trying
some mind trick on me to gauge my reaction. I had never been any
good at reading people and I had no idea what was going on with
her. All I knew was the immense frustration of being told that she
was already taken, that I couldn’t have her for myself. That said,
I continued to flirt outrageously with her at work and my
masturbation fantasies became ever more heated and intense with
every passing night. Knowing that she might be having sex with her
girlfriend was a strangely perverted turn-on, even though I knew
that it didn’t involve me at all. My initial jealousy gave way to a
burning desire to join in on their sex lives and the ideas of a
threesome were rarely out of my mind.

I never
thought it would ever happen, though, and in a way it never did
happen the way I pictured it as I lay alone in my bed with my
fingers gently nudging between my legs. However, one evening after
work we were getting ready to leave when she popped the
question.

“Would
you care to join us for dinner?” she asked, “With Me and
Erin?”

“Oh?” I
half gasped, never expecting to ever meet the mystery woman. She
still hadn’t shown me a picture of her and a part of me still
suspected, even hoped that she wasn’t real.


“Yeah...” she said, lingering in front of me for an extended
pause as she psychically convinced me to accept. With the mere
notion of a threesome lodged deep in my mind, I graciously
accepted.

“I’d
love to!” I replied, beaming with excitement as we made our way out
to her car and drove away destined for her home. For the entire
twenty minute journey I could feel my clitoris tingling harder and
harder inside my panties as I secretly imagined the steamy hot sex
we were about to have. Occasionally I would feel a cold shower of
doubt descending over me as I spoke to her, but the possibility of
something more happening never left my mind. She made small talk,
telling me about Erin’s incredible risotto and the tiramisu she had
made for dessert. I got the impression from her wry smile that she
wasn’t telling me the whole truth, but I was so blinded by the
prospects of any sexual contact with her that I was willing to
skirt over her blatant secrecy. She was hiding something with a
sense of glee that matched the look in her eyes at Christmas as she
watched a loved one opening their presents. I could tell that she
couldn’t wait for me to meet this Erin girl and truth be told, even
though I resented her possible existence at first, I found myself
aching to meet her as well. I had no idea what she even looked
like, and yet I had somehow fantasised about having sex with the
two of them. The picture in my head seemed almost quaint in
comparison to the dark, depraved sight that awaited us when we
finally rolled up to her beautiful house in the suburbs.

“After you!” she said, waving me in through the door. I was
immediately hit by the scent of perfume emanating from an electric
air freshener on the wall, which wafted out atop the waves of warm
air coming from inside. The lights were on and as I walked into the
living room I could tell that there was indeed someone home.
She not fake then, I
thought to myself, slightly dejected. Still, the sweet scent
invading my nostrils had sent a chill of excitement down my spine
and even before Hayley spoke I could feel myself becoming oddly
aroused. I was certain there was some sort of pheromone in the air
freshener or a strong aphrodisiac in the food that was being
prepared beyond my view in the kitchen.

“Please,
take a seat!” she offered, waving me to the black leather couch
beside my leg. I took off my jacket and sat back, reclining against
the firm but luxuriously comfy cushions while she disappeared into
the kitchen. She returned moments later with a much bigger smile on
her face and sat next to me on the couch, in such a way that would
make it impossible for another person to fit. Straight away I
became fixated by the potential social awkwardness for which I was
famous. I began to dread this girl coming in to find that I had
taken her seat, but alas I had nothing to worry about. In fact, as
I heard a shuffling sound approaching from the archway leading into
the kitchen area, there was something else that was of far greater
concern. I noticed something move out of the corner of my eye and
looked over the tall arm of the chair to see what it might have
been, but there nothing there. My eyes were staring too high,
though, as a second or two later I realised precisely why I hadn’t
see a picture of Erin. She appeared before me on her knees, inching
delicately forward with her back bent forward and a tray resting on
her back with two precariously perched glasses of white wine
resting on top. That wasn’t the only thing that shocked me, though
– far from it!

In
addition to her unorthodox method of drink delivery, she was
dressed from head to toe in an impossibly skin-tight PVC cat suit
that left almost no part of her body on show. Her mouth was
exposed, but lodged between her jaws there was a shiny red ball gag
that was strapped around the back of her head. I had no idea how
she could possibly see where she was going as her eyes were as
covered by the thick plastic fabric as the rest of her body. My
mouth was agape as Hayley took the drinks and handed one to me as
if it was all completely normal. A bead of condensation trickled
down the side of the glass, catching my attention with a glimmering
reflection of the candlelight behind me. Erin, or whoever it was
remained utterly still in front of me, as if she was waiting for
something. Hayley took a long sip of her wine and savoured it,
cherishing every second that she got to hold the power over the
poor woman kneeling before us. Still, I guessed that it was surely
consensual as there was nothing stopping the girl from leaving. At
least, not yet there wasn’t.

“Well?
What are you waiting for, dog?” she barked, and pulled out a long
bamboo cane from behind the couch. Erin turned around and began to
crawl away, sticking her tight ass out behind her as she crept
towards the kitchen. Hayley leaned over and lashed the cane across
her PVC-clad ass with a sudden crack that almost made me spill my
wine. The plastic cat suit squeezed with every minute movement of
her arms and legs as she disappeared from view. As shocking as it
seemed to me at the time, I couldn’t deny that the sight and sound
of her being struck by the cane sent a momentary surge of pleasure
to my clit. I could feel it throbbing between my thighs as I
watched her ass moving away and all I wanted to do was lower my
fingers and touch myself. Even more arousing was the shiny silver
zip running between her legs, as if she was a sex toy that could be
opened up and used at Hayley’s will.

“What do
you think?” she asked, “Do you like it?”

“It?” I
asked, completely perplexed by what I had just seen.

“You
know, I was sure you would run for the door...“ she said, “But you
didn’t.”

“Hah?” I laughed, still unsure what she meant, or what her
intentions were in invited me round for dinner. I’m not wearing a cat suit if that’s what you’re
thinking, I thought, and if you try to use that cane on me it’s going straight up
your ass! However, she had no such
intention. I was her guest and was to receive only the most
pleasant of attention.

“It is
here to please.” she replied with her usual mischievous grin as her
eyebrows danced with glee, “It has been looking forward to this
evening for a while.”

“Is this
a joke?” I asked, smiling cautiously and suspecting Erin to return
with a mocking look on her face. My paranoia had reached new
heights, although I don’t think anyone could have blamed me. There
wasn’t a hint of levity in her eyes, though.

“No.”
she replied, “What do you mean?”


“Well...” I said, choosing my words carefully so as not to
offend or embarrass myself, “Does she wear that all the
time?”

“Not all
the time...” she said, “Sometimes it needs to be
washed.”

I
genuinely couldn’t decide if she meant the girl or the cat suit. I
imagined her turning a cold hose on the poor girl in her back yard
like the new inmates at a 1940s prison.

“You
liked it, didn’t you?” she grinned, tilting her head as if she was
trying to calculate my thoughts.

“Liked
what?” I asked, but I knew exactly what she meant. My best efforts
to play it cool were no match for her inquisitive glare.

“When I
whipped her?” she replied, “It turned you on.”

All I
could do was chuckle nervously, but my silence and the long stare
that I shot back at her answered for me. She held out the cane,
offering it to me as she set her wine down on the small table by
the side of the couch. I took it in my hand without even thinking
about it while she pressed her fingers to her lips and blew a
short, piercing wolf whistle in the direction of the kitchen.
Moments later, the gimp-suited girl returned on her hands and
knees, this time without the drinks tray. She sat before us like an
obedient dog and awaited her master’s command, facing ashamedly
towards the floor.

“Face
away from us, dog!” said sneered, and the girl turned away and bent
over the gorgeous coffee table in the centre of the room. Her ass
remained still behind her as it stuck out in front of me, beckoning
me to strike it with the cane dangling loosely from my fingers.
Hayley nodded, encouraging me to do what I so desperately wanted to
do. I held it out like a sword and conjured the emotional strength
to cross the sexual barrier that lay before me. My hand was
trembling and the long wooden stick was waving in the air like a
magician’s wand about to perform a trick. I positioned it above her
ass and with one final look for confirmation from Hayley, I gently
tapped it over the girl’s ass. Hayley erupted with laughter at my
feeble effort.

“Again!”
she cackled, “And make contact this time!”

I raised
the cane again and lashed it a little harder across the girl’s ass,
this time eliciting a little movement. It still wasn’t nearly as
harsh as Hayley’s strike earlier, so I tried again. This time,
bolstered by the confidence of my first two attempts, I put every
ounce of strength in my arm into slicing it across her ass. She
bolted forward and banged her thighs against the side of the table,
and even let out a brief but audible whimper as the pain shot
through her body.

“Quiet,
dog!” barked Hayley, turning to me with an even naughtier glint in
her eye, “More!”

I
cracked the cane down hard over the girl’s ass, leaving a series of
long indentations in the black plastic covering her skin. I
wondered how much of a barrier it was providing for her, but from
the screams she was giving off I could tell that it couldn’t have
been very much at all.


“Silence!” she commanded again, leaning forward to slap the
sides of the girl’s face. She nodded at me again and I whipped her
ass a few more times, only now she remained absolutely silent. It
was turning me on so much that my breath began to waver as I
thrashed her. Hayley immediately picked up on my state of arousal
and took the cane from me.

“Would
you like to try something a little more fun?” she asked, tapping
the sides of the girl’s chest to turn her around again. I nodded,
shivering slightly as I imagined what she might have in store. Her
eyes descended to my thighs; more specifically, the zip running
down the side. She moved her hand across the couch and started to
roll it down my leg, and even though I was more nervous than I’d
ever been in my life, I simply watched and allowed her to continue.
She released my skirt and unravelled it from my waist as I lifted
my crotch slightly into the air, exposing my panties and saucy
stockings and suspenders for them both to see. My faint strip of
pubic hair was visible through the lace fabric covering my pussy,
and if they looked closely enough they would surely have seen the
glistening excesses of moisture seeping out from around the sides
of the material. I relaxed back on the couch and took a deep breath
as Hayley released the ball gag from her slave’s mouth. She placed
it to one side, allowing me to see the girl’s beautifully pink lips
and slithering tongue as she smacked them together to exercise her
newly freed jaw.

“Are you
hungry?” she asked of the slave, who nodded in return. She shuffled
over between my legs and waited for me to detach the suspenders
from my French panties and pull them down over my thighs. I was
sure she couldn’t see anything, but somehow she could tell exactly
where my hands were the whole time, as if she had some sort of
sexual spider-sense. I kicked my knickers away and lay back,
spreading my legs for her as she leaned closer. Hayley simply
watched on as her slave began to slither her tongue around the
throbbing bean of my clitoris. She clamped her lips down tightly
around the hood and started to lash her tongue over it, instantly
sending me into a shivering fit of ecstasy. The sensation of her
taste buds grating over my clit was electrifying and I couldn’t
help myself from thrusting my hips up to meet the pressure of her
mouth. In fact, I wrapped my hand around the back of her head and
pressed her tongue ever harder against my clit, fucking her face
with my crotch as she lapped vigorously around it. I could have
stayed there all evening, enjoying the immense slithering touch of
her tongue as she snacked on my pussy, but as Hayley stood up and
moved around behind her slave with the cane in her hand, I knew
that she had much more in store for me.

She
watched for a little while, simply content with the sight of Erin’s
head bobbing up and down gently over my bare crotch as I writhed in
ecstasy on the couch. She raised the cane and smacked it down
across the small of girl’s back, just above her ass. She squealed
in agony but didn’t relent with the pressure of her tongue for a
moment. The sound of her painful shriek sent a fresh gush of juices
to my pussy and drove me wild with every successive scream that she
made as Hayley flayed her concealed ass. Every crack of the cane
over her body caused her to lunge forward, adding even more
pressure to my clit as she licked hungrily around it, occasionally
moving further south to explore my vulva. She parted my labia and
lapped up every drop of the juices that had accumulated between
them, working her tongue around the opening of my tight pussy while
I circled my fingers around my clit. I kept my eyes focused on the
clenched cheeks behind her, though, growing increasingly aroused by
the sight of her body being struck by the cane. Her flesh was
surely numb by that point after the beating she had received, but
Hayley was far from finished. She put the cane down and walked over
to the side of the couch, where she pulled out a small bag from
underneath. She opened it up to reveal a hefty flogging whip and
then moved back behind the slave to whip her once again.

She held
it high above her head and landed it down over the poor girl’s ass,
this time spreading the impact zone out over a much wider area as
the hundreds of spindly knotted tassels fanned out and struck her
supple curves. Her body shook violently in an attempt to rub her
burning flesh against the insides of the cat suit to quell the
pain, but Hayley barely allowed her a second to recover before
striking the flogger down once more. She kept going, punishing her
slave and covering every inch of her back, ass and thighs with the
whip until she was reeling in agony before me, still licking
resolutely and obediently around my clit. I kept my hands pressed
to my chest as I groped my breasts, enjoying every second that she
spent eating me out and amplifying the already overwhelming
pleasure by pinching at my nipples through the soft cups of my bra.
I unbuttoned my blouse and removed the bra to lie naked on the
couch with my legs spread wide apart for the girl. I didn’t even
know what she looked like beneath the shiny black plastic, but I
did know that she was very adept with her tongue.

“Make it
eat your ass!” cackled Hayley, spinning her finger around as she
pointed to my crotch. Even though the notion had only just been put
into my mind, I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more. I quickly
spun around and face away from them with my hands gripping the back
of the sofa and my ass sticking out behind me. I backed up onto
Erin’s outstretched tongue and buried it between my ass cheeks,
forcing her to lick around the puckering rim of my deliciously pink
anus just as hungrily as she had done with my clit. I felt her
tongue poking and prodding its way around the ring of delicate
flesh, working its way inside me while I gently rocked back and
forth against her face. It was so hot and the feel of her taste
buds now sliding a centimetre or two inside my rectum made me reach
down to twiddle my clitoris for extra stimulation. I bobbed my ass
against her face, urging her to sink her tongue even deeper into my
ass, and to my surprise she kept going, pushing it another inch
inside me until her teeth were digging into the flesh around my ass
hole. I could hear the crack of the whip lashing across her ass and
back every few seconds, causing her to jolt forward and bite the
soft flesh between my cheeks.


Suddenly, she pulled away as Hayley retrieved some more toys
from the bag under the couch. First, she pulled out another gag,
which she strapped firmly into the slave’s mouth. However, this one
was nothing like the first one – it was a mouth dildo that
protruded from her face like a giant black horn in the shape of a
thick, veiny penis. The mouth piece completely concealed her mouth,
covering up what little of her body was still visible. Then, Hayley
knelt down behind her and carefully peeled the zip under her crotch
open. It split apart to reveal the sensual delight of her tight
young pussy, and if her lips were anything to go by, her labia were
surely pristinely pink. She grabbed the final implement from the
bag – a monster strap on dildo – and attached it to her waist, not
even bothering to get undressed. Watching her slave snacking on my
pussy and my ass had enraged her sexuality and made her far more
aggressive than I was used to seeing her. She had turned from
flirty siren to sex goddess in a matter of minutes. She pressed the
head of the dildo up against the slave’s pussy, sliding it between
the shiny teeth of the zip as it spread her labia wide apart. Then,
the girl moved her head forward to meet my pussy, which was still
hanging off the edge of the couch as I knelt before her.

Her
saliva was dripping down from my ass hole from where she had just
been licking, but I needed no extra lubrication. My pussy was
already soaking wet and shimmering in the reflection of the candles
she had laid out around the living room. As Hayley began to thrust
the full weight of her body against her slave’s ass, the momentum
caused the girl to bolt forward and plunge the dildo sticking out
of her mouth directly into my pussy. I felt it sinking inside me,
pushing out the walls of my vagina as its ribbed shaft massaged
every single nerve ending, applying unrelenting pressure to my
g-spot while I continued to flick my clit with my fingers. Her nose
nudged against my ass hole as the dildo entered me repeatedly,
driving me wild with lust and causing me to ram my ass back onto
her face so that the dildo penetrated me as deeply as it possibly
could. It was so much wider than any toy I’d ever used and a few
times I had to lurch forward to relieve the intense surges of
pleasure that were soaring through my bones. My whole body was
shaking and the sound of the whip cracking again and again over the
slave’s back was quickly sending me into a powerful climax. I gave
up trying to fight it and gave into my urges, pushing back on the
dildo as hard as I could while Hayley pounded the girl from
behind.

The room
was filled with the sound of the whip striking the her body, the
endless squeaking of the black plastic surrounding her body and the
my own breathless panting as I inched closer and closer to my
inevitable, impending climax. The force of Hayley’s thrusting was
ramming the slave’s mouth dildo hard into my pussy, effectively
fucking both of us at the same time. She clearly loved it and
continued to thrash the poor girl while I wailed in front of both
of them. The image of the girl’s ass between the teeth of the zip
entered my mind and i fantasised about tasting it, sticking my
tongue between her cheeks to return the favour. That one thought
alone was too much for me to handle and tipped me over the edge
into an immense, thrashing orgasm that caused the slave’s head to
jerk violently left and right with the force of my body. Hayley
continued to whip her, and the sound of the whip striking the
plastic cat suit prolonged my state of bliss for what seemed like
an eternity. Even the slave, who was there purely to serve my
needs, was writhing in ecstasy as she took every thrust and thrash
of Hayley’s hips and whip. The muscles of my vagina gripped the
dildo shaft tightly and forced her to lunge forward as my whole
body went into a series of powerful spasms. It was the most intense
orgasm I’d ever felt and it lasted for ages.

Finally,
I collapsed sideways onto the couch and tried to reclaim control of
my breath. Hayley came and sat next to me, tenderly stroking the
side of my cheek while my heart rate slowed to a normal pace. Just
then, an alarm began to ring out from the kitchen, and the slave
promptly disappeared out of view.

“Ah,
just in time!” beamed Hayley. I had worked up quite the appetite
during our steamy sex session, but it wasn’t just for the food. I
had discovered a whole new aspect of my sexuality that had laid
dormant all of my life and had suddenly and spectacularly exploded
in my face. There was plenty of time left in the evening for us to
explore it together, as well!

THE
END
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