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Chapter One - Revelations and Consequences

CINDY SPENCE SAT at her vanity table intently staring at her reflection as she did her makeup. A cute face stared back at her with round cheeks and what some would call an adorably pointed little chin, large dark eyes narrowed with concentration as she glided a tube of lipstick over her puckered, full lips.

Putting the lipstick down, Cindy considered the vivid red colour now adorning her plump, almost pouty lips. It was a new look for her, normally she was more of a light pink girl as far as colours went in this area, but she had been trying quite a few new things lately.

She had to admit that the vivid red contrasted in a quite wonderful way with her pale, almost alabaster complexion. Drumming her nails, also painted the same bright red tone as her lipstick, against the varnished wood of the vanity table, Cindy decided that she liked it. When paired with the kohl highlighting her long dark lashes and the hint of blush that gave her cheeks a slightly rosie tone the overall effect was very….mature.

Standing, the nineteen year old woman carefully tied her long, jet black hair into a ponytail at the base of her head and gave herself a quick once over, carefully checking if her bra straps were covered by the shoulder straps of the gold coloured tank top she was wearing.

Some would think it odd that the young woman was putting all this work into getting ready for what on the face of things was a simple babysitting job. But there was more to the situation than met the eye. Far more.

A dinging sound heralded the arrival of an IM on Cindy’s phone and the girl immediately snatched it up, her eyes going alight with delight when she flicked the screen on and saw the name of who had just messaged her.

Mrs VDD: Will I still be seeing you at two today, sweetie?

Cindy quickly typed back her response.

Cindy: Yes. Just leaving home now.

A second later another ding signalled the woman’s answer.

Mrs VDD: Excellent. Don’t you dare be late, my precious girl!

A shiver ran down Cindy’s back at the commanding tone, almost able to hear the other woman’s dominant, assertive voice saying the words.

Cindy: Yes, Mistress!

Placing the phone in the backpocket of her light blue, booty shorts, Cindy took one last, quick look at her reflection and then turned to exit her bedroom. Body still tingling with excitement from the two words she had just typed.

Yes, Mistress. An odd title to those unfamiliar with the situation, but that was exactly what the woman on the other end of the phone was to Cindy. Morgan Van der Dom, a long time employer of her babysitting services and as of about a week ago her Mistress.

Walking down the stairs, Cindy’s mind immediately filled with memories of that first encounter she had had with Mrs Van der Dom only a few days ago. The way the older woman had teasingly caressed her bare body for what had seemed to be hours as she had stood bound and blindfolded in the woman’s bedroom. Her whole body felt hot and tingly just from the memory.

The young woman heard a thumping sound in her ears and realised it was her own heart frantically beating from her recollections. She forced herself to take long, steadying breaths to try and calm herself, remembering her mother was downstairs and not wanting to face any awkward questions.

As expected, her mother, Carole, was sitting in the living room, plugging away at her laptop. She was an executive for an advertising company but often worked remotely from home. Hearing the sound of Cindy’s sneakers on the carpet she looked up.

“Oh, Cindy,” Carole narrowed her eyes. “New look?”

“Yeah, trying out something different,” Cindy replied in what she hoped was a casual voice. “I have a babysitting job this afternoon for Mrs Van der Dom.”

“Mrs Van der Dom?” Carole looked a tad surprised. “Weren’t you just there a few days ago. You seem to be babysitting for her a lot lately.”

“Her husband, Damien, is out of town this week and Morgan is very busy with work at the moment,” Cindy answered. She felt a little weird mentioning Mr Van der Dom by name. Mrs Van der Dom had not elaborated on how much, if anything, her husband knew about what had occurred between the two of them. It felt strange to think she might be the Other Woman to….well another woman.

Carole’s eyes narrowed again with interest. “So it’s ‘Morgan’ now?”

Cindy shrugged, hoping her casual facade was not slipping. “I’ve been babysitting for her for almost a year now, Mom. I’ll also remind you that Morgan is the senior partner of her own law firm and my program in college this fall is pre-law. If she wants me to call her by her first name, you bet I’m happy to.”

Carole nodded but still didn’t look entirely satisfied. Thankfully, her laptop dinged loudly at that very moment and her eyes were immediately drawn back to the screen in front of her with a curse.

“Just remember to text if it looks like you’re going to be late and miss dinner,” she said distractedly, clearly forgetting about everything other than whatever emergency had just appeared in her inbox.

“I will,” Cindy called over her shoulder as she headed towards the front door.

PARKING HER BIKE in the Van der Dom’s front driveway, Cindy could not help but shoot an envious glance at the sleek, white Mercedes convertible parked there that she knew to be Mrs Van der Dom’s. She had been hinting with increasingly less subtly to her parents for months now that a car of her own would be oh so useful when she started attending college at the end of the summer, but so far her efforts had nothing to show for them. The young woman found it very irritating. It wasn’t like her parents couldn’t afford it.

Walking up to the entrance of the very luxurious three story brownstone that was the Van der Dom home, Cindy quickly checked the wristwatch decorating her slender wrist and felt a rush of happiness to see she was right on time, with five minutes to spare. Though part of her could not help but wonder if maybe it would be better to be a bit late. Wouldn’t that simply give Mrs Van der Dom an excuse to punish her, which when she thought about it was kind of the point of meeting the older woman in the first place?

Stopping in front of the door, Cindy raised her hand and rapped her knuckles against the varnished wood a few times. Seconds later the door opened to reveal the tall, imposing figure of Mrs Van der Dom.

The sight actually took Cindy’s breath away. As always, Morgan Van der Dom looked perfectly put together, without so much as a single hair out of place. Her long blonde tresses were tied back in a ponytail high on the rear of her head and hung down her back to her waist. Her angular face could only be described as stunning, with high, well defined cheekbones and plump, heart shaped lips that had a haughty look to them. Today she was wearing a crisp white blouse that clung tightly to her chest, the top few buttons undone to show a hint of the cleavage of her large breasts, which seemed to emphasise the naturally, golden brown tone of her suntanned skin. A sleek, black leather miniskirt and pair of tall, heeled black boots completed the ensemble.

“Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom’s lips, coloured bright red and shining from her lipstick, curled up in a smile that showed her perfect, white teeth and had a hungry quality to it as she looked the young woman up and down. “Right on time, I see. Good girl, please come inside.”

With that the older woman turned and walked into the interior of her home, the heels of her boots clicking on the marble tiled floor. Cindy let out a breath she had not realised she had been holding in until that moment and wordlessly followed her. Her eyes dipped down almost of their own accord to stare at the sight of Mrs Van der Dom’s large, round bum, perfectly displayed by the skintight leather encasing it. She could already feel her panties growing damp.

“I’m afraid there’s been a change of plan,” Mrs Van der Dom casually looked over her shoulder as she spoke and her eyes gleamed with satisfaction when she noticed where Cindy had been staring.

“Oh,” Cindy felt her cheeks grow hot as she blushed a little at being caught even as a flash of worry filled her. What could the older woman mean? Had her husband come home early or had something important come up at work?

“Yes,” Mrs Van der Dom grinned cheekily. “It turns out Brandon had a playdate scheduled for today that I had completely forgotten about, so it seems I won’t need your babysitting services after all. I do remember however that last week I had mentioned something about opening up a bottle of chardonnay that we could talk over. Care to join me for a glass in the living room?”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful Morgan,” Cindy answered, a little surprised. Being quite new to all this she had not known entirely what to expect, but it made sense that Mrs Van der Dom wouldn’t expect her to just immediately strip off her clothes and start doing….whatever it was she had planned on doing to her today.

The Van der Dom’s living room was a picture of classic luxury, from the leather upholstered sofa and armchairs to the marble fronted fireplace set into one of the walls. Cindy felt the urge to blush again when she remembered the last time she had seen the room it had been from the outside looking in through one of the floor to ceiling windows, watching in what she at the time had thought to be in secret as Mrs Van der Dom had sucked the penis of her husband, Damien; the catalyst to everything else that had followed on that day.

Mrs Van der Dom seated herself on one of the armchairs, crossing one shapely, booted leg over the other as she did so and gestured towards the sofa next to her. On the glass-fronted coffee table before her was an ice bucket with an opened bottle of white wine chilling in it accompanied by a pair of long stemmed wine glasses.

Cindy seated herself as Mrs Van der Dom filled both glasses and handed one to her. The girl took a long sip to settle her nerves, which were rapidly asserting themselves. As much as she had been overjoyed at the prospect of chatting with the older woman who had so recently become her mistress, now that she was facing the prospect of doing so she couldn’t think of anything to say.

Feeling that the silence was on the verge of becoming uncomfortable and seeing no sign that Mrs Van der Dom was about to initiate conversation, Cindy opened her mouth and said. “So, who is Brandon’s playdate with today?”

As soon as the words left her mouth Cindy cringed internally. Way to set the mood.

Mrs Van der Dom’s response however was an almost taunting, half smile, seeming to have both picked up on Cindy’s nervousness and be pleased by it. “Damien’s sister. I can’t say I care much for the woman myself, but her youngest is the same age as Brandon and he always enjoys spending time with his ‘Auntie DeeDee’ as he calls her.”

At the casual mention of Mrs Van der Dom’s husband’s name, Cindy felt another uneasy twitch of guilt in her stomach. Deciding that if the two of them really were going to talk, she might as well take the opportunity to at least address the elephant in the room and get some much needed clarity.

“Morgan, I need to ask you something.”

“Of course, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom must have noticed something about the tone in the young woman’s voice, for she leaned forward a bit, her dark eyes widening a little in concern. “You can ask me anything you want.”

Cindy gathered her courage. “Mr Van der Dom…..I mean Damien…..does he….I mean, the two of you….”

She honestly couldn’t seem to find the right words but thankfully didn’t need to as Mrs Van der Dom immediately put a comforting hand on her knee. “Oh Cindy, have you been feeling guilty? If you have, I promise you there’s no need to. Damien and I have no secrets from each other and he knows everything that has happened between the two of us.”

Cindy blinked in surprise. She hadn’t known exactly what to expect for an answer but this had not been it. “And he’s okay with it?”

“Completely,” Mrs Van der Dom nodded her head in affirmation. “You could say he and I have an….understanding. He knows I’m attracted to both men and women, which he can hardly fault me for given his own appreciation for the latter, so I’m free to see whoever I like provided firstly that they’re female and secondly that he’s allowed to join in himself, provided the other party is open to it of course.”

“Oh,” Cindy took a moment to absorb this new information. A sudden thought occurred to her. “Is that something you would want to do with me?”

“Very much. And I’m certain Damien feels the same. I’m not the only one to appreciate the beautiful, strong and sexy woman you’ve grown into. But only if it’s something you also want, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was soft but firm as she said this last part. “Nothing happens that you do not want and consent to. Whether it's with myself and Damien or just me. I need you to understand that.”

A wonderful warm tingling filled Cindy at the tender way the older woman said this. She also felt a sense of surprise at the feeling of power that filled her as she began to understand that in a strange way even though Mrs Van der Dom was her mistress and she was her submissive by being the one who choose to submit to the older woman Cindy in her own way was the one truly in control. It was a strange realisation.

“Thank you, Morgan,” Cindy said. “I do understand that. And I’m sorry if I made you think otherwise with anything I said.”

“If you do something that requires an apology, I will make certain that you know it,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice remained soft, but Cindy detected a familiar, strict tone appear underneath. One that immediately made her panties even damper than they had been before and sent an erotic tingle down her spine. “A proper young woman does not simply utter apologies for the sake of it.”

Immediately swallowing the urge to say “I’m sorry” again, Cindy nodded.

A smile appeared on Mrs Van der Dom’s face, though it also had a strict, almost predatory quality to it that made Cindy’s vagina clench delightfully. “Good girl. Don’t worry, I will be patient with you. I know this is all new to my precious girl and part of my job as your mistress is to teach you what is needed to improve as a person.” She then wrinkled her nose a little as she looked Cindy up and down with a critical eye. “Though I must say I think I shall have to do the same thing with your wardrobe.”

“What’s wrong with it?” Cindy did her best to keep any hint of defensiveness from her voice as she glanced down at her yellow tank top and blue shorts. It wasn’t that different from how she dressed on any other summer day and it showed off a good amount of her toned midriff and sculpted creamy thighs, a lingering testament to the fact she had once been a cheerleader back in high school.

“Nothing if you’re just puttering around the house, I suppose,” Mrs Van der Dom sniffed dismissively. “Yes, it shows off that hot little body of yours and you look sexy. A beautiful woman such as yourself would look sexy wearing a burlap sack. A proper young woman should always look sophisticated as well as sexy, however.”

Part of Cindy felt she should be irritated by Mrs Van der Dom’s criticism but instead she just felt a happy bubbly feeling at how the older women had just described her as beautiful and sexy. And she did have a point, Cindy had to concede as she eyed her mistress’s outfit. Sexy and sophisticated described the crisp white blouse and leather skirt combination perfectly.

“Clearly I have much to teach you,” Mrs Van der Dom polished off the last of her wine and set down the glass on the table then reached beside the armchair she was perched on to pick up a glossy shopping bag that Cindy had not noticed before. “We can start here. Stand up please, sweetie.”

Cindy drained her own wineglass and did so, eyeing the shopping bag sitting on the coffee table and noting the designer logo emblazoned upon it. She idly wondered for a moment just how much Mrs Van der Dom had spent on the contents inside.

“And now, my precious girl. I want you to take off your clothes and put on the items you’ll find in the bag. Chop chop.”

“Yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy said, referring to the older woman by her surname, sensing that the time had finally come for them to get down to the real reason she had come over in the first place.

Quickly slipping out of her sneakers, her hands went to the hem of her tank top and pulled it up and then entirely off of her body. Standing in her bra and shorts, Cindy carefully folded her shirt and placed it carefully on the counter, instinct telling her that Mrs Van der Dom would not be impressed if she simply dropped it haphazardly onto the floor.

“Good girl.” A familiar tingle of delight ran down Cindy’s spine at the older woman’s praising words as she received verbal confirmation her instincts had been correct.

Her booty shorts easily slid down her slender but toned legs and soon were sitting neatly folded beside her shirt on the counter, leaving Cindy standing in nothing but her underwear. It was a plain grey cotton set, though it was at least matching. Remembering Mrs Van der Dom’s earlier comments, Cindy had to concede sophisticated was not a word that she would use to describe them.

Not that Mrs Van der Dom seemed to mind. In fact her dark eyes, emphasised by the smoky eyeliner and kohl decorating them, were practically burning as she stared unblinking at Cindy’s almost bare body with a wolfish smile of anticipation on her face. The sight made her still virginal cunt almost ache in reaction and the girl blushed a little when she noted a very noticeable damp spot was visible on the gusset of her panties.

Her panties and bra were quickly discarded, leaving Cindy standing completely naked before the seated Mrs Van der Dom. The thought occurred to her that if someone unsuspectingly did as she had done barely a week ago and glanced through the living room windows they would get quite the eyeful.

Cindy shivered and not from the cold air of the living room, though she did note her skin was quickly breaking out in goosebumps. The hungry, almost predatory way Mrs Van der Dom was looking her up and down, drinking in the sight of her naked body, made the young woman’s cheeks and pussy burn; the former from embarrassment and the latter from arousal.

“I see you did as I ordered,” Mrs Van der Dom stated as her eyes fixed themselves between Cindy’s legs onto her vagina, which was shaved completely bare.

“Yes, Mrs Van der Dom.” Cindy had never shaved herself there before and the sensation was still strange, though she had to admit the feeling of how exposed her pussy was like this, somehow even more on display due to its lack of pubic hair, was deliciously erotic.

“Good girl.” Mrs Van der Dom nodded approvingly before giving a pointed look to the still untouched shopping back sitting on the table next to Cindy’s discarded clothes.

Taking the hint, Cindy reached into the interior and pulled out its contents. She found a pair of lace stockings and garter belt, along with a set of bra and panties, all pale pink in colour.

“Stockings and garter first,” Mrs Van der Dom instructed. “It makes it easier to remove your panties when the time comes, sweetie.”

Having never worn either before, Cindy found it a bit awkward to put them on, especially fastening the clips of the garter belt to the hems of the stockings. She had to admit that they framed her legs quite nicely once on and the smooth, cool feeling of the lace fabric against her skin was quite titillating.

The bra and panties quickly followed. They were both quite frilly and covered with pink ruffles and while the panties were not quite a thong they left quite a bit of the lower part of her bum cheeks on display.

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom praised her when the complete outfit, if it could be called that, was on, and rose from her seat. “Though I think you missed something.”

Reaching into the shopping bag, Mrs Van der Dom retrieved a black jewellery case which she snapped open to reveal a pink, leather choker. “Hold up your hair please, sweetie.”

Obediently, Cindy lifted her ponytail up and away from her neck to give Mrs Van der Dom unfettered access as she placed the choker around it and buckled it in place. The two thin leather bands came together at the front where they were connected to a little silver shaped heart that sat at the hollow of the girl’s throat.

With a possessive look in her eyes that made Cindy’s clitoris tighten deliciously, Mrs Van der Dom traced one finger around the outline of the silver heart. “So long as I am your mistress you do not take this off, do you understand me, sweetie? It shouldn’t arouse anyone's suspicions or awkward questions while you go about your day to day affairs while still marking you for what you are.”

“Your property?” Cindy asked, bristling just a little despite herself.

“If you like to think of it that way, by all means,” Mrs Van der Dom said lightly. “For myself I simply think of it as marking you as mine. And that is what you are, my precious girl. Mine! This most of all.”

As she spoke, Mrs Van der Dom’s free hand went down to cup Cindy’s cunt through the frilly fabric of her panties. The girl could not stop the hot moan that escaped her mouth at the older woman’s touch, however faint, and she had to fight the urge to hump herself against her mistress’s hand, knowing instinctively it would displease the older woman if she did so without permission.

Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes turned so hot that Cindy almost felt it scorch her skin. “Sweetie, your panties are positively drenched. Good girl. So responsive to me even though I have hardly touched you. Very good girl. Training you is going to be such a treat.”

Cindy let out another heated moan at Mrs Van der Dom’s words, but it turned into a pitiful sounding whine as the older woman withdrew her hand. “Soon enough, my precious girl, I promise. But first give me a moment.”

Her gaze turning considering, Mrs Van der Dom looked Cindy up and down. Reaching behind the young woman’s head with both hands, she pulled off the hairband holding her hair in its ponytail and combed her fingers through the long tresses so they now hung freely down her back.

“Better, but I want you to grow it longer,” Mrs Van der Dom stated. “I want your hair to be the same length as mine. There is nothing quite so feminine as long hair.”

Cindy blinked, noting that Mrs Van der Dom was phrasing what she had said as a command, not a request, and already knowing she would follow it, even if she could feel herself already beginning to dread the work that would have to go into maintaining her hair if she grew it longer. It was a pain even at its current length which ended halfway down her back.

Mrs Van der Dom gave an appraising look over Cindy’s face and nodded approvingly. “I do like what you are doing with your makeup, however. The new style suits you far better. I like how you matched your lipstick with your nails.” Her eyes glanced down to Cindy’s feet. “Though next time do not overlook your toenails. You should also grow your nails longer.” She emphasised this by tracing the tips of her own long nails, painted a similar vivid red to Cindy’s, over the girl’s stomach which made her gasp.

Cindy had never done anything remotely like that before. Long nails were not something compatible with any kind of sport, even one like cheerleading. The last thing you wanted when trying to complete a pyramid was the distraction of the teammates holding you up digging their nails into your ankles. “Um, Mrs Van der Dom -”

“I know they’ll be awkward at times, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom cut her off softly but firmly, meeting the young woman’s eyes. “Consider this your first lesson. How you dress, how you look, and how you present yourself is important. Important for how others perceive you but also important for how it makes you feel.”

She gestured over Cindy’s body for emphasis. “How do you feel now, dressed like this?”

Cindy looked down at herself and considered for a moment. “Cute….innocent….” She narrowed her eyes as she took in the frilly ruffles covering her panties. “Playful.”

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom smiled approvingly. “Which is exactly how you should be feeling as we are now going to play. I think it’s time we begin your punishment.”

“What?” Cindy said in surprise, protesting even as her cunt ached in delight at hearing the word ‘punishment’ from the older woman. “Mrs Van der Dom why? I’ve been a good girl. Why are you going to punish me?”

Mrs Van der Dom’s smile turned cruel, but the sight made Cindy’s vagina burn even deliciously in anticipation at what the sight foretold. “You are so adoringly innocent sometimes, my precious girl. It will make training you so much more enjoyable. Good girls need to be punished just as much as bad ones, sweetie, as you are now going to discover.”


Chapter Two - Training Cindy

HEART POUNDING MADLY Cindy stood before a door just off the third floor landing of the Van der Dom house. Mrs Van der Dom was just behind her, one hand lightly yet possessively gripping her shoulder.

The door looked completely nondescript and Cindy might easily have dismissed it as a closet. Not that the young woman was entirely certain what she had pictured it would look like when Mrs Van der Dom had announced they would be going to her “playroom” for her punishment. A wrought iron doorknob secured by an antiquated yet intimidating looking padlock maybe?

“Open it, sweetie, and then step inside” Her mistress’s voice was cool and commanding as ever, but there was just a hint of eagerness to it.

Cindy’s hand trembled slightly as she reached out and gripped the brass doorknob, turning it with a click. The door opened to reveal a shadowy room that the girl could not really make out the contents of. Feeling gentle yet insistent pressure at her shoulder from Mrs Van der Dom, she stepped forward on stockinged feet and entered the room.

The clicking of Mrs Van der Dom’s heeled boots announced her following in the young woman’s wake, the sound somewhat ominous which only seemed to turn Cindy on even more to the young woman’s confusion, and then the door closed behind her with a thump, cutting off what little light had been provided from the hallway and leaving Cindy in total darkness.

For a moment there was total silence aside from the thumping sound of Cindy’s own heart ringing in her ears. Then she heard the clicking sound of a lightswitch and a single lightbulb dangling from a chain attached to the centre of the ceiling sprang alight. It was the room’s only source of illumination, and left the edges cloaked in appropriately ominous shadows, but it was enough to reveal the contents to Cindy’s eyes.

A gasp escaped her at what she saw. Cindy had had some idea of what Mrs Van der Dom’s playroom would look like. She had grown up with the internet after all and while she’d not been exactly risque in the porn she’d watched it was inevitable that she had picked up a few things. Still, seeing it in reality was something different.

On the far side of the room was a bed, or rather a wrought iron bed frame with a bare mattress on top of it. To either side of it was a wooden frame shaped like an X and a square frame of metal, both with leather cuffs dangling at the corners from lengths of chain. In the centre of the room sat a wooden sawhorse, with leather padding over the top. A bit away from that was a wooden wedge with a pair of handcuffs dangling above it via a chain attached to the ceiling and a pair of cuffs screwed onto the base. The walls were lined with cabinets, their contents hidden from view but Cindy could guess what they were, her mind filled with images of whips and floggers and other instruments of punishment.

Cindy felt a gust of hot breath against her ear. “Do you like it, sweetie? I generally saw to the decorating of most of the house, but this particular room was a joint project between Damien and I. We’re quite proud of it.”

The older woman lightly ran her fingers across Cindy’s shoulder and down her arms as she spoke and the girl shivered at the contact but did not speak. Her mind still felt overwhelmed by what she saw, the knowledge of what was about to happen. What was going to happen? As she began imagining all the different things Mrs Van der Dom could do - do to her - with the contents of the room a little whimper escaped her lips.

“Sweetie?” Mrs Van der Dom said with a tingle of concern that only seemed to grow when the young woman did not answer her. “Sweetie, is everything alright? Cindy? Cindy, please look at me!”

Mrs Van der Dom’s hands gripped Cindy gently but firmly by the shoulders and turned the girl around. Her mistress bent forward so her face was level with the young woman’s. Her eyes were wide and inquiring. “Cindy, do you still want to do this?”

At the thought that she had disappointed Mrs Van der Dom, Cindy found her voice. “No! I mean, yes….I’m sorry Mrs Van der Dom….I don’t know what came over me just now….I’ll do better -”

“Cindy!” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was sharp as it cut off her babbling, but her hands were gentle as she cupped her face between them. “Breathe! Slow and deep, my precious girl. With me. I’m here. With you. Focus on that. Breathe.”

Obediently, Cindy took deep, slow breaths in time with her mistress, holding her eyes the entire time. What had been becoming panic slipped away and was replaced by calmness, along with a feeling of safety that the older woman always seemed to inspire in her by her very presence.

Seeing she had calmed, Mrs Van der Dom leaned even closer till her face was just inches from Cindy. “I need you to talk to me now, sweetie. Do you want to continue with this? Remember what I told you the first time, my precious girl. I will do nothing to you that you do not consent to and if at any point you want me to stop all you have to do is say your safeword ‘red’ and I will. I will never be upset with you for using your safeword if it's because something is happening you genuinely do not like. Do you trust me on this, Cindy?”

Cindy did, she realised. She did trust Mrs Van der Dom. As new and undeniably a little frightening as this new part of herself she was discovering was, Cindy wanted to explore it with the older woman. She felt safe with her and knew on some fundamental level that her mistress wouldn’t hurt her….well at least not hurt her in a way she didn’t actually want her to.

“Yes,” Cindy said softly and then knowing her mistress needed her to be more explicit raised her voice and went on. “Yes, Mrs Van der Dom, I consent. Punish your good girl the way she needs to be punished.”

Her mistress’s eyes burned hotly at Cindy’s words and she leaned in to plant a quick kiss on the young woman’s lips that was over far too soon for her liking. She then straightened so she loomed over her imposingly once more, her face once again turning stern and strict. “Excellent, sweetie. Then let’s begin.”

Grasping her almost roughly by the shoulder, Mrs Van der Dom led Cindy over to the sawhorse in the centre of the room. Her other hand went to the small of her back and pushed her forward, almost shoving her as she did so.

“Bend over please,” Mrs Van der Dom ordered, her voice no longer warm and reassuring but instead as cold as ice, the earlier gentleness gone from it completely.

Obediently, Cindy lay herself across the sawhorse. The top ended just below her breasts leaving them to dangle down in the air, still encased in her frilly pink bra. The bottom stopped at the top of her pelvis, leaving her panty covered bum jutting up in the air.

Mrs Van der Dom knelt down behind Cindy and the girl felt cool leather wrap around each of her ankles and be buckled closed as she discovered the sawhorse came with a set of restraints. Booted heels clicking, her mistress walked around to the front and quickly did the same with Cindy’s wrists.

Once done she stood and looked down at Cindy with a cruel smile, her eyes gleaming with appreciation at the sight of the bound girl beneath her. Cindy looked up at her from underneath her long eyelashes, the picture of meek submission, and her young body shivered as she realised just how vulnerable she now was. The feeling only seemed to be feeding her rapidly growing arousal however. Her frilly panties were almost plastered to her vagina with how freely her juices were leaking from her puffy, engorged slit.

“I think I may be a tad overdressed,” Mrs Van der Dom said, her hands going to the buttons of her white blousing and undoing them. Peeling off the shirt, Cindy’s eyes widened as she saw underneath she was wearing a black leather corset that barely contained her large breasts, which seemed to be threatening to pop out from it at any moment.

Mrs Van der Dom smirked at Cindy’s reaction and walked over towards the far wall, putting a bit more emphasis than she usually did in swaying her hips as she did so, knowing that the young woman was staring at her lovely, round bum encased in the tight leather of her skirt. Reaching her destination she carefully folded her blouse and placed it on a small shelf from which she picked up a pair of black leather gloves that she slipped over her slender fingers.

Turning to once again face Cindy, Mrs Van der Dom cocked her hip and placed one gloved hand on it. The sight made the girl whimper. She now looked every inch the sexy, stern dominatrix that she was. The domineering, experienced, cruel older woman Cindy on some level had always fantasised about submitting to for the entire time she had known her even if she had not truly been conscious of it until recently.

Mrs Van der Dom smirked at the sound, clearly pleased by the reaction she had inspired in the bound young woman. Her lips then pursed. “Hmmmmm, I cannot deny you make for an appealing sight like that, sweetie, but something seems to be missing. What could it be?”

A look of faux consideration took over the older woman’s face as she tapped one gloved finger against her haughty lips in an exaggerated fashion for a few moments. Then she smiled triumphantly. “I know! I have thought of just the thing. A little something for those sweet, little breasts of yours.”

From the shelf beside her, Mrs Van der Dom picked up something that looked to be a very strange set of pliers. As she walked back towards Cindy, the young woman noticed her other hand held what looked to be a pair of small rubber bands. Confusion filled her. Whatever could those be for?

Reaching Cindy, her mistress crouched down in front of her and pulled down the cups of her bra so the round peaks of her breasts were visible while still being framed by the frilly, pink fabric. Her little nipples were rock hard and their dark colour contrasted sharply with her creamy, pale skin.

Placing one of the rubber bands on the end of the odd pliers, Mrs Van der Dom pried them open so the band was stretched wide and then firmly gripped one of Cindy’s small breasts with her free hand. Positioning the expanded rubber band over the breast’s nipple, which was not hard given it was already rock hard from arousal and pointing out like the tip of an eraser, the older woman then slowly closed the pliers so the rubber band was left tightly clinging to the base of Cindy’s nipple.

The girl immediately let out a pained hiss at the pinching feeling of tight constriction around the base of the little nubbin. It hurt! The hiss became a strangled gasp as Mrs Van der Dom quickly repeated the act with Cindy’s other nipple so both hard tips were tightly constricted at the base by the rubber bands, cutting off the circulation of blood while pinching them cruelly.

“Oh, your little nipples look so cute like this. Don’t you agree, sweetie?” Mrs Van der Dom crooned, putting aside the pliers and lightly caressing her fingers over the rapidly engorging pointed tips.

Cindy only whimpered in pain, blinking away the tears that were rapidly forming in her eyes. Her nipples seemed to be swelling in size, growing swollen from the blood that now had no way to escape due to the tight constriction of the rubber bands, and were becoming extra sensitive as a result. Mrs Van der Dom’s devilish caresses with her fingers, which normally would be so welcomed, were almost agonising as a result as her nubile, gloved fingertips rubbed and touched the nearly throbbing points.

“Oh, are you crying, sweetie?” Mrs Van der Dom asked, her face filled with almost mocking, faux concern.

“It hurts!” Cindy said tearily, unable to stop a snotty sob from escaping her lips. “Mrs Van der Dom….it hurts so badly.”

“Nonsense,” Mrs Van der Dom tisked, though one of her hands came up to gently cup Cindy’s cheek and stroke in comfortingly. “Your punishment has only started, my precious girl, and I have only begun to hurt you. Take a deep breath and prepare yourself. Show me the strong, brave young woman I know you to be.”

With that her mistress rose to her feet and once again walked away, this time in the direction of one of the cabinets. Cindy continued to fight back sobs from the pinching pain of the rubber bands on her nipples, though she was becoming increasingly conscious of the fact that the pain seemed to be shooting directly to her cunt which was pulsing in pleasure. Was she actually enjoying this? Turned on by the pain? The realisation confused her but seemed undeniable.

Mrs Van der Dom stopped before the wooden cabinet and opened it. Looking inside, she turned and once again gave the bound girl a look of faux consideration, lips pursed in exaggerated concentration, before reaching inside and pulling out a hairbrush of varnished brown wood.

Despite the continued distraction that was the pain in her nipples, Cindy could not help but blink in surprise. Of all the sinister instruments of punishment she had expected to emerge, a hairbrush had not been one of them.

Her mistress obviously noted the look of surprise on the young woman’s face. She smirked cruelly as walked back towards the sawhorse, the clicking of her heeled boots ringing ominous through the room as she lightly slapped the backside of the hairbrush against one gloved palm. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Appearances can be deceiving. I decided to be merciful as this is your first time, so I’ll spare you a taste of my whip or my cane, but you’ll find the back of my hairbrush will be torment enough on that cute little bum of yours.”

Reaching Cindy, Mrs Van der Dom ran one gloved hand down her back in a soft, reassuring gesture as she walked down the sawhorse so she was positioned behind her. The hand remained on the small of her back, just above the frilly hemline of her panties, and pressed down gently. “Arch your back for me, sweetie. Present that lovely bum of yours for me for its impending correction.”

Cindy followed her mistress’s orders, arching her back so her bum was jutting up even higher in the air, both creamy cheeks on full display. She then felt the cool wood of the hairbrush against her posterior through the ruffled material of her panties. Knowing what was coming she took a deep breath and tried to calm her racing pulse.

After a long second the hairbrush lifted off of her bottom and Cindy clenched both of her bum cheeks in anticipation of what was coming. She was not disappointed.

CRACK!

Pain exploded through Cindy’s bum as the varnished wood of the back of the hairbrush slammed down across both creamy cheeks, the sound of the blow ringing through the room. Cindy could not stop a pained gasp from slipping through her lips. The chains of her restraints rattled as she instinctively pulled with her hands to try and reach around and soothe the sore pain that lingered in her bum, but of course it was in vain.

CRACK!

Another blow, this time even stronger than the first one. Again pain coursed through the plump, round cheeks of the girl’s bum and she balled up her dainty hands into fists. She could feel her eyes brimming with tears that threatened to spill down her cheeks. She also realised her slit, however, was similarly brimming with leaking juices that were threatening to spill down her thighs.

CRACK! CRACK!

Twice more in rapid succession, Mrs Van der Dom struck out with her hairbrush, this time focusing the first blow solely on one rapidly reddening cheek and then the other. At the double dose of pain, Cindy could not stop the strangled cry that escaped her throat. She felt the hot, burning tears finally spill from her eyes and run down her cheeks as she sobbed in the aftermath. Oh it hurt so badly.

Mrs Van der Dom’s response was a dark chuckle, even as the gloved hand still on the small of Cindy’s back lightly rubbed the soft skin there in a comforting, supportive gesture. “Oh, did that hurt, my precious girl? Good, I want it to. Your pain pleases me and you want to please me don’t you?”

Y-yes….yes M-Mrs Van der D-Dom,” Cindy stammered tearfully.

“Good girl.” As always those two words seemed to make Cindy's whole body tingle warmly in the most wonderful way. Her resolve only strengthened. She would do anything. Take anything. Anything to be Mrs Van der Dom’s good girl.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The hairbrush rained down again and again on Cindy’s bum. Mrs Van der Dom held nothing back now, striking with everything she had. Painful cry after painful cry was ripped from the young woman’s throat by the intense agony left in the wake of each blow, the sound mixing with the crack of the hairbrush and the rattling of her chains to ring throughout the dark interior of the playroom. All Cindy could do was lie there and take it, breathlessly gulping down air between snotty sobs, her young body shaking from the intensity of what she was experiencing.

Her mistress’s free hand remained on the small of her back the entire time, gloved fingers lightly stroking themselves gently over her skin even as she relentlessly continued to flay her hairbrush against the young woman’s poor bum. Cindy tried to focus on that strangely contradictory gentle gesture, clinging to it as a bastion of stability in the churning sea of pain she found herself in.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The blows from the hairbrush continued to come. Mrs Van der Dom had no pattern or consistency to them, keeping Cindy on edge and never able to truly anticipate where the next strike would land. Sometimes the hairbrush alternated between one tender cheek and then the other. Sometimes it struck the same creamy globe two, three or even four times in a row.

By now Cindy’s poor bum was a red, burning mess. The tender, abused flesh was so inflamed she could feel the heat wafting off of it in contrast to the cool air of the playroom. That was nothing compared to the inferno that seemed to be raging between her legs deep within her vagina. It was so hot and wet, the frilly pink material of her panties was plastered to the engorged lips of her slit. Oh how desperately she wanted to touch herself there, to soothe the ranging arousal that had been built up by Mrs Van der Dom’s ruthless spanking of her bum, but bound as she was she could not. Instead she found herself arching her back and jutting her butt out even more to expose it even further to the blows of the hairbrush, seeking out the pain almost eagerly in anticipation of the pleasure it would inspire.

And then one last blow of the hairbrush cracked against Cindy’s bum cheeks and no more followed. The young woman’s body clenched for a few moments, waiting for the cracking sound of the hairbrush and the pain that followed in its wake, and then went limp when she realised none was coming. Sobbing and sniffling, she lay on the sawhorse and trembled slightly, body wracked by the pain in her bum and nipples and conflicting arousal in her cunt.

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom crooned softly, the hand on the small of Cindy’s back sliding down to cup one inflamed bum cheek. “Such a good girl you are, Cindy. You took your punishment so bravely. What a strong young woman you are. I am so proud of you, sweetie.”

Cindy could not stop the smile that appeared on her tearstained face at Mrs Van der Dom’s praising words, happiness filling her that she had made her mistress proud. The strength of the feeling was surprising but somehow made everything she had just undergone worth it. A pained whimper then followed when she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s gloved hands begin rubbing themselves over her bum.

“Ssssshhhhhhh,” Mrs Van der Dom hushed her and Cindy felt a gust of hot breath over her inflamed bottom and realised the older woman must be kneeling just inches from her poor abused posterior. “I know, sweetie. Your poor bottom is so sore right now. Be still now and let me make my precious girl feel better.”

A tearful moan of delight slipped from Cindy’s lips as she felt her mistress’s lips press themselves against one burning cheek, her silky tongue then licking itself over the skin. Mrs Van der Dom continued to softly but firmly rub her hands over the young woman’s bum, lightly kneading at the sore flesh, while planting a flutter of soft kisses with her lips and gentle licks with her tongue over the entirety of Cindy’s butt. The pain abated very quickly, soothed away by the older woman’s ministrations.

And then Cindy gasped when she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers between her legs, lightly cupping her panty covered pussy. “Why Cindy, you are absolutely soaking!” Mrs Van der Dom whispered hotly. “Good girl. Very good girl. Responding so positively to your punishment. Do you understand what I meant, sweetie, when I told you even good girls need to be disciplined?”

Cindy nodded mindlessly, the older woman’s words not really registering but willing to agree with anything she said if it meant her mistress would go on touching her pussy. Unfortunately, moments later the hand vanished and she whimpered in dismay.

“No please!” Cindy sobbed. “Please, Mrs Van der Dom….please don’t stop touching me.”

A dark chuckle followed. “Oh I have no intention of stopping, Cindy. Your punishment has only started.”

And then Cindy felt a new sensation on her bum, a prickling feeling on the sore, inflamed flesh, and she realised it was the bristles of the hairbrush which Mrs Van der Dom was lightly tapping over her bum cheeks. It wasn’t exactly painful but it wasn’t pleasant either.

Mrs Van der Dom continued she began tapping with more force, the pointed tips of the bristles digging into the sore cheeks of Cindy’s bum, even pressing down and rotating the hairbrush to almost gorge at the tender flesh for a few brief moments from time to time. This definitely was beginning to hurt and fresh tears broke out and leaked down the girl’s face as she sobbed in pain.

Cindy’s cunt however was having a reaction all of its own to the continued abuse. It was almost throbbing in aroused need, desperate for something to touch it. The strange new sensation of the bristles of the hairbrush on her skin was painful but also almost teasing in a way and the girl found her arousal spiking even higher as a result.

The higher her arousal built, however, the greater the sense of frustration that seemed to grip her still virginal pussy when nothing was done to slake it. With her legs bound and spread open Cindy could not so much as rub her thighs together and all her vagina could do was throb and clench and leak ever more juices as her excitement only grew without abating; by this point her thighs were slick with the evidence of it.

And then the hairbrush left Cindy’s bum and moments later the young woman squealed as she felt Mrs Van der Dom begin lightly tapping it against her pussy. Again, the sensation was strange and slightly painful as the bristles dug into the swollen lips of Cindy’s labia, scraping against it through the material of her frilly panties, which by now were glued to her cunt like a second skin. Aroused as she was however, Cindy didn’t care, simply delighted that something was finally touching her there. She actually began grinding herself against the tantalising bristles of the hairbrush, desperately seeking more contact.

“Oh does my precious girl like that?” Mrs Van der Dom taunted. “Do you like the feeling of my hairbrush between your legs, Cindy? The teasing feeling of those bristles on your innocent cunt? I think you do.”

“Yes!” Cindy moaned, still shamelessly grinding herself against the hairbrush tapping away at her pussy. She could feel the most delightful pressure building between her legs, like something was about to explode. “Oh it feels….it feels so good….please Mrs Van der Dom….more please….”

“Hmmmmmm. And why do I suspect if this goes on for much longer you may just have an orgasm, sweetie? That won’t do at all.”

And with that the hairbrush vanished.

“No no no! Noooooo!” Cindy howled as she felt the building orgasm begin slipping away, a feeling of unbearable frustration roaring up in its place at her continued unfulfilled arousal. “No please Mrs Van der Dom! Please don’t stop! I’ll do anything! Anything!”

It did no good and Cindy sobbed and wailed at the unfairness of it, her restraints rattling as she fought fruitlessly to free her hands so she could finish things herself. She bucked and struggled like she was possessed, but of course it did no good.

Cindy didn’t care at that moment. All she was aware of was the burning frustration of her cunt and the lingering sore pain of her bum. But both shadowed in significance to the sheer agony that were her nipples however. They somehow were both numb and in pain at the same time, the tight constriction of the rubber bands contrasting with how dreadfully swollen they felt. Even the cool air of the playroom that was caressing them seemed too much.

The rapid clicking sound of heels on the wood floor heralded Mrs Van der Dom quickly walking around to the front of the sawhorse so she could kneel down before the bound young woman and take her face in her hands. Her eyes were wide with concern. “Cindy? Cindy, I’m here. Please talk to me. Is it too much? Do you need to use your safeword? It’s fine if you do and don’t you think for a moment I will be unhappy with you or it makes you weak if that’s the case.”

“No,” Cindy sniffled between breathless sobs. “I want to continue, Mrs Van der Dom….but please….my nipples….they hurt….they hurt so bad, Mrs Van der Dom….the rubber bands….please….”

“Of course, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom immediately planted a quick kiss on the girl’s forehead. “I’ll take them off. Don’t you ever hesitate to tell me if you truly don’t like something or it’s too much for you, Cindy.”

Cindy felt relief at her mistress’s words but it was short lived as she discovered that as much as the rubber bands had hurt going on, it had been nothing to the pain that came from them coming off. Blood immediately began flowing back into the little nubbins, which swelled even more in size in contrast to their normally small state. As the numb flesh came back to life it felt as if red hot pins were being stuck through them and Cindy shrieked in pain, fresh tears falling from her eyes.

Mrs Van der Dom responded by immediately crouching down and taking one of the tortured nipples into her mouth, sucking strongly on it and lathing her silky tongue over the almost throbbing nubbin. The molten warmth of her mouth almost immediately began soothing the agonising pain and within moments it was gone. Mrs Van der Dom quickly repeated the same act with Cindy’s other nipple.

“Is that better, sweetie?” Mrs Van der Dom asked softly, reaching up with her hand to brush aside some of the girl’s sweat soaked black bangs which had become plastered to the front of her forehead.

“Oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy said, almost crying from gratitude. “Thank you….thank you so much.”

The older woman only smiled, her dark eyes once again turning hungry and she leaned forward to press her lips against Cindy’s in a kiss. Feeling her mistress’s tongue probing for entrance, Cindy obediently opened her lips to grant it entry and shuddered as Mrs Van der Dom began ruthlessly thrusting the silky muscle in and out of the girl’s mouth.

Then she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands on her nipples, the gloved fingers lightly stroking over the hardened tips and tracing over her areolas. The pain was gone but the nipples remained both swollen and extremely sensitive and even the infuriatingly light touch of Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers made Cindy shudder and a pleasurable groan well up in her throat that was stifled by the older woman’s tongue.

Breaking the kiss for air, Mrs Van der Dom’s hooded eyes burned with intensity as she drank in the sight of Cindy continuing to moan from the manipulation of her nipples by her own skilled fingers. “Does my precious girl like that?”

“Oooooh….oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy somehow forced the words out between hot gasps of delight. As sensitive as her nipples were, the pleasure inspired by the older woman’s caresses of them seemed to be shooting straight to her clitoris, which seemed to be throbbing in approval.

Which only made the girl even more aware of how badly she wanted her mistress to caress parts of her other than her nipples, her now very aroused and very frustrated pussy first and foremost. It was aching so hard from unfulfilled excitement that it almost hurt. Cindy realised she was mindlessly rocking her hips, grinding her cunt against empty air out of a desperate need for something, anything, to make contact with it.

Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers rolled Cindy’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and as lovely as the heightened wave of pleasure this inspired felt, it only seemed to make things worse. “Mrs Van der Dom please!”

“My my, you are a needy little thing today, aren’t you Cindy?” Mrs Van der Dom tisked. “Please what?”

“Please more!” Cindy panted breathlessly between tearful sobs of frustration. “I need more, Mrs Van der Dom.”

“More?” Mrs Van der Dom arched her eyebrows mockingly in feigned surprise. “Are you sure, sweetie?”

“YES!” Cindy all but screamed. “Please Mrs Van der Dom!”

“Very well, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom released Cindy’s nipples and rose to her feet so she once again towered over the bound young woman. “You have been such a good girl for me today and have certainly earned a reward for proving yourself to be such a brave, strong young woman. If you truly need more then I shall be more than happy to oblige you, my precious girl.”

“Oh thank you, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy sobbed in gratitude but confusion filled her as the older woman turned and once again walked back towards the wooden cabinet she had originally taken the hairbrush from. Whyever was she going over there?

Confusion was soon replaced by impatience as Mrs Van der Dom opened the cabinet and once again looked consideringly inside. Cindy simply lay upon the sawhorse she was secured to and stared at her, body trembling in arousal and frustration. Each second felt like an eternity. What was she doing? How much longer was she going to make her wait? Her vagina clenched at the thought of her mistress touching her there again. Surely she would now finally be allowed to cum. In her mistress’s own words she had earned a reward. What else could it be?

Her impatience proved too much to bear and Cindy tentatively said. “Mrs Van der Dom….”

“Just a moment, sweetie,” the older woman cut her off. “I’m just deciding.”

Deciding what was made clear a moment later as Mrs Van der Dom reached inside and took out a dangling strip of leather. Cindy’s eyes went wide as the older woman turned and faced her and, with a predatory look in her eyes, slashed it through the air.

CRACK!

“I was honestly a bit surprised, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom said tauntingly. “I was certain that lovely bum of yours had had enough punishment for one day. However, since you insist you need more then so be it. And having been such a good girl for me I think you have earned a treat. I’m going to let that naughty little bottom of yours have a taste of my strap!”


Chapter Three - Her Painful Reward

MRS VAN DER DOM stalked back across the playroom towards Cindy, a cruel smile on her face. For her part, Cindy lay stunned upon the sawhorse she was bound to as she tried to absorb this new information, realising the cruel trick that her mistress had played on her.

She whimpered a little as she eyed the strap dangling from Mrs Van der Dom’s gloved fist. Her poor bum was still so sore from the earlier spanking it had received with the hairbrush and now she was to be strapped? For a second she was tempted for the first time that day to say her safeword.

But Cindy did not. Her body seemed to be having a very different reaction to her mind at the prospect of feeling Mrs Van der Dom’s strap. It was positively tingling in anticipation from the thought. As for her cunt, its inner walls were clenching themselves in the most wonderful way. Cindy was beyond confused by this; how Mrs Van der Dom inflicting the most horrible pain upon her seemed to inspire the most wonderful pleasure in her innocent young body. Was something wrong with her?

And then all thoughts vanished from Cindy’s mind as the young women realised Mrs Van der Dom was once again standing behind her. Craning her head around, she saw the older woman was staring down intently on her panty clad bottom, a burning hot look in her eyes.

“Hmmmm,” she said consideringly. “As pretty as these look, I think for this next round my precious girl has earned the right to feel my strap on her bare bottom.”

With that Mrs Van der Dom seized Cindy’s panties by the hem and yanked them down to around her knees so her bottom was now completely exposed without even the slight protection provided by her frilly pink underwear.

The eyes of Cindy’s mistress grew even hotter as she stared hungrily at the girl’s now naked bum. Reaching out with her free hand, Mrs Van der Dom caressed first one still slightly pink bum cheek and then the other. “You have a truly luscious bottom, sweetie. I don’t think I have ever seen one more fit to be spanked. It’s almost a shame it hasn’t been until now, but I shall more than make up for it going forward.”

One of her gloved fingers slipped between the cleft of Cindy’s bum and ran down the crack till it found her bum hole. Feeling the finger probe at the puckered entrance, Cindy gave a squeal and turned away in embarrassment, cheeks burning hotly and bright red, as she realised what was happening. Mrs Van der Dom’s finger continued to press lightly at the young woman’s bum hole, creating a slightly uncomfortable stretching feeling there, and for a second Cindy wondered if her mistress meant to fully insert the finger inside of her ass.

And then the finger was gone. “Too soon,” she heard Mrs Van der Dom mutter. “Too much and too soon for my precious girl. That will wait for another day.”

Again Cindy heard the click of the older woman’s heeled boots and she realised her mistress was repositioning herself. That was the only warning she had as a moment later she heard the whistling sound of the leather strap cutting through the air, heralding an incoming blow.

CRACK!

Cindy clenched her bum cheeks in anticipation of the strike and Mrs Van der Dom did not disappoint. As the strap cut into the plump flesh of her pert bottom pain flared through the tender flesh. It was far more intense than the hairbrush had been and concentrated in a narrow strip across both cheeks. A cry escaped her lips as the burning pain lingered, her young body shuddering in reaction.

“Yes sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom crooned appreciatively. “Let me hear your pained cries. Don’t hide them from me, the sound is truly beautiful.”

CRACK!

Her mistress struck again, even harder than before and this time the strap cut across the sensitive flesh where her bum met her upper thighs. Another cry flew from Cindy’s mouth and she felt hot tears once again welling up in her eyes. However her pussy was burning with arousal and its slit was weeping juices; she could feel little droplets already dripping down her inner thighs and beginning to soak the hems of her pink stockings.

Instinctively, Cindy arched her back to jut her bum up in the air and better expose it to further blows. Mrs Van der Dom chuckled darkly when she noticed. “Oh, does my precious girl like this? Do you want to feel more of my strap on your naughty little bum, Cindy? Don’t worry, before I am done with you your saucy bottom will be more than familiar with it.”

CRACK! CRACK!

Twice more Mrs Van der Dom brought her strap down along the length of the young woman’s bum. She held nothing back this time, putting the full strength of her strong arm into both blows. Cindy howled in pain, tears spilling from her eyes to run down her cheeks as she sobbed in the aftermath. She could already feel angry welts beginning to form on the inflamed skin of her bottom where the strap had left its mark, heat wafting off of them into the cool air of the playroom.

A brief pause followed as Cindy lay bound over the sawhorse, body trembling as she sobbed in pain. To her surprise she actually heard a teary whimper escape her lips and she realised she was missing the cutting pain of Mrs Van der Dom cruel strap. Her pussy was actually pulsing in protest at the absence.

Then she felt the older woman’s hand touch her bum, running over the inflamed welts. The cool leather of her glove soothed the stinging pain and Cindy moaned appreciatively. “M-Mrs V-Van der Dom,” she whimpered breathlessly.

“I’m here, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was tender and reassuring and seemed to wash over the young woman’s body, enveloping it in a warm, safe feeling. “I’m here, my precious girl. It’s alright, I have you. I know it hurts terribly, but it's for your own good, I promise. You know this, don’t you, my brave, strong girl? This is what you need.”

“Yes,” Cindy sobbed. “Mrs Van der Dom please….more….”

She could almost feel her mistress’s smug grin at her begging. “More? Well if it's more my sweet girl wants, then it is more she shall have.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Again and again Mrs Van der Dom brought her strap down upon Cindy’s rapidly reddening bum, the leather cutting into the round, perky cheeks. Pain flared through the young woman’s bottom, the flesh becoming inflamed and covered in angry welts but even as she sobbed and wailed and howled in anguish her pussy only grew more aroused, excitement rising in the silky depths of her cunt with each new blow.

CRACK!

Another cutting strike of the strap landed on Cindy’s poor abused bum and the girl nearly screamed, her dainty little hands balling up into fists in reaction, but her clitoris throbbed in delight; the little bud was rock hard to the point that it almost hurt and was jutting out from its protective hood in the cool air of the playroom, quivering in approval.

The crack of the strap against Cindy’s skin rang in her ears along with the sound of her pained howls and snotty sobs, but she also heard Mrs Van der Dom’s voice. It seemed to grow darker and heavier with arousal at each new blow, the pride evident in her tone as she continued to praise Cindy for her resilience. Cindy focused on those words desperately, clinging to them as a bastion of stability in the tormentful inferno of pain and arousal that engulfed her young body.

CRACK!

“Good girl! Such a good girl. So brave! So strong! I am so proud of you, sweetie!”

CRACK!

“Oh, did that hurt? It certainly sounded like it. You scream so beautifully, my precious girl, I simply must hurt you more to hear it again.”

CRACK!

“Hush Cindy, I’m here. I’ll always be here, my sweet girl. Breathe for me and be strong. You can take this, I know you can.”

CRACK!

“I know, sweetie. I know it hurts. It needs to hurt. My good girl needs to be punished so you simply must be brave for me and take it. You’ve taken so much. Just take a little more for me. You make me so proud, Cindy.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

By now Cindy’s entire bum was a burning mess, deep red and covered in stinging welts. It was nothing compared to the inferno that was her vagina, however. It was so hot and engorged. Dripping juices down her thighs. Her stockings were drenched with them by this point and clinging to the skin of her toned legs. How could this be possible? How was she so turned on, more aroused then she had ever been before in her life, by such agonising pain? Cindy couldn’t begin to understand it and was in no state to even try to. All she could think of was how desperate she was to have Mrs Van der Dom touch her there between her legs. To have her mistress give her release. Oh how she wanted that. To cum!

CRACK!

Another blow cut across Cindy’s tormented bottom and something in the girl snapped. Tossing her head back in an agonised scream, the chains holding her restraints rattled and clanked as she bucked and fought against them. Her body shuddered and trembled as pain coursed through it and then went limp as she lay atop of the sawhorse, pained sobs slipping from her throat between breathless pants for air.

No other blows came and then suddenly Cindy felt a comforting weight on her and hot breath in her ear and she realised it was Mrs Van der Dom, pressing her body over her own. Her mistress melded her body onto her’s, the cool leather of her skirt soothing the torment of her flayed bum cheeks, and pushed aside the long tresses of her black hair so she could nuzzle her face into the crook of the young woman’s neck.

“Sssshhhh,” Mrs Van der Dom shushed her. “It’s alright, Cindy. I’m here. I have you. Good girl. You did so well, my precious girl. My perfect girl. I am so proud of you.”

Cindy focused on the older woman’s voice, shuddering under the warm, reassuring tone that she noted also had an undercurrent of something almost like awe to it. It made her whole body feel like it was almost humming with pride at having pleased her mistress. Her breaths grew steadier and more even and her pulse slowed as she felt herself beginning to calm from Mrs Van der Dom’s comforting presence.

Mrs Van der Dom planted her lips on Cindy’s cheek, kissing away the tears. “Good girl….sweetie, you are such a good girl….I know how much it must have hurt, but it’s over now, I promise….no more pain….not today….”

A relieved groan slipped from Cindy’s lips at Mrs Van der Dom’s words, but to her shock she also felt a slight tinge of disappointment. Was she actually unhappy at Mrs Van der Dom’s promise of no more pain. What was wrong with her?

“Mrs Van der Dom….” Cindy whimpered.

Her mistress seemed to sense something in the young woman’s voice and her hands gently but firmly turned her head around to face her. Her eyes, normally gleaming with wicked cruelty, were now soft and loving. “What is it, sweetie? Please talk to me.”

Cindy wracked her brain to try and think of how to vocalise the confusion she was feeling. “I….I like it when you hurt me. It makes me feel good….excited….like nothing I’ve ever felt before….I don’t know why….something must be wrong with me….” she trailed off.

“Oh sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom wrapped her arms around Cindy’s head and pulled her tightly up against her chest, nuzzling her face into the top of her head. Cindy’s nostrils were filled with the scent of the older woman’s perfume as she was enveloped in the warmth of her mistress’s body.

“There is nothing wrong with you, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom stated insistently. “Nothing! Some people are just wired differently. You like being hurt and I like hurting you, my precious girl. So long as it's something we both want there is nothing else that matters. Do you understand me, sweetie?”

Cindy nodded her head in Mrs Van der Dom’s embrace, relief flooding her at the other woman’s words. Her mistress pulled back, however, to meet her eyes.

“Use your words please, sweetie. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” Cindy whispered. “I understand, Mrs Van der Dom. We both give each other something we need.”

Mrs Van der Dom smiled triumphantly and swooped down to plant a kiss on Cindy’s lips. The girl groaned in delight, eagerly opening her mouth to grant admission to her mistress’s tongue, her own rising up to meet it in a lewd dance. She groaned again even louder when she felt the older woman’s hands drift down to touch her breasts. Her nipples were still swollen from their earlier experience with the cruel rubber bands and especially sensitive, but Mrs Van der Dom’s touch was light and gentle. She shuddered in delight as the gloved fingers caressed the hard nubbins, grazing over the hardened tips and circling over her tender areolas.

This only fed into Cindy’s already urgent feeling of arousal, building the burning excitement between her legs higher and higher. Her moans of pleasure were stifled against Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue as it continued to ruthlessly thrust and swirl inside her mouth but it wasn’t enough. Her hips were wiggling in frustration as her poor, untouched vagina clenched and pulsed in desperation. Oh how she wanted to be touched there.

When Mrs Van der Dom finally broke the kiss for air, Cindy couldn’t stop herself from begging pitifully. “Please Mrs Van der Dom….please touch me….”

“I am touching you, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom smiled wickedly, playfully pinching both nipples for emphasis. “Aren’t you enjoying it, sweetie?”

“Yes!” Cindy pleaded hotly. “I need more….please Mrs Van der Dom I need to cum….please let me cum….please touch my pussy….”

One perfectly permed eyebrow cocked in amusement. “Oh, you want to cum do you? My my, you are a needy thing today, sweetie. All turned on and excited from being hurt by me. Good girl. I like my precious girl all needy and desperate for my touch. Perhaps I will let you cum. First though, I think it’s only fair if you do something for me in return.”

Mrs Van der Dom climbed off of Cindy and stood up. Her boot heels clicked against the floor as she walked around to stand in front of the bound girl. Hooded eyes burning with intensity, she unzipped the side of her skirt and tugged it down so it fell to the floor. Underneath she wore no panties, just a lacy black garter belt attached to the black stockings that appeared out of the tops of her tall boots.

Eyes wide, Cindy stared mesmerised at her mistress’s bare vagina, glistening with its juices. Her labia lips were puffy and pink with arousal against her tanned, honey brown skin, and her clitoris was an engorged, red knob protruding almost lewdly from its protective hood. It seems Mrs Van der Dom hadn’t been lying when she said she found hurting Cindy as arousing as the young woman had found being hurt by her had been.

“So, my sweet darling,” Mrs Van der Dom crooned as she stepped forward till her pussy filled the entirety of Cindy’s vision, the aroused scent of her cunt filling her nostrils. “If you want me to make cum, I think it is only fair you first do the same to me. After all, as your mistress my pleasure comes first.”

Cindy needed no urging and craned her head forward so she could run her tongue up the length of her mistress’s slit. Mrs Van der Dom moaned in pleasure and Cindy almost did herself as she savoured the tangy yet somehow also sweet taste of the other woman’s pussy. She eagerly began lapping away with her tongue, pushing beyond the silken gate of her slit into the hot folds beyond.

“My aren’t you enthusiastic, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom groaned hotly, her composure cracking just the slightest for the first time that day. “Good girl, that’s just the way you should be….eager to taste your mistress’s pussy should I deign to allow you the privilege….oh god, don’t you dare stop….”

Stopping was the last thing on Cindy’s mind as she continued to lick away with her tongue at Mrs Van der Dom’s cunt, the taste of which was truly addictive. Her mistress cupped the back of the young woman’s head and pulled her even closer as her moans began to become louder and more passionate. Somehow instinctively knowing what the older woman wanted, Cindy latched her lips onto Mrs Van der Dom’s pussy and began to suck with them, her tongue beginning to thrust in and out of the hot, moist depths of her vaginal tunnel.

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom hissed passionately, her other hand stroking the side of Cindy’s face almost lovingly. “Oh god, what a good girl you are….my good girl….you’re mine….do you hear me Cindy….mine!”

Yes! Cindy couldn’t say the word aloud with her mouth smothered against Mrs Van der Dom’s sopping cunt, but if she could have she would have shouted it at the top of her voice. She was Mrs Van der Dom’s. Her good girl. Her precious girl. Hers. Hers to hurt. Hers to please. Hers to train. Hers to possess. Hers to do whatever she wished to.

The possessive, loving way the older woman called her that made Cindy’s vagina clench in delight. It also spiked her still frustratingly unfulfilled arousal to new levels and she whimpered pitifully against her mistress’s pussy as she continued to suck away at it. Desperately, she channelled her still denied excitement into her efforts, sucking frantically at her mistress’s cunt. Hopefully she would bring the other woman to climax quickly and surely then she would be allowed one of her own.

Groaning almost gutterally, Mrs Van der Dom fisted her hands into Cindy’s hair so she could grind herself against the young woman’s face. “Oh yes….just like that….don’t you dare stop, my precious girl….oh yes, keep going….”

Sensing her mistress’s orgasm was fast approaching, Cindy focused her efforts on the older woman’s clitoris. Her lips fastened on the pulsing little bud and she began to suck on it intensely, even as her own throbbed in protest at its continued lack of any contact whatsoever. The young woman mindlessly tried rocking her hips, as if to grind herself against something like a dog in heat, but bound as she was, her desperate pussy touched nothing but empty air.

And then Mrs Van der Dom’s entire body seemed to clench and the older woman almost roared as she pulled Cindy’s face against her vagina so the girl was almost smothered. She felt a gush of juices fill her mouth as her mistress squirted as she climaxed and obediently she sought to swallow every drop of them.

Then her mistress exhaled heavily and released her hands from their grip on Cindy’s hair, her massive orgasm clearly over. Kneeling, she brought her lips to the bound young woman’s in a quick but intense kiss and then rested her forehead against Cindy’s, breathing heavily as she sought to catch her breath.

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom panted, a fierce but possessive smile on her face. “You did such a good job licking my pussy, Cindy. If I could keep you permanently between my legs doing it I would, my precious girl.”

Cindy tingled with happiness at Mrs Van der Dom’s praising words, but the feeling seemed to concentrate especially between her legs and she whimpered in frustration. “Mrs Van der Dom please….I want -”

“I know, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice was soft but it cut her off nonetheless. “I know what my good girl wants. What she needs. You want to cum, don’t you. To feel my hot mouth on your innocent cunt. My silky tongue on your desperate clit. Would you like that, sweetie?”

“Oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy nodded her head frantically.

There was a calculating look in Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes that Cindy recognised, one that hinted there was something more to what the older woman was saying than she was letting on. Cindy didn’t care. At that moment all she could think of was how much she wanted to feel her mistress’s mouth on her pussy. How wonderful it would feel. How much she needed to cum. Oh how she wanted to cum.

Mrs Van der Dom’s smile turned wicked and the sight made Cindy’s clitoris tighten in a way that left her whimpering. “Very well, my precious girl. You have been so good for me today, taking your punishment like a good, brave girl. I think perhaps that I will let you.”

Cindy’s heart leapt in delight. Calculating look still in her eyes, Mrs Van der Dom’s hands went to the restraints holding the young woman’s wrists and began unbuckling them. “But first I think we should get you more comfortable. I intend to savour your sweet pussy for a while, my sweet, perhaps the rest of the afternoon. I think we should move things to the bed.”


Chapter Four - Earning Her Release

CINDY LAY ON her back on the bare mattress, her wrists splayed out to either side of the pillow cushioning her head and bound with rope to the wrought iron bars of the bed frame.

As soon as she had been freed from the sawhorse, Mrs Van der Dom had ordered her to remove her bra and panties, leaving her naked save for her pink stockings and garter belt. Even though she was hardly less covered than she had been before and it was frankly silly given everything they had done together, Cindy had still blushed at the hungry, almost predatory way the older woman had looked her up and down and she had actually gone to cover herself with her hands.

“None of that, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom tisked coldly. “There’s no reason to be bashful. Your body is beautiful and something you should proudly display, especially before me.”

Cindy had obediently dropped her hands to her sides. Her cheeks had burnt even hotter but she made no further attempt to cover herself as Mrs Van der Dom looked her over with obvious relish. Her pussy had also burned with excitement at the realisation that the older woman clearly found her attractive and her entire body tingled with pride at how she had just been described as beautiful.

Mrs Van der Dom’s dark hooded eyes had finally looked up to meet Cindy’s own and she nodded her head into the direction of the iron bed frame. “On your back on the mattress now, sweetie. Place your arms on either side of your head and spread your legs. That is always how you should position yourself for me unless otherwise instructed.”

Once Cindy had done this, Mrs Van der Dom had taken a number of coils of rope from a small bedside cabinet next to the bed and quickly secured both of Cindy’s wrists to the iron bars of the headboard. Her mistress had then scooted down between the girl’s legs and reached up to thread another length of rope through a hook attached to the ceiling. Lifting each of Cindy’s ankles in turn, she had proceeded to knot one end of the rope around them. The end result was that both of the young woman’s legs were now hoisted up into the air in a V, leaving her pussy exposed and open before her mistress.

Finished, Mrs Van der Dom squatted down on her knees and looked admiringly over her handiwork for a moment before reaching out and teasingly running one hand down each of Cindy’s legs towards her inner thighs. The young woman moaned as she trembled under the light, teasing touch, her heart pounding with ever greater intensity the closer the older woman’s hands drew to her burning sex.

Reaching the apex of the young woman’s legs, Mrs Van der Dom cupped her hands around Cindy’s vagina without touching it and then stopped, a wicked grin appearing on her face at the whine of protest that followed.

“Mrs Van der Dom please!” Cindy whimpered. Her voice sounded so pitiful but she didn’t care. All she could think of was how close her mistress’s hands were to her poor, frustrated pussy. How wonderful it would feel for the cool leather of her gloves to run over the hot, engorged surface of it.

“Patience Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom said as she leaned back and withdrew her hands altogether, eliciting another little whine that made her smirk. “I’ll be touching you soon enough, my precious girl. First, however, I’m feeling a little hot. I think I need to dress down a bit.”

Cindy’s eyes went wide as to her delight Mrs Van der Dom reached around behind her back and began unlacing her corset. Loosening it so it slipped free of her chest, the older woman tossed it aside to free her large breasts. Both plump mounds were the same tanned, honey brown colour as the rest of her and capped with large brown nipples that were rock hard and jutted out almost an inch in length like erasers.

Without thinking, Cindy found her hands straining against the ropes binding them, instinctively trying to reach up and touch her mistress’s newly revealed breasts but of course unable to. Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes gleamed in a taunting fashion as she cupped the undersides of her bosom, lifting them up from where they hung heavily on her chest to better display them, her index finger reaching up to rub lightly over her nipples as she did so in a teasing manner.

“Oh, do you want to touch my breasts, sweetie?”

At Cindy’s frantic nod a look of faux confusion appeared on the older woman’s face. “But I thought you wanted me to touch you? Run my hands over that taunt little body of yours. Finally caress that poor, denied pussy of yours as you’ve been wishing I would. However, if you’ve changed your mind -”

Terror suddenly filled Cindy’s body. “No! No, Mrs Van der Dom please….please touch me!”

Mrs Van der Dom’s face suddenly went stern as her smile became disapproving. “So you don’t want to touch my breasts? That’s hardly how I expect my good girl to react when I offer her such a privilege.”

There seemed to be no right answer and Cindy felt herself beginning to panic. She desperately wanted Mrs Van der Dom to touch her, her poor, sopping cunt was practically begging her to. She also wanted to please her mistress. The thought of disappointing her made the young woman’s insides quiver. “No! I mean yes….I mean….Mrs Van der Dom, I’m sorry….please -”

“Hush Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom shushed her, her face turning gentle. “I was only teasing you, which is something you should prepare for more of, my sweet. As much as I would enjoy the feeling of your hands on my body, I find myself wanting to feel my own on yours more.”

With that Mrs Van der Dom once again ran the tips of her gloved fingers down Cindy’s legs, leaning forward as this happened so her head descended down towards the girl’s exposed cunt. The touch was maddeningly light and proceeded with what seemed to be agonising slowness. Cindy whimpered in frustration between increasingly frantic pants for breath.

Mrs Van der Dom’s smile only seemed to become smugger and more satisfied at the obvious frustration growing in the bound girl from her efforts. Her eyes were glued to Cindy’s and gleamed in delight as she saw tears begin welling up in them, which the young woman was frantically trying to blink away.

Realising that Mrs Van der Dom enjoyed the sight of her like this, a hot mess desperate for her touch, Cindy actually began playing it up; instinctively she wished to please her mistress and if seeing her in such a state did so then so be it. Pouting her lips, she made them quivering timidly and she fluttered her long, black eyelashes in an exaggeratedly nervous fashion. Abandoning her attempts to hold back the hot little tears welling up in her eyes she let them spill freely down her cheeks, leaving burning trails in their wake.

“Please….” Cindy whined almost petulantly. “Please Mrs Van der Dom….pleeeeeeaaaaase!”

“Good girl,” Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes danced in delight as her face hovered right between the V of Cindy’s bound, elevated legs, mere inches from her bare cunt. “What a needy thing you are, my sweet, so eager to feel my touch. Just as you should be, Cindy.”

Gloved fingers reached the very edge of Cindy’s slit and gently pulled the swollen labia lips apart to reveal the wet, silky folds beyond. Pursing her lips, Mrs Van der Dom blew a gust of hot air teasingly over the young woman’s glistening sex and then smirked at the frustrated sob that followed. “You are truly beautiful like this, Cindy, all desperate and denied. And just look at this lovely pussy of yours, all wet and aroused and I haven’t even touched it. So desperate to feel my caresses. I almost cannot stand to no longer see it this way.”

“NO!” Cindy practically shrieked. “No Mrs Van der Dom please! Please touch me. Don’t keep me like this.”

Mrs Van der Dom’s smile grew so broad her white teeth were revealed. “Good girl. Beg me. Beg me to touch you, my precious girl. The sound pleases me so.”

“PLEASE!” Cindy was sobbing now, deep throaty ones that no longer had the slightest hint of exaggeration to them. “Please touch me….please touch your good girl, Mrs Van der Dom….please let me feel your hands….your tongue, your lips….ANYTHING….I’ll go mad if you don’t….”

“You beg so prettily, my precious girl. How can I deny you? If you need my touch so desperately I shall let you have it.”

The older woman’s gloved hands shifted down Cindy’s pelvis to cup the girl’s pert, round bum, lightly gripping the still sore cheeks to lift her hips up towards the shining, plump lips of her mouth. Cindy realised she was holding her breath in anticipation.

Then at the last moment Mrs Van der Dom shifted her lips to one side and planted a wet, lingering kiss on the cleft where Cindy’s pelvis met her inner thigh, her tongue even briefly snaking out to lick the soft flesh.

“No!” Cindy howled tearily. “Mrs Van der Dom please.”

The older woman laughed tauntingly. “Isn’t this what you wanted, sweetie? You begged me to touch you and that is what I am doing.”

As her mistress’s face drifted to the other side of Cindy’s pelvis, once again passing over her hot, needy pussy to instead give a slow, lingering lick up the cleft on the other side, the young woman realised what Mrs Van der Dom wanted her to say. “Please Mrs Van der Dom….my pussy…touch me there….”

Mrs Van der Dom pouted her lips in an exaggerated look of contemplation. “And you think you deserve this, Cindy? My hot, silky tongue on your puffy, pink pussy? You think you are worthy of this?”

“Pleeeeeeeaaase!” Cindy wailed frantically, her vaginal walls clenching at the other woman’s vivid description. “I’ve been good….Mrs Van der Dom you said I was good….your good girl….please….”

“Hmmmmm, I can’t deny that,” Mrs Van der Dom smiled wickedly, the familiar calculating look appearing once again in her eyes which hinted at some yet unforeseen twist lying ahead. “You have been a very good girl for me today. Very well, Cindy. If you want me to lick your pussy then my precious girl will get what she wants. I only hope you will still want what you get.”

And with that Mrs Van der Dom lowered her head. Her lips parted and out darted her pretty tongue, the pink muscle glistening with saliva. Cindy couldn’t breath, not daring to let herself hope that Mrs Van der Dom was finally going to touch her desperate, burning pussy, and then tipped her head back and let out a guttural groan when she finally felt the silky feeling of the older woman’s tongue glide up the length of her slit.

Cindy’s elation was short lived however as just as that wonderful tongue drew near her clitoris, already quivering in anticipation of feeling its touch, it lifted up and away. As the bound young woman stared in wide eyed shock, not believing what had just happened, Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue returned to her mouth and the other woman smacked her lips in satisfaction. “Sweetie, you taste delicious!”

“No!” Cindy howled and tried to arch her hips up to bring her protesting cunt back into contact with Mrs Van der Dom’s mouth, but the older woman had anticipated this. Her hands flew from where they were cupping the girl’s pert bum to grab her hips, forcing her back down onto the mattress.

“Uh uh, my precious girl,” Mrs Van der Dom smiled tauntingly but her eyes were cold and icy. “Let us set some ground rules before going further. Each time you move, I stop whatever I am doing. Do you understand?”

Nodding frantically, Cindy whimpered. “Yes, Mrs Van der Dom….Mrs Van der Dom please -”

“Oh do not worry,” Mrs Van der Dom chuckled darkly. “As I just said, sweetie, your pussy’s sweet nectar is far too exquisite for me to settle for only one taste. I simply must sample it again. Indeed, I think I intend to savour your lovely cunt all afternoon long.”

The bound girl’s eyes went wide as she had an inkling of what the older woman intended, a tingle of apprehension running down her spine at the implication. They were immediately forgotten, however, as Mrs Van der Dom once again dipped her head down and ran her tongue up Cindy’s slit once more.

Cindy’s head tipped back onto the pillow as she moaned aloud. Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue felt so good. She then whimpered as once more that lovely tongue lifted off of her slit just before her throbbing clitoris, but it quickly returned to the base of her slit and once again slowly and lightly traced its way up between the plump, engorged labia lips of her pussy.

Again and again Mrs Van der Dom lathed her tongue up Cindy’s puffy labia, the pointed little tip sometimes only just burrowing between the plump lips into the pink folds beyond. The touch was deliberately light and teasing, allowing only the faintest pressure on the girl’s desperate vagina. Her poor clit was denied any contact whatsoever and left to throb fruitlessly against nothing but empty air.

As wonderful as it felt, it wasn’t nearly enough, and Cindy felt her frustration build with each silky stroke of Mrs Van der Dom’s tongue. Soon her head was frantically rolling from side to side on the pillow cushioning it, her hot moans ringing in her ears along with the frenzied drumming of her heartbeat. She wanted more. Needed more.

“Please!” The young woman begged desperately between breathless pants for air. “Please Mrs Van der Dom….more….please more….”

Her pleading had no effect on the other woman. Her eyes gleamed with relish as she drank up the young woman’s tearful words but she continued to do nothing but caress Cindy’s dripping slit with only the faintest and lightest of gliding strokes from her tongue. Her clitoris continued to be avoided with utterly ruthless discipline.

At first Mrs Van der Dom’s hands maintained their hold on the young woman’s hips, lightly pressing down preemptively in case Cindy once again tried to rock her hips and grind her cunt against the teasing tongue mercilessly tormenting her. They did not remain idle for long. Once it seemed the older woman was satisfied that Cindy would continue to heed her command to not move, her gloved fingers began creeping up the girl’s trembling stomach until they reached the soft undersides of her small breasts.

Cindy gasped aloud as she felt her mistress’s hands touch her nipples. The cool leather of the older woman’s gloves felt wonderful on the still so very sensitive little nubbins, still swollen from their early bondage in the horrid rubber bands. To her immense frustration, Mrs Van der Dom’s caresses of her nipples remained just as light and teasing as the moist strokes of her tongue over her vagina. Those nimble fingers rolled and twisted the young woman’s dark nipples between them, lightly tracing the tips over the pointed tops or circling over her soft areolas.

Fresh tears welled up in Cindy’s eyes and slid down her cheeks at this merciless teasing and she desperately wished to arch her back to search for the greater contact she desperately needed. She resisted the desire, however, remembering Mrs Van der Dom’s stern order to remain still. She remained overcome with a powerful urge to please the older woman, to make her mistress proud of her. So Cindy instead just lay there sobbing in frustration as Mrs Van der Dom’s gloved fingers continued their ceaseless torment of her heaving breasts.

“Please Mrs Van der Dom, more….I need….I need more….” Cindy continued to beg even as she moaned and sobbed under the teasing torment her mistress subjected her to.

“More?” Mrs Van der Dom replied tartly before delivering another tortuously light lick of her tongue up Cindy’s clit, actually wiggling it briefly just beneath the bound woman’s still untouched clit before lifting it away. “How greedy of you, sweetie….I know what my precious girl needs….better than she does….”

“PLEEEEAASE!” Cindy’s voice almost cracked as she all but howled at yet another anguishing light stroke of the other woman’s tongue.

“Hmmmmm,” Mrs Van der Dom paused for a moment in contemplation, her hands leaving Cindy’s breasts and once again tracing their way down her shaking abdomen towards her pelvis. “Well my sweet, I am not heartless. If you truly need more, your mistress will be happy to give it to you.”

Daintily tugging off both her gloves, Mrs Van der Dom teasingly ran two fingers down the length of Cindy’s slit, one lightly stroking along each pink lip. The girl groaned at her touch and then watched with wide eyes as Mrs Van der Dom lifted her fingers up and brought them to Cindy’s lips.

“Open up, sweetie,” her mistress said softly yet firmly.

Obediently, Cindy parted her lips and allowed Mrs Van der Dom to plunge her fingers into her mouth. The young woman felt her cheeks grow up with embarrassment as she tasted something sweet and realised it was the juices of her own pussy. She still diligently sucked away at the two digits, licking her tongue over the length of them.

Pulling her fingers from Cindy’s mouth with a wet plop, Mrs Van der Dom again ran both of them down the labia lips of the young woman’s slit and then even more slowly traced just one of them down the slit itself, heedless of the pitiful whimper that her teasing act inspired from the bound girl. Positioning the finger at the entrance of Cindy’s vagina, Mrs Van der Dom slowly pushed forward to part the swollen lips of her labia and enter the tight tunnel beyond.

“Oooooooh,” Cindy groaned as she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s finger thrust into her vagina, instinctively clenching her inner walls around it. Mindlessly, she tried to rock her hips forward to meet it. Immediately she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s other hand tightly grip her inner thigh and hold her in place.

“Are you trying to move, Cindy?” Mrs Van der Dom said coldly, her finger ceasing to thrust. “I do not recall giving you permission to.”

“I’m sorry,” Cindy practically blubbered, immediately stopping her efforts to move and lying still upon the mattress.

For a long moment Mrs Van der Dom continued to sternly look down on Cindy and then her face softened. “Apology accepted, my precious girl. This is all new for you, I know, and I must be patient with you.

The older woman began to thrust with her finger again, pushing it into the depths of Cindy’s pussy till it was buried past its second knuckle before beginning to withdraw. The bound young woman whimpered at this, still clutching her inner walls around it in vain attempt to stop its retreat, but she then moaned appreciatively as Mrs Van der Dom then began to thrust her finger inside once again.

Cindy’s mistress repeated this act several more times, her free hand continuing to lightly rest on the young woman’s thigh, rubbing over the smooth skin softly in a comforting gesture. A second finger soon joined the first. Mrs Van der Dom kept her thrust slow and measured, always stopping the moment she encountered Cindy’s hymen and then beginning to withdraw; while she fully intended to take the young woman’s virginity at some point, today was not that day.

“Do you like this Cindy?” Mrs Van der Dom crooned.

Another teasing gust of hot air flowed over her pussy at the older woman’s words and Cindy groaned at the sensation. “Oh yes, Mrs Van der Dom….what you’re doing….it feels so good….but please….I need -”

“I know, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom cut her off. “I know what my precious girl needs. I know it better than she does. But thankfully for you I miss the taste of your sweet pussy.”

With that Mrs Van der Dom leaned her head forward and Cindy gasped in delight as she felt her mistress’s lips fasten themselves onto her clit, which throbbed happily at finally being touched. She sucked softly at the little bud, using light licks to coax it out of its protective hood so she could better use her lips to caress it, enveloping Cindy’s clitoris in the molten warmth of her mouth.

“Oh thank you,” the young woman groaned hotly, her body shuddering at the feeling of her mistress’s mouth. It was somehow overwhelming yet also not enough at the same time. “Thank you Mrs Van der Dom….more please….more….”

Mrs Van der Dom continued to suck away, her hooded eyes locked with Cindy’s, their dark, inky depths gleaming at her babbled words of thanks. With what seemed to be almost agonising slowness she began to suck more strongly and quickly, her tongue beginning to lather itself against Cindy’s clit as it throbbed away with growing desperation.

Cindy found she couldn’t look away from the sight of Mrs Van der Dom’s face between her legs, eyes staring unblinkingly into the other woman’s. Gasping for breath before ever louder moans, she could feel her orgasm coming, building inside of her with an almost unstoppable intensity. It was like an oncoming wave, heading towards a rapidly approaching shore. It grew higher and higher and then it began to crest.

“Oh!” Cindy cried out, remembering the rule that she should ask permission but struggling to get the words out. “Oh Mrs Van der Dom….I’m going to…I’m about to….please may I?”

And just like that Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes turned wicked and she pulled her fingers from Cindy’s tight cunt and withdrew her mouth from her clitoris, already beginning to tighten in the first tremors of release.

Immediately Cindy felt the orgasm she had just been on the brink of begin to recede. “No! No, please Mrs Van der Dom! Please let me cum. I was right there. Please!”

“No,” Mrs Van der Dom said the word firmly, a cruel smile appearing on her face.

As she felt her orgasm begin slipping further and further away Cindy instinctively tried to arch her hips up off of the mattress towards Mrs Van der Dom’s mouth, hovering mere inches away and with her full lips twisted upwards in a taunting grin. The older woman was ready, however, and the hand that mere moments ago had been comfortingly rubbing at her inner thigh gripped her with fingers suddenly made of iron, pressing the struggling girl back down onto the bed.

“No! No no no no no nooooooo!” Cindy sobbed, fresh tears streaking down her cheeks as she felt the last traces of her climax slip away, her cunt suddenly gripped by a horrible feeling of frustration. “Please Mrs Van der Dom! I want to cum. I wanna cum!”

“I said no, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom’s cruel smile softened as she crawled forward so she hovered above, her free hand coming up to cup her cheek, brushing the tears away with surprising tenderness. “I did warn you, my precious girl. I would give you what you wanted, but you might not want what you got. That sweet, delectable pussy of yours may want to cum, but what it needs is to be trained, and I intend to do so.”

Cindy whimpered, her initial apprehensions validated as she realised Mrs Van der Dom had no intention of allowing her release, at least not anytime soon. Even as her body shuddered from the bitter sobs slipping from her throat, the intense feeling of frustration wracking her vagina was joined by a pleasurable ache at the memory of how days ago, during her first tryst with the older woman, her mistress had teased and denied her for what seemed like hours before finally relenting and allowing her to orgasm. Just as it seemed that she was wired in a way that liked being hurt by Mrs Van der Dom, it also seemed she enjoyed being denied by her.

Mrs Van der Dom’s smirking lips once again descended down onto Cindy’s pussy, her tongue snaking out to lick up the length of it and swirl around the young woman’s clit. Cindy moaned in delight at the sensation.

There was no slow build up this time, Mrs Van der Dom was done with that game now. She almost immediately fastened her mouth onto Cindy clitoris, letting it throb between those silken lips as she sucked away intensely. The hand not gripping the girl’s thigh ran its fingers over the glistening folds of her pussy, teasingly tracing over the swollen labia lips. Then suddenly those fingers were gone and Cindy let out a squeal as she felt one of them probing against the puckered ring of her bum hole.

Undeterred, Mrs Van der Dom pressed forward slowly and unrelentingly, the finger pushing past the young woman’s bum hole into the tight anal tunnel beyond. Cindy instinctively clenched, her body trying to expel this unexpected invasion, but it did no good. Even as she whimpered from the sudden stinging pain this brought, the bound girl felt the excitement in her cunt spike to new levels. Cheeks burning with embarrassment at the realisation of what was happening, she groaned aloud in pleasure.

As Mrs Van der Dom began pumping her finger in and out of Cindy’s bum, she continued to lick and suck away. Cindy could feel the pleasure building within her again and realised she was almost frantically trying to rock her hips to meet the thrusts of her mistress’s finger into her anal tunnel. The iron grip of the older woman’s other hand stopped her, however, and all Cindy could do was lie there and take it.

Cindy could feel the most delicious pressure growing within her cunt once again. She whimpered and moaned tearfully as it grew. She was close. So close.

“Mrs Van der Dom,” she groaned desperately. “Please….I’m going to cum….please let me cum….”

As she had both feared and expected Mrs Van der Dom immediately pulled her finger out of her bum hole and withdrew her mouth from her cunt.

“No.”

“Pleeeeaaaase!” Cindy wailed, struggling futilely against Mrs Van der Dom’s vice-like grip on her thigh, straining in vain to bring her vagina into contact with the older woman’s full lips as they hovered mere inches from where she desperately wanted them, curled up in a taunting smile. “Please let me cum….I want to cum….I wanna cum!”

“Yes Cindy,” her mistress crooned. “Beg me, my precious girl. The sight is truly beautiful.”

But no matter how much Cindy begged it did no good. Again and again Mrs Van der Dom lathed her tongue over the bound young woman’s increasingly desperate cunt, sucked with her lips on her straining little clit, and ruthlessly built up her arousal until she was at the very edge of climax only to cruelly stop at the very last moment.

All Cindy could do was lie there and take it, moaning and sobbing breathlessly as her arousal spiked higher and higher with each merciless edge while being denied any relief. Soon it seemed as if her entire world had become her engorged, denied pussy, now a deep, dark red colour that was shining from her leaking pussy juices.

“Please, Mrs Van der Dom….please….please let me cum….” Cindy begged weakly between tearful sobs as she felt the delicious wave of pleasure building inside her vagina once again reach the point of release.

Mrs Van der Dom said nothing but continued to suck away at the girl’s cunt, her eyes locked with the young woman’s and gleaming with a hungry intensity.

Hope flared within Cindy. “Please….I’ve been good….a good girl….please let your good, precious girl cum….”

Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes gleamed even more hotly at the young woman’s pleading and she continued to suck away at her pussy. The feeling of hope in Cindy grew.

“Please please please please,” Cindy whimpered hotly, almost like a prayer.

Her mistress’s hands reached up and once again began caressing Cindy’s heaving breasts, skilled fingers plucking and rolling her still so very sensitive nipples. The young woman almost sobbed as the extra simulation pushed her to the very edge of release, so close to her orgasm she could almost taste it. Freed of the iron like grip of Mrs Van der Dom’s hand holding her still she began openly grinding herself against the older woman’s mouth.

And just like that Cindy felt the wave within her begin to crest. “Please Mrs Van der Dom,” the girl pleaded, tears once again flowing down her cheeks from the sheer intensity with which she begged. “I’m about to cum….please…..please let me cum!”

This time Mrs Van der Dom did not withdraw her mouth. Instead she simply relaxed her lips, ceasing to suck and instead leaving Cindy’s clitoris to throb away in her mouth, teased by its moist warmth but denied any other stimulation.

Cindy gave a cry of dismay that turned to a howl of pain as Mrs Van der Dom dug her long nails into the nipples she had just moments before been caressing, sharp points biting into the tender nubbins and sensitive areolas. The pain flooded her poor nipples but went straight to her clitoris, and it clenched inside the hot confines of Mrs Van der Dom’s mouth, straining to tip over the edge into climax.

“No!” Cindy cried out as after a few agonising moments she once again felt her orgasm begin to slip away. At this cruellest of all the edgings that had been inflicted on her, something inside the young woman finally snapped. She howled and wailed, blinded by tears freely spilling from her eyes, and bucked and fought against the ropes binding her limbs, head thrashing back and forth upon the pillow beneath it as she did so.

And then Cindy felt Mrs Van der Dom’s hands soothingly begin running themselves up and down her trembling inner thighs in a reassuring fashion and she felt a gust of hot breath against her face. A moment later she felt the older woman’s lips upon her cheeks, kissing away the tears. “Ssssshhhhhh. It’s alright, sweetie. I’m right here with you. You’ve taken so much for me, Cindy. Good girl. I’m so proud of you.”

Part of Cindy told herself that she should be fighting to push the older woman away, screaming the word ‘red’ at the top of her lungs and demanding to be released, or at the very least for Mrs Van der Dom to finally relent and let her cum. Instead she found herself nuzzling her face into the crook of her mistress’s neck, savouring the scent that filled her nostrils of perfume and the scent that was uniquely just her as a sense of calm and safety filled her.

Not that she forgot the burning frustrated mess that was her vagina. “Mrs Van der Dom….please….I want -”

“I know, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom said, pulling her head back slightly so she could look down on the bound young woman with hooded eyes. “You want to cum, don’t you my precious girl.”

“Yes! Yes, Mrs Van der Dom, I want to cum so badly.”

The older woman’s dark eyes turned wicked. “And do you think you deserve to cum? That you’ve earned that reward, sweetie?”

Heart pounding, Cindy lay underneath Mrs Van der Dom. She didn’t know how to answer that. She certainly wanted to cum. At that moment she had never wanted anything more in her entire life. But what did Mrs Van der Dom mean by asking whether she ‘deserved’ to cum. What answer did she want?

“Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy whimpered. “Please….I need-”

“I know what you need, sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom cut Cindy off once again. “I know it better than you do, my precious girl. Do you believe me, Cindy? Do you trust that I know what’s best for you?”

The look in Mrs Van der Dom’s eyes as she said this, half loving and half possessive and filled with burning passion, left Cindy breathless. Unable to form words, she simply nodded.

A triumphant grin appeared on her mistress’s face. “Good girl. And you have been a good girl for me today, Cindy. So brave. So strong. Taking everything I have done to you. Perhaps you do deserve a reward.”

Cindy’s heart leapt as Mrs Van der Dom began to slither back down her body. The older woman left a trail of wet, open mouthed kisses in her wake, marking the path she was following, and the girl’s cunt ached in anticipation as each one drew closer and closer.

Then suddenly a buzzing sound filled the room. Cindy’s eyes darted in the direction the sound was coming from and realised it was Mrs Van der Dom’s phone, vibrating from where it was perched atop the small side table next to the bed.

From where she lay with her head hovering between Cindy’s bound legs, just above her burning pussy, Mrs Van der Dom pursed her hips in annoyance. “Sorry, sweetie. I need to get that.”

“No please!” Cindy begged. Faced with the prospect of finally being granted the release she had been desperately longing for all day, the thought of having to wait further seemed like anguish.

SLAP!

Stinging pain flooded Cindy’s pussy as Mrs Van der Dom brought her hand down on it sharply. Her face grew stern. “Are you questioning me, Cindy? If I tell you you’ll have to wait then you will simply have to be patient and do so, my precious girl.”

Cindy made no further protest and Mrs Van der Dom crawled off of the bed and stood so her tall figure towered over the bound young woman. Scooping up her phone she looked inquiringly at the screen. Shooting a quick, wicked look at Cindy, her lips curled up in a taunting smile and she brought the phone to her ear.

“Hello darling,” Mrs Van der Dom said in an almost fawning voice. “I’ll admit I was a bit surprised you called. Isn’t it the middle of the night where you are?”

Cindy’s eyes went wide as she realised who almost certainly was on the other end of the phone.

“Oh you couldn’t sleep and wanted to hear my voice?” Mrs Van der Dom went on, once again eyeing Cindy in an almost devilish way. “You always say the sweetest things. I’m afraid now isn’t really a good time, you’ve kind of caught me in the middle of something. Why don’t I show you?”

Mrs Van der Dom turned her phone around to face the bed and with a push of her finger turned on video call. Cindy’s suspicions were confirmed as a moment later a miniature image of Mr Van der Dom’s face appeared on the screen. The young woman had to admit he was very handsome in a square jawed, sharp featured way, aided by his short curly black hair and closely trimmed goatee.

His silvery grey eyes widened slightly at the sight of Cindy, but his face otherwise gave away no sign of surprise at the sight which greeted him. Cindy for her part felt her face grow so red she was certain it must look like a tomato as she realised how her entire naked body was now on display before Mrs Van der Dom’s husband. Her bound legs hoisted up in the air and spread open and her arms tied back leaving her no way to cover herself.

“Say hello to Damien, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom said as she walked around and sat upon the edge of bed below Cindy, rotating her hand as she did so to keep the phone’s camera upon both of them.

“H-hello, Mr Van der Dom,” Cindy said haltingly, noticing the faint look of surprise disappearing from his eyes and being replaced by a smouldering one as the man looked her up and down. It sent a tingling feeling of eroticism down her spine as she realised she was pleased that he clearly liked what he saw.

“Hello, Cindy,” the background behind Mr Van der Dom’s head seemed to shift as the man prompted himself up against what seemed to be the varnished wood of a headboard. She could only see the very tops of his shoulders on the phone, but they seemed to be bare from what she could tell. “It looks like you’ve been a bad girl. Have you?”

“Oh no, darling,” Mrs Van der Dom ran a hand down one of Cindy’s bound legs as she said this, fingers lightly dancing over the soft skin and inciting a moan from the young woman in response. “Cindy’s been a very good girl for me today, haven’t you sweetie? In fact I was just about to reward her for it when you called.”

Cindy whimpered even more loudly as Mrs Van der Dom’s fingers slid across her inner thighs and began to lightly toy with the cleft where her thigh met her pelvis. Her pussy clenched at how close those skilled digits were.

Mr Van der Dom’s eyes narrowed at the sound, a hot look appearing in them that Cindy was more used to seeing in his wife’s. “Well, knowing you Morgan, I’m sure poor Cindy has been waiting for that reward for a very long time. There’s no need to keep her waiting longer on my account.”

“Hmmmm,” Mrs Van der Dom hummed contemplatively. “I think that’s a wonderful idea. Do you agree, sweetie?”

The older woman’s eyes shifted over to meet Cindy’s as she said this. The young woman knew without having to ask that Mrs Van der Dom was giving her a genuine choice. If she did not want Mr Van der Dom to watch what was about to happen all she had to do was say so now and Mrs Van der Dom would honour her wishes. Tell her to stop and she would stop.

To her surprise, she realised that she didn’t want Mrs Van der Dom to stop, though. And not just because she knew consenting would make her mistress happy. Yes, Cindy wanted to please the older woman but it was more than that. As embarrassed as she was at how she was naked and bound before the eyes of Mr Van der Dom, she was also growing aware that the embarrassment was feeding her excitement. She wanted Mr Van der Dom to watch her and Mrs Van der Dom together.

“Yes, Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy answered with deliberate meekness in his voice, looking up at the older woman from underneath her long eyelashes submissively. “Please let your good girl have her reward. I want it so badly.”

With a smirk, Mrs Van der Dom leaned forward and propped up her phone on its side upon the side table so it could still fully capture the scene before it on the bed. Reaching up, she grasped the ropes hanging from the hook on the ceiling that were attached to Cindy’s legs and used them to steady herself as she straddle one of her own legs over the bound girl’s pelvis so she was scissoring herself against her.

Cindy let out a hot gasp as she felt Mrs Van der Dom’s pussy touch her own. It felt burning hot and so very wet, evidence that she was not the only one aroused by the day’s events.

Using her grip on the rope’s for leverage, Mrs Van der Dom began moving, rocking her hips so her vagina mashed itself against Cindy’s. The young woman moaned aloud as she felt her mistress’s vulva glide over the swollen labia lips of her pussy and when the hard knob of the older woman’s clitoris brushed over her own she actually squealed in delight.

Panting for air, Cindy watched the sight before her with wide eyes, unable to look away from the sight of Mrs Van der Dom’s undulating body as her mistress scissored her pussy against the young woman’s own with ever more intensity. Her large breasts were bouncing and jiggling. Her long blonde hair was flying and tossing about her beautiful, angular face. Her wide hips gyrating and swaying. Her lovely, honey brown tanned skin glistening with the sweat beginning to break out from her efforts.

Pent up as she was from the ruthless teasing Mrs Van der Dom had subjected her to, it did not take long for Cindy to find herself once again teetering right on the brink of what felt to be a positively explosive orgasm. Between breathless moans she made herself speak. “Please….please Mrs Van der Dom….please, I’m so close….please let me cum….”

“Oh, my precious girl wants to cum, does she?” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice sounded just the tiniest bit strained as she answered, clearly almost excited as Cindy was. “What do you think, Damien my love, does she deserve to?”

Cindy’s eyes immediately shot to the screen of the phone perched on the side table beside the bed. Her cheeks burnt and turned red when she saw how the video image was shaking and one of Mr Van der Dom’s shoulders was flexing in a fashion that made it very clear what was happening off screen but her arousal spiked to new heights by the knowledge as well. The realisation that Mr Van der Dom clearly enjoyed the sight of her and Mrs Van der Dom together, that he was actually getting off on it, was exciting.

Eyes looking at her in a way that could only be described as wolfish, Mr Van der Dom gave a thin smile. “Not yet. She’ll have to wait a bit longer.”

The answer did not surprise Cindy. She had suspected Mrs Van der Dom would withhold her release until her husband had had his own. Still, her body felt a pang of frustration at the words, which only seemed to feed the pleasurable wave building within her. It was almost at the point of cresting.

“No please!” Cindy begged nevertheless, knowing that if the man was anything like Mrs Van der Dom it would excite him and hopefully hasten his own climax and her own as well in doing so. “Please Mr Van der Dom, I want to cum so badly. Mrs Van der Dom has kept me waiting so long. Please, let me cum.”

She batted her eyelashes as she said this, schooling her face into a look of meek pleading. Her efforts had their intended effect and Mr Van der Dom gasped, his eyes darkening as he began to pant for breath.

“Damien said no, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom groaned, obviously close to her own climax as well. “You’ll just have to….just have to be a good girl and wait….oh god….”

The older woman only intensified how she was grinding her pussy against Cindy’s own. The girl wailed snottily, now desperately fighting to hold back her climax. She was right at the edge. It would be so easy to let herself tip over and revel in the release that would follow. Instead she balled her hands up into fists and resisted with everything she had, determined to be a good girl for Mrs Van der Dom and not cum until she was given permission.

“Please,” Cindy continued to beg. “Please….please….pleeeeaaase!”

And at that Mrs Van der Dom’s body seemed to clench even as she ground herself against Cindy with something close to desperation, hips cantering in a frenzy. “Yes! Yes I’m cumming!”

Mr Van der Dom clenched his teeth and let out a hot growl, clearly orgasming as well. For a long second that felt like an eternity, Cindy continued to teeter on the edge, desperate to cum but still fighting not to until she had Mrs Van der Dom’s permission.

Then she heard what seemed in the moment to be the most beautiful words ever. “Yes, Cindy. Cum my good girl. Cum for me now.”

Cindy’s head tipped back and she howled as the wave finally crashed over her body, pleasure flooding it from her tiptoes to the top of her head. She ground her own pussy back against Mrs Van der Dom’s as both their climaxes continued to surge through them, her cry of pleasure turning into a deep moan. Then the last traces of it slipped away and she went still and limp on the mattress.

Something warm and heavy pressed down on her and Cindy realised it was Mrs Van der Dom, the older woman lying her body over her own as she began planting for breath. “Good girl….good girl, Cindy….don’t you agree Damien?”

“A very good girl,” Mr Van der Dom said, exhaling heavily.

Cindy revelled in the feeling of her mistress’s naked skin against her own and the praising words from both the Van der Doms but it somehow wasn’t enough. She wanted Mrs Van der Dom closer, needed it, and letting out a little whine she found herself tugging futilely against the ropes binding her limbs.

Perceptive as ever, Mrs Van der Dom recognised the emerging case of sub drop coming over Cindy and turned her face towards her phone. “Sorry darling, I’m afraid I have something to take care of. I’ll call you later.”

With that the older woman reached out with her hand and clicked her phone off, before lifting herself off of Cindy so she once again was kneeling between her legs. Cindy whined again, this time in protest, suddenly very aware of her mistress’s absence and not liking it one bit.

“Hush sweetie,” Mrs Van der Dom shushed her, immediately reaching to begin untying the ropes holding Cindy’s ankles, gently lowering her legs down onto the mattress. “Just give me a moment.”

Once she had freed her legs, Mrs Van der Dom did the same with Cindy’s arms and quickly lay down with her again to embrace her. Cindy returned it eagerly, wrapping her arms tightly around the older woman while simultaneously latching her legs around her hips. She gripped her mistress as tightly as she could, burying her face into her ample cleavage as she fought the urge to whimper again, her young body beginning to shudder.

“Sssssshhhhhhh,” Mrs Van der Dom planted a soft kiss on Cindy’s head as she began to rub her hands soothingly up and down the girl’s trembling back. “I have you Cindy. I’m here. I’ll always be here for my precious girl when she needs me. Such a good girl, you are. I’m so proud of you. You did so well for me just now, taking everything I gave you. Hush. I have you, Cindy. You’re okay. I’m right here.”

Cindy’s body tingled in delight at Mrs Van der Dom’s words, a warm, reassuring feeling of safety engulfing it that quickly overwhelmed the emerging case of sub drop that had been threatening to overwhelm her just moments ago. Slowly she felt her body beginning to relax and she loosened her previous near desperate grip on the other woman, now languidly leaning against her as she nuzzled her face in the valley between her breasts.

Mrs Van der Dom chuckled. “If you keep doing that, sweetie, I’ll be sorely tempted for us to go straight into round two and I do want to talk to you first.”

Feeling her mistress’s fingers underneath her chin, nudging gently, Cindy raised her head with some reluctance away from Mrs Van der Dom’s lovely chest and met the other woman’s eyes. A delightful shiver ran down her spine at what she saw in them, the intense look that was both possessive and loving at the same time.

“Did you enjoy what happened between us, Cindy?”

“Oh yes Mrs V-Morgan,” Cindy caught herself and used the older woman’s first name, sensing until ‘round two’ as she had put it began that’s what her mistress would want from her. “It was amazing.”

“Good,” Mrs Van der Dom smiled smugly for a moment before her face once again turned serious. “Even the last part with Damien and I?”

Cindy felt her cheeks grow hot again at the memory but so did her pussy. “Yes. It was….I felt….desired. By both of you. I enjoyed that a lot, Morgan.”

“Sweetie, you are very desirable,” Mrs Van der Dom brushed one of her hands over Cindy’s cheek and the young woman shuddered at the touch. “Both myself and Damien think so. You are a strong, beautiful, sexy woman. The kind both of us appreciate.”

Her body tingling in excitement at Mrs Van der Dom’s words, Cindy leaned forward and kissed the other woman. She was a bit surprised by her boldness, normally she just naturally let her mistress take the initiative and set the course of events, indeed she had made it clear at times that she expected Cindy to do so or face the consequences. Mrs Van der Dom did not seem displeased, however, and when the young woman’s lips met hers she kissed back with rapidly growing passion.

Cindy groaned in disappointment when Mrs Van der Dom broke the kiss after only a few moments, but her heart fluttered at the hot look she saw in the older woman’s eyes. “Do you feel up to round two, sweetie?”

“Yes Mrs Van der Dom,” Cindy replied instantly, immediately slipping back into her proper submissive mode.

“Good!”

Mrs Van der Dom immediately sat up and before she knew it Cindy found herself hoisted across the other woman’s lap. Her wrists were gripped tightly by one of her mistress’s hands and she inhaled sharply as the other one cupped one of her bum cheeks, fingernails lightly pinching into the tender flesh.

“Don’t think I didn’t notice you kissing me just now without my permission, Cindy,” Mrs Van der Dom’s voice once again cold and stern in a way that made the young woman’s pussy ache and immediately begin growing wet again. “My precious girl knows better than that by now. I think this naughty little bottom of yours has earned another dose of punishment.”

SLAP!

Cindy squealed in both pain and delight as her mistress began to spank her.


Epilogue

A FEW EVENINGS later Cindy lay in her bed scrolling mindlessly through her phone, trying to distract herself from the memories of that delightful day she had spent with Mrs Van der Dom in her playroom. Even thinking about it made her entire body tingle with delight, her pussy most of all, and given she was still under strict orders from her mistress not to even think of cumming until their next arranged tryst such thoughts were best avoided altogether.

Exactly when their next meet up would be was a frustratingly open question. Mrs Van der Dom had been vague on the subject when she had bid Cindy goodbye the next morning when she had dropped the girl off at her parent’s on her own way into work and she had heard nothing from her since.

It likely was for the best, Cindy had to admit to herself. Her mother had remarked on how this was the second time in as many weeks she had spent the night at the Van der Dom’s on a babysitting job and while Carole hadn’t exactly sounded suspicious when she said this she hadn’t sounded not suspicious either. While Cindy told herself she was a grown woman who could see whoever she wished regardless of what her parents’ opinion was, part of her did not exactly relish the idea of revealing to them that she was seeing Mrs Van der Dom, let alone the exact nature of their relationship. She didn’t think they would object to the fact she was gay….or bi….or whatever she was realising she was that wasn’t the straight, vanilla girl she had always thought of herself as. The prospect of having to tell them was still daunting however.

Suddenly, Cindy’s phone lit up with an incoming video call.

Mrs VVD.

The words at the top of the screen made Cindy’s heart leap and she immediately answered.

Mrs Van der Dom appeared on the screen of Cindy’s phone. Her blonde hair was hanging loose down her back and she was dressed in a silky robe that reached only midway down her thighs, leaving most of her tanned legs exposed. The lighting was dim, but it looked as if she was standing in the Van der Dom’s master bedroom.

Before Cindy had a chance to say anything Mrs Van der Dom raised one dainty finger and crossed it vertically across her plump lips and then placed her phone down onto something, leaving it propped up against some unseen object so the young woman had an unobstructed view of the Van der Dom’s king sized bed.

Mrs Van der Dom immediately draped herself across said bed upon her side so she was facing away from her phone, head propped up on one hand as if waiting for something. Cindy was suddenly aware she could hear the muffled sound of what she thought was a shower coming from what she assumed was the Van der Dom’s en suite bathroom. Waiting for whatever it was that Mrs Van der Dom had planned, the young woman could not help but notice that her mistress’s robe had ridden up slightly as she lay herself onto the bed, leaving the very bottom of her round bum cheeks exposed. She could feel her pussy beginning to grow wet from the sight.

Her curiosity as to what Mrs Van der Dom had planned was soon answered as moments later the sound of the shower ceased and light suddenly spilled into the dark bedroom as the bathroom door opened. Through it emerged the tall figure of Mr Van der Dom.

Aside from a towel wrapped loosely around his waist, the man was naked and Cindy realised she was staring. While he didn’t have the swollen, bodybuilder look that all the guys her age seemed to think women liked which she personally thought looked freakish, Mr Van der Dom was definitely well muscled, with broad shoulders and well defined pecs. As Cindy’s eyes ran down his taunt stomach and she began imagining what was underneath the towel she realised her cunt was growing wetter by the second; the loose cotton sleep shorts she was wearing were already starting to cling to the rapidly engorging lips of her labia.

Mr Van der Dom reached out with his hand to flick off the bathroom lights and began walking towards the bed. “Well well, if this is not a welcome sight. It seems someone missed me.”

“Very much, darling,” Mrs Van der Dom purred as he drew closer. “Did you miss me also?”

As her husband drew close, Mrs Van der Dom rose up from the bed onto her knees and her hands went to the towel wrapped around his waist, loosening the knot holding it together. Cindy could tell she was deliberately angling her body to give the girl an unobstructed view as the towel slid off of Mr Van der Dom’s hips and onto the floor.

Heart pounding, Cindy’s eyes went wide as she saw Mr Van der Dom’s penis dangling between his legs, already semi erect. She didn’t really have any real frame of reference other than the cock of her ex-boyfriend, Chad, who had been significantly less well endowed in comparison, but it looked very big.

“It seems like one part of you certainly did,” Mrs Van der Dom said smugly, wrapping one hand around her husband’s cock and pumping it slowly up and down the shaft as it rapidly began to stiffen. Mr Van der Dom let out a hoarse groan and his wife leaned forward to press her lips against his in a kiss. The older woman swayed her bum teasingly back and forth as she did this, continuing to stroke up and down the swollen penis throbbing in her hand and clearly putting on a show for the secretly watching Cindy.

Cindy’s hand was already buried underneath the hem of her shorts, fingers running themselves over the wet folds of her labia; it wasn’t against the rules to touch herself, she told herself furiously, only to cum without Mrs Van der Dom’s permission. Her other hand fisted itself into her mouth to stifle a moan, remembering her mistress’s earlier order to keep quiet, as her eyes remained glued to the lewd scene playing out on the screen before her.

“Do you like that, darling?” Mrs Van der Dom whispered hotly as she broke the kiss for air, hand continuing to slowly glide up and down her husband’s penis. “My fingers on your big, hard cock.”

“Not as much as I’d enjoy your lips,” Mr Van der Dom slid the robe off of Mrs Van der Dom, revealing her naked body. One of his hands immediately went to cup one of her round, pert bum cheeks as the other began caressing one full breast.

“Oh, you want to feel my lips wrapped around this big cock of yours,” Mrs Van der Dom gave the aforementioned appendage a squeeze while she said this. “Do you really want my hot, silky mouth on your penis, Damien? Wouldn’t you prefer Cindy’s tight, nineteen year old pussy?”

Cindy almost squealed as she heard her name being said and her cheeks blushed as she heard Mr Van der Dom groan lustily in response, but she continued caressing her vagina almost desperately, fingers parting the silken lips of her slit to plunge into the hot depths beyond as her thumb began brushing itself over her clitoris.

Mrs Van der Dom smirked at her husband’s obviously pleased reaction to her words but as she nuzzled her face against the side of his her eyes flicked in the direction of her phone and seemed to almost tauntingly look at Cindy as she went on. “You want to fuck that tight, young pussy, don’t you darling? Can you imagine that innocent cunt of her’s wrapped around your cock while you fuck her for the first time? Perhaps I’ll ride her face while this happens, she really is getting so good at licking my pussy.”

At that Mr Van der Dom let out a growl and he almost roughly shoved Mrs Van der Dom down onto her back on the bed. The older woman laughed gleefully as her husband crouched down between her legs and gripped her wrists above her head with one hand, but it turned into a gasp of pleasure as he gripped his cock with the other one and guided it to the entrance to her pussy before plunging inside. Her mistress moaned in delight as he buried himself to the very hilt.

It took everything Cindy had not to moan as well as she continued to masturbate to scene of Mrs Van der Dom getting fucked by her husband, there was really no other way to describe it. She could feel a delicious pleasure building within her own pussy as she imagined herself in the other woman’s position. Recognising this sign of a rapidly approaching climax she forced herself to slow her caresses, knowing she would have to stop before cumming and not wanting to before the scene before it reached its conclusion.

“That’s it Damien, fuck me!” Mrs Van der Dom’s head tipped back as she cried out hotly, her legs reaching up to wrap themselves around her husband’s hips. “Fuck me with that big dick of yours! Fuck me like you’d fuck that tight, nineteen year old pussy!”

At those last words Cindy almost climaxed despite her desperate resolution not to. She ceased to touch herself beyond just the lightest and most teasing of caresses, whimpering tearfully at how close she was to release, how desperately she wanted to cum, tormented by the knowledge she couldn’t. Images raced through the young woman’s mind of her lying underneath Mr Van der Dom as he thrust his erection deep into her innocent vagina. Her wrists gripped tightly by one of his hands, or even better held down by Mrs Van der Dom as she looked down cruelly upon her while she begged and pleaded to be allowed to orgasm.

“Oh God, I’m about to cum,” Mrs Van der Dom cried out again, a tinge of desperate need in her voice. “Keep fucking me, Damien. Fuck me! Fuck me like I’m Cindy!”

Mr Van der Dom kept thrusting away with his hips, panting almost gutturally like an animal as he did so. Then suddenly Mrs Van der Dom’s body began to shudder and the older woman let out a howl of delight. Mr Van der Dom continued to pound away at his wife as she revelled in her obvious climax until suddenly his body clenched and he let out a roar of his own before falling limp on top of her.

Cindy could feel the first tingling of her own orgasm as she teetered on the edge of it and with a ferocious effort she pulled her hand out of her shorts. Her entire cunt seemed to throb in protest, straining to tip over that wonderful edge that was still tauntingly close, and then was filled with an agonising feeling of frustration as her climax began to recede and slip away. Tears slipped down her cheeks as she whimpered quickly, eyes still glued to the screen of her phone.

Mr Van der Dom brought his face down to meet Mrs Van der Dom’s in a kiss. The older woman reached up with her hands to grip the back of her husband’s head, slightly shaking legs still locked around his waist. After a few moments the kiss ended and Mr Van der Dom laid his face in the crook of his wife’s neck.

Twisting her head around so she was looking squarely at her phone, Mrs Van der Dom gave a brief little smile that Cindy swore almost scorched her through the screen and then reached out with one of her hands. A moment later the screen went blank.

Tossing her phone aside, Cindy took deep, slow breaths between her continued tearful whimpers, trying to quell the still raging arousal tormenting her poor denied pussy. Oh how she wanted to reach back underneath her shorts and finish what she had started, it would only take moments when she was still so close. Cindy resisted the urge, however. She would be Mrs Van der Dom’s good girl.

A second later she heard a dinging sound come from her phone and Cindy picked it up.

Mrs VDD: Did you like my little show, sweetie?

Cindy immediately began typing back.

Cindy: Yes!

It only took her mistress a moment to respond.

Mrs VDD: Were you touching yourself while watching?

Cindy: Yes

Mrs VDD: Did you cum?

Cindy: No :(

Mrs VDD: Does my good girl want to?

Cindy’s fingers trembled as she desperately typed out her answer, hope surging through her.

Cindy: YES!!!

A long moment passed as Cindy waited for the older woman’s response, holding her breath in frantic anticipation.

Mrs VDD: Good. I like my precious girl desperate and needy. You do *not* have permission to cum until I next see you.

A sad whimper escaped Cindy’s lips as the hope died within her. Then her eyebrows lifted up in interest as she saw blinking dots flash across her phone’s screen. Evidently Mrs Van der Dom wasn’t finished yet.

Mrs VDD: On that note sweetie, are you free to babysit again next Friday? It’s Damien and I’s anniversary and we have something special planned.

Cindy’s heart was suddenly pounding as she contemplated her answer, her fingers playing with the little silver heart at the centre of the pink choker collar she was wearing as she did so. She knew exactly what Mrs Van der Dom was asking. To her shock the answer was an easy one.

Cindy: Yes

Mrs VDD: Good girl. Sleep well, sweetie. I promise you you’ll need it.


The End?
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