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		Part One

		

		Alena's Self Pleasure

		

		I stand in front of the mirror. Slowly taking my clothes off, first I take off my dress, moving it above my head. When that is off I stare at my figure in the mirror. Slim and perfect, with a patch of hair between my legs, raven colored curls. I move my arm along the other looking at the rise of my breasts. They are covered with a soft red lace bra. I stare into the mirror with my eyes, then reaching to undo my bra from behind my back. When I slip it off, I move closer to the mirror. My nipples are light in color, but stand out because of their largeness. The soft breeze coming from the window moves across my breasts and make my nipples erect.

		I put two of my fingers on my left breast softly caressing it. Still looking at the mirror I take my other hand put it on the mirror and pretend I am touching my other breasts. I lick my lips while I look at my reflection. There is only a dim light in the room that makes my body appear very pale.

		With one hand on the mirror and one hand on my neck, I trace a path down my body. Feeling the sensitive points with only my fingertips, which make me even more aware of my touch. Gliding my forefinger along my breast and abdomen I feel more excited.

		I take my right hand off the mirror and put it on my left thigh. I move that hand into my now wet pussy. Moving a finger along the slick lips. I begins to feel myself getting wetter. I take my index finger and put it all the way up my pussy. I put my thumb on my clit and stroke it gently. My breathing increases.

		In a moment I take that finger out and put it in my mouth licking and tasting my own juices. I can't get enough. I lay down on the bed and place my finger back on my dripping pussy. I sigh with contentment.

		I spread my legs out widely and feel the air tickle my skin. I thrust my hips up for better access. I circle my clit in a quick motion feeling my body jerk. I become hornier feeling my fingers get so wet. I'm dripping onto the bed. I begin to rub harder on the clit and the skin beneath it. I spread my lips out wide and put in two fingers, but it's not enough so I put in another finger till I feel full. I can feel the muscle tighten around them. The walls of my pussy are contracting. I move up and down on the bed as I begin to cum. I rub on my pussy feeling more of the juices come out. My whole body tenses up as I cum.

		I fell asleep in that very position, basking in the glow of my intense orgasm and bringing me a relaxing sense of well-being...

		***

		When the alarm went off at 5:30 AM, I was still laying without covers, nude, and realized I was just a bit chilly. I turned the alarm off, and completed my daily routine for getting ready for work.

		You never expect to meet God--or the devil either for that matter, in your office at nine o'clock on a Wednesday morning. But as it turns out, that's exactly what happened to me.

		It all started when my secretary Nita went on maternity leave. I was the general counsel for the company I worked at. Human resources arranged a temp to cover for Nita while she was out, but I couldn't believe my eyes when she showed up at my office that Wednesday morning. Nita, my regular secretary, was a forty-something, angry little gnome of a woman who was near my diminutive height of five feet tall. Her replacement didn't have anything in common with her at all. The woman HR had sent up to replace her was young, blond, and tall. And, she was also fantastically beautiful! Upon first seeing her I was practically stunned by her physical presence.

		"Hi, I'm Cheyenne." She said.

		None of my coworkers knew it about me, but I'd known I was into girls since I was sixteen years old. I had a thing for tall voluptuous blondes. HR couldn't have known it, but they'd sent me a girl right out of my fantasies. I stood there in shock for a moment before I managed to speak.

		"Alena Browne." I answered, offering her my hand.

		Even in my heels I had to crane my head to look up at her. She had to be nearly six feet tall.

		"Nice to meet you Alena. I guess we're going to be working together for a while?"

		"Yes. Yes, here let's get you settled in." I told her.

		The next ten minutes were a blur. It's embarrassing to admit, but from the first moment she walked into my outer office I had a crush on her. While I got her settled in at Nita's desk and showed her where everything was I found being around her so exciting that it was like I couldn't catch my breath. During our brief conversation I managed to learn that she was just nineteen years old, and I found that she also appeared to be quite intelligent. All of which just made her seem that much hotter to me.

		When I went into my inner office and closed the door behind me the wind went out of me in a rush. My heart was pounding and my hands were sweaty. How pathetic was I, a thirty year old successful attorney my heart all a 'twitter about a teenage girl?

		The rest of the day I made up reasons to talk with her every so often, just so I could be around her. I was pathetic, but I couldn't resist the urge I felt to just gawk at her. She was so hot. It was a struggle for me not to just stare openly at her, but luckily she didn't seem to notice.

		* * *

		I settled into a working rhythm with Cheyenne that week. I decided that she was going to work out just fine. She had a little bit of attitude about her, but I could live with it. Working with her meant seeing her and being around her, which I couldn't get enough of really. After my initial period of being weak in the knees around her I got a hold of myself and threw myself back into my work.

		By that Friday afternoon I'd decided I didn't blame all those fifty year old male executives who arranged to have hot secretaries. Cheyenne wasn't the best secretary, she wasn't even as good as bitter Nita had been, but it was worth it to have a little eye-candy around. It *was* a little distracting though, I found myself frequently thinking about her when I should be working. Knowing she was sitting just outside my office door, it was hard to stop daydreaming about the beautiful teen.

		* * *

		"Good Morning Ms. Browne." Cheyenne greeted me when I walked in, and it was all I could do to not stand there staring at her; God, was she beautiful.

		It was Tuesday morning of the second week of our working together that I realized I was in trouble. I'd deluded myself when I thought I could get over my crush. I couldn't stop thinking about Cheyenne! Every time I was near her I couldn't take my eyes off of her. Twice I caught myself getting aroused as I sat at my desk actively daydreaming about her. It wasn't just her physical beauty either; I was mesmerized by her confidence and style. She was only nineteen, and yet I felt like *I* was the younger, less experienced woman when I was around her. Cheyenne just exuded some quality that made her irresistible to me. We had only been working together five days and already I found myself totally enamored of her. Of course I hid my perverse crush, and she didn't have any idea. At least that's what I thought--until that Wednesday morning.

		That morning Cheyenne was in my office discussing my appointments with me. As we finished she turned to leave, and I could have sworn that she exaggerated the sway of her hips when she walked out of my office. My eyes didn't leave her bottom the whole time, and she when she turned to close the door behind her I saw the tiniest smirk cross her face as she looked back at me. She knew that I was watching her! I froze. My face flushed hot with shame at her apparent knowledge. I was completely transfixed, I didn't even breathe then. It was only when she closed the door that I found I could breathe again, the air rushing into my absurdly panicked lungs.

		Sitting there at my desk I was so embarrassed I didn't know what to do. I'd made a fool of myself by letting this teenage girl realize I had the hots for her. I was so ashamed that I couldn't leave my office.

		I couldn't get my pounding heart under control for the longest time. I just sat there, horrified at what had happened as the morning hours passed. I couldn't concentrate or get anything done; I was just too flustered.

		And then, at noon, there was a soft knock at my office door and there she was. She gave me a little grin as I looked up from the contract I pretended to be reading. I felt my face flush hot again, and my heart raced at the sight of her.

		"I'm going to lunch." She said, still grinning at me.

		"Okay."

		And then she closed the door and I felt safe again. I'd survived seeing her again, and it was a big relief. Maybe I'd been wrong about her noticing my staring, I thought to myself.

		The rest of the day passed without any more incidents, mostly because I made a point of avoiding Cheyenne altogether, staying closed up in my office until after she left for the day.

		* * *

		The next morning I talked with her for a while when she came in, just waiting for the shoe to drop. But she didn't say anything about the day before, and I finally started to really feel better about the whole thing.

		That is, until Cheyenne brought me a file I'd asked for. She knocked lightly on my door as she always did, and then she was standing in front of my desk and handing me the file.

		"Thank you." I told her, and then as I looked at it I realized it was the wrong folder.

		"Cheyenne, you've pulled the wrong file. This is the master services template for Jensen. But, this is the one we did before the merger. I need the newer one." I told her.

		"Oh. You didn't mention that when you asked me to find it for you." She said, and once again I ignored her attitude for the sake of being near her.

		"I-I'm sorry. Please get the other one." I managed, barely believing that I felt so enthralled by this girl that I was apologizing to her for *her* mistake!

		Cheyenne took the file and turned to leave. On her way out, the file folder slipped out of her hand and fell to the floor.

		"Oh, I'm so clumsy sometimes." Cheyenne said, and then she reached down to pick up the folder.

		I watched her as if she was in slow-motion. She didn't bend at the knees the way a woman wearing a skirt usually does. No, she bent in half at the waist in a way that was . . . supremely erotic. The angle of her body thrust her beautiful bottom out at me. As she bent farther and farther the short skirt hiked up and revealed a quick flash of her panties! I stared so hard her ass must have felt the heat of my perverted gaze.

		She stayed bent over like that for a long moment, too long. Then she peered back at me around her side and smiled. She picked up the folder then slowly straightened, smoothing her skirt back into place as she did it.

		Once more she'd managed to render me flustered to the point of physical fear. I truly didn't know what to do. She was teasing me, but could it really be possible for this hot young girl to be interested in me? My lust for her was so strong it scared me. But the chance, however tiny, that Cheyenne was somehow coming on to me--the chance that I could somehow be with her, drove me insane. I had to make a move, to find out if my dream could really come true.

		"Cheyenne? Would you . . . would you like to go out to dinner with me tonight?"

		My voice sounded wavering and small–I barely managed to say it at all. The moment my words left my mouth I knew I'd made a terrible mistake.

		Cheyenne's face scrunched up in disgust for a brief moment, and then she was laughing at me. Deep throaty laughter that made me just want to curl up and die. I saw it then in her eyes, saw the disdain she felt for me. My face and hands suddenly felt as if they were burning up, and I knew I must be red as a ripe strawberry.

		"You think I'm . . . you think I'm a lesbian like you?" She asked me, dropping the file on my desk and staring down at me with a smirking, superior grin.

		"A lesbian? I-I'm not a lesbian, I just thought you might like to catch dinner after work." I tried, and my lies sounded painfully transparent.

		"Riiiiight. You're not a lesbian. And you haven't been checking me out every minute since I got here. Let's just see about that." She said, and then she began unbuttoning her blouse!

		I should have said something then, should have somehow found the strength to order her out of my office right at that moment, but I didn't. I didn't do anything, didn't move, didn't speak, and didn't even breathe. Her elegant fingers popped the buttons one after another, and the exposed strip of creamy young skin grew larger by the moment. The sight of her bra and the barely restrained swollen curves of her breasts where they pressed together mesmerized me as if I'd been hypnotized. When she slowly pulled the sides of her shirt apart I think I actually gasped out loud at the sight before me. Cheyenne held her shirt open for a few seconds, and that superior grin of hers never left her face.

		"I think that settles that, now doesn't it?" She asked as she pulled the sides of her shirt back together and blocked my view.

		I think I may have nodded then, unconsciously acknowledging the accuracy of her words.

		"Alright, but why have you been teasing me if you aren't . . . like me?" I asked her, my shame turning to indignation.

		"Because it amuses me. And because I might just be interested in a relationship with you anyway."

		"I-I don't understand."

		"Well, it's like this. I believe that some people are just meant to be dominant, and some people are just meant to be submissive. I am one of those naturally dominant people. I'm beautiful, and I know it. And I like the power that gives me over some people. Submissive people like *you*." She told me.

		"Submissive? I don't know what you're talking about Cheyenne. I-I think you should go now." I managed to tell her.

		She didn't move, in fact she didn't even seem to hear me at all.

		"The only chance you ever have to get into my pants is to make me happy by doing what I say. It's really pretty simple. For example, what if I told you I'd let you see my bare tits if you just did one simple thing for me?" She asked, and she let me get a brief view of her chest again as she said it.

		"What thing." I said with a gulp.

		"Stand up and come over here and I'll tell you." She told me.

		I'm not sure if I even wanted to get out of that chair, it felt like I was lifted by a magnetic force I couldn't resist. It was like being in a dream, I almost floated in front of her it was so surreal. I was so close to her now, just inches separated us. Her shirt fell open as she let go of it and softly rested her hands on my shoulders. She began to exert a gentle force on me then, pushing me downward.

		"Kneel." She told me softly but forcefully.

		"Cheyenne . . . I . . ." I began, but she only pushed harder and spoke that word again.

		"*Kneel.*"

		I sank to my knees in shock, shock that a teenage girl could turn my spine to jelly this way. Shocked that part of me loved every moment of being forced to kneel at her feet. Once I was on my knees and settled, Cheyenne stepped back and pulled her shirt all the way open.

		"Very good. Now here is your reward." She told me, and then she pulled the bra up and off the soft mounds of flesh, allowing their heavy dangling weight to hang freely before my eyes.

		I stared at the feminine glory before me with a hunger I'd never felt before. She was so beautiful it hurt to look at her, as if I was staring at the sun. But I couldn't stop, those soft creamy globes of flesh had control of me as surely as a puppeteer's strings guide a puppet.

		"That wasn't so hard, was it?" Her voice broke into my reverie and shocked me back to reality.

		I was still speechless, and Cheyenne chuckled as she nestled her breasts back into the large cups of her bra. She continued the little mocking laughs as she did up her shirt, until she was standing over me with her hands on her hips.

		"If you want to get what you're so desperate to have, there's only one thing you have to do. Whatever I say. But there are two little rules you have to remember. One: I like it when my toys address me respectfully. In private, from now on, you're going to call me mistress. Two: I do not tolerate masturbation or sex from my toys. From now on, the only time you can climax is when I give you permission. Do you understand?" She asked me.

		She must be crazy if she thought I was going to start calling a teenage girl mistress and agree to not have sex without her permission, right? There was no way a confident, respectable attorney like I was would ever agree to such a thing, right? Wrong.

		"Yes." I heard that weak little voice again, almost as if I hadn't said it at all.

		"Yes what?" She demanded.

		"Yes mistress."

		"Good girl. Now get up and get back to work. I'm tired from all this excitement. I think I'll take the rest of the day off." She said, and she obviously wasn't asking my permission, then she grabbed the file off my desk, turned on her heel, and was gone out the door.

		I stayed on my knees in shock for a long time. When I finally got up and sat back down at my desk there was no chance I was going to get any work done. My thoughts raced and I couldn't think of anything but *her*.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		She did leave too. I got myself the right file when I finally felt brave enough to look into my outer office and see that she was gone.

		I stayed in my office all afternoon; afraid that my weakness would somehow be visible to anyone I talked to. As if they'd somehow know what I'd done.

		The day passed unbelievably slowly. I just sat there thinking of Cheyenne and what she'd made me do. I was so turned on it felt like my crotch was on fire. When she'd taken charge of me in that moment it had fiercely affected something inside of me. I'd never been so aroused in my entire life. But at the same time, it terrified me. How could I have done something so stupid? I could lose my job. I could ruin my career. I wasn't sure if it had been the best day of my life, or the worst, but it was definitely the most exciting.

		When I got home that night I was so excited by the thoughts I'd had of Cheyenne all day that I found myself masturbating almost immediately. I imagined myself on my knees looking up at her, looking up at her beautiful body and arrogant grinning face, and it made me *so* hot. And then something bizarre happened. Kneeling there dreaming of obeying her as I pleased myself with my fingers, I realized that I had to stop. I had to obey her order not to masturbate. As I did it I felt a perverse submissive thrill at the idea that she was controlling me even then. What had she done to me?

		* * *

		The next morning, Wednesday morning, I had no idea what was going to happen when Cheyenne came in. I was eager, but frightened more than a little frightened as well. I arrived earlier than she did, as was my usual routine. I made myself a coffee and looked over the morning paper as I settled in to wait for her.

		Her appointed starting time came and went, and I started to worry. What if she'd quit, or made a human resources complaint against me? But at 10:15 she finally walked in and sat down. She started work as if nothing unusual had happened and didn't even say 'good morning' to me. I called her into my office and she didn't show any signs of apologizing for her tardiness.

		"Good morning." I said as she closed the door behind her.

		"Good morning what?" She challenged me immediately, and I crumbled at the sight of her.

		"Good morning mistress."

		"That's better. Now, what did you want?"

		"I was just . . . wondering where you were this morning, mistress." I said.

		"I was tired, so I slept in a little. Do you have a problem with that?"

		"No mistress."

		She looked at the coffee on my desk and then back to me.

		"I think a coffee will help wake me up. Go fix me one, and when you get back I'll give you a little reward." She suggested.

		"You-you want a coffee?"

		"Don't act stupid, slut. Get up, go fix me a coffee, and then bring it back here to me."

		"Yes mistress." I managed, and I was doing it. I scurried by her and made my way out of the outer office and down the hall to the coffee station.

		Not quite believing I was really doing it, fetching coffee for my secretary as if I was *her* secretary, I made it ready and hurried back.

		When I got back to my inner office and closed the door behind me, I turned to find Cheyenne sitting in my chair. I carried the coffee to her and sat it on my desk as she watched amusedly.

		"Thank you. Now would you like your reward?" She asked me with a thousand-watt smile.

		Not even knowing what she had in mind, my servile inner demons squealed in delight. My pulse quickened and my crotch heated up noticeably.

		"Yes mistress."

		She took a sip of the coffee, and then she opened the newspaper I'd been reading that morning.

		"Come around here." She said, gesturing for me to move to her side of the desk.

		"Look at my foot, Alena. Tell me, what do you think of it?" She said, stretching one long beautiful leg towards me a little.

		I looked at her offered foot, and the red high-heeled shoe she wore, and I sucked in my breath a little.

		"It's beautiful, mistress." I said, and every time I said that word it just made me feel hotter and more submissive. It was awful, but I loved it.

		"Have you ever kissed a teenage girl's feet before Alena?"

		"No mistress."

		"But you'd like to, wouldn't you?"

		"Yes mistress."

		"Fine. You may go ahead and kiss my foot. Go on, get down on your knees and get to it." She told me.

		"Yes mistress." I replied, and it was like I was in some kind of submissive trance. I sank down to my knees in front of her and I barely even realized where I was or what I was doing. All I could think about was obeying her, and the kinky joy that coursed through me whenever I did.

		I spent the next ten minutes kissing her foot, while she drank her coffee and read the paper. She didn't say anything to me the entire time. I'm not sure if she even looked down at me. And then she was pushing me away and standing up.

		"Alright, that's enough for today. Get back to work." She told me, and then she actually patted me on the head!

		"Yes mistress." I answered, and I was so ashamed to be . . . *me*.

		And then she was gone and I tried to return to normal life, tried to ignore the urge to just masturbate right there in my office.

		* * *

		Once again, after the perverse joy of what I'd done wore off I turned back to self-loathing. What was I doing? I'd made her coffee and then kissed her feet as if it were a completely normal thing for a boss to do for a subordinate. Things were going too far.

		After lunch I sat there in my office going over my options. As much as I loved the way it had felt to be ordered around by this beautiful girl, I had to somehow regain control of my life. I decided that I was going to talk with Cheyenne first thing in the morning and tell her that we couldn't work together anymore. I was going to have to get another secretary. If she threatened to make trouble for me with what I'd done I'd just point out to her that nobody would believe the word of a nineteen year-old temp over mine.

		If she was still willing to keep up our other perverse relationship, I would gladly meet her whenever and wherever she wanted outside of work. As much as I enjoyed it, maybe I would even pay her.

		I knew things had gone too far. For my own sanity's sake I had to do put a stop to my new relationship with Cheyenne. I sat there trying to build up my confidence to put my foot down, and when I finally did I went out into the other office and she wasn't even there. She'd left early without even telling me!

		It angered me that she thought her hold over me was so great that she could just come and go as she pleased. She had come in after ten and left before three! The next morning was going to be a rude awakening for her, I thought to myself.

		* * *

		The morning didn't go exactly as I'd planned. I called Cheyenne into my office when she came in. I didn't have to tell her to close the door behind her. She was wearing white nylons and a cute little blue dress that was a touch too racy for the office, showing off her curves a little too flamboyantly. All the confidence I'd built up in my 'fire Cheyenne' plan crumbled as she walked confidently over to my desk. God was she hot, so hot.

		"Good morning boss. Now get out of my chair. You can kneel there." She told me, pointing to a spot on the floor.

		There was no way I was going to take that from this upstart girl, right? In my own office? No way. Those were the thoughts that silently echoed in my head as I stood up and moved out of her way. Cheyenne smiled broadly as she sat down in my big leather chair and crossed her legs.

		"You've seen me topless, now it's your turn. If you want to be my toy you're going to have to show me the merchandise Alena." She told me, leaning back comfortably in my chair then.

		Where was my strength? Why was it so damn hard to resist her? I had to though, I couldn't let things go any farther.

		"Cheyenne–I, I can't do this."

		"Yes, yes you can. First, because you know you want to do what I say. And second, because if you do I'm going to make your queer little dreams come true–I'm going to let you touch my ass. But you aren't going to touch anything if you don't remember the rules. Now, what do you call me in private?" She demanded.

		Visions of my fingertips sinking into the soft curves of her bottom filled my thoughts. The battle within me was short, and the weak part of me conquered the strong part decisively.

		"Mistress." I breathed.

		She smiled a smile that would have made the Cheshire cat jealous. My palms were clammy and I felt weak in the knees.

		"Good girl. Now take off that shirt."

		My fingers moved to unbutton my blouse as if on their own. When my shirt opened, exposing my bra, Cheyenne laughed out loud.

		"Is that a padded bra? Pull it down and let me see your little titties." She laughed.

		Humiliated by her words my face flushed. I just nodded my head as I did what she wanted and pulled my Wonderbra down. For my frame, at my height, my breasts were just the right size at 34A. But I liked the little bit of additional curviness the padded bra gave me so I wore it.

		"God, you look like a little boy or something. Look at you! Ha ha aha. Now put your little mosquito bumps away before you make me laugh myself silly. The padded bra is a waste of time anyway, nobody's going to mistake you for a woman. So from now on, no more padded bras." She told me.

		I'd always thought I looked pretty good. I'd always been fit and trim. But the way Cheyenne talked about my body humiliated me to my core. Looking at her ultra-feminine body, so curvy and perfect, just made me feel even more ashamed of myself. I couldn't even meet her superior gaze, I just kept my head bowed as I said the nasty words that made me feel *so* good.

		"Yes mistress."

		"And who do you think you're fooling with the heels? No more heels either, mighty-mouse."

		"Yes mistress."

		"Now I guess it's time for your reward. I know this is going to be the highlight of your pathetic little life. I am going to let you touch this." She told me, turning and lifting her dress to expose her pantyhose covered bottom to my eyes.

		"Yes mistress!" I exclaimed, mesmerized by the gorgeous sight.

		The incredible sight of the nylon-encased curves of her buttocks drew me to her like a moth to a flame. I began to rise and move towards her, when she looked down at me with sudden anger on her face.

		"What are you doing?" Cheyenne asked me angrily.

		"Mistress?" I said in confusion.

		"Did you really think I'd let your filthy lesbian hands touch my ass? Show some respect! I don't want to feel any part of you other than your lips touching me, do you understand? Now get back down on your knees and *kiss* *my* *ass*." She ordered cruelly, and my pussy spasmed below me at her dominant tirade.

		"Yes mistress." I mumbled humbly as I fell back to my knees.

		Cheyenne turned completely away from me, still holding her dress up over her beautiful rump. She looked back at me over her shoulder as I carefully approached her bottom and pressed my lips to the soft curve of her right buttock. Oh how I wanted to bury my face in her bottom and feel its soft glory. How I longed to kiss all over her hot young body. But the electric sensation of my lips actually touching this teenage goddess's ass ended all too soon as she pulled away from me almost immediately.

		"You stupid girl, look what you've done!" Cheyenne cried at me, staring down at her bottom.

		I looked where she was staring and saw that I'd left a perfect lipstick kiss mark right there on her buttock. On the white pantyhose the mark was glaringly visible.

		"I'm sorry mistress." I muttered.

		"That's another thing. No more make-up. And no more skirts or dresses while you're at it. I want you to look like the filthy little girl-boy you are. Now before I let you get back to work, aren't you forgetting something?"

		"Mistress?"

		"Where are your manners slut? Aren't you going to thank me for letting you kiss my ass?"

		"Thank you, mistress."

		* * *

		When I returned from lunch that day after my failed attempt to fire her, there was a strange woman in my office. She was quite pretty, young, slender and attractive.

		"Hello." I said to the woman uncertainly.

		"This is Chelsea. She's Mr. Rankin's secretary." Cheyenne informed me.

		Rankin was one of the company's many vice-presidents. I had no idea why his secretary was in my outer office.

		"Chelsea is a friend of mine." Cheyenne explained.

		"That's nice. Alena Browne. It's nice to meet you." I said, extending my hand.

		The woman shook my hand and then she looked me slowly up and down. I had a sinking feeling that only got worse when she spoke.

		"Alright Chye, let's see her do it." She said, looking away from me and back at Cheyenne who was rising from her desk.

		I looked at Cheyenne then, and I'm sure the terror I felt must have been obvious.

		"Relax, Chelsea is an old friend. In fact, it was Chelsea who got me my first temp position downstairs. Besides, she's one of your people."

		"My people?"

		"You know, she's ummm . . . not into guys if you know what I mean."

		"Chye!" The other woman exclaimed.

		"Oh be quiet both of you. Chelsea and I have a little bet that we'd like you to help us settle. Let's all go in your office where it's a little more private." Cheyenne said.

		Once we were all inside my office and the door was closed safely behind us I felt at least a tiny bit safer.

		"I was telling Chelsea how I'd figured out you were a submissive little lezzy, and she didn't believe me. She thought I was making it all up, even after I showed her *this*." Cheyenne said, lifting her dress to expose the mark I'd left earlier when I kissed her there.

		"I told Chelsea you'd do it again any time I wanted. I bet her that I could make you do it in front of her. I bet her that if I couldn't, I'd go down on her, and if I could she'd go down on me. I think she only took the bet because she wants to lose anyway." Cheyenne bragged, giving the other girl a wicked grin.

		"You're awful." Chelsea said, but she didn't deny it.

		"Now it's time for you to win me some lesbian head." Cheyenne ordered, and then her hands were on my shoulders, pushing me down.

		I sank silently to my knees, in shock once more. I felt so helpless and it shamed me, shamed me that I couldn't resist this beautiful teenage goddess–not even in front of other people. When Cheyenne turned around and lifted her dress, the white encased expense of her luscious ass filled my view. I didn't need any instructions. I leaned forward and kissed her there with my eyes closed to avoid the sight of both of them staring down at me. My crotch was on fire, a fire that only burned hotter when she pushed me away, laughing at my pathetic act of supplication.

		"Oh my god. You really weren't making this shit up. Damn!"

		"It's a gift. I've always been able to just feel it when I'm around someone who just needs a little control from a beautiful woman."

		"I can't believe it. Your boss is your *bitch*. Wow!"

		"You know Chelsea, I think she's not the only lesbian in the room who needs a guiding hand. Are you sure you aren't a little jealous of her?"

		"Chye!"

		"Don't 'Chye!' me. You want me too. And you're about to have me. You lost, now pay up." Cheyenne demanded.

		"*Here*? Are you crazy? I can't believe I made that crazy bet. I have to get back to my desk. And what about . . ." Her words trailed off and she looked over at me.

		"Her? Don't worry about her. She'll do whatever I say. Won't you Alena?"

		I just nodded.

		"Say it." She said sternly.

		I knew what she wanted from me, but I couldn't. Not in front of another woman. There was no way I was going to sink that low. And then I made the mistake of looking into Cheyenne's beautiful glaring eyes and my resistance melted like butter.

		"Yes mistress." I said, and the other woman laughed.

		"My god, you really do have her trained." Chelsea laughed.

		"How long do you have?" Cheyenne ignored Chelsea's comment.

		"Rankin won't be out of the meeting for another hour at least. But I need to be there for the phone."

		"Well then, you'd better just do a good job then, shouldn't you? The better you are the faster you'll be back at your desk." Cheyenne laughed and then she kicked off her shoes and pulled down her pantyhose!

		"Alright. But I can't believe I'm doing this." Chelsea replied, and I watched in stunned silence.

		Cheyenne pulled down her panties and set them aside before sitting down in my chair and rolling it a few feet back from my desk. From where I was standing I couldn't see her bottom half but just the knowledge that she was naked from the waist down drove me nuts. Chelsea moved around the desk and slowly sank down in front of Cheyenne, and I was totally in shock. Cheyenne looked over at me then, and her face contorted.

		"What do you think you are doing? Do you think I'm going to just let you stand there and watch? Get out!" She told me.

		"But mistress . . . this is my office . . . where will I go?"

		"Go sit at my desk." She ordered.

		The girl's brunette head went lower and lower until I could only see the top of it over my desk. Cheyenne gave a little sigh as the girl's head started to rhythmically move up and down!

		"But I can't sit there . . ." I began.

		"Yes you can, you stupid little monkey. Just shut up and get out there! And don't listen at the door either, I want you sitting at my desk." She ordered, cutting through my objection.

		"Yes mistress." I heard the little voice that was mine say.

		"You'd better watch out Chelsea. Once you've tasted pussy this good you'll be begging to be just like her." I heard Cheyenne brag as I closed the door and shut off my view of the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life.

		I felt so stupid sitting at her little workstation like I was *her* secretary. And even worse, I didn't have to listen by the door to hear her. After a few minutes I began to catch the softly muffled sound of her moans.

		I sat there and just fumed. As awful as being humiliated in front of another woman had been, that wasn't the worst of it. The worst thing was sitting there listening to that other woman getting her off and feeling so jealous that my stomach burned with acid. *I* wanted to be the one on my knees in that office worshiping Cheyenne. It was me that had done all the humiliating things that she asked, and yet this other woman got what I wanted.

		It went on and on, for nearly twenty minutes. I heard the muffled cries grow more and more insistent, and then finally there was silence. A few minutes later the door to my office opened and Chelsea and Cheyenne emerged. I looked at Chelsea and never would have been able to tell what she'd been doing in there. She must have fixed her hair and make-up afterwards, she looked completely composed as she hurried to the door. Chelsea gave me a last curious look and then she actually winked at me before she exited the office, leaving me alone with Cheyenne again.

		"Now *that* is how you relieve stress." Cheyenne said with a sigh.

		Where I couldn't see any difference in Chelsea, it was totally obvious on Cheyenne. Her face looked flushed and pink, and she was still breathing a little heavily.

		"I left you a little present. Go on, take it while I'm in a good mood." She told me, gesturing to my office with a lazy wave.

		She settled down at her desk after I stood up, and she leaned back in her chair with an exaggerated looseness evident in her posture in her. She smiled at me as I scurried back to my office to find my 'gift'.

		I looked at my desk and didn't see anything as I walked up. My nose picked up the smell of sex almost immediately though, the smell of Cheyenne's joyous twenty minutes of passion. When I got around behind my desk I saw it and knew immediately what she expected of me. On the front part of the seat of my expensive leather chair was a small streak of shiny wetness.

		Hating myself for being weak, for being so hopeless to resist her feminine mastery of my soul, I sank to my knees and began lapping up Cheyenne's juices. The taste of *her* on my tongue drove me insane. The humiliating submission of what I was doing, combined with the incredibly erotic taste and smell of my dream girl combined to drive me wild. I licked and sucked every bit of her gift off the chair, and I have to admit that I loved every second of it.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Once more Cheyenne took the rest of the day off after having exerted her erotic hold over me. I suffered the extra work gladly, my brain afire with thoughts of the perverse glory of what she'd done to Chelsea and me. I couldn't believe she had an orgasm right there in my office--while I was sitting outside! It was so hot, so insane, it just drove me wild.

		It wasn't until I finally dragged myself off my knees and tried to compose myself enough to work that the shame really set in though. What I'd done was so perverse, so kinky, I couldn't believe how quickly Cheyenne had reduce me to debasing myself like that. And now she wasn't the only person at the company that knew my secret. What if Chelsea told someone what Cheyenne had made me do? I'd kissed Cheyenne's ass in front of her--what on earth had I been thinking? What if Cheyenne told someone else? If anything happening I'd see my career flushed down the toilet, and for what? For the chance to do whatever amused a beautiful teenaged girl. I must be crazy, but I couldn't resist the pull I felt to submit to her.

		* * *

		As much as I was worried about what she'd do next, when nothing much happened the next day I was a little bit disappointed. Seeing Cheyenne all day made my heart beat madly in my chest, but she just did her work like nothing had ever happened. The closest thing I had to another experience with her was when she came into my office in the morning to remind me I had an eleven o'clock meeting.

		"Don't forget you have a meeting with the HR director at eleven." She told me.

		Just being alone in the room with her made my blood boil with submissive lesbian lust.

		"Yes mistress." I responded immediately.

		Cheyenne just smiled at me, obviously amused, and then she was gone.

		That little moment was the closest thing to anything unusual that happened all day.

		

		* * *

		The weekend, and then two more days passed like that, and it was driving me nuts. I sat there at my desk every day wondering why she didn't just walk in there and dominate me. Didn't she know she had me so in lust for her beautiful body that I would do anything? Over time I actually started to grow angry at her. What was she doing to me? She'd given me the hottest experiences of my life, two days in a row, and now it was as if nothing had ever happened.

		I know it doesn't make any sense. I was afraid of giving in to her, of the effect it could have on my job, and especially of the way it made me feel. But I also *needed* it.

		I called her into my office as soon as she came in. She stepped inside, and then turned to regard me with eyebrows raised.

		"Cheyenne, is something wrong?" I asked her.

		"What do you mean?" She asked me coolly.

		I wasn't sure how to steer a conversation into this particular area at all.

		"Have I done something to anger you mistress?" I tried.

		"Oh, I see. My little *worthless* . . . "She began, emphasizing the words forcefully as she stepped closer and closer to me.". . . *useless* . . . *idiotic* . . . *ugly* . . . *lesbian* boss feels the need to be put in her place." She said, and when she finished she stood right next to me, towering above me as she glared down into my wilting face.

		"Yes mistress."

		"Let's get some business out of the way first Alena." She said, and then she dropped the sheet of paper she was carrying onto my desk.

		"This is my timesheet. It was due yesterday, but I forgot to fill it out. You have to sign it." She told me.

		I looked at it, and it was blank.

		"You haven't listed your hours Cheyenne . . . mistress." I corrected myself.

		"No, I haven't. Because I don't feel like filling out the form at all. You're going to. And you've been working me very hard, haven't you Alena? I think ten hours a day will do alright. You can turn it in when you're done filling it out and signing it." She ordered me.

		Ten hours? She'd worked seven on her longest day, and less than four on several!

		"Yes mistress."

		"I've decided to give you a very special gift tomorrow. A gift you certainly don't deserve, but one that you'll *love*. As a result I'm going to have to take a little time off today to get it ready."

		Which probably meant she was going to take the whole day off.

		"Yes mistress."

		"Are you excited about the idea of getting a special gift from me, Alena?"

		"Yes mistress."

		"You know, we need a better name for you. Alena is too grown-up for someone as pathetic as you. Did you ever have a nickname when you were growing up?"

		"Lena. When I was small people called me Lena, mistress." I admitted to her.

		"Lena . . . hmmm. That will do just fine. Everyone thinks you're this grown-up powerful lawyer, but I know the truth about you Lena. I know that you're just a pathetic, worthless little lesbian slut. And I'm right, aren't I, Lena?"

		"Yes mistress."

		"Say it. Admit what you are."

		I looked up at her confident stare, at the beautiful face that could make me do anything, and then I was lost in that obedient funk that came over me when I was around her.

		"I'm a worthless pathetic lesbian slut mistress." I said, my face flushing hotter than ever, even as another part of me grew hotter than ever as well.

		She gave a little snicker at the sight of me, and then just like that she was gone.

		* * *

		She did take the rest of the day off. After I filled in her timesheet of ten hour days and turned it in, I sat there at my desk daydreaming about her and wondering what my 'special gift' could possibly be.

		The day passed slowly indeed.

		* * *

		She walked in carrying something red and black in her hand. She closed the door behind her and turned to face me. She moved over beside my desk and then she pointed to the floor next to my chair.

		"Get out of my chair." She told me simply.

		I dropped what I was working on and got on my knees. She brushed past me and sat down in my chair.

		"Today is your lucky day Lena. You're about to get closer to my beautiful body than you've ever been before." She told me as she sat down in my chair.

		"Yes mistress." I answered, my excitement threatening to make my heart burst out of my chest. Was she saying what I thought she was?

		"I am going to have an orgasm on your face. But first let's put this on you." She said, releasing her hand's grip enough to let a red rubber ball tumble from it where it swung dangling from a black rubber strap running through its center.

		It was one of those ball-gag things. Leaning forward in my big chair, Cheyenne stretched the rubber ring of the ball-gag over my head and moved it down into place.

		"There, that's better. I wouldn't want you trying to steal a taste of my beautiful pussy–you don't deserve it. It was a mistake letting you have a taste when Chelsea was here–you weren't ready yet."

		The ball-gag kept my mouth painfully wide open. It made me feel even more helpless before her power as I wondered what she planned. I couldn't believe I was kneeling and gagged in my own office, waiting for Cheyenne's command. My pussy was on fire below me, and I was thrilled beyond words by thoughts of what was to come. When Cheyenne slowly hiked up her skirt and exposed her beautiful satiny red panties to me, I almost came right there on my knees from being so close to her glorious mound. She slowly spread her legs open, and my eyes were glued to the area covered by the tiny bit of shiny red cloth.

		"Come closer." She ordered gesturing for me to move between her legs.

		I shuffled into position and my face was only inches away from heaven. Cheyenne reached down and roughly grabbed my hair, shaking me from my little bout of lesbian reverie. She pulled my head back roughly so that I was forced to look up at her.

		"I'm going to use you. Use your worthless little face as hard and fast as I want. And you're going to let me, aren't you? You're going to let me fuck your little face right off if I want to, because you want me that bad. Because I'm so fucking hot you can't resist me. Isn't that right, slave?" She demanded, and I nodded my head as best I could.

		She brought her other hand down into my hair then both of her hands were pulling my face forward. She carefully positioned my nose at the tiny crease in the shiny red mound before me and my lungs were treated with the scent of her divine womanhood. Slowly and gently at first she rocked my head back and forth, rubbing my nose and mouth into her mound. Gradually she picked up speed, continuing to verbally abuse me as she did it. I was in heaven, my nose being rubbed into the panty-covered mound that dominated my whole existence. Her nasty verbal torrent only made the experience that much more degrading and arousing to me.

		"That's it, you worthless little dyke-boy. Oh yeah, I bet you're loving this. Being so close to a real woman's sexy pussy. Having your little nose just rubbed right in it."

		Cheyenne gradually picked up the speed and force with which she pulled my face against her, and as she did so I started having a hard time catching my breath. With the ball-gag filling my mouth every rapturous moment my nose was buried in her mound was also a moment without oxygen.

		"Mmmm, this feels pretty good. As long as I don't look too much at your nasty little face this will work just fine. Oh yeah. That's it, get in there! Sniff it! Smell that, that's the finest pussy you're ever going to sniff. Oh yeah . . . Mmmmm." She moaned as she worked my face against her.

		She was right, the smell of it was glorious--and I loved it. She kept up like that for what seemed like forever, rubbing my face in her panted quim while she verbally abused me. The cloth separating me from her sex grew first moist, then slick with her juices as she continued to use me as a masturbation aid. She started to really mash my face against her. Her hips started to move in the chair as she pulled my face into her twat, humping forward to increase the friction between us. My nose felt like it was getting rubbed right off my face, and my teeth ached from the damn gag, but I loved every moment of it.

		"Oh fuck yeah. Oh god I'm fucking your nasty dyke face. Mmmm . . . . oh . . . oh yeah. Smell that! Smell that you worthless fucking lesbian slut! Oh fuck . . . oh . . . oh . . . oh . . . oh . . oh . oh ohohOHOHOHHHHHHHH!" She cried, and her thighs clamped shut around my face as she came.

		Her whole body seemed to convulse around me, her hips thrusting forward and her thighs clamping down so hard it felt like my head would burst. And in that moment, on my knees gagged and smothering, *buried* in the embrace of Cheyenne's beautiful body, I would have done anything to stay there forever. I couldn't breathe, my face felt as if it had been rubbed raw, but I was *immersed* in the sound, smell, and feel of her divine female glory and I needed it more than anything I'd ever needed before.

		"Mmmm. That was nice." She said as she finally released her thighs and pushed me away.

		She looked down at me and gave a little laugh then.

		"Your face is all red. And look what you've made me do to these panties." She said, gesturing down to the giant wet stain on her crotch.

		My face felt pretty bad, but all I could think about was that wonderful place I'd just been.

		"You can take that off now. Keep it with you at all times, you never know when I might need it again." She told me, referring to the ball-gag.

		I pulled the gag out of my aching mouth while she straightened her clothes and sat upright.

		"Now I think you should thank me for using you." Cheyenne told me.

		"Thank you mistress."

		"I'm tired now. I think I'll take the rest of the day off." She told me as she stood up and moved to the door of my office.

		"Yes mistress."

		"And Lena?"

		"Yes mistress?"

		"Don't even think about touching yourself, you dirty little slut." She ordered and then she was gone.

		* * *

		Once again Cheyenne drove me crazy with need by doing . . . nothing. After taking me to a new height of submissive delight the day before, the day I'd felt her feminine glory literally rubbed in my face, the next day she didn't do anything to me at all.

		She didn't do anything to me the entire rest of the week. She was diabolically clever, really. My need to feel her power grew even stronger when she stopped using me. She was driving me wild by showing me how wonderful slavery could be and then taking it away from me again. I was in a state of constant longing, longing to be *used* by her.

		* * *

		The next Monday morning Cheyenne came into my office carrying a plastic grocery store bag. She set the plastic bag on my desk and looked at me.

		"Today you're going to do a little chore for me. I've brought some of my dirty laundry with me. I expect you to wash it for me today." She said with that playful smirk of hers.

		I looked inside the bag. There were a half dozen pairs of worn women's underwear in the bag. I must not have reacted quickly enough to the discovery, because Cheyenne suddenly showed surprise.

		"What, don't you understand Lena? I'm going to let you use your worthless little mouth to clean my underwear. You're going spend the whole day sucking the cunt-stains, and any *other* stains, out of my panties. Do you have a problem with that? Because if you don't appreciate my gift I will take it back." She said, reaching for the bag as she said it.

		"No mistress." I quickly answered, my crotch afire as she exerted her perverse control over me yet again.

		How did Cheyenne know how to demean me so perfectly? How did she know I couldn't resist her? I was helpless to deny her power now, as I sat there staring at her panties knowing that I *did* desperately want to sniff and lick them.

		"Now you listen to me Lena. When you taste the heavenly flavors of my beautiful feminine body it's going to drive you wild with lust. It's going to make you burn with need. Even just the aroma of my beautiful pussy melts your brain and put you deeper under my feminine power. It will be hard for you to resist the urges you feel. I know this, Lena. But remember, if I catch you so much as thinking about touching yourself without my permission I will never let you worship me again. Do you understand me?"

		"Yes mistress."

		"I expect you to wash every pair with your pathetic lesbian drool. When I take them back this afternoon I'd better find every inch of them clean. Let me help you get started. Get over here and get down on your knees." She ordered, pointing to the floor in front of my desk.

		I scurried in front of her and sank to my knees. Cheyenne reached into the bag and withdrew a red silky pair of panties. I recognized them immediately.

		"This is a good pair right here. Do you remember these? You should, I was wearing these when I came in your face the other day. Just look at them, all crusty and stained." She told me, turning the crinkly stained crotch inside out so that I could see it.

		"Isn't that a nasty stain, Lena? Stick out your tongue." She ordered me.

		I extended my tongue as far as I could, my face already heating up with hot rush of perversely arousing shame that came over me. Cheyenne slowly brought the cloth to my tongue, and then she pressed the spot down onto my tongue and smeared it around. The smell and taste of her was intense, and my crotch burned with perverse submissive arousal. I wriggled in place and closed my eyes to concentrate fully on that flavor.

		"Taste that Lena. That's the taste of a real woman's pussy. That's the taste of my power over you. You can't deny it. How does that taste make you feel Lena?" She asked me, pulling those red panties away from my mouth as she spoke.

		I felt an almost physical pain when my tongue lost contact with that heavenly cloth. I opened my eyes and told Cheyenne the complete humiliating truth.

		"Mistress, it makes me feel hot. And weak. And . . . submissive." I admitted.

		Cheyenne tossed the red panties at me and gave me a condescending smirk.

		"Of course it does. Now get to work, show me you can at least be useful to clean my laundry." She laughed.

		I grabbed up the bit of cloth and began licking and sucking at it while she watching, eager to impress her with my obedience. Other than a small grin, she barely seemed to notice my act of devotion and she turned a walked to the door. She stopped at the door and turned to look back at me, still kneeling there.

		"Pathetic. All that education, college, law school, everything, and you end up here on your knees sucking on my dirty panties like it's the greatest gift you've ever received. And it *is* the greatest gift you've ever received, isn't it? All because deep down inside you know the truth about the two of us. You know that you're a worthless nothing, and that I am a *goddess*." She laughed, and then she was gone.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		It was wonderful and awful all at once. I knelt there licking and sucking at the glorious taste and smell of her body and it made me so hot that I could barely take it. My pussy was on *fire*. I was worthless. I was stupid. I *did* need to worship her. It was a struggle to keep from touching myself as I gave myself totally to the task at hand.

		No matter how much of a pervert I was I couldn't actually spend the entire day sucking her panties could I? Yes I could, and did. I didn't even try to do any work. I spent the whole time licking and sucking those bits of cloth that had nestled against heaven on earth. The cloth that carried her scent and taste and drove me insane with need. Time passed without my realizing it--I was in some sort of submissive trance as immersed myself in the pathetic act of worship. Hours passed like minutes as I licked and sucked and sniffed every inch of her panties. Oh how I longed to taste her directly, to kneel before her and dip my tongue into that font of supreme feminine power that lived between her beautiful legs.

		When Cheyenne finally opened the door to my office late that afternoon, I was sitting in my chair still licking a pair of her sodden underwear. I quickly returned the panties I held to the rest of the pile atop my desk.

		"I see you're enjoying my gift. Are my panties all clean now?" She asked me.

		"Yes mistress!" I said, still breathing heavy with my excitement.

		"Hmmmm. It seems you may have enjoyed my gift more than you're allowed to. Stand up." She ordered me.

		"Yes mistress." I answered, standing quickly up.

		"Undo your pants and pull them down."

		I did as I was told, letting my pants pool around my ankles. Cheyenne gave me a push backward and I sat abruptly back down in the chair. The wet stain on the front of my panties was painfully obvious as I sat there looking up at my young goddess.

		"Just as I suspected. Have you been masturbating Lena? What did I tell you about that?"

		"No mistress! I swear, I'm just excited from . . . doing your laundry. I-I'm sorry mistress."

		"You expect me to believe that you were so turned on by sucking on my panties that your disgusting little boy-twat leaked this much? I don't think so. I think you were in here touching your filthy slit while you thought about me–*disgusting*." She said.

		"Mistress I swear I didn't."

		"You'd better not have. So, you really were that turned on by licking my nasty dirty underwear?"

		"Yes mistress." I admitted.

		"Say it, I want to hear you say what got you this turned on."

		"Mistress I got this turned on by licking your dirty underwear. I got this turned on by being your panty-sniffing slave girl." I said, and for the first time since she'd came into my office Cheyenne smiled.

		"Alright then. But we still can't leave you like this, can we? Get those filthy panties off. And use them to wipe your filthy little boy-twat." She told me.

		I wriggled out of my panties and used them to wipe myself while she watched, standing tall over me.

		"Now whatever will we do with a nasty pair of dirty panties? I know, why don't we have our resident panty-sucker clean them. Do it, Lena. Suck your filthy slime off of them for me." She demanded.

		Reluctantly I brought the panties up to my face and looked at the large wet stain at their crotch. I forced myself to suck the wet spot into my mouth, and began cleaning it while Cheyenne watched. The taste and smell of my own secretions weren't just less appealing than Cheyenne's, they were disgusting. How could even her pussy taste and smell so much better than mine? She was superior to me in every way, so much so that it was her divine right to be worshiped.

		"Look at you. You're a filthy pervert who loves pussy so much that she'll even suck her own nasty panties! You really are a worthless, pathetic, little lesbian piece of shit, aren't you?"

		"Yes mistress." I answered and she laughed as she left me there, sucking my own panties.

		* * *

		I wasn't sure what to expect the next day. Licking her panties all day long, falling into that submissive trance of worship, the experience had been so powerful that it scared me. I found I was more than a little frightened of Cheyenne's hold over me. She was all I could think about night and day, my perverse need to submit to her threatened to consume me with its power. I felt like I was losing myself, and I could see it happening, and yet I was helpless to stop it. Every time I saw her I needed her more, and every time I gave in to her orders it made me feel hotter and weaker than the last.

		So when Cheyenne dropped the bomb on me that afternoon, I didn't have a chance really.

		"I've decided that I'm going to move into your house. It's the only way I can ensure you're not touching your filthy slit when you're away from this place." She told me.

		The thought of being around Cheyenne twenty-four hours a day thrilled me. It made me want to do a celebration dance it excited me so much.

		"Yes mistress." I beamed, and she just shook her head at me.

		"Give me the key. I'm going to go pick up some of my things. I trust you'll do what's necessary to make me feel at home."

		"Yes* mistress." I blurted as I dug out my keys and pulled my house key from the ring.

		"You can start by bringing something home for dinner. Surprise me." She told me as she picked up her purse and headed for the door.

		"Yes mistress."

		* * *

		I was so excited I could barely stand it. With what Cheyenne had already done to me at work perverse mind raced with ideas of what Cheyenne could do to me in a private place. I daydreamed about it for an hour before I set to work on my first big after hours chore. She'd told me to get her dinner and I had no intention of screwing it up.

		I knew a lovely Italian restaurant that would let you order take-out meals, pricey, but really good food. I ordered two of their best pasta dishes, one with a chicken breast and the other with seafood. I felt confident that Cheyenne would surely like one or the other.

		I picked up the food on the way home, and I exceeded the speed limit at every opportunity. I couldn't wait to see my beautiful mistress outside of work for the first time ever.

		* * *

		I walked in the door and found two suitcases standing nearby against the wall. Cheyenne was on my couch watching television, looking gloriously hot in skimpy shorts and a t-shirt.

		"Hello mistress. I brought two dinners from a nice little restaurant I know. I hope you'll like the food." I said to her.

		"Bring it here. I usually eat in front of the television." She told me.

		I set down my bag and brought the dinners to the table.

		"Which would you prefer, mistress?" I asked her.

		"Both, stupid. I'll try them both. You can go get my room ready while I eat." She told me as she began to open the chicken dinner.

		I looked at her in surprise and she easily stared me down.

		"What, Lena? Do you think the bed linen will change itself? Or that maybe my suitcases will walk in there on their own and unpack themselves? Don't just stand there, get to work. You can take the stuff that's in the dresser now and just throw it wherever you want."

		I dragged her heavy suitcases to my room as Cheyenne started to eat. She barely even looked at me as I lugged the bags along behind me. I was hungry, the smell of the food in the car had really got my mouth watering. The truly sad thing was that I was being treated like dirt by a teenage girl in my own home, and I *loved* the way it made me feel.

		* * *

		Cheyenne ate most of one of the dinners and half of the other one while I was moving my things out of my bedroom into the spare bedroom. I was hungry, but being ordered around in my own home made me so horny it was worth starving.

		When I was finally done, I returned to the living room and found Cheyenne reclining on the couch with the two half-eaten dinners still on the table in front of her.

		"Come on, we're going to run out to the store. You're driving." She told me as she pulled on her shoes.

		I hurried to follow her, and barely had time to throw on my shoes and grab my car keys before she was out the door. At my car Cheyenne waited by the rear door on the passenger side, and when I unlocked it she got in the back! I sat down in the driver's seat and it was like I was her driver. I'd never driven with no one sitting in the front and a person sitting in the back.

		"Take me to Super Mega Pet Land." She ordered, and I turned the car left out of the driveway and headed towards the pet supply superstore.

		* * *

		We entered the store and quickly found our way to the aisle for dog supplies. Cheyenne quickly found her way to these wide black leather dog collars and motioned for me to come closer as she pulled one from off the rack. Right there, in the aisle of the store, she wrapped the collar around my neck as if it was the most normal thing in the world. I didn't try to stop her; I just meekly leaned my head forward and let her do what she wanted.

		"Too big." She announced about the first one, and as she hung it back on the rack and selected another. I saw a woman with two small children look at us and then hurry her children away.

		Cheyenne put the second collar around my neck and pulled the tongue of it through its buckle. She pulled it until it was all but choking me, and then she fastened it. Grabbing it by the metal ring that was embedded in it, she gave the collar a rough tug that yanked my head down.

		"There, that's just right. Hang on." She laughed.

		Cheyenne rummaged around on the rack and found a matching heavy black leather leash about six feet long. She turned to me and snapped the leash's hook onto the ring on the collar, and then stepped back. She gave it a test tug, and smiled at my discomfort at being so degradingly posed in public.

		"I think that's about right, but I'm not quite sure. Lena, get on your knees." She demanded.

		I looked around, and thanked god that there was nobody nearby as I sank to my knees. Cheyenne pulled on the leash and guided me to crawl ten feet or so down the aisle as she laughed at me.

		"Heel, you silly bitch. That's just perfect. Take it off and follow me." She laughed, dropping the leash on the floor and walking out of the aisle.

		I quickly unfastened the collar and found her in the next aisle admiring a large stainless steel dog bowl. She picked up two of the bowls, stacked inside each other, and handed them to me.

		"Here, take these as well." She told me, and then I was following behind her.

		She watched, amused, as I paid for the collar, leash and bowls. Once we left the checkout she led me to a big machine at the front of the store. It was a machine that you could put money in and make your own tags for dog and cat collars.

		"We can't have you running around without a tag now, can we?" The beautiful teenage goddess chuckled, and even then I was madly in love with her.

		"No mistress."

		"Let me see what we can put on here."

		She fiddled with the thing for a while, seeming displeased by the limited number of large characters that could fit on the tags.

		"I know, we'll do three separate tags. Put money in it."

		I fed the bills into the machine as Cheyenne selected the largest round silver tag and set it to engrave what she wanted. I started to look, but Cheyenne pushed my face with her hand to the side so I couldn't see.

		"Not now, I want it to be a surprise." She told me.

		I fed the machine twice more and when the third tag spit from the machine she gathered them all and walked out of the store with me trailing behind her with my bag of dog items.

		Cheyenne waited by the back door of the car until I unlocked it and let her in.

		"Give me the collar and then take me home." She told me after I got in.

		I gave her the collar and started us on the way home. I heard the tags jingling as she slipped them onto the collar. I knew I'd be seeing that collar soon. When we got back to my house and I turned off the car, Cheyenne waited until I came to the back of the car and opened the door for her. Once we were inside she handed me the collar.

		"Go ahead, take a good look at it. And then get on your knees and put it on." She told me as she rummaged in the back and extracted the steel bowls.

		I looked at the tags hanging from the collar as I got down on my knees. The tags all lay in a pile as if they were one big thick tag, and from the front only the first tag's text was visible. It was a single word in large type: CUNT. When I spread the three tags I was rewarded with the words WORSHIPING and WHORE on the back two tags. On my knees, I carefully did up the dog collar around my throat so that the degrading tags hung at the front.

		"All the way down--hands and knees." Cheyenne ordered, the steel bowls in her hands.

		"Yes mistress." I answered as I sank even closer to the floor.

		"Now you're my worthless bitch. Ha ha ha. Say it, tell me what you are slut!" She demanded.

		"I-I'm your worthless bitch mistress." I said softly, and my cheeks burned with shame. Undeniably, my pussy burned then as well.

		"Come on bitch. Time for your dinner." She laughed, and then she gathered the two take-out plates and the bowls and she walked into the kitchen.

		I knew what I was meant to do. I crawled quickly after her, following her on my hands and knees as if I were a dog. Still giggling, Cheyenne filled one bowl with water and set it down on the kitchen floor. I watched as she took some of the pasta from one of her half-eaten dinners and tossed it into the other bowl with a splat.

		"Now show me you're excited about your dinner bitch. Pant like a dog. And wag your fucking tail!"

		I opened my mouth and let my tongue dangle as I began to pant and swing my ass back and forth.

		"Good, now I'm going to ask you a question and you're just going to bark when I do. Does my little bitch want some supper?" She asked.

		"Woof! Woof!" I shouted stupidly, still panting and wiggling my ass.

		"Good bitch. Here you go." She laughed, setting the bowl down in front of me.

		I looked at the bowl of leftover partially eaten cold pasta, and I moved closer to it.

		"Just your mouth, that's how a bitch eats."

		Leaning forward, I tried unsuccessfully to capture a flat noodle in my mouth.

		"That's not how a bitch eats. Show your owner how much you love your food bitch." Cheyenne demanded, and then I felt her foot on top of my head, pressing me down.

		Her foot jammed my face down into the bowl, burying my nose in the cold mass of noodles and getting the sauce all over my face. Her foot rotated on my head and mashed my face harder into the noodles before I opened my mouth wide and began to eat.

		"That's it bitch. Eat your fucking food."

		I *was* hungry. Under the pressure of her foot on my head I got into the act and devoured the noodles. She didn't let me up until I'd licked the bowl, and by then I had Alfredo sauce all over me.

		* * *

		I spent the rest of the evening kneeling beside the couch in that collar, waiting by my goddess's feet as she watched television. She made me play at being her dog all the way through her getting up and heading for the bedroom.

		"Alright bitch, come on." She told me and I crawled after her.

		At the door to the bedroom she paused and pointed to the floor in front of the door.

		"Wait here."

		Several minutes passed, and when she opened the door I swear my pussy actually quivered at the glorious sight of her. She was wearing nothing but pink cotton panties and a skimpy little matching top. Oh my god was she ever hot. I looked up the length of those long legs and I just melted into the floor. She was *so* beautiful.

		"Alright, you can take off the collar and get changed as well. Find yourself a blanket." She told me, and then she was off to the bathroom and the door was closed behind her.

		I heard the sink running as Cheyenne got ready for bed. I quickly changed myself into some pajamas I'd bought after Cheyenne told me I had to stop wearing any girl clothing. I dug a blanket from the linen closet and waited for Cheyenne to return.

		She reappeared in the door, and she still made my heart flutter. Without meaning to, I fell to my knees at the sight of her. Looking down at me then she gave a little chuckle.

		"You really are pathetic, aren't you?"

		"Yes mistress."

		"Go get yourself ready for bed slut." She told me, and her sparkling eyes watched me scurry from the room.

		I hurried through my night time rituals and returned to find Cheyenne sitting up on my bed waiting for me.

		"You can sleep down there." She said, pointing to the floor beside the bed!

		I didn't argue--I couldn't. She was so beautiful then that I couldn't even think. I picked up the blanket and started to lay down there.

		"Go on, get down there like a good slut and I'll let you have a kiss goodnight to tuck you in." She said, and my heart started to race.

		A kiss, an actual kiss from Cheyenne? The thought was enough to make my crotch heat up instantly. God did she ever hold an erotic power over me. I was mesmerized by her. I quickly lay down on my back and covered myself with the blanket.

		"Alright, time for that kiss." Cheyenne said, and then she swung her legs off the bed and moved over me.

		I looked up at her beautiful body in outright awe as she moved to stand directly over my head, facing my feet! She looked back down over her beautiful bottom at me as her knees began to bend. Slowly she squatted lower and lower, until the cloth of her pink panties was stretched tight to the point of bursting across her unbelievably wonderful ass. And then those glorious curves grew bigger and bigger in my vision until there was nothing else, until Cheyenne was squatting herself directly onto my mouth!

		"Go on slut, kiss my *ass*." She demanded as my mouth was plunged into her crack, and there was nothing else I could do.

		Her ass embraced my face as I kissed deep in the pink valley of delights, and my nose was filled with the scent of her wonderful body. And then it was over, and she was lifting herself off of me and shutting off the lights.

		Laying in the darkness beside my own bed, the smell of Cheyenne's ass-crack still drifting through me, I was more puzzled than I've ever been. She owned me, and wasn't sure how I felt about it.

		

	
		Part Five

		

		I had some vacations days I needed to use so I took the next couple days of and spent some time getting my head straight, by getting a Latte at Starbucks and headed for Sak's to do some overdue shopping for myself.

		While in the dressing room,, I overheard a couple of women talking and giggling about a secret escort service that catered to its client's fantasies. I paused, one arm in the sleeve of an outrageously expensive little black cocktail dress.

		One of the ladies said she tried it only recently and was very satisfied with the young man sent to her. She described to her friend her fantasy of fucking her neighbor's young hunk son. The boy, sent to her home in cutoffs and an open shirt, knew exactly what she wanted and pounded her senseless. She said that the fees were astronomical, but well worth it for the fantasy. I memorized the number as she reeled it off to her friend who said she would definitely call.

		I zipped up the dress and examined myself. It looked great on my slim figure. I was used to getting looks from men and women which gave me great pleasure.

		I was very nervous and excited by the time I reached home. I had to form the perfect fantasy in my mind. Money is no problem. My ex-husband provides me with plenty of cash and plastic, probably so that I can spend and not bother him too much. He left me when he started fucking his young secretary. I heard them when I stopped by the office late one night. So the mess or nightmare really I'm living right now with Cheyenne is all pretty one sided. So any fantasy would be better than what I have now. Later that day, I finally dialed the number.

		"Libido Limited. How may we help you?'

		"I'd like to arrange for services," I said boldly.

		"Yes, madam. How did you hear about us," she asked.

		Not prepared for that question, I thought quickly. "Oh, another very satisfied client."

		"Very good madam. Will you require a male or female escort?"

		"Female, please," I said, tingling. I didn't want a man near me. I read off my credit card number and proceeded to give her my requirements.

		The voice on the other end of the line explained to me in detail, that although some of the employee's might look quite young, all were at least twenty-one or older. They explained that they did not pander to pedophilia or any other criminal activity.

		Cheyenne was out of town again with Chelsea. Nothing much was on the tube, so I ordered a pay-per-view movie on one of those adult channels. After seeing a very erotic scene between two females, masturbation was the only way I got any sleep that night.

		I asked for a very young-looking woman. The one on my doorstep the next night looked about mid teens, but was actually well over twenty-one. She carried a large shopping bag. I showed her the upstairs layout and led her into the spare bedroom to get into costume and setting. I came back downstairs and had a large glass of wine to relax my body and calm my nerves. I would soon be fucking that lovely little creature. She had long, thick blond hair, pale skin with a smattering of freckles across her nose and big green eyes. She was an escort, yes, but my "charge" for the next several hours.

		When I was a teenager, a friend told me of her girlhood experiences with her young governess. Along those lines, I intended to act out a fantasy with the girl upstairs. 'Villianelle,' the French governess, my part in this fantasy, pulled back her hair and pinned it up, put on reading glasses and went upstairs to check on her charge. Madam and monsieur informed me that I should check on young mademoiselle at least once during the night because of her unusual sleep patterns.

		I was so hot as I walked into the semi-dark room. She was lying there "fast asleep." All day I have wanted this. I was weak with the need to touch her sweet spot just a little before I retired to my quarters. I eased the covers down, raised up her shorty gown top and put my hand in the familiar territory under her matching cotton panties. She felt so warm and good, as she does every night. I ran my fingers over her lips, feeling the moistness begin.

		My finger acted on its own volition as it entered her vagina and probed. She was still fast asleep probably thinking she was having a dream. I reluctantly removed my hand from her panties. Before I covered her, I ran my hands across her nicely developing breasts. I would take those nipples into my mouth very soon. I had more wine downstairs as I thought about and tasted her pussy on my hand

		. After a brief time, she came downstairs wearing only her little shorty nightgown set. No robe. "I'll be glad when Mom and Dad return from Europe," she said sleepily. She plopped down next to me on the sofa.

		"May I get you anything, Angelique? Do you want a drink of water?" Her closeness in those brief night clothes was driving me crazy.

		"No thank you, Villianelle. I had the strangest dream before I came down. I don't remember what it was, but it felt good. It seems I have that dream every night."

		Yes, my dear, I thought. It did feel very good. She cuddled next to me, falling back to sleep. Adjusting my arm around her, I accidently brushed her breast with my hand but let it lay there. She moved and covered it with her own. As she sat there, I slowly massaged that young breast until her little nipple peaked.

		She fell totally into sleep and my lust drove me to take further advantage of her. I laid her down on the sofa and pulled the top of her nightie up. My mouth took one breast, while my hand rubbed the other. She squirmed but remained asleep. After taking her breasts, I got on my knees, put my hand into her panties and held her pussy. Then I pulled one leg aside and licked her slit, tasting the moistness I had fostered. Her young teen pussy tasted as sweet as that of my last young charge. When I inserted my tongue into her, I came. I took her pussy several more times before I led her up to bed.

		"During the night" Angelique came into my room saying she had a nightmare and was frightened of being alone in the family wing. She asked to get into bed with me. I sleep naked always, but pulled back the covers in my dark room and let her in. I fondled her lightly when she went back to sleep then removed her panties. I intended to touch myself to her tonight. I spread her legs, pulled her top up around her neck and held her arms in place above her head. I put my pussy on top of that of my charge. I'm glad that Angelique has these strange sleep patterns because I wanted to fuck her to my satisfaction without frightening her.

		Angelique's whole body squirmed as I rubbed my hot pussy on hers. That was good. She thought she was dreaming again. She was a sweet, but not totally cognizant participant. I had waited a long time for this moment, but I could not hold out. I risked fucking her hard, taking my pleasure from her sleeping form. Small sounds I would like to think of as pleasure escaped her lips. She was soft and warm and female. My perfect lover. The only kind of lover I ever wanted. I came on her sweet flesh several times, trying not to make too much noise. I walked naked to my bathroom and brought a warm, soapy towel to the bed and slowly but lovingly removed traces of me from her, then slipped her panties back on.

		When I came back to the bed, I was wearing a robe. If I slept naked with her, I would have to take her again soon. Perhaps I'll remove the robe a bit later, after I've gotten some sleep, I thought. As I expected, my need to touch her grew during the night and drove me to take her several more times as she "slept." I could not help myself. I am French.

		The girl went to her room to shower and change when her time had almost expired. I really surprised myself by needing and fucking her so much. She told me that my fantasy was one of the most unusual but exciting that she had ever shared.

		"I never got the chance to share a real kiss with you," I said to the girl. "Would you let me kiss you now?"

		"With pleasure ma'am." Putting down her bag, she smiled and walked to me.

		I held her head as I plundered her freshly minted mouth. A man's mouth comes in a distant second to one such as this, I thought. "Thank you so much, my little Angelique," I whispered as I tipped her two hundred dollars for helping me with my sweet fantasy.

		***

		My fantasy scenario, exceeded my expectations and it put my head on straight. I had allowed that Amazon Cheyenne dominate me, humiliate me, in my own office. At my place of work. She was the first thing I would deal with when I returned to the office on Monday.

		My alone time had put my life in perspective, and how I thought of myself and how I came across to other people in came in contact with. I finally settled on the simplest description I could come up with.

		I am the girl next door. I am polite; I watch my manners and show respect. I have been taught to respect other people and not to hurt them. I am a good person.

		If I pass you on the sidewalk and smile and nod my head to acknowledge our encounter, you may smile back at me or you may ignore me. Our eyes may make contact or you may avoid them. You do not know what I am thinking.

		You may see me anywhere, at school, at the mall, in the bank or at the grocery store. It may appear to you, if you notice me looking at you, that I am just being friendly. I may be just doing that or I may be thinking and fantasizing about what you look like naked or what you have on under your coat or clothes. I may be wondering what you would do if I came up to you and kissed you passionately without warning or pressed my body against yours.

		I may be the girl you see sitting innocently on the park bench with my short skirt up too high not realizing that I am exposing myself, but I do know it and I know you are watching me. I wonder what your reaction is to me, do you shrug it off or do you wonder what it would be like to make love to me? Am I turning you on? Are your eyes travelling up my legs to my thighs? And under my skirt to try and catch a glimpse to see if I am wearing panties? Believe me, this is no accident. I plan it carefully. I enjoy seeing the reactions I get from women. I am not interested in men, only women. I target them. I think about them all the time and what I can do to turn them on and maybe have one get up the nerve to seduce me.

		I enjoy wearing loose fitting tank tops in the summer and bending over in front of unsuspecting women, knowing they can't resist looking down my top at my tiny perky young breasts. Wondering what it would be like to take my hard nipple into their mouth and tease it with their tongue, before sucking it into their mouth and nipping at it with their teeth. I know they think about doing it. I wish they would. I wear very short cut-off denim jeans. Sometimes they are so short that half the cheek of my butt sticks out. I take every opportunity to bend over hoping they like what they see.

		My first opportunity to test my theory regarding my psych profile came as I was just entering a really quiet little pub close to my house. I saw a woman that I really found attractive. As I watched her, I imagined what it would be like to be with her. I thought about what she has on. Was she like me, simmering on the inside, seeking release?

		Would she appreciate a young woman like me? Does she have the inner desire? If I make the first move, will she reject me or would she welcome me and use me for her pleasure.

		I sat next to her at the bar, ordered a vodka tonic, and struck up an inane conversation with the object of my lust. We exchanged 'fake' names, at least I did. I knew I needed to be slow, and not scare her off, right at the start. Her conversation led me to believe, in time, she would she take me away and have me drop to my knees in front of her and seek her out as she stands before me.

		We got such a chance, as I left the bar and walked to the ladies room and entered a stall at the end of the row of stalls.

		. About a minute later, my new friend walked to the stall door, rapped softly and I opened the door and she slipped inside.

		In no time I was on my knees, and I was running my hands up her nylon clad legs up under her skirt, I pressed my face into her, hugging her, feeling her warmth and her lust as she thrust her body towards me. I felt her hands on my shoulders, seeking support as her legs grew week with anticipation. Once steady, she lifted her skirt up exposing herself to me, only her panties were in the way.

		Then I felt her hands on my head, her fingers wrapping themselves in my hair as she pulled me into her again. My fingers are busy tickling and teasing her up the backs of her thighs and behind her knees. I press my face into her, taking in her fragrance, savoring it. I kiss and nibble her through her panties.

		I felt her pulling me closer into her. I slid my fingers into the leg band of her panties and lightly trace a path from her hip to her inner thigh. I heard her sigh. I hooked my finger into the panty and pulled it aside. I lightly pressed my lips to her; the sparse hair tickled my face and nose. I gently kissed there, little pecks. I felt her hands in my hair, pulling my face into her as my arms wrapped around her and my hands hold her to me from the back. I parted my lips and my tongue tentatively probed her. Lightly at first, touching here and there, wandering about, and seeking her out. I touched a drop of her wetness and I retrieved it into my mouth, tasting her sweetness for the first time. I got bolder at her urgings. The probing with my tongue became more aggressive.

		It delved deeper into her, separating her more, allowing more of her juices to escape. I enjoyed it. I wanted more. My fingers danced over her smooth skin as my tongue moved about, lapping up her juices, licking and probing her. I had difficulty breathing as she held me captive, tightly against her. I slid my tongue deeply into her. My fingers and tongue explored her and I felt her tensing up and she pressed my face tighter into her. My tongue and fingers were relentless. She started to shake and squeezed me closer. My blood was pounding in my head. I continued to explore and I heard a gasp escape from her lips and then she spasmed on my face and tongue.

		Slowly she came down and I continued to explore her until she pushed my face away from her. Her fingers were still wrapped in my hair, tightly holding me down before her, not allowing me to move. I tilted my head and looked up, but she was not looking at me. Her eyes were closed and she was still in another world, the one in which I had taken her.

		In my mind I realized that my relationship with Cheyenne was destructive. True I loved servicing another woman, worshipping at her scented sex, but I did not enjoy the humiliation heaped on me that was so frequently given by Cheyenne. I wanted to be free to service another woman, but on my terms.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		The tryst in the bar, had boosted my confidence, and Cheyenne was long forgotten. My sex life was back hitting on all eight cylinders and at time sex dominated my thoughts for great periods of time. I needed to experience another fantasy, pricey yes, but well worth the money.

		I couldn't get it off my mind. The last time my fantasy had been fulfilled right in my own home. A beautiful girl had walked through my front door and I had fucked her. Now that I had tasted and felt the flesh of my fantasized woman, I wanted more. Erotic lesbian stories and movies were not doing it for me. I put in a call to Libido my fantasy server, and gave my requirements. It was quite expensive, but money was no object. I was in need.

		She arrived promptly at 6pm, just as it was beginning to get dark. My appetites dictated that I would need hours with her. No Cheyenne or Chelsea around to get in the way. The house was mine alone. I asked for a youthful woman as I had last time. This one, a college girl new to the agency, was barely past twenty-one but looked several years younger, at the moment.

		Pretty. Petite. Perfect. Thick brown ponytail, hazel eyes, creamy skin, full red lips, small breasts. My new "charge" was just what I wanted. I took the bag she brought for me and took her to the guest bedroom to get ready. Downstairs, I prepared myself. First, I had a nice glass of wine to relax me. I had begun to cream as I watched her bounce up the stairs in front of me.

		Now I would get into character, I had gotten more creative this time. This fantasy came complete with a past and present. My college acting lessons have proven to be helpful. Total concentration was essential. I pinned up my hair, put on my glasses and became Villianelle, the French governess, anxious to fondle her sleeping charge. It was fantasy time with real, physical rewards my new persona was:

		My character is 33 years old. Educated and quite pretty. I became a governess when I came to America just out of college. Somehow during my service, I have developed a taste for the pussy of young teens. I have gone into their rooms at night and watched them sleep. I've pulled back the covers and gently put my hand into their night panties. It makes me so hot and lusty. I fondle their lips, their breasts and their clits as I do my own.

		They squirm in pleasure in their pretended sleep. All except Angelique. I have been so bold as to insert half an index finger into a girl to test for wetness and to see if she squeezes instinctively. Some girls have waited up for my visits. Inside their pretty rooms, I suck their pussies until they almost scream. I let them explore me with their lips and hands, ride my pussy to orgasm as I lay back on their beds. They have all kept our secrets.

		I have been in my present employ in Boston for 3 months. My last charge was Angelique. The girl had highly unusual sleep habits. Unlike any charge I've ever had. Late one night I slipped into her room for a bit of pussy before my bedtime. I had removed her panties and was voraciously licking her sweet slit. When I glanced up, there stood her father with a huge erection sticking through his pajama bottom. He was watching me intently. Since he didn't ask me to stop, I turned my attention back to his daughter and put my tongue further inside her. I frigged myself, cumming with her as she orgasmed in her sleep. I replaced her panties and pulled the covers up. Monsieur "popped" when I crossed the room and squeezed his member. He terminated my employment, of course, but gave me a very good recommendation.

		Now I have Ashly-Anne. I love that name. Her parents are business people. I am unclear as to what they actually do. They are always at dinners or traveling or something. Ashly-Anne's role is as a, young teen, a role she played to a tee, is unsure of herself as are girls her age. But she is very pretty and athletic. She is enrolled in a private day school in the city. It is my exclusive duty to care for her needs.

		I only work with one charge at a time, preferably girls for obvious reasons. If I am saddled with an occasional male, I must take sexual pleasure with a young maid or some other service woman in the household. There's always someone who needs pussy. Whenever I interview for a 1 or 2-year assignment, I require a private audience with my potential charge to determine if we will-how to you say it?--click. Yes. By the time I am done cajoling, the girl is already a little in love with me.

		Girls love pussy. They just do not know it until they are enlightened. I show my charges the beauty of their pussies as well as my own. I ultimately teach them that they can have pleasure without a male. It is my job to teach them, is it not? Such is the case with my newest charge, Ashly-Anne. A month into my employ, I began my late night visits to her room.

		I have put my hand in Ashly-Anne's panties, feeling her up, for several nights. Her pussy was always so warm and pliable. Tonight, she gasped in pleasure when I slipped my smallest finger into her pussy. "You are not asleep, are you?" I whispered.

		"No, mademoiselle."

		"I did not think so. Do you like me touching you this way" Or shall I remove my hand from you?"

		"Yes. I mean no, please. Yes, I like it."

		As I rubbed her, I asked, "Has a boy ever touched you here? Put himself inside you?"

		"No. Never. Mother said I am too young to have sex with boys. Oooh, that feels so good, mademoiselle. The girls at school whisper about putting things in their private parts. I put a cucumber inside me until it hurt. I think I am no longer a virgin."

		I put my longest finger in her pussy as far as it would go, my tongue in her mouth and hand-fucked her until she came. When I removed her panties, I positioned her at the edge of the bed and kneeled on the floor between her legs. I licked her, sucked her, and tongued her clit and her vagina, swallowed up her cum as she clutched the sheets, her back arched up on the bed. She was mine.

		"All these nights since I began touching you, why didn't you say something?

		"I was afraid if I spoke, you would stop. Please don't stop touching me, mademoiselle."

		"Not to worry, my love. We have many hours ahead of us tonight. I will finally have my way with you. I will fuck you as only a woman can. Take off your top and wait for me."

		I went into my quarters. I removed my glasses and my clothing and let down my hair. The fat, 7-inch realistic penis awaited me. It was a Christmas gift from one of my old charges who had gone off to college. She visited me one weekend when the family was away. What a beautiful sight she was wearing it. I would fuck it into Ashly-Anne within minutes. Stretch her pussy. No more cucumbers for her while I'm here. I fitted a part inside that would pleasure me, adjusted the rest and stepped into her room.

		I looked around her room and found a suitable chair. "Come sit on my lap, love. I have something for you," I said, rubbing the shaft. "Turn on the light switch." I wanted her to see me fuck her. Ashly-Anne walked over with a shy smile on her face.

		"I seemed to have grown a dick since I saw you last. Would you like your pussy filled, Ashly-Anne?"

		"Oh, yes, mademoiselle. But it is so big. Will it fit in me?"

		"Come. Spread your legs and let me try."

		Ashly-Anne did as I directed. How exciting to see her pink pussy open onto the flesh colored penis. She slid slowly downward, her pussy taking all of it. The sight of it alone was enough to give me an orgasm. But I held her hips in place, licking her face, as I was not yet ready to cum. Her small breasts were devoured by my eager mouth until the nipples were rock hard and the surrounding flesh reddened. My tongue was in her mouth when she began to rotate her little ass on my lap. What exquisite pleasure I felt when her movements pushed the penis deeply inside me.

		I watched her and talked to her. "Gentle, love. You are so eager for my shaft. Oui? You like to be filled. Make it last. Now move up and down on it. Yes. Oh, yes. Your beautiful pussy takes me so well. Oh, my, you are about to make me cum. Cum with me, Ashly-Anne. Oh, oh, Oui, now, love!" I gripped her shoulders and pushed up in my orgasmic throes, pushing the dick further inside her. She came with a loud howl.

		After I slid out of her, we went to the bed. I let Ashly-Anne pleasure herself and me by grabbing my hands, squatting above my dick, and taking herself down on it. She was an energetic, natural fucker, sliding up and down my shaft. When I reached out and rubbed her button, she exploded on me. I pulled the girl up to my face so that I could eat her pussy again. All that girl juice poured onto my face, in my mouth. I rubbed it on my neck and my breasts. I inserted my tongue where the dick had been and let her ride. My sweet little fuck meat. When I inserted the tip of my thumb into her anus, she shuddered in pleasure.

		"Ashly-Anne, have you put anything in here?" I certainly hope not. I wanted to give her this pleasure.

		"No, ma'am. Just your thumb. I didn't know it would feel so good."

		"Would you like me to put my dick in here?" I asked as I moved my thumb at the tip. "It would please me to relieve you of this virginity."

		"Would you do it now? I am so hot." She certainly was. I was having an excellent time fucking her. Yes, a natural fornicator.

		I flipped her over and drove the penis back inside her wet pussy. It came away slick and coated with her juices. I rubbed her and brought moisture down to her anus. The angle of the dick curved slightly upward, affording me the right angle to take her missionary style. I needed to see her face as I fucked my dick into her. I put her legs on my shoulders and slowly worked my way into her tight hole as she groaned in pleasure. This girl was playing her part quite well.

		"Easy, love. Let me work all of it in. How do you feel?"

		"Full, ma'am. So full."

		Soon I was locked in her and on her. I was on the verge of orgasm as was she. Several choice movements from me forced the dick to rub deep against her anal wall. My G-Spot was massaged by the part inside me. We were lost as we sweated, moaned, humped and screwed.

		After we came I kissed her legs as I lowered them to the mattress. I stayed in her and began deep thrusting in her hole. Repeatedly slicing into her. Touching her. Fucking her. Sticking to her. Kissing her. Fucking myself. Claiming her as mine.

		When we were spent, I fell on top of her. I could smell sex in the air, taste it on her skin, in her mouth, and see satisfaction in her eyes. The next two years will be very interesting indeed. I pulled out and left Ashly-Anne to her toiletries. She would surely be sore tomorrow as I had thoroughly seen to her fucking for the night.

		The French governess was gone when the hired, Libido girl came downstairs. I thanked her for her part in my fantasy. She said she had never had so many orgasms in one session. I'd fucked this girl for hours to my pussy's content. The tip was so generous that she stood on her tiptoes and slipped me some tongue. What a perfect end to a perfect fantasy.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		It's been about 4 months since I fired Cheyenne and our lives have change dramatically.

		Cheyenne now lives in an apartment, by day she works at a local pet store, but by night she is Mistress Cheye. She pays rent mostly by being a dominatrix. Men and women pay her to punish and humiliate them. She likes to play with both, but has begun to become fonder of women. Too bad she doesn't know where I am.

		But fate plays out in strange ways. Strange as it seems, we both go to a local community college, she is a student and I teach Business Law on Tuesday and Thursday nights, and she has just been assigned to be in my fall semester.

		The first class on Tuesday night, I was closing down the room and out of nowhere Cheyenne approached me as I started out of the class room. "Ms. Browne would you like to have a cup of coffee with me in the lounge."

		All the warning signals were going off in my head, to steer clear of the Domme when not in class.

		I told myself to suck it up. What was she going to do in the middle of the student lounge. We walked down the hall and into the near empty lounge.

		"My treat teach." Cheyenne said brightly. And sauntered up to the vending machine and returned with two steaming paper cups of coffee.

		"Here you go" Cheyenne said as she handed me my cup of coffee. We talked about what had been going on in our lives the several months for about an hour; I found it hard to concentrate with Cheyenne's sexy body right next to her. I needed to slow the pace down a bit and find an opening to excuse myself. I had to take a few minutes to clear my mind.

		"There is no way she thinks of me the same way, there is definitely no possibility that she would want to try the things from our past." She kept thinking.

		She couldn't take it anymore, she felt at any moment Cheyenne would lose complete control and ram her thong into my mouth at any moment. I excused myself to the bathroom.

		When I left Cheyenne had to be thinking back to what she had done at the law office I knew she was thinking, "I wonder how accepting she is of myself" And she began searching through my laptop that still had the same password as when she worked for me.

		Cheyenne wondered as she looked at my internet history. She was amazed at what she saw, lesbian porn, not just typical girl on girl action, but girls dominating each other. Cheyenne thought that was progress in that she still was interested in the same thing the two of them had done together.

		. She's got to be wondering if I'm a Dom or sub now. I was aware, Cheyenne was a psych major so she knew with my personality type there was no way she was a Dom. She heard me come out of the bathroom, she quickly closed the web browser. The student lounge was now empty. It was approaching 10:00 PM

		"Bout time, I've got to go now." Cheyenne said walking past her and into the bathroom. I didn't notice she wasn't in the bathroom. I kept working on a small letter for work, a little, and then I heard Cheyenne's voice from behind her.

		"I saw what you and hooker did at your house." Startled I turned around to see Cheyenne wearing nothing but knee high black leather boots.

		"OH MY GOD WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" I asked in surprise.

		"Don't bullshit me" Cheyenne said moving toward me. She grabbed my hair and pulled me out of my seat.

		"Ow, Cheyenne you're hurting me!"

		"Shut the fuck up!" Cheyenne demanded "That's mistress Cheye to you. I saw you kiss the hooker, I saw you two get naked and go upstairs, you are still a submissive lesbian ever since you ate my pussy in your office, and you can't fool me. I also took a look at your internet history; you want me to do this to you, don't you."

		I didn't know what to do or what to say, I was half scared she was going to rape me, and half turned on that she might to rape me. I went along with this rape fantasy I was now living out. I shook her head.

		"Don't lie to me!" Cheyenne said pulling my hair harder now. "Lying is a sin, so are the dirty things I'm going to do to you, and I know you want them. Do you want to know how I know?"

		I just stood there. "I know because your pussy is soaking wet!" Cheyenne said as she reached her hand down my slacks and rubbed the outside of my pussy. "Oh you're not even wearing any panties" she observed "that's extra naughty. Come with me." Cheyenne demanded as she practically dragged me to the janitor's closet by my hair.

		"Take your clothes off and get on the floor." Cheyenne demanded, I obeyed. Cheyenne opened her knapsack and took out some play toys; a strap-on dildo, a pair of hand cuffs, a horse whip, and a red ball gag. She put the strap-on on first; once I was naked she cuffed my hands behind my back, and put the ball gag in my mouth.

		"God you look like such a little whore" Cheyenne said slapping me in the face. This made my pussy even wetter. "But you're my little whore aren't you?"

		"MM-hm" was all I could get through the ball gag.

		"That's fucking right you are, you know normally I charge people to do what I'm about to do to you, but since we have such a great history this will be my treat." As she said this she threw my face into dirty mops. "Get your ass in the air" she commanded. I followed her order.

		Cheyenne began to whip my ass, over and over again. Each lashing was met with me being called a slut, a whore, a dirty little bitch, and other things of that matter. "Have I ever fucked you in the ass?" Cheyenne asked her, she heard a slight "uh-uh"

		"I'll take that to mean 'no'. Good, I like to pop ass cherries." She took the gag out of my mouth "I want to be able to hear you scream." She put some lube on the dildo, and then put it in my ass, I screamed as Cheyenne knew I would.

		"Cheye that hurts!"

		"Shut the fuck up and take it" Cheyenne commanded as she fucked me in the ass. I screamed a few more times each time Cheyenne told me to shut up. After a while she took the dildo out of my ass, "Now suck that dick!" Cheyenne commanded. I put the head of the dildo in my mouth. "No take the whole fucking thing!" She rammed the rest of it into my mouth which made me gag. "That's fucking right; take that dick you your mouth." She said, face fucking me.

		She took the dildo out and took it off; she grabbed me by the hair and commanded that I lick her pussy. "Eat that pussy, eat it, make me cum and I'll give you a reward." It didn't take long for me to make Cheyenne cum.

		"Oh, FUCK! Fuck yea, eat my cum, eat all of it." I lapped every drop of cum what poured out of Cheyenne's pussy.

		"Okay good, here is your reward." Cheyenne put the gag back in my mouth, and took the hand cuffs off. She went knapsack and pulled out a length of rope. Cheyenne could see the excited look in my eyes when the rope was brought out. She tied my hands to the shelf posts and my ankles together. She pulled out another, bigger strap-on. She put it on and grabbed my ankles and put them on her shoulder; this gave her access to my moist pussy.

		She fucked me "Yeah, you like that don't you bitch" She said as she grabbed and slapped my tits and pinched my nipples. "You fucking like that, I know you do. I want you to cum for me, can you do that bitch?" It wasn't long before I could feel my pussy juices flow out onto the concrete floor.

		"Very good" Cheyenne said as she took the dildo out and put her mouth next to my ear. "You belong to me now." Cheyenne whispered into my ear.

		"Oh shit, not again."

		END
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