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Most of my friends scattered like leaves in the wind after graduation, but not me. I stayed in the same place and even kept my old job as a waitress. It took almost no time at all for my life to fall into an unpleasant rut, and my social network to shrink down to nothing but a couple of the regular grifters at the café and my boss. Looking back, I can see that things were not right with me.

It was a melancholy time. The closest thing I had to a partner was my boss—a man so non-descript I won’t even bother to name him. He was sleazy and abusive in the way that small men are sleazy and abusive when they have power over another. To be brutally honest, all my pretentions at the time were simply masking my shame. It wasn’t the job I was in love with. It was the abuse. 

Although I would never have admitted it to anyone at the time, I got excited whenever someone was cruel or nasty to me. And I had another shameful secret. While I was being used, I would close my eyes and let my imagination erase the little man fucking me with the nasty bitch I kept in my head. You see, I had been brought up to believe that being in love with a woman was wrong, but my shameful dreams were always dominated by cruel and abusive women.  

It’s a sad indictment on the quality of person who visited the Laughing Kangaroo Café that my small-minded and small-dicked boss was the pick of the bunch. The customers, to a man—and they were all men—were worthless sleazebags. Not that I would admit to myself what I was really looking for back then. The only thing that I was sure of was that I was attracted to the sort of person that my mother warned me about. 

The lie that I had been living was smashed the night that Ebony walked into the café. It had been a wet and humid evening, and business had been slow. The boss had sent most of the others home and, to my surprise, he gave me strict instructions to wait until closing time before shutting the door. And then he left as well, which made me sad. I had been looking forward to a little abuse at his hand and was disappointed when it became apparent that I wasn’t going to be fucked that night. I was just about to close early and damn the consequences when Ebony strode in as if she owned the place. I could feel my mouth hanging open and knew that I was staring, but I could not help myself. 

It was as if Olga Nikolaevna of Russia had walked out of my college history books and into my cafe. She was tall and lean, and had long auburn hair, set off by hard blue eyes. Her face was broad, with high cheekbones and full lips. She wore a full-length black dress that plunged low at the top, with a split over the right thigh that showed off her long legs.

'Hello,' I said as she drew near, 'can I show you to a table?'

She walked past me as if I didn't exist and sat at a table in the back of the room.

Smiling my politest smile, I swallowed my pride and started to walk back towards the bar.

'Where do you think you're going,' she said to my back.

'I'm sorry,' I said, 'I thought you would want some time to read the menu.'

'You are wrong,' she replied, her eyes wandering up and down my body. 'Bring me an espresso coffee.'

'Right away,' I said, feeling foolish and a little embarrassed, and walked as quickly as I could back to the bar to set about my task of making an espresso. I found myself taking extra care because I didn't want this rather frightening woman to be displeased with me. 

I watched her surreptitiously from behind the coffee machine as it steamed and gurgled. She wasn't quite as tall as I had first thought, but what she lacked in height she more than made up for with natural authority. It was those sharp blue eyes. It felt like she could strip away my illusions with those eyes, and expose the poor realities beneath. With those eyes, she could see that I was nothing but a soulless husk: a nobody, worth nothing. 

It took a while, but my attention eventually dropped from her face, and fell onto her bare shoulders and the ample cleavage she had on display. I found myself feeling a little disappointed that she wasn't standing so that I could gaze upon see her long legs, so I settled for her arms, which were also long and slender and ended in beautiful, thin hands. 

I made sure my wandering eyes did not distract me from my task, however, and when the machine had done its work, I scuttled over and placed the coffee on her table. My plan was to run and hide away at the bar where I could keep looking at her in secret, but she had other ideas. 

'Stop,' she commanded and I froze, partly from fear but mostly because my cunt was getting wet. 

'Turn around.'

I turned as if on casters.

'What is your name, child,' she said. 

She couldn't have been more than five years older than I, but that didn't matter. My age was immaterial while I was standing before those piercing blue eyes. When she spoke to me, I felt as if I were an immature miscreant that she needed to deal with, and harshly. 

'Cynthia,' I mumbled, 'with a c.'

'Well, Cynthia,' she said, 'it is customary to bring a glass of water to the table with an espresso coffee. Could you bring me one please?'

I curtsied and then flushed red with embarrassment. 'Yes miss,' I said. 

'That's Mistress,' she said, and turned back to her phone.

'Yes Mistress,' I said and hurried off to get the water. I could feel her eyes on me the whole time, and my hands trembled as I poured iced water into a glass.

'Thank you very much,' she said when I returned. ‘You may call me Mistress Ebony in future.’

'You're most welcome, Mistress Ebony. Are you ready to order?'

She smiled and took a sip of her coffee. 'Not bad, did you make this?'

'Yes I did, thank you,' I replied and blushed at her compliment. 'I like to serve my customers.'

She raised an eyebrow at my rather cheeky remark. 'I bet you do. Fetch me a piece of paper and a pen.'

'I fumbled in my apron and handed her my notepad and pen without even thinking. I had barely known her for five minutes and yet I already felt compelled to do as she commanded. 

'I've just had a phone call from a friend and must leave, but I would like to see you again in more intimate surrounds. Is that to your liking?'

I nodded dumbly, my cunt moistening at the thought.

She scribbled a note, tore off the page and folded it in half. She stood and smiled.

'Open your mouth,' she whispered into my ear. 

My jaw swung open without me even thinking about it and she looked me directly in the eyes, then stuffed the note into my mouth and forced it as deep as it would go with her long fingers. 

'Don't be late,' she said, as I fought my gag reflex. There was no way I was going to choke on this woman’s fingers in my throat. 

She stood back and looked me over. 'I look forward to your service, Cynthia with a c,' she said, and strode out of the cafe.

Relieved that no one had seen our exchange, I took the note out of my mouth and almost ran to the bathroom, where I locked myself into a cubicle and, with legs splayed and one hand under my panties, I unfolded it. There was only an address and a time. 
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The address that Mistress Ebony had given me was for a large house on the outskirts of town. The fact that I was standing outside at the appointed time both shocked and thrilled me. Feeling self conscious, I adjusted the hang of my skirt and knocked at the door. There was a lump in my throat as I heard footsteps on the other side, and then the door opened and she stood before me, in all her glory. 

Mistress Ebony was wearing a black leather skirt that ended mid thigh and a loose, low cut top that clung to her beautiful breasts. Once again, however, it was her eyes that captured me. So intense was her look, so displeased was the expression on her beautiful face that I couldn’t decide whether to burst into tears or run away back home and masturbate like a wild monkey. In her presence, I knew what I was: a substandard who was beneath her in every way. A barely sentient animal that needed to be trained and disciplined to be worthy of her company. 

She reached out, took my shoulders, and turned me around. 

'Is this the best you could do?’ she said, when I was facing away from her. 'You look like a frump. Okay, turn back,' she said when she had finished her inspection. 

When I was once again facing her, she stood back, opened my jacket and looked me up and down. She started on my barely concealed breasts
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