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Chapter One

It was a cold fall
night and I was beyond being cold. I hardly felt the damp grass
under my feet as I stood there with my sister pledges about to swim
across the lake. This was the last stupid test of endurance before
being pledges to the sorority.

The Sorority Priestess was giving us our last
challenge before we would become members of the Greek House of a
prominent New England college for young ladies from the best homes
in the country. None of us selected for this school come from a
family not listed in the Fortune 500. I was born into a family that
controls every pharmaceutical sold in almost every country in the
world.

When I entered college I researched the Greek
Houses and deliberately selected the one discreetly devoted to the
Sisterhood of Sapho. We were led to the private lake where we were
told we had to swim across it. Four girls had a rowboat sitting at
the water’s edge.

We were told that if we could not swim across
the lake that we would be rescued. A review panel would be convened
to determine if the pledge would be given a second chance to be
accepted.

I felt the cold chill of the night air as I
stood there with the other fifteen girls wading out into the lake
until we started swimming one by one. I felt confident that I would
make it. The water was cold so I figured the best thing to do was
just swim steady. No stopping to rest. The pack started to spread
out. The weaker swimmers were starting to fall behind.

There was one girl keeping up with me. I was
naturally a very competitive girl. I started picking up the pace
and the other girl stayed just off of my shoulder. Even in the dark
we could see each other under water.

The cold water was sapping our strength. Then
the other girl started cramping up. I saw her reach for her legs
and knew what was happening because I could feel my own legs
getting cold. Rather that abandoning the other girl I took her by
the neck in the rescue maneuver and started pulling her to shore.
Even with one arm I was strong enough to pull the girl to
shore.

As we approached the other shore four girls
in their tunic's waded out into the water up to their waists. They
took hold of the two of us and carried us to shore. The other girls
had blankets that they wrapped around us. They rubbed us dry and
led us to a campfire.

One by one each of the girls was brought to
the fire. There were two girls that had to be pulled into the
boat.

After I had warmed up sufficiently I went off
to have a quiet pee because I could not be bothered to go down to
the public ones.

I found a really quiet spot and just as I was
finishing and about to pull up my bikini bottoms, two of the senior
girls from the sorority in their tunics found me behind a tree and
they jumped on me, laughing and pulled my bottoms back down and
then off. I was so embarrassed that they were looking at my pussy
but I was powerless against the two senior girls whose names were
Mari and Tami.

Both of my assailants undressed themselves
with one hand while holding me still with the other. Finally both
girls were in only their panties, a state of dress they seem
determined to apply to me. It took the two of them no time to have
me nude as the day I was born.

They said I was a very naughty girl to pee
outdoors like that and not invite them to join along. They said I
would have to be punished. At that second I felt a tremendous surge
of excitement which was not like anything I had known before.

“How was I to know you two liked to watch
girls pee?”

“Not just peeing,” Amy, “We like much more
than that, would you like us to join in your fun??” Mari said.

I could see that Mari was standing over me
staring at me. I just ignored her. She stood with her legs on
either side of me. I kept ignoring her. And then suddenly I felt
warm liquid splashing on my face and the liquid was running all
over my bare skin. I rolled over quickly and saw to my shock and
horror that Mari was peeing on me.

She had her panties pulled to the side and a
stream of yellow urine now splashed onto my stomach. She giggled
uncontrollably.

I jumped up screaming. "You fucking
bitch!"

She ran and I chased her around the grass. I
felt out of my mind. I just couldn't believe it. The field
surrounding the lake was large and ringed by a high fence. She
dashed and scurried around laughing hysterically.

"I hate you! I'm going to do it to you!" I
yelled.

She screamed when I got her hand but somehow
she broke free and ran behind a tool shed. I knew I had her
trapped. It was a dead end. She fell on the muddy mulch pile. She
was still laughing. This just made me more angry. I was standing
over her. She giggled and gave me this chiding grin. "Do it then!"
She said.

It was like she was daring me.

"I will!" I said angrily still trying to
catch my breath.

She gave me this taunting grin. I looked at
her. I hated her. More than I had ever hated her or anyone in my
life. But then another part of me felt something else. I wanted to
pee on her but not just out of revenge. I also felt this intense
erotic desire. The thought of it suddenly made me incredibly horny.
As if reading my mind she looked me deep in the eyes and whispered,
"do it".

So I did.

I stood over her and lifted my clitoral hood
up exposing my urethra for a truer aim. Though I had emptied my
bladder earlier enough of my urine easily flowed on to her. She
didn't move. She let it splash freely all over her belly and chest.
It ran down her thighs and her arms and even down to her feet.

I felt so turned on. Like I had never felt
before. She was looking at me intensely. Searching my face as if
she could read my every thought. She ran her finger through the
stream. Not playfully but curiously. The stream split around her
finger. She watched it until it slowed to drops.

So absorbed in the golden streaming fluid the
other girl Tami rushed me and pulled me down over her knees while
she spanked me on my bare bottom. This girl, Tami, I had always
liked but the second one, Mari, although she was dark and exciting,
always made it clear she didn't like me because I was a "rich
bitch".

While Tami was slapping my ass and igniting
the warmth in my pussy into a raging inferno, Mari took advantage
of my sexual frenzy by moving to squat at my face with her panties
lowered past her knees. Regardless of my resentment towards her, I
could not keep my tongue out of her pussy. I licked up the free
flowing juices and dug deep into her cunt to capture more of the
addictive nectar.

I wanted to suck her pussy until my jaws
ached. Even more than the thrill of sucking Mari, I enjoyed being
pressed down by Tami whose knees were brown and warm and smelt
lovely but the spanking was even more wonderful. It went on and on,
harder and harder until Tami suddenly stopped.

"That's enough," she said. "I'm afraid I've
hurt her. I'm marking her. Her butt`s all red."

And I could feel my bottom getting very hot.
I begged her to stop but I was loving it, wildly excited and when I
could, I pressed my bare wet pussy against Tami's knees and thighs.
She was getting flushed too. It was the combination of being
spanked and hurt and dominated while being `forced' to suck Mari's
urine soaked pussy that brought on the almost unbearable orgasm,
with my pussy gushing and cumming all over Tami's gorgeous
thighs.

Looking up I could see Mari’s big breasts
heaving as I went for a big finish. Rubbing the hard nub of her
clit with my thumb I stiffen my tongue and fucked her with it. Mari
bucked and writhed as she hit another huge climax. As she was
trembling she bent down to kiss my mouth with lips thick with her
juices.

"Now me and go hard!"

She lunged for my breasts knocking me of
Tami’s knees then I realized she'd already rolled me flat onto my
back in a flash. She's gotten hold of one of my thick nipples
between her thumb and forefinger, twisting it hard, and the other
one is clamped in her teeth. She was biting just hard enough for it
to be pleasure not pain. Next second her fingers are probing my
throbbing pussy.

She didn't just kiss down my body she nipped
and bit her way towards my pussy. When she got there she sucked on
my labia like a leech as she slipped two fingers into my crease. My
body arched up as I groaned and she added a third finger. With a
corkscrew twist she reamed my pussy as she switched her lips to my
tingling clit.

She was pumping hard in and out of me as I
arrived at a gigantic "O" that made me scream out loud just like no
doubt she thought I was faking. One thigh was cramping and
twitching as she kissed my wet flesh to bring me down and then slid
back into my arms for us to kiss greedily.

After two terrific cums we still had the big
finish to end with. I rolled her around this time, lifted her
smooth thigh up, and then forked my own thigh around hers. She
interlocked our legs, so that she could rub our pussies against
each other's.

Easing down I slapped my dripping pussy
against hers and started swiveling my hips to grind against her.
She heaved herself back against me and our wet pussy lips slithered
back and forth against each other. The way she was rocking her body
back and forth set up a rhythmic banging of my head against the
ground. That reminded me of a time I was masturbating outside alone
and got so worked up I bumped my head into the ground several time
while I was in my climax.

I was shaking like a leaf, sweating hard, and
panting like I was running a 10K race. She was grunting and gasping
as we both soared towards the finish line then we both, virtually
simultaneously, climaxed insanely. My pussy felt like lightning
bolts were inside it and I could feel my creamy juices spurting
onto her pussy and thighs as she howled like a she wolf.

When we found enough strength we lie, arms
around each other, sweaty and sopping between our thighs, to
exchange slow sensual kisses, till I faintly heard Tami calling. I
couldn't believe I was sucking the tit of the girl that pissed on
me.

After all of the sex, she lay on top of my
body and kissed me on the mouth for a long time. It was so exciting
to lay there in her arms smelling my own pussy juices drying on her
face.




Chapter Two

However, good things
don’t last forever and like two thieves in the night, Mari and Tami
ran off and left me soon afterward. While I tried to get tidy
again, I couldn't keep from rubbing my cunt harder and harder to
make that feeling endure. Though what we had done didn’t bother the
other sorority sisters, but either Mari or Tami let slip about our
evening of debauchery and students in many of my classes made a
pastime of ridiculing me.

The entire freshman year, nearly every girl
on the campus made fun of me and some would catch me in the
restroom and raise their skirts in an effort to expose my feelings
of temptation.

"Is this what you want to see, little queer
girl?" and "I bet you wish I'd pull my panties down, don't you,
pervert?" and "Does looking at my panties make your tongue hard?"
Came rolling off their sassy tongues all the way back and I cried
and cried, helpless to defend myself against their taunts.

But along with the fear and the tears, I felt
surging excitement that I could barely contain as I imagined myself
grabbing some of them by their beautiful thighs and pulling them
down on the seat with me. I was relieved when we moved that summer
because my family had acquired a company in Europe and it was
decided my father needed to see to a smooth transition in bringing
the new pharmaceutical company on board. I changed schools but I
never seemed to have any chance of repeating that fantastic
afternoon.

I made new friends and we had summer pool
parties, volley ball games and chicken fights in the pool but it
was all so tame. SO tame!

For years!

There were a few girls like Mari from back
home, but I never liked them enough to get to know them. And a few
like Tami from back home, but I could never find the nerve and the
opportunity to entice them into any kind of relationship. Finding a
woman who enjoys spanking you is many times more difficult than
finding one who likes her pussy sucked.

The chance of rejection is many times more
certain and the resulting embarrassment, even with girls who are
far outside the boundaries of socially approved behavior are
usually shocked by such a request and react like you crawled out
from under some rock.

Once in a while my hormones would drive me to
find a girl who would let me suck her pussy but, even then, I could
not summon the courage to ask her to spank me. I would make broad
hints but never happened to find one who recognized my need.

As my college years progressed, I began to
develop into something closer to a woman. My face lost its chubby
baby fat and slimmed down to a well-defined jaw line with high
cheekbones and rather large, expressive eyes. Wearing my dark hair
at medium length and very straight seemed to enhance my appearance
quite a bit. I was told on several occasions that I was `beautiful'
and that helped me gain some confidence but I was still the ugly
duckling deep inside.

My breasts kept growing until they reached an
ample size with quite a flair in my hips and a well-rounded ass
that looked wonderful in a tight skirt which I favored.

I had all my fantasies in the next few years
in college dreaming about our English professor - Ms. Lucy Farmer.
I was always tops in English. She was about forty and very fine
looking with a wonderful smile which you hardly ever saw. As my
obsession grew so did my desperation and I was really shocked that
I was able to do some of the things I did.

I used to sneak over to her house and try to
peek through her windows, hoping to catch a glimpse of her
partially dressed. Then one day while I was crouched below one of
her windows getting ready to slide up enough to see, she came
flying around the corner of her house and grabbed me, lifting my
frail body off the ground effortlessly. She carried me into her
house over her shoulder with her hand on my ass, her fingers
pushing in between my asscheeks.

She stripped me and sat down on her couch,
pulled me across her lap and spanked me and spanked me as I
wriggled and cried and then really begged her to stop, but I would
be getting wetter and wetter across her lap. Thoughts of Tami and
Mari swirled around in my brain.

She slipped her free hand under my hip down
to my pussy and curled her fingers into my soaking wet cunt. She
fingered me deeper and deeper as she spanked me harder and harder
until at the very moment I screamed against the pain of the
spanking I began to cum and cum with the simultaneous pleasure of
the brutal fingering.

She told me that if I wanted to see her
pussy, I should first ask her permission, not sneak around like a
burglar at her window. I guess I surprised her when I begged,

"Please let me see your pussy. I just want to
look at it."

With all due deliberation, she urged me
gently off her lap and onto my knees at her feet, between her legs.
With one hand she lifted her skirt with a flourish while the other
pulled the crotch of her panties aside. With the slightest pressure
of her hand on the back of my neck, I leaned forward and started
sucking her pussy with a voracity that was frightening. Soon she
moaned, spread her legs wider and leaned back against the back of
the couch. I tended to pulsing sex for just a short time before she
erupted in a body quaking orgasm.

"Oh," she groaned, "it's been so long since
anyone has wanted to do that."

We both knew what we really wanted. So it
made sense to strip off our clothes and regroup so to speak.

Ms. Farmer said it out loud. "Lucy, do you
want to, you know, try a 69?"

I pulled her to me suck her nipple into my
mouth, kissing the erect nipple and kissed my approval. Ms. Farmer
lay on her back as I climbed on top. We both knew what to do, but
not quite sure how. I started off by rubbing my lips over Ms.
Farmer's wet pubic hair. It smelled SOOO Sexy !! I stuck out my
tongue and tasted the juice. It tasted a little tangy; but she knew
I would now never get enough.

I ran my tongue up and down Ms. Farmer's slit
before plunging it inside between the lips. Meanwhile, Ms. Farmer,
after feeling my tongue inside her, buried her face into my pussy,
rubbing, licking, and tasting everything I had to offer.

Ms. Farmer's hands were rubbing my ass
cheeks. She opened her eyes and saw the cute tight asshole. She
pulled her mouth away from my dripping pussy just long enough to
lick it before re-attaching her tongue to the succulent pussy
before her eyes.

Ms. Farmer's wet finger traced tiny circles
around my asshole before trying to gently insert it. I resisted at
first, then it opened up and Ms. Farmer slid her finger inside. I
pulled away from Ms. Farmer's tasty pussy and screamed, "Oh fuck
that is so fucking good!!!!!!! Don't stop PLEASE!!!!"

Ms. Farmer was only too happy to oblige. She
started sliding her finger in and out while I dove back into Ms.
Farmer's sweet pussy, lapping up all the juices leaking out,
running my tongue at times between Ms. Farmer's butt cheeks. It was
getting almost too much for Ms. Farmer. She felt she was going to
cum soon, and she thought I probably wasn't too far away.

After a few more licks, she moved her other
hand to my pussy, pulled her tongue out and jammed two fingers in
deep. I wriggled and moaned loudly. Ms. Farmer wanted to try
licking the cute little pucker. She removed her finger and
tentatively started licking my asshole while finger fucking my
pussy.

"Oh god, tongue my ass, I'm going to cum baby
!!", I yelled.

Ms. Farmer forced her tongue into my ass
while fucking my pussy hard. I screamed loudly, "FUCK I'M CUMMING;
FUCK ME BABY FUCK ME. Lick my ass please !!!"

Ms. Farmer did, and upon hearing me scream
like that, and feeling my tongue back inside Ms. Farmer's pussy,
was enough to push Ms. Farmer over the orgasmic edge. We bucked and
writhed against each other for 30 seconds until our climaxes toned
down. Exhausted, Ms. Farmer pulled her fingers and tongue from me
as I climbed off, turned around.

Our mouths met with a crushing force and
Frenched for several minutes.

"Fuck Ms. Farmer, where did you learn to do
that, you horny bitch !!!"

Ms. Farmer laughed and said, "Well, I read a
little , fantasized a little . You like ??"

I nodded quickly. "Are you ready for another
go-round? " I asked .

We formed a relationship that lasted until
she took a tenured position at another university. I went on to
grad school. I still keep in touch with her via emails and most of
our sex is of the cyber variety but I often reach orgasms reading
about how she intends to spank me and put me on my knees the next
time we meet.

We do meet now and then but I have to be home
on my holidays and she and I live so far apart. I plan to go on to
teach at the university level and apply for a job in any college
near her when I graduate. No one has ever spanked me like she
can.




Chapter Three

In one of my emails
to Ms. Farmer, I told her that I found a part time job at the
library while in grad school and that I was sneaking time off work
to use their computer to write her. Mostly I just complained about
my dreary lack of a social or sexual life.

Constant complaining was one way I built up
spankings from her which would be administered the next time we
met. She wrote back and asked me if there were any other girls
working there who might be interesting to get to know.

I mentioned there was one very tall girl who
comes in to work most afternoons and gives me that long look. She
insisted that I stop waiting for some perfect domme to come
prancing into my life and for me to become more aggressive and make
the effort to get to know as many girls as I could. Surely I would
be more likely to find my perfect match than sitting and waiting
for her to fall out of the sky.

Convinced that Ms. Farmer was right, I became
absolutely daring at work. I was wearing a sleeveless top one
afternoon to expose my smallish but shapely bustline and form
fitting black leggings to showcase my round hips to the tall girl
at work and I think and hope that might bring her over at last. But
I fear she will not be dominant and dirty. Sigh.

I was on the computer in my audacious outfit
responding to a threat from Ms. Farmer.

I wrote – ‘Yes, I AM your baby Lucy. God,
yes I am. And the thought of you mounting me from behind and
rubbing and sliding your hot wet pussy all over my abused ass while
you have a massive orgasm has me so wet that I simply cannot stop
rubbing myself all the time.

Anyway, I did as you suggested. I will
always do just as you say. I cleared some documents away from her
table set and asked how she was finding the library facilities. She
is doing a Master's while taking a year out of work so will be in
most days now. Her name is Jane.

I asked her if she felt like going for a
coffee sometimes mid-morning or having a sandwich in the cafeteria
and we went at once! And she IS just as I thought. Mmmm!
Unfortunately she shares a place with another girl who seems to be
the dominant partner. Close up she is older than I thought, but
only 30 and her lover is a few years younger but rather racier by
the sound of it.

To cut a long story short, she invited me
round to dinner tonight and when I asked if Linda (the other one)
wouldn't mind.

She said "God, no, she is always bringing
other girls home. It's about time I brought one!" which nearly made
me wet myself at the thought.

I am not too sure how much she meant by
that. Linda is a physical therapist at the local hospital. I am
excited because at the very least I think they may be able to steer
me in the right direction with maybe a club or some of their
friends.’

Ms. Farmer wrote back, ‘It sounds
terrific. Maybe Linda will give you a little spanking while she
makes you suck Jane's pussy. You be sure to mind them both and do
whatever they tell you so that they'll let you come back. This is
so exciting. I don't know why you thought it unfortunate that she
shares her place. If Linda brings home girls, the only reason she
would do that would be to share them with Jane, I should think.
Unless perhaps to taunt her in some sick way but that doesn't sound
like the way you describe them.

“That's exactly what you want, to be
shared by two girls, right? Anyway, this is a marvelous opportunity
for you to get a wonderful experience which can lead to many others
if they have friends they could introduce you to. I really feel
like spanking your ass good right now because you've been so shy
and reticent.

“You could have already had something
going with Jane if you'd spoken up, that's why I'll be taking down
your panties and severely slapping your ass the next time I see
you. Then I'll make you open your legs for a few sharp, stinging
blows to your pussy before I allow you to crawl between my legs to
get what you really need."

It's a beautiful, beautiful Sunday morning
here and I am going to spend it alone doing nothing at all - walk
along the sea front, drift through the antique shops in The Outside
Lane, then home for a late lazy lunch and a snooze in the park
opposite. Just want to be alone.’

My stern and sexy Lucy Farmer with such a
strong right hand was absolutely right!: I arrived for dinner at
7.30 after changing three times and settling for a sleeveless
sparkly top and denim mini and bare legs.

Jane opened the door in a long skirt with the
longest legs in the world flashing frequently through the slit in
the side all the way to her hip. Linda was short, chunky, cheerful,
already tanned but sort of olive skinned anyway, jet black hair
bobbed, lovely white teeth when she smiled.

Not at all butch, there was nothing but
laughter and booze and good Italian food which they produced
together while I sat on a stool and watched. They are certainly a
natural pair – touching, kissing, and laughing endlessly. They've
only been together a few months. I had thought it was longer.

Anyway, four places were set because a
colleague of Linda's at the hospital, Jennifer, was invited. She
turned up just as we were about to eat. She was Junoesque, graying,
but mid-forties I guess but I haven't asked. With lush, full lips
and big brown eyes, she wore an expensive black shirt and slacks.
She had on a wonderful perfume and held me close as we danced in
the living room later that night. She kissed me and, mmm, cupped my
pussy through my mini right in front of the other two.

Lovely dinner with lots of light chat and
music, we sat on two sofas for coffee afterwards. They sat on one,
Jennifer and I on the other. Then we donned our bikinis and we went
for a late night walk and swim along the beach, a warm evening with
a big crescent moon and as we walked her hips and mine, her hands
and mine kept brushing together.

The other two were slightly ahead and as we
passed a sea front shelter, she pulled me into her and kissed me,
not lightly and quickly, but really long and hard with wonderful
moist mobile mouth and probing tongue.

God!

Then, our arms tighten around each other. Her
soft breast rubbed against mine as though we were dance to a slow
song. By now, we were both really wet. We could not hide the
wetness in our bikini bottoms as we grinded ourselves against each
other.

I put my mouth to her ear and told her that
she was an excellent kisser. As I said that, I let my tongue touch
her ear. I felt her tremble in my arms. I traced her ear with my
tongue. I heard Jennifer moaned softly.

I knew I was taking a huge risk. Jennifer was
just looking for sex. I was supposed to be her blind date. Kissing
her ear was not part of the courtship. But she allowed it.

Meeting no opposition, I gently sucked her
ear lobe into my mouth. I toyed with it with my tongue. Still, she
allowed me to do that.

I let go of her ear lobe and began tracing
her long beautiful neck with my tongue. I dragged my tongue down
her neck to her shoulder. Amazingly, She rolled her head over so
that I could drag my tongue up the other side of her neck.

When I reached her other ear, I began to
trace it with my tongue. She allowed me to do this to her.

As I caressed her ears and neck with my
tongue, she began grinding herself against my leg really hard. She
groaned as I placed my hands on her firm ass cheeks. I could feel
her ass quivering as I held her against me.

I felt her wetness against my thigh as she
grinded her clitoris against me. I was very surprised at how wet
she had become. I continued to tongue her ear.

I left her ear and began to kiss her neck. I
slowly kissed my way down to her shoulders. I planted little kisses
at the base of her neck.

I felt Jennifer squeeze me as hard as she
could. She groaned loudly as she grinded her sex against me. She
was no longer playing around. She was humping me much too fast and
hard for that. With utter amazement, I realized that she was
actually masturbating herself against me.

I thought she might go into orgasm if she
didn't slow down. I was hoping that my kisses on her neck and ears
would help her achieve that. The thought of Jennifer, bringing
herself to orgasm against me, caused me to groan with lustful
desires.

I kept kissing her neck. Her hands were on my
ass as she masturbated herself against me. I was really wet but I
am not sure if she notice that.

I felt her begin to tremble in my arms. I
breathed hot air into her ear as my tongue toyed with it. She
buried her head in my shoulder.

I knew she was close to orgasm. She said, "Oh
God...I can't stop it...I'm going too...!"

She stopped trying to talk, groaned and then
she burst into orgasm.

I felt a gush of wetness roll down my thigh
as she came in my arms. I felt her body pulsating in orgasm as I
held her. She groaned loudly as she was grinding herself against my
leg. I couldn't believe it...she actually came!

I held her until her orgasm subsided. When it
ended, she stepped away from me and stumbled to into the sand. She
sat down on the sand.

She covered her face with her hands as she
said, "I can't believe that just happen. I can't believe I
came."

I was just standing there in total shock. As
she spoke, I looked down at her wetness on my thigh. I was actually
tingling with sexual excitement from what just happened. I was in
awe of her. She actually brought herself to orgasm in my arms!

She looked at me and said, "I'm really sorry
Amy, but I couldn't stop myself.




Chapter Four

Back up to the sea
front, confused; to rejoin others who were looking back and
grinning, I remained confused in the darkness as we walked back. I
had been attracted by a long, languid girl in the library and
fancied her, then excited by the prospect of her and her forceful
friend possibly overpowering and pleasuring me. That all turned out
to be hokum evidently and sure enough, as Linda and Jennifer
enjoyed a joke while we were crossing the road back to their
place.

Jane said:" I told Linda yesterday to tell
Jennifer I had found JUST the girl for her!"

I realized with a sinking feeling as it was
confirmed that this was nothing but an ordinary blind date. Back on
their front doorstep, I had no idea what would happen next but
Jennifer said as she was working all weekend at the hospital and
she would have to go and suggested we share a taxi. Under the
circumstances, I agreed!

The other two looked very smug as they waved
us off. I still very, very much fancied them both doing me one day,
like crazy.

I am so terrible! In the cab, heedless of the
driver, Jennifer suddenly started to stroke my bare left thigh and
then slipped her hand immediately inside my skirt waist band and
panties and buried her fingers in my pussy. I had been warm and wet
since Jane told me I was meant for Jennifer.

She stroked me roughly and forcefully with
two fingers while the driver was listening to his radio. I was
beginning to squeak and gasp. I got out with her at her place and
she said, "I really do have to get to bed early as I am on at seven
in the morning but come round on Monday and I will make sure you
get everything you want."

Then she took me three steps down into a
little stairwell area and kissed me while holding me in the crook
of her arm and sliding her fingers inside my panties again and
fingering me so strongly and deliciously that I lay back in her
arms and started to cum right there and then.

She turned my face to the wall, pushed me by
the back of the neck into a bent over position and spanked me quite
soundly on the ass until I cried for her to please stop.

Then she pressed on my shoulders until I was
on my knees. She slid her slacks down to mid-thigh and pulled my
face into her pussy where I was allowed to suck until she reached
an orgasm. It did not take her long.

She said, "Off you go, be back here Monday at
eight!"

Terribly humiliated by her treatment, I ran
home in tears the whole half mile. She lived so close. Yesterday I
walked a few miles along the coast with a couple of old college
friends, married to each other, Patsy, and John. He drove me back
late and I lay all night gazing at the ceiling and trying not to
touch myself because I want to be gagging for it, desperate for
her, on Monday night.

When I told Ms. Farmer all about my meeting,
she wrote back, "Although things worked out quite contrary from
what we anticipated, I am very pleased with the way things went. A
small orgy with Jane and Linda would have been more exciting but
perhaps only temporary and quickly forgotten.

‘With Jennifer you have an opportunity to
establish something more permanent and filled with other
possibilities. You must abandon your reticence and reveal to her
what you want, take her up on her promise to give you everything
you want. She seems aggressive enough with her hand in your panties
in the cab, again in the basement, and the little spanking as a
means of dismissal.

Strong possibilities if you express your
needs. You do not have to be blatant, in a quiet moment Monday, you
might just mention the little spanking by telling her you just
couldn't get over thinking about her doing that, you know, just a
little hint to tell her you liked it. But of course it may not be
necessary; she may already have a firm idea of what you need.

“It is much preferable in my mind to a big
mean butch with an X-frame in a basement full of ropes and whips,
which was what I fearfully envisioned when you first told me about
this pair. This could develop into just mild, kinky fun for you
both. You are definitely in better shape to gain some much needed
experience and to have an opportunity to toughen up your tongue,
your ass, and your knees for when we can finally be
together.

“Your knees especially must be capable of
protracted periods of weight bearing because from that position,
your lovely mouth is at the proper height to service my cunt. Also,
if you require extensive discipline, a lot of that will be
administered while you're on your knees, the time you're not
stretched over my well rounded thighs with your bare ass yearning
for my stinging palm.’

I wrote Ms. Farmer every detail of my evening
with Jennifer while it was so recent and fresh in my mind.

I arrived at eight sharp. She opened the door
in a bathrobe with her hair in wild disarray. She asked if I had
eaten. I hadn't because I was expecting dinner! I said no and she
laughed and said I would be eating her all evening anyway. It was a
lovely little terraced house, Georgian I guess.

Anyway she simply led the way upstairs. There
was a bathroom on the right and she said, "Shower first. I like my
babies clean," and ushered me in.

Then she stripped me quickly and efficiently,
nothing sensual at all (although my heart was pounding!), slipped
out of her robe and led me into this big shower.

Wonderful big body! Under the water, it WAS
sensual, kissing and being held in strong plump arms and then she
soaped her hands and turned me away from her and I watched those
large controlling hands soaping my titties from behind which was a
huge turn on as she was constantly rubbing her pussy all over my
ass. I was shocked to realize I had only been in her house about
six minutes!!!

Her hands slipped down around my hips and
soaped my pussy and as I parted my legs for her, she found my clit
at once and soon had me gasping and half crouching and breathless.
Really, really sensational at working a cunt and she went on and
on. It was quite wonderful.

Eventually it was me who turned and wanted a
kiss and she bent down and held me tight against her big titties,
oh lovely big titties squashed against mine. We started to dry each
other and then went, still pretty wet, to the bedroom where there
were big fluffy towels all over the double bed. She pushed me down
and dried me just a little more.

"! love my bitch to be wet," she said.

Her hands were all over me, thrilling me. She
turned me and stroked my wet back and then scratched it hard with
her long nails before hitting me a tremendous smack on my ass which
was still very wet. The wetness made the noise really loud and I
cried out. She laughed and said she guessed that was what I wanted
and she started to smack me hard and wet with the full weight of
her hand.

She stopped after four or five and felt down
with her other hand between my legs and again found me and worked
me and fondled me and fingered me and slipped first one finger and
then another into me and then hit me again, this time a full half
dozen times.

It WAS my dream really coming true. Spanking
pain-pleasure and pussy pure-pleasure while constantly demeaning me
with her snide remarks about my lack of self-respect had me
creaming endlessly. By the time she had finished with me she was
working me with fully four fingers in me and I was bucking up and
down and cumming constantly.

She rubbed my ass lovingly at the end for
fully five minutes, hands soothing the sting.

I had no idea I was under such close
inspection because I was completely in orgasm-land, but she looked.
Jennifer looked at everything I had, and each part, every pore of
me, made her smile.

“Some girls are beautiful like fashion
models, some are pretty with no makeup or jewelry and in a
natural way, and some girls are cute like...a pixie or elf
or something.

“But you are cute—all over: cute body, cute
face and hair and neck and shoulders and arms and hands and legs.
Your feet are so cute they're the kind that just makes me want to
grab them and kiss them, and the same for your calves and thighs.
Everything with a cute quotient of 100!” Jennifer said softly.

But as I was spacing out on her compliments,
the third finger of the hand she was using to pleasure me, the ring
finger, accidentally brushed and squished down my crack and touched
my butthole. It was just a little touch, but the feeling of it was
so wet and juicy and well, cute, that she pressed that fingertip
against the pucker again and found that it was more than slick
enough for penetration.

Jennifer reasoned, after all; ‘this girl was
like a fountain of pussy goo!’

She pushed and felt the ring quiver, heard me
gasp a little louder, and then, for some unexplained reason she got
completely "hot" for my ass.

She was still plunging away with her other
fingers, but now this other hole of mine seemed to 'call out' to
her, and a moment later, she'd removed her fingers from my cunt,
turned me over onto my front, parted my well massaged buns with
greedy fingers, and pushed her tongue against that same quivering
pucker.

I grunted into the pillows. My butt lifted up
at her, and that was all she needed.

For the next twenty or thirty minutes she
tongued that tight pucker of mine. She hardly even stopped to take
a breath. My asshole was hot and slick and tender, but it was the
fact that I was still orgasming from having this hole tended to
that really kept Jennifer going.

That and the taste. She obviously found no
gross stuff there; just that dull taste against her tongue and the
still fresh oozing’s that had come straight out of my cunt. She
licked and poked, poked and licked, and I just went right on
undulating and squirming in orgasm, my knees bending and making my
legs stick up at the ceiling.

An hour went by. She couldn't stop herself. I
was reduced to a panting, almost motionless blob on the sheets,
with an occasional twitch or jerk that showed her the pleasure was
still coursing around inside me.

I was making babbling sounds and she could
hear that I really needed to blow my nose because there was a wet
snuffling sound each time I breathed. Without checking she knew the
pillow was also probably wet with all the saliva which must've
escaped my slackly open mouth.

I have that effect on women sometimes!




Chapter Five

Finally she stopped
when the little left-over orgasms seemed to fade from me and I was
left still and most likely asleep. Through my slitted eyelids I saw
her carefully sit back so as to not wake me, and simply gazed down
upon the sight of my completely satisfied body.

Undeterred by my napping, Jennifer turned me
and squatted over me and I knew what I had to do. I gave her the
best sucking, tongue fucking and licking and kissing and probing I
have ever given and I took her big ass and pulled her tighter down
on my gasping mouth as I swallowed all that she gave me which was
so much and so wet that I suspected she had even peed in my
mouth.

“At the end of it all we kissed with tongues
for ages and then she glanced at her bedside clock and said
briskly, "Eleven P.M. sugar. Time I turned in." .

I said, "I'm not staying then?"

She laughed and said, "No this is it, Amy,
just the once. You're too easy, baby, no challenge. I knew you were
mine the moment I saw you. So did the other two. They knew you
would be mine. We can be friends if you like, it might be fun. We
live close by each other. Jane and Linda are my friends and I took
them one by one like this, months ago, one-nighters. I introduced
them to each other later."

I was so drained and fucked out, to be
honest, that I didn't care that much. Not at that moment. I was
resentful, though. I guess. She watched me get dressed and said,
"don't be hurt, honey. You were lovely. You ARE lovely. But I do
need a challenge. It's the way I am. Tell you what - we can make a
challenge. I bet you that whenever I want you in the future all I
will have to do is come into your library and walk up to your desk
and say, "Drop your work and come home with me this very minute and
l will have you in an orgasmic fit in half an hour and you will
come."

"Fuck you!" I said.

I went downstairs and she caught up with me
at the door and said, "I am sorry, Amy, but I can't help it. The
first rooms I had when I left college were in a quiet road in
Wimbledon and the landlady was an attractive upper middle class
divorcee, around 40, mother of two boys, twins of twelve. I had a
young girl visitor one night that made a great deal of delighted
noise when I sucked and fingered and fisted her. The next morning
Daphne, the landlady, knocked on my door after the girl had gone
and said she was giving me notice to leave.”

"Why?" I asked.

"It's disgusting, vile," she said, "and I
have two young children here."

"I felt this surge of excitement because I
knew what I was going to do. I had her moaning and melting in my
arms in the lobby in ten minutes and in bed with me in twenty and
she was the wildest lover I ever had and she was so racked with
guilt and shame afterwards that I kept the affair going for six
months. Now that WAS a challenge! She cried and cried the day I
left.

"One day, Amy, I will just walk into the
library and you will follow me out and come and have what you want
so badly."

One final kiss and the door shut with me in
the street. I slept well though! Up early and I am going off to
Cardiff to see my parents on Friday for a week's holiday. Life
seems to be either totally tame or a bit too overwhelming. Home
will be good.

I am sore today but still feel the same
excitement about all this. Ms. Farmer can one day spank me with a
wet open hand like Jennifer did. It was SO good! I SHALL miss
her!

This time last week I was looking at the
ceiling and sighing because life was so dull. Now it seems to have
transformed for me. I am going to have Jane before Friday, invite
her round and give her a sound spanking. I think she is like me.
And I owe her one in revenge for bloody Jennifer!

END
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