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		Chapter One

		

	
		Monica was a wanton eighteen year old and her mother Prudence and father Robert were at odds ends about what to do with her. She had been hard to handle from the time she was a child but when she became a teenager she became impossible to deal with.

		Monica and Prudence looked almost like sisters. Both were about 5’7”, 130lbs. Ample breasts, shapely bottoms. While Prudence had green eyes and red hair, Monica had blue eyes and auburn hair. Both knew they were hot. Both were spoiled and entitled bitches. Robert knew he had to do something. He needed someone to assume control over his out of control family.

		Robert worked for a large Kentucky Horse Breeder that required him to spend a lot of time traveling to other countries. As a result he was not home to help discipline his daughter. Prudence on the other hand was not a strong willed woman. She was the kind of woman that could not even make up her own mind about what clothes to buy. She needed the help of friends that she trusted to select her wardrobe. Her husband even hired an accountant to pay the household bills and watch how much was being spent by his family on discretionary expenses like clothes and entertainment.

		After a lot of family arguments her father decided he needed to hire a strong willed governess to bring Monica back under control and take charge of the household. He interviewed a large number of prospects and in the end he relied on the reference from a man he met from Portugal. That man had recommended a woman he had hired to discipline his own family. He was assured that she spoke impeccable English.

		When he met the woman he was impressed by her physical appearance. Her name was Kira and she was a rather tall and full figured woman. She was not fat but she was thick limbed. He was no expert in women's dress sizes but he guessed she was a size 14. She dressed conservatively and he liked her looks. He thought she looked like a heavier Kim Kardashian. She had dark skin and long raven hair with big cow like brown eyes.

		When he hired her he assured her that she would have complete control of the household. She was to discipline his daughter and keep his wife from buying every useless item salesmen tried to sell her.

		He made arrangements for her visa and brought her back to the States with him. His company operated out of Lexington, Kentucky so the climate would not be too cool for Kira. The dress there is more casual to accommodate the hot summers.

		When her father introduced Kira to his wife (Prudence) and Monica there was resentment from both of them. Prudence didn't like the idea that a stranger would have complete control of all of her credit cards and Monica could not believe that her father was putting a servant in charge of her. She voiced her objection loud and clear. Her father told her she would have to learn to live with it. Kira had complete authority to discipline her anyway she felt necessary. Monica sulked the rest of the time he was home.

		As soon as her father left the house for work Monica tried to rebel. In terms that a Kentuckian would understand she tried to jump the tracks. Kira acted swiftly. The first rude remark out of her mouth was answered with a slap to the cheek the left a red hand print on the side of her face. The first night she came home late from a date she was dragged across Kira's lap kicking and screaming. Kira pulled her panties down and exposed her white butt in front of her mother and she spanked her until her butt was flaming red and she was sobbing uncontrollably. She promised that she would never do that again but Kira assured her that she wouldn't because she was grounded until she showed some respect for authority and then she would only be allowed to date if she had a chaperone with her.

		Monica objected to that with a flurry of obscenities. Kira not only slapped her face again she grabbed her by a handful of auburn hair and dragged her to the bathroom where she stuck a bar of soap into her mouth and did not take it out until Monica swallowed enough soap to make her vomit.

		Prudence had followed them to the bathroom and meekly objected to the treatment of her daughter. One nasty look form Kira shut her up and she left with her tail between her legs.

		Kira held Monica's head deep into the toilet while she emptied her stomach. She was sweating by the time she was allowed to pull her head out of the bowl.

		Kira informed her that her language would improve or she would spend a lot of time with her head in the toilet. Any misbehavior would result in a spanking that would drive home the errors of her ways. When Prudence tried to object Kira looked at her and said, ”I can spank you just as well.”

		With that Prudence closed her mouth right away.

		Everything went fine for a couple of days. However Kira knew it was just a matter of time before Monica would jump the tracks again. She had her own agenda. The governess very much enjoyed dominating other women. In her own room she had some erotic items hidden away. When she had the house to herself she liked to retire to her room and put on items that turned her on. She liked to strip off her conservative clothes and admire her naked body in the full length mirror.

		She thought that she had been born a couple of centuries too late. Her figure looked like a Rubin's painting. She had wide hips and thick thighs, large 38-DD breasts, and heavy arms. She would let her hair down. Normally she had it up in a bun to keep her hair off of her neck. In the privacy of her room she let it down and the she would dig out a merry widow corset.

		She had a hook attached to a wall so that she could hook the laces of the corset and pull away from the wall making the corset tight enough to take her breath away. Her voluptuous breasts were pushed up and looked even larger. The large brown areolas were as big around as doorknobs and the nipples looked like the locking buttons.

		Then she would sit on the bed and put on her black nylons and attach them to the garter straps on the bottom of the merry widow. She would put on black pumps with six inch heels that forced her to stand on the balls of her feet. She loved the look it created in the mirror.

		She would light up her vape and hold it in her hand and take a long drag on it and blow smoke rings as she admired her look. She would get so turned on that she would spread her legs to shoulder width and stroke her black pubic hair with her fingers until her vagina would be soaking wet. Then she would rub the juice all over her pubic area. She would rub her clitoris until she would pant and gasp through an orgasm that left her breathless. Sometimes one climax was not enough. Then she would look for an object to penetrate her vagina for another round of masturbation.

		She did not plan on keeping her fetish a secret from either Prudence or Monica. At some point they would both violate her rules and then she would enjoy introducing them to the madam of the house.

		It was only a matter of time before Prudence took it upon herself to open a charge account at a fashionable boutique down town. She told herself that it was not fair that a servant had all of her charge cards. She deserved her own plastic.

		When the first bill came in Kira confronted her and when Prudence cowered in her presence she admitted that she had opened the account and bought some items. Kira flew off the handle and demanded to know how she had run up a fifteen hundred dollar bill so quickly.

		Prudence tried to say she didn't have to answer to a servant but a big meaty hand flew out and slapped her face with an ear shattering crack. Kira grabbed her by the hair and dragged her to her room.

		She stripped all of Prudence's clothes off and forced her over the padded stool in front of her dressing table. She used old nylons to tie her hand and feet to the legs of the stool. The woman could struggle all she wanted she could do nothing to get away.

		Prudence watched in frightened amazement as Kira undressed. She wanted to object to the way she was being treated but at the same time she was fascinated by the beauty of this woman. When Kira put on her merry widow and drew the laces up tightly so that her waist was at least four inches smaller than it really was it flared out her hips even wider. The breasts were hypnotizing to Prudence. When the woman lifted her arms to let down her hair she could not believe how seductive her oppressor was.

		Prudence realized fleeing was not an option at this point; nor was struggling it is far too late for either. Long-suppressed sexual desire was a live flame in the wife and mother's flesh, and she gave herself over to it. She had experienced sex with a woman before, many years ago, and what she was feeling now was very similar to what she experienced then.

		"Get on your hand and knees" the black-haired domme ordered in a husky, yet clearly feminine voice.

		As Prudence obeyed, Kira admired her lusciously-curved physique in its tantalizing nudity. Her big tits hung beneath her like over-ripe melons, and her smooth, arched back tapered down and into flaring, womanly hips and a large, round, fleshy (but firm) ass. Those round, deeply-clefted globes were framed invitingly by the dimples indenting the milky flesh.

		Kira’s fingers dug into Prudence’s deep, smelly ass-crack and peeled the butt cheeks apart like a ripe peach, revealing her captive's pink, crinkled rosebud and lightly-furred, dripping cunt. Kira leaned forward, her long tongue extended, and lapped greedily at the wrinkled eyelet, emitting a throaty chuckle when the buxom redhead gasped "Oooo; that's so DISGUSTING! What kind of governess are you?"

		No one, especially not her husband, had ever done that to her. She was no stranger to anal sex, her husband frequently stuck a finger in there when he gave her head, but to actually lick her there! The domme's tongue was like a slithering snake, probing and lapping, teasing the center of her stimulated pucker until it opened slightly, just a bit. Prudence reached between her own legs and played with her drooling cunt while the oral worship of her most private orifice continued.

		The purpose wasn't to pleasure Prudence as much as it was to facilitate the next step in the horny governess's plan...while continuing to work on the weakening center of her anal pucker, she used one hand to grasp the huge black strap on penis she had strapped around her middle and pulled on a condom.. With a last, loving lick, Prudence's captor stopped sucking her asshole and relaxed her grip on her spread-apart buttocks.

		"I think you're nice and ready for my cock, now, bitch" Kira whispered in the panting, squirming mother's ear. "You better be, `cause I love fucking big-titty bitches like you in the ass"

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Prudence's guts chilled when she heard this. Her husband's 7" and this foot-long whopper were two very different things: this monstrosity would tear her apart! Her musings were interrupted by the large, Vaseline-coated tip of the dildo pressing insistently at her back-door. Kira pushed forward, slowly but insistently. The pain was almost unbearable as her tight, puckered opening stretched and stretched and stretched.

		Then, just as she was convinced her asshole was about to rip, the rim of her over-taxed muscle snapped over the fat, helmet-shaped cock-head, sending a harsh, ringing stab of pain rocketing through her bowels. Her shriek of pain came from deep within, a primal growl that resounded off the walls of the spacious bedroom.

		After the briefest pause, the thick invader continued its wicked path into the depths of her squirming bowels, taking her breath away. The pain was very bad; not as bad as childbirth, but a definite `9.99' on a scale of `10'.

		"It's s-s-so bb-Big!!" she groaned, hanging her head as another couple of inches gained ground in her already over-packed shit chute.

		The dominating woman slid her hands up and under the pain-wracked housewife and cupped the heavy, warm globes of her naked breasts in each hand, kneading them and teasing the blunt, rubbery nipples with her fingers before withdrawing almost all the way out before driving forward, causing another "yip" of discomfort from the beleaguered redhead.

		This action was repeated, over and over, until the horrible pain began to fade, replaced by a pleasurable, itching sensation.

		Confusion, fear, and lust, battled for supremacy in Prudence's mind. Lord, forgive me, she prayed silently, as the overwhelming sensations of the forced backdoor rutting fueled her need.

		She thought she’d go mad from the constant "change-of-pace" of the big black haired woman's relentless sodomy: hard, fast pounding, merging into three-quarters speed, then right back to knee-buckling, teeth- jarring thrusts.

		The copious, thick evidence of Prudence’s orgasmic spend coated the insides of her thighs and pattered onto the bedroom rug. This was not the domme-woman's first foray into lesbian rough sex; it was planned, as she'd done a thorough job of learning about her two wards before-hand.

		A skilled in martial arts and hand-to-hand combatant, and in previous employment had allowed a husband watch when he had arrived home unexpectedly at least twice. Making him comfortable and allowing him to watch her butt-fuck this wife to screaming orgasms was just icing on the cake.

		***

		Kira finished plowing Prudence’s ass hole, and promptly produced a leather strap that was folded with a wrist thong attached to the handle. She looped the strap around her wrist and grabbed the handle and slapped the palm of her hand producing a loud crack.

		Prudence cowered as she knew Kira was not finished teaching her a lesson. She was about to be spanked by this dark haired Amazon of a woman. When she started spanking Prudence the folded leather had an extra pop that sounded even louder that it really was. Prudence pleaded that she would never disobey her again but Kira was enjoying the feeling of disciplining a woman again. She spanked the whimpering woman's pink bottom until she drew blood. There were strips across her butt and when she turned her wrist the edge of the strap cut into her flesh.

		To further prove her domination of this woman she forced her to lie on her back. Then she straddled her head and lowered her black pubic patch down to Prudence's face and forced her to open her mouth and lick her cunt as she twisting her nipples. When she didn't lick hard enough to suit her Kira slapped her pubis with the strap.

		Prudence was choking as much from crying as from being smothered by this open wet pussy.

		Kira told her, "You will never go shopping again without asking me and you will be my pussy slave from now on".

		To accent her point she sat on her face until Prudence could not breathe. She ground her butt into her face until Prudence gave up.

		When Prudence agreed to do anything she asked of her Kira fired up her Vape in satisfaction with herself and sat on Prudence's stomach facing her and pressed her crotch against Prudence's breasts so that she was smashing them between her legs.

		Then she reached behind herself and used the handle on her strap to masturbate her until Prudence climaxed. She had not attained such high state of sexual arousal like that in years and she sobbed and whimpered in a mixture of shame and pleasure.

		Kira allowed her to get dressed but she did not let her put on underclothes. The bleeding had stopped but lymph was leaking and the back of her dress was wet. She didn't want Monica to know what took place but she would do whatever Kira asked.

		***

		For the next couple of days everything was quiet. Kira would take advantage of Prudence by lifting her dress and forcing Prudence to kneel in front of her and suck her pussy. When no one but she and Prudence were in the house Kira would dress up in her domination costume and make Prudence do things that would humiliate her. She would make her do housework on her knees and stimulate her to work faster with the handle of her strap or a riding crop. Kira was very skilled at disciplining without leaving marks.

		Prudence found that she really enjoyed being made to do some disgusting things. That she could tell herself that she had to do them because she was not in control. She found that getting masturbated by a dominant woman, sucking her pussy and tongue fucking her asshole was not that unpleasant. She actually enjoyed doing it but she could never admit it to herself. She had to be forced so she could tell herself that it was not her fault.

		***

		Prudence, now trained, Kira was certain, it was only a matter of time before Monica would run afoul of her rules. It happened one Friday night she went to a party without asking Kira. She came home in the early hours of Saturday morning. The sky was already turning from black to the morning blue just before the horizon turned red and the yellow sun came up.

		Kira didn't have to wait up to know when she got home. She wore a simple silk diaphanous robe, and her garter-belt and nylons as she rested and awaited the arrival of the disobedient child. Monica was drunk enough to stumble around. She thought she was quiet but even her giggles were enough to wake the dead as she staggered towards her bedroom.

		When Kira opened the bedroom door Monica turned too quickly and fell backwards onto her bed. She cowered in the presence of the larger woman. But she made one last attempt to take charge by bluffing.

		"I don't take orders from a bitch in a corset." Then tried to kick her between the legs.

		Kira used her arm to deflect the kick and sent her sprawling on the floor. She found Kira's nearly see through robe with her massive breasts spilling out to be very erotic. Even in her drunken state she managed to take in the pushed up breasts that seemed larger than her head.

		She made note of how wide her hips were. She could see the garter-belt holding up her nylons and the dark inverted triangle at her crotch through the sheer robe. She cowered at the authoritarian presence Kira portrayed as she slapped the palm of her hand with her leather strap.

		Monica's lipstick was smudged and her blouse was not buttoned properly given testimony to more than a little sexual play at the party. Kira grabbed the miss-buttoned blouse and ripped it from her body. "I see you have been behaving like a trollop at a party you did not have permission to attend."

		Monica tried to cling to her tattered remnants but was no match for the dark haired woman. Kira screamed, "Take off the rest your clothes or I will rip them off of myself!"

		Monica started crying and as tears streaked her cheeks with her mascara she began undressing. When she was down to nothing but a scandalous thong Kira took a look at it and ripped it from her body leaving her even more naked than before.

		Kira pushed her towards Monica's dressing table and spun her around and forced her face down over the dressing bench.

		Kira debated where she should stand. She figured that standing next to the girl's left side would give her the best position for her right handed swing to have its best effect on the girl's ass. The first blow was calculated to cut the deepest into Monica's butt and cut her the most. The cry that came from Monica's mouth and the welts that stripped her buttocks told Kira that she did what she meant to do. She laid welt after welt across the girl's behind until the poor thing had no strength to protest further.

		Kira even thought about rubbing salt into the fresh cuts on her butt but simply asked Monica, "Do you think you are ever going to go out without permission from me again or ever allow boys to take advantage of you while you are drunk"

		Monica was sobbing as she begged forgiveness. Kira let go of her wrists and Monica reached behind to rub her inflamed butt. One touch sent a throb of fresh pain.

		Kira told her to go shower and come back so that she could inspect her butt. Monica did as she was told and dried herself gingerly. When she returned to her bedroom she found Kira standing in front of her.

		The spanking had turned on Kira so much that she needed relief. She stood there in front of Monica. Thoughts of thrusting her vulva into the teen's mouth ran through her head. In response to the thoughts, she just grabbed Monica by the hand and forced her to sit on the dressing bench in front of her. Then she stepped in front of her and grabbed a handful of hair and thrust her vulva into her mouth. She forced Monica to suck her pussy until she was nearly satisfied.

		Kira decided to test just how much under control her young bitch was: she strapped on the menacingly black rubber organ she had subdued Prudence with, in a slow leisurely pace, she finally moved in such a way as to face her panting, open-mouthed victim. Thrusting her pelvis forward, she pushed her obviously still soiled from its last use, glistening prick into Monica's mascara-streaked face.

		"Suck it, slut" she demanded, her voice cold and full of menace.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Monica recoiled, horrified by the notion of taking the filthy rubber organ into her mouth. A hard backhand was sufficient to change her mind. Gagging at the smell, she could do nothing but open her mouth and accept the greasy staff .

		The taste was repulsive, but she was able to keep from throwing-up when she heard the following: "If you throw up, bitch, I'll kill you and ass-fuck your corpse"

		Satisfied that her cock is sufficiently cleaned, the black haired woman returned Monica to a better position. A position where Monica's pooper was gaping openly between her splayed buttocks; the other woman admired her handy work for a few seconds before burying her strap-on deep in her ass.

		The speed of her thrusts increased until the large fake ball-sack beneath the rampaging pseudo-dick was banging insistently against Monica's wet, open-lipped gash: the contact against her clit, combined with the solid, deep, non-stop buggery was enough to send the lusciously-built teenager screeching into her first orgasm. Her sodomizer wasn't there yet; the little clit stimulator, built into the base of the strap-on, was doing a fine job of taking her closer and closer to her own climax.

		Monica's rectum was so loose now that her bugger was able to "bottom-out" with each deep, pounding, punishing thrust. The hapless teen opened her mouth and screamed something she never imagined possible.

		"Oh, my God! Fuck my ass! I love how you're fucking my ass! Don't Stop, never stop!"

		"You got it, baby", the bigger woman replied.

		Never missing a stroke, she changed from a kneeling to a crouching position, and grabbing a meaty hip in each hand, delivered a butt-fucking so savage that the whimpering daughter was soon pleading for mercy.

		Lubrication and ass-juice bunched around the base of her cock and dripped onto the floor as the incredible force of the sodomy forced them out of her squealing victim's savaged anal cavity.

		Raw animal lust claimed both women as the they drove toward their final destination. The stink of anal sex permeated the room. The loud slapping and lewd, liquid sounds as the shit-stained rubber monster continued its relentless path into the depths of Monica's bowels punctuated the animalistic rutting.

		Monica gave a final, raw-throated howl and blacked-out after her dominant house keeper squeezed her fake ball sack, shooting a hot, gooey wad of "cum" into the teen's battered back-door.

		After she had climaxed she told Monica to get the shaving kit so she could shave the little bitch.

		Monica rushed to the bathroom and came back with a pan of warm water, a towel, and the safety razor. Kira spread Monica's legs and moistened her crotch with the warm water. Then she applied a shaving cream to the pubic area and shaved the girl as clean as the day she was born before drying her off.

		Kira told her, "There is only room enough for one alpha female in this house. From now on the you and Prudence will be waxed by me. My black haired pussy will be the only hair allowed in the house. To reinforce her dominance over her she sent Monica to get her Vape. When Monica returned Kira threw her on the bed and began sitting on Monica's head as she lit up her vape enjoyed making the teenager suck her cunt.

		***

		Kira descended the stairs into the basement. She looked around appreciatively. She had used her own money to complete the renovation. The walls had every kind of punishment device imaginable. Whips, crops, belts, ropes, handcuffs, you name it. She was terribly pleased in the way the teenager was beginning to submit to her will. Kira knew she has really accomplished something with this girl.

		Kira slowly walked around the room, trailing her fingers along some of the torture racks set up. She admired the X-frame, the various chains, and bracelets hanging from the ceiling, and below them ankle cuffs. As she finished her circuit of the room, her eyes fell on the various things on the wall beside the pony.

		She softly purred, “Oh this is going to be perfect.”

		She reached out softly rubbing her hand along the pony. Admiring its V shape with a softly rounded top. Oh yes she purred again, looking at Monica, this will do just fine. Monica looked at her governess, her lips suddenly going dry. She did not like the look in governess Kira's eyes. They seemed crueler somehow, and almost had a reddish glow.

		Governess Kira walked back to her slave, slowly circling her, one finger tracing a line around her at chest level.

		“Oh yes, we are going to have so much fun Monica.” Standing behind her slave, governess Kira reached out and yanked Monica's tube top down to her waist.

		Then, raising her slut's hands over her head, governess Kira attached the overhead cuffs. Giving a good pull she made sure Monica was firmly attached and unable to escape. governess Kira pulled on the chains raising Monica up and totally off her feet. Walking around behind her, she quickly stripped the rest of the whore's clothes off, leaving her hanging completely by her arms, naked and defenseless.

		Governess Kira bent down and shackled her slave's ankles to the floor cuffs. Monica was now completely suspended from the ceiling by her wrists, and the floor cuffs made sure she could barely move. governess Kira slapped her slaves ass in an affectionate manner, then walking around in front of her, leaned over to suck one of her nipples into her mouth.

		Looking down in astonishment at the gentleness Monica was totally confused. She grew more confused as her governess began to gently rub her mound, delicately tracing a path up and down her slit. When governess Kira got to her knees and began to make tender love with her mouth, Monica got even more nervous. After a few more moments, Monica was racked by a pleasant orgasm, and when her governess looked up from between her legs and smiled innocently, Monica finally understood.

		Seeing the dawning comprehension in her slave's eyes, Kira smiled, then burst out laughing.

		“Oh yes my precious slave, today is the day. Today I am going to do my best to finally break you. And I will break you my precious.”

		Laughing, governess Kira turned to the wall, pulling down a belt. “And I will start slow and work you over until you are crying and screaming, then I will continue some more.”

		As she felt the first sting of the belt across her ass, Monica realized her governess was totally serious, and fully capable of breaking her, and she whimpered.

		***

		Monica knew how much punishment she could take, but the look in her governess’ eyes scared her. She let out the usual grunts expected from a slave being whipped by a belt, but her mind kept returning to the look in her governess’ eyes. Slowly she felt her ass begin to warm. the pain before the pleasure. Was it a whipping she was going to get from Kira?

		Kira totally ignored her, and went over to a Keurig coffee maker, sat down, and began to brew a coffee. Monica looked on in dismay. If her governess was going to treat her as nothing more than a job, oh shit. Monica shivered. Looking around, Monica realized just how much torment she might be subjected to and cried. Totally inside, not daring to show weakness.

		As her governess slowly looked her over, Monica realized a very simple fact. Her governess would not stop until she, Monica, was completely broken. Dreading the pain coming, but willing herself to stand firm, Monica readied herself for pain, for major torture. But she knew, she knew if she could just hold out. Quivering, Monica readied herself.

		The governess’ surprisingly soft female palms cupped Monica's breasts from behind. They were heavy and hot and her nipples are achingly stiff. Her cruel mistress thumbed the dark brown, rubbery nubbins gently, and the voluptuous teen squirmed and panted, already getting hot. Her part-time house keeper squeezed and fondled her melon size, bra-less jugs through her thin bodice even as a familiar stiffness stabs into the desperate teen's soft, girlish behind.

		"Down on your knees, bitch. I'm gonna fuck you right here"

		Without a second of hesitation Monica went to her knees, displaying her mouth-watering bottom as she positioned herself on hands and knees. When she went to the bath room earlier, she removed her panties, as she has been expecting this threatened encounter all day.

		The black-haired governess dropped to her knees behind Monica. Spreading her buttocks open with both hands, she placed the fat tip of her cock-head against the entrance to the former Girl Scout’s anus. Monica bit her lips and tensed a bit, willing herself to relax and opened herself to the invasion.

		The pressure was relentless as the woman behind her pushed her hips forward, then the girl's sphincter yielded and opened up. A second, more insistent flexing of the "attacker's" hips, and the thick rectum-wrecker plowed into Monica's defenseless rectum.

		"Ahhgawwd!!" The breath rushed from Monica's throat.

		Her head snapped up and her gorgeous face twisted in a grimace of pain as the monster slab of latex began its slow, unrelenting journey into her entrails. The auburn-haired girl's asshole convulsed uncontrollably around the solid rubber stalk. A sobbing gasp escaped Monica as the other woman's hips came to rest, mercifully, against the splayed cheeks of her pillowy ass.

		The redhead's fingers darted into the drooling slit between her own legs, as her governess began to fuck her harder. The other woman's rough butt-fucking was awakening Monica's "inner slut". She now loved the sensation of having her asshole filled to bursting. Her orgasm began to build as her talented "attacker" rammed her butt harder still; her elegant, red-tipped fingers took her own clit between them and twisted it in time to the steady strokes.

		The incredible pleasure was almost too much for the girl. A resounding slap to her right butt-cheek set Monica off, it felt as if monster fireworks were sizzling and crackling through the core of her being. The other woman's strong fingers tighten about the voluptuous beauty's hips and she continued her anal assault, even as Monica was wracked with secondary explosions. The ecstasy of the spending was almost too much for Monica to bear.

		Her female lover rocked faster and faster, deep, and hard in her wide-open anal orifice. Monica gasped and moaned, thrashed, and tossed her head about as she was royally, thoroughly, inexorably bottom-fucked like the bitch in heat that she was.

		At last, the dildo-strapped "governess " had had enough as well; the shaft of the shorter end of the double dong, tucked securely inside her own cunt, had rubbed, and butted against the stem of her clit the whole time she was sodomising Monica, and the constant friction served to ignite an explosion of her own.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		After both women rested, Kira just walked around her slave with cruel intentions. This time a belt lashing out, striking her ass, her ribs, tits, and a few times an especially hard lash between her legs. Monica could see a small smile on her governess’ face each time she jumped. Kira would stop for a minute to grab her by the hair, almost yanking it out to force her head to the side so she could kiss her. Then she would stand back, and whip her tits especially hard, carefully making sure to strike her nipples each time.

		After another 10 minutes of this Monica's body was turning a delightful red all over, from her shoulders down to her ankles. Not one spot had been left alone. Kira noticed Monica was hanging a bit limp, so she took her down for a short rest. Kira went and sat at the table, pouring herself another coffee, and looking at her slave lying on the floor. Kira listened to the slow gasps as Monica recovered and smiled once more.

		Feeling the effects of the coffee, Kira went over to Monica, and started kicking her in the butt until she was on her back. Then just saying the one word needed, "toilet", Kira stripped completely, squatted over her slaves mouth, and began pissing. When her bladder was once again empty, she waited for Monica to finish cleaning her pussy of any leftover piss and stood up.

		Get Up Kira ordered, and kicked Monica in the butt again. Kira went over to the table, turned around looking at the various hanging bracelets and frames scattered around the room. Choosing a simple table with appropriate shackles, she ordered Monica onto it face down and secured her firmly in place.

		Taking up a nice light effective whip, Kira began to strike Monica's ass. She set up a nice regular rhythm and made each stoke a bit harder than the last one. Soon Monica was squirming, so Kira just flogged her ass even harder with the whip. While whipping Monica's ass, Kira could feel herself getting wet watching how she turned Monica's ass from white to red in moments. Kira stopped for a moment to catch her breath, then changed whips to a heavier more painful one.

		Raising her arm, Kira let her hardest blow go, the whip cracking into Monica's bruised ass making a sound like a pistol shot. Monica yelped which excited Kira so much she began flogging Monica all the more, moving from her ass, down her legs, and across her back. With each strike Monica would yelp, and the yelping seemed to never stop, Kira was whipping her so fast and hard.

		Kira slowed the strokes when she noticed Monica was beet red from her back to her ass. Nothing too severe of course, Kira knew what she was doing. She walked to the front of the table, grabbed Monica's hair, and yanked her up for another deep kiss, then licked her face clean of the tears. Still holding her up by the hair, Kira spat in her face, then slammed her back down onto the table.

		Walking around the table slowly running her hand over Monica's slutty body, Kira paused by Monica's ass. Looking happily at her work so far, Kira was pleased. Monica's body looked like a map, red lines criss-crossed her from her neck down to her ankles, and she was still crying. Kira laughed again as another idea occurred to her. Can't have my slave getting an infection she said and went to the other table fetching a bowl and washcloth.

		Making sure the washcloth was nice and wet, then looking carefully at Monica's face, noticing the look of thanks on her face, Kira started to wipe Monica's ass. Monica jumped as high as she could, the loudest yelp yet breaking from her lips. Kira just kept washing her, her ass, legs and finally her back.

		When she was done, she stood in front of Monica's face until her fussing finally stopped, her body still racked by her sobbing, tears running like a small river down her face. Kira just waited until even the sobbing stopped a few minutes later. Gently placing her hand under Monica's jaw, and raising her face so she would be able to see Monica's reaction, Kira quietly explained. I used pure vinegar to wash your wounds. It will clean them completely, and I really wanted to find out how loud you can yelp, it was quite nice.

		Monica's eyes grew as large as they possibly could, and then some. She realized that this woman really could be so cruel there really was no word for it except sadist. Then comprehension hit her again. She realized this was nothing compared to whatever Kira had planned next. Monica started to cry as she realized that she would break eventually. She was just thankful it was her governess Kira that was doing the breaking and break her she would.

		***

		Kira untied Monica and led her to the small table where she had been enjoying her coffee. Kira calmly made Monica a coffee. As she held the cup out to her slave, Kira was very pleased indeed. Monica's arm barely shook as she accepted the gift from her governess. Both of them sitting there, calmly appraising each other, and totally reveling in the shared experience. Each giving the other what was so desperately wanted, desired, and needed.

		Kira lit her vape and offered a toke to her slut. Monica calmly took one, not daring to meet her governess's eyes, lest it cause another immediate punishment.

		“You have done quite well so far Monica.” Kira exclaimed while calmly blowing smoke into Monica's face.

		“Thank you governess Kira.” Monica said as she too sipped slowly on her hot coffee.

		Both women just sat there enjoying the moment. So seldom does it ever occur that a governess may find a slave worthy of her, or a slave find a governess worthy of her either. Both just sat there enjoying the moment. Calmly finishing their cigarettes and coffee's.

		Kira drained the last of her coffee, shut her vape, and then raised her feet onto the chair looking at Monica.

		“Toilet?” Kira said.

		Monica immediately dropped to her knees in front of Kira, quickly fastening her mouth over Kira's pussy waiting for the golden champagne she so loved to drink from her governess.

		Kira reached down caressing her slave's hair. God Kira thought, I am so lucky with this bitch. Easy to train, eager to please, a definite keeper she thought just as her bladder finally let loose. Kira thrust her hips slightly forward to allow her Monica easier access, then just relaxed letting it all flow, listening to the gentle gurgle coming from between her legs. Once she was done with her toilet, and her toilet had finished cleaning her completely, Kira stood.

		“This has been enough time for you to relax and recover slave. Now, look over there, I need you to go and fasten yourself to the new equipment.”

		Monica looked where her governess pointed but could not understand what was so new about it. It was just a sort of familiar box frame with shackles attached for her wrists and ankles.

		She was used to the X frame, and sure this was a little different, but she was still confused. But her governess had told her to, so she went over and began fastening herself down.

		***

		Monica went and fastened herself down as best as she could. Now obviously she could never do all of her straps, but like Kira cared? Monica was on a box frame. Very old fashioned, a simple square frame. But Kira liked its simplicity for this reason. She had made very minor changes to it. After fastening the final strap locking the whore Monica in place, Kira was glad to show off.

		“This is, (looking directly at Monica),so simple. I do NOT say it will bring out the best in you slut, I am saying though that it is the best for all around spanking and whipping. When you first looked, it did look like a square. But when you looked closer you saw the hinges. Small hinges that would allow me to bend you nearly any way I want to.”

		Walking over, Kira fastened the last cuff, making sure Monica was firmly tightened down. Kira just walked around, slowly circling her slave, enjoying the moment.

		Going back to her table, Kira picked up a riding crop, and strode back to Monica. Kira smiled then struck Monica across the face with the crop leaving a bright red welt across her cheek. As tears rolled down the slut's face, Kira began to whip her boobs with the riding crop.

		Smashing her nipples with the crop brought a delightful yelp from her slave's throat exciting Kira even more and causing her to redouble her tit whipping. After a few minutes, Monica's boobs were a bright red, bruises forming, and a little bit of blood trickled from one boob. They were completely marked by her governess’ lashings. Kira stopped to admire her work, then leaned over and licked up the small amount of blood.

		Putting the crop down for a moment, Kira leaned into Monica and licked the tears off her face. Digging her fingers into Monica's boobs, Kira stepped back pulling the slaves boobs out as far as they would go.

		Monica just whimpered.

		Kira leaned forward again and bit down hard on one nipple, her right hand going between her slave's legs to rub her mound. Kira slid two fingers into her slave's moist pussy and began finger fucking her.

		Kneeling down, she began to suck on Monica's clit, her fingers pumping in and out of the slut's pussy. Monica began moaning louder and louder, her juices wetting her governess’ face and hand, then she let out a yelp as she came. Then she let out a shriek as she felt her governess bit down hard on her outer labia.

		Kira stood and rubbed her wet face against the whore's lips. Kissing her softly on the lips Kira whispered to her. “You are doing splendidly; I am very proud of you.”

		Monica's eyes brimmed with tears of happiness as she gazed back into her loving governess’ eyes. Kira picked up the crop and began rubbing it between Monica's legs. Soon Monica was cumming again, her juices soaking the riding crop in her governess’ hand. Kira raised the crop to her face and licked some of the slave juice, then pressed it to Monica's face and watched her lick it totally clean of her juices.

		Kira stepped back and went behind Monica. Raising her arm she began raining hard blows on Monica's back. Striking her across her shoulder blades, and down to her ass and back up. Kira kept up her beating until Monica started to go a bit limp, but Kira did not stop.

		Her slut was still moaning so nicely; and Kira felt herself getting wet as nice large bruises formed on Monica's back. Some of her blows were harder than she realized as some of the welts were an ugly shade of red. Her arm finally grew tired, so Kira stepped to Monica's front, pulling one of her nipples out as far as it would go, she kissed Monica, then headed back to her table to sit for a while.

		Sitting down, catching her breath she admired her handiwork. Monica was standing again, her face had a bright red welt across it, and below her neck it was a mass of welts and bruises. Kira just loved the way Monica looked at her waiting, she knew there would be more punishment shortly.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Finally getting her breath back, Kira took another sip of coffee and looked at her beautiful slave Monica. Still tightly bound to the box frame, she seemed to have recovered nicely and her eyes were glowing with pained pleasure and lust. Kira was very pleased with her slaves reaction and couldn't wait to get started in on her again.

		Standing Kira headed over to the table and grabbed a different whip. This one had long slender horse hair attached to the handle. Just perfect for breaking skin lightly, and of course pain. Kira startled Monica as she grabbed the side of the frame and tilted it backwards.

		Monica obviously did not notice the changes her governess had made to it. Tilting it back until Monica was upside down, Kira stepped back and enjoyed the moment. Her slave totally helpless before anything her mind could devise to do to her.

		Not able to wait any longer, Kira went around to face Monica's ass, and immediately began whipping her ass with the new whip. Kira could see Monica's ass cheeks clench tightly with the pain. She was obviously surprised this whip could hurt so much.

		Kira kept up a repetitive whipping against her ass, delighting in the sounds of the whip making it swooshing noise as it headed towards Monica, then the final whack as it cracked firmly into her flesh. Soon Monica's butt was even more red than before.

		Partly because of all the small abrasions that now appeared across her butt, and the sweat slowly dripping down her back and onto the floor where Monica could see it. Going back to the table, Kira dipped the horsehairs of the whip into her bowl of vinegar, spreading them around to get fully covered, then headed back and began an even stronger, harsher whipping of the slaves butt.

		At the first strong slash of the whip against her ass, Monica let out a very satisfying yelp. The whip bruising and lightly cutting her flesh, and the vinegar going into the cuts already there.

		Enjoying the new cries and moans, Kira kept up the whipping, only pausing now and then to put fresh vinegar on the whip ends. Soon Monica's moans got a little fainter. She was once again becoming used to the pain, or ready to pass out. Kira didn't really care which, she just wanted to hear some more anguish from her wonderful pussy slave.

		She headed back to the table, and after placing the whip back picked up a candle and lighter and headed back to Monica's ass. By now Monica was crying and sobbing making a puddle on the floor with her tears.

		She was trying to twist in her bonds to see behind her as to what her governess was doing, but all she could see were Kira's feet. Using the small amounts of fresh sweat and pussy juices still leaking from Monica's butt cheeks, Kira lubricated the long thick candle, then inserted the bottom slowly into Monica's ass.

		As she felt it begin to enter her asshole, Monica let out another piercing shriek and began bucking wildly. Kira had carefully chosen a candle that was just a bit wider than the entrance to Monica’s butt.

		Letting the candle pop out, Kira slapped Monica's ass a few times with her right hand as hard as she could. Then, rubbing the candle with the bit of girl goo on her palms from the spanks, Kira gently placed it at the entrance of Monica's butt and just waited.

		Slowly Monica's sobs decreased and stopped. Kira squeezed Monica's cheeks gently and began licking her buttocks, gently nipping her way around each sexy cheek. As she felt Monica slowly relax, Kira suddenly grabbed the candle in both hands and slammed it into Monica's ass driving it into her ass halfway up the candles length.

		Monica's newest yelps of pain were a total delight to Kira's ears. The candle was definitely too wide for Monica, and she felt like she was being ripped wide open. But her governess had guessed the width quite correctly and it stretched her ass too its absolute limit with a bit of stretching but no real damage.

		Waiting for her slave to slowly get accustomed to the candle sticking proudly out of her butt, Kira absent mindedly played with Monica's obviously very aroused pussy. When Monica's cries had finally changed to a mild sobbing, Kira lit the candle, smiling when Monica shuddered at the sound of the lighter sparking to life. Making sure the candle was well lit and went back to her chair and coffee and waited for the next round of pain and pleasure to start. Kira sipped her coffee enjoying the fact that Monica knew she was nowhere near her, and therefore was totally unprepared for any more pain.

		Waiting until she could see wax dripping halfway down the candle, Kira started tapping her fingers on the table. She knew this would make Monica relax just that tiny bit more knowing her governess was still across the room.

		Watching that nice fat bead of wax slowly drip down the candle was also getting Kira extremely aroused, anticipating the screams from her slut when the hot wax settled onto her sensitive shithole. Kira actually shuddered in delight at the thought wetting herself even more.

		***

		Kira sat perfectly still in her chair, her eyes glued to the candle and that fat bead of wax slowly making its inexorable way toward Monica’s beautiful ass. Trying to time it just right, Kira waited until it had mere inches to go to reach Monica, then asked Monica, “How are you feeling.”

		Monica replied, “I am feeling wonderful Mis....Tress.....” Monica shrieked the last part out.

		Kira had managed to get her timing perfect. The hot wax had hit the sensitive area of Monica's ass at the base of the candle just as she was finishing her answer to her governess. Kira clapped in delight, her eyes lighting up with enjoyment as Monica shrieked and began bucking in her bonds.

		As Monica kept writhing in her bonds, Kira noticed new torment headed Monica's way. Sure enough, her gyrations had caused all the hot wax in the top of the candle to overflow and was heading toward Monica’s rump.

		As the small flood of wax hit Monica’s already bruised and battered flesh, she let out several yelps of agony. Kira just leaned back in her chair watching Monica, thoroughly enjoying the look of pain in her eyes and the sounds of her moans and cries.

		Slowly Monica's moans faded and all that could be heard were her constant quiet sobbing. Tears were flowing freely from eyes filled with pain and terror and just a hint of love as she looked at her governess watching her.

		Kira walked over to Monica, noticing Monica's eyes widen with renewed fear. Kira pulled on the candle and it made a squishy popping noise as it came out of Monica's tortured ass. Waiting until Monica's butthole closed almost all the way, Kira blew out the candle, then tilted it over and poured the last of the wax onto Monica's tortured bumhole.

		Quickly stepping back as Monica began yelling and bucking, Kira walked over to the table replacing the candle, and picked up a washcloth. Monica watched the washcloth in her governess’s hand with dread, knowing it must contain vinegar and that new pain would soon course through her racked body.

		Seeing her slave’s bum cheeks clenched tightly, Kira ordered her to relax, and smashed her bum with a paddle. After just a few moments, Monica had relaxed, and Kira applied the washcloth to the wax-coated bum. Monica sighed as she realized the washcloth was only soaked in cool water and felt relief course through her as her governess slowly washed her, cleaning up all the blood.

		Then she felt one quick searing pain that ended almost immediately. It felt like part of her bum had been ripped away. Then in front of her eyes, her governess held the large gob of wax that had just a few seconds ago been a part of her bum.

		Kira went back to washing Monica's bum, cleaning her up as best she could, and providing the soothing relief she knew her slave needed at just that moment. Kneeling in front of her slut, Kira slowly began kissing her. Opening her mouth wider, and sucking on Monica's lip, then darting her tongue inside. Slowly Monica relaxed and began to respond to the kiss.

		Kira laid down on her side and grabbing Monica by the back of the head kept up with the kissing, rolling her head slightly, constantly sucking on Monica's lips and tongue, her kiss becoming more passionate and erotic with every passing second. Monica began to moan slightly which seemed to be a signal because her governess suddenly stood up, and Monica felt the frame being tilted once again.

		In a moment, Monica was facing the ceiling, like she were in bed, and not tied securely to a torture rack.

		Kira went back to Monica's face, her kisses growing almost frantic, her tongue probing deep into the sluts mouth, her teeth gently nipping and pulling on her lips. Kira panted a bit, gently bit Monica's nose then softly kissed each one of her slaves eyes.

		Standing for a moment, Kira went to the table and tossed down a glass of water. Monica could hear her governess sigh again and thought she could even smell the excitement wafting from her governess’ pussy.

		Kira headed back to Monica and just buried her nose deep into her sluts cunt, just breathing in her musky woman scent, her nose quickly soaking in slave juice. Circling her outer then inner lips with the tip of her tongue, gently flicking the clit, Kira pressed in and stabbed her tongue deep inside the slave’s pussy, wringing a groan of pleasure from the tortured slave.

		Within moments Kira's face was splattered with slave cum, and she greedily licked her slaves pussy juices as Monica had another intense shuddering climax. Pausing for a moment to enjoy watching Monica’s contractions, Kira finished lapping her slave’s pussy clean of all cum juices, then stood and began to undo her shackles.

		Once she had Monica fully undone, she helped her to her feet, proud of the way her slave didn't whimper one bit, even though she saw the still intense pain in her every move.

		From that day on Monica became her pussy slave too. Kira would find excuses to punish them. Both Monica and Prudence had their days in the basement. Never together thus not allowing them to watch. They would be dressed only in collars and leash and she forced them to individually perform sexual acts on her and then also be subjected to Kira sitting on a willing face. She did enjoy sitting on one of their faces. She also enjoyed eating the pussy of either her mother or daughter. The house was much more harmonious.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		One day after a rather prolonged session Kira took Monica’s still attached leash in hand, Kira led her out of the basement and over to the couch and sat her down. “Monica,” Kira said, “there is someone who wants to see you.

		Standing in the doorway was Monica’s father Robert, smiling from ear to ear. Prudence's husband and Monica’s father, was thrilled that the household expenses were reduced so much that even after paying Kira's salary he was saving money. Monica's grades improved to the point that she was on the honor rolls every quarter. There were no more letters complaining about her conduct at school. It looked like she was going to be able to go to any college she wanted to go attend.

		Prudence was so pleased that she begged her husband to keep Kira on even after Monica went away to college. Kira was not sure she wanted to stay after Monica was gone. She preferred to have young rebellious girls to discipline.

		Her employer hated to see her go but gave her glowing references when she sought employment with another family in the Lexington area. Her reputation was well established at the private school. People were trying to hire her away from Monica's family all of the time.

		Kira waited until she found a family that had a couple of teenaged girls that needed a tight hand. The mother was a weak willed widow that had no control over her daughters. That was just what Kira was looking for. No males in the house to compete for the alpha position in the household.

		END
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