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I’m a big wuss—not the crybaby kind of wuss; I’m not one of those. But I constantly let people take advantage of me. A teacher in high school once called me a “people pleaser” when I allowed a friend to cheat off me during a Calculus test. My father continually admonished me during my teens and early adulthood because I would let people talk me into things at my own peril. Assertiveness is not one of my attributes. I had and still have an overwhelming urge to make people happy who don’t necessarily have my best interests at heart. I was always afraid of upsetting people if I disagreed with them, and I found it much easier to simply go along. It’s a habit I haven’t shaken.
Amazingly, I graduated high school with honors and got a partial scholarship to an in-state college, majoring in Anatomy and Physiology. Upon graduation, I took a job in a world-renowned health club as a diet and fitness consultant. I was compensated quite nicely, and by my mid-twenties, I was living in a luxury apartment in the suburbs of Des Moines, Iowa. Mostly, I was satisfied and content—or at least I assumed I was.
I’ve always had cursory interest from the opposite sex, and dated a few guys through high school and college. I had a six-month affair with a guy I met in a neighborhood bar and grill that ended a few months ago, but sparks never flew for me. It was just something to do and someone to do it with was all. The sex brought me some pleasure, the pressing of flesh more so than the copulation. Bringing myself to orgasm was not a problem, but I could count on one hand the times a man had made me cum. But I rarely turned down sex—I knew it made my companions happy!
I had a few girlfriends from high school and college I kept in contact with, but mostly I had no one with whom I was especially close. So when my boss called me into his office and told me I was being transferred to Atlanta, I was only temporarily shocked.
My first reaction was fear and trepidation. I’d never been away from Iowa for any length of time, and I had never visited Georgia. In fact, my only trip to the South was at spring break during my junior year of college, when I joined a group of girls and visited Daytona Beach.
“Georgia?” I asked weakly.
“That’s right, Dawn,” Jerry had said. “It’s a great assignment. We already have you set up in a furnished condo in Midtown Atlanta. So…you’ll live rent-free for the first year, and then you will need to find your own place. Plus you’ll get a 12% raise and a $1,000 bonus to make the move.”
He had paused and smiled at me, thinking I’d love the offer. I didn’t. I liked living in Iowa. And while I wasn’t especially close to any one person in regard to friends and lovers, my family lived in and around the Des Moines area. I was hesitant to pull up roots and just mosey off to a region unfamiliar to me and nearly a thousand miles from home.
But I didn’t protest. “Georgia,” I said, trying the word out again to see if it was any more palatable the second time.
Jerry passed a sheaf of papers to me. In a trance, I reached up and took the stack from him and set it in my lap.
“All the information you need is in the packet,” he said, pointing to my lap. “This is a great opportunity, Dawn. Congratulations.”
Jerry seemed genuinely happy for me. He acted like I had won the grand prize at the carnival. I wasn’t so sure.
“What if I don’t want to go?” I muttered.
He laughed. “Of course you want to go, Dawn. This is a great opportunity.”
I nodded. I was very unsettled but I didn’t want a confrontation. I hated confrontations. Jerry stood and smiled. I followed suit and exited his office without further protest.
Arriving home later that evening, I sat down with the packet and read through it. I was to finish the week at the club, and then I had another ten days to arrange my affairs and arrive in Atlanta where my new job would begin after Labor Day. I made some phone calls and got my brother and his roommate to help me clean out my apartment. They were happy to oblige, receiving my sofa and love seat in return for their assistance. Items I couldn’t fit into my car, I placed in storage to sort through later—maybe at Christmas when I’d have an opportunity to return home.
The Thursday before Labor Day, I arrived in HOTLANTA—understanding at least one of the reasons the enormous southern city had earned such a nickname. It was scorching! And the humidity was brutal…like an outdoor sauna. But my new residence was beautiful. The two-bedroom condo on the twelfth floor provided gorgeous views of the city, and I was only two blocks away from the city’s most noteworthy outdoor playground, Piedmont Park. The northern area of downtown Atlanta was like a city in a forest. Lush, green foliage lined the streets, and robust trees peppered the plazas of the numerous high-rise towers. I had never seen a city so green and lovely.
The people were pleasant too. I’d heard it was the city too busy to hate, and that seemed like a nice label applied to nearly six million people. And my experiences justified the southern city’s label—I had yet to encounter a person whom I passed who didn’t smile, nod, or even speak. This was unheard of where I came from. The nice folks in Atlanta seemed genuinely polite and friendly. I quickly warmed to the culture and found myself nodding and smiling at everyone too. It just felt natural. And then I met Fiona.
She was sugary enough, her southern drawl sultry and low. But underneath, I sensed an element of debauchery and mischief. I met her the Saturday before Labor Day as she waited near the bank of elevators. It was very early in the morning, and I was surprised to encounter anyone in the hallway. Fiona had her back to me when I approached. My first impression was that of a southern goddess—a debutante, a southern belle. Golden hair, the color of wheat shimmering in the midday sun, cascaded beautifully down her back. She wore snug, teal shorts, showcasing sculpted legs and a fine fanny. A white, sleeveless blouse revealed toned and tanned arms. I figured her to be about my age. I’m twenty-four. But when she turned toward me, a beautiful face notwithstanding, the experienced countenance suggested she was at least ten years my senior. She surveyed me, making me feel a little self-conscious.
“Hello, dear,” she said.
Smiling, she offered a display of perfect white teeth, adding to her loveliness.
“Uh…h-hi,” I stammered, feeling like a Plain Jane next to this wickedly pretty woman.
While I’m no beauty queen, the woman who stared back at me in the mirror was far from unattractive. But relative to the woman in the hallway, I felt like a toad.
“You must be new in the building,” she purred, mesmerizing me with her honey-laced tone.
“Y-yes,” I said, and then found my voice. “I moved in late this week.”
She continued to examine me with eyes that were both grey and blue, deep rivers of color that had me temporarily hypnotized. Then the elevator dinged, breaking the spell. When the door opened, she stepped inside and reached a hand out to hold the door. I gathered myself and joined her inside.
She held out a long, slender hand with well-manicured fingernails. But oddly, I noticed that the nails on her middle and index fingers were cut rather short.
“I’m Fiona,” she said. “I live in unit 1200.”
I shook her hand, noticing immediately the velvety softness of her skin. Her hand was warm and dry, and her grip was firm without being overbearing. This woman had nothing to prove, and somehow that increased my feelings of inferiority.
“I’m Dawn,” I said smoothly, surprising myself that I had finally gotten a few words out without stammering.
She looked me up and down once more and spoke.
“Hello, Dawn,” she cooed as she released my hand. “Are you going all the way down?”
I thought I detected a little upward curl at the corners of her mouth when she asked, and a second or two passed before I answered.
“Uh…y-yes,” I said. “I wanted to explore Piedmont Park. I thought it would be nice to stroll through before the day got too hot.”
“Have you walked through the park yet?” she asked.
“No, I haven’t,” I answered. “I understand it’s lovely.”
“I walk every morning before my workout,” she said. “The sunrise is beautiful. Would you like to join me?”
I smiled. “Oh! Thank you. That would be very nice. Are you sure you don’t mind the company?”
She chuckled. “Of course not. Don’t be silly.”
We rode the elevator down in silence and arrived in the building’s lobby in short order. Exiting the building, I was again assaulted by the humidity. But the morning was otherwise pleasant, and I suspected it would be a perfect time for a walk through the park. Fiona led me down 12th Street and we sashayed through the park’s entrance. The road narrowed a bit to more of a walking path, and I was surprised at the number of people already out and about. We chatted about a number of things, including what had brought me from Iowa to Georgia. She mostly asked questions about my upbringing, my job, and what leisure activities I enjoyed. During this time, we walked steadily, and I prattled on about myself. We had strolled for over forty-five minutes when I realized I had talked only about myself. This woman had learned a lot about me, and I knew nothing of her. I felt a little ashamed and self-absorbed.
“What about you, Fiona?” I asked.
She was vague. “I work on and off in the hospitality industry.”
I raised my eyebrows in hopes that she would elaborate. She didn’t but instead steered the conversation back to me.
“You look very fit,” she chirped, causing me to swoon. I was stunned that this lovely creature was commenting on my physical prowess.
“Well…yes, I stay fit,” I said and smiled openly.
“You sure do,” she added, making me a little uncomfortable again when she looked me up and down.
I was fit. I had made the most of the cards I’d been dealt. When I was thirteen, I realized that I had the propensity to be just like my mom and aunts on her side of the family: round and corn-fed if I allowed it. As I entered my teens, I noticed I was becoming a little chubby and I didn’t like it. I started off running. Beginning with a mile jog through the neighborhood, I soon was running four miles a day. I ran track in high school and worked out daily. I was short and bulky; I couldn’t change that. But I worked tirelessly to stay in shape. I did squats and lunges every other day and utilized those high-octane, aerobic videos that were the constant craze among the fitness elite. Along with my education and college degree, it had made me a perfect fit for the fitness industry. And while I was never going to be one of those petite models on the covers of girly magazines, my sturdy body type was becoming more popular and widely accepted during recent years as attractive and provocative. So I had learned to accept that I had a big butt, thick arms, and less than dainty ankles. But I had made the most of what I’d been given, for sure. I took a lot of satisfaction in that.
“That is one fine ass you have, honey,” she laughed, salaciously peering at my backside.
I was a little taken aback by her comment and my face reddened at her proclamation. But I was equally pleased that she had complimented me, and I couldn’t help the grin that spread over my face. She grinned back.
We approached the entrance to the park, and she pointed at a little café along Piedmont Road.
“How about we pop in there and grab a little sustenance?” she offered.
I was glad she did. A thin line of perspiration had appeared on my brow, and I was anxious to get into an air-conditioned environment. I noticed that Fiona looked dry and just as lovely as when I’d encountered her in the hallway. Perhaps I’d eventually get acclimated to the balmy weather, and I would sweat less profusely as time went on. But for now, I was eager to cool off.
We entered the confines of the little café and found a table for two in a dimly lit corner. The bistro was quaint and quirky with eclectic art on the wall, floral tablecloths that draped nearly to the floor on the little round tables, and exotic plants everywhere. I found it somehow calming and peaceful. A young man with a wooly beard took our drink orders—we both selected green tea—and scurried off to fetch our drinks.
When he returned, Fiona ordered a fruit bowl and I chose a multi-grain muffin with some grape jelly. We chatted idly while we waited, and I spent the time surveying the wide variety of occupants in the café. An elderly couple sat a few tables over, smiling sweetly at one another, and holding hands across the table. Two young men sipped coffee on the other side of the room, and they also held hands. They seemed comfortable doing so, and while I had no problem with gay men, it was a sight you rarely saw in my community in Iowa. I made a point not to stare. Completely across the room, two older teenagers sucked face. The girl had a partially shaved head, a body full of tattoos, and big clunky rings through both her nose and eyebrows. The pasty-looking young man had a scraggly beard and pale skin, tatted as well, and wore a skull cap despite the hot weather.
We sipped our tea and the food arrived in short order. I spread the jam on my muffin, placed my cloth napkin on my lap, and took my first bite. It was delicious. I looked up at Fiona and smiled; I was glad to have made a fast friend. Fiona was examining her bowl of fruit lustily; it was an obscene display of peach halves, strawberries, cantaloupe, and white grapes. A cup of white dipping cream sat at the edge of her plate. She selected a peach half first, but instead of dipping it into the cream, she poured the thick glop into the center of the peach. I watched mesmerized as she lifted it to her mouth, darted her long tongue out, and licked the cream from the center of the peach. I was in mid-bite of my muffin; I stopped dead in my tracks. She swirled her tongue inside the peach again and licked most of the cream from within. She smiled at me—an unearthly fire burning in her hypnotizing, grey-blue eyes. I couldn’t move. I’d never once thought of a woman in sexual terms, but watching that vixen devour the cream from that peach was perhaps the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. So when her bare foot brushed my calf under the table, I was completely startled at the shiver that ran down my spine. I couldn’t move. As her foot traveled to my inner thigh, my mind shouted at me to protest, but my voice rebelled. I stared at Fiona. A little of the cream was perched on her upper lip. When her tongue darted out once more and corralled the sauce, all I could do was gasp. Suddenly, I was damp between my legs. I was completely paralyzed from the spell this woman had cast over me.
Then her toes found my crotch and I let out a little cry, causing Fiona to grin mischievously. She worked her foot back and forth between my inner thighs, pushing my legs apart to allow better access to my now soaking vagina. When her big toe connected with my clitoris, I almost yelped in pleasure. She gave my pussy the Goldilocks rub down: not too hard but not too soft. I wanted to look around to see if people had noticed Fiona’s shenanigans, but I still couldn’t move. And her foot pressing into my flesh was sending me into orbit. I bit my lower lip as she miraculously worked her way inside my shorts, her big toe only separated from my throbbing clit by the thin material of my sheer panties. I found myself grinding into her, bucking forward to meet her thrusts. She grinned lasciviously at me, and whispered.
“I’m gonna make you cum, sweetie, aren’t I?”
I panted and nodded, feeling my face twist into a knotted display of ecstasy. I bit my lip again and did my best to limit the noises, succeeding mostly, and only emitting the slightest cry as I orgasmed on my neighbor’s foot.
And just when I had nearly recovered, expecting Fiona to remove her toes from my pussy, I felt a second intrusion near my crotch. But her other foot dug below, locating the rosette of my asshole. Now she had both feet working me over, and I nearly screamed out in utter delight. How did she know I liked this? I had often touched myself there when masturbating, but I was a little ashamed about it, feeling dirty and naughty. I leaned back in the chair and closed my eyes, lifting my ample bottom from the chair to allow her access to my butthole. It was simply delicious, and soon I felt another wave of ecstasy rumbling through my body. Somehow she got her toe directly on my puckered hole, and I trembled from the touch while her other foot kept constant pressure on my soaking cunt. I had closed my eyes for a few moments, and when I opened them again, Fiona had a strawberry near her mouth. She had bitten it neatly in half and was tonguing it while her feet continued to work their magic on both my holes. When she slowly swirled her tongue through the cavity of the strawberry, I could take no more. I came with massive force, shoving my fist into my mouth to keep from crying out. As I came down from my orgasmic peak, Fiona abruptly removed her feet from between my legs and nonchalantly consumed a few more pieces of fruit. The waiter suddenly appeared, dropping the check on the table along with a small plastic to-go box. I sat panting, dazed and delirious with post-orgasmic bliss. I was hardly aware of what was happening when Fiona grasped my wrist firmly, helped me from the chair, and ushered me out of the café into the searing sunlight.
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Fiona led me up the hill toward our building. I couldn’t speak; I was in a trance. When we entered the structure, I sensed the cool air greet me and brush my body, cooling me from not only the heat, but from the heated passion still racing through my loins. We rode the elevator up to the 12th floor. When the door slid open, Fiona led me out, still grasping my wrist with a vice-lick grip. We passed my unit and she ushered me into her quarters. I began trembling again—partially from apprehension from my loss of control and partly in anticipation of what this wicked woman had in mind for me. I had known her for only several hours, but I was consumed with a need to please her, to make her happy with me, to see her face light up with delight at my acquiescence to her desires. Part of me wondered if it was simply a reaction to the recent orgasms she had coaxed from my body—orgasms unlike any I had ever experienced before—but I sensed it went deeper than that. I believe that in the brief time we had been acquainted, she had taken control of me. And what was most astounding to me was that I liked it—even needed it on some level. I also sensed that she understood this much more clearly than I did. In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be her slave, to have her consume me, to make me hers, to totally dominate me.
She whisked me into the bathroom.
“Strip,” she commanded.
Without a word, I peeled my sweaty clothes off and stood before her. She gazed at my body and ran her tongue over her lips once. She seemed pleased but I thought I might have detected a slight twitch of her mouth when her gaze reached my thick thatch of pubic hair. Then she turned abruptly and started the bath. I stood like a sentry behind her. She placed her hand under the running water, nodded with satisfaction, and pulled the drain lever to allow the water to rise. She added some bubble bath, and then stepped back and slightly behind me.
“Get in the tub,” she instructed.
When I didn’t immediately move, she smacked her wet hand flush against my big bottom. Pain and intense pleasure collided as the sound of her palm hitting my fanny echoed off the bathroom walls. I pranced across the tiled floor, reaching behind me and rubbing my ass as I went. Testing the temperature of the water, I stepped tentatively into Fiona’s tub, never stopping to ask myself what the hell I was doing—or allowing to be done to me. It simply never crossed my mind at the time. I wanted only to please this woman. I was standing in the bath adjusting to the water temperature when another brisk strike connected with my bottom. I could tell right away that it wasn’t a hand that had struck me. I turned to see a grim-faced Fiona holding an acrylic hand mirror by the handle.
“Sit,” she hissed.
I plunged quickly into the water, my reddened ass stinging even more when the hot water touched it. But gradually it soothed me and I began to relax as the smooth caress of the soothing bubble bath devoured my body. Then Fiona was at the edge of the old-fashioned tub that extended from the wall into the center of the large bathroom. My average-sized yet perky breasts were partially submerged in the water, but my puffy, pinkish-brown nipples were exposed, dancing just above the water line. Fiona reached down and tweaked one, causing me to shudder with delight. She rolled a nipple between her thumb and index finger, producing an audible groan from me.
Then she stepped back and removed her own clothing. I watched mesmerized as she did a slow striptease in front of me. She removed her blouse and unsnapped her bra. Her tits were fairly large, buoyant, and each ripe as a melon. Big, pink areolas anchored long succulent nipples. Her waist was thin, her body smooth and flawless, defined muscles did nothing to detract from her femininity. She was a goddess. She slowly pulled off her lacy thong. Just before the fabric reached her pubic area, she turned and gave me a fantastic view of her perfect, heart-shaped ass. Her panties dropped to her ankles and she stepped out of them. Then she turned and showed me her pussy. I may have drooled. Pink and lovely, her vaginal lips were a sight to behold. She was completely waxed, and her body was tanned from head to toe. She moved forward, her sex now less than a foot from my face. Her lips were damp and dewy, and when she ran a long finger between the delicate petals of her labia, I nearly creamed myself. She extracted her finger, wet and slick with her desire, and plunged it into my mouth.
“Taste me,” she instructed.
I licked her ooze from her finger. I had never tasted another woman, and I could find nothing to compare it to. But it was exquisite—sticky and warm, salty and gooey with a hint of honey. I longed for more. Fiona ran her finger around the inside of my mouth.
“Lick it clean, girl,” she breathed.
She extracted her finger and stepped into the tub so that she was facing me. I maneuvered to allow her access and panted in anticipation for what would come next.
Once situated, she raised her foot and used it to stroke my face. The suds from the bath making my cheek slick and slippery. Then she used her big toe to toy with my lower lip before pushing several of her toes into my mouth.
“Suck my toes, girl,” she demanded. “Suck them!”
She moved her toes back and forth in my mouth and her wicked, grey-blue eyes became half-lidded. She reached down between her legs and began slowly masturbating. Emitting a low, sultry moan, she continued to administer to herself as I licked and kissed her feet. I became very horny and wanted my own pussy touched too, but I couldn’t decide if I wanted to touch myself or hold out in hopes that Fiona would touch me again. So I left my hands on the edge of the tub, resisting the urge to pleasure myself.
Soon, Fiona’s pace with her hand quickened, her breathing became more labored, and she began to slosh a bit in the sudsy water. Then without warning, she screeched like a hyena, bucked and writhed, and orgasmed into the bath we shared. I lapped at her foot for a moment longer, then she slowly withdrew it from my mouth. When she’d recovered from her self-induced bliss, she gazed at me with a sly grin and slowly stood. She stepped from the bath and moved to the linen closet and extracted two large, fluffy towels.
“Out, girl,” she ordered. “We have things to do.”
I stood and climbed from the tub as Fiona drained the water. My body was slick with the oils from the bath, so I stepped cautiously onto the bath rug along the side of the tub. Fiona handed me a towel.
“Dry me,” she instructed.
I moved the absorbent towel all over her luscious body, dabbing gently and whisking away the water.
“Follow me,” she said.
“What about me?” I asked as I stood dripping on the rug.
“Follow me,” she repeated, in a voice tinged with impatience and agitation.
We moved into her spacious bedroom, and I stalled as I took in the breathtaking view of Piedmont Park from her window. I hadn’t even noticed that she’d moved behind me until another hard smack on my bum propelled me toward her bed. She pulled her comforter and sheets about halfway down and placed the dry towel horizontally across the bed.
“Lie down, girl,” she instructed.
I climbed on her bed and positioned myself supine on the towel. Fiona stepped up and pushed my legs apart, exposing my dewy slit.
“That’s quite a forest you have there, girly,” she smirked. “Hmm…”
I was suddenly self-conscious; I knew most girls these days shaved, waxed, or sported only a strip of hair. But I had always liked the look and feel of my pubic hair—thick, dark curls symmetrically surrounding my sex.
Fiona cocked her head and continued her examination of me. Embarrassed all of a sudden, I attempted to close my legs. Fiona gave one inner thigh a hearty smack with her open hand, and then backhanded the other thigh. She repeated the process several times, reddening the wet, sensitive flesh of my upper legs. I howled and she snickered. The pain was searing, the warmth from the strikes palpable, causing me to ache. But my pussy moistened.
Then Fiona was on me, her face planted between my legs, devouring my sex with a hungry lust. Electricity fired through my body as her wet, hot tongue lapped at my glistening, pink petals. When her tongue connected with my clit, I screamed in sheer delight. I could feel the mixture of her saliva and my warm pussy nectar flowing down into the crack of my ass. With the oils from the bubble bath still on my skin, a considerable slickness coated my crack. Perhaps this was by design, for as Fiona continued to lick my pussy, one of those fingers with the trimmed nails slid smoothly into my rectum. I went into orbit as her finger probed my third input. She continued her assault on my pussy with her tongue. Long, lapping licks through the folds of my labia terminated with forceful swirls to my engorged bud. The sensation was amazing as I swam in a cloud of torrential ecstasy. My legs began to shake and quiver, my belly warmed with delicious fever, and my fisted hands gripped the fitted sheet below the towel where I lay. A second finger entered my butthole, stretching my anus to its limits. I uncharacteristically began to moan and shriek loudly, filling her bedroom with my cries of lust. Then the bubble burst. I bucked and writhed, heaved and twisted in orgasmic bliss as I soaked Fiona with my juices. I came long and hard, more forcefully than I had ever cum before. Her two-fingered thrusts to my asshole were becoming borderline vicious, but the pleasure far outweighed the pain.
Fiona pulled her head from between my legs, her face drenched in my juices. She took her other hand and ran three fingers into my juicy twat. Pressing on the lower wall of my vagina with the new intrusion, the fingers in my ass pushed upward on the bundle of nerves that were now vibrating with an outpouring of sensitivity. I began to swoon. A veritable blaze of fire flamed through my burning body. I couldn’t hold back. The second orgasmic wave was so intense that I may have passed out for several moments. I was dizzy with horny desire.
When I came to my senses, Fiona had removed her fingers from my vagina, but still had two inside my asshole. She was inspecting me again, almost in a clinical fashion.
She shook her head. “This won’t do,” she stated matter-of-factly. “We will need to remedy this situation.” She gazed up at me. “How did you allow this to happen?”
“What?” I asked.
“Girly! You have hair in your crack…and in your ass! I’ll ask you again. How did you let this happen?”
I began to sob. But a part of me longed for the abuse; I realized this now. I’d always suspected I was strange in this way, but I had tucked the idea neatly away in the back of my brain.
“Enough!” Fiona scolded.
She removed her fingers and pushed my legs far back over my head and popped me a half dozen times on my already sore fanny. The fire reignited on my cheeks and I sobbed again. Three more quick smacks scorched my bottom, the sting sending tears to my eyes. Then she used her left forearm on the back of my thighs, pushed them so far that my toes touched the bed behind my head, and scrutinized my butthole with renewed severity. She gently ran her fingers over my perineum, or taint as I’d heard it called before. I could feel my forbidden hair tickling my skin as she coaxed the bristly patch with her fingers. The sensation was wonderful and I felt myself dampen once more. Then, without warning, she grasped several hairs and yanked, sending a lightning bolt of pain through my center. I yelped and she pounded my bottom several more times—a fiery heat emanating from my ass now.
“Hush, girl,” she scolded. “That will be enough.”
“I-I c-can’t help it,” I whined.
“Then I will help you help it,” she retorted.
She sprung up on the bed and straddled my face. Her bald slit inches from my mouth.
“Eat my cunt! Lick my ass!” she commanded.
I didn’t have time to protest. Fiona plunged her hard ass onto my face, rubbing her soaking wet pussy over my nose and mouth, drenching my cheeks with her desire. It was my first real taste of pussy and it was wonderful. Her aroma was intoxicating—hot and horny. The warm, sticky flow coming from her oozing slit was delicious. It was perhaps the sexiest experience I’d ever had. I considered again, how much I wanted to please this woman—to make her like me.
I hungrily lapped at her sex. Despite the pain and the tears, I was completely horny for her again. She rode my face vigorously, soaking me from my chin to my hairline. Suddenly, she leaned forward and plunged into me again. She entered both holes with her fingers, pounding me deliciously, making me delirious with pleasure. She moved her pussy off my face and centered her puckered rosette directly over my mouth.
“Tongue my asshole, girly,” she howled, continuing to ram both my holes below.
Her asshole was brown and pink, hairless and puckered. In awe that I could bring myself to do this, I extended my tongue and sampled her hole. She moaned loudly, encouraging my probes. I swirled my tongue over her asshole, wetting it lustily as she continued to assault my pussy and ass with her fingers. She had both her hands on me now. Fingers slid inside of me, pressing the rough patch of my G-spot. The pressure on my clit from what was likely her thumb was sending me to the moon. And the fingers exploring and violating my asshole made me feel deliciously naughty and filthy.
“Rub my clit!” Fiona exclaimed.
I reached underneath her, locating her swollen nub. Her flesh was warm and gooey, sticky with her desire. It was awkward, but I got a thumb on her clit and rubbed it vigorously as I continued to tongue her ass. We developed a rhythm, working each other’s feminine parts with zeal. A fullness engulfed me as Fiona worked her fingers deeper into my butt. While there was some discomfort at the intrusion to my virgin ass—at least to the depths that Fiona was exploring—the pleasure was intense. We began to writhe and buck in unison. My senses heightened; it was like a light in a tunnel, far away at first but approaching relentlessly. My thighs and tummy warmed and my toes stretched. My shoulders clenched and my pussy throbbed. Then I exploded. I felt the juices dripping from my pussy, again rolling down my crack and accumulating at my butthole. Fiona was now riding my face as she continued to finger fuck both my holes. Then she screamed, the feral sounds filling the bedroom and bouncing off the walls as her orgasm soaked my face, chin, and chest. Lifting herself about six inches off my face, she briefly pulled her hands from my holes, slapped my inner thighs, and pinched me. Again, the combination of pleasure and pain encompassed me. She gave the tender skin of my inner thighs one more vicious tug and plunged her fingers back into my asshole, drilling my poor butt with renewed intensity. She rubbed the bundle of nerves again, working me into a frenzy.
“You’re a naughty ass
slut, young lady. Aren’t you?”
I only moaned. With her fingers continuing to work my hole, she used the hand that had abandoned my pussy to slap my cunt and inner thighs once more.
“Answer me, girl,” she screeched. “Tell me what you are! Say it! Tell me you’re a filthy ass
slut!”
I whimpered. The pleasure I was feeling in my privates was divine, the stinging of my abused inner thighs painfully delicious. I couldn’t believe I was in this woman’s grasp, having her fuck my holes to kingdom come, and enjoying every second of it. In fact, it went beyond enjoyment. I was craving the torture, hoping it would never end, needing the abuse.
“I’m a filthy ass slut! Oh, God! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I bellowed!
She got two fingers in my vagina, keeping the other two in my ass. With her free hand, she swatted the sensitive flesh of my upper thighs. I could feel them burning; I was amazed at how much I loved the feel of her smacks. I knew I would be tender and sore later, but for now, my world centered on the exquisite sensation resulting from her strikes.
I was soaring in ecstasy. I suddenly felt light as a feather, coasting like a majestic bird in flight. My universe was minimized to my ass and vagina. I had never in my life felt such intense pleasure. I lost track of what Fiona was doing to me. My mind became singularly focused, and then my orgasm consumed me. I could feel the juices gushing from me uncontrollably, soaking the towel on which I lay, drenching my fevered skin with hot, sticky love nectar. When Fiona dove back into my pussy, her tongue locating my throbbing clit, the pleasure was so intense I nearly passed out. I bucked and writhed, moaned and screamed as another orgasmic wave engulfed me. Fiona licked me without mercy, the sensitivity in my girly parts begging for relief. I squirmed in her grasp, trying to escape. It was then that I realized what a strong and powerful woman Fiona was. As fit and conditioned as I am, and despite my larger girth, I was no match for her. She was a tenacious, dominating woman who was bound to have her way with me. With sheer conviction, she overwhelmed me. I was sobbing now from a combination of pain, pleasure, and need. And my needs were convoluted. I needed everything: the strikes, the strokes, the probes, but also a reprieve from the current torture. But it was not to be. Fiona was relentless. She worked me over again and again—my sensitive tissue crying for relief until Fiona would coax another climax from my flesh. It seemed like she had her way with me for hours—perhaps it was—but finally she relented. But it wasn’t mercy on me that caused the interruption, only her aching need for release. She turned abruptly and mounted my face, rubbing her pussy vigorously on my nose and mouth.
“Eat my pussy, make me cum!” she yelled.
Fiona grabbed my hair roughly and pulled upward, cramming my face into her sex as she ground her fiery pussy into my mouth. Her juices flowed freely, soaking me in her lust yet again. My tongue was embedded in her canal and my nose continually rubbed her clit as she pushed and pulled my face over her cunt. I was drowning in her cream, but I was happy enough to die there and then, ensconced in this menacing creature’s brutal grasp.
“Ah-ah-ah…Ooooohhhhh!” Fiona bellowed. “I’m going to fucking cum, girl! I’m going to cum all over your face. FUUUUCCCCKKKK…!”
And cum she did. Fiona soaked me with her copious fluids and continued to toss my head around roughly, her grip on my hair painfully erotic. She writhed over me for minutes, grunting and groaning, moaning and mumbling unintelligible words. And then she slowed, slumped, and keeled over on her side. Panting like a dog in heat, her chest rose and fell rapidly, her blonde hair messy now, and scattered over her face. She was beautiful. I gazed at her in adoration, and then the lights went out.
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I awoke sore and achy, disoriented and confused. I lay on my side, trying to figure out where I was and what had happened to me. My face felt hot and feverish, sticky and chafed. I reached to touch my cheek, and that’s when I realized my hands were tied. I panicked and kicked out, but my ankles were bound as well, a tidy knot holding the sturdy rope in place. I heard a soft chuckle from behind me, and then I felt gentle hands lovingly stroking my big ass, oily caresses on my bottom, and the smell of coconut oil invading my olfactory senses.
“You appear to be tied up at the moment, girly,” Fiona breathed in my ear as she continued her buttery strokes to the tender flesh of my rump. “I’ll untie you if you like, but then you’ll have to leave my home, never to return. It’s your call. Do you want to be free or do you want to be owned by me?”
She ran her tongue along my neck, into my ear, and swirled it several times before blowing warm breath on me that made me shiver.
I whimpered and she smacked me hard on the ass, causing me to moan audibly. She followed my moans with two more strikes, making me bite my lip instead of crying out. When I remained quiet, she began to slowly stroke my ass again and kissing my ear.
“All you have to do is ask, young lady. Just say the words and I’ll untie you,” she teased. “Or you can see what I have in store for you.”
“Please, Fiona, don’t untie me.” I couldn’t believe the words that came out of my mouth.
Suddenly she twisted me around to face her, my jaw firmly gripped in the vice that was her hand.
“What did you call me?” she asked.
“Fiona,” I pouted. “I called you Fiona.”
She gripped my jaw tighter and brought her face within inches of mine. I noticed her hair was cleaned up, combed, and pulled back into a ponytail. Her breath was minty fresh, and she looked as pretty as a peach.
“You will call me “Madam” and only “Madam” from this point forward. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Madam,” I said in a low voice, averting my eyes from hers.
“Good,” she replied.
Then she ran her delicious tongue into my mouth, providing me with the most glorious kiss I’d ever had. Our tongues danced and sparred. I went to wrap my arms around her, forgetting that I was bound. I was momentarily disoriented again, but her kiss was so delightful that I soon lost myself in her. Then she rolled me back on my side, smacking my ass roughly as she did. It stung and burned, filling me with both fright and a horny curiosity of what Madam had in mind for me.
Then, all of a sudden, I felt an intense pressure inside my asshole. A slick, smooth object entered me, filling me up inside and momentarily taking my breath away. I gulped and gasped.
“Oh, Madam,” I whispered. “What are you doing to me?”
“I’m training your ass to please me. Don’t you want to please Madam?”
Referring to herself in the third person caused me to shiver with desire.
“Oh, yes, Madam,” I breathed. “I want to please you so much.”
Then her tongue whipped over and around my buttocks, kissing, nibbling, biting me roughly. The dampening in my pussy was palpable; I suppose she knew this would happen. She immediately ran a long finger inside my hot box and chuckled at the gooey, wet sounds produced by her probes. I was soaking wet. Deftly, she reached down and undid the ropey restraint on my ankles, freeing my legs. I was on my back now, a bit in discomfort as I lay on my bound hands. Then she pushed my legs over my head, giving her unabated access to my sex. She devoured my cunt with her mouth, electricity firing through my body with each flick to my engorged clit. Simultaneously, she ran the object rhythmically into my tortured asshole. I could see enough of the phallus to realize that it was a moderate-sized, glass butt plug with which she probed my hole. She was a pro. The thrusts with the plug matched her tongue-lashings to my clit, and then she would pause briefly and pop my bottom hard with the acrylic hand mirror she’d kept handy. The combination of the three sources of stimulation overwhelmed me, and I was gushing cum from my pussy in no time. Again, the sensation was nearly more than I could take. When I screamed and begged her for mercy, she wadded my panties and shoved them into my mouth, muffling my cries.
I squirmed in agonized ecstasy, trying to escape my captor while simultaneously longing for more. I didn’t know which way was up. I shook, trembled, and quaked as she violated my ass and pussy. She only stopped long enough to paddle my flaming rump with the mirror. Then she’d attack my clit with her tongue, laughing, teasing, cajoling, and humiliating me. I loved it and hated it at the same time. My muffled cries went unanswered. Only her cackles at my incoherent pleas told me she heard every protest. The sensitivity was intense, but the intermittent orgasms she continued to coax from my body were earth-shattering. I was out of my mind; I couldn’t think, only feel every sensation this wicked woman wheedled from my abused loins.
A pause in the action allowed me to catch my breath; I wondered if the torture was over. Madam ventured into the bathroom, and returned with a small cardboard box. She removed a few white strips from the box and set them beside me on the bed. Then she pushed my legs up again and removed the plug from my ass. I gasped as she eased it out, creating a rumbling wave of mini orgasm as she did. I whimpered.
Madam checked the panties in my mouth. I was hopeful she’d extract them, but instead she secured them snuggly in my mouth. She picked up a strip from the bed and peeled off the protective layer. I suddenly realized what she had in mind. I tried to scream, but it was no use.
Madam paused. “I’ll untie you, remove the gag, and let you go right now, girl. Is that what you want?”
I quieted and shook my head. I couldn’t believe my actions. I’d known this woman for about half a day, but suddenly I couldn’t imagine life without her. She held a powerful spell over me.
“That’s what I thought, you little pain slut.”
She placed the wax strip on the patch of hair between my ass and pussy. Then she left it there and returned to the bathroom. When she walked back into the bedroom, she carried a container of cleansing wipes. She stroked me lovingly, rubbing her hands all over my big oiled ass. After a few minutes passed, she quickly reached up and ripped the strip from my taint. Tears welled in my eyes, running down my cheeks.
“Now, now,” Madam said soothingly.
She stroked my face and wiped a tear that ran down my cheek. Then she took a cool antiseptic wipe and gently dabbed my taint before wiping me with it. Following that, she blew cool air across the area, causing the stinging pain of the hair removal to dissipate quickly. Madam repeated the process a second time, and seemed pleased with the outcome.
“That is much better!” she chirped. “Look.”
She held the acrylic hand mirror so that I could witness her handiwork. The skin was red and splotchy, but it looked completely smooth and hairless. I exhaled and relaxed. But it was short lived. Madam removed another strip and placed it over my asshole. She completed the task in two applications and again seemed satisfied with the results after carefully cleansing the area. Running her hands through my remaining bush, she cocked her head once more.
“It’s grown on me. It’s your lucky day! I like you hairy up top,” she said.
Relief washed over me. I did not relish the thought of having my entire bush removed.
“And since you’ve been such a good little slut, I’m gonna give you a special treat,” she said.
With my legs over my head, she dove between them again. I could clearly see my pussy, perineum, and the puckered entry to my butt. This time her tongue found the smooth skin of my asshole. Looking me in the eye, she swirled her tongue lovingly over my hole. She probed gently, and the sensation was absolutely amazing. Kneading my ass cheeks with her hands, she licked my hole for several minutes. Once I was moaning and groaning again with pleasure, she ran a hand over my slick cunt. Swirling her thumb over my clit as she licked my asshole, her other hand continued to roughly squeeze my cheeks. I began to swoon once more. I sensed my eyes roll back in my head, and my world once again centered on my feminine flesh.
It was like a storm moving in—leaves and branches gently swaying, darkening clouds lurking in the distance. Gradually, the wind picked up, blowing me into the imminent force of nature—clouds dancing menacingly above me, bringing a torrent of forceful precipitation from the sky. Thunder and lightning followed. And then came the explosion. I lost count of how many times I came. Each one colored with its own hue at first, until they merged and combined into one perpetual tornado of bliss between my legs—a forceful act of nature consuming me and rocking me to and fro in the grasp of my mistress. There was no calm after the storm, for I simply lost consciousness, awakening hours later, the gag and ropes removed from my body. I lay comfortably in Madam’s bed, the soreness below doing nothing to detract from my contented happiness.
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When I awoke, the world was turning smoky outside as dusk swept over the city. When I rolled over, Madam was lying naked in the bed next to me. Reading glasses were perched on her nose as she surveyed her laptop. She typed for a few moments, and then glanced my way. She smiled at me, reached over, and ran a warm, dry hand along my thigh. I was instantly aroused; I couldn’t get enough of this woman. My mind began reeling about what she planned for me next.
“You need a shower, dear,” she said, almost kindly.
I took her in. Her hair was damp and a soft scent of lavender gently wafted from her smooth skin, indicating she had showered or bathed while I slept.
“I require you to clean yourself at least twice a day…perhaps three times when I deem necessary.”
I looked at her and feared I might drool. She was lovely. My pussy dampened as I gazed at her. Her large breasts heaved up and down as she breathed. I wanted to reach out and touch her, but I knew it would be folly. I was reminded of just who was in charge when her tone bristled.
She gave the side of my thigh a sharp smack. “Shower, girl!” she commanded. “NOW!”
I climbed gingerly from the bed. My fiery ass cheeks stung, and my girly parts ached with both pain and pleasure. I walked slowly and tentatively to the bathroom. I showered, scrubbing every nook and cranny carefully, cleaning my newly groomed regions with a delicate touch, but with great attention. I returned to the bedroom with the towel wrapped around me and instantly knew I’d made a mistake. Madam’s scowl furthered my apprehension, but I was unaware of what unwritten rule of hers I’d violated.
“Remove that towel, right now, young lady,” she ordered.
I pulled the towel from my body and stood there like a fool, waiting for further instruction.
“Bring it to me,” she said.
After handing her the towel, Madam stood and ordered me to climb onto the bed on all fours. I followed her directions, bracing myself for yet another intrusion into one of my abused holes. Then suddenly, a flaming sting seared my right upper thigh and buttocks as the pop of the coiled towel assaulted my backside. I cried out and fell forward, whimpering in pain. Then her smooth hand caressed me where her strike had just landed, cooling the skin and calming me.
“You will be punished when you displease me. You are to remain naked unless I instruct you otherwise. Do I make myself clear?”
“Yes, Madam,” I breathed. “It’s clear.”
“Good! Are you thirsty? Hungry?”
“Yes, Madam. May I have some water? I’m a little hungry too.”
“Of course, girl,” she answered. “Come with me.”
I followed her to the kitchen. It was smartly furnished with all modern appointments and granite countertops. A huge island with matching granite was the only oddity—odd in the sense that it had nothing on the surface but a thick and cozy-looking blanket draped across it.
“Glasses are in that cabinet,” she said, pointing where I would find a drinking glass.
“Yes, Madam,” I said. “Shall I get one for you too?”
“Yes, girl,” she answered. “There is a pitcher in the fridge with a few lemon slices floating in it.”
I retrieved the glasses and poured the water. Madam instructed me to bring them to the island.
“Now, girly,” she started. “Pull the to-go containers from the café out and set them on the island.”
I followed her commands. The fruit looked as fresh and delicious as it did earlier that morning. Madam popped herself onto the island, looked at me devilishly, snagged a luscious grape from the container, and laid herself back on the blanket. With grace and ease, she pulled her legs easily over her head, exposing her lovely holes. She placed the grape inside her asshole and licked her lips.
“Eat!” she said.
I hesitated. The grape was about half in and half out of her pinkish-brown rosette. It was truly a beautiful sight. And while I was hungry for food, my hunger for Madam was greater. She raised her eyebrows, her stern look hastening my pace. When I placed my hands on her glorious bottom and leaned my face toward her asshole, she smiled wickedly.
“Eat me,” she directed.
I stretched out my tongue and swirled it around the rim of her asshole, avoiding the grape centered perfectly in her jewel. Then I placed my lips over the grape and gently sucked. The grape moved slightly, but remained inside her sphincter. I sucked harder and felt the grape slowly release, plopping into my mouth.
“Aahhh…fuck,” she breathed. She reached down and stroked my hair, and then my cheek.
Smiling, she said, “Now eat the grape for me, dear.”
Wanting nothing more than to please Madam, I chomped the delicious fruit and swallowed. Without speaking, she guided my head down so that my mouth connected with her now vacant hole. I drove my tongue inside her, tasting the faint hint of grape the fruit left behind.
“Oh, yes! FUCK!” she bellowed.
Encouraged and pleased that she enjoyed my probes, I tongue fucked her asshole vigorously.
“Rub my pussy, girl,” she cooed. “Rub Madam’s clit.”
I did as instructed, keeping with the flurry of jabs inside her anus. Madam reached over and plucked another grape from the container. Hastily pushing my face aside, she inserted it.
“Eat it, you filthy cunt,” she hissed.
This time I lapped at the fruit and her surrounding flesh with the flat of my tongue, keeping constant pressure on her clit with my fingers. She moaned as her pussy became wetter and slicker under my strokes. Then I slurped the grape from her butt, just as I’d done before. As it exited her rectum, she squealed with delight. I chewed and swallowed.
“GOD, YES!” she bellowed.
I began rubbing her soaking pussy feverishly, as I once again probed the hole where the grape had resided just seconds earlier. Her pussy juices were running down into her asshole, and I greedily licked her sticky nectar from the area. She groaned in lustful pleasure as I continued to work her over.
Madam plucked a third grape from the container, and this time with trembling fingers, she secured it into her butthole. With the lubrication from her pussy juices, the grape went almost all the way inside of her. She groaned as I repeated the process. I had to suck a little more forcefully this time, and when the grape popped from her hole, it made a wet slurping sound.
“Aaahhhhh,” she moaned. “Lick my ass, girl. LICK IT!”
I felt deliriously naughty. With renewed vigor, I ran my tongue over Madam’s delicious bunghole. The wetness pouring from her vagina was increasing with every stroke. Then she grabbed my hair roughly, arched her back, and began trembling. I drove my tongue into her asshole once more as I rubbed the soggy flesh above with my hands, drumming my fingers on her clit with a steady pounding.
Madam thrashed and screamed. “OH, FUCK! Make me cum, girly! Fuck Madam with your tongue! Rub my pussy.”
Wrapping my free arm around her muscular leg, I held on for dear life. Madam was taking me for a ride, bucking like a bronco in a Texas rodeo.
Her asshole was soaked with her pussy juices and my saliva. I continued to rim her, finally pressing my tongue upward and connecting with the sensitive tissue of her perineal sponge. That’s when she lost it. I feared Madam might bounce herself right off the island from the violent paroxysms racking her frame. Her head rolled to and fro, screams echoed off the wall, and incoherent, profanity-laced proclamations spewed from her mouth. She wailed like a banshee, and then shot a geyser of fluid through my aching fingers, her warm nectar raining down on me and running along my back. She didn’t release me; in fact, she gripped my head tighter. I continued my probes to her ass as I kept up with rubbing her clit as best I could. Soon, she was trembling again, and I sensed she was going to orgasm once more. And orgasm she did. But this time she pulled my hair roughly, causing my tongue to slip from her asshole. I sprung upward, and just as my face hovered over her pussy, another spray of girly sauce shot from her cunt and showered me with sticky love. Sweet, gooey, and clear, her cum drenched my face. She held me in that awkward position, screaming at the top of her lungs, bouncing and gyrating under me until the spray weakened with a final gush, mercifully allowing me to catch my breath again.
Madam quieted but still held my hair firmly. I rested my cheek on her vagina, absorbing my mistress, taking in her musky aroma of sexual desire, her femininity. I didn’t want to move; I wanted only to stay in this position for eternity. I had never experienced such a sense of belonging, a passion for another human being.
But gradually she loosened her grip, and I raised my head after giving her pussy one last long lick. She shivered and squealed, and then she laughed. I kissed her flat belly, swirling my tongue in her navel, worshiping her. I risked a touch to her breasts with my fingers; she allowed it. I softly caressed her turgid nipples as she recovered from our lovemaking. Finally, she sat up. Pushing me gently off her, she slid gracefully from the island’s surface.
“I’m going to shower. Be a doll and clean this up,” she said, waving her hand at the abounding sticky residue of our lust.
I located some cleaning products under the sink, and wiped up the floor and counters. I slugged a glass of the cool lemon water and helped myself to more of the fruit—this time eating it in a more conventional fashion. Soon, Madam appeared, freshly showered, hair pulled back, her naked skin glimmering in the dim light.
“Shower, girl,” she said evenly.
I moved quickly to the bathroom and bathed myself once more. I found her in the living room, naked and lounging in the middle of the sofa. I’d wised up and appeared without a towel wrapped around my body this time. Madam patted her lap.
“Come,” she ordered, and I obediently scampered over to where she sat. The acrylic hand mirror lay next to her on the sofa, and the container of fruit lay next to the mirror. A small plastic bottle with no labeling also was perched on the sofa.
“Across my lap, girl!” she commanded.
I looked at her meekly. “Did I displease you, Madam?” I mumbled.
“Your cleaning skills are mediocre at best. Across my lap, girly. Don’t make me ask you again!”
I didn’t point out that she hadn’t asked me anything; she’d issued me a rather stern command instead.
I sprawled across her lap, my skin still balmy from the warm shower and the southern humidity. Her skin was smooth and warm, her scent delicious, her touch divine. And then she wacked me viciously across the ass with the hand mirror. I cried out and she followed my cries with two more whacks. I closed my eyes, fighting the tears, trying to hold them in. WHACK! WHACK! Two more smacks to my burning backside made me moan in pain, but the smoothness of Madam’s legs underneath me along with the delicious agony of my fiery rump produced an undeniable wetness between my legs. My eyes were still shut tightly when a lubed finger invaded my butt cheeks and proceeded into my asshole, the smell of coconut oil wafting in the air.
Madam probed me roughly, but the arousal from her finger’s invasion trumped the discomfort. I spread my cheeks subtly to encourage her assault. All the erogenous zones in my ass were firing, my perineal sponge greeting Madam’s thrusts with greed.
With her finger continuing to violate my asshole, she popped me twice more on the fanny. When I tensed and squeezed my ass cheeks together, the feeling inside my clenched sphincter was absolutely dreamy. I ground my clit against Madam’s leg, the slickness on her creamy thighs increasing with every thrust of my hips. She hit me once more, very hard, with the mirror. Then she tossed it aside and used her free hand to slide into my gooey slit. Sensing the positioning was a bit awkward for her, I raised my hips so that she had easy access to both my holes. It was my sole mission to accommodate and please Madam. My bottom was completely drenched from the coconut oil and my own juices—an erotic sauce of lust covering the feast that was my ass. The obscene slurping and sloshing noises produced from the insistent drilling of my holes filled the room. The lights seemed to dim as I floated toward ecstasy. The sensation produced by Madam’s digits had me singularly focused on the initial wave of orgasm consuming my body. And then the wicked sensation of climax embraced me. I trembled and shook in Madam’s grasp—losing control of my body, yelping helplessly, and shouting gibberish while lewdly humping Madam’s fingers. I came and came again…numerous times. My body clenched and writhed as wave after wave of sheer bliss commanded my every move. The rush of pleasure devoured me. I felt my head spin uncontrollably until, at long last, Madam took mercy on me and permitted my descent from the mountaintop. I whimpered and cried, trembling with an overload of adrenaline as I recovered from Madam’s pounding of my flesh. She gently stroked my bottom and spoke to me softly and lovingly.
“Now, now, dear,” she said. “Wasn’t that simply wonderful?”
“Oh, yes, Madam,” I breathed. “The things you do to me…”
She chuckled and continued her soothing caresses to my large fanny, rubbing the slickness into my skin.
“You are such an ass slut, girl,” she continued. “Aren’t you? Tell me you’re a dirty ass slut!”
“I’m such a dirty, little ass slut, Madam,” I purred. “I’m your dirty, little ass slut.”
“Yes, yes, dear,” she agreed. “You belong to me. I want to hear you say it.”
“I belong to you, Madam. Whatever you wish, I will do,” I cried, tears streaming from my eyes and running down my cheeks.
“Good! Now place your ass in my face; your hands can go to the floor.”
I positioned my spread legs perpendicular to Madam’s frame, and she licked me from cunt to butthole, sending wicked shivers through my body. I felt a cool wetness in my asshole and then Madam’s warm mouth cover my flesh. She sucked the grape form my hole just as I’d done to her. It felt heavenly and I sighed as she placed another grape inside of me. She ate several more, and despite the rushing of blood to my head, I could have stayed in that position all night. The sensation was so yummy that I hardly noticed the pressure pulsating in my temples.
“You taste delicious, my love,” Madam said, causing me to smile at her endearment toward me.
“Oh, thank you, Madam,” I chirped. “I’m so pleased that you enjoy my flavor.”
“Mmmmhhh…” she replied.
She sampled a few more grapes from my butt, and then suddenly slid me to the floor.
“Eat my pussy, girl,” she demanded sternly.
“I’m happy to, Madam,” I said.
I reached my arms under her buttery thighs and drew her glistening twat to my mouth. Madam was warm—almost hot—and the thick consistency of her sticky pussy juice was practically frothing on her lovely pink labia. I started at the bottom of her cunt and brought my tongue through her canal, savoring her flavor and inhaling her exotic musk. I was overwhelmed with passion for this woman, and I was happy to lick her pussy as long as she liked. I was figuratively and literally on my knees to serve Madam. She ran her hands through my hair, arched her back and moaned.
“Aaahhhhhh! Oooohhhhh! Mmmmhhhh!”
I devoured her pussy as I chanced a look up into her face. Half-lidded eyes, a dreamy smile, and heavy breathing told me that my novice tongue was stimulating Madam quite satisfactorily. Perhaps the passion with which I lapped and licked her pussy compensated for the lack of experience I had servicing another woman. But I felt I was learning fast, and Madam’s approval only spurred me on. I longed to provide her with the same earth-shattering orgasms with which she had supplied me. Long laps through her creamy vagina terminated with swirls to her clit. Each time I flicked her nub, she tensed and moaned. Then I got serious. I used the copious fluids streaming from her hot box and lubed my index finger. Running it inside of her asshole, I centered my tongue directly on her clit. Quick, bold strokes to her sensitive nub caused her back to arch again and her ass cheeks contracted around my finger.
“OH FUCK!” she screeched. “LICK MY PUSSY, GIRL! FUCK MY ASS!”
I lustily complied, licking her, absorbing her sweet nectar, delighting in the feel of her fine ass clenching my hand as my finger probed her asshole.
Madam gave a feral cry, an animalistic roar bouncing off the walls, and then she sprayed me for the second time that day. She held my head firmly as I submitted to her glorious drenching of my face. Her fluids were sweet and hot and gooey. I drank her, lapped her flesh, and cried along with her—our words nonsensical, clearly an expression of carnal lust and base sexual need. Then she sprayed me again, her hips writhing and gyrating, abrading my face with her forceful thrusts.
I licked her cream from her legs and pubic area as she settled, panting audibly and kneading my head through my hair. And then she slowly calmed, regaining her composure, her breathing returning to normal.
I ran my face along her inner thighs, a kitten loving her master and longing to be loved in return. Madam smiled at me with affection and my heart jumped in my chest. I knew I’d fallen in love with this strange woman in the course of the day, a chance encounter at the elevator changing my life completely. Nothing mattered but Madam and her approval. I was her pet, willingly, obediently, unconditionally. And the look on her face told me she knew it.
“Good girl,” she breathed. “You made Madam feel most wonderful, dear.”
Removing her hands from my hair, she pushed me to the floor so that I was lying supine. She used her delicate and feminine feet to push my legs back, exposing the slickness of my clamoring pussy. She produced the butt plug we’d used earlier and coated it with coconut oil. Then she gracefully used her foot and toes to slowly enter the toy into my asshole. It filled me up and I gulped, my breath hitching in my throat. She wedged the very end of the plug between her toes and gently worked my asshole with it. Using her other foot, she applied force to my oozing cunt. Her big toe connected with my clit, and I threw my head back in ecstasy. Within a few rotations over my engorged bud, I climaxed, whimpering like a child lost in the grocery store. But Madam wasn’t finished with me. I tilted my head to watch her and was amazed at how agile she was with her feet. The foot controlling the butt plug moved it rhythmically and consistently in my asshole, sending bolts of electricity through my body. The foot stroking my vagina was glistening with my juices, and when she lifted her foot slightly from my pussy, I could see clear bands of my stickiness stretching between them. Madam rubbed my pussy wickedly a few more times, gathering my love nectar on her feet and between her toes. It was a sight to behold.
Then she lifted her foot and placed it in my mouth.
“Lick your cum from my foot, girly,” she instructed.
I did as she told me, cleaning myself from her arch and from between each toe, licking and sucking her feet with a passionate vigor. Discovering that I enjoyed the taste of my juices, especially licking them from Madam’s feet, I clamored for more. She didn’t disappoint me. Running her foot through my soggy mess of a pussy, she gathered more of my desire and placed it once again in my mouth. The taste was wonderful. And then she amazed me once again.
Leaving the plug in my ass, Madam used her other foot and entered me. She easily thrust three toes and a third of her foot into my drenched love canal. It felt amazing. Her other foot—the one I’d twice licked clean—continued to rub my clit.
“You need a good foot fucking, don’t you, my little slut?”
“Oh, fuck me, Madam. Fuck my pussy! YES!”
Madam cackled lewdly and continued to work me with her feet. A storm began to brew in the center of my body, expanding outward, spreading heat through my tummy and thighs. And then suddenly, the sensation was overwhelming. Like a shot from a canon, there was no going back. I traveled through space and time, my body once again light as a feather. A gentle warmness encompassed me and I turned complete control of my body over to the raging orgasm racing through my loins. I gripped the plush carpet beneath me, gasping for air and bucking madly as intense pleasure swept through me in waves. I felt wet warmth flowing down my thighs. I screamed into the night as I came again and again. I may have lost consciousness, because the next thing I knew Madam was hoisting me up by my hair firmly, yet not menacingly.
She led me into the bedroom and guided me into her bed, the cool sheets caressing my overheated body. She crawled in next to me and rotated me onto my side. She curled into me and kissed my ear and neck, alternating the pecks with warm, wet licks. I may have purred.
“Sleep now, dear,” she said. “You pleased Madam today, so rest up.”
I murmured my assent, fading quickly into the arms of Father Night—exhaustion and satisfaction mingling in a delicious cocktail, leading me into peaceful slumber.
Madam nestled into me and I felt her hands on my ass. She caressed my cheeks lovingly, kneading my ample buttocks. She whispered into my ear.
“We get up early tomorrow, girl.”
I felt her hand move between my ass cheeks and a familiar finger toy with my puckered rosette. Then she repeated what she’d just said.
“Yes, dear. We get up early tomorrow.” She chuckled lustily and added, “At the Crack of Dawn.”
She applied a little pressure to my asshole, invading me once again. She kissed me on the ear and gave another little laugh. And then the world went dark as I fell abruptly into a deep, deep slumber.
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