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		Chapter One

		

	
		Dylan had been a flight attendant for a few years now. And she took her job very seriously, but one of the main draws for her was being able to meet new people and have one night stands all the time. She liked to fuck passengers, in other words. Never on the plane, though. She took her job very seriously and didn't want to get fired, but she didn't see a problem with discreetly slipping her hotel information to anyone she found attractive. Once she got to her hotel room she had a set ritual to prepare for the liaison. Once ready she would wait anxiously for her passenger turned sex partner.

		Sometimes, of course, nobody would show up. They'd get cold feet, or they were in committed relationships, or the men were gay, or the women weren't. Or sometimes there just wouldn't be anyone on the plane who tickled her fancy. And there would be Dylan in her hotel room, waiting and excited and ready in her sexy underwear but with nobody to come and help relieve her. So she developed a great appreciation for porn. She was a true connoisseur.

		By this point, she was already deeply fixated around anal sex, too. So she liked anal-related porn in particular. She first got into Evolved Fights. Where nude woman would do their best to sexually dominate their opponent. From there she quite naturally gravitated toward lesbian domination. And one person who kept cropping up in it was Miray Xandar.

		Sometimes Miray was taking a cock up her ass, but more often, she was the active participant, fucking another girl - or, occasionally, guy - up the ass with a big hard dildo. A lot of these also had an aspect of seduction to them: Miray was a bad-girl predator, beguiling her innocent friend who had - within the story of the porno, anyway - never been with another woman before, or taken it up the ass before.

		In Dylan's favorite, another girl's boyfriend has been asking her for anal sex, and she confides in her worldly best friend, Miray, asking her advice. Miray assures our heroine that it's not so bad and offers to help her prepare for it and show her how to really enjoy it, before, naturally sodomizing her senseless with a candy-cane pattern strap-on, because this is a Christmas-themed porno, so they're both wearing Santa hats too.

		For Dylan, the idea of being seduced into anal sex with Miray Xandar was the hottest thing she could think of. Of course, she was hardly a virgin by this point, and pretty experienced when it came to butt sex in particular, but in her fantasies, she liked the idea of being the one who got seduced, the innocent on the verge of corruption, even when in practice she was almost always the initiator. Now that she's in porn herself, she usually winds up playing the ingenue, though she had a brief phase as an oddly perky dominatrix.

		Never dreaming she would have an encounter with her ‘idol’ she would pick up attractive women and fantasize they were Miray. One of her first trysts was with a very familiar looking woman of such voluptuous proportions that Dylan knew immediately she needed to taste this woman’s ass.

		Then it came to Dylan; she had seen this woman in one of her videos she watched waiting for one of her lovers. ‘Daisy something’ she thought was her name. She was on the plane where she was working. First class, naturally. She felt her heart speed up as she recognized her, sitting confidently in her seat in rather flamboyant attire, reading a copy of Journey to the Center of the Earth as they awaited takeoff. Dylan took several deep breaths and began making her rounds, taking people's orders.

		When she got to Daisy, she smiled brighter than before. She knew, right away, that this was a once-in-a-lifetime chance, and that she wouldn't let a chance with one of her favorite erotic stars pass her by. One of the things that Daisy did in her videos the really turned Dylan on was after defeating her opponent she would roll them on their back, fold their legs over their body until their knees were touching their face. This provided an open shot at the helpless opponent’s gaping holes, both vaginal and anal. It was called the Butter churner, and when Daisy slid her strap on in and out of her victims ass hole or cunt, it looked like she was churning butter. Dylan just got wet thinking of it.

		"My name is Dylan, and I'll be your flight attendant today. Can I get you anything, miss?" she asked, leaning over a little further than usual, allowing Daisy a glimpse down her top. Daisy, much to Dylan's elation, took a moment to admire her cleavage before responding.

		"What kind of vodka do you have?" she asked Dylan now, already sure she was getting a come hither look from the sexy flight attendant. Dylan showed her the list and she chose.

		"I'll be right back with your order," said Dylan, and winked. She turned around to take the order of the man across the aisle from Daisy now. Again, she bent over a little more dramatically, sticking her round bum out a little. This drew appreciative glances from a number of people along the aisle; Dylan was practically oozing sex, and Daisy wasn't the only one to notice, although notice she certainly did. As Dylan stood back up, she snuck a quick look back at Daisy. The two made eye contact just for a second before pulling away, but both were smiling.

		A few minutes later, Dylan returned with her cart, carrying all the orders.

		"Anything else I can get you?" she asked Daisy.

		"Perhaps later," said Daisy, subtly reaching out a finger, below the general eyeline, and stroking, oh so gently, against Dylan's leg. Dylan's heart was pounding with excitement now. They were making perfect eye contact now, and Dylan, very, very subtly licked her lips. Daisy just grinned.

		Throughout the flight, Dylan would sneak a quick flirt with Daisy whenever convenient, but after her initial display, she kept things a lot subtler. The other attendants mostly caught on but knew not to worry about it; they all liked Dylan and knew that she wouldn't let it interfere with doing her job.

		Toward the end of the flight, Dylan was ready to make her move: she'd written down her hotel and room number on a piece of paper - along with "see you there?" and a drawing of two female symbols and a pair of kissy lips - and was heading towards Daisy's seat, planning to surreptitiously slip it into her possession. But as she was heading over, she almost bumped into the very object of her attention just outside the bathroom stalls.

		"Hi," said Daisy, a predatory look in her eyes.

		"Well, hello there," Dylan reciprocated, a nasty look on her face. Daisy slowly opened the bathroom door and gave Dylan a meaningful look. "I can't," whispered Dylan, moving in closer. "I could lose my job." Daisy's face fell. "But..." Dylan drew the paper from her pocket. "Maybe we can see each other after landing? Unless you've got any plans?"

		Daisy grinned and took the paper from her.

		"Love your work, by the way," whispered Dylan, and Daisy's grin got bigger.

		A few hours later, Dylan was sitting in her hotel room, waiting. She'd ordered a bottle of Bollinger, and it was ready beside the bed, as was she. She'd given herself an enema, taken off her makeup, stripped down to her stockings and a blue g-string, but put back on the hat and jacket that came with her uniform. This was her usual mode of dress when waiting for airline hookups to arrive, a quick reminder to her paramour that yes, they were fucking the stewardess.

		Dylan finished up her pre rendezvous preparations just as a knock came at the door. It was Daisy and Dylan’s heart skipped a beat. She opened the door and nearly pulled the dark haired women inside and shut and locked the door.

		"Shit," said Dylan. "Is this for real? Aren’t you an erotic sexfighter?"

		"I am," said the woman. "I am Daisy Ducati.”

		“From Evolved Fights! I have seen a number of your videos? You are so sensual and you work your opponents over in the most erotic manner I get wet thinking about it.”

		Now that the ice had been broken, Dylan had a better look at the woman before her. Daisy was tall, probably five nine, and statuesque, with a beauty Dylan found intimidating. Her skin was a light caramel , and curly masses of silken dark hair framed her narrow face. She was wearing a diaphanous blouse of gold and red and white, whirling around her in a breeze of its own, and heavy gold bracelets on each wrist and ankle. Her black leggings should off her every curve.

		“Well my sweet stewardess how would you like to begin?” Daisy asked with a sinister leer in her eyes.

		"My wish is that you would fucking eat my ass," Dylan blurted out.

		Daisy smiled more widely now. "Oh, is that right? Very well. Your wish is my command," she said, almost sarcastically. She snapped her fingers, like a magician.

		In no time Dylan suddenly found herself in her own bed, naked save the pair of white stockings she had greeted Daisy at the door in, and what appeared to be the same golden anklets and bracelets Daisy had been wearing, except now they were bound together by a thin gold chain that was looped around the bedposts, holding her in place, on her back and chained to the bed while Daisy had retreated to the bathroom.

		A few moments later, Daisy re-entered the room, and Dylan felt her mouth and pussy begin watering. Daisy was wearing those same uncomfortable-looking shoes and nothing else at all. Dylan's eyes roamed freely over the sexfighter's impressive tits, each close to the cup size bigger than Dylan's own boobs, bright purple thumb-sized nipples erect.

		"Your wish will please me as much as it pleases you, Dylan," said Daisy. "I have hungered for that ass all day."

		Dylan was so turned on she groaned audibly.

		Daisy's stepped toward her deliberatly, her walk calculatedly sexy. Her hips swayed and her breasts jiggled with every step. Finally, she climbed up the foot of the bed, towards Dylan, over her, her ample breasts dragging across the girl's body. Daisy took Dylan's chin in the grasp of her hand, squeezing her lips together, staring at her almost appraisingly. Dylan could hardly breathe, so intense was her arousal. Finally, Daisy smirked, as if contented by what she saw.

		"The safe word shall be 'topaz'," said Daisy.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Dylan tried to nod, but Daisy was still holding her head in place. The sexfighter leaned in, now, and kissed her, aggressively, on the mouth, her tongue probing Dylan's throat. It felt longer than a normal tongue, somehow, and Dylan shuddered in ecstasy at the thought of what that tongue could do to her. Daisy pulled back from the kiss, her teeth catching on Dylan's lower lip in a brief bite. Her hands caressed Dylan's breasts, pinching the nipples, and Dylan moaned loudly.

		"Oh, you like how that feels, my little plaything?" hissed Daisy into her ear. This time, Dylan was able to nod, and she did, almost frantically. Daisy grinned. "I am going to enjoy breaking you for my pleasure."

		Dylan thrilled at her lover's words. She wanted nothing more than to please Daisy, to be dominated by her, to worship her. Daisy moved up along her body, forcefully pushing her breasts into Dylan's face, and she happily began to run her tongue between them. Suddenly, she felt a slap from Daisy; not hard enough to take her out of the moment, but hard enough that she felt it.

		"Don't tease me," said Daisy. "Do I look like one to be teased? Lick my nipples."

		"Yes, mistress. I'm sorry, mistress," she murmured, before taking a fat nipple in her mouth. She flicked her tongue against it, frantically, desperately, and the sexfighter purred in pleasure.

		"That's better." One of Daisy's hands was behind Dylan's head, holding her in place, while the other gradually traced its way down her back, slowly, teasingly, until the base of her spine, where it moved to cup her sizable buttock, pulling it and squeezing it, and Dylan moaned around Daisy's tit. After a moment, Daisy drew her hand up, forcibly shoving her index finger into Dylan's mouth.

		"Get my finger wet, my plaything," said Daisy, and Dylan sucked enthusiastically. At last, the digit was withdrawn from her lips with a pop and returned to her ass. Dylan felt Daisy's wet finger brushing against her asshole now and shuddered in pleasure.

		Was she going to...?

		She did!

		Her finger slid, deftly, into Dylan's welcoming anus, rubbing the pleasure centers of her cunt from the other side.

		There was an unspoken communication between the two of them now. What, precisely, was on the table. Daisy grinned a predatory grin, and Dylan, though thrilling inwardly, gave a frightened whimper.

		"Don't worry, little lamb," said Daisy. "You are safe here with me. So long as you do exactly as I say."

		Dylan gulped.

		Daisy turned around on top of her, pushing her hips into Dylan's face. Dylan marveled at the sight of the sexfighter's vagina. Her lips were long and a dark almost purple color reflecting their engorged state, and her mound was completely shaven. A ruby-topped buttplug winked at her from Daisy's asshole, and Dylan almost fainted with arousal. Hesitantly, but knowing exactly what was expected of her, Dylan stuck out her tongue and began to eat the sexfighter's pussy.

		Daisy gave an approving "hmmm” and began grinding her hips against Dylan's face. Her mouth found Dylan's own pussy, and she ran a finger along the woman's well-groomed pubes before tweaking Dylan's clitoris, in a manner that was both painful and incredibly arousing.

		Dylan continued eating out Daisy, devotedly and enthusiastically flicking her tongue against the purple engorged clit, while Daisy returned the favor, the two of them engaged in a passionate sixty-nine. Dylan was the first to come, with a shuddering, screaming spasm that tested the strength of the chains around her wrists and ankles. Daisy was not long after her.

		"What shall we do next, my plaything?" mused the sexfighter. Dylan didn't answer. She could tell it was a rhetorical question, and not up to her. She didn't want it to be up to her. "Maybe I'll eat your ass. If you're good, I'll let you come again, and if you're especially good, I might even let you eat my ass."

		"I'll be so, so good, mistress," pleaded Dylan.

		Daisy grinned again. "I'm sure you will. My ass is a delicacy you must earn." She stood up, gracefully, and went to the bedposts. She unhooked the chains, and then reattached each one to the opposite bedpost, dragging Dylan's limbs with them. The submissive girl was now lying face-down on the bed.

		Daisy climbed on top of her again, straddling her hips. She slid a finger between the crack of Dylan's wide ass, slowly toward her anus.

		"This ass is not fit to be eaten," she scolded, slapping Dylan hard on her right cheek. "It must be cleaned first."

		Dylan didn't know where it came from, but she suddenly felt a hot, wet cloth at her ass. Perhaps the sexfighter had brought one from the bathroom earlier. Wherever it came from, it felt lovely, pushing insistently into her back door. Daisy soaped Dylan's anus gently, lovingly, but commandingly, and Dylan shuddered with pleasure.

		"I told you; you had nothing to fear," said Daisy. "I told you I would be a kind mistress."

		Dylan was about to say something but the pleasure made her words stick in her throat, turning into a scream. Daisy chuckled.

		Dylan wished she had a mirror above her headboard, so that perhaps she could see what was happening behind her. As it was, the chains were too tight to turn her body, and flexible though she was, she couldn't turn her head far enough to see what Daisy was doing to her. All she could feel was what were probably those immense breasts pressed against the backs of her legs, a smooth wet warmth at her asshole, and then... the unmistakable feeling of a tongue. Daisy's long, serpentine, almost inhuman tongue, probing into her asshole. Dylan was no stranger to anal action, and relaxed her muscles, allowing the tongue to enter her as deeply as it could reach. She felt Daisy's fingers entering her pussy, moving with ease into her dripping wetness, and caressing her insides, pleasuring her from two directions.

		"Holy fuck," Dylan whispered, only to feel another hard, painful slap against her cheek, and that heavenly tongue withdraw from her ass.

		"You will not swear in my presence, you little whore," said Daisy.

		"No, mistress. I'm sorry, mistress," cooed Dylan. "I am a little whore, mistress. I deserve to be spanked, mistress."

		Another slap rang out against Dylan's reddening ass. "Perhaps it's time we moved to something stronger, then." She pulled her finger out of Dylan's pussy and shoved it, roughly, up her ass. The vaginal juices on her finger eased its passage, but Dylan screamed and whimpered, nonetheless. Yet not for a second did she think of saying the safety word.

		"Had I known you were such a foul-mouthed little whore I would have started out on this," said Daisy, moving her finger in and out of Dylan's ass. "I think I need to show my little plaything who's boss."

		"You're the boss, mistress. I'm sorry, mistress. I won't swear again, mistress."

		"It's too late for that."

		***

		Dylan felt something very cold against her asshole, which she immediately recognized as the feeling of lubricant. She was glad there was no mirror at the headboard now, or else Daisy might be able to see her smiling.

		She didn't know where the lube had come from probably same place as the wash cloth. She kept hers in the drawer of the night stand, and that drawer remained closed. But then, she didn't know where the washcloth had come from, either.

		She felt the return of Daisy's fingers, one in her asshole and the other in her pussy, both moving independently of each other, one to stimulate and the other to prepare. Daisy worked the lube deeper into Dylan's ass until the tight passage was slick with it.

		"Only one thing to do with a dirty little whore like you," hissed the sexfighter. She withdrew both fingers from Dylan's holes and gripped her cheeks, spreading them apart.

		Dylan took a deep breath, knowing what was next, and she moved up onto her elbows and knees, presenting her ass.

		"Good girl," said Daisy. "Maybe there's hope for you yet."

		She felt a pressure against her ass as a strap-on - from the same arcane source as the washcloth and lube, presumably - pushed into her. It wasn't too big around to handle - Dylan wasn't a size queen, particularly when it came to anal - but still plenty big. Just right, really.

		"Thank you, mistress," she whimpered, as Daisy slid the dildo into her. "I want to be good, mistress."

		"Shhh," hissed Daisy. Her tone was harsh as she gradually moved into a proper fucking rhythm. She wasn't gentle, and Dylan had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. Finally, she couldn't hold it back anymore, and screamed in a mix of pain and pleasure, a blissful subjugation by the beautiful creature behind her.

		"Am I going to have to gag you, you dirty slut?" said Daisy.

		Dylan shook her head, frantically. Daisy started fucking faster, her hands on Dylan's hips, before pulling her, roughly, into another position. Dylan's ass was higher up now, her face only inches from her knees, a position she recognized as the butter churner. She'd never done it before, but she’d seen Daisy, do it to her defeated opponents in her videos. The dildo plunged down and into her slick asshole, before pulling up and out again.

		Daisy placed a high-heeled shoe, gently, over Dylan's head, only putting enough weight on her so that she'd feel it. "You wanted me to step on you, little plaything," said Daisy. "Is it all you wanted? You may speak."

		"Yes, mistress," moaned Dylan. "Thank you, mistress. It's amazing, mistress."

		"Look at yourself," said Daisy. "Taking it up the ass like the common marketplace whore that you are." Dylan couldn't help but moan at that, earning another slap.

		Dylan's nerve were so on edge that it wasn't long before she came, her limbs spasming wildly underneath Daisy's prosthetic cock.

		"Have you learned your lesson, plaything?" asked the sexfighter, a sardonic smile on her face.

		"Oh, yes, mistress," Dylan gasped, before giving a shocked squeak as Daisy drove the dildo as far down into her as it would go. Finally, she pulled out, and moved her face down to plant a kiss on Dylan's gaping asshole.

		"What about my dessert, mistress?" cooed Dylan.

		"Dessert?"

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"You promised that if I was good, mistress, you would let me eat your ass."

		Daisy smiled. "I suppose I'll allow it." She snapped her fingers, and then she dispatched the chains from the bedposts. She stretched her arms, luxuriantly, and lay down on the bed, on her stomach, her breasts flattening against the mattress, and she patted her butt once in invitation. The dildo, apparently, had returned once again into nowhere.

		Dylan didn't hesitate, crawling behind Daisy and taking the sexfighter's round, shapely bum in both her hands, kneading it like bread dough, squeezing it and pulling it apart, exposing once again that bejeweled butt plug. Daisy gave a quiet moan of approval as Dylan traced around the rim of her ass with her normal sized tongue, gently around the plug, before taking it between her teeth and pulling, carefully, slowly, until it slid out of her.

		Daisy's asshole, too, was gaping open in front of her, and Dylan's body was on fire with lust as she pushed her tongue into that forbidden hole, probing it gently. Her right hand she moved down around to Daisy's very wet cunt and began to flick at her clitoris.

		"Thank you, mistress," Dylan hissed into Daisy's open ass, licking it reverently.

		Her left hand slid under Daisy's belly and up to her left breast, cupping it, caressing it, pinching the nipple, and Daisy gave another approving moan as she was pleasured on three fronts. She crossed her arms in front of her, laying down her head as if receiving a massage. But try as Daisy might to maintain her stoic pose, Dylan could hear her breathing getting faster, more ragged, and knew that the sexfighter would soon have her own anal orgasm.

		Dylan's tongue was getting sore but she kept going, swirling it around inside Daisy's open anus, until finally she felt her lover begin to climax.

		Daisy didn't scream. She just gave a long, drawn-out, and contented sigh. It was the most ladylike orgasm Dylan had ever seen. And she reached back a hand, gently drawing Dylan's face up and out of her ass.

		"Did you enjoy that?" asked Daisy.

		"Yes, mistress," cooed Dylan. "It was my privilege." She giggled, and Daisy, finally, laughed too.

		Dylan rested her head, absentmindedly, against the curve of Daisy's bum. It was late, and she was exhausted, and she had a flight in the morning, but there was something she had to ask Daisy. .

		"Daisy?" she asked.

		"Yes?"

		"Now that you know me, would you like to go out for coffee tomorrow? Or tea? You know, like... a date?"

		Daisy smiled. "You've made my wish come true, Dylan."

		***

		A few months after her quite physical hook up with Daisy, to her surprise Dylan saw Miray Xandar on the plane where she was working. Again in first class, naturally. Dylan instantly recognized Miray, sitting nonchalantly in her seat in a smart silk suit, reading a copy of The Scarlett Letter before takeoff. Dylan calmed herself down and began making her rounds, taking passenger's orders.

		When she got to Miray, she smiled brightly. She knew, like with Daisy, that this was a once-in-a-lifetime chance, and that she wouldn't let a chance with her favorite porn star pass her by.

		"My name is Dylan, and I’m your flight attendant today. What can I get you, miss?" she asked, as usual she was leaning over a little further than necessary, allowing Miray a very long glance down her top. Miray, much to Dylan's delight, took a moment to admire her assets before responding.

		Miray had fucked flight attendants before, though never one quite so lovely. Dylan was far from being the only person in her profession who liked to sample the passengers, and a woman as beautiful and as sexually aggressive as Miray could basically pick and choose wherever she went. She was flying to Miami to do a scene. Had Dylan been present when Miray passed through security, she would have been impressed with the shameless way the redheaded woman had declared the assortment of dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and anal beads she was travelling with. None of these were necessary for the scene. Miray just liked having them handy in case an opportunity presented itself.

		"What kind of whisky do you have?" she asked Dylan now, already sure she was getting a definite fuck-me vibe off her sexy flight attendant. Dylan handed her the list and she chose.

		"I'll be back with your order," said Dylan, and winked. She turned around to take the order of the man across the aisle from Miray now. Again, she bent over a little more dramatically, sticking her round ass out a little. This drew appreciative glances from a number of people along the aisle; Dylan was practically oozing sex, and Miray wasn't the only one to notice, although notice she certainly did. As Dylan stood back up, she snuck a quick look back at Miray. The two made eye contact just for a second before pulling away, but both were smiling.

		A few minutes later, Dylan returned with her cart, carrying all the orders.

		"Would you like something else?" she asked Miray.

		"Perhaps later," said Miray, subtly reaching out a hand, below the general eyeline, and cupping, oh so gently, Dylan's ass cheek. Dylan's heart was pounding with excitement now. They were making eye contact now, and Dylan, very, very subtly licked her lips. Miray just grinned.

		Throughout the flight, Dylan would sneak a quick flirt with Miray whenever convenient, but after her initial display, she kept things a lot subtler. The other attendants mostly caught on but knew not to worry about it; they all liked Dylan and knew that she wouldn't let it interfere with doing her job.

		Toward the end of the flight, Dylan initiated her patented move: she'd written down her hotel and room number on a piece of paper - along with "see you there?" along with the tried and true addition of a drawing of two female symbols and a pair of kissy lips - and was heading towards Miray's seat, planning to surreptitiously slip it into her possession.

		Dylan arrived at the porn star’s seat. "Hi," said Miray, a predatory look in her eyes.

		"Well, hello there," Dylan reciprocated, a devilish look on her face. Dylan drew the paper from her pocket. "Maybe we can see each other after landing? Unless you've got any plans?"

		Miray grinned and took the paper from her.

		"Love your work, by the way," whispered Dylan, and Miray's grin got bigger.

		A few hours later, Dylan was sitting in her hotel room, waiting. The bottle of champagne she'd ordered had just arrived, and it was ready beside the bed, as was she. She ticked of in her head her pre-fuck checklist: Enema, makeup off, stockings, blue g-string, flight hat, flight jacket?

		Check, check, and double check she thought to herself. She liked reminding her paramour that they were fucking a stewardess.

		She had done this many times, but this time was different: Miray Xandar was coming. She was jumping at sounds, thinking every footfall in the corridor was Miray, dreading the possibility that she would, in spite of it all, be alone tonight, that she wasn't pretty enough.

		Finally, a pair of heels click-clacked through the hallway before stopping at her door, and there was a knock.

		She got up, heart in her mouth, and moved to the door, her breasts moving freely underneath the open blazer. She opened the door a crack, and there was Miray, radiant, in a brown tweed overcoat, with a neat leather suitcase at her side. Miray slipped inside without a word and looked Dylan up and down, savoring every inch of her. Then, suddenly, she dropped the suitcase and lunged, grabbing the blonde woman's wrists and pinning her to the wall, moving in for a deep kiss. Dylan gasped her excitement into Miray's mouth, and their tongues entwined between open lips. Miray's attention gradually moved downward, leaving a trail of light kisses along Dylan's neck and down to her exposed breasts. She pulled the jacket aside and let it fall to the floor, hurriedly, aggressively sucking and kissing Dylan's extremely erect nipples. Her hands were still above their heads, holding the wriggling Dylan to the wall. Not a word had passed between them since Miray arrived. At last, Miray pulled back, and removed her coat, revealing her own absolute nakedness underneath it, save for a pair of heels. She stood, almost defiantly, in front of the admiring Dylan, Viking art tattoos on full display, breasts firm, nipples standing to attention, cunt already wet and framed by a single strip of neat, ginger hair. Dylan was open-mouthed with lust and excitement, appreciating the body she had seen a thousand times on her laptop screen, but now, finally, in person, and offered to her.

		Miray dropped down to her knees now in front of Dylan, running her hands down Dylan's sides, from her full, firm breasts to her narrow waist and down to her round, shapely bum. She hooked her fingers into Dylan's panties and began, slowly, to pull down, looking up at Dylan as though asking for permission, confirming that this was what she wanted. Dylan's breathing was shallow, her excitement palpable, and she nodded. That was all Miray needed; she slid the g-string down and off and saw Dylan's pink cunt for the first time. Finally, Miray broke the silence. "Oh, Dylan," she said at last. "You're beautiful." And without another word, she leaned in and put her tongue to Dylan's highly excited clitoris.

		It was all Dylan could do to stay standing. Miray's oral technique was phenomenal; it had been a long time since she'd been eaten out with such skill or enthusiasm. Her hands were free now, and she gleefully ran them through Miray's long red hair, holding the other woman's face to her very wet crotch, and grinding against her.

		Before long, Dylan's orgasm came as simply as turning on a faucet, and with more or less the same effect. Miray stood up, lifting her soaked face level with Dylan's. The blonde girl wrapped her arms around the redhead and pulled her in for another kiss, eagerly licking her own juices off of Miray's face and sucking her own taste from Miray's tongue. "Did you like that?" asked Miray, wickedly.

		"That was amazing," said Dylan. "Just amazing."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		"I knew my sexy stewardess had a wild side," said Miray, rubbing her breasts against Dylan's. "It just needed a little bit of bringing out." She pulled back now, but pulled Dylan with her, before falling backward onto the bed. She opened her own legs now, revealing the wetness of her own cunt, and let her hand move to Dylan's chin, slowly drawing the curious blonde in.

		"This is like a dream come true," said Dylan, before diving in. She peeled the lips of Miray's pussy back with her gentle fingers and began to gently tease her swollen clitoris with her tongue.

		"God damn," said Miray, running her own fingers now through Dylan's short blonde hair. "You really know to eat pussy, girl."

		Inwardly, Dylan was beaming. She knew she was good at eating pussy, but hearing it from her favorite pornstar - the woman she considered the pinnacle of female sexiness - was deeply gratifying, nonetheless. She slowly inserted her right index finger into Miray's vagina and began to work it. Miray gave a low sigh of pleasure. "Hmmmmm... ooh, yeah. Yeah. Just... just like that. Oh damn. Give me another finger." Dylan was keen to oblige. Her fingers slid easily in and out of Miray's wet, juicy hole.

		"Do you want to taste yourself?" she asked.

		"I guess I could," said Miray. "That's a bit of a turn-on for you, isn't it?"

		"Mmmm-hmmm," sighed Dylan. She reached up her fingers toward Miray's lips and Miray sucked them, gently. In her line of work, this was a taste she'd gotten to know, and never a specific turn-on for her but certainly not a problem, especially if it got the blonde stewardess to work on her clit with added urgency.

		Dylan's hands slid up Miray's tummy and began to play with the redhead's firm, well-defined tits, pinching and squeezing, at first gently but forcefully, and over time, the gentleness subsided. Miray threw her head back and gave a low, satisfied moan, her eyes drifting closed as she let Dylan work. Before long, she felt her own orgasm welling up inside her, and it drifted over her like a warm bath. She took a moment to catch her breath and then moved a hand down to Dylan's chin, drawing her up. Dylan moved up the bed until the two were nose to nose and put her arms around Miray.

		"I'm so happy," she said.

		"You're a treasure," said Miray, pecking Dylan on the cheek. Both of them had each other's pussy juice dripping down their chins but neither minded one bit.

		"We aim to please," giggled Dylan, stroking Miray's long ginger hair.

		"And you did please me," said Miray, moving a hand around Dylan's waist and resting it, gently, on the other girl's bum. She had a rough idea of what she wanted to do next, once they had both had a few minutes to gather their strength. "It's been a long time since I've had service of this quality."

		"Would you like some champagne?" asked Dylan. "I almost forgot about it." She sat up, slowly and reluctantly breaking from the cuddle, and poured them each a glass. Miray never took her hand away from Dylan's bum.

		"A toast," said Miray. "To fucking."

		"I'll drink to that," said Dylan.

		Before long both of them were starting to feel regenerated, and the close proximity of the cuddling, together with the effects of the champagne, had gotten them both turned on again. Dylan, the consummate tease, pretended nothing was happening but slowly, very slowly, started to grind her bottom against Miray's appreciative hand, driving the redhead into a state of bewildered lust.

		And then she asked the question.

		"Miray? You know how, in some of your videos, you... I don't know how to put this... you put on a strap-on and..." Every pause was carefully calculated.

		"Yes?" Miray asked, breathless, fingers grazing against Dylan's tight anus. Dylan pretended not to notice, adding to Miray's agitation.

		"And... stick it up other girl's bottoms? Is that... is that something you like to do in private, too, or just for the sake of the videos?"

		Miray's excitement was palpable in the air. Dylan had said the magic words and Miray was hooked. Dylan had never felt so wanted in all her life.

		"It's... a bit of a kink of mine. Why? Did you want to...?" Miray let her question trail off.

		"What? Oh no, of course not. I was just wondering. I don't understand why anyone could ever be enough of a pervert to actually enjoy that." But her words were teasing, her judgmental pose a mockery, and Miray knew it. "Why? Did you want to do that to me?" She was smiling openly now, teasing. She openly pushed her bum back against Miray's hand, grinding.

		"I would like very much do that to you, Dylan," said Miray, practically begging now. "If you'll let me."

		"We-e-e-ll..." said Dylan. "I guess we could, if you really want to. But only on one condition."

		"Anything at all," said Miray. Dylan was delighted. She had her favorite pornstar in the palm of her hand, begging for the privilege of fucking her the way she, Dylan, already liked it best. She was in control, even if Miray had been put in the role of aggressor.

		"You've got to eat my ass first," said Dylan.

		"I'd love to," said Miray, giving Dylan a grateful squeeze. "Let me show you my toys."

		She got up from the bed, Dylan sitting up along with her, and went to her suitcase, almost forgotten beside the door. "Oh, you don't mind if I spend the night here, do you? Let’s me save on hotel fare."

		"No problem at all," said Dylan. "I hate sleeping alone anyway." She was sitting up on the bed now, still naked, her mammoth tits beginning to stand up subtly, signaling her re-arousal. Miray reached into the suitcase and pulled out a smaller case, like an attaché. She brought it to the bed and opened it up. Dylan's eyes widened at the sight.

		Inside were two strap-ons of different sizes, one flexible double-sided dildo, a butt plug, a set of anal beads, and a good-sized tube of lubricant. Dylan felt like a kid in a candy store. Which ones to use? Her blue eyes roved over the toys, and her fingers tracked slowly over them as well, enjoying the feel of Miray's collection. Her other hand shot down to her cunt, and began, lightly, to flick her clitoris.

		"I think this one," she finally said, picking the larger of the two strap-ons. Miray grinned. "But I'm adding another condition."

		"What's that?"

		"I want to put these beads in you first," said Dylan, grinning nastily, eyes narrow with lust. "If you're going to sleep in my bed and the only thanks I get is being sodomized, I think that's fair."

		"That's very fair," said Miray. "Come here, kitten." She drew Dylan into an embrace, the two women passionately kissing, both deeply aroused. Dylan kept up her prudish facade but they both knew she wanted this as much as Miray did, that they were perverts on equal footing.

		Miray broke the kiss and lay down on her belly, sticking her firm buttocks in the air. Dylan leaned in and gave her a wet kiss on the right buttock. "I think I'm going to eat your bum a little bit, too," she giggled. "You don't mind?"

		"Not at all."

		"Smashing," said Dylan. Her kisses turned into a light bite, and she began to softly drag her teeth along Miray's smooth pale skin, toward her puckered hole. Dylan gently stuck her tongue out and lightly flicked against Miray's anus, delicate little kisses on her asshole, before grabbing both cheeks and spreading them wider apart. She moved her hands in a powerful massage, caressing and molding Miray's buttocks to the contours of her hands. Her tongue movements became harder now, probing aggressively into Miray, savoring the taste of her. The redhead gasped; she was a girl who liked getting her ass eaten as much as anyone, but this was truly something special.

		Finally Dylan reached for the tube of lubricant and squeezed a dollop of it onto her fingers. In moments, she was smoothly finger-fucking Miray's hungry asshole, much to the delight of the redheaded girl. Miray's hand slid down beneath her body to her coppery curls, and she started, aggressively, to masturbate.

		Dylan was gentle but forceful, fingering Miray exactly as she herself liked it. She had her lover on the verge of an orgasm when she finally pulled out her fingers, leaving a gaping void behind. Miray moaned at her sudden emptiness, before feeling the first bead pop, suddenly, in.

		"Oh, there it is," she moaned.

		"That's the first one," said Dylan. "So you like travelling with anal beads?" She stuck her face down to Miray's asshole and licked it again, where the cord still stuck out. Miray squirmed with pleasure.

		"I can't always find a pretty little flight attendant to keep me company," said Miray. "Sometimes I need to- oh!" She cried out as Dylan slid another bead past her sphincter and into her. "Sometimes I need to unwind on my own." Dylan could relate to that - it was how she'd discovered Miray in the first place, and she owned a few toys as well.

		"What would you be doing right now if you weren't here?"

		"I'd be in my room, fantasizing about this," said Miray. "About fucking the hot blonde stewardess from the plane. And I'd probably... " Another grunt as another bead went up her hole. "Ooh. I'd probably have the beads up my ass and one of those other toys up my snatch."

		"You're such a pervert," said Dylan.

		"I am! Oh fuck, I am!" Another bead. Four of them now. And a fifth. "What would you be doing?" Miray asked.

		"Probably watching porn. Maybe something with my favorite actress. I don't know if you know her. Her name is Miray Xandar." She slid another bead in. "I'd watch her put on a strap-on and sodomize some lucky lady, and I'd wish that lady was me. And then. Just maybe..." She popped in the seventh, final bead. All that was sticking out of Miray's asshole now was the little loop at the end of the cord, like a sexy tail. "Maybe I'd put my own anal beads in," Dylan said. She planted a wet kiss on the side of Miray's ass and the other woman gave a shiver of pleasure.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		"That's all of them," Dylan said, lying next to Miray, on her tummy. She ran a hand through Miray's bushy red hair. "I wish I had hair like yours," she said.

		"Holy fuck," said Miray, still getting used to the beads in her ass. She'd used them many times before, of course, but she always reacted this way.

		"Come here, sexy," said Dylan. "Lick my bum." Miray awkwardly pulled herself up onto her hands and knees and moved down the bed, until her face was level with Dylan's bubble butt. She took a moment just to look at it and appreciate it.

		"This is the nicest ass I've ever seen," said Miray. "You should be in porn."

		"Really?" asked Dylan.

		"All the pussy you can eat," said Miray. "Are you into guys, too?"

		"Yes..."

		"They'll be lining up to fuck you. You can have them two or three at a time."

		"That sounds nice but do shut up and start licking."

		Miray chuckled. "Maybe I won't. Maybe I've changed my mind and I'm too tired to butt-fuck you."

		"Noooooo..." whispered Dylan.

		"Do you want me to? Admit you want me to."

		Dylan saw where this was going now. Her teasing little power play was backfiring on her. But she was desperate for it now. Putting the beads up Miray's ass had brought her to a level of excitement where she needed release more than anything now. "Please. I want you to. I need you to."

		Miray smiled and slapped Dylan's ass. "That's more like it." And suddenly her tongue was in Dylan's bum, probing, teasing, exploring. Dylan gave an excited squeak of joy and reached her hand back, holding Miray's head in place and tousling her red hair as she serviced Dylan's sensitive anus.

		Dylan knew she could come from this alone but she wanted more, wanted to be penetrated and sodomized by Miray. She passed back the lube and gave Miray a pleading look.

		"What do you want me to do with this?" asked Miray.

		"You know what," moaned Dylan.

		"I want to hear you say it."

		Dylan sighed. "Lube me up and bugger me with that big dirty dildo," she begged.

		Miray smiled and got to work massaging the lubricant into Dylan's tight rectum. "And you were going to let me think I was the pervert," she scolded, still teasing. "For shame."

		"I knowww..." moaned Dylan, as Miray's fingers moved in and out. "I'm such a bad girl." Miray was thrilled by Dylan's responsiveness to her every movement, and enjoying the sense of fullness the beads were bringing to her own ass.

		She pulled back and began to strap on the dildo. "You're a very bad girl," she said. "You're a dirty little slut."

		"I'm not..." protested Dylan, raising her ass up.

		"You are," said Miray. "But luckily..." she hovered the tip of the dildo around Dylan's anus now. And then she leaned in to the blonde girl's ear and whispered "so am I."

		Dylan sharply inhaled, but the breath was pushed back out of her as the dildo slid, smooth and swift, up her bum. "Fuuuuuuuck," she moaned, as Miray slowly pulled back out.

		Dylan was in an almost trance-like state now, with the prosthetic cock moving in and out of her anus. Her every sensation was heightened; she could feel Miray's heartbeat above her, feel Miray's nipples drag along her back as the redhead thrusted, feel the ridges of the toy move in and out of her with just the slightest friction. Suddenly it stopped. Another of Miray's games. She gave a moan of frustration.

		"Oh, did you want me to continue?"

		Dylan nodded, too stunned to speak.

		"No, I want to hear you say it," said Miray. "Say you're a dirty little slut like me."

		Under other circumstances she might have played coy, and weakly protested, but she needed this too much for games now, and without hesitation, sputtered out "I'm such a dirty little slut, Miss Xandar. I need you to sodomize me. Please."

		Suddenly the thrusting returned, drawing a long, low moan from the bottom of Dylan's stomach. "That's better," said Miray, laying a light kiss between Dylan's shoulders. In her hypersensitive state, the kiss was almost painful it felt so good, and Dylan's breathing hitched as she hit orgasm.

		"Ohhhh, that feels so good," she moaned.

		"I'm not done with you yet," said Miray.

		"No," gasped Dylan. "Please keep going. I can come a few times this way."

		They kept this up for what felt like hours of sheer anal bliss, both women's rectums thoroughly full, Dylan gleefully submitting to Miray's domination, Miray reveling in Dylan's unfettered genuine enjoyment of their sodomy. Miray fucked Dylan to a second and third orgasm before she could feel her own starting to build. "I'm gonna come," she said, almost like a declaration.

		"Please do," gasped Dylan, grinding back on the invading toy.

		Miray started to pick up the pace, desperate for relief, butt-fucking Dylan harder and faster than she'd ever butt-fucked anyone before. She was afraid her eagerness would be too much, that she was hurting the gorgeous flight attendant, but Dylan was loving every moment of it still, and from the growing pitch of her grunts, reaching her fifth orgasm of the night, counting the cunnilingus earlier.

		Dylan could feel both of their orgasms building up, and knew just the trick to push Miray over the edge as her own began to crest. She slid her hand back around Miray, toward the redhead's freckly bum, and gently grabbed a hold of the end of the cord sticking out of her naughty little hole.

		"You're such a slut," groaned Dylan, the dildo penetrating deep within her bowels. "All I had to do was tell you I was a slut too and you gave me all the butt sex I wanted."

		Before Miray could reply, Dylan smoothly pulled the beads out of Miray's ass, all at once. The sudden pulling-out sensation was too much for Miray, and she gasped out her magnificent climax. At the same moment, Dylan's own orgasm struck, and her pink vagina gushed with juices. Both ladies' knees went weak, and they collapsed onto each other on the bed, Miray still straddling Dylan. She gently reached down and pulled the strap-on out of Dylan's well-fucked hole, and then put her arms around her, squeezing the blonde against her own body.

		Miray fell asleep first. Dylan was too excited, too stunned by her own achievement, and needed some time to process it. She lay awake, the little spoon, looking at the beautiful ginger woman who lay, admiringly, beside her.

		When Dylan woke up, Miray was no longer beside her. For a moment, she felt a panic that it had all been a dream, but no, there was the briefcase by the side of the bed. She looked up to see the bathroom light on, and her ears registered a sink running. Miray was brushing her teeth. Dylan stretched her arms, pulled the blanket up around her chin, and gave a contented sigh. Life was good.

		"You awake?" asked Miray.

		"Yes I am, pretty girl," said Dylan.

		"I had a really good time last night," said Miray.

		"Me too."

		Miray stepped into the room. She had on a hotel bathrobe, and her hair was wrapped in a towel, as though she'd just emerged from the shower.

		"You took a shower without me?" asked Dylan.

		"I can't stay," said Miray. "But think about what I said last night. About trying porn."

		It was too early for Dylan to make career decisions like this. She looked at the clock by the bedside. Just after 8. Yeah, too early.

		"I don't know," said Dylan.

		"Just think about it. I'm going to give you a copy of my business card, at least. That way..." she sat on the bed beside Dylan and kissed her lightly on the nose. "Next time we're in the same city we can meet up and do this again."

		"Mmmmm, that sounds nice," said Dylan, running her fingers through Miray's red hair. "You're suuuure you don't have time for some quick morning sex?" She tossed the blanket aside, exposing her voluptuous body.

		Miray sighed. "Well, okay." She glanced at the clock. "I guess I have a few minutes. And I can't say no to those big blue eyes." Smiling, she lowered her face down Dylan's body, toward her inviting body.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Each of Miray’s hands then came to rest upon Dylan’s stomach. Lifting herself up slightly, she could see she was taking in as much as she could. Her palms graciously spread across Dylan’s abdomen... so gently. Then back again. Her touch sent Goosebumps and a shudder across Dylan’s skin. She then peered through her rumpled hair to see Dylan’s staring directly at her... again, the familiar gaze of attraction and love arrested them both.

		"I've never seen a more beautiful stomach." She spoke quite softly, leaning down to plant a wet kiss upon Dylan’s flesh.

		"So soft." Was followed by yet another drawn out kiss.

		Now Dylan’s was breathing heavily. With her legs still resting upon Miray’s shoulders, she brought them down at her side as Dylan struggled for each breath. She knew what was about to happen. She knew Miray would be saving her desires by engulfing herself in the nectar of Dylan’s soulful essence. The last kiss proved this as she slowly raised her lips from her quivering stomach, leaving a thin saliva trail attached to her lips as she stared directly at Dylan.

		They both held their breath in unison, staring with their mouths agape. Dylan’s only reply was bringing both hands down to hers, clutching them with frantic urgency. She locked their fingers together as she too held onto Dylan for dear life. It was the most precious moment any woman could ever hope to have happen to her. Dylan finally let go of her breath as she placed Dylan’s palms on each side of her face, luxuriating in her touch. Her eyes closed as her mouth dragged along Dylan’s hands with her lips straggling behind.

		"Oh fuck... Miray..." Dylan gulped in trepidation.

		With that, her face lay low as Dylan saw nothing but her blonde hair. She yelped slightly as Miray’s ravishing hair tickled her sensitive stomach, and inner thighs. Dylan’s lower body jolted suddenly as she felt Miray’s hands clutch her thighs, gently spreading Dylan apart as she soon felt Miray’s hot breath fall across her most beloved womanhood. Miray took the back of her hands and began gingerly caressing the insides of Dylan’s thighs as her hands reached up to grab her own mangled hair in the agony and joy of female seduction.

		Her fingertips crawled across Dylan’s outer lips, then without caution; Miray’s open mouth sealed itself upon her vagina. Dylan’s entire body locked up as her spine bowed. She wailed out as her arms stretched outward, grabbing anything she could in an effort to maintain her sanity. But it was useless. Nothing could prepare her for what feast Miray was about to bless her with. Her warm tongue glided along Dylan’s slit, sending quick shivers throughout her body. She shook with each lap of Miray’s tongue, feeling like a virgin all over again. Those lips meshing with her as only a woman can... slow... slow...

		God, she's so slow... gentle.

		All Dylan could remember was her body starting to undulate beneath Miray' curling tongue. She started vacillating her hips and stomach; moving much like a slumberous belly dancer, but excruciatingly slow. Dylan’s head would tediously turn; her arms would reach up, or down to touch Miray anywhere she could. Her entire body moved in perfect unison with her lover's tongue. Each flicker and thrust of her tongue was like her conducting Dylan’s flesh, causing dramatic tension or delirious, sweet melodies that evoked sentimental tenderness. It is amazing what happens in a woman's mind when such rapture occupies her mind. When the heart, mind, and flesh are blended together in absolute fulfillment... each soul is forcefully united to the other's purpose. Unconditional love guides her actions... every move is dictated by the heart... powered by the soul. It’s what every woman was born to become. Some choose to accept it, some do not. Thankfully, Dylan had accepted it.

		Miray' low moans began reverberating throughout Dylan’s abdomen and thighs. God, even her moans sent convulsions all through her vanquished essence. Dylan’s misty eyes opened to see the bright moonlight from outside illuminate their perspiring bodies in a pale blue tint. Their bodies glimmered in the moonlight; a sight that seemed to be Heavenly. Just looking at Dylan’s stomach still swell and shrink, along with those beautifully carved arms and shoulders of her lover made Dylan’s heart skip. Her hands now took hold of Dylan’s legs, spreading her apart even more so that she could discover even more of Dylan’s feminine treasures. She curled Dylan like scissors, then placed her legs together as Dylan’s lower back came off the bed. Now her backside was free for Miray’s picking... and her intensity flourished as her mouth left Dylan’s pussy, only to tongue bathe her thighs and ass. Dylan could only cry Miray’s name out repeatedly...

		Dylan could sense their lovemaking was shifting to a more assertive phase, which was fine by Dylan. She was held upon the brink of orgasm so lovingly... so perfectly. And now as Miray was exploring her most sensitive backside with her loving lips and tongue, she could barely resist. Both of her hands gripped Dylan’s legs behind the knees, flexing them down to each side of her face. Dylan howled in wild approval as Miray held her there, now bringing her mouth to the tranquil comeliness of Dylan’s full, round ass.

		Her hands splayed out across her bed, feeling the slithering warmth of Miray’s tongue slowly glaze the entire length of her ass crack. She couldn't believe how she had her... all hunched over with her legs beside her head. Dylan had never been twisted like this; but then again, she had never wanted a woman like this either... so be it. All that mattered was making Miray happy. Suddenly, it was like she became a fiery animal. Her grasp was much more powerful, her tonguing was intense... Her face violently thrashed between Dylan’s cheeks, growling the most beastly grunts she’s ever heard come from a woman. Dylan’s was beside herself... She fought hard for every breath as Miray licked the inner cheeks of her crack three to four times, over and over again. She was savoring this... she couldn't get enough.

		"Oooh, you love my ass don't you? Huh?" Dylan managed to bellow out.

		All Miray could respond was a muffled moan between Dylan’s wreathing globes. She then twisted Dylan down to my stomach where her ass was now high in the air for her pleasure.

		"God, Miray." She whispered in intrigue. "Take my ass... take me."

		Dylan propped herself up on her elbows as she glanced over her shoulders to see Miray’s saffron hair splayed out across her thighs and backside. Dylan’s gasps were shallow and severe. She treasured having her ass devoured like this... she always had. I smiled, knowing Miray found her backside so tempting... Dylan made her happy.

		"You like my fucking ass, don't you? Wanna stick that tongue inside me, don't you?" Dylan said, vocalizing her innermost hope for penetration.

		Miray replied with an unrecognizable, hopeful cry that echoed throughout her room. She kneaded Dylan’s cheeks continually as her sizzling breath called upon her backdoor cleft.

		"You better tongue fuck me you ass whore." Dylan crudely yelped out as she did just that.

		She could tell Miray liked her trash talk as much as she did. Another bonus for them.

		All at once, Dylan felt that blistering piece of her flesh stab her asshole as she gripped her pillow like it was her only savior. She was beyond herself feeling Miray’s shameful intrusion into her backside. Dylan’s mouth agape in awe, she eased her muscles to allow Miray into her most sacred haven of warmth and safety. She absolutely loved having a woman's tongue wedged deep within her ass. It's a sensation few women can describe unless they've fell victim to its blissful spell. It's so unique... so forbidden... and so intimate all at the same time. And considering Dylan’s swelling love for Miray made this moment even more profound.

		The tongue slid inside as Dylan’s anxiety produced a long gasp for air. Her eyes clamped shut and mouth wide, she made fists with my hands in the wake of Miray' foray. Dylan was robbed of any mobility.

		"Oh, fuck!" She yelled out to vent the tension.

		Miray’s tongue flowed back out and lovingly in once more. Her intimate swabbing of Dylan’s bowels left her body a puddle of mush. In her staggering shock, her fist slammed into the mattress, screaming in tortured ecstasy. Her hands pressed her head, trying to squeeze whatever fleeting opposition she had left, but it was useless. Dylan’s face, twisting and contorting with each loving stab of that angry tongue... a flood of sensations raced through her mind... shock that her lips and tongue were feeding on her ass... astonishment that she wanted Dylan’s wide ass... delight in having a beautiful woman eat her out... so she tried to buffer the onslaught of pleasure by picturing what she must be feeling, or tasting at this point. Dylan could almost see that tongue being milked by her wrinkled rosebud... With every ounce of her hope, she squeezed her anal tract around Miray’s tongue to see what she would do.

		She came alive... long-winded moans rumbled throughout Dylan’s backside as her hands renewed their vigor by clutching Dylan’s lofty cheeks, digging her nails into her flesh again and again. Her tongue somehow reached a depth no other woman had before. Dylan collapsed, now screaming her reverence into the sheets.

		"So fucking deep, Miray!! My god, you... Oooohh you feel my ass tighten on your hot ass tongue? Huh? I'm doing that... I'm... aawh, GAWD!!!" Dylan bellowed as loud as she could.

		Dylan milked her tongue over and over, and she thrilled in the affection. She wished she could get more of Miray inside her.. She wanted her tongue, face, neck... her entire fucking body inside her bowels at this point. Dylan’s cries persisted, as did Miray’s tonguing. Dylan’s words were occasionally inaudible, a mess of words that barely made any sense. She wanted the ultimate act of penetration by this woman...

		Miray left Dylan mumbling incoherently to herself on the bed. She left a note thanking her for the great time and suggested the meet up later in the year.

		Dylan never heard from Miray again.

		END
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