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Chapter One: Introducing Angela

Angela Williams was having a very bad day.

It wasn’t that the opposing counsel seated across the boardroom table from her kept shooting little glances at her chest that he obviously thought were discreet in the way men always thought they were but were anything but in reality. She had grown more than used to that in the thirty odd years she had been on this planet. Heck, if she was honest she couldn’t even blame him. Having been blessed, or cursed as she often thought when enduring her daily session on the elliptical, with size D breasts Angela knew she had an impressive rack. In high school she had hated it; hated the the muttered comments of “fat sow” from envious other girls her age that she had pretended not to hear, hated the fact all her clothes had a plus size label and never fit properly because they had been designed for girls who had big guts instead of just big tits. As she had gotten older she had learned to embrace it and now saw every appreciative glance from a man, and especially a woman who happened to share her particular inclinations, as a compliment.

No, the problem was that the opposing counsel was being an utter pain in the proverbial ass. Riley Quayle of Jacskon Tusk Bernstein and Quayle wasn’t a stupid man, Angela had to concede. Your last name didn’t get to be on the door of a major law firm, even if it was the very last one, if you were. He was up to date on his brief, well versed in the relevant statutes and precedents, and knew where to look to poke holes in an opposing argument that looked seemingly impenetrable. Angela even grudgingly admitted, in a very hypothetical objective way, that he was handsome, all square jawed and dark curls with an alpha male aura that set women who didn’t share her particular orientation swooning and their panties dropping soon after.

Unfortunately he also suffered from the delusion most lawyers seemed to suffer from once they became the named partner of the major firm that he was unbeatable. As if having a bronze plaque that included his name on it somehow gave him special powers.

“Again, Ms Williams, you have to consider my client’s perspective here. I understand that what happened to yours is terrible, I really do, but if mine just handed out tens of millions of dollars to anyone who claimed whatever tragic set of circumstances was caused by using one of their products they’d be out of business.”

“My client,” Angela said coolly. “Suffered very severe liver damage as a result of eating the fat free pudding sold to her by yours.”

“Allegedly,” Quayle shot back.

“We have diagnoses from three physicians, one being the state’s former surgeon general, who say otherwise Mr Quayle.” Angela answered. She could feel the vein in her forehead beginning to throb, a sure sign that a migraine would be coming on if this went on for much longer.

“And I can produce counter diagnoses of our own -”

Angela slapped her hand against the boardroom table, an act she was well practised in, admittedly in different circumstances and not usually against varnished wood. The sound rang through the room.

She leaned forward, crossing her hands together and glaring at the other lawyer sternly. “Mr Quayle, I’ll remind you we are both here for the same purpose and that isn’t to gratify our egos by notching another ‘win’ on our belts. It’s to represent the best interests of our clients. I understand the concern yours has. They’re currently looking at a very lucrative merger, one that they stand to make a great deal of money from. I’m sure they’re very worried that even a hint of a scandal regarding one of their products would derail the whole thing. My client really doesn’t care about any of that. Her concern is that she now needs money to cover her medical bills and compensate for the fact that her ability to work has been vastly reduced. I can promise you that she will be more than willing to sign a nondisclosure agreement restricting her from saying anything about the nature of the settlement between her and your client. If this goes to trial it’s a different story. Will the public care about who has the more convincing expert evidence to back them up or will they just fixate on the poor crying woman testifying on the stand about how her life has gone to pieces? Will your client’s prospective business partners?”

Quayle drummed his fingers on the table, the eyes of the fellow associates of his team all suddenly rooted on him. He was clearly considering it.

“A settlement is still a matter for the public record. That alone raises questions.”

Angela suppressed her desire to smirk. She had him. “As I said, my client will sign a nondisclosure agreement. I’ll even let you craft the wording, subject to my final approval of course. If anyone asks, your client will be free to say she bought one of their weight loss products and surprise surprise didn’t lose as much weight as she wanted or whatever sugar story they feel will avoid derailing their coveted merger.”

It was clear that Quayle was now seriously considering it. It was his turn to lean forward, eyes locked with Angela’s.

“And if someone else comes forward with a similar suit?”

Angela hadn’t gone into law out of a melodramatic sense of justice or desire to serve the greater good. She was a realist. Bad things happened. There was nothing she could do to stop them. Her job was to represent the best interests of her client, and she would be doing so just as vigorously if it was the one Quayle was now representing. “I’m sure your client’s top people have been working overtime to correct their mistakes since this came to light in order to ensure there won’t be any others. There’s actually a chance there won’t be, as I’ll admit my client was a bit excessive in her consumption of their fat free pudding.” That was an understatement. As a woman who had to work vigorously to make certain her own body could honestly be described as curvy instead of fat, Angela absolutely detested people who saw labels like ‘fat free’ or ‘low calorie’ as free licence to just pig out mindlessly on the assumption that those labels were magic words that left them free not to do the real hard work required to improve themselves. When she had heard just how much of the supposed fat free pudding her client had been consuming on a daily basis she had felt an instinctive desire to run to her gym and join the first available spin class.

She leaned back in her chair. “As I said before, nondisclosure. That won’t hold against a subpoena but we both know that kind of thing that can’t be guaranteed. What is guaranteed is that if this goes to trial the outcome is uncertain for both our clients. It could well end up being a lose-lose, with you winning on the merits and your clients losing their merger regardless due to the bad press. If we settle, we can control that for both of them as much as possible and make certain this is a win-win for everyone.”


For a long moment Quayle said nothing. Angela could almost hear him weighing up the pros and cons in his head. That was good. She had gotten him to stop thinking with his ego and start thinking with his brain instead. Think like the season lawyer he was and not the named partner who thought he was invincible.

Finally Quayle nodded. “I have to take this to my client, but I will be advising them to take the deal. You’ll hear from me on Monday.”

Inwardly Angela danced a jig of triumph. She knew what the outcome of that conversation would be. She had gone through it herself many times. Corporate types were so much easier to deal with than regular people. The latter were unpredictable. They sometimes insisted on fighting when the better choice was to negotiate, convinced they would win some utter victory like the ones glamourized on tv in countless legal dramas when the reality was far less certain.

“I’ll await your call.” Angela said, immediately beginning to pack away the various papers and binders lying before her on the boardroom table, her associates taking her cue and following suit. Quayle and his team did the same.

Quayle’s people finished first and began trooping out of the boardroom. The man paused as he passed Angela. “You’re good, Ms Williams, I have to give that to you. If you’re ever looking for a new firm to call home let me know.”

“I’m happy where I am for now,” Angela answered diplomatically. She wasn’t so foolish as to openly show interest in switching firms in front of her co-workers, especially given she had only just started her time with her current one. Quayle was more than smart enough to recognise that while also picking up on the subtle emphasis she had placed on the latter part of what she had just said and only quirked an eyebrow before following the rest of his team out of the room.

“Wow,” Zahra, her second chair in this particular case, said in awe. She was a new hire to the firm, fresh out of law school, but Angela liked her on short acquaintance. “I can see why the partners were so keen to bring you over. You completely took him apart.”

“I did no such thing,” Angela responded as she put the last few papers into her designer messenger bag and slung the leather strap over her shoulder. “I just reminded him that the important thing in our line of work is to get the best possible outcome for the client, and that cuts both ways in this particular case. Those medical reports we have are not nearly as conclusive as I was making them out to be and that former state surgeon general is a former one for a good reason. If this had gone to trial we very well might have lost the case, but Quayle’s client might also have lost their merger regardless. That was enough this time.”

“You’re being too modest,” Zahra insisted. The worshipful way she was looking at Angela made her curse not for the first time that the other woman was straight, made abundantly clear by the very prominent engagement ring on her left hand and the framed photo of the uniformed Navy Seal who was her finance that she kept on her desk. There were so many possibilities she would have been tempted to work with if that wasn’t the case, even with the inevitable complications that would come from them both working for the same employer. “Do you want to call Sheila and give her the good news.”

“No, you can,” Angela said. “I know you need the billables and the way she yammers on and on you can easily milk one or maybe even two hours out of her.”

Angela was silent on the elevator ride down to the building’s car park, her teammates all around her high fiving one another and congratulating themselves on the win, as if they had done anything other than document review and some very basic research to contribute to it. She didn’t blame them, remembering when she had been a junior lawyer who savoured being associated with any kind of victory that might gain a modicum of attention and increase the likelihood of attaining partner status at her firm, even in the tiniest way.

When a ding announced their arrival at their destination, Angela stepped out and fished her keys out of the pocket of her blazer. Her car was parked conveniently close by and the beep of it unlocking rang through the concrete cavern that was the car park as she pressed the unlock button.

“Hey listen,” Zahra said as the others all trooped off in different directions looking for their own rides. “A few of us were planning to meet up for drinks afterwards and it looks like we have something to celebrate. Care to join?”

Angela gave a brief smile of thanks but shook her head. The offer was a tempting one but she had a very strict policy of keeping her professional life separate from her personal one, especially given the somewhat salacious nature of the latter. “Thanks for the invite but it’s been a long day and I’d rather just go home and unwind.”

Zahra gave a disappointed smile and then turned away to head off towards her car. Angela allowed herself a moment to enjoy the view of the other woman’s perky backside, displayed wonderfully by the tailored pant suit she was wearing, and then turned away and walked over to her own vehicle.

As the car door slammed shut behind her, Angela leaned back into the leathered bound seat and let out a little huff. This had been her first big win since moving to Miami to join her current firm and she felt the familiar result of it. Her body seemed to be tingling, her nipples rock hard against the lacey fabric of her bra and her pussy hot and juicy in the most delicious way. It was the high she always chased.The reason she had gone into law to begin with. The desire to win. How she didn’t really care. The win was all that mattered.

On impulse she reached into her purse and pulled out a small laminated card. Relocating to Miami from New York had not been an easy decision for Angela. She had had a well established life back there where she knew where to go to discreetly scratch her particular itches when they came up. In the end the very significant salary bump, along with the strong implication that she would be on the fast track to partner status which she was nowhere near attaining at her NYC firm, had been enough to convince her to make the move. When she had announced her decision to her circle of friends one of them, who happened to share her inclinations, had slipped her this card with the whispered promise that the proprietor catered to their mutual tastes.

Club Lesbos were the words emblazoned on the card, an address underneath it with an outline of a woman’s very obviously naked body next to it. Angela had yet to visit the aforementioned club, too busy establishing herself with her new job to allow any distractions. But why shouldn’t she do so tonight? There was nothing else that merited her attention. And there was the alluring promise of exactly what she needed to take the edge off the very urgent need she was feeling right now.

Mind made up, Angela plugged the address into the GTS of her phone and keyed the ignition. As the engine of her car roared to life she felt a similar pulse of pleasure shoot through her cunt. Soon, she told herself. Soon she would be having the satisfaction she desired.


Chapter Two: Meeting Samantha

Club Lesbos did not look like much from the outside, Angela had to concede as her car pulled into the parking lot in front of it. If anything it looked like a nondescript commercial building on a street lined with countless other ones, the only hint to what lay inside being the faint sound of music playing within. This did not phase her. Even in NYC most of the places she had frequented had had a similar outward appearance; not wanting to advertise to the world the exact nature of what they offered within.

Slamming her car door shut behind her, Angela took in the expected beep of it locking and walked towards the club’s entrance. There was a man lounging by the doors, clearly the bouncer judging by his shaved head and overly muscled body which was a testament to too many hours spent at the gym.

Angela once again fished around in her purse and pulled out the laminated card for the club, waving it in the man’s face as she drew nearer. The bouncer waved her through and Angela opened the door and stepped inside.

The interior of Club Lesbos was darkly lit and filled with the blare of pop music, though thankfully it wasn’t loud enough to be deafening. One side was lined with a bar of dark varnished wood and the other with leatherbound booths. In between numerous tables were dotted about. At the far side of the club was a brightly lit stage with a live show. It consisted of a woman, her face covered completely with a leather hood but her body otherwise naked, bound to a wooden X frame. Another woman, dressed from neck to toe in a rubber bodysuit, stood next to her and was currently wielding a riding crop with very obvious skill against the bound, hooded woman’s breasts which were bright red from what looked to have been a prolonged and likely very painful cropping.

It was exactly the scene Angela was looking for.

Deciding to head for the bar and get her bearings, Angela began making her way through the crowded interior. The patrons were exclusively women and there were scenes of just about every alternative lifestyle that could be imagined. It seemed that the community here was small enough that Angela stood out as a first timer and more than a few heads turned as she passed by. One woman even rose from her table and interjected herself into Angela’s path, a friendly if cool smile on her face but a predatory look in her eye.

Angela narrowed her eyes in response and firmly shook her head, giving her long hair, jet black and hanging free almost down to the top of her quite generously sized ass, a dismissive toss. With her buzzed hair and black lipstick, the other woman was not remotely her type, Angela detesting the butch look and very much preferring her partners to be more feminine. Even worse, judging by her leather trousers and vest the woman was almost certainly a domme like her, and Angela was a woman who expected her partner to submit and had absolutely no interest in doing the submitting.

Disappointment appeared in the other woman’s eyes but she stepped aside to let Angela pass without any further trouble. Angela put a bit of extra sway in her step as she continued on, wiggling her large bum suggestively in case the other woman was looking and knowing somehow that she was. A thrill of pleasure shot straight through her pussy at the thought of how she was teasing the other woman with what she couldn’t have. A cruel impulse, perhaps, but Angela was a cruel woman when she had to be, with years of experience in just how pleasurable cruelty could be for both parties when applied in the right way.

Seating herself at the bar, Angela ordered a martini from the bartender and turned her eyes back to the stage to take in a bit more of the show while she waited for it. The rubber clad domme had moved on from the hooded women’s breasts and was now slowly slapping her riding crop down her trembling stomach. For a moment Angela let herself imagine she was the one up there on that stage, administering the woman’s punishment, her cunt growing wet at the thought; she would be close enough to hear the other woman’s pained cries and wondered if she would be pleading for mercy or begging to feel the crop on her bare vagina, which even from a distance Angela could see was just an even darker red than her poor abused breasts, but from arousal instead of punishment.

Her drink arrived and Angela took a sip and looked away from the stage. As enjoyable as the show was, she hadn’t come here tonight to be a voyeur of someone else’s escapades. She scanned the club carefully, weighing up her options.

Angela’s eyes settled on a woman seated at the far end of the bar. Unlike the woman who had approached her before, this one was exactly her type. She looked to be younger than Angela, probably in her early twenties, with pale blonde hair the colour of butter and a pretty heart shaped face with a nose that was perhaps a little too long but had the overall effect of looking cute. Even from across the bar Angela could see her eyes were a vivid blue and on the larger side, giving them a soft, innocent quality that the other woman found bewitching. Her skin was pale, almost creamy, and Angela was already imagining how perfect it would look decorated with angry red lines and inflamed welts.

Just as promising as her looks was how the sweet young thing was dressed. She wore the perfectly executed costume of an English schoolgirl; plaid kilt, ruffled white cotton blouse and knee high white socks paired with black Mary Janes. The skirt was definitely much shorter than a regulation uniform would have permitted, but on the upside it displayed a good deal of her slender creamy thighs. Her hair was even done up in a pair of plaits that fell down her back near to her waist, the ends tied off with a pair of silky pink bows. Angela imagined her underclothes would be equally correct, innocent, girlish cotton panties and bra that were a virginal white colour.

In addition to being a domme, Angela simply loved roleplay. Acting out different scenes and scenarios, especially of a taboo nature. One of her favourites was the classic ‘schoolgirl and headmistress’ one, her submissive lover acting out the schoolgirl role and herself playing the headmistress, correcting the younger girl’s posture and demeanour and teaching her proper etiquette of an increasingly sexualized nature as the scene progressed. Punishing her for some supposed infraction that called for correction. Exploring the girl’s body under the guise of educating her in what it meant to be a grown woman, building her arousal higher and higher only to cruelly deny her release till she cried and begged for it only to deny her yet again.

The young blonde at the end of the bar was perfect for the role. Angela herself had dressed for the day in a windowpane light grey pencil skirt with a matching blazer and a crisp white dress shirt; attire just as suited for a strict high school principal as well as the lawyer she was. The opportunity seemed too perfect to pass up.

By chance, the young woman turned her face and saw Angela staring at her. The older woman did not look away and neither did the girl, meeting her eyes readily with an obvious look of interest in them.

Taking another long sip from her martini, Angela accepted the unspoken invitation and rose from her seat. The young woman was simply too delicious to let go and Angela was determined to make her move before someone else did. Honestly, she was surprised the pretty little thing hadn’t been snatched up already.

Boldly walking down the length of the bar, Angela kept her eyes locked with the young blonde the entire time, almost daring her to look away. The other woman did not, actually turning in her seat to face Angela as she approached, a cute little smile appearing on her face.

Angela did not return it as she sat down on the barstool across from her, making her face stern and domineering. It seems her instincts had been the correct ones as she saw the girl’s pretty little pink tongue lick itself over her bottom lip appreciatively, clearly excited by Angela’s dominant nature.

Seeing no point in not being direct about what she wanted, Angela said in a cool yet firm voice, “Good evening my dear, I am Headmistress Angela Williams and I would like to get to know you a bit better.”


For a moment the young woman said nothing, looking over Angela in an appraising way. Then she seemed to come to a decision, which one obvious by how she bowed her head and looked meekly up at Angela from underneath her long, dark eyelashes.

“Good evening Miss,” she answered in prim and proper, yet also girlish little voice. “My name is Samantha Reynolds. I was sent to your office because my teacher said I was being disruptive in class.” Oh she was already just as perfect as Angela had hoped she would be. “I am here to be disciplined and for you to show me correct manners.”

It was now Angela who took the opportunity to look the young woman over more closely, savouring the way Samantha made herself feign fidgeting nervously as she did so. The girl was even more delicious up close than she had been from across the bar. Her breasts were small, but wonderfully firm and perky and perfect for her slender frame. Perhaps it was because she was so well endowed herself, but Angela absolutely adored smaller breasts; playing with them, tormenting them, pinching and even biting at their pointy little nipples. She also noted that while Samantha was wearing minimal makeup, what she had worn was being used to the best effect. Eyeliner enhanced the size of her naturally large eyes giving them an even more innocent quality than they already did. Dark kohl made her naturally long eyelashes even longer and appear to flutter nervously each time she blinked. Pink gloss on her lips gave them a pouting quality as if they were just begging to be kissed, which Angela hoped she would soon be doing.

“So, you have been misbehaving in class, have you?” Angela finally spoke, a note of iciness now in her voice, and she felt her clitoris quiver in pleasure when Samantha dropped her head and nodded timidly. “Well, we shall have to deal with that. To begin however, the way you are sitting is most certainly not how a proper young lady should. I want you to sit up straight and show me your posture.”

At her words, Samantha instantly straightened her back and sat up properly on her stool. As she did so however, her already very short tartan kilt caught on the edge of the seat and rode up to reveal the side of her cotton panties. As Angela had expected they were white but also decorated with little pink dots. That was certainly something that could reasonably be against a school uniform dress code and Angela immediately filed it away as a useful pretext for punishing Samantha later on.

For now she simply tisked disapprovingly. “When a young lady sits, dear Samantha, she does so while smoothing out her kilt so it does not ride up and reveal her undergarments. Now I want you to rise and sit again, correctly this time.”

Obediently, Samantha popped down off of her stool. When she sat back down, this time she ran her hands behind her, cupping her bum and keeping the kilt snuggly against it so it stayed in place as she slide back onto the stool so it did not ride up and expose her panties, which Angela thought was a great disappointment truth be told.

The girl’s eyes shone with happiness even as she blushed at the approving nod Angela gave her. “Well done, my dear, you will sit for me like that every time I require you to going forward, is that understood?”

“Yes Miss, I understand,” Samantha said in the prim and proper voice she had been using throughout the entire mini scene they had been playing out. Angela found her delivery to be perfect. The girl truly was a gem. “Are we going to continue my lesson?”

Angela nodded solemnly. “We shall but first I think a bit of correction is in order for your earlier mischief in class, dear Samantha. Stand up and come to me.”

Once again the picture of timid obedience, Samantha rose up off her seat, once again smoothing the back of her kilt with her dainty little hands to stop the material from riding up and closed the distance between them. She was short, Angela guessed maybe 5 ‘2 at most, and even standing before her while she remained seated the blonde woman’s face was only slightly higher than her own.

“Undo the buttons of your shirt and open it for me,” Angela said in a voice that left no room for argument. From what she had observed in her brief time at Club Lesbos it was clear that sex play between the patrons was fully permissible. Indeed, out of the corner of her eye she could see a couple seated in a booth on the other side of the room. One woman, a redhead with pale skin dotted with freckles, was panting frantically for breath as her partner, a sharp featured Asian woman, had her hand buried inside her unbuttoned jeans. She was obviously teasing her, evidenced by the way the redhead was clearly begging with something close to desperation, though the only effect her pleading seemed to have on the Asian woman was for her smile to grow ever crueller.

Samantha’s eyes went wide. “My shirt Miss, but why -”

“Do not question me, my dear girl,” Angela cut her off sharply. “I am your teacher, I remind you, and everything I tell you to do is for your own good in the end. Now unbutton your shirt!”

Her still rosy cheeks blushed an even darker red, even as her eyes glinted with an excitement that betrayed the farce, Samantha reached up with trembling fingers to the collar button of her shirt and undid it. The rest slowly followed and when done she pulled the two sides apart. To Angela’s delight she saw that the young woman was not wearing a bra at all but instead a girlish white undershirt. It was clearly too small even for her small breasts and the plain white cotton fabric was skin tight against her firm little mounds, her nipples clearly visible, poking out through the fabric, and obviously rock hard, yet more evidence of her arousal.

Angela reached up with both hands and cupped the perky little globes of Samantha’s breasts. The girl let out a timid little whimper, the sound shooting straight to Angela’s by now very aroused pussy which was liberally leaking juices into the silky material of her panties, but made no attempt to stop the other woman from palming her tits. When Angela ran her fingertips lightly over the young woman’s nipples themselves Samantha couldn’t stop the moan of pleasure that escaped.

That moan became a pained little cry when Angela without warning stopped caressing the young woman’s nipples and began pinching them, digging her long, red lacquered nails into the soft flesh of the little nubbins.

“Miss please,” the girl wailed. “It hurts!”

“I know it does, Samantha,” Angela all but spat out the words, by now fully immersed in her role of strict and cruel headmistress punishing her naughty schoolgirl. “Let this be a warning you remember the next time you feel the urge to disrupt your class.”

Angela dug her nails even more cruelly into Samantha’s nipples, the inner walls of her vagina clenched in the most beautiful way as her cries of pain became louder. Only when she saw the young woman’s eyes begin to glisten with unshed tears did she relent.


“Good girl,” Angela said calmly, noting the look of delight that suddenly filled Samantha’s tearful blue eyes at those words. “You took your punishment like a proper young lady. Now let me make things better.”

Leaning forward, Angela captured one of Samantha’s poor, tormented nipples between her lips and began to lightly suck on it, her hot, moist tongue lathing over the hard little point through the fabric of her undershirt. She savoured the groan of relief the girl gave as she sucked away, soothing the pain she had caused. After a few moments she repeated herself with Samantha’s other nipple and before releasing it as well. Leaning back on her barstool, Angela noted with satisfaction she had left two faint red circles from her lipstick around the area of both nipples. She had left her first mark on the young woman. She was eager to add more.

However, Angela was keenly aware of the burning arousal of her own pussy. It practically felt like it was on fire at this point, engorged and so very wet that her panties were practically soaked. Before anything else, something would have to be done to take a bit of the edge off.

“On your knees my dear.”

Samantha did so, her head now level with Angela’s crotch which was exactly where the older woman wanted her to be. Spreading her stocking encased legs open, Angela tugged up her pencil skirt so her silk thong was now clearly exposed between her plump thighs. She had worn a red one this evening, the same shade as her lacquered nails and lipstick, and with hooded eyes she watched as the girl stared with open desire at the damp material, keenly aware now of how excited Angela had been made by her. Those lovely large, innocent blue eyes of her were gleaming hungrily, clearly longing to taste her.

Angela was all too happy to oblige. “Stick out your tongue, dear.” The little pink thing shot out, glistening magnificently in the low lighting of the club. “You’ve made your headmistress’s panties all wet and soiled. I expect you to now be a good girl and lick them clean.”

Needing no urging, Samantha leaned her head forward eagerly. As Angela felt just the moist, pointed tip of the girl’s tongue touch the sodden little triangle of silk, the moist warmth of it easily penetrating through to her engorged, hot pussy underneath, she let out a little hum of pleasure as a delicious little shiver of ran down her spine at the eroticism of the scene playing out before her.

With hooded dark eyes, Angela looked down predatorily at the kneeling figure of Samantha. The girl met her gaze readily, her large blue eyes schooled into the perfect look of doe eyed meekness, her entire act of virginal innocence put to a lie by the so very skilled way she was licking her tongue all over the gusset of Angela’s silk thong.

In almost no time, Anegla realised it would only be a matter of seconds before the young woman’s skillful ministrations would push her over the edge and into orgasm. She couldn’t stop the eager moan that slipped from her shining red lips and the sound only seemed to spur Samantha on. She kept licking away, now running her tongue over Angela’s clitoris as it throbbed away under its layer of silk. Damn it, that was too much and as much as Angela wished to prolong the experience she felt the very familiar sensation of her vagina’s inner walls begining to clench in orgasm. Her hands fisted themselves around Samantha’s blonde plaits and ground the girl’s face against her panty covered cunt, an almost guttural growl escaping her. Samantha made no move to resist and as even more juices gushed from her sex as it spasmed in orgasm, she diligently continued to lick away, tonguing up as much of them as she could as Angela rode her way through her massive climax.

Finally finished, Angela almost shoved the young woman off of her so she fell back on her knees. Samantha looked up at her from her seat on the floor, her cheeks glistening with the older woman’s juices and her pouty lips curled up in an innocent little smile. Angela took long deep breaths, trying to collect her wits.

“Stand up and rebutton your blouse, my dear,” Angela ordered and Samantha rose to her feet and quickly did up the buttons of her shirt and tucked it back under the waistline of her tartan kilt. She still had that sweet little smile on her face, the innocence of it contrasting so starkly with the glistening evidence around it of the salacious act she had just been engaged in. Angela couldn’t resist hopping down off of her stool and bringing her lips to the girl’s in a kiss.

As their lips eagerly met, Angela reached around behind the young woman to slip underneath the short hem of her kilt to cup her bum, fingers kneading at the firm little cheeks as she pressed her body up against her own. Samantha pliantly melted herself against Angela, making no attempt to resist as the older woman ruthlessly forced her tongue between her lips into the depths of her mouth to ravage it. Angela savoured the taste of her own juices along with that of the blonde girl’s and could already feel her arousal beginning to build once more.

Breaking for air, Angela stood up to her full height and looked down at Samantha. “I think it’s time we took this somewhere else, my sweet Samantha, don’t you?”

“If those are your orders, Miss, I’ll happily obey them.” Samantha answered primly, even as she ground herself lightly against the older woman.

As they walked across the club towards the entrance, Angela impulsively gripped the girl’s elbow tightly with one hand while the other slipped back underneath her kilt to cup one bum cheek possessively, guiding Samantha towards their destination. She was rewarded with a delighted little shiver from the other woman. Oh Samantha was exactly what she had been looking for. Angela was already beginning to plan out the longer, more intense scene that would play out once they were back at her condo. She could hardly wait.

“Did you drive here?” Angela asked as the pair stepped out into the parking lot of Club Lesbos.

“No, I took an Uber here,” Samantha answered, the prim and proper tone replaced by what Angela suspected was her more natural way of speaking, recognising the unspoken acknowledgement that the little scene that had played out in the club had finished and the next one had not yet begun. “I came here planning to hook up and didn’t want to deal with the hassle of coming back afterwards to get my car.”

“Oh, did you have me picked out from the moment our eyes met across the bar?”

“I had you picked out from the moment I saw you walk into the club and was just waiting for you to notice me,” Samantha answered, a surprisingly bold look entering her eyes. Interesting, it seemed Angela had been the seduced and innocent little Samantha the seductress without the older woman even realising it.

“My car is just there. My place?”

The drive over to Angela’s was a quiet one, the two sitting in easy silence as Angela focused on navigating the still unfamiliar streets of Miami. Samantha noticeably did not smooth down her kilt when she sat this time and when she crossed one leg over the other her kilt rode up to expose the white panties with those cute little pink dots. It was obviously done on purpose and Angela noted this display of a bratty side from Samantha, another interesting little piece she could possibly work with later. For now, it made for a very teasing distraction for Angela, one she resolved she would make the girl pay for fully once they had arrived at their destination.

Reaching Angela’s building, the older woman resisted the urge to pounce on Samantha the second the elevator doors closed for the ride up to her floor. She knew there were security cameras and was worried if she began she might not be able to stop. The last thing she needed was a complaint to the condo association.

Her unit was just next to the elevators and she courteously held the door open for Samantha, who entered followed quickly by Angela. Closing the door behind her she flicked on the lights to illuminate the main area which served as both living room and open concept kitchen. Angela was thankful that just the other day she had finished getting the room set up as she liked it and it was decorated with minimalistic but tasteful furniture, with a plush carpeted floor.

“Please sit,” Angela said, perching herself on a leather armchair across from the plush sofa Samantha seated herself upon. “As much as I’m sure we both wish to move on to other things there are a few matters we need to get out of the way beforehand. I assume you have a preferred safe word?”

Samanth nodded. “Yes, it’s ‘red’. I know, cliched, but it's one for a reason.”

“What are your hard limits?”

“I do not do water sports or scat play or spitting,” Samantha answered firmly. “I also really don’t enjoy verbal humiliation, being told I’m stupid or useless or only good for sex; that sort of thing. Beyond that I’m pretty open minded.”

“Good,” Angela smiled. None of those kinks particularly interested her either. “How do you feel about marks?”

“All for them as long as they’re on a part of my body that’s normally covered by clothing. I have work tomorrow and would prefer to avoid any awkward questions.”

Perfectly reasonable. “What is it you do?”

“I’m a nurse,” Samantha answered. “So feel free to mark your territory so long as it's somewhere you’d expect to be covered up by a set of scrubs.”

“Noted,” Angela nodded in agreement, suddenly picturing Samantha decked out in a classic white nurse uniform. An idea for another evening assuming things went well tonight. “I’m a lawyer by the way.”

“I can see that. You must be a total ballbuster in the courtroom,” Samantha’s eyes narrowed slightly, perhaps imagining ideas of her own. “What about you, Angela, do you have any limits I should be aware of?”

Very considerate and not something many submissives thought to ask. “What’s most important to me is you use your safeword if you feel you need to. I think you can probably tell by now that I enjoy roleplaying the evil older woman having her way with the reluctant young innocent, so it’s important to me that if I do something you genuinely do not like and wish for me to stop or simply wish to stop for any reason whatsoever, or no reason for that matter, you say ‘red’ and I will stop. Don’t put on a brave front or think I’ll be upset if you do. I’ll only be upset if you don’t say ‘red’ when you needed to.”

Samantha nodded. “Understood. I like playing the naive and helpless young woman who is taken by the strict, older dominant also, but if I want things to stop, ‘red’ will be the first word out of my mouth.

Angela smiled, it seemed they were both on the same page. “Excellent, if there’s nothing else please stand up.”

The young woman rose from the sofa and clasped her hands in front of her waist, blue eyes wide and a cute little smile once again on her face, the very picture of an innocent schoolgirl. Angela took in the sight for one long moment, nipples rock hard and pussy once again soaked with anticipation.

“Once I say ‘scene’ we both enter our roles. I expect you to follow my lead, but don’t hesitate to use your own initiative if inspiration strikes. It’s important we both enjoy ourselves, afterall.”

A timid little nod was the only answer, Samantha clearly getting into character already.

It was time to begin. “Scene!”


Chapter Three: Disciplining Samantha

“Good evening, Samantha. Do come in. Did your parents tell you why I wished for you to call on me here at my home tonight?”

Samantha shook her head, fingerings toying nervously with the hem of her kilt. “No Miss, they didn’t. Am I in some kind of trouble?”

She was once again using the prim and proper little voice she had been earlier, her delivery perfect. The set up she was providing Angela was a classic one, but the older woman wanted to take things in a different direction. A delicious idea had come to her on the car ride over that she wanted to explore.

“Oh no, my dear, don’t worry. You’ve always been a good girl, certainly not the kind to cause trouble. Do sit down and I’ll explain.”

Taking Angela’s cue, Samantha once again seated herself on the sofa, smoothing her kilt behind her as she did so, settling on it with a straight back and her slender legs pressed together; the image of a well behaved young lady. Her eyes timidly darted up to meet Angela’s before nervously looking down at her hands folded demurely at her lap.

“I understand you have recently turned eighteen?”

“Yes, Miss,” Samantha answered tentatively, a hint of nervousness in her voice even as her eyes could not hide a touch of excitement as she began to guess at where Angela was going. “Four months ago.”

“Well, as you are now a grown woman there are some lessons you will need to learn.”

“Lessons, Miss?” Samantha asked, her voice even more nervous and her eyes even more excited.

Angela nodded with a thin and cruel smile, her face stern. “Yes, my dear. Lessons that a proper Catholic school like Saint Mary’s doesn’t teach openly in class but a young woman still needs to learn, so we teach them more discreetly. Being the well behaved girl and top student that you are, your parents and I decided I should be the one to personally oversee your initiation.”

“Miss, I don’t understand.” Angela’s clitoris tightened deliciously at the perfect mix of confusion and submissiveness in Samantha’s voice, with just the right undertone of fear.

“You will soon enough, my dear. Now stand up and come to me.”

Samantha rose and walked across so she stood in front of Angela as she remained seated in the leather armchair, hands resting on the ornately carved wooden handrests. Keeping her face impassive aside from a hungry glint to her eyes, she slowly looked the girl up and down. Samantha for her part made a show of trying not to fidget under her headmistress’s intense scrutiny, standing straight with her shoulders back and arms by her sides, the perfectly proper posture for the well behaved schoolgirl she was playing.

“Raise your kilt for me.” At Angela’s order Samantha’s eyes blinked rapidly, her lovely long eyelashes fluttering in the most delicious, coquettish fashion.

“Raise my kilt…but why Miss?” She gasped timidly.

Angela’s eyes narrowed in warning. “I am sure you were told you are to do whatever I tell you to without question, my dear Samantha. The next time I have to repeat an order there will be consequences. Now, lift your kilt!”

For a second Samantha feigned hesitation, worrying her bottom lip with her teeth and nervously playing with the hem of her kilt. Then grasping it with both hands she began to hike it up. The kilt was so short that within only a moment it was hiked up by her hips, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down.

As Angela’s eyes glued themselves to the sight of Samantha’s white cotton panties, decorated with those cute little pink dots, the girl’s cheeks turned bright red at the frankly predatory look in them; Angela could not help but be impressed with her ability to make herself blush seemingly at will. The cotton triangle fully covered her pelvic area but was cut very tight, moulding itself over her sex and leaving the outline of her slit quite visible. There was also a very noticeable wet spot on the lower area of the gusset, clear evidence that for all Samantha’s show of frightened reluctance she was just as aroused by their game as Angela was.

Angela gave a little disapproving tisk. “Samantha I am disappointed in you. You are well aware that school policy is that your panties should be plain white without decoration.”

She reached forward with one finger as she spoke, lightly beginning to trace along the very edge of the one side of Samantha’s panties in the cleft where her pelvis met her upper thigh. The soft skin of the young woman seemed almost burning hot to touch. Samantha’s eyes flashed with desire and she bit down hard on her bottom lip to suppress a moan of pleasure, clearly enjoying the electricity of Angela’s touch, but as the older woman’s finger slowly continued up the length of her panties she tried to flinch away.

“Be still,” Angela said firmly, her voice contenancing no argument. “This is not the last time that I will be touching you, my dear girl, and you will not attempt to stop me from doing so.”

Samantha obediently ceased her wiggling and pliantly stood there, her pale, slender thighs trembling, as Angela’s finger slowly continued its journey up to the top corner of the young woman’s panties and then just as slowly traced the same path back down. When she reached the bottom of the gusset, she slipped the top of her fingernail underneath the material and lifted it up, as if she meant to push underneath and touch her there. Her dark, hooded eyes locked themselves on Samantha’s large blue ones and though she kept any trace of it from her stern face, inwardly she smiled with delight at the clear disappointment that filled those lovely blue orbs when instead she pulled her finger away rotated it in a little circular motion in the air.

“Turn around for me please, my sweet.”

Still holding up her kilt, Samantha turned to present her rear to Angela, who gave yet another tisk of disapproval. While the girl’s panties had fully, if tightly, covered her in the front the exact opposite was the case in the back. A small white triangle was visible at the very top of her bottom that quickly vanished down the cleft of her bum, leaving both small, if delightfully firm and perky, cheeks fully on display.

“Really, Samantha, my disappointment only grows.” Angela said in a cool voice that was completely at odds with the way she hungrily was drinking in the sight of the creamy globes before her. “You absolutely know that your panties should fully cover the entirety of your bottom. It seems I have found a second infraction of school policy. Really, I never would have expected such naughtiness from such a normally good girl.”

“I’m sorry Miss,” Samantha pleaded. “They were the only clean ones I had this morning and I didn’t think -” Her voice cut off in a high pitched squeak as Angela suddenly ran her thumb down the cleft of her bum and finding the puckered ring of her bum hole pressed against it lightly, rubbing it through the thin material of her underwear. The squeak became a squeal as Angela just as suddenly cupped both of her hands over both of her bum cheeks, palming the tender flesh.

“Though I must admit,” Angela crooned, kneading at the girl’s cheeks and even slightly digging the tips of her fingernails into her soft skin, “Infraction of the school dress code or not they do display this luscious bum of yours quite wonderfully.”

As much as Angela enjoyed playing with the young woman’s bum, palming and kneading at the perky cheeks, after only a few moments she reluctantly stopped, removing her hands with some disappointment; Samantha’s as well it was clear, judging by the unhappy little whine she let out as she felt the older woman’s touch disappear. Angela reminded herself there were other things she wished to do to the young woman’s bottom even more. Time to move things along.

“Lower your kilt and turn around to face me,” she ordered. Samantha, obedient as always, let her kilt fall back down and turned herself around. For all her considerable skills as an actress, there was no hiding the open desire in her eyes as the young woman lustfully imagined what was coming next.

Angela did not keep her waiting in suspense. “First and foremost it seems we shall have to deal with your infractions to the school dress code. One I could possibly have let slide, my dear, given you’ve always been such a good girl, but for two there will have to be consequences.” She patted both hands on her lap, the implication obvious. “Over my knees if you please.”

Her breath coming in nervous little hitches that almost sounded like soft hiccups, Samantha lay her slender body across Angela’s lap, placing both of her hands firmly on the floor in front of her. Arched over the older woman, her short kilt was pulled up so the very bottom of her bum cheeks were visible, not that it mattered particularly as Angela immediately seized the hem and flipped it over so her bum was once again fully revealed, now covered only by the scant material of her panties.

Right on cue, Samantha gave an embarrassed little whimper, her delivery perfect as always. For a second Angela took in the absolutely exquisite sight of the young woman’s round bottom trembling before her and then brought one of her hands down to cup it in a surprisingly reassuring fashion, gently rubbing first one firm cheek and then the other.

“You have a truly lovely bum, my dear,” Angela crooned almost lovingly, “I have never seen one so fit to be spanked. It was practically made for it. Tell me, Samantha, have you ever been spanked before.”

The frightened little hitch of breath that followed was pure music to Angela’s ears, just the response she had wanted and fitting in delightfully with the scene, and she once again thanked whatever higher power had set this perfect creature in her path. After a long second the girl meekly said, “No Miss.”

Angela tutted disapprovingly. “What a shame. Almost a crime in fact, if you ask me. Though it will be my great pleasure to see it given a proper spanking now.”

“Please Miss, no!” Samantha’s hands shot off the floor to shield her bum protectively. “I’m sorry for breaking the rules. It won’t happen again, I swear. Please don’t spank my bum, Miss!”

“Nonsense,” Angela cut off the girl’s frantic pleading, keenly aware that the word ‘red’ had not been said by her once. “A saucy little bum such as yours must be spanked and often at that. Your first lesson for the evening will be learning to take one like a proper young lady. Now be still for me and remove your hands or else I shall have to take steps.”

Samantha slowly withdrew her hands from her bottom and once again placed them on the floor in front of her. “Good girl,” Angela said. “Now take a deep breath and prepare yourself. I would say this won’t hurt a bit, but we both know that would be a lie.”

For one long moment Angela waited, letting the tension build. Then without warning she raised her hand and brought it down upon Samantha’s left bum cheek.

SLAP!

The sound rang throughout the condo’s living room and Angela drank in the sight of the perky cheek jiggling from the impact of her blow, the creamy skin already turning a slight shade of pink from where her first strike had landed. Samantha’s body went rigid and her bum cheeks clenched wonderfully in reaction but the only sound that escaped from her was a faint little hiss.

SLAP!

Emboldened, Angela spanked the girl’s other cheek and put more force into it. Samantha’s slender frame shook and Angela noticed her dainty little hands ball themselves up into fists but again she remained silent save for a little huff of breath as she exhaled.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Inspired by the challenge, Angela spanked Samantha three times in rapid succession, striking first one cheek and then the next and then landing the third blow across both of them. Each spank had more strength behind it than the next. For a moment the young woman arched up, her body spasming from the pain, but still she remained silent. My my, the girl was resilient. She truly was as close to perfect as Angela had ever encountered. It only hardened her resolve to break her composure, determined to hear her wail before she was through. Her cunt burned as she imagined what those tearful sobs would sound like.


SLAP! SLAP!

Angela quickly struck twice on the soft flesh where the young woman’s bum met her inner thighs, an area she knew to be especially sensitive. She held nothing back this time, and as the force rippled up the length of Samantha’s bum the girl finally let out a pained cry. The sweet sound sent a bolt of pleasure straight to the depth of Angela’s cunt as she revelled in the satisfaction of finally having elicited a response from her.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Samantha’s cry of pain was so beautiful it only spurred Angela on and she rained further blows down on her bum without mercy. Again and again she brought her hand down upon the pair of perky cheeks before her, striking one and then the other in turn, the two normally pale globes rapidly reddening from the abuse. Samantha made no effort to put up a brave front now. She cried out pitifully after each fresh blow, her wails becoming louder and more frantic as the spanking went on, the sound filling the room along with the relentless slapping of Angela’s hand on her poor, abused rear.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Miss please,” Samantha was openly sobbing now between wails of pain and breathless pants for air; Angela could see little damp spots on the carpeted floor from her tears. “It hurts…my bum…it hurts so bad…”

“Oh course it hurts, my dear,” Angela said, not pausing her blows for an instant, fully immersed now in her role of domineering headmistress spanking her naughty pupil, partly to correct her and partly to train her bum to take the spanking it was made for. “This is your punishment, afterall, and a long overdue one at that. Perhaps if you had been spanked before this you would not have worn such inappropriate panties. That shall be rectified going forward. Starting tomorrow, Samantha, you shall report to my office each day during the afternoon free period to be spanked. Doing so shall be a duty I shall happily take on, for your own good of course.”

Samantha let out the most beautiful wail of horror at this fictitious sentence, but her hands remained firmly on the floor and while her body trembled from the pain she made no attempt to stop or evade the merciless blows that continued to rain down on her bum. If anything she seemed to be arching her bottom up to better present it for Angela’s continued spanking. To Angela’s delight she was becoming increasingly certain Samantha was enjoying her punishment just as much as she was; turned on by the pain just as Angela was aroused by inflicting it. She reminded herself to test that theory later.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Finally, Angela paused due to her arm growing tired. As Samantha lay trembling over her knees, crying and sobbing so beautifully from the pain, she drank in the wonderful view of the fruits of her efforts. The girl’s entire bum was now a bright, angry red, contrasting so vividly with her otherwise pale skin. She could feel the heat wafting off of the inflamed flesh.

“Please Miss,” Samantha sobbed snottily, her hands leaving the floor to gingerly rub her sore posterior. “I’ve learned by lesson, I promise. I’ll be a good girl from now on and never wear improper panties ever again. You’ll see.”

“Oh, do you think your punishment is over, my naive girl?” Angea laughed tauntingly. “Prepare yourself, we are nowhere near over.”

“Miss no!” Samantha wailed. “My bum hurts so badly. Please don’t spank me anymore.”

“Nonsense!” Angela said firmly, her clitoris actually throbbing at the young woman’s feigned protests; if she truly wished for Angela to stop all she would need to do was say the word ‘red’ and she had not. “I’ve given many a young woman her first spanking and know you can take a good deal more. And stop touching your bum! Right, nothing for it. I did warn you, Samantha. One way or the other you will stop interfering.”

Welcoming this excuse to take things up a notch, Angela’s hands freed the leather belt from the waist of her skirt. It was worn for decorative reasons but it more than suited the older woman’s purposes now. Forcing the young woman’s forearms together at the small of her back, Angela looped the belt around them several times and then buckled it tightly in place. Samantha strained her wrists against the belt, testing its give and finding precious little.

Angela smirked down at the sight. “Since you were difficult just now, sweet Samantha, I think for the rest of your spanking it will be on your bare bottom.”

Seizing the girl’s underwear at the waist, Angela roughly pulled them down to mid thigh. Samantha gave a tearful whine of embarrassment, but with her hands bound behind her back could do nothing to stop the older woman. Angela allowed herself a moment to appreciate the now totally unobstructed view of the young woman’s small round bum, wiggling ever so slightly in her lap, and could not help but note that the gusset of Samantha’s panties was utterly drenched in pussy juice.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Without warning Angela resumed her assault on Samantha’s bottom. As experienced as she was, the older woman knew that the effectiveness of a spanking lessened as it went on if a regular rhythm was maintained, the victim beginning to learn the pattern and anticipate where the next blow would fall. Now she began to vary the target and frequency of her strikes. Sometimes she struck first one vividly red cheek and then the other, as she had before, sometimes she brought her hand down multiple times in a row, and sometimes she spanked across both at the same time. She struck multiple blows in quick succession, then let long moments pass leaving the young woman in agonising suspense as to when the next one would land. Samantha had no indication where the next blow would land, each one coming as a surprise.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Hands bound, the young woman bucked and wiggled under Angela’s ruthless spanking, pleading desperately between teary sobs and pained whelps, “Please Miss…it hurts…Miss my bum hurts so badly…I’ve learned my lesson, please…”

Samantha’s pleading had no effect on Angela, who would not be deterred from her continued abuse of the young woman’s poor bottom. Indeed, with her underwear now pulled down, Angela could feel the heat of the girl’s aroused vagina against her knees, her skirt growing increasingly wet with the juices leaking from her slit. Her own cunt was so wet and engorged that she was tempted to stop simply to have Samantha suck it again to take the edge off. She did not however. It was too soon. Headmistress Angela would certainly have sweet Samantha lick her pussy, but it wouldn’t be until the young woman was helplessly bound to her bed, naked and vulnerable to her future intentions. As tempting as the feel of Samantha's soft lips and skilled tongue on her vagina was, Angela was not going to break the natural flow of things and ruin the immersion of this roleplay they were both so enjoying by having her do so now.

SLAP!


One more time, Angela slapped her hand across both of Samantha’s buttocks with everything she had. Samantha’s head reared up and she actually screamed, her body spasming in pain. No further blows followed. With her years of experience, Angela could tell the young woman could not take anymore and with just the smallest amount of reluctance concluded this part of the evening had come to an end. Which of course meant, to her great delight, the time had come to move on to the next part of dear Samantha’s tutelage at her evil headmistress’s hands.

Gently, Angela brought both her hands down and cupped the girl’s bum cheeks, the flesh hot to the touch after the prolonged spanking. Samantha instinctively tried to buck away, thinking it was another blow, and Angela softly shushed her as she began rubbing over the angry, inflamed skin. “Sssshhhhhhh, it’s alright my dear. Your first lesson is over and you passed with flying colours. Good girl, you showed me you could be the strong young woman I knew you could, taking your spanking so bravely. Let me make you feel better before we continue.”

Softly yet firmly, Angela rubbed her hands over Samantha’s poor inflamed bum, gently kneading into the red, abused flesh. For a while she continued to sob, clearly still in pain, but Angela continued, whispering to her comfortingly as she massaged her hot cheeks, and slowly they abated and turned to quiet weeping; soon that too ended and Samantha began to coo with pleasure at Angela’s ministrations, her pain forgotten and replaced with pleasure as the older woman continued to massage and play with her bum.

“Good girl…such a good girl…” Angela whispered, hooded eyes burning with anticipation of what was coming next as her hands slowly ran themselves down Samantha’s bum to begin touching her inner thighs. The skin was slick with her juices. That was nothing compared to what she felt when the fingers of one went further and brushed over the bottom of the young woman’s slit and found she was positively soaking. “I expect you to remain still as I begin your next lesson.”

Picking up on Angela’s prompt even through the lustful haze that had come over her, Samantha immediately began to wiggle and while she couldn’t fully mask the genuine arousal from her voice when she spoke it sounded suitably frantic. “Miss! What are you doing?”

“I said be still!” Angela’s voice was like iron as she continued on relentlessly with her fingers, running them up the lips of the young woman’s slit, to her delight finding that they were both engorged with arousal and also seemed to be shaved completely bare. “I told you before that I would be touching you, my dear Samantha, and that you are not to try and stop me. I suspect this naughty pussy of yours has grown quite excited from your spanking and I intend to find out the truth of it!”

Placing one finger at the bottom of Samantha’s slit, Angela pushed forward, parting the silky lips of her labia to push into the hot inner folds beyond. It was hot and very wet there and Angela felt the young woman clench her vaginal walls tightly around the invading digit, moaning loudly with pleasure as she did so. Angela began thrusting in and out of the young woman’s hot cunt, quickly adding a second finger to the first. As her other hand teasingly caressed Samanth’s inner thighs while she continued to finger her, she savoured the wonderful squelching sound that came from it.

“Oh Miss…what you’re doing feels so good…” Samantha babbled between increasingly loud moans of pleasure, clearly struggling to articulate words as she was overwhelmed by the older woman’s ever more forceful fingering of her vagina. “Don’t stop…I’ve never…I’ve never felt anything like this before…”

“You’re flattery is appreciated, my sweet, but I somehow doubt that,” Angela said hotly, eyes glued to the sight of her fingers thrusting in and out of Samanth’s pussy. “Surely you’ve touched yourself before?”

“No Miss…” Samantha said, groaning as Angela added a third finger to the first two. “I’ve never…I know the school rules…I’m a good girl…I’ve never broken them…”

Angela felt a shiver run down her spine at Samantha’s wonderful contribution to erotic scene they were playing out. Given how tightly she was clenching her vagina around her thrusting fingers it wasn’t even that difficult for her to pretend it was true and that her fingers were the first one’s to touch this innocent young pussy, probe its untouched depths. Her own pussy pulsed in ecstasy at the fantasy. Oh Samantha wasn’t a gem, she was an absolute diamond for Angela to treasure.

Her other hand stopped its caresses of Samanth’s thighs and ran itself up over one perky cheek of her bum. Then as Angela continued to thrust away at her sopping pussy she ran one finger down the cleft of her bottom. The young woman gave a startled squeal as Angela’s finger found the puckered ring of her bum hole. Angela didn’t attempt to push inside, only rubbing her finger over it; Headmistress Angela might be cruel but she was not heartless, she reasoned, and certainly wouldn’t attempt to deflower sweet Samantha’s lovely bum at this stage.

As Angela continued to thrust her fingers inside of the young woman’s cunt while simultaneously caressing her exterior of her anus, Samantha moaned aloud with ever greater frequency. Her slender body was shaking from the effort not to rock herself back against the older woman’s thrusting fingers, remarkably still trying to keep up the illusion of virginal schoolgirl having her first sexual experience at the hand of her headmistress despite her obvious growing excitement.

And then suddenly Angela felt Samantha’s vaginal walls clench around her fingers more tightly than ever as she cried out, “Oh Miss! I’m going to…I’m about to…oh yes I’m going to -”

“Oh no you are not!” Angela immediately pulled her fingers out of the girl’s cunt.

“Nooooooo!” Samantha practically screamed, her hands immediately beginning to frantically tug against her bonds as her body bucked and convulsed. Angela’s hands flew to the young woman’s hips, gripping them tightly to hold her in place in case she tried to grind her pussy against her knees to finish the orgasm she had just been at the brink of.

“Please Miss please…I was right there…pleeease!” Samantha continued to wail. Her pleas fell on deaf ears and Angela continued to firmly hold her hips ensuring nothing came into contact with her desperate vagina as her once impending climax slowly slipped away. Only once she was certain the last trace of it was gone and there was no danger of the girl achieving release did she relinquish her grip. As the young woman collapsed upon her lap in bitter defeat, the older woman relished the sound of her pitiful cries as she wept in frustration.

“Stand up please, my dear,” Angela ordered and Samantha rose to her feet, a bit clumsily due to her wrists still being bound. The older woman tugged her underwear back up over her burning sex, unable to resist letting her hands linger for a few moments under the guise of straightening the edges of the cotton fabric, deviantly teasing her as her fingers touched so very close to where she knew Samantha desperately wanted them but just not quite there.

Rising from the armchair to her full height, nearly five inches more than Samantha, Angela serenely looked down at the young woman’s tear stained face and held up the three fingers that had so recently been buried in her vagina, still glistening with the evidence. “Open your mouth, Samantha.”

Pink, pouty lips obediently formed a wide O and Angela plunged her fingers into Samantha’s mouth. Without being told the young woman began to suck, an appreciative moan coming from her throat even as her cheeks blushed red her eyes widened in imitation of the innocent schoolgirl she played so well, embarrassed by the realisation she was tasting her own juices and equally shocked that she was turned on by it.

“Do you like the taste, my dear girl?” Angela said tartly. Samantha mumbled indecipherably around her fingers but clearly nodded her head in affirmation. “That is the taste of a grown woman’s pussy discovering for the first time the pleasure that can be coaxed from it. I’m sure it’s all that you are thinking of right now.” Her hooded eyes narrowed evilly. “Which will not do at all! That sweet, innocent cunt of yours needs to learn control. It needs training, discipline, and before I am through with you I will have tamed that willful pussy of yours. Do you understand me?”

Samantha’s head nodded all too eagerly even as she schooled her eyes into a wide fearful look at the unknown prospect of exactly what Angela meant.

Smiling with predatory lust, Angela pulled her fingers from Samantha’s mouth with a wet plop and took the young woman by her elbow. “Come with me. It’s time for your next lesson.”


Chapter Four: Training Samantha

The condo’s second bedroom that Angela intended to use as her playroom was unfortunately only half assembled, so she led Samantha down the hall towards the master bedroom instead. Not that she minded. It would be out of character in her opinion for Headmistress Angela to bring sweet, innocent Samantha to a dungeon for her sexual initiation, not being so cruel as to overwhelm the virginal young woman during her first time. She would want the experience to ultimately be pleasurable, if perhaps also long and certainly agonisingly frustrating, and the bedroom was definitely better suited to that end.

Opening the door, Angela guided Samantha inside and then flicked the switch that turned on the pair of brass lamps perched on the twin side tables that flanked the bed, filling the room with dull, warm light that perfectly set the mood. The floor to ceiling windows that completely filled one side of the room were hidden behind long, burgundy drapes and on the opposite wall a vanity table of dark varnished wood sat beside the entrance to the walk-in closet. The space was dominated, however, by the massive four poster bed, done up with white silk sheets and a red and gold patterned duvet.

Leading Samantha over to the side of the bed, she turned the young woman so she faced her before reaching behind to unfasten the belt securing her wrists, temporarily releasing her from her bondage. Samantha groaned in relief and brought her hands around to rub her wrists together; they obviously were sore from being tightly bound together for as long as they had been. Her adorably innocent blue eyes looked up at Angela then darted to the bed before darting back to the older woman.

A wicked smile appearing on her stern face, Angela took a step back and said. “Now my dear girl, for this next part you must take off all your clothes.”

“My clothes,” Samantha gasped in mock surprise, as if she surely must have misheard, “But Miss, then I’ll be naked.”

“Yes, Samantha you will be,” Angela replied, unable to keep the anticipation from her voice. “I want to see you naked, in all of your glory. Now take off your clothes!”

“Yes Miss,” Samantha said meekly, raising trembling hands to the buttons of her shirt and undoing them one by one then shrugging it off her shoulders so it spilled onto the floor. Her kilt pooled around her ankles after she tugged it down, leaving the young woman standing in nothing but her white undershirt and panties and her white knee socks and Mary Jane shoes.

Perhaps to delay the inevitable, Samantha slipped off her shoes and then bent down to pull down her knee socks.

“No, leave those on,” Angela said, “They look so…virginal, which soon you will no longer be, my sweet.”

Her cheeks blushed but Samantha obediently straightened and her hands went to the hem of her undershirt, nervously toying with it as her eyes met Angela’s, eyelashes fluttering prettily.

“I didn’t say to stop,” Angela's voice was impatient and a note of warning could clearly be heard. As much as she appreciated the show Samantha was putting on she could not wait any longer to see the other woman naked.

Perceptive as ever, Samantha understood what Angela meant and pulled her undershirt over her head, tossing it aside. Her small breasts were wonderfully firm and stood high and proud on her chest; the white mounds were capped with pink nipples that were rock hard. Her underwear quickly joined her kilt on the floor around her ankles. Angela’s eyes immediately were glued to Samantha’s vagina. As she had hoped it was shaved completely hairless and was a lovely shade of pink that contrasted beautifully with her creamy skin, evidence of her very aroused state as were the juices listening on the engorged lips of her narrow slit.

Angela stared hungrily at Samantha as she now stood utterly naked before her other than her knee socks, her hands itching to touch the young woman but unwilling to look away from the mesmerising sight. Samantha’s face blushed so red it almost resembled a tomato, her eyes timidly staring at her toes as her dainty little hands curled up into trembling fists, the perfect act of wanting to cover herself from the gaze of her still fully clothed headmistress; fully into the role of innocent virgin about to undergo her sexual initiation, as excited by the knowledge as she was apprehensive of it.

“Turn for me please,” Angela said, wanting to stretch things out just a bit before moving forward, prolonging this moment for both of their pleasure.

Samantha obediently spun on the spot, her long blonde plaits flowing down her back to nearly touch the top of her round bum where it swelled out from her tiny waist. When she once again faced Angela her blue eyes timidly looked up from her feet and shyly met the older woman’s dark, hooded ones, “Do you think I’m pretty, Miss?”

“You are beautiful, my sweet. I am so happy to be the first to truly appreciate it.” Angela crooned. “To that end for your next lesson you will give me complete control of your mobility, do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss,” Samantha answered, her prim and proper tone so at odds with her nakedness. “I will of course consent to whatever you would have me do.”

“Go lie on the bed on top of the covers,” Angela pointed to the four poster. “On your back and then you will spread your legs and arms towards each corner.”

Padding over to the bed on her sock-covered feet, Samantha climbed on top of it and lay her arms and legs out as ordered, the picture of submissive obedience.

“Now I am going to secure your arms and legs to the bedposts. For what I do to you next it is important that you be unable to move.”

Mindful of Samantha’s hard limit on marks anywhere that would be visible when dressed, Angela ignored the bundles of rope she kept in the drawer of one of the side tables and instead took out four lengths of silk. She was already picturing how the girl would soon be thrashing and writhing in frustrated denial and rope burns on her wrists and ankles would almost certainly lead to awkward questions at work the next day.

A silk scarf was looped in a knot around each of Samantha’s ankles and then tied tightly to the elaborately carved wooden bed posts that decorated both corners of the end of the bed. Climbing up the bed so she crouched over the young woman’s body while making certain not to touch her yet anymore than was absolutely necessary Angela then did the same to her wrists. When it was done she hovered over Samantha for a moment and watched with an evil smile as the girl tugged experimentally at her bonds and let out a little whimper when she discovered they were so tight that she couldn’t move herself so much as an inch, even as she was unable to hide the lusty excitement in her eyes.


Crawling back down off of the bed, Angela stood up. Samatha craned her head off of the pillows to look at her, her blue eyes went wide and a little gasp escaped her pouty lips as the older woman began undressing.

Tossing aside her blazer, heedless of where it landed on the floor, Angela unzipped the side of her pencil skirt so it could slide down her plump thighs and land at her feet. She spent more time unbuttoning her silky white blouse, swaying herself teasingly and drinking in Samantha’s lustful, unblinking stare as more and more of her body was revealed to her; there was no sign of the nervous innocent schoolgirl in her face now, her excitement causing her to break character for the first time since their erotic little scene had begun.

Eventually her shirt joined Angela’s other clothes on the floor, leaving her in nothing but her red silk thong and bra, the latter barely containing her massive D sized breasts. Reaching behind her back, she undid the clasp of her brassiere and dropped it onto the carpeted floor. Now free from its uplifting support, Angela’s breasts hung heavily on her chest, almost reaching to her stomach, and were capped with large, very dark nipples.

“Do you like what you see, my dear?” Angela said as she lifted up both breasts, caressing their plump undersides and raising her forefingers to circle her nipples.

Samantha’s only answer was a heated groan filled with desire and perhaps just the tiniest bit of envy. Angela drank in the sound, bringing her thumbs up to join her forefingers so they could pluck at her hard nubbins. She always enjoyed moments like this, how they made her feel sexual and desireable and not at all the ‘fat sow’ she had been scoffed at when had actually been a schoolgirl herself.

Unable to wait any longer, Angela tucked her thumbs under the sides of her silk thong and pulled it down, baring her glistening shaved cunt. Kicking off her heels, she quickly climbed back onto the bed and walked on all fours till she once again was towering above the bound young woman. Squatting down so she was sitting on the girl’s abdomen, just above her pussy, Angela bent forward so her large breasts were mashed up against Samantha’s tiny ones and their faces were just inches apart.

“You’ve never been kissed before, have you?” Angela said softly.

Her prompt seemed to cut through the lustful haze that had overcome Samantha and she brought herself back into character, the wanton desire on her face being replaced with timid adoration. She shyly shook her head.

“Well, my dear, let’s make your first one memorable,” Angela crooned, closing the distance between them and bringing their lips together. It began slowly, almost chastely, but soon Angela began to apply more pressure, sucking the girl’s lower lip between her own so she could run her silky tongue across it. A lustful moan was her reward as Samantha shuddered underneath her.

Angela probed her tongue against the young woman’s lips, demanding entry. Obedient as ever, Samantha parted them and Angela thrust her tongue inside where it was met eagerly by the girl’s own. The two silky muscles twisted against each other in a lewd dance as Angela deepened the kiss, becoming more aggressive till she was almost ravaging Samantha’s mouth.

Samantha did not seem to mind at all, far from it judging by increasingly more passionate moans coming from her, partially stifled against Angela’s ruthless tongue. She soon was grinding her firm little breasts against the older woman’s large plump ones as she struggled against her bonds, clearly trying to press more of her body, her yet to be touched pussy most of all, against Angela's.

Angela made no attempt to interfere with her efforts but she remained completely still herself aside from beginning to slowly rock her hips so her pussy rubbed against Samantha’s abdomen, smearing her juices over the area between her belly button and pelvis. The young woman soon was frantically wiggling, trying to slide her hips upwards, clearly wishing that Angela was rubbing her cunt against her own instead of her belly. The older woman did not oblige, gleefully teasing the girl, the pleasure from denying her almost as great as the pleasure that came from humping herself against the soft skin of her abdomen.

All too soon Angela had to break the kiss for air. Both women panted desperately for a few moments and then Angela brought her hands to the sides of Samantha’s face, toying with her blonde plaits. “Was your first kiss memorable, my sweet?”

“Oh yes Miss,” Samantha said breathlessly, blue eyes staring up at her worshipfully. “Please, kiss me again.”

Angela smiled cooly and leaned down to plant a little peck on those adorable pouty lips, but that was all. “As much as I would love to, dear Samantha, the time has come to begin your next lesson. Tell me, what do you think I am about to do?”

Samantha’s breath hitched and her eyelashes fluttered as she blinked nervously. “You’re going to touch me, aren’t you Miss. Like you did before…down there…between my legs.”

A predatory grin spread over Angela’s face. “I’m going to touch you everywhere, my dear girl. I’m going to teach this innocent young body of yours the pleasure that can be inspired from it. Above all I am going to train that willful pussy of yours and give it the discipline it needs. Do you want that, Samantha?”

As always Samantha seemed to know the response Angela wanted. She worried her bottom lip with her teeth nervously and then took a deep breath before answering. “Yes, Miss. I’ll willingly submit myself to whatever you want to do to me. I want you to. But please Miss, I’ve never done this before and I’m scared -”

Angela shushed her, bringing a finger to her lips. Not for the first time she was amazed by how Samantha always knew the perfect words to say and the perfect way to deliver them. “There is nothing to be scared of, Samantha. Nothing! Everything I am about to do to you is for your own good and trust me when I promise you it will be pleasurable.” That it would also be frustrating to the point of torment she did not add. Angela would let that part be a surprise.

“Yes Miss,” Samantha said, unable to keep the heat out of her voice. “I trust you, Miss. Please, teach me my next lesson.”

Swooping down, Angela brought her lips to Samantha’s neck and began sucking at the pulse point she found. She didn’t linger there long and soon was planting light, fluttery kisses along the young woman’s collarbone. As she did this she rose up onto her knees so her hands could palm Samantha’s breasts, fingers quickly finding her nipples and beginning to ever so lightly run just the tips over the very tops of them.

She kept her touch feathery light and teasing, brushing the hard tips of Samantha’s nipples and then gradually shifting so she was circling around their sides. Even as the young woman moaned in appreciation she arched her back, desperately trying to bring more of her nipples into contact with Angela’s teasing fingers, but the older woman had expected this and lifting her hands up with the movement of Samantha’s chest while never ceasing her infuriatingly light caresses for even a moment.


Thwarted, Samantha flopped back down onto the bed and gave a frustrated groan. “Oh Miss please…it feels so good…please, don’t tease me…touch me more…”

Angela’s only response was to kiss her way down Samantha’s collar bone until she was in the very upper part of the valley of her cleavage, her tongue darting out to lick and swirl over her creamy skin; her fingers continued to gently roll the girl’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching them ever so lightly. Inwardly she laughed at the young woman’s plea not to be teased. If only sweet Samantha knew exactly what wicked Headmistress Angela had planned.

As Angela continued, Samantha’s moans became louder and more frequent, her arousal growing hand in hand with her frustration at the older woman’s continued refusal to allow anything but the lightest and faintest of caresses to her nipples, even as her lips began to kiss and lick around the edges of her firm little breasts. It was only when Samantha’s frustration reached the point where her moans became interspaced with little whimpers that Angela finally relented and replaced her fingers at one nipple with her warm, moist mouth.

Her plump lips immediately latched on to the little nubbin and began sucking away at it, her tongue shooting out to soothingly run itself over the entire surface; it was rock hard from the ruthless teasing it had been subjected to till this point and seemed to throb in delight at the lovely wet heat that now engulfed it.

“Oh thank you, Miss!” Samantha cried out in delight, arching her breast up to try and feed more of it into Angela’s hot lips. Angela made no move to stop her, sucking the entire nipple and even a bit of surrounding flesh around it into her mouth, slathering her tongue over all of it. Even as she did so, her other hand continued to torment the girl’s other nipple with soft and teasing caresses, coaxing it into a hard, jutting little point that stood out from the breast almost like the tip of an eraser.

Then Angela switched, moving her lips over to Samantha’s other nipple to soothe its suffering with her warm lips and silky tongue even as her fingers began to torment the other one, still glistening with her saliva, flicking her long nails over it and just barely brushing themselves over the hard little point. After a little while she switched again, then again, continuing to alternate between one nipple then the other; one being soothed and pampered by Angela’s mouth as the other was teased and tormented by her wicked fingers. Samantha could only lie there and take it, the agonising frustration in one nipple contrasting with the wonderful pleasure in the other.

Suddenly, without warning Angela bit down with her teeth. Samantha was completely taken by surprise by the sudden pain that flooded through the nipple that only moments ago had been revelling in molten warmth of the older woman’s mouth and shrieked! “Ahhhhh…Miss it hurts!”

Angela paid the young woman’s pained wails no heed, mercilessly biting down even harder on the tortured little nubbin. Then just as quickly as she had begun she released it and fell upon the girl’s other nipple, gnawing at it with her teeth ruthlessly. Her hand immediately went to work on the first nipple, rubbing at the tortured little nubbin gently to relieve the lingering pain.

And so the game entered a new, even more deviant phase. Angela would either gnash away with her sharp teeth or kiss and suck and lick with her tongue and lips. Her fingers went from teasing light touches to soothing caresses in the blink of an eye. She never gave any warning as to which was her intention, leaving Samantha hanging in suspense as to whether pain or pleasure, relief or torment, was coming when the older woman’s mouth and hands swapped places from one nipple to the next.

Soon Samantha was writhing against her bonds, tears welling up in her eyes and then freely rolling down her cheeks as her moans turned to sobs. “Miss…it hurts…please it huuuurrrts!”

Angela’s spare hand was not idle. As she continued to torture the young woman’s bosom it slid down her trembling stomach till it rested just above her vagina. She could feel the heat of her arousal even from there and when her hand dipped lower, carefully skirting around the girl’s cunt so as to not so much as brush against it, and ran her fingers along one of her slender thighs she found it slick with her juices. Clearly whatever Samantha’s pained protestations she was just as turned on as Angela was by the torment she was inflicting on her supple breasts.

“Please!” Samantha almost wailed, wiggling her pussy to try and bring it into contact with Angela’s fingers. “Please Miss, touch me there…touch my pussy…please touch me…”

Just as the ones before had, Samantha’s pleading fell on deaf ears and Angela’s fingers only idly played with the soft skin just above her neglected cunt, aching close to where the girl wanted them but just not quite there. She redoubled her efforts on Samantha’s delicious breasts instead, caressing and pinching and licking and biting at them as the sobs of pain and moans of pleasure they elicited both became louder and louder.

Finally judging that she had reached the point that her efforts were producing diminishing returns, Angela at last moved on. She began kissing her way down Samantha’s stomach, moving with maddening slowness. Reaching her belly button, she tongued the concave indentation and nibbled her teeth around the soft skin surrounding it. Savouring the increasingly frantic pleas coming from the young woman and the corresponding moans of unfulfilled need, she continued down to her pelvis, slower and slower the closer she came to her destination. Her hands were busy at work as this went on, teasingly caressing the area between her cunt and inner thighs, still taking great care that her vagina remained completely untouched; she even teased her fingers along the especially sensitive little gap between the bottom of her slit and her bum hole.

All too soon, or after far too long as Samantha doubtlessly saw it, Angela’s face was hovering right about the young woman’s sex. By now it was so engorged with arousal it had turned a beautiful dark red, shining with juices that were leaking freely from her slit; the bedding beneath her was absolutely soaked. Unable to hold off having at least a sample of Samantha’s sure to be delicious cunt any longer, Angela’s fingers gently pulled apart the lips of her slit, revealing the pink, glistening folds beneath, and slowly ran her tongue along them till she reached her clit, which she flicked delicately with just the tip of her tongue. Oh the taste was truly delicious and well worth the wait.

“Ooooooh!” Samantha squealed, her entire body shuddering. “That felt so good, Miss. More please. I’m so close.”

“So close?” Angela said in faux confusion. “My naive girl, you are not allowed to cum yet. Certainly not. I have only just begun training this wild pussy of yours and it still has much to learn.”

Samantha’s eyes went wide and filled with cold terror as she realised Angela might intend to keep her at the very edge of release for the entire night. “Oh please, Miss! Please let me cum! You can’t keep me like this all night, I’ll go mad!” Even in her panic, the young woman still did not break character, speaking in that beautifully girlish voice that went straight to Angela’s clitoris and made it tighten so deliciously.

“I’ll keep you like this for as long as it takes you to learn the lesson,” Angela answered sternly, dark eyes gleaming as she drank in the sight of Samantha’s pleading face. “And it’s high time we begin.”

Reaching out with her long, wet tongue, Angela licked it slowly up one of the lips of Samantha’s slit till it reached the top and then carefully circled around the young woman’s pulsing clitoris without touching it to begin gliding down the other one. When she reached the bottom of Samantha’s burning slit, her tongue began retracing the journey it had just made. Samantha groaned in delight at the warm, silky caress on her pussy but also in frustration, it wasn’t enough, and she wiggled her hips as much as her bonds allowed trying to bring more of it into contact with the older woman’s tongue. Angela easily evaded her efforts as her tongue continued to trace the same slow, teasing path again and again; above all she made certain that nothing touched the girl’s throbbing clitoris.

“Please Miss…It feels so good Miss…More please…Please, I’ll be a good girl and learn my lessons…Please Miss, more…”

Samantha’s begging only grew more desperate as Angela continued to ruthlessly tease her with only the gentlest caresses of her tongue. Soon she was bucking against her bonds, mindlessly trying to fight their constriction of her movement as she frantically sought more contact. She arched up her hips, but Angela simply lifted her head up in response so only the tip of her tongue continued to trace its way over her labia lips. She jerked her pelvis from side to side to try and bring Angela’s tongue fully onto her pussy, but the older woman easily anticipated her movements and moved with them, deftly avoiding the continued silky caresses of her tongue touching where Samantha clearly wanted them. As the girl’s moans became ever more distressed and she once again began to sob, this time in frustration and not pain, Angela only found herself becoming more emboldened.

As much as Angela was enjoying the teasing torment she was inflicting on Samantha, her desire to properly taste the young woman’s cunt finally became greater and she ran the full length of her tongue over the entirety of her vagina. Her pace was slow and measured, savouring the taste of her, the scent of her that filled her nostrils, and the lovely hot, soft feel of her vulva.


Samantha squealed with pleasure as she felt Angela’s tongue finally fully licking her pussy, openly weeping in pleasure. “Oh thank you Miss!” Her delight once again quickly became frustration when Angela’s tongue stopped just short of her hard, throbbing little bud of a clitoris and began lapping back down her vagina without touching it.

The girl whimpered tearfully and tried wiggling her hips down to meet Angela’s tongue as it licked back up her pussy, but the older woman’s hands gripped her by the thighs, simultaneously holding her in place while also forcing her legs open even wider so she had even easier access to Samantha’s desperate sex.

As she continued to lick away, her tongue warm and moist as it explored the wet folds of her cunt, Angela’s dark eyes were locked upon the young woman’s still yet to be touched clitoris. The little bud was an even deeper shade of red than Samantha’s cunt, almost purple, and was rock hard to the point it almost looked painful. It was half jutting out from its protective hood and seemed to be almost straining towards Angela’s mouth.

No longer able to resist the tempting sight any longer, Angela finally relented and flicked just the pointed tip of her tongue over the poor, neglected little bud. Samantha almost howled in pleasure and tried to buck up her hips, but Angela ruthlessly pushed her back down onto the bedding and her tongue quickly retreated. After a few minutes though Angela returned and gave another longer, fuller lick of her tongue over the girl’s clitoris before again backing off, heedless of Samantha’s tearful pleading for her not to.

Angela continued to return to Samantha’s straining clitoris with greater and greater frequency, caressing it with longer and more lingering slathering touches of her skilled tongue. Soon she was lathing her tongue over it without pause and using her lips to kiss and suck at it as well. Her hands left Samantha’s trembling thighs, no longer making any effort to stop the girl from grinding herself against her mouth, and her fingers began caressing and rubbing themselves over her engorged slit and the inner folds of her labia; two of them began thrusting in and out of her cunt, plunging into the hot, tight depths of her vaginal tunnel.

With hooded eyes, Angela stared up at Samantha as she writhed on the bed, her head tossing back and forth atop of the pillows and a seemingly endless string of moans and cries lying from her throat as her passion built. She was obviously close and Angela forced herself to concentrate on watching the young woman for any sign that her building orgasm was about to crest; readying herself for when it did.

Samantha’s body began to shake, babbling as her lust overtook her, “Miss…oh please keep going…I’m going to…I’m cumming…I’m about to cum…”

Angela felt the young woman’s inner walls begin to clench around her fingers and immediately pulled them free. She released Samantha’s throbbing clitoris from between her lips and sat up upon her haunches to look down on the girl with cool eyes. “Oh are you, my dear?”

So caught up in what she thought was her impending climax was Samantha that the words did not seem to penetrate at first, then as she began to feel her orgasm begin to recede a look of horror came over her face as she released what had happened.

“Noooooooooo!” Samantha howled, her entire body seeming to clench and go tense as if she was trying to force herself to tip over the edge by sheer willpower alone. When that failed she thrash and pull against the silk scarves binding her limbs, as if to rip free so she could finish the job herself. “Please…I was so close Miss…please I was about to cum…I want to cum…Miss please!”

Angela only sat calmly, her face impassive but her eyes gleaming as drank in the sight of Samantha struggling and wailing, frustrated tears streaming down her face, as she begged and pleaded to be allowed to cum until the last traces of her orgasm receded. Her body went limp atop the bed, still crying bitter tears and obviously still very aroused judging by her glistening, red denied pussy. Angela’s own cunt felt so congested with the evidence of her own arousal she was beginning to have difficulty concentrating on anything else. Damn it, it seemed Samantha was simply too scrumptious a treat. As much as Angela wanted to immediately fall upon her sweet pussy again and begin building her up to the edge of another orgasm she would end in cruel denial, it seemed she would need to take the edge off first.

Crawling back up the bed on her knees still she was hovering over Samantha’s head, Angela looked down and admired the sight below her. Samantha’s pretty face looking up at her, innocent blue eyes shining and cheeks stained with tears and sweat and a deliciously rosy colour that contracted so beautifully with her creamy skin. Those wonderfully pouty pink lips parted ever so slightly as she desperately gulped down lungfuls of oxygen, trying to catch her breath.

“Teaching that sweet pussy of yours has gotten mine all hot and bothered, my dear,” Angela said, one hand sliding down her stomach and between her legs so she could spread her labia lips open. “I really must insist you do something about that before I continue with your lesson. Consider it a chance to earn some extra credit.”

With that Angela squatted down. Samantha’s eyes filled with hunger, obviously as eager to lick Angela’s cunt as Angela was for the young woman to do the licking, and her head reared up off the pillows to meet the older woman’s pussy as it descended down towards her. Angela’s body shuddered as she felt the girl’s lips on her vagina but she continued pressing down with the full weight of her body until she had Samantha’s face pinned down on the pillows between her plump thighs, her face almost smothered.

Not that Samantha seemed to mind. She was skillfully licking away at Angela’s cunt with even more enthusiasm than she had shown back at Club Lesbos, her swirling and gliding her tongue over the older woman’s clitoris as her lips sucked slavishly away. Angela’s normally ironclad imperviousness cracked, her head tossing back as she cried out in delight, her hands slamming down onto the top of the headboard, fingers clenching against the varnished wood.

Bringing her hands up to caress her large breasts, lifting them up so she could circle her nipples with her nimble fingers, Angela looked down through the valley of them on Samantha, her face half obscured by the older woman’s pelvis and thick thighs. The young woman’s eyes lit up with happiness at every moan and grunt of pleasure her efforts elicited, each seeming to only incentivise her to suck away at Angela’s pussy all the harder; perhaps she believed that if she did a good enough job, delivered Angela a powerful enough orgasm, she would be allowed one of her own. While Angela enjoyed the effects of the young woman’s assumption, she had no intention of allowing Samantha release any time soon. Having finally reached the part of the evening she enjoyed most she fully intended to enjoy herself before even considering letting the young woman cum. Headmistress Angela intended sweet Samantha’s last lesson to be a long and frustrating one and the evening was still young.

The thought of what was still to come only sent Angela’s arousal spiking even higher. With a lust groan she began grinding herself against Samantha’s face, her hands shooting down to fist themselves around the girl’s blonde plaits. As she felt her own orgasm nearing, she redoubled her efforts, grunting from the effort; she could feel beads of perspiration breaking out over her body and beginning to run down her skin. Dark hooded eyes locked with large blue ones, the latter drinking in the sight of Angela’s large breasts bouncing and jiggling as her body writhed above her.

And then Angela felt her clitoris tighten undernight the slathering of Samantha’s tongue in a way almost painful yet delicious at the same time and the inner walls of her vagina clenched and pleasure exploded throughout her body. Tossing her head back, she screamed her release as her hands dug into Samantha’s blonde hair to almost rut her face against her cunt. She felt her pussy gush and realised she had squirted; Samantha, good girl that she was, obediently swallowed every drop.

Angela couldn’t remember the last time she had cum that hard. Gasping for breath she climbed off of Samantha’s face and swooped down to plant a flurry of quick, fluttery kisses on her lips, tasting herself as she did so. “Good girl…very good girl…you did such a wonderful job licking your headmistress’s pussy…”

“Thank you Miss,” Samantha said, her own voice equally breathless. It was clear the feeling of Angela’s naked, sweaty skin pressed against her own was only fuelling her own still unfulfilled arousal. “Miss, please may I cum now?”

Those pretty blue eyes of hers looked up at Angela so hopefully and they only grew more so when a little smile appeared on the older woman’s face. For a long moment, Angela let Samantha lie there in suspense, then her smile turned wicked and she gave a little disappointed tisking sound and Samantha’s face fell in dismay.

“Oh my dear Samantha, it seems I still have much to do if I am to tame that willful pussy of yours, but however long and arduous the lesson proves to be I am determined to see it sink it. Prepare yourself, my sweet, I think it shall be a long night for both of us.”


Chapter Five: Tormenting Samantha

Angela quickly glided down Samantha’s trembling body, savouring the pleasurable whimpers coming from the young woman at the feeling of her heavy breasts and pointed nipples trailing down her skin as she went. Settling between her bound legs, spread wide open before her, Angela flicked her long, black hair over her shoulders, and took a few moments to get herself comfortable; she intended to be there for quite a while, after all.

Samantha stared down at her with those lovely big, blue eyes of hers, the pupils dilated with feverish arousal but also a touch of apprehension. The young woman had realised Angela’s teasing caresses and talk of disciplining her pussy had not been some playful banter but serious intent and that the older woman might very well keep her like this, in a state of tormented denial, all night long. It was clear the girl found the idea both exciting and frightening.

Eyes locked with Samantha’s, Angela slowly lowered her mouth towards the bound woman’s vagina, her lips puckered in an exaggerated faux kiss. The girl whimpered impatiently and tried arching her hips up to meet Angela’s inviting lips, but the older woman gripped them tightly with her hands and held her down. As she drew closer and closer to the young woman’s trembling pelvis, her lips parted slightly and she finally closed the last remaining distance and captured Samantha’s throbbing clitoris between them.

There was no teasing build up this time. Angela was done with that. Instead she immediately began sucking with fervour at the pulsing little bud between her warm lips, her tongue shooting out to coax it from its protective hood with gentle licks and swirls. Her hands released Samantha’s hips, now making no effort at all to stop the girl from eagerly grinding her cunt up against her mouth, and instead went to the hot lips of her slit, touching them, caressing them, and parting them so her fingers could reach the silken interior beyond.

Angela held nothing back, using all of her considerable skill to pleasure Samantha’s burning sex. She slathered her tongue over the young woman’s clitoris, stroking it with the pointed tip and running the full length of it over the little bud in long, slobbery licks, then rubbing the soft underside back and forth as the small bundle of nerves throbbed in delight. Her lips, soft and warm, caressed around it, sometimes gently kissing Samantha’s clitoris and other sucking strongly so it was pulled up into the moist interior of her mouth where it was enveloped in the molten warmth. Her hands reached up and palmed the young woman’s heaving breasts, fingers stroking and twirling around the rock hard nipples. There was only one area where Angela showed any restraint, she absolutely refused to allow Samantha to cum.

Watching carefully and calling on her years of experience as a domme who savoured orgasm denial in particular, Angela would build up Samantha’s arousal until she could tell the wave was peaking and just about to crest and then would immediately stop touching the young woman’s vagina, heedless of the desperate wailing and begging for her to continue.

Which was not to say that she stopped touching Samantha. It would not do at all to let the girl rest as her orgasm receded back from the brink. No, Angela merely shifted her attention to other parts of the young woman’s body. She would tongue the young woman’s slender thighs and ghost her fingers over her trembling stomach, palm and knead the firm cheeks of her bum and kiss the soft undersides of her perky breasts, and most torturously of all exhale gusts of hot breath through pursed lips over the entire length of Samantha’s poor denied pussy. The girl wasn’t given a moment's respite, unable to do anything but lie there and take Angela’s teasing caresses until the older woman deemed the blonde’s arousal had subsided enough that she could safely return her focus to her pussy and begin building it back up again.

Again and again this lewd game repeated itself, Angela building up Samantha’s arousal to ever greater heights with every anguishing edge while doing nothing to slake it. Soon the young woman was writhing against her silken bonds, arms and legs kicking fitfully in protest against their bondage.

“Miss!” Samantha sobbed tearfully as Angela once again shifted her lips and tongue away from her vagina at the very last moment, remarkably still in character despite her obvious torment, though her voice was a tad less prim and proper than it had been earlier in the evening. “Please let me cum…Miss please I want to cum…I wanna cum!”

“Oh dear,” Angela replied, pausing to run her tongue up one of Samantha’s trembling inner thighs, relishing the salty taste of her perspiration that had recently joined the sweet taste of her pussy juices. “It seems I am having no success in disciplining this wild, wilful pussy of yours, sweet Samantha.” Her lips planted a wet, lingering kiss on the other thigh. “I’m beginning to wonder if tonight will be enough time for me to tame it as it must be tamed.” Her fingers teasingly ran their tips along the very outer edges of the young woman’s glistening slit, so close to where she knew Samantha desperately wanted them but not quite there. “In addition to having you report to my office each day for a spanking I may need to have you come to my home every Friday so I can keep you tied to my bed like this all weekend long, seeing that stubborn cunt of yours learns the lesson it must.”

Samantha let out a heated moan at Angela’s words, clearly fully wrapped up in the fantasy they were both immersed in; an innocent schoolgirl undergoing her sexual initiation at the hands of her stern headmistress, aroused by the newfound pleasure that she had discovered could be inspired in her young body but her frustration growing ever greater as she was cruelly denied release again and again, desperate to finally cum but tormented by the knowledge when and even if she would was entirely in the hands of her headmistress. And as much as Headmistress Angela could tell sweet Samantha clearly wished to finally cum she was nowhere near yet ready to grant her that release, her own arousal only spiking higher as the girl’s pent up frustration grew more and more desperate.

Twice more, Angela’s own excitement got to the point where she simply had to feel Samantha’s mouth on her pussy again. Both times she swung herself around so her hips hovered over the young woman’s face in sixty nine while her own remained ideally placed between her legs so she could continue her merciless teasing of her vagina, determined that Samantha would not have a moment’s respite until Angela finally deemed that the time had come to allow her the climax she so desperately desired. Samantha eagerly lifted her head to meet Angela’s descending cunt, licking it with a skilled expertise that revealed the truth of her whole innocent schoolgirl act and enthusiasm that bordered on desperation.

It was clear Samantha was hoping that if she pleased Angela, did a good enough job licking her pussy, and brought her to a powerful enough orgasm, perhaps the older woman might choose to be merciful and finally allow her one of her own as a reward. Despite knowing her efforts were futile, Angela could not resist playing along. As the pleasure built deep within her cunt, she would focus her own efforts at cunnilingus, paying more and more attention in particular to her clitoris, slathering her tongue over the throbbing little bud and sucking on it with her lips. The closer her own orgasm came, the more focus would be given to Samantha’s clit, her ever more hopeful moans ringing in Angela’s ears and mingling with her own cries of pleasure.

Then when the pleasurable wave inside of her finally crested, the inner walls of her vagina clenching as her orgasm exploded and pleasure shot through every inch of her body, Angela would roar almost triumphantly and lift her head up away from Samantha’s hot pussy, which by now would be desperately teetering on the edge of its own climax, revelling in her release even as the young woman’s own began to slip away. As she rode out her orgasm, grinding herself against Samantha’s mouth, Angela would drink in the girl’s frustrated sobs of disappointment, savouring the vibrations of them against her cunt; notably Samantha did not stop licking and sucking at the older woman’s pussy until the last traces of her release had finished and Angela once again would slither down to the bottom of the bed and resumed her ruthless teasing.

As the night went on eventually Samantha was thrashing and fighting against her silken bonds as her frustration turned to desperation; Angela had certainly made the right choice in using silk instead of rope, there would almost certainly have been rope burns by now. Whether she sought to free her hands to touch herself or merely to thrash against the anguished state of prolonged denial she was being kept in, Samantha’s efforts came to nothing. Angela knew her craft well and had tightly bound the girl’s limbs with the deceptively strong lengths of silk. There would be no escaping from them till Angela untied her, which would only happen when she decided their erotic little game was over or the young woman said ‘red’ and for all that she was fighting against her silk restraints, that word did not slip from her lips once.

When exhaustion finally proved too much, Samantha collapsed limply onto the bed, tears spilling down her cheeks as she sobbed in frustration and moaned in pleasure as Angela continued to mercilessly edge her.

“Oh please, Miss,” Samantha begged weakly as for the countless time she found herself at the brink of orgasm. “Please, I want to cum so badly. Please let me cum. Please, Miss, please!”

For a long moment Angela held Samantha’s gaze, lips pursed as they lightly sucked on her rock hard clitoris, savouring the look of desperate pleading and raging lust in her eyes. Then once again she relaxed her lips and blew a teasing gust of breath over the straining little bud she had just been sucking upon.

“Noooooo! Miss please!” Samantha wailed pitifully. “Please let me cum. I want to cum so badly. Miss, please I’ll do anything!”

Now that perked Angela’s interest “Anything?”

“Yes, Miss, anything…Miss, please…”

“Anything?” Angela repeated, her voice low and deep and her hooded eyes gleaming wickedly.

A tearful nod was Samantha’s only answer.

“Well then, my dear,” Angela rose and spun herself around before walking herself backwards on her knees. “Let us test that proposition. If you truly are willing to do anything then there’s something I can think of that will earn you a bit of extra credit.”

Tossing her hair aside so she could look down on Samantha over her shoulder, Angela inched closer, wiggling her bottom suggestively as she did so. As she drew close both her hands came around to cup the plump cheeks and she pulled them apart revealing the puckered ring of her bum hole.


A hungry look filled Samantha’s eyes but her voice was filled with faux confusion when she spoke. “Miss…what are you…what do you mean…”

“My dear girl,” Angela said coolly. “You have done such an excellent job worshipping my pussy that I’m now going to allow you to do the same to my ass.”

Blue eyes went wide in a way that without fail also sent the most delicious tingle through Angela’s cunt. “Miss! You mean…you want me to…to kiss you…there…”

“You said you would do anything, didn’t you Samantha?” Angela’s eyes narrowed in warning. “I would hate to discover that was an empty promise.”

Lips trembling but eyes burning lustfully, Samantha obediently lifted her head and Angela eased herself down to close the remaining distance. Feeling the girl’s tongue run itself over her puckered hole, tentatively at first then with more confidence, Angela let out a groan of delight. When she felt Samantha’s lips touch her rear entrance and begin to suck, she hotly moaned aloud and her hands left her bum to caress her own breasts, the fat cheeks closing around the young woman’s face and almost smothering her.

The pointed tip of Samantha’s tongue probed against her anus, lightly at first and then with more force so it thrust itself past the puckered ring into the tight, anal tunnel beyond. One of Angela’s hands went to her pussy and she began eagerly rubbing her clitoris with her fingers, mind lost in the eroticism of the scene playing out; sweet Samantha, bound and teased relentlessly for hours, frantically eating the ass of her headmistress, hoping that she might finally be rewarded and allowed to cum. Perhaps she might. She was certainly diligently applying herself to her task, thrusting her tongue in and out of Angela’s anus while sucking away at it with her lips.

Groaning between breathless pants, Angela’s other hand left her breasts and began fingering herself. She ground herself down on Samantha’s face, pressing the young woman down onto the pillows; her face more than half hidden by the older woman’s large bum. It felt amazing and far too soon Angela once again felt the delectable wave rise up and crest and yet another climax flooded through her body; she almost screamed in ecstasy as the pleasure coursed through her veins.

As the last ripples of her orgasm passed, Angela immediately turned herself around and returned to her prior place at the foot of the bed between Samantha’s bound legs. Aware that caught up as she had been in the deviancy of having her ass eaten by the young woman she had given her a brief respite from the till now relentless teasing of her vagina, Angela immediately set to rectifying that, running her tongue over the girl’s slit and then bringing her lips down to suck. The now very familiar taste of Samantha’s pussy juices filled her mouth; evidently her arousal had not lessened a bit despite Angela’s brief distraction.

Indeed, pent up as she was it seemed within only minutes Samantha was right at the edge once again, at least judging by her desperate pleas. “Oh please let me cum, Miss, please let me cum. Please!”

Angela considered, tongue circling around Samantha’s throbbing clit as she did so. The young woman had certainly earned it. Including the first one back at Club Lesbos, she had made Angela cum four times so far that evening. She could hardly claim that she had not been allowed to indulge in her share of fun also. Angela wasn’t entirely certain of the time but was fairly sure it was well past midnight by now.

In the end though she just couldn’t resist prolonging Samantha’s torment just a little bit longer, the sight of the young women in the agony of denial was simply too delicious. Telling herself that it would be the last time, Angela swirled her tongue slowly over the girl’s clitoris and then planted an almost chaste little kiss on it with her lips, then once again shifted her head to one side so she could nuzzle the cleft where Samantha’s thigh met her pelvis.

“NOOOOOOOO!” Samantha practically screamed. Something in her clearly snapped and her previous exhaustion was forgotten as she once again thrashed and bucked against the silk scarves binding her wrists and ankles. “Please let me cum I wanna cum I WANNA CUM!”

As beautiful as the sight before her was, Angela could hear genuine desperation in Samantha’s voice. She knew the young woman was at the very edge of what she could take; Angela was genuinely impressed by the girl’s resilience, she couldn’t recall the last partner who had taken as much as she had. As much pleasure as Angela had gained from teasing and denying the bound young woman, it was at last time for her to allow Samantha her own.

In the state Samantha was in it would be easy enough for Angela to simply resume her previous oral ministrations of the young woman long denied cunt and just not stop when her climax once again beckoned. It would also be highly anticlimactic and after everything Angela had subjected her to, she felt the girl deserved a truly explosive orgasm as a reward.

To that end, Angela ceased her caresses of the bound woman altogether, touching her only with her hands as they soothingly ran themselves up and down the girl’s thighs, feeling the muscle underneath her soft skin still straining fruitlessly against her bonds. Her touch seemed to calm Samantha, who quickly ceased her struggling, tear filled eyes meeting Angela’s dark ones.

Without saying a word, Angela laid herself atop Samantha’s slender body and cupped her face with both hands, thumbs rubbing away the tears from her cheeks. The young woman let out a breathless moan, clearly enjoying the feeling of Angela’s body pressing down on her own, her large breasts mashed up against her own smaller ones, both of their hot, bare cunts touching.

“Miss…please…I want…I need…”

“I know, my darling girl,” Angela hushed her. “You want to cum, don’t you? More than anything you’ve ever wanted in your life, isn’t that true?”

Samantha nodded eagerly. Sadistic creature that she was, Angela could not resist the temptation to prolong her suspense just the tiniest bit.

“And do you think you have earned it, my sweet? You think you deserve that sweet release you so crave? Have you finally learned your last lesson?”

Samantha gave a little whimper, apprehension once again appearing in her eyes, and Angela relented. A little smile of reassurance appeared on her normally stern face, she leaned forward so her hot breath almost caressed the young woman’s ear as she whispered, “let’s put it to the test, shall we? I expect you to remain completely still, Samantha. If you move, I stop, do you understand me, my dear?”

“Yes, Miss,” Samantha groaned as she felt Angela glide her tongue along the exterior of her ear.

Angela began to move, gliding her naked body over the one of the young woman bound underneath her; sweaty naked skin sliding against sweaty naked skin. As she pressed down with her shoulders so her large breasts could rub themselves over Samantha’s tiny ones, rock hard nipples flicking against each other, Angela arched her hips so her cunt pressed itself against the girl’s; it felt so hot and engorged and so very wet. Angela revelled in the sensation.

When she felt Angela’s rock hard clitoris make contact with her own throbbing little bud, Samantha let out a hot moan of delight.

“Remember, when I say so and not a moment before,” Angela ordered, sensing the young woman’s orgasm was fast approaching, suppressing the raw lust in her voice to make it sound stern instead.


Samantha did not seem capable of speech and only gave a frantic nod in response, her slender frame clearly trembling from the effort it took not to grind her body up against the older woman’s. A couple of times despite her best efforts her resolve cracked and her hips involuntarily rocked upwards towards Angela’s, her cunt desperate for more friction the closer to climax it came. Each time Angela immediately pulled back, ensuring that nothing touched the girl’s desperate vagina until she settled herself back onto the bed and once again began following her orders to keep her body completely still.

Gradually, Angela began giving Samantha what she so desperately wanted, scissoring their two cunts together with more and more pressure. The older woman was grunting from the effort, heaving breaths pouring in and out of her flared nostrils, but the ever louder and more passionate moans coming from the young woman beneath her only spurred her on.

“Miss!” Samantha gasped. “Miss, I’m so close…please Miss, may I…may I please…”

“Not yet!” Angela almost growled, her normally impervious demeaning finally cracking. She could feel her own orgasm rapidly building and wanted the two of them to cum together. “Just a little more, I promise.” God, she was so close. She could feel her entire body trembling in anticipation, her breath now coming in almost guttural pants. “When I give you permission…then you can move…not before… do you understand?”

Samantha did not seem capable of words and gave a wild nod, her dainty little hands balling up into fists. Her body was shaking underneath Angela’s, clearly taking all that she had to keep from moving and hold back her orgasm. The knowledge that even after everything she gone through that evening, Samantha still wanted to be Angela’s good girl and was obediently waiting for permission despite her obvious desperation for release made the older woman tremble from the sense of power that filled her.

An almost frantic shriek slipped from Samantha’s clenched teeth, her beautiful blue eyes once again glistening with frustrated tears that began to leak out and glide down her red, burning cheeks. The sight proved to be just what Angela needed to tip herself over the edge and she felt her clitoris tighten and inner walls clench as a gush of hot wetness squirted from within.

“I’m cumming!” Angela roared triumphantly as pleasure surged through her. “Cum with me, my good girl. Cum now, you have my permission!”

Samantha needed to urging and her head tipped back as she screamed in ecstasy, her slender body jerking up off the bed to grind and rub herself against Angela, her hips rocking with wild desperation as she scissored her vagina against the older woman’s. Angela’s hands flew down to the girl’s bum, gripping both cheeks firmly to allow her to ratchet her own hips back with everything she had. Hooded dark eyes drank in the sight below her, relishing Samantha coming completely undone in the long awaited pleasure of her climax. Then suddenly overcome with a need to kiss the other woman, Angela swooped down so her lips met Samantha’s, her tongue ruthlessly forcing its way into the girl’s mouth.

It seemed to last forever, but finally both their orgasms ran their course. Samantha collapsed limply onto the bed from exhaustion but Angela wasn’t done yet. By her count she had now cum five times that evening to Samantha’s one. That hardly seemed fair. Time to even the score a little.

Blazing a path of hot little kisses down Samantha’s chest and stomach, Angela returned to her former perch between the young woman’s legs. Her mouth immediately zoned in on the pussy before her, now a lovely dark shade of red, and her lips fastened themselves onto the girl’s clitoris, still pulsing in the aftermath of her recent climax. She began sucking away with all of the skill and expertise she had shown before, her intent this time not to tease but instead bring Samantha to a second orgasm as quickly as possible.

“Oh!” Samantha’s head shot off of the pillows, eyes wide as she felt Angela’s mouth on her vagina. Overwhelmed by the aftermath of the orgasm she had just experienced and the older woman’s renewed oral assault, the young woman seemed to have difficulty speaking. “Oh Miss…that feels…I’m going to…again…don’t stop…”

Stopping was the last thing on Angela’s mind. She continued to suck away furiously, making no effort to impede Samantha as she rocked her hips up off of the bed to grind herself against the older woman’s lips, tongue slobbering itself over her desperately throbbing clitoris. Her hands settled themselves on the girl’s heaving breasts, palming them as her fingers began caressing and stroking the pointed little nipples.

Within minutes Angela felt Samantha’s pussy begin to spasm and her entire body shuddered as she cried out. “Oh thank you! Miss, thank you!” A second orgasm ripping through her.

Still Angela did not stop, continuing to suck away with abandon even as Samantha’s cunt throbbed in release. Her hands left the young woman’s breasts, the finger of one parting the slips of her slit so the others could begin thrusting away at the hot, wet tunnel beyond. Samantha’s second climax barely seemed to have passed when she was once again crying out in delight as her third one began.

Angela would gladly have continued until the score for both of them was equal, but after her third climax passed Samantha said in a strangled voice. “No, it’s too much! Please Miss, no more!”

Recognising that Samantha was at the point where more pleasure was actually painful she immediately backed off, removing her mouth from the young woman’s still pulsing vagina. Sitting back on her haunches, she looked down with hooded eyes.

Concern filled her when she noticed that as Samantha lay limping on the bed, gasping for breath, her body was starting to shake, only slightly at first but with growing intensity. Her eyes had a glazed look to them and a little whimper escaped her lips.

Experienced domme that she was, Angela immediately recognised an emerging episode of sub drop and quickly bent forward to untie the young woman’s ankles from their silken bonds. Bending forward she did the same with Samantha’s wrists and then lay down beside her, gently pulling her into her embrace for some obviously needed aftercare.

“Miss…” Samantha said softly. “Miss…I…”

“Hush,” Angela said gently but firmly, one hand cupping her breast to bring it up to the girl’s face. “Here, my sweet, take my nipple and suck on it.”

Samantha immediately latched on to the protruding nipple of Angela’s large breast, beginning to suck away with an almost frantic intensity. Angela simply held the younger woman’s trembling body, one hand cupping the back of her head to her chest while the other soothingly ran itself softly up and down her shuddering back. She bent her head down to nuzzle the side of Samantha’s head, whispering comfortingly, “good girl…sssshhhhh it’s alright, I have you…what a good girl you are, Samantha…such a strong young woman, bravely taking your lessons…hush now, I’m here…good girl…”

Gradually, Samantha’s sucking on Angela’s nipple grew gentler and more calm till eventually she let it slip from her lips with a little wet plop and instead nestled her head in the valley of her cleavage. Angela let her just lie there for a few moments, then gently placed one finger under her chin to nudge her face up so their eyes could meet.

“Did you enjoy your lessons, my dear?”

“Oh Miss!” Samantha gushed, amazingly somehow still in character despite everything. “It was like nothing I ever imagined…what you did to me was so wonderful…was it good for you also…please tell me that it was?”

Angela smiled and nodded in affirmation, even as part of herself knew that the time had come for this delightful roleplay to come to an end. With some reluctance she asked, “Scene?”

Samantha let out a regretful little breath and then also nodded. “Scene.”


Scooting back out of Angela’s arms, Samantha lay back upon the bed and stretched her body out with a groan. “My god, you certainly made me wait for it but did you ever make it worth the wait.”

The prim and proper voice was gone, the character of sweet and innocent Samantha now being put aside for Samantha the actual woman, who Angela confessed was more than a little curious to get to know better. “I’m glad to hear you say that, Samantha. I was worried it might have been too much for you.”

“Sam,” Samantha replied. “I prefer to go by Sam, Samantha is for when I’m in character. And you were perfect, you would have heard my safeword otherwise. I’m not shy about using it. You pushed me right up to the edge and kept me there for as long as I could take it. I think I can safely say we both seem to enjoy edging, admittedly from different sides of it.”

“Thank you, Sam,” Angela responded, using her preferred name. She certainly understood the need some people felt to make a distinction between who they were in real life and who they were simply pretending to be in the moment; on admittedly short acquaintance she found herself rather liking the real Samantha.

Samantha got up off the bed and began retrieving her scattered clothes. Angela continued to lay on the bed, totally relaxed about her own nudity, and watched with a bit of regret as she tugged back on her underwear and tartan kilt.

“You’re more than welcome to stay the night,” Angela ventured as Samantha fumbled with one hand to do up the buttons of her shirt while the other fiddled with her phone, probably trying to call an Uber.

“Thanks, but if I stay over I think we both know the one thing neither of us will be doing is sleeping and I do have work tomorrow.”

Angela nodded, a little disappointed in the answer but unsurprised. It was only their first time together, after all, even though she certainly was interested in there being a second.

Noticing her continuing difficulty with the buttons, Angela slid off of the bed and walked over to stand before Samantha and finished buttoning her shirt for her; they might no longer be in character, but Angela was still a domme with the instincts that came with it to take care of her submissive. Samantha did not seem to mind, indeed there was a pleased look in her eyes as Angela smoothed the collar of her shirt and then tucked it underneath the waist of her kilt.

Her hand lingered there, fingertips feeling the very tops of the cotton waistband of Samantha’s panties. “I would very much like to do this again.”

Samantha swatted lightly at Angela’s hand. “If you keep doing that you’ll change my mind about staying over and I do need to get home and get some sleep. And yes, I would like that also.”

No reason not to seize the moment. “Are you doing anything next Friday?”

“Nothing that can’t be changed,” Samantha answered almost immediately.

She handed Angela her phone to enter her number and Angela quickly retrieved her own from the pocket of her blazer where it still lay on the carpeted floor so the young woman could do the same. As she handed it back to her, a wicked glint suddenly appeared in Samantha’s eyes and she leaned forward to whisper in Angela’s ear.

“You know, I think sweet Samantha might be having a birthday party next Friday and unbeknownst to her, her wicked stepmother Angela is planning to mark the occasion by fucking her up her bratty ass for the first time!”

A delightful tingle shot up Angela’s spine at the other woman’s lewd words and she was instantly wet again at just the thought of playing out such a deviant little fantasy. Before she could say anything though Samantha’s phone pinged and from the sad look in her eyes she knew without being told that her Uber had arrived.

Not bothering to dress, Angela escorted Samantha to her front door where they shared a goodbye kiss. It quickly started becoming more passionate but Samantha abruptly ended it.

“Okay, if I don’t leave now I’m not leaving at all. I’ll see you on Friday.”

“It’s a date,” Angela answered.

Samantha opened the door and gave a little wave then was gone, the door clicking shut behind her.

With a little sigh, Angela walked over to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of white wine before returning to her bedroom. Dimming the lights, she climbed back into bed and sipped away at her wine as she savoured the scent of sex that still filled the room, one hand lightly cupping her sex. She wasn’t really touching herself, just enjoying the feeling as she remembered what had just occurred in her bedroom and her mind already began fantasising about what Friday offered, already considering different ways to play out the tantalising scene that Samantha had suggested.

Her phone dinged from where it sat on her bedside side table, and Angela clicked it to life to see she had just received a message from her newest contact.

Samantha: something to remember you by until next Friday

Another ding followed by a picture. It was an obvious selfie taken by Samantha in the backseat of her Uber. From the hand not holding her phone dangled a very familiar pair of silk panties; her pink tongue was darted out between her lips, quite obviously licking the red gusset.

Why the saucy little minx! Angela had no clue how Samantha had managed to snatch them without her noticing. And they were one of her favourites too. Next Friday could not come soon enough. Naughty Samantha was definitely going to get bent over the dining table and fucked right up her bratty little ass. Angela could hardly wait.


The End?
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