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		Chapter One

		

	
		Here I was again, the imaginary vision of my dream lover beguiled me as she turned to smother her lips to mine. Without care or concern, she flung her muscular arms around me, embracing my flesh with all of her might. It would be our first kiss this night... one of hunger, of unconditional passion and need.

		I shuddered, feeling myself fall victim to my Mistress's insistence. Breast to breast, arm in arm, we ravaged each other in gratifying urgency. No more words were necessary. I felt two strong hands instinctively reach around to cup my ass, smoothing out each smooth globe.

		Assured, I encircled her tongue, drawing in that scorching piece of meat inside my mouth. Shocked by my lover's courage, she tightened her grip, spreading apart my cheeks. Both of us crooked our necks, frantic for a deeper kiss.

		She was ablaze with lust, shoving as much of her tongue inside my mouth while caressing my hair. With a loud pop, I broke free of her kiss, tilting back as her mouth instantly gnawed at my bare neck. It was then that I glanced across the bedchamber into the full-length mirror nearby. I had to see for myself the luscious contrast between our distinct bodies.

		I balked, taking in the vista of her body atop me... arms so solid and toned, smothering me like a roller to raw bread dough...

		"Oh my God." I panted. "Look at us."

		Misty eyed with passion; she glanced over at the sexy reflection in the mirror.

		"We make the perfect couple." I confessed, clawing at my lover’s shoulders.

		"Perfect." She remarked.

		"My Mistress." I gasped, kneading the warm, flesh resting in the palm of my hands. "My one true Mistress."

		"Oooh my God yes." She cooed before smothering her face between the ripe fullness my ample breasts.

		Her face, submerged between my cleavage, gave rise to a new state of existence for me. The velvety texture of firm flesh against me was all too much. Opening her mouth, she desperately lapped away at a heaving breast, hungry and frantic.

		"Oooooooooooooh my dear Mistress," I declared, encircling my arms about her head. "My heroine."

		"Uhmm humm." She moaned, suckling a mouth full of my breast. Lowering me back, we lay together in perfect harmony. With my dominating warrior mistress atop, I undulated beneath her controlling frame. Her sturdy hands clutched each of my tits, encircling their spherical form as I watched my left nipple vanish into her mouth.

		After all of my training and hard work in ballet had added infinite significance to our lustful tryst. I quivered as her tongue lathered my areola over and over. An explosion of romantic images flooded my mind, encompassing our time together as submissive and mistress... sharing a bed of lesbian lust as a couple... sharing the quivering passion every night with my beautiful, dominant mistress.

		My mind was aghast with sordid reverence as a series of paralyzing shudders stimulated my heart and soul-- seeing the dazzling sight of her beautifully sleek dancer’s body moving in a smooth rhythm, following some grand design on her smooth solid shoulders.

		I then took notice of the vascularity of her triumphant arms. Cradling her head like a mother to her child, I encouraged my beloved Mistress by softly reciting our names over and over again. Moans became full-fledged cries as I glanced down to see her mouth descend down my flailing stomach.

		Grasping thick handfuls of her silky smooth shoulders, my back arched in splintering agony. With fists clenched in exotic rapture, I slammed them to the mattress as her face closed in on the splendid portion of my living essence. I silently prayed that she was filling her lungs with the fragrance of my vulva, caressing my inner thighs with those dreamy smooth cheeks.

		"Ooooh my Mistress." I shivered as traces of an impending orgasm beckoned me.

		I couldn't decide what was more exciting at this unimaginable moment, the fact that a beautiful dominant woman was about to savor my steamy pussy, or the fact that she had just made herself my eternal Mistress. Both realities seemed to spawn countless ambrosian thoughts of timeless joy and anticipation.

		I had finally gotten her all for myself... and I would do it all over again if it meant having this. And as I felt her broiling mouth seal itself around the outer folds of my pussy, I screamed in agony, twisting my body about as I hoped my juices were permeating my heroine's mouth.

		It was wonderful to finally know I had her as my lifelong Mistress and lover... I was joined this time to a woman... a woman who I wanted to possess me at all costs.

		"Gawwww... my sweet Mistress." I cried out, crippled by her tongue thrashing throughout my pussy.

		My misty eyes caught her opening hers, barely above my trimmed pubic mound. Just that sight alone drove me mad in breathless suspense. Rolling her tongue from top to bottom, I could tell she was consumed in the marvel of what she was doing to me.

		Resting her left hand upon my shivering tummy, she plunged deeper into my cunt as the cheeks of her mouth caved and expanded, stabbing me with that impassioned tongue to my very core. My eyes bulged, staring blindly up in terrorizing ecstasy as my sweaty body was paralyzed.

		Two violent gasps for air followed before I collapsed upon her supporting forearm. Now my convulsing body lay on her one caressing arm... God, just that concept by itself was so fucking amazing that a woman could control me up so easily. A woman, who was once gentle and shy, now hardened by years of strict physical development... exhaustive workouts and an endless struggle to utter perfection.

		Yes, she had become the enduring figure of unequivocal perfection and beauty. I would have never guessed that I would have ever found a dominant woman so irresistible, so damn tantalizing and alluring all for myself.

		It was the complete opposite of what most women would expect of a lesbian tryst. I simply loved the way she looked naked, so raw and primal. I loved the way her arms bowed out from those voluptuously shaped breasts, tapering down to that tiny waist... how her flat tummy looked like a washboard. How the contour of her exquisite sex cascaded downward to her sleek, smooth thighs that boiled with her feminine treasures…

		***

		I have awakened from that dream, or one similar several times to find my hand stroking my pussy and had to masturbate to relieve the sexual urge that I felt. It was only because of my father's money that I was able to have the tuition. He had her brought in to tutor me personally after I had suggested it. I was beginning to think it was a bad idea!

		It seemed as the music played, I tried to make my legs do everything that was required of them, but I knew it was useless. I was nineteen, twenty in a couple of months, and I had only really taken up this course to keep my figure trim. To be built just like her. The constant small details insisted on by my tutor were impossible for me to do. My heart wasn't really in it. Maybe if I'd had the little girl's dream of being a ballerina ...

		But I didn't.

		I had a good upbringing, if a bit loveless, and was rather pampered. I almost always got what I wanted. So I fell into the "keep your body nice and maybe a rich man will marry you and pamper you instead" frame-of-mind.

		I thought ballet classes would be a more interesting way of keeping supple and lithe. I hated gyms anyway - too much like hard work. The class mistress, Magda Stephenson, was an attractive woman of twenty-eight, and an excellent teacher.

		I found her very strict though, and once or twice I felt she had almost slapped me for messing up a routine. After each time I found myself daydreaming about what would have happened if she had struck me.

		For the first time in my life I found that I was attracted to a woman, and, strangely, because she had almost been about to hit me. My dreams began to include a ballet session where she caned my bottom every time I did something wrong. Oddly, I felt a warm, sexual feeling whenever this happened.

		At last, she stopped the music and dismissed the pianist, Iris, who was also my maid. She and I were alone in the large room in which my father had fitted the mirror and handrail. She said that I knew that I would never be a ballet dancer, and I apologized, saying that I really did it for the muscle exercises.

		She sighed hopelessly and sat down on a small stool. She said angrily that my father was wasting his money. "I think you are a rather naughty girl," Miss Magda told me with a long sigh, "you waste precious time and money".

		I blushed as the teacher chided me.

		"If you want exercises to build muscles, take up gymnastics", she said. "You have a very shapely body, Sophia, and you need ballet exercises to keep it that way. Or are you thinking of entering a Miss Musclebound contest?" she said, sharply.

		I think she enjoyed needling me. She was certainly pleased with the fee my father gave her, but I think that it vexed her to see me 'murdering' her ballet steps. As I walked past her, she slapped my butt through the tight material of the black leotard, and I stopped in my tracks -- a thrill of strange, beautiful delight went through my whole body!

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		It was a spontaneous reaction, and one that I had never felt in my life before. Like my dreams, I found I almost welcomed it. I looked down at her in amazement; she had not struck my bottom very hard, but I found myself wishing that she had ...

		"Why ... why did you do that?" I asked in a trembling voice.

		"Perhaps I thought you deserved it," her white, even teeth showed in a smile.

		"Perhaps if you did it more often, I would improve." I said.

		I felt my face burning a deep red. She studied me with a quizzical expression on her face. She certainly was a very attractive woman, and I felt a warm glow filling my tummy as I stood a couple of feet away and looked down almost adoringly to where she sat.

		She reached out both hands and pulled me to stand immediately before her. Her fingers ran slowly up the backs of my shapely thighs, small tingling thrills following in the wake of her gentle hands. The fine hairs on my legs stood on end as she slowly caressed them. Then she was resting them on my buttocks. She squeezed softly and purposefully.

		I had never had this happen to me before, and on the surface I had never thought of it -- but standing there like that, her hands reaching up from the seated position gently fusing eroticism into my behind, made me go into a trembling heated reaction.

		"So," she whispered softly, "the spoilt little girl likes her bottom smacked, does she?"

		"I-I don't know," I choked out in confusion.

		"Then let's find out, shall we?" she said, smiling like a Cheshire cat.

		I stood, blinking back the sensations filling my whole being. Her hand raised and spanked each buttock, and a shudder went through me, all the way down to my crotch. I felt my pussy moisten. Then she stood up and faced me, her hand under my chin. "Well?" she asked in that soft demanding whisper.

		"Y-yes, I think so," I said, feeling miserable at having to admit it.

		"I'm very pleased," said Magda, "because that means I can condition you ... do you know what I mean?" I shook my head in bewilderment. "It means, my darling Sophia, that I can get you in a very responsive mood simply by spanking you. And you do have a very nice, delightful bottom, one that should look very nice over my knee - with the panties down, of course, right down -- and one that I can make nice and warm. Would you like that?"

		"I don't know."

		I was trembling like a leaf, and my voice betrayed my deeply sensitive reaction.

		"Shall we progress the idea then?"

		"If ... if you want to" I choked out.

		"Excellent, we have two hours left today; that should prove all that I want to know".

		She told me to go and lock the door. With my body tingling all over, I did as she instructed. My mouth was dry, but my body was melting in a strangely gratifying reaction to her. In the room we had a high stool, a chair, and a low stool; together with the piano and the pianist's stool. Magda sat in the chair and beckoned me to her.

		"Would you like to kiss me?" she asked softly.

		I started to answer her, but she pulled me down to where she sat and our mouths joined. It was the most marvellous thing that had ever happened to me! I was learning more and more about inner self. I moaned as her mouth forced mine open, then her tongue was teaching me more things about another woman's love than I thought possible. She thrust her tongue into my mouth, and I was soon in a state of delicious arousal ...

		"Sophia, take your clothes off," she commanded.

		Her voice was coolly dominant and was toned so that she would countenance no argument. As she smiled, her attractive face watching me, I gradually peeled down the leotards. As I reached my groin, and the material stretched against my pussy, I saw, and felt, how wet I was. I had no doubt that she could see the same thing. I finished removing the leotard and stood naked before her.

		I felt slightly ashamed to be exposed like this. She slapped my hands away from my throbbing pussy, and then, holding my hands in her own, made me lift my arms forward from my body. Her eyes studied the full swell of my bosom, my nipples standing proud, and then she was studying the full bush of almost blonde pubic hair.

		"Right, turn around," she told me. Awkwardly, I turned my back on her to show her my curvy butt. "Very nice. Very, very nice," she purred.

		Her hands stroked the voluptuous soft flesh of my buttocks. I was still very confused, but not frightened -- my way of thinking had suddenly undergone a complete shift. I stood statue-still as Magda's hands felt and squeezed my backside. Inside, I trembled as a delicious thrill coursed through my body, and my head swam with feelings of warmth and desire.

		"Do you know my darling, I could get you to do anything I wanted, couldn't I?" she told me.

		Tremors of passion were streaming through my whole body. Sheer pleasure waves swirled up and down my tummy. I could feel my pussy moistening even more.

		"Just by making you love what I did; and then ...by refusing to arouse you. You would have to be obedient to get me to make you happy -- isn't that right?"

		"Yesss, yesssss Magda, you could make me do anything you wanted."

		I shuddered happily as her fingertips stroked between my cheeks. I was trembling freely. Not from fear, but from sweet pleasure as, from behind, she stroked the soft lips of my pussy. My lips were swelling, as the blood seemed to rush between my legs, and my wetness, which she must have felt, seemed to be becoming a torrent.

		"I may not be able to teach you to dance, but I'll wager that I could get those legs of yours dancing to a very painful tune as I spanked your bottom -- like this!"

		Her hand spanked down onto each of my soft butt cheeks. Again, peculiar, thrilling, heat filled my behind, and I found myself being transformed into a horny slut, who would do anything she said.

		"Would you like to go over my knees?" she asked softly.

		"Yesss. Oooh, yes please" I swooned.

		She eased me right over her lap, my head well down to one side and my thighs straight out behind me on the other. Her hands smoothed over the silky cheeks of my rear, and as she stroked, I felt my pussy lips tingling with a desire to be fondled. Then she started thrilling, masochistic, tremors searing into me as she spanked the cheeks hard and regularly.

		It was almost a ritual as she smacked first one cheek and then the other. As her hand slapped hard and regularly, so she built up inside my body an adoring state of worship for her. My pussy was fully aroused by the painful heat, and I felt really wet. Too much more of this and I thought I would climax. I would have never believed that possible before now.

		Soon my legs were kicking about as my bottom wriggled in furious response to her punishment. After countless number of spanks I was a burning mass of crimson butt cheeks. My buttocks were hot and pain- filled, but the pain and heat seemed to fuse right into my body to caress my pussy and fan an erotic ecstasy.

		I had not cried out but had gasped and moaned as the wetness flowed inside my sex hole. I was soaking down there, and when she stood me before her, my flushed face and glistening pussy told her how much I had enjoyed the thrilling humiliation and degradation that she had made me suffer.

		"I'm not normally due until two days’ time. Would you like me to come back sooner?" she asked with a cynical smile on her face.

		"Oh, yes! Please, please, Miss Magda?" I said tearfully.

		I was dying to orgasm but did not want her to change her mind. I was desperate for her to come back -- and to keep coming back.

		"Tomorrow?" she teased.

		"Yes, that would be marvellous," I agreed.

		"I might let you dance naked for Iris -- how does that suit you?" Magda leered.

		My expression told her that I would prefer not. What I did not know was that she and Iris already 'knew' each other, and that Magda had other plans.

		"It depends on you. But Sophia -- I want absolutely to have you in a state of full co-operation and obedience, do you understand?"

		I assured her that I did. Her mouth kissed mine very deeply, her tongue playing with mine, and I was desperate for it not to stop. But I wanted her to come tomorrow, so I did not beg, as I would have done, for her to stay.

		That night I masturbated, again and again. It was not until I had brought myself to a complete and thorough climax that I was able to get to sleep. My dreams as always were terribly erotic. I imagined myself in all sorts of positions with Magda, at her feet licking her pussy, bent over the stool as she thoroughly thrashed my bottom, and more ...I was so tired I slept right through until the following midday. I had a cold shower to wake myself up, and then I powdered myself as I studied the shapely rounded butt cheeks in the floor-to-ceiling mirror. I was surprised that the redness had disappeared; obviously, her punishment was not as severe as I had thought and felt it was.

		I dressed in a bra and panties, and then covered my torso with a dressing robe. At two-thirty she arrived looking, as ever, ravishing. Instead of her usual blouse and skirt, she was dressed in a knee-length black dress that complemented her hair and complexion. It was silky and shiny and had a fairly low-cut V-neck. I looked at her, and the soft, smooth tops of her breasts, and thought that she looked good enough to eat ... and then blushed at that thought! My father was not coming home that evening, and I told her so.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		"You want me to stay all evening?" she asked, surprised.

		"Yes, yes, please Miss Magda!" I told her pleadingly.

		"Oh, I don't know Sophia, that's a tall order." she said, frowning.

		"Please I'll do anything, I swear," I blushed uncontrollably.

		She told me to take her to my bedroom. My personal maid had cleaned it up so that it was fresh. I stood there as she went to the wardrobe and looked through my large selection of clothes.

		"Do you ride a lot?" she asked, as she handled my riding gear.

		"Twice a week," I told her. "I enjoy the freedom of being on horseback".

		"And the orgasms while your crotch presses into the saddle, no doubt," she said.

		I reddened.

		She reached down and produced the riding crop. It was a thin leather switch. She swished it through the air, and as it whistled, I blinked back the trembling thrills as small waves of heat rippled through me.

		"How would you like that across your buttocks, Sophia?" she smiled somewhat cruelly.

		"It would hurt awfully," I said softly, my voice muted by the strange tightness constricting my throat.

		"I know it would. How would you like it across your bare ass?" she demanded.

		"I ... I don't know," I shrugged my shoulders trying not to reveal the terrible anguish of masochism attacking my system.

		"Do you think I could make you actually beg for it?" she speculated, her eyes shining.

		"I think that you could do anything to or with me that you wanted to do. I don't think that I could deny you anything." I said huskily.

		Even my voice trembled as I stared at her, hungrily.

		"We shall have to see," she said, slowly and meaningfully.

		She laid down the crop on the large bed, and then stood immediately before me. She told me to place my arms around her neck, and I obeyed happily. As her lips kissed mine, and our tongues met, I felt the sexual responses build up inside me. Our bodies pressed together, and I could feel her soft, warm breasts pressing into mine.

		Her hands went under the dressing robe, slithering sensually down my back, arousing even my skin, till she was pushing them beneath the bikini briefs. Her cold fingers spread out over the full curve of my butt and I felt the excitement building up inside me yet again, as thrilling sensations of pleasure throbbed through my body. She played a while with my fleshy globes, squeezing and caressing.

		Then her hand came around to the front, and she began stroking me. I felt her playing with the bushy pubic hair, and then she dipped straight between my legs, the gusset part of my bikini briefs pressing her hand hard into my pussy. She stroked and tickled my clitoris until it was hard and throbbing. She held my clitoris between two fingers, and gently flicked with her thumb. My pussy was soaking, and my labia were engorged. Then she broke off the kiss, still thumbing my clitoris, and looked me in the eyes ...

		"How would you like me to ass-whip you -- with the riding crop?" her soft whispering voice asked.

		"Anything you like, Miss Magda, anything..."

		I was moaning and gasping again, and my crotch was pushed towards her in eager acceptance of her softly teasing and caressing fingers. She smiled lightly. I felt two fingertips dip into my wet vagina, and she opened me by parting the fingers slightly. Her thumb was still caressing my love bud as her fingers moved slowly round and round my pussy lips.

		I tightened my arms round her neck automatically as my head went back in exhilarating response to the terrible, sweet agony of passion that she had aroused in my pussy.

		"Where are my fingers, Sophia?" she asked softly.

		"On ... on my ... pussy," I choked.

		"They are playing with your randy little cunt!" she corrected.

		"Yes ... yes, Miss Magda ... they ... are ...playing with my randy little cunt." I repeated the words slowly, having trouble with my voice as she drove my craving higher.

		Already, I could barely focus my eyes. She stroked some more, making my body hot and delirious with sexuality, my defenses broken.

		"Where are they now?" she demanded.

		"They are inside my cunt -- right inside me. God, that feels so goooood," I moaned.

		Her fingers slid easily into me, as I was so wet. My pussy was grasping them and pulsing with desire. I felt the wetness on my inner thighs as I began to flood with juice.

		"Has your maid ever done this?" she wanted to know.

		"Iris? No, of course not," I moaned helplessly.

		"Then you should make her," Magda said brutally.

		"I have never given her a thought. I want only you," I assured her.

		"Supposing I told you that I wanted you to let her strip you? Suppose I told you that I wanted to have her in here -- whilst I made you bend over -- and let her see your ass being punished? What then?"

		I opened my eyes and stared. "Oh no, please, please, that would be too shameful!" I told her.

		How could I have an au- pair-come-maid seeing me like this? To my dismay and terrible anguish, Magda slithered her clever fingers out of my cunt. The throbbing ache was awful without her to excite and direct my sexuality.

		"Please don't stop. Please, I beg you!" I gasped in confused bewilderment.

		She said that there was no point in going on, as I was obviously not prepared to do "anything", as I had said.

		I sat down on the bed and buried my face in my hands. I was not crying, but I did feel terrible at the seemingly impossible alternative that she had required. I didn't think I could be happy without the shapely Magda now, not now that she meant more to me than anyone else that I knew.

		I said that Iris would tell, and would make me a laughing stock, but Magda said that she didn't think so. I didn't know, of course, that Iris already knew. Her leaving the ballet room before anything had happened had been planned, as was this.

		"Personally, I like the idea of her coming in and watching you in a state of worship to me. It would be wonderful to have your proud body in a state of degrading humiliation and genuflection" she said, without trying to disguise the pleasure that she felt in wanting to see me in such circumstances before Iris.

		I stared at her, dumbstruck, as she put on her coat in preparation for leaving. She said that she would write to my father and tell him that she could teach me nothing more.

		"Magda, NO!!" I shrieked as she reached the door. "Please, please don't leave me!"

		"I think this is the best way, Sophia. You can find plenty of people who would be pleased to warm your buttocks and look after your sexual needs!" she said cruelly.

		"Please don't, Magda! I'll ... I'll do whatever you say," I pleaded. I had surrendered completely and irrevocably.

		"Will you now -- like asking Iris to take your briefs down? And asking Iris if you can treat her like a Mistress; asking Iris to tan your bare ass -- all that?"

		Magda looked stern as she exacted her price, but I could see a glint of excitement in her eyes. I nodded miserably, and capitulated. "So long as you stay," I sobbed softly.

		"Good, then take that robe off," she directed. "And from now on you will address me as Miss, or Mistress!"

		"Yes, Miss." I murmured, humbly.

		I slipped the robe from my shoulders and stood only in bra and bikini briefs. She made me lower the straps of the bra so that only the cups were holding up the skimpy garment. Most of my high tilted breasts were revealed now.

		"Now wait there!" she told me in a very snappy tone.

		She left the room, and I sat on the dressing table stool in a complete turmoil.

		When she returned, she had the twenty-three year old Iris with her. Iris was very good looking, with thick red hair, and quite tall. Now I viewed her with different eyes.

		I was trembling deep inside as Iris entered the room, a small vixenish smile playing on her lips. She looked me over appraisingly and smiled wider when she saw that I was almost naked. Without a word, she came to where I sat.

		"On your feet, Sophia," she said domineeringly.

		I saw the smile broaden on Magda's face as she watched my acute discomfort. Without a word, Iris pulled the front of my bra down, and my thrusting breasts sprang free.

		My natural reaction was to cover my shapely globes, but a look from Magda stopped me. Iris's hands came up and covered my breasts as she squeezed them, the nipples throbbing into full erect knobs of hard flesh. I stood demurely as she pinched the nipples hard, twisting them until I grimaced. Despite that, I felt a lusty, sexual heat as she lorded it over me.

		"Put your hands up," Iris told me.

		I reached up, and she took the impeding brassiere right off my body.

		"Now put your hands on your head" she ordered.

		My breasts pulled up into relief as my arms reached up to rest on my crown, then Iris sat down before me.

		"Ask me -- very nicely, so that I do not get angry with you -- to take your panties down" smirked Iris, as she further humiliated me.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		I looked imploringly at Magda, and she nodded with a smile on her generous lips. I managed to get the words out: "Please, Iris," my voice was just a whisper, "please take my panties down".

		Iris reached over and stroked one finger up and down the front my sheer briefs. I shuddered at the pulsating of my clitoris as she stroked me.

		"Still sure about that, slut?" she inquired.

		"Yes. Yes!" I implored.

		“Wet your panties, haven't you? They're all soaked with your juices. That's naughty, isn't it?" she purred.

		"Yes. Please take them off Iris," I begged.

		"Call me Ice," she said. "But remember - you do as I say."

		I closed my eyes as I felt the waistband slowly slipping down over my smooth tummy. It stroked across the thatch of my pubic hair and was then at my knees. I felt Iris's knuckle stroking my thatch of pubic hair, and small ripples of pleasure swept into my cunt and tummy. Her knuckle was teasing the apex of my pussy lips, and my clitoris started to throb in reaction.

		I blushed furiously in my shame at having to let her do this to me, feeling awful that I had to let her do as she pleased. Involuntarily, I parted my thighs. Soon she was deftly, vigorously, stroking the full-lipped region of my cunt. As two fingers pushed the lips open, her middle finger stroked easily across the pink inner surface, making my juices run in flooding rivulets.

		She thrust one finger into me, and within a very short space of time, I was once again thrusting my cunt forward towards the seated au pair girl. She was very adept, and I was soon responding freely and happily to her ministrations of my cunt. Two fingers slowly pushed in and out of my pussy, and I writhed and wriggled to the tune she played.

		"Now, how about a little punishment on your ass?" Iris commanded.

		"Yesss please ... please. I want it. I'll bend over and beg for it" I assured her.

		She took her fingers away, and again I was left in a state of impassioned sexual hunger. "Bend over the bed!" barked Iris and I meekly obeyed. "Open your legs wide!" she snapped. I spread my knees as far apart as they could go, and she told me to keep my head right down. "Now get your ass thrusting up higher ... that's better," She grinned.

		Then they left me like that for a while; my head well down, my back arched, and my butt thrusting high with my cunt fully exhibited.

		Then Magda ordered: "Stroke yourself, so that we can watch".

		I felt humiliated but couldn't any longer resist. Magda and Iris stood there, watching intently. Bent over, wide-legged, and totally exposed, I caressed my open pussy.

		Into my vision came Iris; she was naked as I. She placed herself at my head and gripped my hair, then pulled my face right down onto her own widely parted crotch. "Lick ... bitch!" she snapped.

		I knew that Magda was standing behind me. She pulled my hands away from my pussy and pushed them onto Ice' breasts. I felt the riding crop resting across the full stretch of my backside.

		Then as she lifted it away, Iris pulled my head down onto her wet, glistening cunt lips. I opened my mouth and tasted the full length of her cunt. I thrust my tongue about just as the crop bit down hard and fierce in painful contact with my ass. I screamed, but it was muffled by the soft lips of the cunt thrusting into my mouth.

		Pain, sweet agonizing pain, filled the whole of my ass as the crop rose and fell mercilessly on my cheeks. I wriggled and squirmed furiously while my tongue was frenziedly licking Iris's sweet-tasting cunt flesh. I carefully licked her outer lips, and then her clitoris.

		She insisted that I push my tongue inside her, and I moved one hand down to push open her lips, while the other continued to fondle her breasts and her flint-hard nipples. I opened my mouth wide and began to dip my tongue into her sweet honey-pot, further each time.

		It went on for some while -- all the time, my head was held tightly against the hot crotch of the au pair girl. I felt my mouth filling with hot, sweet wetness, and I licked and swallowed the copious flow as my own tingling cunt responded to the hard pain of the whippy crop. Gradually, her hips began to move against my face, smearing me with her hot, sticky juices.

		All I could taste or see or smell was her.

		As she approached her climax, I moved my mouth to her clitoris, sucking on it and flicking it with my tongue. As I used my right hand to piston two fingers in and out of her pussy, she began to come. I created a vacuum with my mouth over her throbbing clit and sucked and stroked her clit hard with my tongue. She bucked against me, screaming as she came, and then came twice more.

		Then Iris moved away from me, leaving me to scream and shriek as angry, hot lines striped my ass. As my butt got hotter and hotter, Iris thrust her finger into my cunt, her thumb stroking my clit. I came as I had never come before, collapsing on the bed, my juices flooding out of me.

		I heard Magda talking to Iris and calling her "Ice", which I knew she preferred, while Ice kept calling Magda, "Miss". I began to realize that I had been "set up" by Magda who was obviously already a "friend" of Ice's. Later that evening, I discovered that just being spanked could make me come, and that I loved nothing more than to eat out my new Mistress, Miss Magda.........

		***

		Iris and I remained naked, but Miss Magda was still dressed. I longed to see her body but was disappointed when she told Iris and I to get dressed. Miss Magda said that we were going out for a bite to eat before we came back here for the rest of the evening. She told us that we should dress in blouses and short skirts, and that neither of us was to wear bra or panties.

		I felt sexy as I dressed, and got turned on as I walked downstairs, feeling the air on my naked pussy. We all got in the car. Iris was to drive, and Miss Magda told me to get in the back with her. Miss Magda and I sat back in the leather seats of the Jaguar, and Miss Magda gave directions to Iris. She pulled away from the curb. It would take about fifteen minutes to get to the restaurant.

		"Enjoying yourself, my little slave," said Miss Magda, looking right into my eyes.

		"Y-yes," I said, with a little hesitation.

		"We can stop now if you want. We'll turn around and go back, and I'll leave. And I won't come back", Miss Magda said sharply.

		"No, no, please don't!" I beseeched her.

		She smiled and said that if I really, really wanted her to she would stay. She looked so lovely, how could I do other than dimly nod my head, realizing that she was the one person in my life who I really loved.

		"So, you won't question my instructions any more, ever?"

		"No. I am yours to be command," I said, almost pleadingly.

		"Good. Now undo your blouse and expose your breasts," Miss Magda ordered.

		Almost automatically, I did as she required. I sat there in the back of the car with my breasts exposed. Miss Magda then told Iris to make sure she could see the back seats in her mirror.

		"Now tease your nipples until they are as hard as you can make them," Miss Magda demanded.

		I stroked my hands over my breasts, catching the nipples each time until they had started to harden. I started teasing my nipples directly, alternately flicking them gently with my thumb and pulling and rubbing them with my fingers. I quickly got aroused and could feel my pussy was wet. Soon, my nipples were hard nubs and my face was flushed. I looked up and saw the reflection of Iris's face, leering at me.

		"Feeling sexy now, my horny slut?" grinned Miss Magda.

		"Yes," I sighed.

		"Are you all wet for your Mistress?"

		"Yes," I breathed.

		"Then you'd better pull your skirt up to your waist so you don't get a wet patch on it - and so we can see for ourselves."

		My nipples were throbbing as I pulled my skirt up to my waist. I looked back at Miss Magda to see her staring at my crotch. "I'll bet you want to come, don't you?" said Miss Magda.

		"Pleeeease," I implored her.

		Miss Magda slowly pulled down the disguised zip at the front of her dress, exposing a shiny black bra. She pulled the clip in the middle of her bra and her juicy tits sprang free.

		"Now, slut, there's something for you to look at while you make yourself come. Go ahead, play with your cunt and have a nice big orgasm - but only one," she dictated.

		I stared at her breasts, the tight silky-smooth skin, and the cherry- tipped globes pushing between the sides of her dress. I would rather have touched them, but this was the most I had seen of her body and the sight enraptured me.

		I began tweaking my nipples with one hand whilst slithering my hand up and down my pussy lips, breathing faster and faster. I was so frantic; I knew that it would not take me long to come. I concentrated on my clit, rubbing it faster and faster, feeling the wetness seep out of me and my pussy lips expand with the feelings. I looked in the mirror again and saw Iris staring at me, then I looked back at those gorgeous breasts and came, shouting aloud "Mistress, Mistress", as my brain seemed to explode.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		I flopped back in the seat, still feeling horny, my breasts and cunt exposed to anyone who looked in the car. I looked across at Miss Magda - she had already covered herself. She leaned over and felt between my legs. "You've made the seat all wet," she said, "I will have to punish you for that."

		After all that had gone on, I now found that I welcomed it. I looked at her, eyes slightly downcast, and said, "Yes Mistress".

		A few minutes later we were at the restaurant and I found that Miss Magda had already booked a table, finally proving to me that she *had* planned all this. The table was in an alcove near the middle of the restaurant, closed in on three sides, but with the other side open to anyone who looked.

		It had one of those semi-circular padded seats round the three sides. The settings were all neatly laid out over a brilliant white tablecloth, hanging almost to the floor. Miss Magda ordered for all three of us and we started to eat.

		Miss Magda ordered the first and second courses for all of us, and the food was lovely. We talked, Iris and I, only when we were spoken to, of course, and we enjoyed ourselves.

		There was lots of smiling and laughter, no doubt aided by the wine. When we had finished, Miss Magda ordered dessert for us. She and Iris both had a piece of gateau and Miss Magda ordered me some profiteroles or cream puffs, covered in chocolate sauce.

		While we were waiting for the dessert we were chatting. I had noticed that Iris was looking quite flushed and thought it was the wine. But now I saw that Miss Magda's left hand was pushed under the tablecloth on Iris's side and was moving gently. I wondered if she had been teasing Iris all through the meal, and why she hadn't done the same to me.

		The dessert arrived and we began eating. Iris and Miss Magda finished their gateau quite quickly, and I had only a couple of profiteroles left. I was still feeling very horny and was now dying to get back home for some more 'lessons'. Just before I started to eat them, Miss Magda reached across and stopped me.

		"No," she said. I looked at her quizzically. "Wait," she said.

		Then Miss Magda reached over and picked up the sticky, chocolatey profiteroles with her left hand - which promptly disappeared under the tablecloth again. I watched Iris's face and saw her smile dreamily, while imagining what was going on. I saw Miss Magda whisper something in Iris's ear. Then I got a surprise. Miss Magda looked at me and said, "Slide down under the table and finish your dessert."

		I looked at her horrified at first, then quickly glanced around to see if anyone was watching.

		"Well?!" Said Miss Magda, aggressively.

		I could no longer refuse her and slowly slid under the table, my skirt rucking up to my waist. To the side of me were Miss Magda's legs, but directly in front of me was the bottom half of Iris. Her skirt was pushed up to her abdomen, and her legs spread wide apart. I could see all of her, though it was dark under the table, and I could smell the womanly aroma of her cunt, mixed with the sweet smell of the chocolate sauce.

		The profiteroles were not visible, and I knew what I had to do. I inched up between Iris's legs till my mouth was just touching her pussy and gently licked. The taste of the chocolate mixed with the taste of her juices was wonderful.

		I almost felt like orgasming after my first taste. Iris slid forward to the edge of the seat and I licked her cunt up and down before sticking my tongue inside her to find the profiteroles.

		I sucked out the remaining two profiteroles and continued to slowly tongue fuck her beautiful pussy. Just then, I felt something brush against my pussy and realized it was the stockinged foot of Miss Magda.

		As I carried on sucking and licking Iris, Miss Magda teased with her foot until I was near boiling point. Under the table, I swayed my buttocks back and forth as she caressed my pussy. I could sense that Iris was about to come; her juices were flooding into my mouth and her legs had closed to tightly grip my head.

		I felt Iris shiver as she came and heard low sounds as she tried to keep quiet. As she came, Miss Magda took her foot away, leaving me hot and dripping and frustratedly turned on.

		A foot nudged me, and I judged that I was being told to return to my seat. I slid back up, the way I had come, pulling my skirt down at the same time. Miss Magda had a very wide grin and Iris looked at me languidly, flushed and with a glow to her skin.

		As if nothing had happened, we sat there and conversed, having our coffee, before Miss Magda paid the bill and we left. I knew something more was going to happen when we got in the car.

		Miss Magda said she was going to drive and told Iris and me to get in the back. Before we started off, Miss Magda told me to obey Iris as if it were her for the length of the journey. I sat next to Iris and we drove off.

		Iris unbuttoned her top and turned full on to me. "Suck my tits, you spoilt little slut!" she directed.

		I leaned over, grabbing her breasts with my hands, and pushing them together, and started to suck and lick her breasts and nipples. I kneaded them with my hands and opened my mouth as wide as I could as if to get the whole of each breast inside me. They were warm and satiny, and I gorged myself until her nipples were stiff. I could hear her groaning and she kept pulling my head, first to one breast, then the other.

		Then Iris pushed me away and said, "On the floor!" As I crawled onto the floor of the Jaguar, she pulled her skirt up and sat on the edge of the seat, her legs akimbo.

		"I want to come three times before we get back! You've got about seven minutes, so you'd better get started!" she demanded.

		I knew she would be allowed to punish me, too, if I didn't comply. I moved back into the position I took in the restaurant - between her legs, with my face up against her cunt. I was still so horny, I would have done anything, anywhere, with anyone.

		I could feel my pussy secretions slithering down onto the tops of my inner thighs.

		I began to lick, as I had before, but instead of being slow and leisurely I lapped at her pussy much quicker.

		This time, I used one hand to spread her pussy lips so I could get deeper into her as I fucked her with my tongue. Then I began to nibble and suck on her clitoris, whilst thrusting two fingers into her widening cunt - in and out, in and out.

		As she started to thrust her hips into my face, smearing me with her juices, I sucked harder on her clit and thrust harder and faster into her with my fingers. She screamed as she came and I knew if I kept going I could make her come again and again.

		I carried on sucking her clit into my mouth and finger- fucking her as she started to come again. As I continued she came a third and fourth time before pushing me away and collapsing back into the seat.

		Just as she did, I felt the car stop. Made it!!!!

		After straightening ourselves out, we went back into my house with Miss Magda. We went upstairs again to my bedroom, and I noticed that Miss Magda was carrying a small bag that had been on the passenger seat of the car. I wondered and fantasized about what was in it.

		"Right! Iris, Sophia...Strip!" ordered Miss Magda.

		As we hadn't much on this didn't take very long.

		"Sophia, come here!" she waved me towards her. "For a start, you made my car seat all wet. Then you did the same on the way back with Iris. You deserve some punishment don't you think?"

		I knew this was a dangerous question. Anything other than yes would make my punishment even worse.

		"Yes, Miss," I agreed, shamefacedly.

		"Iris - stand behind her and pull her arms behind her," she said, domineeringly.

		I felt Iris's soft breasts push into my back and she drew my arms around behind me. Miss Magda reached into her bag and pulled a pair of velvet-lined handcuffs and moved out of my sight. I felt her click one, then the other handcuff on my wrists.

		They had a short chain and I could not really move my arms. This left me standing there with my breasts pushing out in front. She whispered something to Iris, and Iris came round in front of me. She started to caress my breasts, and suck and kiss my nipples.

		The fire was again building in my pussy, I had had no relief for hours, except for that one orgasm in the car, and I was feeling so horny. Miss Magda ordered me to spread my legs wider, and when I did I felt one of her hands come round from behind and caress my pussy lips lightly.

		I was starting to moan when she stopped and ordered Iris to stop. No, not again, I was becoming desperate!

		"You were enjoying that, weren't you, my lovely slut?" Miss Magda asked.

		"Yes, yes, I was," I said breathily.

		"But you still haven't been punished have you? And you can't enjoy yourself until you've been punished," she declared. "Turn around," she demanded.

		I turned around to see that she had removed her dress. Along with the shiny black bra, she had on a pair of shiny black panties, see- through at the front, and a pair of black stay-up stockings.

		Her feet were encased in glossy black stilettos. She looked every inch the dominatrix. She had Iris fetch the straight-backed chair from the practice room and had her set it down in the middle of the floor.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		"Now," said Miss Magda, "Iris is going to watch while you're properly spanked."

		I moved to her right-hand side as she motioned me forward. She told me to bend over and as I did; I lost my balance because my arms were cuffed behind my back. Miss Magda grabbed me and I lay over her knees, my head in mid-air on one side, and my feet the other.

		"Keep those legs open," she dictated and to prove her domination over me, drew one hand down through the crease of my buttocks, stopping to tickle my anus, and thrust one finger directly into my cunt.

		I moaned with delight, knowing that a few caresses would allow me to come, but she stopped.

		"50 whacks, for all your naughtiness," said Miss Magda.

		If I lifted my head slightly I could see Iris standing in front of me, staring hungrily at me, a hand caressing her pussy. Miss Magda began to spank me.

		"One, two, three.." she exclaimed.

		At first, the whacks seemed hard and sharp, but had no other effect. Gradually, though, my bottom began to warm up and although she didn't seem to spank me any harder, I felt them more.

		My buns felt warmer and warmer and as the spanking went on the warmth seemed to spread until it felt like an itchiness around my cunt. By the time Miss Magda had got to forty, my ass was a heated mass of soreness, but my pussy was dripping with my juices.

		Unbelievably, to me anyway, I felt my orgasm rising as she counted down the last ten strokes. Finally I climaxed, screaming, pleading with her to spank me some more. Later, I could not believe that just a spanking had made me come, so vocally and so intensely. As I calmed down, Miss Magda pushed me off the chair and onto the floor.

		"Sophia, now you are in your rightful position, on the floor. Get on your knees and spread your legs, then you may worship me." I did as I was told.

		Iris was called over and told to get something from the bag behind me. Miss Magda stood and removed what I could now see were her very wet panties and passed them over my head to Magda. She sat again and waited.

		I felt Iris behind me.

		She started to push something into my cunt and I moved, but a look from Miss Magda stopped me. Then I saw Iris give Miss Magda a box with two sets of wires and settle down on her knees beside me. Miss Magda removed my velvet handcuffs and I stretched them to get the circulation to return.

		Miss Magda stood, told us to face each other, and then stood between. Iris was facing Miss Magda's cunt and even I could smell the aroma of sex emanating from her pussy. I, on the other hand, was facing directly into her buttocks. She just said "Begin" and we both knew what we had to do.

		As I began to lick, I felt a buzzing sensation in my pussy. I realized that she was controlling vibrators in both of us. I writhed my hips as I licked up and down the wet furrow of her ass crack and flicked my tongue against her clenched butt hole.

		I took in the sheer awe-inspiring magnificence of her gorgeous butt, and believe me, she knew she had a perfect ass. I don't know what came over me, but I absolutely lost control; I grabbed her hips, pulled her closer, shoved my face in her butt and started licking like a mad woman, up and down her crack, mostly along her inner cheeks, but a few strokes along the inside of her cheeks as well..

		As I pulled back to stare at her gloriously perfect-pink-pucker, completely unobstructed by clothing, she reached back with both hands, grabbed her ass cheeks, and spread them obscenely apart while arching her back, "Get your tongue inside my asshole, NOW!" she screamed.

		Her red-pink anus slightly gaped, offering a small, dark opening. and I think my last words were something elegant like "Ohhherr fuck!"

		I immediately hardened my tongue and went for it. As my tongue touched her anus, I felt her start to clench, but I pressed hard into the opening. Miss Magda gasped again, and quickly began squirming her asshole on my tongue - she was trying to go deep right away! Her anus was too tight right now, though, so I pulled out and quickly pressed my tongue in again.

		She was a little more loose this time, but I still couldn't get as deep as she wanted. So I pulled out and pushed in again, again, again, while Miss Magda started to get into a rhythm pushing her ass back against my persistent mouth. I knew this wasn't the best position to really gape her asshole with my tongue but there was no way she was stopping my assault on her ass.

		And wild horses could not drag me away. So far, this rimming had been everything I had dreamed of the feel of her ass against my face and her butthole on my tongue, the wet sound of my tongue dabbing inside her anus and the slap of her ass cheeks against my cheeks, and Miss Magda's moans and encouragements, "Get in there. GET IN THERE! Get your fucking tongue up my ass! Deeper!", and, most of all, the smell and taste of her clean, fresh butt, was almost too much. I could have died a happy girl right then, but thankfully, I kept my wits and continued to orally probe her butthole with abandon.

		Finally, after only a few minutes of her standing in front of me while I knelt on the floor pressing my mouth desperately against her anus, I was able to wiggle my tongue deep inside her asshole and consistently remove it and shove it up her ass again. Yes, I was officially tongue-fucking my beautiful Mistress up the ass.

		"YESSSS! Don't stop, I'm gonna cum already, don't stop, don't stop..." Miss Magda was mumbling as I went to work.

		"Don't stop", I thought? Are you kidding me? I haven't even started!

		In, out, in, out, in, out, in, out, in... soon, one of the hands that was spreading her ass cheeks apart reached back for my face and found the hair on the top of my head. She grabbed my hair and started pulling my face in and out of her ass, dictating the pace of my deep rimming.

		"There it is, yes, that's it, deep now, yeah, wiggle it around inside, yes, yes! How does my ass taste? Tell me how my ass tastes my little slave!" She was in a zone of lust.

		"Unbelievable. Your ass tastes like candy. Mistress Magda Mmmmph" as I shot my tongue back inside her.

		"I'm cumming, I'm cumming! How long can you eat candy?" Miss Magda frantically babbled.

		"All day. Mmmmmphh. All day long. So fucking good." I managed to get out in between breaths and licks.

		"Fuck yes!!!" Wave after wave of cum oozed out of her pussy as I heard Iris sputtering against her torrential juices. ..

		I darted my tongue deep in her anus and felt the anal walls clenching and pinching around my tongue. Awesome. I felt her pussy juice against my chin, and even went down to take a few licks.

		"Wow, oh fucking wow... phew," a pause as she regained her breath, "So... you can eat my ass all day long?" She pulled my head back and smiled over her shoulder at me. Really, we had only been at it for ten minutes or so, and I knew I was nowhere close to giving her, her fill of me worshipping that perfect butt.

		"OK, new position then. This time, I'm not standing, so you have to do ALL the work my little slave."

		Miss Magda pushed Iris away from her cunt and climbed onto the bed beside me, "I'm just going to lay down here, and you have to get me off again. Stay in my ass, and no stopping until I say so!"

		She grabbed a pillow and slid it under her midsection so her ass would arch into the air and give me good access and angles to work my tongue up her butt. So, like the extremely sane, lesbian female I am, I climbed onto the bed behind her, smiled at my good fortune while again worshipping her gorgeous golden globes that had been swallowing my face for the last few minutes of my life, placed a hand on each cheek and gently spread her butt apart.

		This time, I started slow, with a few long licks right up her ass crack, from the end of her pussy to the top of her butt. Miss Magda murmured her approval. The next lick, I just circled her asshole in a counter-clockwise motion, running over the ridges of her pucker over, and over, and gently pressing into the center of her anus, but not too hard, not yet.

		"I'm just gonna make out with your ass for a while, if that's cool with you," I smiled before I place my lips around her anus like we're kissing.

		"That sounds perfect bitch..." Miss Magda purred as she grinded her butt ever-so-slightly against my mouth. I start to suck. Gently at first, then harder and harder, "Oh!" Miss Magda laughed, "Are you sucking on my asshole?"

		I pull away with my lips making a SMACK sound against her anus, "Yes I am. Does that feel good?"

		"Oh, fuck yeah, it does... Keep doing that, okay maybe I’ll forego some of your accumulated punishment? Damn, Sophia, where did you learn how to do all this stuff? I think you lied to me. You must've eaten a lot of women’s asses before mine - you know what you're fucking doing back there, that's for sure."

		"So you're saying I'm a good ass eater?" I teased

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Miss Magda laughed, again, "So that's what you want to hear my little slave? Fine. I'm saying you were fucking born to eat ass, and right now you need to get back in my ass and go to work!"

		I felt a buzzing sensation in my pussy. I realized that she was controlling vibrators in both Iris and me. I writhed my hips as I licked up and down the wet furrow of her ass cheeks.

		I lowered my face slowly back into her crack, savoring everything, the sight, the smell, and after planting my lips around her anus again, the taste. I start doing the slow make-out motions with her butthole in my mouth, and her body squirming underneath me.

		Gentle, firm, sucking, kissing, dipping my tongue in and out, and circling around the inside of her asshole like it's a girlfriend's mouth after a date. I am intoxicated by the feel, and the taste, sweet and clean. Miss Magda is definitely getting hot and bothered by what I'm doing, "Oh, wow, Sophia. Please, yes. Kiss my asshole, yes, just like that. Lick it, lick it, lick it, yes! Now go deep... Yeah, so good. Oh fuck, that is sooooo good... I think I’ll have you eat my tight ass all night, okay? Will you do that my little slave?"

		My mouth is pressed against her asshole. "Mmmmhmmm," was all I could manage to groan out since I was now refusing to remove my face for even a second.

		We were now grinding in perfect unison; we were anticipating each other’s movements and adjusting our motions accordingly. My mouth had complete control over her anus, which switched from a submissive act to a very dominant one. My tongue had perfect access and slid in and out of her rectum at will.

		Again and again, I slipped my tongue inside her butthole and circled it firmly along the inside wall, slowly, as she moaned in pleasure and pushed the back of my head with her feet (she must have slipped off her high heels). After many minutes of this, I finally pulled back for a second, "You are so unbelievably sexy. I want to do this forever."

		I heard the smile on her lips as she pulled her head off of the pillow she was laying it on, "Just keep it up. Believe me, no one is stopping you. I love that you want my ass. I need you in it. Wait. Here, I love this position and what you're doing, but I want to try a few others while I've got your interest."

		Miss Magda carefully lifted her leg over my head as she rolled over onto her back. Now she was pulling a few more pillows over and placing them under her lower back.

		"Check this out," she said as she rolled her weight onto her shoulders and pulled her legs back towards her head. She had propped her ass up on the pillows like she was offering me a meal, and believe me, I was going to eat like a starved animal.

		"Now you can REALLY get in there. And I mean deep... Do you think you can get your tongue deeper inside my tight little butthole, Sophia?"

		And in one quick movement I was on my knees with my hands pushing her calves back, and my lower body supporting the pillows that were supporting her ass, while she reached up and spread her asshole as wide as she could.

		Her anus was now gaping wide, and I was sure I could fit my entire tongue up her butt. I lowered my face, she squealed with excitement, and I shoved my tongue as far as I could down her asshole and deep into her rectum.

		"Yeeeeeah! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! That's what I'm talking about - you are soooo deep! Your tongue feels so good! More, harder, yes, harder, yes, deep, fucking deep, so hard, yes pound it bitch!" Miss Magda was yelling at me, and I was now pounding my tongue deep inside her asshole and pulling it up, but not completely out, before pressing it deep inside again.

		There was nothing gentle about this tongue fucking. I felt like I must be tonguing her asshole raw, but she was screaming for it. She wanted this so much that it was easy to get caught up in the enthusiasm, as if I needed any more encouragement.

		So there we were, in the "pile-driver" position, with me tongue fucking her ass like a maniac and her screaming in pleasure.

		"Fuck, I cumming again, and I don’t want to mess up our groove," Miss Magda started to roll off of the pillows propping her up.

		"Whoa, whoa, hey," I said, maybe a little desperately, "what are you doing, we have all night!"

		She laughed, " No, I think. No, there is no way we are stopping now.Oh! No, I'm not going anywhere, believe me. Neither are you!" She pushed me hard in the chest and I fell back on the bed, "No, I want to cum quick this time so we can go easy again, so I'm taking over."

		She stood up on the bed, over me. She turned around to face my legs and started to sit down on my face. Lower, that perfect ass was returning to my face, lower. Just a few inches from my silly grin, she reached back to pull her ass cheeks apart. She held still for a second, letting me get a good look at her pretty star-bud, while she looked back over her shoulder to position herself, then aggressively pressed her anus against my mouth.

		"Mmmm, yes, mmmm," she grunted as she grinded away on my mouth. I pictured her with her eyes closed, focused, as she bit her bottom lip, but I couldn't actually see her face. Only that perfect ass, followed by her arching back, and golden hair cascading past her shoulder blades as she tilted her head back and continued to rock, forward and backward, grind, grind, grind.

		She pulled up, "Stick your tongue out, hard."

		I did it automatically, and within a second she was bouncing her asshole on my tongue. Not much penetration, yet, but she was spreading her ass wider now, and letting me get deeper inside with each bounce. Bounce, bounce, grind, bounce, bounce, grind, she definitely had a rhythm worked out and I was just happy to be of service.

		Holding my tongue out, keeping it hard, trying to wriggle it deeper in her butthole as she bounced up and down. Of course, this whole night, my pussy had been incredibly aroused, but I barely even noticed the wetness until now when appliance in my cunt came alive. Oh well, I thought, I'll take care of that when I get home if this doesn’t get me off.

		Right now, it was all about Miss Magda's pleasure, and her pleasure happened to be my favorite thing to do. She was gaining speed, and was obviously about to orgasm again, so I focused on staying still and letting her use my mouth and tongue however she needed to.

		Apparently, she needed my tongue deep in her anus because she had stopped bouncing and was pulling my head into her ass hard, with both hands, while her whole body tensed and finally shook in orgasmic relief.

		"Yeeeeeesssss!" Miss Magda shrieked, "Ahhhhhhahaha... thank you, bitch. That was perfect."

		I grunted beneath her, with her backside still pressed firmly against my mouth. After a few seconds, Miss Magda peeled her ass from my face and looked over her shoulder into my eyes, "Okay, now it's your turn. I want you to tell me what to do this time, and I'll do it. Then I want you to make me cum again, can't you, bitch? That fucking tongue of yours is amazing.”

		Then one of her hands grabbed my head and pulled me in till all I could smell was her ass and all the air I could breathe was from her ass. She came and came. Her sphincter had a death grip on my tongue so I had to ride the orgasm to the end.

		I was coming too as the vibrator was humming faster and faster in my seething pussy. She pulled her hand away and I fell back, coming over and over, writhing on the bed , as was Iris, who I had completely forgotten about. Mistress Magda watched and smiled dreamily at both of us....

		END

		

		

		

		About the Candice Christian

		

	
		Candice was born in Paris KY on 9 January 1988. Her parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that Candice and her sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. Candice was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

		

		

		Other books by Candice Christian

		

	
		Please visit your favorite e-Book retailer to discover other books by Candice Christian

		A Covert Affair

		A Viper's Tongue

		An Unheeded Warning

		Assuming Control

		By the Short Hair-Girl's Femdom Wrestling

		Curved Hips and Ruby Lips

		Finding Her Virtue

		Hot Spots & Damp Spots, Soft & Hard Spots

		Into Thin Air

		Lesbian Polygamy

		Loose Lips Sink Ships

		Marriage Counseling- A Husband’s Dream

		Priory of Pain

		Revenge-The Last Laugh

		Separate Ways: The Conclusion to Tale of the Mistress and the Step-Mother

		Sexy Thongs & Fatal Cravings

		She Called No One

		The Last Time

		The Lesbian Lair & Other Dirty Little Secrets

		The Shadow of the Pyramids

		Vows so Tender, Never Said

		With Lust in Their Eyes

		

		

		

		Connect with Candice Christian

		

	
		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book.

		Here are my social media coordinates:

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blog:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
		

		

	OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





