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Chapter One



AS A SVELTE, brown hand slipped slowly up the inside of her leg, Rosina covered it with her own. The brown hand stopped, its warmth penetrating her taut flesh nicely.


‘Don’t be afraid,’ she whispered to the girl, Woo San, as she moved the hand until the fingers reached the hollow of her groin. It stopped again, but Rosina moved it on, until it covered the whole of the moist flesh between her legs.


Her body trembled.


The hand trembled too, lending an extra frisson of excitement to its touch.


Rosina pressed Woo San’s fingers, curling them under, making them penetrate the fleshy purse of her vulva. It was so good to feel a female touch again, even though Woo San was apparently inexperienced in the art of sex. Rosina sighed, remembering the time when she had been as innocent. At the tender age of eighteen years, she had been taken in hand by a sexually voracious woman who had introduced her to the pleasures that pain can bring to a taut, expectant body. Now she was planning to do the same with Woo San, the elegant Chinese creature lying naked beside her.


Rosina closed her eyes, trying to keep cool in the heat of the summer night, the curtains at the open window deathly still. Only the faint hum of traffic across the London park disturbed the quietness; the car lamps casting fairy-like splashes of light upon the ceiling as they passed.


The innocent fingers trembled as they felt Rosina’s heat. Rosina wanted them to plunge, to find her most sensitive spot and push upon it hard. She wanted to feed her nipples to a hot and hungry mouth and have Woo San take them in her teeth and bite them very gently. But she would not push the girl too far, too fast. Even though she craved it at this moment, she would not make Woo San put her mouth to the pulsing lips of her pussy as she had been made to do by her dominatrix. Nor would she coerce Woo San with a whip as she had been coerced - not yet. Later, when the girl had had a taste of sexual pleasures, she would school the nineteen-year-old so that she would not shy away while Rosina introduced her to a world of erotic wonder. She would tutor her and nurture her and bring her to such heights of sensuously exquisite pain that she would know how to create such pleasure in return.


Until this time Rosina had hardly touched Woo San. From the moment the girl had sidled to the bedside and lain her graceful body down, Rosina had done nothing to her. Only when Woo San had put a hand on her thigh had Rosina seen for the first time a glint of lustfulness in the dark pools of her eyes. Now Rosina knew that the girl wanted sensual contact, even though she appeared to be uncertain what to do. She seemed to want closeness - security perhaps. But did she want a lover or a mistress?


Rosina closed her eyes and worked her fingers  gently, making her pupil rub her clitoris in small, circular motions. She sighed again. That was so nice, and so different from that hard, insistent touch from men, although she craved such treatment often.


She desired a man who’d tie her tightly so she could pretend to be a helpless victim to his will. Her ideal man would take her slowly from behind, easing her apart with his thumbnails, digging in hard to make her tense and squeal. He would stretch her wide, forcing her open as he drove himself in, smacking her buttocks sharply. She’d scream at him to fuck her. Of course she only used that word when her urgency was great. It was not ladylike to use it at any other time. But even though she was a rich and well-bred woman-about-town of twenty-five, she was not a lady in the bedroom once she had her knickers off.


Woo San’s fingers, moving on their own now, broke that fantasy, pleasant as it was. A waft of balmy night air sidled through the curtains, making them swell gently just as the soft curves of Rosina’s belly were swelling with slow breaths. Looking up into the mirror on the ceiling, she scanned her own sleek body, pale against the brownness of Woo San, her hair pale gold against the black hair of the girl. Lying on her back among crumpled silken pink sheets, their colour lent a flush of warmth to her already-blushing skin. Her well-developed breasts were firm. Their nipples were engorged; the nimbuses proud. Her belly moved faster, its oval navel rising to every little stroke of Woo San’s thumb upon her clit.


The girl lay on one side, the elegant curve of her flank sweeping down along one long, brown leg. Her breasts - so very large for a slender adolescent - hung heavily but tight, their nipples particularly pronounced. Stiffened lobes of pink-brown flesh, they  seemed to invite Rosina to take them between her teeth and pull. But not yet. She would not rush this. She wanted her first exploration of Woo San to be delightful, for herself and for the girl.


Woo San kept staring at the door. ‘Are we safe?’ The normally light, bright voice held a note of anxiety.


‘Of course we’re safe.’ Rosina reached up and stroked Woo San’s face lightly. ‘Relax.’


The black eyes watered. ‘You won’t let them take me back to Hong Kong.’


‘Of course I won’t.’ Rosina stroked her cheek. ‘I think it was really cruel of your father, selling you to that old man for a wife.’


Woo San wiped a tear from her cheek. ‘We were very poor. Mr Wang Hu gave a great deal of money for me. But when he tired of me, I think he would have sent me to his brothel where he sells his drugs.’


Rosina brushed her cheek. ‘Don’t be afraid. Wang Hu won’t find you here.’


‘But he is very powerful. He might have had me followed from Hong Kong. A Chinese man at the Arrivals gate at the airport looked pleased when he saw my face. And there was a Chinese-looking man in the street tonight, staring up at this house. When he saw me through the curtains, he moved away. I think they might have found me. They might kidnap me and take me back to that awful man.’


Rosina stroked a nipple and looked into her eyes. ‘But this is England, darling. Wang Hu would never dare to have you kidnapped here.’


Woo San shook her head. ‘You don’t know him, mistress. He’s powerful and he’s cruel. He will be very angry that I ran away. He will want his money back. Now I think his men have found me. I have to get away. Can you give me money? I’ll try to pay it back.’


Rosina put one finger on her mouth. ‘Shhh. You don’t need money here. I’ll look after you, like I look after Higgins.’


‘Who is Higgins?’


Rosina quivered as she thought of Higgins. ‘Oh - he’s just a young man who stays here. He had no home or job, so I gave him a room. He does some things for me in exchange. But he’s away at the moment, so don’t worry your pretty head about him.’


Seeming to relax, Woo San brought her attention back to Rosina’s face and whispered, ‘I am in your debt, Miss Rosina. And if you wish, I shall be your slave for ever.’


Rosina’s heart leapt. She traced the girl’s full lips with the tip of one trembling finger. She wanted to feel their warmth on her own lips. She wanted them to kiss the place where the slim, young hand was working between her legs. There was a vibrant energy about this girl which had excited her as soon as their eyes had met in the lounge at the Hong Kong hotel. By the way Woo San had smiled, Rosina had felt that the girl was attracted to her, too.


Woo San was sensual in the way she moved; sexy in the way she pursed those lips. Even now, as the tip of the tongue came out to lap them once, they shone invitingly in the moonlight coming through the window.


‘Yes - you may be my slave, Woo San,’ she whispered almost to herself. She closed her eyes for a second then scanned the beauty’s body once again, her blue eyes alighting on the hairless pubis.


When Woo San had appeared naked at her bedside half an hour before, the smooth swell of the girl’s mons had been the first thing Rosina had taken note of.


Rosina’s first impulse had been to cover Woo San’s  nakedness, but she had denied it. She had desired Woo San from the moment she had seen her. She had seemed so vulnerable and innocent. The dominatrix in her nature had wanted to take her to her hotel suite, strip her bare and explore each mound and hollow of the wonderful young body. Had the girl protested she would have tied her up and gagged her while she’d sucked between the smooth, strong legs. But that had been pure fantasy and Rosina’s better nature had made her want to help. She’d suggested that Woo San come back to London until Wang Hu had called his henchmen off.


At home at last, Woo San had stood close in the kitchen. She had snuggled up to Rosina on the sofa when she might have taken any other chair. She had studied Rosina with those large, deep eyes set slantingly in her oval face, her lips pursing as she scanned Rosina’s pale pink lips.


Now the eyes were wide in the gloaming, alive with interest - or was it lust?


‘What do you desire, mistress?’ Woo San whispered.


What did she desire? A wealth of ideas, bringing their own imagined sensations, came flooding into view. There was something exciting in the concept of having a slave girl to meet her every whim.


She stroked the girl’s slender shoulder, letting her fingernails run lightly over the downward curve of the breast. They reached the stud of the nipple, hard against the softness of the firm, round swells. The nimbus seemed very large and dark as the nipple jutted from it, evoking a natural impulse in Rosina to cover it with her mouth. Brought up by nannies in cold and loveless nurseries, Rosina doubted that she had ever suckled on a woman’s teat. That would have been too crude an act for her mother who had been more  concerned with elegant clothes and pretentious friends than the nurturing of a child.


Sadistic nannies had spanked at the slightest disobedience from their rebellious charge - hot stinging hands on bare, pale flesh as her knickers were tugged down. But, curiously, this spanking had sent shivers of excitement through her body, and stoked her disobedience more. This in turn had provoked greater wrath, and spankings delivered harder. The pleasure in one nanny’s eyes had puzzled Rosina in early adolescence. It had stirred strong impulses between her legs. Discovery in her bedroom with an exploring finger developed those growing feelings, brought the nanny’s hand upon her naked bottom, and evoked her first orgasm.


The finger between Rosina’s legs moved slowly now, slipping into her, easing the leaves of her vulva aside, cool against the hotness of her inner flesh. At the same time, Woo San’s mouth came slowly down on to Rosina’s. The movement was so gradual that Rosina was not sure that the girl was going to kiss her. Then the luscious lips opened and curved in a little smile.


As they closed on her own moist lips, Rosina felt the warmth of Woo San’s expiration, the breath scented with pink champagne. Then it became urgent and the girl began to pant. The pupils of the large, black eyes grew wide. Was it with lust? Or was she afraid of the reaction the kiss might bring? Even so, the mouth moved closer, so that Rosina felt its heat.


She closed her eyes as she registered the kiss. It hardly touched before it left again, as gentle as a feather alighting on her mouth before being wafted away on that warm, champagne breath.


A hanging nipple brushed her own and made it  stand up stiffer. When Rosina stroked the nipple it seemed to give Woo San the confidence she needed.


The mouth came down again. This time it lingered, working gently at Rosina’s lips as the long, slim finger worked the lips of her vulva, opening them to probe her then withdrawing before another thrust.


The tongue now mimicked the copulating finger.


Rosina opened her mouth and then her legs. She took Woo San’s tongue between her lips just as she took the finger into her vagina. Then she squeezed. The lips of her vulva pressed the probing finger. The lips of her mouth sucked the darting tongue.


The swollen leaves of Rosina’s vulva were now slick with her nectar, and as she squeezed her muscles, she forced the finger out. She shut herself to the girl, just as she would teasingly shut out the cock of an ardent male, making him wait before she let him in. Then she would release her tension, letting him think that it was his persistent strength that had overcome her resistance. And just as she let Woo San’s finger probe inside her now, she took the tongue into her mouth again and caressed it with her own.


Rosina ran the side of her nails lightly down the firm, sleek belly, wanting to rake the flesh. But not yet. She slipped her hand between the legs, pausing on the way to sense the smoothness of the hairless mons, delighting in the softness of the valley of its cleft. Then she palmed the whole mount, curved her middle finger and plunged it hard into Woo San’s sexual purse.


The girl was not a virgin.


This prompted all kinds of questions in Rosina’s mind. Was she experienced after all? Had her fiancé ravaged her? Had he been cruel to her, taking her roughly? Was that why she’d run away? There were  too many questions to be answered now. In time she’d know everything.


Woo San gasped as she wriggled on the finger.


Rosina thrust harder, twisting it. Her resolve to go gently had been overtaken by desire. Her finger, with a mind of its own, wanted to fuck the girl just as men had fucked her many a time, brutally and deep.


As she felt a pulse throbbing through the vulval lips, it made her heart race. Now she had an urge to put her mouth to those lips . . . but she stilled the urge. There would be time.


Her fingers explored Woo San, probing and assessing her reactions. The clitoris was proud. A prominent knot of firmer flesh, it was slippery with nectar. Rosina wondered if she’d been masturbating before she’d come to bed? Perhaps she wasn’t as innocent as Rosina had presumed. But then Rosina thought of how she had worked her own nub pleasurably for years before she’d had a man force her legs apart and breach her maidenhead.


Her pulse rose even now as her mind brought back pictures of that night. When she’d encountered a burglar in her bedroom she had let the brute tie her up. Excited by the danger, she’d goaded him to take her. She recalled his look as she’d lain stripped bare, her nipples hard, her eyes fixed on the bulge in his crotch-tight jeans. When he’d ignored her as she’d opened her legs, she’d got mad. Her nursery defiance had resurfaced. The fire he’d set inside her by tying her to the bed had needed quenching. She’d taunted him and provoked him, bringing doubt on his manhood, and his parentage.


He’d continued to ignore her taunts, just looking at her pussy and her breasts. But when she’d pulled her legs right back, he’d slowly slipped his zip and  dropped his jeans. She’d gasped at the size of him, having had no idea of how big a cock might be. The thought of it now made her tremble.


The pain of the bonds at her wrists, and in her crotch as he’d forced his cock inside her, had all melded into one.


As Woo San’s mouth became more urgent, Rosina took the girl by storm, pulling the lithe body to herself. Woo San’s legs splayed widely, and she raised her pelvis high above the bed, forcing her vulva against Rosina’s penetrating finger. She was so dilated now that Rosina could slip two fingers up inside her. Rosina found her G spot while her thumb worked at her nub.


Rosina curled her finger and pressed.


The girl let out a shriek.


Rosina thrust again.


The girl writhed, panting wildly, her pupils dilated. The full, tight breasts rose up, jutting towards the mirror on the ceiling.


The nubile body tensed. As the vaginal walls pressed about Rosina’s fingers, she felt the girl flood and begin to shudder.


Rosina’s tension rose. Her vagina clamped and she thrust her breasts against those of the Asian girl, but it wasn’t enough to make her come.


‘Oh, mistress - that was nice. Oh.’ A tear ran down the oval face.


‘Don’t snivel, girl,’ Rosina snapped, annoyed that Woo San had had an easy climax while she struggled for her own. She took the long, brown hand and drove it between her own legs. ‘Fuck me with your hand,’ she gasped. ‘I need you to make me come.’


Woo San began to work her slowly.


Rosina closed her eyes. She raised her hips as Woo  San pushed. She gripped the hand as it withdrew to thrust it in again.


Now Woo San dipped her head and took a nipple in her mouth. Rosina gasped as the girl nipped, and raised the breast toward the mouth. Woo San bit, sending a wave of pleasure speeding to Rosina’s nub.


Rosina watched in the mirror as her belly surged and fell. As Woo San knelt, her long, black hair fell about her back. It brushed the slender shoulders as Woo San worked her mouth, tugging Rosina’s nipple then letting it spring back. When the hand between Rosina’s legs withdrew, it began to stroke her thighs. It skimmed her golden pubis before covering her open vulva and plunging once again, making Rosina’s pinkness glossy with her moisture. The moisture dried, leaving a tingling feeling on her skin. But it was not enough to make her come.


Rosina slid her hand between Woo San’s legs, and pushed her thumb into the warm place that she found there. Without stopping the plunging motion of her own hand, or the sucking movements of her mouth, the girl widened her knees to give Rosina access.


Now Rosina thrust her thumb up hard, pressing on the nubbin with its heel. Her fingers found the girl’s tight perineum and started to knead it gently. A forefinger found her anus and pressed around its rim.


Woo San began to moan and worked her pelvis.


Car lights flashed across the ceiling.


The curtains billowed out.


Then Woo San stopped. She listened.


Rosina pulled her back, snapping, ‘Don’t stop now.’


But Woo San tugged away. ‘I heard a door. There’s someone in the house.’







Chapter Two



ROSINA’S CLIMAX WAS just rising as Woo San moved away.


She pulled the girl back. ‘Don’t be silly. The doors are locked and Higgins is away for another week. Now for God’s sake stop worrying.’


As she slapped Woo San’s bottom, a thrill went through her. She was in control of the innocent girl and it gave her a charge. She wanted to spank her again but restrained the impulse. There would be time enough for that.


She drove herself on to Woo San’s hand, the whole palm spreading her, the girl’s finger working around her anus now, copying the finger of her mistress. This was driving Rosina wild and she needed to come. Yet somehow she could not. Did she need a mouth there? Did she want a cock? Perhaps she needed that excruciatingly nice feeling of having her legs forced back until the membranes of her vulva were so tense they seemed to scream with the delightful pain it brought.


‘I need your mouth, Woo San,’ she panted, pulling her legs back hard.


Woo San bent her fingertips and drew them over Rosina’s anal ring, making her writhe for deeper  contact. She loved a finger deep inside her rectum - or the hardness of a cockshaft.


As Rosina pulled her legs further back, the sharp nails raked the hollows of her groin where the fully stretched membranes tugged the lips of her vulva open, revealing the lush pinkness of its inner sheath. She could see it briefly in the mirror each time the brown girl’s hand slipped along her thigh.


‘I need your mouth,’ she groaned. ‘I want my clit sucked.’


The girl did not respond. Was her command of English as good as Rosina had thought? Perhaps she didn’t understand how exquisite a sucking mouth between the legs could be. Or how a tongue, licking urgently at her clitoris, could bring such fast relief.


‘Fuck me! Fuck me with your tongue, you slut,’ she yelled and slapped the girl across the buttock, stinging her own palm. But Woo San took no notice. She had fixed her attention on Rosina’s anus, seemingly fascinated with it.


The fingernail hurt as Woo San pressed.


Rosina gasped and thrust her bottom down. She wanted more - sharper and more painful. She tried to make it penetrate her deeply. That might bring her off. She could not stand this tension for much longer. This girl needed teaching. She needed schooling in the art of inflicting pain in such a way that it shot exquisite feelings through the body. Perhaps she needed the lash or a good spanking. Perhaps some fingers on her breasts, raking at the flesh, leaving trails of white which turned to pink, burning and tingling and so, so nice.


But Woo San seemed to be teasing. Her eyes were lit with fire. Her breasts were swollen hard. The nipples thrust out strong and long, the pimples around their  dark brown rings as proud as little nipples in themselves.


‘I said fuck me with your tongue,’ Rosina screamed, slapping the brown girl’s thigh. ‘Don’t you understand? Fuck me or I’ll whip you.’ A rush of heat went through Rosina as she said the words. Her lips were dry. Her belly pumped. The throbbing place between her legs flushed warm. Thank God - she was coming at last.


Woo San’s eyes showed hurt as Rosina slapped her again. Then she threw herself on Rosina, covering her. A leg came up between Rosina’s open legs. Her breasts pressed down on Rosina’s breasts, sliding on her sweat. Their pubic mounts ground hard. Rosina felt the wet heat of the large and swollen vulva on her thigh. As Woo San’s mouth came down on Rosina’s mouth, the girl began to rub her, sliding her hot labia on Rosina’s hip.


Then Woo San took Rosina’s throat and curled wet fingers round it. As she pressed Rosina’s head back into the pillow, Rosina gasped for breath. The girl’s eyes filled with fire. For an instant Rosina thought that Woo San was trying to throttle her. Was she imagining strangling the man she’d fled from? Had he tried to rape her when she’d resisted? Rosina’s mind conjured scenes of the girl held down, stretched by grinning servants, while their master stood and lashed her with a whip, making her jerk and twist. Then, as this cruel-faced man lay his wizened body on the exquisite form and raped her, she sobbed with every thrust. And—Rosina stopped her thoughts running riot as her mother’s words rang in her head: You’ve got too vivid an imagination, child. It will get you into serious trouble one day.



Woo San’s mouth curved in a wicked smile and lust showed in the black eyes.


Her mouth came down on Rosina’s once again, writhing, turning sideways on to get the closest contact. The tongue thrust deep. It began to probe, withdraw and probe again.


Rosina ripped herself away, spitting, ‘Not in my mouth, you stupid bitch. I want it in my cunt.’ She tried to push Woo San away - over her aching body and down between her legs. She would force the girl to suck her until she came.


Woo San took Rosina’s hands as she tried to push her. She wove brown fingers between Rosina’s own and gripped. Hell, she was strong. Fired up and with her own needs, she was gaining control. The demure and loving girl was becoming crazed with the sensations the liaison had created.


She bit Rosina’s neck.


Rosina squealed and tried to wriggle free but Woo San forced her arms above her head and drove them into the pillows. She straddled Rosina, widening her legs to open her vulva fully. Now she rode Rosina’s pubic bone, throwing her head back triumphantly, the pupils of her eyes dilated.


Rosina felt her pubic hair rasp the spongy tissues of the girl. As she felt the clitoris on her mons, a tremor rippled through her belly.


Woo San let go of Rosina’s hands and thrust her legs wide open, spreading her labia, stretching her membranes, slick with Rosina’s nectar and her own.


Now the Asian girl cupped Rosina’s breasts, the nipples bulging out between her fingers.


Rosina began to tremble. Her belly quivered. The tunnel of her sex flushed hot as ripples of delight ran upward, into its depths and beyond. It was not an orgasm. That was building nicely, and it would take more pain, more tension and more anger to make her  come. She needed force, just as she did with a man. Woo San taking control of her was firing her up, but not enough. Would Woo San become so dominant that she would resort to greater force? Rosina needed tying, gagging, spanking - or thrashing with a belt while her partner thrust a finger or cock into her anus.


She threw the thoughts aside as the Asian beauty’s nub slipped across her own. Rosina felt its throb as the girl’s labia sucked hers.


This was wild. The girl had seemed demure. So petite. So enticingly innocent. Such malleable material to train in the art of submission. Perhaps there was a tiger in every woman like the one she’d set loose in Woo San.


The almond eyes stared down into her face as her pelvis rose to meet the Asian girl’s thrusts. Each rub of Woo San’s clitoris sent a thrill running through Rosina’s belly. Her vaginal muscles tightened. Her nipples poked out strongly between the clasping fingers.


Now Woo San clawed her breasts, drawing long nails through her cleavage. Over her panting belly they came, striping her flanks with livid weals.


Rosina flung her head back. She tried to pull away.


Woo San grinned as she screwed Rosina’s hardened nipples round, making them shriek with pleasure mixed with pain. She raised Rosina’s left leg, bent it painfully back and enclosed it between her own, then she worked her slippery flesh up Rosina’s inner thigh, murmuring in Chinese.


As Woo San rubbed herself on Rosina’s tensioned leg, the young girl came again.


Her whole body went rigid. She closed her eyes, letting out a cry, her hands cupping her own breasts now, pulling at the nipples.


Rosina felt a hot flush on her skin. She felt the girl slide, the flesh of her vulva leaving a trail of slickness as it went. As she let go, Rosina thrust her knee between the long, brown legs, and ground against her pussy.


Woo San collapsed on to her, her mouth coming down on Rosina’s neck, her breasts hard against Rosina’s, their bellies pumping.


For a moment Rosina could not breathe. She heaved herself and turned, rolling Woo San on to her back. In a trice she was astride the girl, her legs splayed across her belly, painting it with the moisture of her flush. But she had not come. She could not. She needed something more.


She drove the brown arms into the pillows and held them with an iron-hard grip. Then, inching up the body, she sat astride the girl’s breasts, making one hard nipple rub her clit. For a moment it was nice - wicked to have a woman’s teat in there. But it was still not enough.


Rosina knelt on Woo San’s shoulders. She didn’t care if it hurt. She wanted it to hurt. The rising pain of her own unfulfilled demand needed to be matched by the pain that she inflicted. So she didn’t care a jot as she stretched herself above that open mouth.


Grimacing as she stared between her breasts at the wide eyes of the girl, she watched as they scanned between her legs. Then she lowered herself on to Woo San’s mouth, first feeling its breath, then its heat, then the softness of its lips as her sex lips kissed it gently.


Now she smothered Woo San’s mouth and worked it just as avidly as Woo San’s mouth had kissed her own. But this kiss was more sensuous by far. And just as that long, pink tongue had snaked into her mouth,  now it snaked between her sex lips, exploring her as deeply as it could.


Woo San sucked Rosina’s clit as Rosina stretched her vulva wide. But despite the tension and excitement of having a slave to eat her out, Rosina could not come.


She swallowed hard. Damn. She couldn’t come, no matter what she did. Did she need a man? A whip? A mistress to take her to task? But she didn’t have any of those. All she had was a pupil who needed to be schooled in the art of ministering to her will.


With her knees on the floor as she slid from the bed, Rosina pushed the girl’s legs back, stretching Woo San’s pussy as widely as she could.


Trembling now, she put her head between the young girl’s legs, Woo San’s vulva looming before her eyes, large and pink and lush. As Rosina put her nose to it, the hot lips opened to her touch. Then she stretched her tongue, slipping it between the folds, and drove.


Woo San moaned.


Rosina took no notice. The girl had had her climax. This was for herself. She worked her tongue up slowly through the furrow of the girl, sensing the smoothness of her inner folds, savouring the muskiness which filled her nose as she drew a long, full breath.


Her tongue tip reached the nubbin, parting the fleshy hood which had covered it so secretly at first. As her tongue rode the ridge she marvelled at its size and the way it swelled to the slightest touch.


She sucked.


Savouring Woo San’s secret parts made her own responsive. She felt her clit thrill, tingling at its centre, little trickles of sensation running upward to her womb. That was nice. She splayed the girl’s legs  wider, making the membranes of her groin pull the gently-throbbing labia apart.


Woo San began to wriggle on Rosina’s tongue. She closed her legs and wound them about Rosina’s shoulders, trapping her as the knee lock tightened. She grabbed Rosina’s hair and pulled so hard Rosina could not get free.


With Rosina’s face pressed to the spongy lips, Woo San clamped her inner thighs about Rosina’s ears, making her pant for air. She pushed her pelvis down, working herself on Rosina’s mouth, clearly aroused again.


Rosina began to writhe, her nipples chafing on the bed. As her knees slid apart on the silken rug, she felt stretched and open. Now she sensed cool air upon her folds and around her anal ring. Her belly tightened, and the growing tension in her vaginal walls became intense.


The sting of a whip across her back made her jump. At first she didn’t question how Woo San had found a whip and caught her there. The second lash curled between her legs and wrapped itself into her crotch. As it withdrew, rubbing at her anus, she moaned with the pleasure it brought. She loved a gentle whipping. She loved a spanking too, especially when the spanker wrapped his fingers around to catch her pouting labia as she pushed them out for more.


The third lash caught her anus, sending a dart of pleasure-pain up through her. She buried her head between Woo San’s clamping legs and bit the inner groin.


Woo San squealed with evident delight, pulling Rosina’s hair for closer contact.


Rosina’s vaginal muscles pumped, opening and shutting her vulva like a clam. She could feel cool air  as they opened, and heat as they closed. But the tunnel of her sex felt empty. She needed filling with hot flesh.
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