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1 - BARBIE’S BACKSTAGE SURPRISE

FFF / BDSM / Celebrity / Age Gap / Group Sex / Kissing / Spanking / Nipple Play / Vibrating Butt Plug / Dildo

Barbie stood in the middle of the crowded concert hall, her heart pounding in sync with the bass thumping through the speakers. The lights flashed, the crowd roared, and Alana Muse’s voice filled the air like a siren’s call. Barbie had been waiting for this moment for months, but now, as she glanced around, she realized she was alone. Her friends had vanished into the sea of bodies, leaving her stranded in the chaos.

She bit her lip, unsure of what to do. Just as she was about to pull out her phone to text them, a hand gently touched her shoulder. Barbie turned to see a woman standing there, her dark hair cascading in soft waves, her eyes sharp and inviting. She was older, maybe in her late thirties, with an air of confidence that made Barbie feel both intimidated and intrigued.

“Lost?” the woman asked, her voice smooth and warm.

Barbie nodded, her cheeks flushing. “Yeah, my friends… I don’t know where they went.”

The woman smiled, her lips curving in a way that made Barbie’s stomach flutter. “I’m Janet. Why don’t you come with me? I can get you backstage. You won’t want to miss this.”

Barbie hesitated, glancing around the crowd. “But my friends—”

“They’ll find you,” Janet interrupted, her tone firm but kind. “Trust me, this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.”

Barbie’s heart raced. Backstage? Meeting Alana Muse? It sounded too good to be true. But Janet’s gaze was steady, her smile reassuring. Before she could second-guess herself, Barbie nodded. “Okay.”

Janet took her hand, leading her through the crowd with ease. They slipped past security with a nod from Janet, and soon they were walking down a dimly lit corridor. The noise of the concert faded behind them, replaced by the soft hum of distant music and the sound of their footsteps echoing off the walls.

Janet stopped in front of a door, turning to Barbie with a mischievous grin. “Ready?”

Barbie swallowed hard, her nerves tingling with anticipation. “I think so.”

Janet opened the door, and Barbie stepped inside. The room was cozy, with plush furniture and soft lighting. And there, sitting on the couch, was Alana Muse herself. She looked up as they entered, her eyes locking onto Barbie’s.

“Well, well,” Alana said, her voice low and sultry. “Who do we have here?”

Barbie felt her breath catch in her throat. She was face-to-face with her idol, and Alana was even more stunning up close. Her long blonde hair framed her face perfectly, and her piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

“This is Barbie,” Janet said, stepping forward. “I found her lost in the crowd and thought she might enjoy a little… private show.”

Alana’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Is that so?” She stood, walking over to Barbie with a slow, deliberate stride. “Do you want to play, Barbie?”

Barbie’s mind raced. Play? What did that mean? She glanced at Janet, who gave her an encouraging nod. “I… I guess so,” she stammered.

Alana’s smile widened. “Good.” She reached out, her fingers brushing against Barbie’s cheek. “You’re adorable.”

Before Barbie could respond, Alana leaned in, capturing her lips in a soft kiss. Barbie’s eyes widened in surprise, but she didn’t pull away. Alana’s lips were warm and inviting, and soon Barbie found herself melting into the kiss.

Janet stepped closer, her hands resting on Barbie’s shoulders. “Let’s make this more comfortable,” she murmured, her fingers slipping under the hem of Barbie’s shirt.

Barbie’s heart pounded as Janet slowly lifted her shirt over her head, exposing her bare skin to the cool air. Alana’s hands joined in, unclasping Barbie’s bra and letting it fall to the floor. Barbie shivered as their hands explored her body, their touches sending waves of pleasure through her.

Alana’s lips trailed down Barbie’s neck, leaving a trail of kisses as she went. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered, her breath hot against Barbie’s skin.

Janet’s hands moved to Barbie’s jeans, unbuttoning them and sliding them down her legs. Barbie stepped out of them, feeling exposed but exhilarated. She was standing in front of two stunning women, completely naked, and she couldn’t believe this was happening.

Alana guided Barbie to the couch, gently pushing her down so she was bent over the edge. Barbie’s heart raced as she felt Alana’s hand come down on her ass with a sharp smack. She gasped, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

Janet chuckled softly, her hands caressing Barbie’s back. “You like that, don’t you?”

Barbie nodded, her cheeks burning with embarrassment and arousal. Alana spanked her again, harder this time, and Barbie moaned softly.

Janet reached into a nearby drawer, pulling out a small vibrating butt plug. She held it up for Barbie to see, a wicked grin on her face. “Ready for this?”

Barbie’s eyes widened, but she nodded again. Janet coated the plug with lube before pressing it against Barbie’s entrance. Barbie gasped as it slid inside, the vibrations sending shivers up her spine.

Alana knelt in front of Barbie, her hands spreading Barbie’s legs apart. “You’re so wet,” she murmured before leaning in and licking a slow stripe up Barbie’s pussy.

Barbie moaned loudly, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as Alana’s tongue worked its magic. Janet leaned over, sucking on Barbie’s nipples while Alana continued to eat her out. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and Barbie felt herself teetering on the edge of ecstasy.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “More.”

Alana pulled back, a smirk playing on her lips. “Patience, sweetheart.” She reached for a large dildo on the table, coating it with lube before positioning it at Barbie’s entrance.

Barbie’s breath hitched as Alana pushed the dildo inside her, filling her completely. Alana began to thrust it in and out, each movement sending waves of pleasure through Barbie’s body. Janet continued to suck on her nipples, her hands roaming over Barbie’s skin.

The vibrations from the butt plug combined with the thrusting of the dildo sent Barbie over the edge. She cried out as she came, her juices gushing onto the couch beneath her.

Alana and Janet didn’t stop, continuing to pleasure her until Barbie was a trembling mess. Finally, they pulled back, letting her catch her breath.

Janet helped Barbie sit up, handing her a glass of water. “How was that?” she asked with a knowing smile.

Barbie blushed, still trying to process what had just happened. “Amazing,” she whispered.

Janet chuckled softly. “Good.” She helped Barbie get dressed before leading her back to the main area of the concert hall.

As they approached the crowd, Janet gave Barbie one last smile. “Your friends are probably looking for you.”

Barbie nodded, still feeling dazed. “Thank you,” she said softly.

Janet winked before disappearing into the crowd. Barbie found her friends a few minutes later, their faces filled with concern.

“Where were you?” one of them asked.

Barbie hesitated, a small smile playing on her lips. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

2 - PUBLIC PLEASURE AT THE THEATER

FF / BDSM / Public / Remote Control Vibrator / Cunnilingus

“Keep it together, Marjorie,” Kat whispered, her voice low and commanding, her lips brushing against Marjorie’s ear.

The dim glow of the movie screen cast flickering shadows across their faces, but Marjorie’s focus was entirely on the buzzing sensation between her legs. Her fingers dug into the armrests of the theater seat, her knuckles white as she tried to stifle the moan threatening to escape her lips.

Kat’s hand rested casually on the remote in her pocket, her thumb hovering over the dial. She turned it up a notch, and Marjorie’s breath caught. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, the vibrations intensifying, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. She bit down on her lower lip, her eyes darting around the theater, paranoid that someone might hear the faint hum or notice the flush creeping up her neck.

“You’re doing great,” Kat murmured, her tone teasing. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against Marjorie’s skin. “But I think you can take a little more.”

Marjorie’s eyes widened as Kat turned the dial again. The vibrator pulsed harder, and she felt her body respond instantly. Her hips twitched, and she had to press her legs together tightly to keep from squirming. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and desperation that made her head spin. She could feel herself getting wetter, the fabric of her panties damp against her skin.

Kat’s hand slid onto Marjorie’s thigh, her fingers tracing slow circles just above her knee. “Relax,” she said softly, though there was a hint of mischief in her voice. “No one’s paying attention to us.”

Marjorie wasn’t so sure. Every sound in the theater—the rustle of popcorn, the muffled dialogue on screen—felt amplified, as if the entire audience was waiting for her to slip up. She tried to focus on the movie, but it was impossible. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. She could feel the pressure building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

And then it happened. The vibrations hit just the right spot, and Marjorie’s back arched slightly as a wave of pleasure crashed over her. She gasped, louder than she intended, and quickly clapped a hand over her mouth. Her heart raced as she glanced around, but no one seemed to notice. Kat smirked, clearly pleased with herself.

“Good girl,” she said, her voice barely audible. She turned the vibrator off, and Marjorie slumped back in her seat, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She felt dizzy, her body still tingling from the aftershocks.

Kat stood up, offering her hand. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s go.”

Marjorie hesitated for a moment before taking Kat’s hand and letting herself be pulled to her feet. Her legs felt shaky, but she managed to follow Kat out of the row and down the aisle. They made their way to the bathroom, the fluorescent lights harsh compared to the dim theater. Kat pushed open the door to a stall and pulled Marjorie inside, locking it behind them.

Before Marjorie could say anything, Kat lifted her skirt and tugged her panties to the side. The cool air hit her sensitive skin, making her shiver. Kat’s fingers explored her wetness, pulling out the vibrator, setting it aside. Then Kat dropped to her knees, her hands gripping Marjorie’s hips.

“Kat—” Marjorie started, but her words were cut off as Kat’s mouth found her.

Kat’s tongue was warm and insistent, and Marjorie’s knees nearly buckled. She braced herself against the wall, her fingers curling against the cool tile as Kat worked her magic.

The sensations were different this time—softer, more intimate—but no less intense. Marjorie could feel every stroke of Kat’s tongue, every flick against her clit that sent jolts of pleasure through her body. Her breathing grew ragged, and she had to bite down on her lip to keep from crying out.

Kat’s hands moved to Marjorie’s ass, pulling her closer as she deepened the contact. Marjorie’s hips moved on their own, grinding against Kat’s face as the pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with anticipation.

And then it hit her—a second orgasm, even stronger than the first. Her legs shook as waves of pleasure washed over her, and she had to press a hand against the wall to keep from falling. Kat didn’t stop until Marjorie’s body went slack, her breathing heavy and uneven.

When Kat finally stood up, Marjorie could barely look at her. Her face was flushed, her hair slightly disheveled, and there was a satisfied smile on her lips. She reached out and gently adjusted Marjorie’s skirt, smoothing it down before handing her the vibrator.

“Ready to go?” Kat asked, her tone casual, as if they hadn’t just done something so daring.

Marjorie nodded, still trying to catch her breath. She tucked the vibrator into her purse and followed Kat out of the stall. As they walked out of the bathroom and back into the theater lobby, Marjorie felt a strange mix of exhilaration and disbelief. What they had just done was reckless, thrilling, and completely unlike anything she’d ever experienced before.

Kat glanced at her, a knowing look in her eyes. “You okay?”

Marjorie nodded again, though she wasn’t entirely sure. Her body still felt electric, every nerve buzzing with residual pleasure. She couldn’t believe what they had just done—and yet, a part of her already wanted to do it again.

As they stepped out into the cool night air, Marjorie felt alive in a way she never had before. The world seemed sharper, more vivid, as if every sensation had been amplified. She glanced at Kat, who was smirking like she knew exactly what Marjorie was thinking.

“So,” Kat said, her voice light and teasing. “What do you want to do next?”

3 - BLACKMAILED BY HER STEPDAUGHTER

FF / Taboo / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Dildo

“What the fuck is this?” Katherine’s voice cut through the room like a knife, sharp and unyielding.

Bella froze, her body still pressed against Felicia’s, their skin slick with sweat. The maid scrambled off the bed, grabbing her uniform from the floor, her face pale with panic. Bella’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing. This can’t be happening. Rick would find out. He’d divorce her. She’d lose everything.

—

Ever since Bella had married Rick, his daughter, Katherine, had been a thorn in her side. Katherine didn’t think Bella was good enough for her father, suspecting that Bella had married him for his money. And maybe Katherine was right. But Bella wished she would mind her own business.

Then, Bella met Felicia. Soon after their wedding, Rick hired a maid. He didn’t want Bella worrying about housework. The chemistry between Bella and Felica was undeniable. Every day after Rick left for work, Bella found herself in Felicia’s arms.

And now, they’d been caught. Katherine had arrived unannounced, walking in on their steamy tryst.

—

Katherine stood in the doorway, arms crossed, her eyes narrowing as she took in the scene. “Get out,” she said to Felicia, her tone leaving no room for argument.

The maid didn’t hesitate, clutching her clothes to her chest as she hurried past Katherine and out the door. Bella sat up, pulling the sheets around her, her hands trembling. She opened her mouth to speak, but Katherine held up a hand, silencing her.

“Don’t,” Katherine said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her. “I don’t want to hear your excuses.” She walked slowly toward the bed, her heels silent on the plush carpet.

Bella’s breath quickened, her mind spinning. What was Katherine going to do? Call Rick? Expose her?

But then Katherine did something unexpected. She smiled. It wasn’t a kind smile—it was predatory, calculating. “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Bella,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Cheating on my father with the maid? Tsk, tsk.”

Bella swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Katherine, please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Don’t tell him.”

Katherine tilted her head, studying Bella like a cat sizing up its prey. “Oh, I won’t,” she said. “But there’s a price.”

Bella’s stomach twisted. “What do you want?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Your submission.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and electric. Bella’s heart skipped a beat. Submission? What did that mean? But before she could ask, Katherine began to undress. Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Bella’s eyes widened as Katherine slid out of her skirt, leaving her in just the bra and matching panties. Her body was stunning—toned, flawless, and utterly confident.

“Lie back,” Katherine commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. Bella hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, lying back against the pillows. Katherine climbed onto the bed, straddling Bella’s hips. She leaned down, her lips brushing against Bella’s ear. “You’re going to do exactly as I say,” she whispered, her breath warm against Bella’s skin. “Understand?”

Bella nodded, her pulse racing. She didn’t know what to expect, but the way Katherine was looking at her—like she owned her—sent a shiver down her spine. Katherine reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts were perfect, full and round, with nipples that hardened under Bella’s gaze. Katherine smirked, clearly enjoying the effect she was having.

“Now,” Katherine said, shifting so that she was kneeling over Bella’s face. “Eat me.”

Bella’s eyes widened. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. But the way Katherine was looking at her, so commanding and sure of herself, made Bella’s body respond in ways she didn’t expect. She hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her tongue tentatively flicking against Katherine’s clit.

Katherine let out a soft moan, her hips pressing forward. “That’s it,” she murmured, her fingers tangling in Bella’s hair. “Just like that.”

Bella’s tongue moved more confidently now, exploring every inch of Katherine’s pussy. The taste was intoxicating—sweet and musky, unlike anything she had ever experienced. Katherine’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Bella’s face as she sought more pressure, more friction. Bella’s own arousal was building, her pussy throbbing with need.

But just as Bella was starting to lose herself in the sensation, Katherine pulled away. Bella looked up at her, confused and frustrated. Katherine smirked, reaching for something on the nightstand. It was a set of neckties—Rick’s neckties. Before Bella could protest, Katherine grabbed her wrists, tying them securely to the bedposts.

“Katherine—” Bella started, but Katherine silenced her with a look.

“You don’t get to speak,” Katherine said, her voice firm. “Not unless I tell you to.”

Bella’s breath hitched as Katherine reached for something else—a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room. Katherine trailed the vibrator over Bella’s body, teasing her nipples, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. Everywhere but where Bella needed it most. Bella squirmed, her hips lifting off the bed as she tried to get some relief.

“Please,” Bella begged, her voice trembling.

Katherine shook her head. “Not yet,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

She continued to tease Bella, the vibrator buzzing just above her clit but never quite touching it. Bella’s frustration grew, her pussy aching with need. Finally, Katherine set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a large dildo. Bella’s eyes widened as she took in its size. It was thick and long, far bigger than anything she had ever taken before.

“Do you think you can handle it?” Katherine asked, her voice dripping with challenge.

Bella hesitated, then nodded. She didn’t know if she could, but the thought of trying—of being filled so completely—was too tempting to resist.

Katherine smirked, positioning the dildo at Bella’s entrance. She pushed it in slowly, giving Bella time to adjust to the size. Bella gasped as the dildo stretched her, filling her in ways she had never imagined possible. Katherine pushed it deeper and deeper until it was buried to the hilt inside her.

“Oh god,” Bella moaned, her back arching off the bed.

Katherine began to move the dildo in and out of Bella’s pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. Bella’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking in time with Katherine’s movements. The pressure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Bella came hard, her pussy clenching around the dildo as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Katherine watched with satisfaction as Bella rode out her orgasm, then slowly pulled the dildo out. She untied Bella’s wrists, freeing her from the bedposts.

“You did well,” Katherine said, her voice soft but still laced with authority. “And I’ll keep your secret—for now.”

Bella lay there, spent and trembling, as Katherine got dressed. She didn’t know what had just happened—didn’t know what it meant for her future—but one thing was certain: she couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

4 - THE HOUSE OF MIRRORS

FF / BDSM / Circus / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Cunnilingus / Butt Plug / Vibrator

“Do you trust me?” Serena’s voice was low, almost a purr, as she leaned in close, her breath warm against Mya’s ear.

Mya hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the heat radiating from Serena’s body, the way her leather-clad figure seemed to command the room. “I… I don’t even know you,” she stammered, her voice trembling.

Serena’s lips curled into a sly smile. “You don’t need to know me to trust me. Sometimes, it’s better not to think too much.” Her fingers brushed against Mya’s arm, sending a shiver down her spine. “Just let yourself feel.”

Mya’s mind raced. She had wandered into the house of mirrors on a whim, curious and a little bored. The circus had been fun, but something about the maze of reflections had drawn her in. She hadn’t expected to get lost, and she certainly hadn’t expected to meet someone like Serena. The woman was stunning—her black leather outfit clung to her curves, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see right through her.

“What do you want from me?” Mya asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Serena’s smile widened. “I want to show you something… something most people never get to see. But you have to trust me.” She extended her hand, her nails painted a deep, glossy black. “Come with me.”

Maya looked at Serena’s hand, then back at her face. There was something magnetic about her, something that made it impossible to say no. Slowly, she reached out and took Serena’s hand. The moment their skin touched, a jolt of electricity shot through her, and she felt a warmth spread through her body.

Serena led her through the maze of mirrors, their reflections distorting and multiplying around them. Mya felt disoriented, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. There was something about Serena that made her feel safe, even as they ventured deeper into the unknown.

Finally, they reached a wall that looked just like any other. But Serena pressed her hand against it, and a hidden door swung open, revealing a room that took Mya’s breath away. The walls were lined with shelves filled with all sorts of strange and intriguing objects—whips, ropes, blindfolds, and toys of every shape and size. In the corner of the room was a large, plush bed covered in black silk sheets.

“Welcome to my sanctuary,” Serena said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “This is where I come to escape… to indulge.”

Mya’s eyes widened as she took in the room. “What… what is this place?”

“A place where fantasies come to life,” Serena replied, stepping closer to her. “A place where you can let go of all your inhibitions and just… feel.” She reached out and gently cupped Mya’s chin, tilting her head up so their eyes met. “Do you want to play?”

Mya’s heart was racing now, her body tingling with anticipation. She knew she should say no, should turn around and walk away. But she couldn’t. The thought of what might happen if she stayed was too tempting. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Serena’s smile was triumphant. “Good girl.” She stepped back and gestured to the bed. “Take off your clothes.”

Maya hesitated for a moment, then slowly began to undress. Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her skirt, then removed her bra and panties, standing naked before Serena. The air felt cool against her skin, but she could feel the heat of Serena’s gaze on her.

“Beautiful,” Serena murmured, her eyes roaming over Mya’s body. “Now, lie down on the bed.”

Maya obeyed, lying back on the soft silk sheets. The fabric felt luxurious against her skin, and she couldn’t help but shiver with anticipation. Serena moved to the side of the bed and picked up a blindfold, holding it up for Mya to see.

“I’m going to blindfold you,” Serena said, her voice calm and soothing. “It will heighten your senses… make everything more intense. Do you trust me?”

Maya nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

Serena leaned over her and gently tied the blindfold around her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Mya’s other senses immediately became more acute—she could hear the soft rustle of Serena’s leather outfit as she moved, could feel the weight of her presence beside her.

“Relax,” Serena whispered, her voice close to Mya’s ear. “Just let yourself feel.”

Maya took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. She felt Serena’s hands on her body, gently caressing her skin. Her touch was soft but deliberate, sending waves of pleasure through Mya’s body. Then she felt something cold and metallic against her nipples—clamps. She gasped as Serena attached them, the pressure sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through her.

“Oh!” Mya moaned, arching her back as Serena began to play with the clamps, tugging on them gently.

“You like that, don’t you?” Serena purred, her voice filled with satisfaction.

“Yes,” Mya breathed, her body trembling with pleasure.

Serena leaned down and took one of Mya’s nipples into her mouth, sucking gently as she continued to tug on the clamps. Mya cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as waves of pleasure washed over her. Serena moved to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment, and Mya felt like she was on fire.

Then Serena moved lower, her lips trailing down Mya’s stomach until she reached her pussy. Mya gasped as she felt Serena’s tongue against her clit, licking and teasing her until she was writhing with pleasure.

“Oh god!” Mya moaned, her hips bucking as Serena continued to pleasure her.

But Serena wasn’t done yet. She reached for a butt plug, coating it with lube before pressing it against Mya’s asshole. Mya tensed for a moment, but then relaxed as Serena slowly pushed it inside, filling her up.

“Oh!” Mya cried out, the sensation overwhelming.

Serena grabbed a vibrator and pressed it against Mya’s clit, turning it on low. The vibrations sent shockwaves of pleasure through Mya’s body, and she felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Serena whispered, her voice filled with encouragement. “Let yourself go.”

Maya couldn’t hold back any longer. Her body convulsed as she came, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she cried out in ecstasy.

When it was over, Serena removed the blindfold, and Mya blinked up at her, dazed and breathless.

“How do you feel?” Serena asked, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Maya could only nod, still trying to catch her breath. “Amazing,” she finally managed to say.

Serena helped her sit up, then handed her clothes. “Get dressed,” she said softly. “Your friends are probably looking for you.”

Maya quickly dressed, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. As she walked out of the house of mirrors, she couldn’t help but wonder if it had all been a dream. But then she caught sight of her reflection in one of the mirrors—and saw the hickey on her neck.

Her friend noticed it too. “What happened to you?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Maya just smiled. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

5 - REQUESTING A CELL MOVE

FF / Prison / BDSM / Blackmail / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead as Tammie stepped into Lieutenant Darrien Jones’s office. The room was small, sterile, and smelled faintly of cleaning products. Darrien sat behind her desk, her uniform crisp, her posture relaxed but commanding. Her dark eyes locked onto Tammie the moment she entered, a small smirk playing on her lips.

“Close the door,” Darrien said, her voice low and steady.

Tammie hesitated for a moment before obeying, the click of the latch echoing in the quiet room. She stood awkwardly in front of the desk, her hands fidgeting at her sides. She wasn’t sure why she was here, but the way Darrien looked at her made her stomach twist in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“You wanted to see me?” Tammie asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Darrien leaned back in her chair, her gaze never leaving Tammie’s face. “I heard you’ve been having some trouble with your cellmate.”

Tammie’s cheeks flushed. It wasn’t a secret that her cellmate had been making her life hell—stealing her things, taunting her, even threatening her. But she hadn’t expected Darrien to notice, let alone care.

“Yeah,” Tammie admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s… it’s been bad.”

Darrien nodded slowly, as if she already knew everything. “I can help you with that. A cell move, maybe some extra privileges. But you’d have to do something for me first.”

Tammie’s heart skipped a beat. She knew what Darrien was implying—the way the lieutenant had been looking at her, the way she always seemed to find an excuse to be near her. It wasn’t subtle. And yet, Tammie couldn’t deny the flicker of curiosity, of desire, that stirred deep inside her.

“What do you want?” Tammie asked, her voice barely audible.

Darrien’s smirk widened. “Strip.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy and electric. Tammie’s breath caught in her throat, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk out of the room and deal with her cellmate on her own. But the thought of Darrien’s hands on her, of the power she held, was intoxicating.

Slowly, hesitantly, Tammie reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. The cool air of the office brushed against her skin, raising goosebumps. She could feel Darrien’s eyes on her, watching every movement, and it made her shiver.

“Keep going,” Darrien said, her voice soft but firm.

Tammie’s fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her pants and let them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them, standing there in nothing but her bra and panties. Her heart was pounding now, her body tingling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

Darrien stood up from her chair and walked around the desk, her eyes never leaving Tammie’s body. She stopped just inches away, close enough that Tammie could feel the heat radiating from her.

“All of it,” Darrien murmured.

Tammie swallowed hard and reached behind her back to unhook her bra. It fell away, revealing her breasts to the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them and standing completely naked in front of Darrien.

Darrien’s eyes roamed over Tammie’s body, taking in every curve, every inch of exposed skin. She reached out and traced a finger along Tammie’s collarbone, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Beautiful,” Darrien whispered.

Tammie’s breath hitched as Darrien’s hand moved lower, cupping one of her breasts and squeezing gently. Her nipple hardened under Darrien’s touch, and a soft moan escaped her lips.

Darrien stepped back and began to unbuckle her own belt, her eyes never leaving Tammie’s. She slid her pants down her legs, revealing a pair of black lace panties that clung to her hips. She sat back down in her chair, spreading her legs slightly.

“Come here,” Darrien said, her voice low and commanding.

Tammie hesitated for only a moment before stepping forward, standing between Darrien’s spread legs. Darrien reached out and grabbed Tammie by the hips, pulling her closer until she was standing right in front of her.

“On your knees,” Darrien ordered.

Tammie sank to her knees, her heart pounding in her chest. She could smell Darrien’s arousal, a heady scent that made her mouth water. Darrien hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, revealing her wetness to Tammie.

“Lick me,” Darrien said, her voice thick with desire.

Tammie leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste Darrien’s folds. The flavor was rich and sweet, and it sent a jolt of pleasure through her body. She pressed her tongue against Darrien’s clit, swirling it around in slow circles.

Darrien let out a low moan, her hands tangling in Tammie’s hair. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

Tammie continued to lick and suck, her own arousal building with every sound that escaped Darrien’s lips. She could feel Darrien’s thighs trembling around her, could hear the way her breathing became more ragged.

“Faster,” Darrien gasped.

Tammie obeyed, increasing the speed and pressure of her tongue. Darrien’s grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer as she neared the edge. With a final cry, Darrien came, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Tammie pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at Darrien. The lieutenant’s eyes were dark with desire, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Good girl,” Darrien said, stroking Tammie’s cheek. “Now it’s your turn.”

Darrien stood up and walked over to her desk, opening a drawer and pulling out a strap-on dildo. She fastened it around her hips, the length of it jutting out in front of her. She turned back to Tammie, who was still kneeling on the floor.

“Bend over the desk,” Darrien ordered.

Tammie stood up on shaky legs and bent over the desk, her ass exposed to Darrien. She could feel the cool surface of the desk against her skin, could hear the sound of Darrien stepping closer.

Darrien ran a hand over Tammie’s ass, squeezing gently before spreading her cheeks. She positioned the tip of the dildo at Tammie’s entrance and pushed in slowly.

Tammie gasped as the dildo filled her, stretching her in the most delicious way. Darrien grabbed Tammie by the hips and began to thrust, each movement sending waves of pleasure through Tammie’s body.

“You feel so good,” Darrien murmured, her voice rough with desire.

Tammie moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as Darrien fucked her harder and faster. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their gasps and moans.

Darrien reached around and found Tammie’s clit, rubbing it in time with her thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much, and Tammie felt herself teetering on the edge.

“I’m gonna cum,” Tammie gasped, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Cum for me,” Darrien growled, thrusting harder.

With a cry, Tammie came, her body convulsing with pleasure as Darrien continued to fuck her through it. When she finally stilled, Darrien pulled out and stepped back, leaving Tammie panting and spent.

Darrien unfastened the strap-on and set it aside before helping Tammie stand up. She cupped Tammie’s face in her hands and kissed her deeply, their tongues tangling together.

“You did so well,” Darrien murmured against Tammie’s lips. “I’ll get you that cell move. And next time… we’ll see how much more I can give you.”

Tammie nodded, her body still humming with pleasure. She couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

6 - A THREESOME AT THE BDSM CLUB

FFF / BDSM / Public / Group Sex / Spanking / Vibrator / Dildo

“You’re sure you’re okay with this?” Megan asked, her voice low and steady as she leaned in close to Robyn’s ear.

The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. Robyn’s heart pounded in her chest, her eyes darting around the space. Women were everywhere—some tied up, others wielding whips, and a few lost in the throes of pleasure. It was overwhelming, but Megan’s hand on her lower back grounded her.

“I… I think so,” Robyn whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

She felt exposed in the little black dress Megan had picked out for her, the fabric clinging to her curves. She’d never been in a place like this before, but Megan had promised it would be fun. Fun. The word echoed in her mind as she watched a woman in the corner arch her back, moaning as another woman’s fingers worked between her legs.

Megan smiled, her lips brushing against Robyn’s ear. “Just trust me, okay? I’ve got you.”

Robyn nodded, though her stomach was still doing flips. She trusted Megan—she always had. But this was… different. A tall, muscular woman with short-cropped hair and a confident stride approached them. Her leather pants hugged her hips, and her tank top showed off toned arms. She extended a hand to Megan first, then to Robyn.

“Jamie,” she introduced herself, her voice smooth and commanding. “First time here?”

Robyn swallowed hard, glancing at Megan, who nodded encouragingly. “Yeah,” Robyn admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jamie’s lips curved into a smirk. “Well, welcome. You two looking to play?”

Megan didn’t hesitate. “We are.”

Jamie’s eyes flicked to Robyn, assessing her. “And you? You good with that?”

Robyn hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Good.” Jamie turned on her heel, gesturing for them to follow. “Let’s get started.”

—

The private room was smaller than Robyn expected, but it felt intimate. The walls were lined with shelves filled with toys—whips, restraints, vibrators, and things Robyn couldn’t even name. A sturdy bench sat in the center of the room, its leather surface gleaming under the soft light.

“Take off your dress,” Megan instructed, her tone gentle but firm.

Robyn’s hands trembled as she reached for the zipper at the side of her dress. The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood there in nothing but a lace bra and matching panties, feeling more vulnerable than she ever had before.

“Good girl,” Megan murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced a line down Robyn’s spine, sending shivers through her body. “Bend over the bench.”

Robyn obeyed, her palms pressing against the cool leather as she leaned forward. Her heart raced as she heard Megan move behind her. Then came the first spank—sharp and sudden, making her gasp. The sting was followed by a warmth that spread through her skin, and before she could process it, another spank landed.

“Megan,” Robyn whimpered, her voice shaky.

“You’re doing great,” Megan assured her, delivering another spank. The sound echoed in the room, mingling with Robyn’s soft moans.

Jamie stepped forward, her presence commanding attention. “Mind if I take a turn?” she asked, her voice low.

Megan nodded, stepping aside. Jamie’s hand was larger, her grip firmer. The first spank from her made Robyn cry out, the sensation more intense than anything Megan had done. But it wasn’t painful—not exactly. It was… exhilarating. Each spank sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her clench the bench tighter.

“You’re taking it so well,” Jamie praised, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, let’s get you ready.”

Robyn felt Jamie’s hands on her wrists, guiding them to the restraints attached to the bench. The leather cuffs were cool against her skin as Jamie secured them, leaving Robyn completely at their mercy. Her breath quickened as Megan stepped back into view, holding a vibrator.

“Relax,” Megan said softly, running the vibrator over Robyn’s stomach before moving it to her nipples. The sensation was electric, making Robyn arch into the touch. Megan teased her slowly, alternating between her breasts until Robyn was squirming against the bench.

Then Megan moved lower, the vibrator brushing against Robyn’s inner thighs before finally pressing against her clit. Robyn gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure shot through her. Megan kept the pressure steady, watching as Robyn’s body responded.

“She’s ready,” Megan said, stepping back again.

Jamie picked up a large dildo, lubing it up with practiced ease. Robyn’s eyes widened as she saw it, but before she could say anything, Jamie positioned herself in front of her. The first thrust was slow but deep, stretching Robyn in ways she hadn’t experienced before. She cried out, her fingers gripping the bench as Jamie began to move.

The rhythm was relentless, each thrust hitting just the right spot. Robyn’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting wetter, the sound of Jamie’s movements filling the room.

“That’s it,” Jamie encouraged, her voice rough with arousal. “Let it happen.”

Robyn didn’t need to be told twice. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her body convulsing as she came hard. Jamie didn’t stop, driving her through it until Robyn was gasping for air.

When Jamie finally pulled out, Robyn slumped against the bench, her body spent but buzzing with satisfaction. Megan undid the restraints, helping her sit up.

“How do you feel?” Megan asked, brushing a strand of hair from Robyn’s face.

Robyn smiled weakly but genuinely. “Amazing.”

Jamie handed them both a card with her number on it. “Call me if you want to play again.”

As they left the club, Robyn felt a newfound sense of excitement. This was just the beginning.

7 - THE THERAPIST’S SUGGESTION

FFF / BDSM / Medical / Group Sex / Spanking / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Teasing / Dildo

Bambi shifted uncomfortably on the plush couch, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt. Lexi sat beside her, arms crossed, her jaw tight. The tension between them was palpable, thick enough to cut with a knife. Dr. Sarah Walters, their therapist, leaned forward in her chair, her piercing gaze flickering between the two women. The office was warm, inviting even, with its soft lighting and the faint scent of lavender in the air. But none of that could ease the unease settling in Bambi’s chest.

“So,” Sarah began, her voice calm but firm, “what seems to be the issue here?”

Lexi exhaled sharply, her eyes narrowing. “It’s always the same thing. Bambi can’t handle me being in control. She fights me on everything.”

Bambi’s cheeks flushed. “That’s not true. I just… I don’t like feeling like I have no say in anything. It’s suffocating.”

Sarah nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “I see. And how do you both feel about trying something… unorthodox to address this?”

Bambi and Lexi exchanged a glance. “Unorthodox?” Lexi asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes,” Sarah said, a small smile playing on her lips. “It’s a method I’ve used before with couples in similar situations. But I need you both to be open-minded and willing to trust me.”

Bambi hesitated, her heart pounding. She glanced at Lexi, who gave a slight nod. “Okay,” Bambi said softly. “We’ll try it.”

Sarah’s smile widened. “Good. First, I need you both to strip.”

Bambi’s eyes widened. “What?”

“Trust me,” Sarah said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Lexi stood first, her movements confident as she peeled off her shirt and jeans. Bambi followed more hesitantly, her hands trembling as she undressed. The cool air brushed against her skin, making her shiver. Sarah watched them with an appraising eye before reaching into a drawer and pulling out a paddle.

“Lexi,” Sarah said, handing her the paddle, “I want you to spank Bambi.”

Bambi’s breath caught in her throat. “Wait, what?”

“It’s about power dynamics,” Sarah explained. “Lexi, you’ll take control in a way that’s consensual and safe. Bambi, you’ll learn to trust her.”

Lexi took the paddle, her grip firm. She looked at Bambi, her expression softening slightly. “Are you okay with this?”

Bambi swallowed hard, then nodded. She bent over the edge of Sarah’s desk, her heart racing. The first slap of the paddle against her ass made her gasp, a sharp sting that quickly melted into a warm, tingling sensation. Lexi struck again, and again, each blow sending waves of pain and pleasure through Bambi’s body. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk.

“Good,” Sarah said, her voice steady. “Now, Bambi, lie down on the couch.”

Bambi obeyed, her legs shaky as she moved to the couch. Sarah produced a blindfold and gently placed it over Bambi’s eyes, plunging her into darkness. Next came the nipple clamps, their cold metal biting into her sensitive flesh before tightening with a sharp pinch. Bambi whimpered, her body already on edge.

“Lexi,” Sarah said, handing her a vibrator, “use this on her clit. But don’t let her cum.”

Lexi hesitated for a moment before pressing the vibrator against Bambi’s slick folds. The sudden buzz made Bambi arch her back, a moan escaping her lips. Lexi moved the vibrator in slow circles, teasing Bambi mercilessly. Every touch sent jolts of electricity through her body, building the pressure inside her until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” Bambi begged, her voice barely above a whisper. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Sarah said firmly. She picked up a large dildo and positioned herself between Bambi’s legs.

The first thrust made Bambi cry out, the stretch filling her completely. Sarah moved with precision, each stroke hitting just the right spot as Lexi continued to work the vibrator against Bambi’s clit.

The sensations were overwhelming, a perfect storm of pleasure and pain that had Bambi teetering on the edge. Her moans grew louder, her hips bucking against the dildo and vibrator. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, Sarah gave the command.

“Now.”

Lexi increased the intensity of the vibrator, and Bambi shattered. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she cried out. The pleasure was all-consuming, leaving her breathless and trembling.

Sarah removed the blindfold and nipple clamps, allowing Bambi to come back to herself. Lexi sat beside her, a look of awe on her face. “That was… incredible,” Lexi said softly.

Bambi nodded, still catching her breath. “Yeah… it was.”

Sarah smiled, clearly pleased with the session. “I think we made some progress today. Shall we schedule another appointment?”

Bambi glanced at Lexi, who nodded eagerly. “Yes,” Bambi said, a small smile tugging at her lips. “I think we should.”

As they left the office, Bambi couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation for their next session. The experience had been intense, but it had also brought her and Lexi closer together in a way she hadn’t expected. She couldn’t wait to see what Sarah had in store for them next.

8 - SAVING THE RESTAURANT

FF / BDSM / Wealthy / Spanking / Fingering / Restraints / Dildo

“Strip,” Kennedy commanded, her voice firm but kind.

Belinda did as she was told, dropping her dress on the floor. She couldn’t believe she was doing this, but The Sunny Side Diner’s future was at stake. And Belinda would do anything to save the restaurant she’d worked so hard to build.

“Now, bend over the bench,” Kennedy’s voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Belinda’s spine.

Belinda hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding in her chest, before she obeyed, leaning forward until her hands gripped the cool leather of the spanking bench. The air in the dungeon was thick, heavy with the scent of leather and something else—something that made her skin tingle with anticipation.

—

It started that morning.

The Sunny Side Diner had just opened. Belinda anxiously tapped her fingers on the counter, waiting for customers to arrive.

Lately, business was slow. The restaurant had been Belinda’s dream, something she’d envisioned for years. But money was tight, and Belinda could barely cover the costs of operation. If things didn’t change, The Sunny Side Diner would have to close its doors forever.

The door chimed, startling Belinda from her thoughts. A woman walked in. She was beautiful, her dark hair flowing down her back, her brown eyes piercing straight through Belinda.

“This place is incredible,” she declared, grabbing a menu. “I love the decor.”

Belinda sighed, a look of defeat in her eyes. “Well, enjoy it while you can. I don’t think it’ll be open much longer.”

“Well, maybe I can help you with that,” the woman suggested. “I’m Kennedy, by the way,” she said, extending her hand.

Belinda took Kennedy’s hand, feeling a spark of electricity. “I’m Belinda,” she whispered, her mind racing.

Kennedy handed Belinda a business card. “Call me,” she insisted. “You won’t regret it.”

After the restaurant closed, Belinda counted the meager money in the register. Hesitantly, she took out her cellphone, dialing Kennedy’s number.

Kennedy answered on the first ring. “I’ll come pick you up. Where are you?” she asked, her voice smooth as silk.

Fifteen minutes later, Kennedy pulled up a sleek black sports car. She motioned for Belinda to get in. It was a short drive to Kennedy’s house. Belinda’s eyes grew wide as they pulled into the driveway. Kennedy lived in a huge mansion, surrounded by a well-manicured lawn.

Kennedy took Belinda’s hand, leading her inside. They walked down a winding corridor and down a long staircase. Finally, Kennedy opened a small red door.

Belinda’s breath hitched as she saw what lay inside: A BDSM dungeon. “W-what is this?” she stammered.

“You want to save your restaurant, don’t you?” Kennedy asked, her eyes sparkling with lust.

Belinda nodded. She’d never done anything like this before, but she had to admit she was intrigued. She stepped inside the dungeon, her heart racing.

—

Kennedy stepped closer, the sound of her boots echoing softly against the stone floor. Belinda could feel her presence behind her, the heat of her body radiating through the tight leather catsuit she wore. “You’re trembling,” Kennedy murmured, her voice almost teasing. “Are you nervous?”

Belinda swallowed hard, her throat dry. “A little,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Kennedy chuckled softly, a sound that was both comforting and unnerving. “Good. Nervous means you’re alive. Now, let’s see if we can’t make you feel even more alive.”

The first strike came without warning, the sharp crack of Kennedy’s hand against Belinda’s bare ass making her gasp. The pain was immediate, but it was followed by a strange warmth that spread through her body, pooling between her legs. Kennedy didn’t wait for her to recover, delivering another spank, then another, each one harder than the last. Belinda’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her fingers tightening on the edge of the bench as she tried to steady herself.

“You’re taking it so well,” Kennedy purred, her voice dripping with approval. She ran her hand over Belinda’s reddened skin, the touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. “But I think you’re ready for more.”

Suddenly, Kennedy’s fingers were there, sliding between Belinda’s legs, teasing her already wet pussy. Belinda moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily as Kennedy’s fingers found her clit, rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles.

“That’s it,” Kennedy whispered, her breath hot against Belinda’s ear. “Let yourself feel it.”

Belinda couldn’t help but obey, her body responding to Kennedy’s touch with a hunger she hadn’t known she was capable of. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as Kennedy’s fingers moved faster, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

But just as she was about to tip over, Kennedy pulled away, leaving Belinda gasping and trembling. “Not yet,” Kennedy said, her voice firm. “I have something else in mind for you.”

Belinda watched as Kennedy moved to a nearby table, picking up a set of restraints. Her heart raced as Kennedy returned, securing the straps around her wrists and ankles, binding her to the bench. Belinda’s breath quickened as she felt the cool leather tighten around her, holding her in place.

Kennedy stepped back, admiring her work. “Perfect,” she murmured, her eyes dark with desire. She reached for something else on the table.

Belinda’s eyes widened as she saw the large dildo in Kennedy’s hand.

“Relax,” Kennedy said, her voice soothing as she positioned herself behind Belinda. “This is going to feel amazing.”

Belinda closed her eyes, her body tensing as she felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance. Kennedy pushed it in slowly, inch by inch, until it was fully inside her. Belinda gasped, her body arching as she felt the fullness of it, the way it stretched her in the most delicious way.

Kennedy began to move the dildo in and out of her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Belinda’s body. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as Kennedy increased the pace, driving the dildo deeper and deeper into her.

“Yes,” Belinda gasped, her fingers gripping the edge of the bench as she felt herself getting closer and closer to the edge. “Please, don’t stop.”

Kennedy didn’t stop. She kept going, pushing Belinda over the edge until she came with a cry, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Kennedy continued to thrust the dildo into her, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until Belinda was spent, her body limp against the bench.

Kennedy finally pulled the dildo out, setting it aside as she undid the restraints. Belinda collapsed onto the floor, her body still trembling from the intensity of what she had just experienced.

Kennedy knelt beside her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You did so well,” she said softly, her voice filled with pride. “I knew you had it in you.”

Belinda looked up at her, her eyes wide with wonder. “What… what happens now?”

Kennedy smiled, a slow, knowing smile. “Now,” she said, “we talk about your restaurant.”

9 - A COLLEGE STUDENT’S INITIATION

FF / College / BDSM / Kissing / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

Daisy stood in the doorway of Nina’s apartment, her heart pounding as she took in the soft glow of the dimmed lights and the faint scent of jasmine lingering in the air.

She’d met Nina at a meeting for an LGBT organization on campus. After coming out as gay, Daisy hadn’t known where to turn. The older lesbian had promised to guide Daisy, to teach her about the rich history of their community.

When Nina invited Daisy to her apartment, Daisy eagerly accepted. She couldn’t wait to get to know Nina in a more intimate setting.

But now, standing here, Daisy felt a nervous energy coursing through her. Nina’s smile was warm, her eyes holding a promise of something Daisy couldn’t quite name yet.

“Come in,” Nina said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet brushing against Daisy’s skin. She stepped aside, letting Daisy pass. The apartment was cozy, with plush furniture and a faint hum of music playing in the background. Nina gestured toward the couch. “Sit. Relax.”

Daisy obeyed, sinking into the soft cushions. Her hands fidgeted in her lap as Nina poured two glasses of wine, the deep red liquid catching the light. She handed one to Daisy, their fingers brushing briefly, sending a shiver up Daisy’s spine.

“You’re nervous,” Nina observed, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Don’t be. I don’t bite… unless you want me to.”

Daisy laughed nervously, taking a sip of the wine to steady herself. It was rich and bold, warming her from the inside out. “I’m just… not used to this,” she admitted.

“To what?” Nina asked, tilting her head slightly, her dark hair falling over one shoulder.

“To… being here. With someone like you.”

Nina’s smile deepened. “Someone like me?”

“You’re so confident. So sure of yourself. I feel like I’m stumbling around in the dark.”

Nina reached out, her fingers gently brushing a strand of hair from Daisy’s face. “Then let me guide you,” she said softly. “If you’re willing.”

Daisy’s breath caught, her pulse quickening. She nodded, unable to find the words to respond. Nina’s touch lingered for a moment before she stood, holding out her hand. “Come with me.”

Daisy took her hand, letting Nina lead her down the hallway to the bedroom. The room was bathed in soft, golden light, the bed neatly made with silk sheets that shimmered faintly. Nina turned to face her, her eyes dark with intent.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Daisy swallowed hard, her heart racing. “Yes.”

Nina smiled, stepping closer until their bodies were almost touching. She cupped Daisy’s face in her hands, her thumbs brushing over her cheeks. “Good,” she murmured before leaning in to kiss her.

The kiss was slow and deliberate, Nina’s lips moving against hers with a practiced ease that made Daisy’s knees weak. She melted into it, her hands finding Nina’s waist as the older woman deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against Daisy’s in a way that sent heat pooling between her legs.

When Nina finally pulled away, Daisy was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Nina’s hands moved to the hem of Daisy’s shirt, lifting it slowly over her head and tossing it aside. Her fingers traced the curve of Daisy’s collarbone, sending shivers down her spine.

“You’re beautiful,” Nina whispered, her voice filled with admiration.

She unhooked Daisy’s bra, letting it fall to the floor before cupping her breasts in her hands. Her thumbs brushed over Daisy’s nipples, teasing them into hard peaks as Daisy gasped, her head falling back.

Nina’s lips found her neck, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin as her hands continued to explore Daisy’s body. She unbuttoned Daisy’s jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her completely exposed. Nina stepped back for a moment, her eyes roaming over Daisy’s naked form with a hunger that made Daisy’s cheeks flush.

“Lie down,” Nina instructed, her voice firm but gentle.

Daisy obeyed, lying back on the bed as Nina retrieved a set of silk scarves from a drawer. She tied Daisy’s wrists to the bedposts, the soft fabric rubbing against her skin as Nina secured the knots. Daisy’s heart raced, a mix of excitement and anticipation coursing through her.

Nina climbed onto the bed, straddling Daisy’s thighs as she leaned down to kiss her again. Her hands roamed over Daisy’s body, teasing and tantalizing as she moved lower, her lips trailing kisses down Daisy’s chest and stomach. When she reached Daisy’s core, Nina paused, looking up at her with a smirk.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

Daisy nodded eagerly, her hips lifting slightly off the bed in anticipation. Nina didn’t make her wait any longer, her tongue sliding through Daisy’s folds in one slow, deliberate stroke. Daisy moaned, her back arching as Nina’s mouth worked its magic, licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh.

Nina’s hands gripped Daisy’s thighs, holding her in place as she devoured her, each flick of her tongue sending waves of pleasure through Daisy’s body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing louder as Nina’s pace quickened.

“Please,” Daisy begged, her voice trembling. “More.”

Nina pulled away slightly, looking up at Daisy with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Patience,” she said before reaching for a vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Daisy’s clit.

The sensation was overwhelming, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through Daisy’s body. She cried out, her hips bucking against the vibrator as Nina held it firmly in place. It didn’t take long for Daisy to reach her climax, her entire body tensing as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

When it was over, Nina turned off the vibrator and untied the scarves, freeing Daisy’s wrists. She kissed Daisy gently on the lips before sitting back on her heels.

“There’s so much more I can teach you,” Nina said, her voice soft but filled with promise. “If you’re willing to submit to me.”

Daisy looked up at her, still catching her breath. “I am.”

Nina smiled, reaching for a collar on the nightstand. She fastened it around Daisy’s neck, the cool metal pressing against her skin. “Then you’re mine now,” she said, her voice firm but loving.

Daisy felt a thrill run through her at the words, a sense of belonging she hadn’t realized she was craving. Nina leaned down to kiss her again, their lips meeting in a passionate embrace as Daisy surrendered herself completely to the older woman’s touch.

10 - THE WOMEN’S RETREAT

FFFF / Group Sex / BDSM / Massage / Oil / Fingering / Vibrator / Dildo

Delilah stepped into the cabin, her heart fluttering with a mix of curiosity and excitement. The invitation had been unexpected, but she couldn’t resist the allure of a women’s retreat promising personal growth and self-discovery. The rustic cabin smelled of pine and lavender, and the soft hum of conversation filled the air. Jess and Casey were already there, lounging on the couch, their laughter warm and inviting. Delilah felt an immediate connection to them, their energy magnetic.

Jardenia, their instructor, greeted her with a serene smile. She was tall and poised, her presence commanding yet comforting. “Welcome, Delilah,” she said, her voice smooth as honey. “We’re so glad you’re here.”

The day was filled with trust-building exercises—blindfolded walks, shared secrets, and guided meditations. Delilah found herself drawn to Jess’s playful confidence and Casey’s quiet intensity. There was something electric in the air between them, a spark that made her skin tingle.

By evening, the three women were relaxed but still buzzing with energy. They took turns showering, the hot water washing away the day’s tension. Delilah emerged from the bathroom in a loose robe, her hair damp and her cheeks flushed. Jess and Casey were already sprawled on the couch, their laughter echoing through the cabin.

Jardenia entered the room, carrying a small tray with glasses of wine. “Ladies,” she said, her voice low and sultry, “we have one more activity for tonight.”

Delilah’s pulse quickened as Jardenia dimmed the lights and turned on a playlist of sensual music. The rhythm was slow and hypnotic, the kind that made your body sway without thinking. “Strip,” Jardenia instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Jess and Casey exchanged a glance before standing and shedding their robes without a second thought. Delilah hesitated, her fingers trembling as she untied the sash of her robe. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She felt exposed but exhilarated, her skin prickling with anticipation.

Jardenia retrieved a bottle of massage oil, the scent of jasmine filling the air. “Jess, why don’t you start with Casey?” she suggested, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Jess nodded, pouring oil into her hands and rubbing them together to warm it. She knelt behind Casey, her fingers kneading into the other woman’s shoulders. Casey let out a soft moan, her head falling forward as Jess worked her magic.

Meanwhile, Jardenia approached Delilah, her hands slick with oil. She began at Delilah’s shoulders, her touch firm yet gentle. Delilah closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the sensation. But then Jardenia’s hands drifted lower, her fingers brushing against Delilah’s breasts before sliding down to her stomach. Delilah gasped as Jardenia’s hand slipped between her legs, her fingers teasing her sensitive folds.

“Relax,” Jardenia whispered, her breath warm against Delilah’s ear. “Let yourself feel.”

Delilah’s knees nearly buckled as Jardenia’s fingers explored her, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through her body. She reached for the bottle of oil, her hands shaking as she poured some into her palms. She turned to Jardenia, her fingers gliding over the instructor’s smooth skin. The act of touching someone else while being touched herself was intoxicating, and Delilah felt a surge of desire she hadn’t known she was capable of.

Jardenia stepped back, a sly smile playing on her lips. She opened a drawer and pulled out an assortment of sex toys—vibrators, dildos, and other implements that made Delilah’s heart race. Jess and Casey watched with wide eyes, their bodies already responding to the charged atmosphere.

Jardenia picked up a vibrator, turning it on and pressing it against Jess’s inner thigh. Jess moaned, her hips arching as the vibrations sent shivers through her body. Casey grabbed a large dildo, her eyes locking with Delilah’s as she approached.

Delilah lay back on the bed, her legs spreading instinctively. Casey knelt between them, the dildo slick with oil. She pressed the tip against Delilah’s entrance, slowly pushing inside. Delilah gasped, her back arching as the toy filled her. Casey moved with a steady rhythm, each thrust driving Delilah closer to the edge.

The room was alive with sound—moans, gasps, and the hum of the vibrator. Delilah’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. She reached for Jess, pulling her close as Jardenia continued to tease her with the vibrator. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and Delilah felt herself spiraling toward release.

When it came, it was explosive. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as she cried out. Casey didn’t stop, driving her through the climax until Delilah was spent and trembling.

As the others found their own release, the room fell into a contented silence. Delilah lay on the bed, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She glanced at Jess and Casey, their faces flushed and satisfied. Jardenia smiled down at them, her expression proud.

“Sleep well,” she said softly, turning off the lights as she left the room.

Delilah closed her eyes, her body still humming with pleasure. She couldn’t wait to see what tomorrow would bring.

11 - HER FIRST KINKY ENCOUNTER

FF / BDSM / Bondage / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Vibrator / Strap-on

Jessa’s heart raced as she stared at her phone screen, the glow illuminating her face in the dim light of her bedroom. The message from Rhi had been unexpected, but it wasn’t unwelcome. Rhi’s profile picture was striking—short-cropped hair, a confident smirk, and eyes that seemed to pierce through the screen. Jessa had swiped right without hesitation, and now here they were, messaging back and forth.

Rhi’s words were bold, unapologetic. I’m into BDSM, she’d written. I’m looking for someone who’s willing to explore that with me. Are you interested?

Jessa hesitated, her fingers hovering over the keyboard. She’d never done anything like that before. But there was something about Rhi—something magnetic—that made her want to say yes. Okay, Jessa typed finally. I’ll try it.

—

The next evening, Rhi picked her up in a sleek black car. Jessa’s stomach fluttered as she slid into the passenger seat, her nerves tingling with anticipation. Rhi was even more stunning in person, her presence commanding yet calm. They exchanged small talk on the drive, but Jessa could feel the tension simmering beneath the surface.

When they arrived at Rhi’s apartment, Jessa’s breath caught. The space was modern and minimalist, but the bedroom was something else entirely. The walls were adorned with ropes, cuffs, and other implements Jessa couldn’t even name. A large bed dominated the room, its crisp white sheets a stark contrast to the dark leather and metal surrounding it.

Rhi turned to her, a small smile playing on her lips. “Take off your clothes,” she said, her voice low and steady.

Jessa hesitated for only a moment before obeying. Her hands trembled slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her skirt, then her underwear, standing naked before Rhi. The air felt cool against her skin, but the heat in Rhi’s gaze made her shiver in a different way.

Rhi stepped closer, her fingers trailing lightly over Jessa’s collarbone. “Good girl,” she murmured, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through Jessa’s body.

She leaned in, capturing Jessa’s lips in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Jessa melted into it, her hands instinctively reaching for Rhi, but Rhi caught her wrists, pulling them gently above her head.

“Keep them there,” Rhi instructed, her voice firm but not unkind. She reached for a silk scarf from the bedpost, tying Jessa’s wrists securely to the frame. Another scarf followed, this one covering Jessa’s eyes, plunging her into darkness.

The loss of sight heightened Jessa’s other senses. She could hear the soft rustle of Rhi moving around the room, feel the weight of her presence as she returned to the bed. Then, something feather-light brushed against her skin—a feather, tracing delicate patterns over her arms, her stomach, her thighs. Jessa gasped, her body arching involuntarily.

“Do you like that?” Rhi asked, her voice a whisper against Jessa’s ear.

“Yes,” Jessa breathed, her voice trembling. “Please… more.”

Rhi obliged, the feather teasing its way down to Jessa’s inner thighs, just barely grazing her most sensitive spot. Jessa whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed in search of more contact. But Rhi pulled away, leaving Jessa aching and desperate.

The sound of a vibrator buzzing filled the room, and Jessa’s pulse quickened. She felt the cool plastic press against her clit, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through her body. Rhi moved it in slow circles, building the tension until Jessa was on the edge, her breaths coming in short, ragged gasps.

Just as she was about to tip over, Rhi stopped. The vibrator disappeared, and Jessa let out a frustrated moan. “Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need…”

“Shh,” Rhi soothed, untying the scarves and removing the blindfold.

Jessa blinked up at her, her vision adjusting to the light. Rhi stood at the foot of the bed, now wearing a strap-on dildo that made Jessa’s mouth go dry.

“On your hands and knees,” Rhi commanded.

Jessa obeyed without hesitation, positioning herself on the bed. She felt Rhi’s hands on her hips, guiding her into place. The first thrust took her breath away, the dildo filling her completely. Rhi set a steady rhythm, each movement sending jolts of pleasure through Jessa’s body.

“You feel amazing,” Rhi murmured, her grip tightening on Jessa’s hips as she increased the pace.

Jessa moaned, her fingers clutching the sheets as the sensations overwhelmed her. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure building until it finally burst, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

Rhi slowed, then stopped, pulling out gently. She climbed onto the bed beside Jessa, pulling her into a warm embrace. They lay there for a moment, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

“So,” Rhi said after a while, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Jessa’s arm. “Do you want to keep seeing each other?”

Jessa looked up at her, a smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I can’t wait for next time.”

12 - A LESBIAN BDSM AWAKENING

FF / BDSM / First Time / Spanking / Masturbation / Dildo / Cunnilingus

“Get on the bed. Now.” Kaya’s voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Shauna’s spine.

Shauna hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding in her chest, before she obeyed, climbing onto the soft mattress. The room was dimly lit, and the only sound was the faint hum of the city outside. Kaya stood at the foot of the bed, her leather jacket catching the light, her eyes locked on Shauna with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

Shauna had never done anything like this before. She had always been curious about kink, about what it would feel like to give up control, but she had never had the courage to explore it. Until tonight. Until Kaya.

—

It started at the bar.

Shauna had been nervous, standing by herself with a drink in hand, trying to look confident. She had heard about this place from a friend—a new lesbian bar that was supposed to be welcoming, a place where she could finally start to explore her sexuality. She had come out as a lesbian just a few months ago, and while she was proud of who she was, she still felt like she was figuring things out. And then she saw Kaya.

Kaya was everything Shauna wasn’t—confident, assertive, and undeniably sexy. She was wearing a leather jacket and boots, her hair cut short, her gaze sharp and focused. When their eyes met across the room, Shauna felt a jolt of electricity. Kaya had smiled, a slow, knowing smile, and then she was walking over, her movements smooth and deliberate.

“Hey,” Kaya said, her voice deep and warm. “You look like you’re new here.”

Shauna nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. First time.”

Kaya leaned in closer, her breath warm against Shauna’s ear. “Well, I think you’re going to like it here.”

They talked for a while, flirting lightly, the tension between them growing with every word. And then, somehow, the conversation had turned to kink. Shauna had blushed when she admitted that she was curious about it, that she had never tried anything like that before but wanted to. Kaya had listened intently, her eyes darkening with interest.

“I could show you,” Kaya said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “If you’re interested.”

Shauna hesitated, her heart racing. But then she nodded, her curiosity outweighing her fear.

—

And now here Shauna was, on Kaya’s bed, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Take off your clothes,” Kaya commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Shauna’s hands shook as she reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely exhilarated. She slipped out of her jeans next, leaving her in just her bra and panties. Kaya’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of skin.

“All of it,” Kaya said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Shauna swallowed hard, then reached behind her back to unhook her bra. It fell away, revealing her breasts, her nipples already hard with arousal. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them and standing completely naked in front of Kaya.

Kaya’s gaze was intense, and Shauna felt a flush of heat spread through her body. “Good girl,” Kaya said, her voice soft but commanding. “Now come here.”

Shauna moved closer, her heart pounding in her chest. Kaya sat down on the edge of the bed and patted her lap. “Over my knee.”

Shauna’s breath caught in her throat, but she didn’t hesitate. She positioned herself over Kaya’s lap, her stomach pressed against Kaya’s thighs, her ass exposed. She felt a rush of embarrassment, but also a deep, aching need.

Kaya’s hand came down on Shauna’s ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing in the quiet room. Shauna gasped, the sting of the spank sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. Kaya did it again, and again, each spank harder than the last. Shauna moaned, her body arching into the sensation, her pussy throbbing with desire.

“You like that?” Kaya asked, her voice low and husky.

“Yes,” Shauna breathed, her voice trembling. “Please… more.”

Kaya obliged, her hand coming down again and again, each spank sending waves of pleasure through Shauna’s body. She could feel herself getting wetter with every strike, her pussy aching for more.

Finally, Kaya stopped, her hand resting on Shauna’s ass, the warmth of her touch soothing the sting. “Turn over,” Kaya said.

Shauna obeyed, lying back on the bed, her legs spread open. Kaya’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of Shauna’s wet pussy, her fingers trailing lightly over Shauna’s inner thighs.

“Touch yourself,” Kaya commanded.

Shauna hesitated for just a moment before reaching down between her legs, her fingers brushing against her clit. She moaned softly as she began to rub herself, her hips lifting off the bed as the pleasure built inside her.

Kaya watched intently, her eyes never leaving Shauna’s hand as she played with herself. “Faster,” Kaya said, her voice rough with desire.

Shauna obeyed, her fingers moving faster over her clit, her moans growing louder. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need.

“Stop,” Kaya said suddenly.

Shauna froze, her hand still between her legs, her body aching for release. Kaya reached into a drawer beside the bed and pulled out a dildo, holding it out to Shauna.

“Fuck yourself with this,” Kaya said.

Shauna took the dildo with trembling hands, positioning it at her entrance. She pushed it inside slowly, gasping as it filled her up. She began to move it in and out of her pussy, moaning as the pleasure intensified.

Kaya watched with hungry eyes as Shauna fucked herself with the dildo, her own hand moving to rub her clit through her pants. “That’s it,” Kaya said, her voice thick with arousal. “Show me how much you want it.”

Shauna moaned loudly, her hips bucking as she thrust the dildo deeper into her pussy. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to orgasm, the pleasure building inside her like a wave about to crash.

And then Kaya was there, pulling the dildo out of Shauna’s hand and tossing it aside. She leaned down between Shauna’s legs, her tongue flicking over Shauna’s clit. Shauna cried out as Kaya began to eat her pussy, her tongue moving in quick, teasing strokes.

“Oh god,” Shauna moaned, her hands tangling in Kaya’s hair as she pressed her face deeper between her legs.

The pleasure was overwhelming, every stroke of Kaya’s tongue sending shockwaves through her body. Kaya sucked on Shauna’s clit, her tongue swirling around it as Shauna’s hips bucked against her face. Shauna could feel herself teetering on the edge, her body trembling with need.

“Come for me,” Kaya growled against Shauna’s pussy.

And Shauna did. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came hard against Kaya’s mouth. She cried out, her back arching off the bed as the pleasure consumed her.

When it was over, Shauna collapsed back onto the bed, her body spent and trembling. Kaya crawled up beside her, pulling her into a tight embrace.

“How was that?” Kaya asked, her voice soft and teasing.

Shauna smiled weakly, still catching her breath. “Amazing.”

Kaya kissed her gently on the forehead. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

13 - A SHY BARTENDER SUBMITS

FF / BDSM / Kissing / Bondage / Handcuffs / Nipple Clamps / Cunnilingus / Vibrating Butt Plug / Dildo

The bar was quiet, the kind of quiet that made Renee’s skin itch. She wiped down the counter for the third time in ten minutes, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of the cloth. The soft hum of the overhead lights was the only sound, and she glanced at the clock. Another hour until closing. She sighed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, when the door swung open.

Donatella walked in like she owned the place. Her heels tapped against the floor, sharp and commanding, and Renee’s eyes were drawn to her immediately. She was tall, her figure wrapped in a sleek black dress that hugged every curve. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep red that made Renee’s stomach twist in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

“Whiskey. Neat,” Donatella said, sliding onto a stool at the bar. Her voice was smooth, low, and it sent a shiver down Renee’s spine.

Renee nodded, her hands trembling slightly as she poured the drink. She set it in front of Donatella, avoiding eye contact, but she could feel the woman’s gaze on her like a physical touch.

“You’re new here,” Donatella said, her tone more a statement than a question.

“Uh, yeah. Just started last week,” Renee replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Donatella took a slow sip of her whiskey, her eyes never leaving Renee’s face. “I like that. Fresh faces are always… intriguing.”

Renee felt her cheeks heat up, and she busied herself with rearranging bottles on the shelf behind her. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially not from someone like Donatella. She was used to blending into the background, being invisible. But Donatella made that impossible.

“What’s your name?” Donatella asked, her voice cutting through the silence.

“Renee,” she answered, turning back to face her.

“Renee,” Donatella repeated, rolling the name around on her tongue like she was tasting it. “I’m Donatella.”

Renee nodded, unsure of what to say. She wasn’t used to conversations like this, where every word felt loaded with meaning she couldn’t quite decipher.

Donatella reached into her purse and pulled out a small card, sliding it across the bar toward Renee. “Call me when you’re done here.”

Renee stared at the card, her heart pounding in her chest. She opened her mouth to say something, but Donatella was already standing, her drink barely touched.

“I’ll be waiting,” Donatella said with a smirk before turning and walking out of the bar.

Renee stood there for a moment, frozen, before finally picking up the card. It was simple, elegant, with just a name and a phone number. She tucked it into her pocket, her mind racing.

When her shift ended, Renee found herself standing outside the bar, her phone in hand. She hesitated for only a moment before dialing the number.

“I knew you’d call,” Donatella’s voice purred through the phone. “Wait there. I’ll pick you up.”

Fifteen minutes later, a sleek black car pulled up to the curb. Donatella stepped out, her presence commanding even in the dim streetlights. She opened the door for Renee, who slid into the passenger seat, her nerves buzzing.

The drive was silent, but the air between them was thick with tension. Renee’s hands clenched in her lap, her mind racing with questions she didn’t dare ask. When they arrived at the hotel, Donatella led her inside without a word, her confidence unwavering.

The suite was luxurious, all soft lighting and plush furniture. Renee barely had time to take it all in before Donatella turned to her, holding a large leather bag.

“Sit,” Donatella instructed, gesturing to the bed.

Renee obeyed, her heart pounding as she perched on the edge of the mattress. Donatella knelt in front of her, her hands resting on Renee’s knees.

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” Donatella asked, her voice low and steady.

Renee shook her head, her throat too dry to speak.

Donatella smiled, a slow, predatory smile that made Renee’s stomach flip. “Good. I like being someone’s first.”

She leaned in, capturing Renee’s lips in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was demanding, possessive, and Renee melted into it, her body responding before her mind could catch up. Donatella’s hands moved to Renee’s waist, pulling her closer as she deepened the kiss.

When they finally broke apart, Renee was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Donatella stood, her eyes never leaving Renee’s as she began to undress her. Each piece of clothing that fell away left Renee feeling more exposed, more vulnerable, but also more alive.

Donatella’s hands roamed over Renee’s bare skin, her touch firm and deliberate. She paused when she reached Renee’s bra, her fingers tracing the edge of the fabric before unhooking it and letting it fall away. Renee’s nipples hardened under Donatella’s gaze, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her body.

“Beautiful,” Donatella murmured, her voice thick with desire. She reached into the bag she had brought with her and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Do you trust me?”

Renee hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She didn’t know what she was getting into, but she wanted it. Needed it.

Donatella smiled and gently cuffed Renee’s wrists to the bed frame. The cold metal against her skin sent a thrill through Renee, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Next came the clamps. Donatella attached them to Renee’s nipples, the pressure sending a sharp jolt of pain mixed with pleasure through her body. Renee gasped, her back arching off the bed.

“Shh,” Donatella soothed, running a hand down Renee’s side. “Just relax.”

She kissed her way down Renee’s body, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When she reached Renee’s clit, she flicked her tongue over it once, twice, before sucking gently. Renee cried out, her hips bucking against Donatella’s mouth.

“Please,” Renee begged, her voice trembling.

“Patience,” Donatella chided, pulling away just enough to tease. She reached into the bag again and pulled out a vibrating butt plug. She coated it with lube before pressing it against Renee’s entrance.

Renee tensed, but Donatella’s hands were firm, guiding the plug into place. The sensation was overwhelming, and Renee moaned as Donatella turned it on, the vibrations sending shockwaves through her body.

Donatella didn’t stop there. She grabbed a dildo from the bag and positioned it at Renee’s entrance. With one smooth motion, she pushed it in, filling Renee completely. The stretch was intense, and Renee cried out, her body trembling with pleasure.

Donatella began to move the dildo in and out of Renee at a steady pace, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. The combination of the plug and the dildo was too much, and Renee felt herself spiraling out of control.

“Donatella,” Renee gasped, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me,” Donatella commanded, her voice firm but gentle.

Renee obeyed, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She screamed Donatella’s name as she came, her vision going white.

When it was over, Donatella unlocked the handcuffs and gently removed the toys. Renee lay there, spent and trembling, as Donatella stroked her hair.

“Will I see you again?” Donatella asked, her voice soft but expectant.

Renee looked up at her, her heart still racing. “Yes.”

14 - THE WORK OUT INSTRUCTOR’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / BDSM / Kissing / Flogger / Vibrator / Strap-on

Dominique walked into the fitness studio, her heart racing with a mix of nerves and excitement. The room was filled with the faint scent of sweat and cleaning products, the air thick with energy.

She spotted Rachel immediately—tall, muscular, and radiating confidence. Rachel’s voice carried across the room as she directed the class, her tone firm but inviting. Dominique couldn’t help but feel drawn to her, her eyes lingering a little too long on Rachel’s toned arms and commanding presence.

As the class began, Rachel moved through the room, correcting postures and offering encouragement. When she reached Dominique, her touch lingered just a moment longer than necessary. “You’ve got this,” Rachel said, her voice low and smooth.

Dominique felt a shiver run down her spine, her cheeks flushing as she nodded. Throughout the session, Rachel’s attention seemed to focus on her more than anyone else, her words laced with subtle flirtation. By the end of the class, Dominique’s body was buzzing, though not just from the workout.

She lingered after the others had left, pretending to adjust her water bottle while stealing glances at Rachel. Rachel noticed, of course, and approached with a knowing smile. “Sticking around?” she asked, her tone playful.

“Yeah, I just… wanted to say thanks. That was a great class,” Dominique replied, her voice slightly shaky.

Rachel tilted her head, studying her. “You’re welcome. You know, I live nearby. If you’re not in a rush, we could grab a drink at my place. Talk more about your fitness goals.”

Dominique hesitated for only a second before nodding. “I’d like that.”

—

Rachel’s apartment was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a stunning view of the city. They sat on the couch, glasses of wine in hand, chatting about everything and nothing. Dominique found herself increasingly aware of Rachel’s proximity, the way her leg brushed against hers, the way her eyes seemed to see right through her.

Eventually, Rachel set her glass down and stood, extending a hand. “Come with me,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. Dominique took her hand without hesitation, letting Rachel lead her to the bedroom.

The room was dimly lit, the air warm and intimate. Dominique’s eyes widened as she noticed the array of equipment—ropes, cuffs, and other items she couldn’t quite name. Rachel noticed her reaction and smiled. “Curious?” she asked.

Dominique nodded, her heart pounding. “I… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Rachel stepped closer, cupping Dominique’s face in her hands. “Trust me,” she whispered before pressing her lips to Dominique’s in a deep, lingering kiss.

Dominique melted into the kiss, her body responding instinctively as Rachel’s hands began to explore. Rachel undressed her slowly, each piece of clothing falling away with deliberate care. Her lips followed her hands, trailing kisses down Dominique’s neck, across her collarbone, and over her breasts. Dominique gasped as Rachel’s tongue flicked over her nipple, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

When Dominique was completely bare, Rachel stepped back, her eyes roaming over her with obvious appreciation. She reached for a flogger, the leather strands swaying slightly as she held it up. “Ready?” she asked.

Dominique swallowed hard but nodded. The first strike landed on her ass with a sharp sting that made her gasp. The pain quickly gave way to a strange, intoxicating pleasure. Rachel continued, alternating between light and firm strokes, each one heightening Dominique’s arousal.

After a few minutes, Rachel set the flogger aside and picked up a Hitachi vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room. Dominique’s breath quickened as Rachel knelt between her legs, the vibrator hovering just above her clit.

“Please,” Dominique whispered, her hips lifting involuntarily.

Rachel smirked but didn’t give in immediately, instead teasing her with slow, deliberate movements that drove Dominique wild. When she finally pressed the vibrator against her clit, Dominique cried out, her body arching off the bed.

Just as Dominique was on the edge of orgasm, Rachel pulled the vibrator away. Dominique whimpered in protest, but Rachel silenced her with a kiss. “Patience,” she murmured before reaching for a large strap-on dildo.

Dominique’s eyes widened as Rachel fastened it around her waist. “I… I don’t know if I can take that,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

Rachel stroked her cheek gently. “You can. I’ll go slow.” She positioned herself between Dominique’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance.

Dominique bit her lip as Rachel pushed in slowly, the stretch intense but not unbearable. Once fully inside, Rachel began to move, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Dominique’s body.

Dominique moaned loudly, her hands gripping the sheets as Rachel’s pace increased. The combination of the dildo filling her and the pressure on her clit from their bodies pressed together pushed Dominique over the edge. She came with a cry, her pussy clenching around the dildo as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

Rachel slowed her movements, allowing Dominique to ride out her orgasm before pulling out gently. She lay down beside her, pulling Dominique into her arms. Dominique nestled against her, still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened.

“So,” Rachel said softly, brushing a strand of hair from Dominique’s face. “How was that?”

Dominique laughed breathlessly. “Incredible.”

Rachel smiled, kissing her forehead. “Good. Because I’d like to see you again.”

Dominique looked up at her, her heart swelling with anticipation. “Me too.”

15 - AN UNEXPECTED NIGHT OF PLEASURE

FF / BDSM / College / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Butt Plug / Dildo

The bouncer’s eyes narrowed as he held the fake ID up to the dim light of the bar’s entrance.

Alyssa’s stomach dropped. She could feel the heat creeping up her neck, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her skirt.

“This isn’t you,” he said flatly, handing it back to her. “Get lost.”

Her friends exchanged awkward glances before Shelly shrugged. “Sorry, Alyssa. We’ll catch you later, okay?” They disappeared into the bar, leaving her standing alone on the sidewalk.

The night air was cool against her flushed cheeks as she turned and started walking back toward campus. It was a long way, and her heels were already pinching.

She hadn’t made it far when the low purr of an engine caught her attention. A sleek black car pulled up beside her, the window rolling down to reveal a woman with sharp features and dark, perfectly styled hair. “Need a ride?” she asked, her voice smooth and confident.

Alyssa hesitated, glancing around the empty street. “I… I don’t know.”

The woman smiled, her red lips curving in a way that made Alyssa’s heart skip a beat. “It’s a long walk. I promise I don’t bite.” She extended a hand. “Jessica.”

“Alyssa,” she replied, shaking Jessica’s hand. Her skin was warm, her grip firm but not overpowering. Before she could second-guess herself, Alyssa opened the car door and slid into the passenger seat. The interior smelled like leather and something faintly floral.

As they drove, Jessica kept the conversation light, asking about Alyssa’s classes and her friends. But there was an undercurrent to her words, a subtle flirtation that made Alyssa’s pulse quicken. Jessica’s eyes lingered on her just a little too long, her smile a little too knowing.

“Why don’t you come back to my place?” Jessica asked, her voice smooth as silk. “It’ll be fun. I promise.”

Alyssa hesitated, but nothing about this night was going according to plan. Maybe she needed an adventure? “Okay,” she finally agreed. “Let’s go.”

When they pulled up to a sprawling modern house, Alyssa’s jaw nearly dropped. “This is your place?”

Jessica chuckled. “It is. Come on, I’ll give you the tour.”

Inside, the house was even more impressive—high ceilings, sleek furniture, and art that looked like it belonged in a gallery. But it was the last room Jessica showed her that left Alyssa speechless. The walls were lined with shelves filled with ropes, restraints, and toys of every shape and size. A padded bench sat in the center of the room, illuminated by soft, moody lighting.

“What… what is this?” Alyssa asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jessica stepped closer, her presence suddenly overwhelming. “A place where I can explore my desires. And maybe yours, if you’re willing.” She reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Alyssa’s face. “You’re curious, aren’t you?”

Alyssa swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She had never done anything like this before, but the way Jessica looked at her—like she could see straight through her—made her feel something she couldn’t quite name. “I… I think so.”

Jessica’s smile widened. “Good. Strip for me.”

The command sent a shiver down Alyssa’s spine. Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. Jessica watched intently as Alyssa undressed, her gaze lingering on every inch of exposed skin. When Alyssa stood naked before her, Jessica stepped forward, running a finger along her collarbone.

“Beautiful,” Jessica murmured. She guided Alyssa to the bench, securing her wrists and ankles with soft leather restraints. The feeling of being bound was strange but not unpleasant, a mix of vulnerability and anticipation.

Jessica picked up a pair of clamps, their metal glinting in the light. “This might sting a little,” she warned before attaching them to Alyssa’s nipples. The sharp pinch made Alyssa gasp, but it was quickly followed by a rush of heat that pooled between her legs.

Next, Jessica grabbed a small vibrator, turning it on and pressing it against Alyssa’s clit. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Alyssa squirmed against the restraints, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

“You like that?” Jessica asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Alyssa managed to choke out, her hips bucking involuntarily.

Jessica smirked, reaching for a butt plug. She coated it with lube before pressing it against Alyssa’s tight hole. The initial resistance gave way as Jessica pushed it in, the stretch making Alyssa moan.

Finally, Jessica picked up a large dildo, its size making Alyssa’s eyes widen. “Relax,” Jessica instructed, positioning it at her entrance.

Slowly, she pushed it in, stretching Alyssa’s pussy in ways she had never experienced before. The fullness was overwhelming, but so was the pleasure. Jessica began to move the dildo in and out, each thrust hitting just the right spot. Alyssa’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge of climax. When it finally hit, it was explosive—her juices gushing out as she cried out Jessica’s name.

Jessica released the restraints, helping Alyssa sit up. “How was that?” she asked, her tone casual but her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Alyssa was still catching her breath, her body tingling from head to toe. “Amazing,” she admitted, her voice shaky.

Jessica smiled. “Good. Because I’d love to do it again sometime.”

Alyssa nodded eagerly, her mind already racing with thoughts of what else Jessica might have in store for her. As Jessica drove her back to the dormitory, Alyssa couldn’t help but wonder when their next encounter would be—and what new sensations awaited her.

16 - FIRE AND ICE

FF / BDSM / Romantic / Kissing / Restraints / Blindfold / Temperature Play / Ice / Cunnilingus / Anal Beads

Bebe’s heart raced as she stepped into Vee’s apartment, the air thick with anticipation. The scent of garlic and herbs wafted from the kitchen, mingling with the faint trace of Vee’s cologne. She couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly Vee moved, her short spiky hair catching the light as she stirred something on the stove. Bebe had never been so drawn to someone so quickly. There was something magnetic about Vee—her confidence, her ease, the way her dark eyes seemed to see right through her.

Dinner was a blur of laughter and lingering glances. Vee’s cooking was incredible, but Bebe could barely focus on the food. Every time their hands brushed as they passed dishes, a jolt of electricity shot through her. By the time they settled on the couch to watch a movie, Bebe’s nerves were on fire. She could feel the heat radiating from Vee’s body, even though they weren’t touching.

The movie played in the background, but neither of them was paying attention. Vee turned to Bebe, her gaze intense. “You’re beautiful,” she said softly, her voice low and husky.

Before Bebe could respond, Vee leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss that sent sparks flying. It was soft at first, tentative, but quickly deepened as Bebe melted into it. Her hands found their way to Vee’s shoulders, pulling her closer.

Vee broke the kiss, her breath warm against Bebe’s skin. “Come with me,” she murmured, taking Bebe’s hand and leading her down the hallway.

Bebe’s pulse quickened as they entered the bedroom. Her eyes widened at the sight of the room—a sleek, modern space dominated by a large bed with sturdy posts. But what caught her attention were the ropes, scarves, and other equipment neatly arranged on a nearby shelf.

Vee noticed her reaction and smiled. “I should’ve mentioned this earlier,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes searching Bebe’s face for any sign of discomfort. “I’m into… kinkier stuff. If it’s not your thing, that’s okay. We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

Bebe hesitated for a moment, her mind racing. She’d never explored anything like this before, but the thought of it sent a thrill through her. “I… I want to try,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “Will you teach me?”

Vee’s smile widened, and she nodded. “Of course.” She guided Bebe to the bed, sitting her down gently. “We’ll start slow. Just tell me if you want to stop, okay?”

Bebe nodded, her heart pounding as Vee picked up a pair of silk scarves. She tied Bebe’s wrists to the bedposts with practiced ease, the fabric soft but firm against her skin. Next came the blindfold, plunging Bebe into darkness.

The loss of sight heightened her other senses. She could hear Vee moving around the room, the sound of her footsteps soft against the floor. Then she felt it—something cold and wet pressed against her skin. An ice cube. Vee traced it over Bebe’s collarbone, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Slowly, she moved it lower, circling Bebe’s nipples until they hardened under the icy touch.

Bebe gasped, her back arching off the bed as Vee continued to tease her with the ice. The cold was sharp, almost painful, but in the most delicious way. Just when she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, Vee replaced the ice with her mouth, her tongue warm and insistent against Bebe’s sensitive skin.

The contrast between the cold and the heat was overwhelming. Bebe moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as Vee’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her stomach. She felt Vee’s hands on her thighs, spreading them apart, and then the cool air hit her most intimate place. The ice returned, pressed gently against her clit. Bebe cried out, her body trembling as Vee teased her with the icy cube before replacing it with her tongue.

Vee’s mouth was relentless, licking and sucking until Bebe was writhing beneath her. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, she felt something else—something smooth and cool pressing against her ass. Anal beads. Vee slid the first one in slowly, giving Bebe time to adjust before adding another. The sensation was new and intense, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Vee continued to work her tongue over Bebe’s clit, the beads moving in and out in rhythm with her thrusts.

Bebe’s moans grew louder, her body tightening as she approached the edge. “Please,” she begged, her voice barely a whisper. “Don’t stop.”

Vee didn’t. She kept going until Bebe shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Vee pulled the beads out slowly, one by one, as Bebe’s juices spilled onto the bed. She untied the scarves and removed the blindfold, watching as Bebe blinked up at her, dazed and breathless.

“Did you enjoy that?” Vee asked, her voice soft but filled with satisfaction.

Bebe nodded, a shy smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she whispered. “I… I want to do more.”

Vee grinned, brushing a strand of hair from Bebe’s face. “Good,” she said. “Because I want you to be my girlfriend.”

Bebe’s heart skipped a beat. “Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Yes, I want that too.”

17 - RAGE TURNED TO PASSION

FF / Prison / BDSM / Cheating / Kissing / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

Excerpt from Caged Hearts: Betrayal Behind Bars by Ling Walters

Veronica sat on the edge of the thin, lumpy mattress in the segregation cell, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. The air was thick with tension, though the only sound was the distant murmur of voices echoing through the concrete halls. Zee leaned against the opposite wall, her arms folded, her dark eyes burning with anger. The silence between them felt like a living thing, heavy and suffocating.

“Why’d you do it, Veronica?” Zee finally broke the silence, her voice low and sharp.

Veronica flinched, her fingers twisting the fabric of her uniform. “I didn’t mean to cheat with Sandi. It just… happened.”

Zee scoffed, pushing off the wall and pacing the small cell. “Just happened? You’re full of shit. And then you had me thrown in here? Over her? You’re unbelievable.”

“I was trying to protect her,” Veronica said quietly, her voice trembling. “You were going to hurt her. I didn’t know what else to do.”

Zee stopped pacing, her eyes narrowing. “Protect her? From me? You really think I’m that much of a monster?”

“I didn’t know what you’d do,” Veronica admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m sorry, Zee. I didn’t want it to go this far.”

Zee’s jaw tightened, and for a moment, it looked like she might say something else. But instead, she stepped closer, her eyes locked on Veronica’s. “You’re sorry? That’s all you’ve got?”

Veronica looked up at her, her blue eyes wide and pleading. “What do you want me to say? I messed up. I know that. But it’s in the past, Zee.”

Zee’s lips curled into a bitter smile. “In the past? No, Veronica. It’s right here, between us, and it’s not going anywhere.”

Before Veronica could respond, Zee grabbed her by the shoulders and pressed their lips together in a fierce, punishing kiss. Veronica’s hands fluttered at her sides, unsure whether to push Zee away or pull her closer. The kiss was rough, almost angry, but there was something beneath it—something raw and electric that made Veronica’s body respond despite herself.

Her lips parted, and Zee’s tongue slid into her mouth, hot and demanding. Veronica’s hands finally found their place, tangling in Zee’s hair as the kiss deepened. She knew this was wrong. She was with Sandi now, and Zee was with Becky. But the heat between them was impossible to ignore.

Zee pulled back just enough to whisper against Veronica’s lips, “You don’t get to say no. Not after everything you’ve done.”

Veronica’s breath caught, but she didn’t argue. Her body was already betraying her, her pulse quickening as Zee’s hands moved to the buttons of her uniform. Zee’s fingers were rough, yanking the fabric open with little care for the buttons that popped off and clattered to the floor. Veronica’s bare skin was exposed to the cool air of the cell, and she shivered as Zee’s hands roamed over her.

“Zee, we shouldn’t—” Veronica started, but her protest was cut off by another hungry kiss.

Zee’s hands gripped Veronica’s hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. “Quiet,” Zee growled, her voice low and dangerous. “You don’t get to tell me what we should or shouldn’t do.”

Veronica’s words died in her throat as Zee’s mouth moved to her neck, teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. She tried to stifle the sound, but Zee’s hands were already pulling her toward the bed.

“Lie down,” Zee commanded, her eyes dark with desire.

Veronica hesitated for just a moment before obeying, her body trembling as she lay back on the thin mattress. Zee stood over her, her gaze raking over Veronica’s exposed body. Then, without a word, she grabbed the edge of the sheet and tore off two long strips. Veronica’s eyes widened as Zee grabbed her wrists and tied them to the metal frame of the bed.

“Zee, what are you—” Veronica started, but Zee silenced her with a look.

“You better stay quiet so Becky doesn’t hear what’s going on in here,” Zee said, her eyes burning with intensity.

“Who cares if your little girlfriend hears?” Veronica retorted, her voice tinged with anger.

“I do,” Zee replied. “I never would have gotten with her if you hadn’t cheated. Now, be quiet.”

Veronica swallowed hard, her heart pounding as Zee knelt between her legs. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but there was something thrilling about it too. Zee’s hands slid up her thighs, her fingers tracing the sensitive skin until they reached the edge of her panties. Zee tore the flimsy fabric away without hesitation, leaving Veronica completely bare.

“Zee, please—” Veronica whispered, her voice trembling.

Zee didn’t respond. Instead, she leaned forward, her breath hot against Veronica’s inner thigh. Then, without warning, her tongue dragged a slow, wet line up Veronica’s slit. Veronica’s back arched, a muffled moan escaping her lips as Zee’s tongue moved against her.

Zee’s hands gripped Veronica’s hips, holding her still as she explored every inch of her with her mouth. Veronica’s body writhed, her wrists straining against the binds as pleasure coursed through her. Zee’s tongue circled her clit, teasing her until Veronica was trembling with need.

“Zee, I—” Veronica started, her voice shaking.

“Beg,” Zee demanded, lifting her head just enough to speak. “Beg for it.”

Veronica’s breath came in ragged gasps as she struggled to form the words. “Please, Zee. Please don’t stop.”

Zee smirked, clearly enjoying the control she had over Veronica. She leaned back in, her tongue flicking against Veronica’s clit in quick, precise movements. Veronica’s moans grew louder, despite her efforts to keep quiet. Her whole body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

Zee’s hands moved to Veronica’s thighs, spreading her wider as she buried her face deeper between her legs. Veronica’s hips bucked uncontrollably, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. The bindings dug into Veronica’s wrists as Zee’s tongue explored her pussy. She was so close, teetering on the edge of release, when Zee suddenly pulled away.

Veronica whined, her body trembling with frustration. “Zee, please, I need—”

“Shut up,” Zee snapped, her eyes blazing as she stood up.

She stripped off her own uniform, revealing her toned body, and climbed onto the bed. She straddled Veronica, her thighs pressing against Veronica’s. Their wetness mixed as Zee grinded against her, their clits rubbing together in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Veronica’s breath caught, her body trembling with need as Zee’s hands moved to her breasts. She pinched and twisted Veronica’s nipples, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her. Veronica’s moans grew louder, her hips moving in time with Zee’s.

Their bodies moved together, slick with sweat and desire. Zee’s breathing grew ragged, her movements becoming more urgent as she chased her own release. Veronica strained against the bindings, her body arching as pleasure built inside her.

“Zee, I’m going to—” Veronica started, but her words were cut off by a strangled cry as her orgasm hit her hard. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as Zee continued to grind against her.

Zee’s own moan echoed through the cell as she reached her peak, her body shuddering with pleasure. For a moment, they were both lost in the intensity of their shared release, their bodies still pressed together as they caught their breath.

Finally, Zee untied Veronica’s wrists and rolled off her, lying beside her on the narrow bed. Veronica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotion—guilt, desire, confusion. She had betrayed Sandi, but the passion between her and Zee still burned hot. She couldn’t ignore it, no matter how much she wanted to.

Zee turned to her, her eyes searching Veronica’s face. “You still mine, Veronica?” she asked, her voice softer now.

Veronica hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into Zee’s eyes. “I—” she started, but the words caught in her throat. She didn’t know the answer. All she knew was that the fire between them hadn’t died, and she wasn’t sure it ever would.

18 - A DESPERATE PLAN

FF / Prison / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering / Strap-on

Excerpt from Caged Hearts: Betrayal Behind Bars by Ling Walters

Veronica’s heart pounded as she stood outside Lieutenant Jessica Fox’s office, her fingers nervously fidgeting with the hem of her jumpsuit. The cold, sterile hallway of Happy Valley Correctional Institute echoed with the faint hum of fluorescent lights overhead. Her mind raced, her lips dry, as she rehearsed what she was going to say. This had to work. Zee’s threats were escalating, and Sandi was getting scared. Veronica couldn’t let this go on any longer.

She knocked on the door, her knuckles rapping lightly against the metal frame. “Enter,” came a firm, authoritative voice from the other side.

Veronica pushed the door open, stepping inside. Lieutenant Fox sat behind her desk, her sharp eyes immediately locking onto Veronica. She was in her mid-thirties, her dark hair pulled back into a tight bun, her uniform pristine and commanding. Veronica felt a shiver run down her spine—part fear, part something else entirely.

“What do you want, Glass?” Lieutenant Fox asked, her voice clipped and disinterested. She didn’t even look up from the paperwork in front of her.

Veronica swallowed hard, trying to steady her voice. “I need to report something, Lieutenant. My ex-girlfriend, Zee, she’s been threatening my… my new girlfriend, Sandi. It’s getting out of hand.”

Lieutenant Fox finally looked up, her eyebrows arching in a mix of skepticism and mild annoyance. “And why should I care about your little love triangle, Glass? Maybe if you weren’t involving yourself in illicit relationships, you wouldn’t be in this mess.”

Veronica felt a flush of frustration, but she quickly masked it with a slow, deliberate smile. She leaned forward slightly, her hips brushing against the edge of the desk. “Maybe I don’t want to be a good girl, Lieutenant. Maybe I like the mess.”

The room seemed to grow warmer, the air thick with tension. Lieutenant Fox’s eyes narrowed, but there was a flicker of something in them—curiosity, maybe even interest. She leaned back in her chair, her gaze raking over Veronica’s body. “Is that so? You think you can just waltz in here and flirt your way out of trouble?”

Veronica licked her lips, her confidence growing. “I don’t know. Can I?” She took a step closer, her hands resting on the desk as she leaned in even further. “I’ve heard rumors about you, Lieutenant. Word is, you’re not exactly… by the book.”

Lieutenant Fox’s lips twitched into a faint smirk. She stood up slowly, her movements deliberate, her presence commanding. She walked around the desk, stopping just inches from Veronica. “Take off your clothes,” she said, her voice low and firm.

Veronica’s breath caught, her heart thundering in her chest. She hesitated for only a moment before reaching for the buttons of her uniform. She dropped her shirt on the floor. Next came her pants, leaving her standing there in nothing but her bra and panties. Her skin felt hot under Lieutenant Fox’s intense gaze, her nipples hardening in the cool air of the office.

“All of it,” Lieutenant Fox ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Veronica reached behind her back, unfastening her bra and letting it fall to the floor. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs, exposing herself completely. She felt a strange mix of vulnerability and arousal, her body trembling slightly as she stood there naked.

Lieutenant Fox circled her slowly, her eyes taking in every inch of Veronica’s body. “You’ve been a bad girl, Glass,” she said, her voice a low purr. “And bad girls need to be punished.” She reached out, her hand coming down hard on Veronica’s ass with a sharp crack. Veronica gasped, the sting of the slap sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

The lieutenant’s fingers trailed down Veronica’s back, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. They moved between her legs, brushing against her folds. Veronica’s hips twitched, a soft moan escaping her lips. Lieutenant Fox’s fingers explored her, sliding through her wetness, teasing her clit. Veronica’s hands gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles white as she tried to steady herself.

“Such a naughty girl,” Lieutenant Fox murmured, her fingers pushing inside Veronica, curling against her walls. Veronica’s moans grew louder, her body arching into the lieutenant’s touch. “You like this, don’t you? Being punished for your bad behavior?”

“Yes,” Veronica gasped, her hips rocking against Lieutenant Fox’s hand. “God, yes.”

The lieutenant smirked, pulling her hand away. Veronica whimpered at the loss, her body aching for more. Lieutenant Fox walked over to a cabinet, opening it and pulling something out. Veronica’s eyes widened as she saw the large dildo in her hand, the lieutenant strapping it around her waist with practiced ease.

“Bend over the desk,” Lieutenant Fox ordered.

Veronica obeyed without hesitation, leaning over the cool surface, her ass exposed. She felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance, and she bit her lip in anticipation. Lieutenant Fox gripped her hips, pushing into her with one firm thrust. Veronica cried out, her body stretching to accommodate the size.

The lieutenant started to move, her thrusts deep and steady. Veronica’s moans filled the room, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the smooth surface of the desk. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her, her walls clenching around the dildo. Lieutenant Fox’s grip on her hips was firm, her control absolute.

“You’re mine now, Glass,” Lieutenant Fox growled, her thrusts growing harder, faster. “You’re going to take what I give you, and you’re going to like it.”

Veronica’s body was on fire, every nerve alight with sensation. She could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm approaching like a tidal wave. “Please,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Please, I’m so close.”

Lieutenant Fox’s thrusts became more erratic, her own breathing heavy. She reached around, her fingers finding Veronica’s clit, rubbing it in tight circles. Veronica cried out, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy gripping the dildo tightly. Lieutenant Fox groaned, her thrusts slowing as she rode out Veronica’s orgasm.

When it was over, Veronica collapsed against the desk, her body spent and trembling. Lieutenant Fox pulled out, removing the dildo and tossing it onto the desk. She straightened her uniform, her expression calm and composed as if nothing had happened.

“I’ll have Zee transferred to segregation,” she said, her voice back to its usual authoritative tone. “But if you breathe a word of this to anyone, Glass, you’ll regret it. Understand?”

Veronica nodded, still catching her breath. “Yes, Lieutenant,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lieutenant Fox gave her a curt nod, her eyes lingering on Veronica’s still-naked form for a moment longer. “Put your clothes on and get out of here.”

19 - MIDNIGHT AT THE HOTEL GYM

FF / BDSM / Butch Femme / Sports / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Fingering

Jillian stepped into the hotel gym, the fluorescent lights buzzing faintly overhead. The room was quiet, save for the low hum of a treadmill in the corner. She glanced around, her eyes landing on the only other person there—a woman with short, dark hair and a confident stance. She was lifting weights, her muscles flexing with each deliberate movement. Jillian felt a flicker of curiosity as she caught the woman’s gaze. There was something about the way she looked at her—intense, unapologetic.

Jillian moved to the elliptical, starting her workout with slow, steady strides. She could feel the woman’s eyes on her, lingering longer than they should. It made her heart race, though she tried to focus on the rhythm of her movements. Every now and then, she’d glance over, catching the woman’s smirk. It was thrilling, this unspoken tension between them.

When Jillian finished her workout, she grabbed a towel and wiped the sweat from her face. The woman approached, her stride confident, her eyes never leaving Jillian’s. “Hey,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “I’m Jess.”

“Jillian,” she replied, her voice slightly breathless. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks.

Jess leaned against the machine, her arms crossed. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“No,” Jillian admitted. “Just here for work.”

Jess nodded, her gaze dropping to Jillian’s lips for a moment before meeting her eyes again. “You’ve got a great energy. I couldn’t help but notice you.”

Jillian’s pulse quickened. “Thanks,” she said softly, unsure of what else to say.

Jess stepped closer, closing the distance between them. “You’re beautiful,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Before Jillian could respond, Jess leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but quickly deepened as Jillian responded, her body instinctively leaning into Jess’s.

Jillian hesitated for a moment, pulling back slightly. “What if someone comes in?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jess smirked, her hands resting on Jillian’s hips. “No one’s coming. It’s just us.” Her confidence was intoxicating, and Jillian found herself nodding, her resistance melting away.

Jess’s hands moved to the waistband of Jillian’s shorts, slowly sliding them down her legs. Jillian stepped out of them, her heart pounding as Jess’s fingers traced the edge of her sports bra. With a quick motion, Jess pulled it over Jillian’s head, leaving her completely exposed.

Jess’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of Jillian’s bare skin. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Jillian’s neck, sending shivers down her spine. “Lie down,” Jess instructed, gesturing to the weight bench.

Jillian obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she lay back on the cool surface. Jess grabbed a set of exercise bands from nearby, quickly binding Jillian’s wrists to the barbell above her. The sensation of being restrained sent a jolt of excitement through Jillian, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Jess knelt between Jillian’s legs, her hands sliding up her thighs. She leaned in, her tongue flicking against Jillian’s clit, eliciting a sharp gasp. Jess’s mouth was warm and wet, her movements slow and deliberate as she teased Jillian, building the pleasure with each stroke.

“Jess,” Jillian moaned, her hips arching off the bench. “Please…”

Jess looked up, her lips glistening. “Patience,” she said with a smirk, before returning to her task. Her tongue circled Jillian’s clit, alternating between gentle licks and firm pressure.

Jillian squirmed against the restraints, desperate for more. Jess slid a finger inside Jillian, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her cry out. She added another finger, stretching Jillian as she thrust in and out. The sensation was overwhelming, and Jillian could feel herself getting closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Jess murmured, her voice thick with desire. She increased the pace of her fingers, her thumb pressing against Jillian’s clit in time with her thrusts.

Jillian’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as the pleasure built to a crescendo. With a final thrust, Jillian came undone, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Jess didn’t stop until Jillian’s cries subsided, her body going limp against the bench.

Jess untied the exercise bands, freeing Jillian’s wrists. She leaned down, kissing Jillian softly. “Did you like that?” she asked, her voice teasing.

Jillian nodded, still catching her breath. “Yes,” she whispered.

Jess smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Jillian’s face. “Good. We should do this again before you leave.”

Jillian’s heart raced at the thought. “I’d like that.”

20 - JADA’S ISLAND OF PLEASURE

FFFF / BDSM / Wealthy / Group Sex / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Fingering / Dildo

“Brittany, get on the bed. Now.” Jada’s voice was low, commanding, and sent a shiver down Brittany’s spine.

Brittany hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding as she glanced around the room. The massive bed dominated the space, surrounded by an array of BDSM gear that made her pulse quicken. Sandi and Carrie were already naked, their bodies glistening under the soft light, watching her with eager eyes.

Brittany swallowed hard, her fingers trembling as she reached for the hem of her swimsuit. She pulled it off slowly, letting the fabric fall to the floor. The air felt cool against her bare skin, but the heat in the room was undeniable.

—

It started a few weeks ago.

An unassuming white envelope had arrived in the mail. Probably junk mail. Brittany had almost thrown it away. But curiosity had gotten the best of her, and she opened the letter.

You’ve won a five night stay at a tropical resort. Call 880-555-1519 for further details.

Brittany stared at the letter. Could it be real? But when she called the number, Jada answered, her voice smooth and confident. Jada assured Brittany that it would be the trip of a lifetime. Brittany’s heart raced with excitement as Jada gave her the travel details.

When Brittany arrived at the airport, she was ushered onto a private jet. She met Sandi and Carrie, the other winners. Jada was seated towards the front of the plane, her long dark hair flowing down her back, her eyes shimmering with something mysterious.

After they landed on the island, they were taken to Jada’s mansion, a sprawling estate hidden behind palm trees and rolling hills. Jada gave Brittany, Carrie, and Sandi a grand tour of her home before giving them time to relax.

The three women were tanning by the pool when Jada called them inside. Jada took Brittany’s hand with Sandi and Carrie trailing behind. She led them through several winding corridors before they finally arrived at her bedroom.

As Brittany gazed around the enormous room, her breath hitched. She took in the king-size bed and the BDSM gear. She looked at Carrie and Sandi. They seemed just as surprised as she was.

Jada pulled her dress over her head, dropping it to the floor. She stood before Brittany, Carrie, and Sandi in her lace bra and panties. “It’s play time,” she declared, her voice silky and seductive.

—

Brittany felt heat rise in her cheeks as Jada’s eyes moved over her nude body.

Jada’s lips curled into a sly smile as she stepped closer. “Good girl,” she purred, her fingers brushing lightly over Brittany’s arm. “Now, lie down.”

Brittany obeyed, her body sinking into the plush mattress. The sheets were smooth against her back, and she could feel her heart racing as Jada climbed onto the bed beside her. Sandi and Carrie followed, their movements deliberate, their eyes locked on Brittany.

Jada’s hands moved with purpose, trailing down Brittany’s body until they reached her thighs. She spread them apart gently, her touch sending sparks of anticipation through Brittany’s veins. “Relax,” Jada whispered, her breath warm against Brittany’s ear. “Let me take care of you.”

And then Jada’s mouth was on her, her tongue sliding between Brittany’s folds with a skill that made her gasp. The sensation was electric, every lick sending waves of pleasure through her body. Brittany’s hands gripped the sheets, her hips arching instinctively as Jada’s tongue explored her with precision.

Sandi and Carrie joined in, their hands and mouths roaming over Brittany’s body. Sandi’s lips closed around one nipple, sucking gently while Carrie teased the other with her fingers. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and Brittany moaned loudly, her body trembling with need.

Jada pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting Brittany’s. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. She reached for a dildo on the bedside table, handing it to Sandi. “Use this on her.”

Sandi took the dildo eagerly, positioning it at Brittany’s entrance. Brittany’s breath caught as Sandi pushed it inside, the stretch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Sandi moved it slowly at first, then picked up the pace, each thrust driving Brittany closer to the edge.

Jada turned her attention to Carrie, pulling her close and kissing her deeply before lowering her head between Carrie’s legs. The sound of Carrie’s moans filled the room, mingling with Brittany’s own cries of pleasure.

Brittany’s body was on fire, every nerve alight with sensation. The dildo inside her, Sandi’s mouth on her nipples, Jada’s hands roaming over her skin—it was too much and not enough all at once. Her orgasm built quickly, a tight coil of pleasure that threatened to snap at any moment.

And then it did. Brittany cried out as her climax hit, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Her juices spilled onto the bed, and she could feel Sandi’s fingers working her through it, prolonging the pleasure until she was spent.

She turned her head to see Carrie in the throes of her own orgasm, Jada’s tongue driving her over the edge. The sight was almost too much to bear, and Brittany felt a fresh surge of desire coursing through her.

Jada looked up, her lips glistening, and smiled at Brittany. “You’re amazing,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. “But we’re just getting started.”

Brittany’s heart raced at the thought, her body still tingling from the intensity of what had just happened. She couldn’t wait to see what Jada had in store for her next.

The room was alive with energy, the air thick with desire. Jada moved closer to Brittany, her eyes dark with intent. “Are you ready for more?” she asked, her voice a low purr that sent a shiver down Brittany’s spine.

Brittany nodded, her body already responding to the promise in Jada’s words. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jada’s smile widened, and she leaned in close, her lips brushing against Brittany’s ear. “Good,” she murmured. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Brittany couldn't help but wonder what other surprises awaited her on this luxurious island getaway. One thing was certain—she was in for a night she would never forget.

21 - KELLY’S SECRET BDSM DESIRES

FF / BDSM / Romantic / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

“You’ve been watching BDSM porn?” Roberta asked, her voice low and teasing as she leaned against the doorframe of Kelly’s home office. The screen was still open, the video paused mid-scene—a woman bound to a bed, her wrists tied with rope, her body arched in submission.

Kelly froze, her cheeks flushing a deep red. She quickly closed the tab, but it was too late. Roberta had already seen it. “I… I didn’t mean for you to find that,” Kelly stammered, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of her keyboard.

Roberta stepped into the room, her hips swaying with a confidence that made Kelly’s breath catch. “Why not? It’s hot.” She smirked, her eyes locking onto Kelly’s. “I didn’t know you were into that kind of thing.”

Kelly hesitated, her gaze dropping to the floor. “I’ve always been curious,” she admitted softly. “But I’ve never… you know, tried it.”

Roberta’s smirk widened. “Well, maybe we should change that.”

—

That evening, the air between them was charged with anticipation. They had barely finished dinner before Roberta brought it up again. “So,” she said, leaning back in her chair, “what exactly do you want to try?”

Kelly’s heart raced. She hadn’t expected Roberta to be so open to the idea. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’ve just always liked the idea of… control. Of being in charge.”

Roberta raised an eyebrow, a playful glint in her eye. “Then take charge.”

Kelly’s pulse quickened. She stood up, her movements slow but deliberate. “Go to the bedroom,” she said, her voice firm.

Roberta obeyed without hesitation, her body tingling with excitement. She walked down the hallway, her mind racing with possibilities. When she reached the bedroom, she turned to face Kelly, who was standing in the doorway with a look of determination on her face.

“Get naked,” Kelly commanded, her voice steady.

Roberta’s breath hitched, but she didn’t argue. She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Her panties followed, leaving her completely exposed. Kelly’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of skin.

“Bend over my lap,” Kelly said, sitting down on the edge of the bed.

Roberta hesitated for a moment, then did as she was told. She positioned herself over Kelly’s lap, her heart pounding in her chest. Kelly’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing through the room. Roberta gasped, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through her body.

Kelly spanked her again, and then again, each strike harder than the last. Roberta’s skin burned, but she didn’t want it to stop. She could feel herself getting wetter with every slap, her body responding to the pain in ways she hadn’t expected.

Kelly’s hand moved between Roberta’s legs, her fingers brushing against her slick folds. “You’re already so wet,” she murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction.

Roberta moaned, her hips bucking against Kelly’s hand. “Please,” she begged, her voice trembling.

Kelly pulled her hand away, leaving Roberta aching for more. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm. “Get on the bed.”

Roberta obeyed, lying down on the bed with her arms stretched out above her head. Kelly grabbed a pair of pantyhose from the dresser, using them to bind Roberta’s wrists to the bedposts. The fabric was tight against her skin, but it only added to the thrill.

Kelly reached for the vibrator on the nightstand, turning it on and holding it just above Roberta’s clit. The vibrations teased her sensitive skin, making her squirm with need. “Please,” Roberta begged again, her voice desperate.

Kelly shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “Not yet,” she repeated.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling Roberta’s face. Roberta’s eyes widened as Kelly lowered herself onto her mouth. Without hesitation, Roberta began to lick, her tongue swirling around Kelly’s clit. Kelly moaned, her hips grinding against Roberta’s face.

Kelly leaned down, her mouth finding Roberta’s pussy. She licked and sucked, her tongue working in rhythm with Roberta’s movements. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and it wasn’t long before Roberta came, her body trembling with pleasure. Kelly untied the pantyhose, freeing Roberta’s wrists. Roberta lay there, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath.

Roberta looked up at Kelly, a smile spreading across her face. “That was… amazing,” she said, her voice filled with awe.

Kelly smiled back, her eyes shining with satisfaction. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

Roberta reached out, pulling Kelly down for a kiss. As their lips met, she knew this was just the beginning. There was so much more they could explore together, and she couldn’t wait to see where this new side of their relationship would take them.

Kelly pulled away slightly, her eyes dark with desire. “Ready for round two?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Roberta’s heart skipped a beat. “Always,” she whispered, her body already craving more.

22 - HER FIRST SEX TAPE

FF / BDSM / Romantic / Porn / Bondage / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Ali’s heart raced as Christina leaned in, her lips brushing against her ear. “I want to film us,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding.

The words sent a shiver down Ali’s spine, her stomach tightening with a mix of excitement and nervousness. She had never done anything like this before, but the way Christina looked at her—confident, unyielding—made it impossible to say no.

“Are you sure?” Ali asked, her voice trembling slightly. She bit her lip, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her shirt. The idea of being on camera, of someone else seeing them like that, made her cheeks burn.

But Christina’s gaze was steady, her expression softening as she cupped Ali’s face in her hands. “Trust me,” Christina said, her thumb tracing Ali’s jawline. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll love it.”

Her words were a promise, and Ali felt herself nodding before she could second-guess it. Christina smiled, that slow, knowing smile that always made Ali’s knees weak, and pulled her into a kiss. It was deep, possessive, and left Ali breathless.

Christina led her to their bedroom, the air already thick with anticipation. She moved with purpose, lighting candles that cast a warm, flickering glow across the room. The scent of vanilla and sandalwood filled the space, wrapping around Ali like a comforting embrace. Christina set up the camera on a tripod in the corner, adjusting the angle until she was satisfied. She turned to Ali, her eyes dark with desire.

“Undress for me,” Christina said, her voice firm but gentle.

Ali hesitated for a moment, her hands trembling as she reached for the buttons of her blouse. She could feel Christina’s eyes on her, watching every movement, and it made her skin tingle. Slowly, she let the fabric fall to the floor, followed by her skirt and underwear. She stood there, exposed, her body bathed in the soft candlelight.

Christina didn’t waste any time. She stepped closer, her own clothes falling away as she revealed her toned, flawless body. Ali’s breath caught at the sight of her, her pulse quickening as Christina reached for a pair of silk scarves from the nightstand. She took Ali’s wrists in her hands, her touch firm but not rough, and guided her to the bed.

“Lie down,” Christina instructed.

Ali obeyed without hesitation. She stretched out on the bed, her heart pounding as Christina tied her wrists to the bedposts with the scarves. The silk was soft against her skin, but the restraint sent a thrill through her. She felt vulnerable, exposed, and it only heightened her arousal.

Christina leaned over her, her lips brushing against Ali’s ear again. “You’re mine tonight,” she murmured, her breath hot against Ali’s skin.

Ali shivered, her body arching slightly as Christina’s hands trailed down her sides. She reached for a pair of nipple clamps from the nightstand, holding them up for Ali to see.

“Ready?” Christina asked, her voice teasing.

Ali nodded, her chest rising and falling rapidly as Christina attached the clamps to her nipples. The pressure was sharp but delicious, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She squirmed against the restraints, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Christina smirked, clearly pleased with Ali’s reaction. She reached for a vibrator, turning it on and letting it hum softly in her hand. She trailed it down Ali’s body, teasing her before pressing it against her clit. Ali gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. Christina watched her intently, her free hand gripping Ali’s thigh to keep her still.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” Christina said, her voice husky.

She moved the vibrator in slow circles, drawing out Ali’s pleasure until she was writhing against the restraints. Ali’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she edged closer to orgasm. But just as she was about to tip over the edge, Christina pulled the vibrator away.

“Not yet,” Christina said, her tone playful but firm.

Ali whimpered, her body aching for release, but she knew better than to argue. Christina reached for a large dildo, coating it with lube before positioning it at Ali’s entrance. She pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until Ali was full. The stretch was intense, but it only added to the pleasure coursing through her. Christina began to move the dildo in and out, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through Ali’s body.

Ali could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing more desperate. “Please,” she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. “I need more.”

Christina smirked, clearly enjoying the control she had over Ali. She pulled the dildo out, leaving Ali empty and craving more. She grabbed the lube again, this time positioning the dildo at Ali’s ass. Ali’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. She trusted Christina completely.

Christina pushed in slowly, giving Ali time to adjust to the new sensation. The stretch was even more intense this time, but it only heightened Ali’s pleasure. Christina began to move the dildo in and out, each thrust sending shockwaves through Ali’s body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to orgasm, her body trembling with need.

“Cum for me,” Christina commanded, her voice low and demanding.

And just like that, Ali shattered. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her moans filling the room. Christina continued to move the dildo, drawing out Ali’s orgasm until she was spent.

When it was over, Christina untied the restraints and pulled Ali into her arms. They lay there together, their bodies entwined as they caught their breath. Christina reached for the camera, stopping the recording before turning back to Ali.

“Let’s watch it,” Christina said, a mischievous glint in her eye.

Ali nodded, her heart racing as they cuddled up together to watch the video. Seeing herself like that—completely at Christina’s mercy—was both thrilling and embarrassing. But as they watched, Ali couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. They looked incredible together, and the video was everything Christina had promised.

“We should do this again,” Ali said, her voice soft but eager. Christina smiled, pulling her closer.

“Oh, we will,” she replied.

23 - THEFT’S EROTIC CONSEQUENCES

FF / Medical / Blackmail / BDSM / Spanking / Vibrator / Dildo

“Do you have any idea the kind of trouble you’re in, Hayden?” Dr. Marie Monroe’s voice was low, steady, and laced with a chilling authority that made Hayden’s stomach twist.

Hayden stood in the dimly lit office, her hands trembling as she clutched the edges of her scrubs. The bottle of stolen painkillers felt like a lead weight in her pocket, though she knew Marie already knew it was there.

“I—I can explain,” Hayden stammered, her voice breaking. She hated how small she sounded, how weak.

But Marie’s piercing gaze left no room for defiance. The woman was a force of nature, and Hayden was caught in her storm.

Marie leaned back in her chair, her fingers steepled thoughtfully. “Oh, I’m sure you can. But let me save you the trouble. I’ve already reviewed the security footage. I know you’ve been stealing from the pharmacy. Do you understand what that means? You could lose your medical license. You could go to prison.”

Hayden’s heart slammed against her ribs. “Please, Dr. Monroe… I—I was desperate. I’m in debt. I didn’t know what else to do. I swear, I’ll never do it again. Just… please don’t call the police.”

Marie watched her for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a smile curved her lips—a dangerous, calculating smile. “There might be another way we can handle this.”

Hayden blinked, her breath catching. “What… what do you mean?”

Marie stood, her movements smooth and deliberate as she circled the desk. She stopped just inches from Hayden, her presence overwhelming. “You owe me a debt, Hayden. And I think it’s time you paid it. Personally.”

Hayden’s pulse quickened. “What are you saying?”

Marie’s voice dropped to a whisper, her words sending a shiver down Hayden’s spine. “Submit to me. Let me teach you a lesson. And I’ll forget this ever happened.”

Hayden stared at her, her mind racing. This was insane. Unprofessional. Illegal. But the way Marie looked at her—hungry, commanding—made something deep inside her stir. She shouldn’t say yes. She knew she shouldn’t. But the words slipped out anyway. “What… what would you do to me?”

Marie’s smile widened. “You’ll find out. After work. Meet me in the parking lot.”

—

Hours later, Hayden sat in the passenger seat of Marie’s sleek black car, her heart pounding as they drove through the quiet streets. Marie hadn’t said a word since they’d left the hospital, but her calm, confident demeanor only made Hayden more nervous—and more intrigued.

They pulled into the driveway of a modest but elegant house, its exterior unassuming. Marie led her inside, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The house was immaculate, every surface gleaming, but it felt oddly sterile. Lifeless.

“Follow me,” Marie said, her voice firm but not unkind. She led Hayden down a set of stairs to the basement.

Hayden’s breath caught when she saw what waited below. The room was unlike anything she’d ever seen. The walls were painted a deep, rich red, and the space was lit by soft, flattering lights. A padded bench dominated the center of the room, surrounded by an array of tools and toys that made Hayden’s cheeks flush. Chains, floggers, vibrators, and a large, intimidating strap-on were neatly arranged on a nearby rack.

Marie turned to her, her eyes gleaming. “Take off your clothes.”

Hayden hesitated, her hands trembling at her sides. This was it—the point of no return. She could still walk away. She should walk away. But the memory of Marie’s promise—the way she’d said submit to me—made her stomach flip with a mix of fear and excitement.

Slowly, Hayden began to undress, her breathing shallow as she peeled off her scrubs, her bra, her panties. The cool air kissed her skin, making her shiver. Marie watched her intently, her gaze burning into every inch of exposed flesh.

“On the bench,” Marie commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Hayden obeyed, her heart racing as she climbed onto the padded surface. The leather was cool against her skin, its texture strangely grounding. Marie positioned her on her hands and knees, her movements firm but gentle.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Hayden,” Marie purred, her voice dripping with a mix of reproach and amusement. “And bad girls need to be punished.”

Hayden barely had time to process the words before Marie’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp smack. The sting was immediate, and Hayden gasped, her body jerking forward.

Another smack. And another. Each one sent a jolt of pain—and something else—through her body. Her skin burned, but it was a good burn, a right burn. She could feel herself growing wet, her thighs slick with arousal.

Marie paused, her hand resting on Hayden’s reddened flesh. “Do you like that, Hayden? Does it feel good to be punished?”

Hayden’s breath hitched. “I—I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marie chuckled, low and throaty. “You will.”

She walked to the rack of toys, her fingers trailing over the various instruments before settling on a sleek, black vibrator. She turned it on, the soft hum filling the room as she returned to Hayden’s side.

Without warning, she pressed the vibrator against Hayden’s pussy, making her cry out. The sensation was intense, overwhelming, and Hayden’s hips bucked instinctively, craving more. But Marie pulled the toy away, leaving her trembling and desperate.

“Please,” Hayden begged, her voice trembling. “Please, let me cum.”

Marie’s laugh was cruel but tantalizing. “Not yet. You haven’t earned it.”

She set the vibrator aside and moved to the strap-on, strapping the large dildo around her waist with practiced ease. Hayden’s eyes widened as Marie stepped behind her, her hands gripping Hayden’s hips.

“Relax,” Marie murmured, though her tone brooked no argument. “This is going to hurt at first. But I promise, you’ll love it.”

Hayden barely had time to brace herself before Marie thrust into her, the dildo stretching her in ways she’d never thought possible. She cried out, her nails digging into the bench as Marie began to move, each thrust deeper, harder than the last.

The pain was sharp, intense, but it quickly melted into something else—something blissful. Hayden could feel herself unraveling, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge of euphoria.

When she finally came, it was explosive, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. She screamed, her body convulsing as Marie fucked her through it, relentless and unyielding.

When it was over, Hayden collapsed onto the bench, her body spent, her mind reeling. Marie stepped away, removing the strap-on with a satisfied smirk.

“You did well,” she said, her voice soft but approving. “Your secret is safe with me. But if you ever want to experience more… you know where to find me.”

Hayden’s heart raced as she looked up at Marie, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She shouldn’t want this. She shouldn’t. But as Marie’s words sank in, she found herself nodding, a small, eager smile tugging at her lips.

“Good girl,” Marie whispered, her eyes gleaming with promise. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Marie helped her to her feet, Hayden couldn’t help but wonder what other pleasures awaited her in this dark, forbidden world. She craved more. Needed more. And as Marie’s hand brushed against her skin, she knew she’d do whatever it took to find out.

“What… what else do you have in mind?” Hayden asked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Marie’s smile was slow, deliberate, and utterly intoxicating. “Oh, Hayden… you have no idea.”

24 - BOUND BY AMBITION

FF / Medical / BDSM / College / Age Gap / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo

Imari’s heart raced as her eyes scanned the bulletin board outside her biology lecture hall. The flyer was simple—white with bold, blue lettering—but it caught her attention immediately. Cardiology Seminar: Exploring the Heart of Medicine. She’d been dreaming of becoming a doctor for as long as she could remember, and cardiology had always fascinated her. The idea of holding someone’s heart in her hands—literally saving lives—was the kind of ambition that kept her up at night. She scribbled down the details and made a mental note to clear her schedule.

The seminar was held in a sleek, modern auditorium on the other side of campus. Imari arrived early, clutching her notebook like a lifeline. She found a seat near the front, her pulse quickening as the lights dimmed and the speaker stepped onto the stage. Dr. Martina Thomas was everything Imari had imagined and more. Tall, confident, and radiating authority, she commanded the room with ease. Her voice was smooth, her words deliberate, and Imari hung on every one of them.

When the lecture ended, Imari lingered, hoping for a chance to introduce herself. She hovered near the stage, her stomach in knots, until Dr. Thomas noticed her.

“You’re the one who asked that insightful question about mitral valve repair, aren’t you?” Martina asked, her lips curving into a warm smile.

Imari’s cheeks flushed. “Yes, that was me. I’m Imari. I’m studying pre-med.”

Martina nodded, her gaze appraising. “Well, Imari, you’ve got a sharp mind. I can see the talent in you.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a business card, handing it to Imari with a flourish. “If you’re serious about cardiology, give me a call. I have an internship opportunity that might interest you.”

Imari’s fingers trembled as she took the card. “Thank you, Dr. Thomas. I—I’ll definitely call.”

—

A few days later, Imari mustered the courage to dial the number.

Martina picked up on the second ring, her voice as smooth as ever. “Imari, I’m glad you called. How about we meet? I’d like to discuss the internship in more detail.”

Imari agreed, expecting to meet at Martina’s office. But when Martina gave her the address, it was clear they’d be meeting at her home. Imari hesitated for a moment, but curiosity—and ambition—got the better of her. She couldn’t pass up this chance.

Martina’s house was a sprawling modern mansion tucked away in an upscale neighborhood. Imari’s breath caught as she stepped inside. The interior was sleek and stylish, all clean lines and expensive finishes.

Martina greeted Imari at the door, dressed in a form-fitting blouse and tailored slacks that accentuated her figure. “Welcome, Imari. I’m so glad you could make it.”

She led Imari to the living room, where a bottle of wine and two glasses waited on the coffee table. “I thought we could relax a bit before we talk shop,” Martina said, pouring a glass and handing it to Imari. “Cheers to new opportunities.”

Imari sipped the wine, the rich flavor warming her from the inside out. They talked about medicine, about Imari’s dreams, about Martina’s career. The conversation flowed easily, laced with a subtle undercurrent of something Imari couldn’t quite put her finger on. Martina’s gaze lingered on her longer than necessary, her smiles a little too deliberate.

“You know,” Martina said, setting her glass down, “I see a lot of myself in you. Ambitious. Driven. Willing to do whatever it takes to succeed.”

Imari’s heart skipped a beat. “I want this more than anything.”

Martina leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Then let me help you. I can open doors for you, Imari. But you have to trust me.”

Before Imari could respond, Martina stood and offered her hand. “Come with me.”

Imari hesitated, her mind racing. This wasn’t what she’d expected. But the promise of the internship—of achieving her dreams—was too tempting to resist. She took Martina’s hand and let herself be led down the hall to the master bedroom.

The room was spacious and luxurious, dominated by a large bed with crisp white linens. Martina closed the door behind them, her gaze locking onto Imari’s. “Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice soft but firm.

Imari swallowed hard. “Yes.”

Martina smiled, her hands moving to the buttons of Imari’s blouse. “Good.”

Imari’s breath hitched as Martina undressed her, her fingers deft and unhurried. She stepped out of her clothes, her skin prickling under Martina’s appraising gaze. Then Martina began to undress, revealing a body that was nothing short of breathtaking. Her curves were perfect, her skin smooth and flawless. Imari felt a surge of heat low in her belly, her body responding in ways she hadn’t anticipated.

Martina reached into a drawer and pulled out a handful of silk scarves. “Lie down,” she instructed, her tone gentle but commanding.

Imari obeyed, her heart pounding as Martina tied her wrists to the bedposts. The silk was soft against her skin, but the restraints were firm, leaving her completely at Martina’s mercy. Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—nervousness, excitement, and a growing desire she couldn’t ignore.

Martina retrieved a feather from the bedside table and trailed it lightly over Imari’s body. The sensation was maddening, sending shivers down her spine.

Imari squirmed, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps. “Relax,” Martina murmured, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Let yourself feel.”

Imari’s body responded as if it had a mind of its own, her skin tingling with every touch.

Martina continued her ministrations, her movements deliberate and teasing. She reached for a vibrator, turning it on and holding it just out of reach. “Do you want this?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Imari nodded, her voice trembling. “Yes.”

Martina smirked, inching the vibrator closer. “Beg for it.”

Imari’s cheeks burned, but the words spilled out before she could stop them. “Please. Please, I need it.”

Martina rewarded her by pressing the vibrator against her clit, the sudden sensation drawing a sharp gasp from Imari’s lips. She writhed against the restraints, her body trembling with need. Martina knew exactly how to play her, alternating between gentle and intense, keeping Imari on the edge.

When Martina finally set the vibrator aside, Imari thought she might collapse from the ache of unfinished pleasure. But Martina wasn’t done. She reached for a large dildo, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Ready for more?”

Imari’s breath hitched, but she nodded. She was past the point of hesitation. She needed this—needed her—more than anything.

Martina smirked and positioned herself between Imari’s legs. She teased her entrance, watching Imari’s face as she pushed the dildo inside. Imari’s back arched, her body clamping down around the intrusion. Martina moved with purpose, each thrust driving Imari closer to the edge. And then, just when Imari thought she couldn’t take any more, Martina slipped a finger into her ass.

The dual sensation was overwhelming, sending Imari over the edge with a cry of pleasure. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her. Martina didn’t stop until Imari was completely spent, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath.

Martina untied the scarves with a satisfied smile, running her fingers over the faint marks left on Imari’s wrists. “You were amazing,” she said, her voice soft but full of approval. “I knew you had it in you.”

Imari was still reeling, her mind struggling to process what had just happened. But Martina’s next words brought her back to reality. “The internship is yours, Imari. You’ve earned it.”

A mix of emotions flooded her—relief, excitement, and a lingering sense of something deeper—but she pushed them aside for now. “Thank you, Martina,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm inside her.

Martina leaned down and pressed a kiss to Imari’s forehead. “You’re going to do great things. I can’t wait to see what’s next.”

25 - THE STRIPPER’S SUBMISSION


FF / BDSM / Stripper / Wealthy / Flogger / Vibrating Butt Plug / Dildo

“You’re trembling,” Melissa murmured, her voice low and smooth as she ran a finger down Deidre’s spine. “But I think you like it.”

Deidre’s breath caught in her throat, her body pressed against the cool leather bench, her hands gripping the edges tightly. The sting of the flogger still lingered on her skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth pooling between her thighs. She hadn’t expected this when she agreed to come home with Melissa, but now, she couldn’t imagine being anywhere else.

“Do you want more?” Melissa asked, her tone teasing as she stepped closer, the sound of her heels echoing in the dimly lit dungeon.

Deidre nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Melissa smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good girl.”

—

It had started hours earlier, in the dimly lit strip club where Deidre worked. She’d been on stage, moving to the rhythm of the music, her body swaying as she tried to ignore the eyes watching her. She was used to the attention, but tonight, one pair of eyes stood out. They belonged to a woman—Melissa—who sat at the edge of the stage, her gaze intense and unwavering.

When Deidre finished her set, Melissa approached her, a confident smile on her lips. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’d love to take you home.”

Deidre hesitated. She wasn’t in the habit of going home with customers, but there was something about Melissa that intrigued her. Maybe it was the way she carried herself, or the way her eyes seemed to see right through her. Whatever it was, Deidre found herself nodding.

—

After her shift, Melissa picked her up in a sleek black car, the interior as luxurious as the woman herself. They drove to a sprawling estate, the kind of place Deidre had only seen in movies. Inside, Melissa led her down a staircase to the basement, where the air was cooler and the walls were lined with leather and steel.

Deidre’s eyes widened as she took in the room—a BDSM dungeon, complete with restraints, toys, and a leather bench in the center. “What is this?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Melissa turned to her, a playful smile on her lips. “This is where I play. And I’d like to play with you.”

Deidre’s heart raced. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought excited her in a way she couldn’t explain. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered.

Melissa stepped closer, her hand brushing against Deidre’s arm. “I’ll make it worth your while,” she said, her voice low and seductive. “More than you’ve ever made in a night at the club.”

That was all it took. Deidre nodded, her body already responding to the promise in Melissa’s words.

—

Now, bent over the leather bench, Deidre felt a mix of anticipation and nervousness as Melissa picked up the flogger again. The first strike landed on her back, the sensation sharp and electric. She gasped, her fingers tightening on the bench as another strike followed, then another. Each one sent a jolt through her body, leaving her skin tingling and her mind hazy.

Melissa paused, running her hand over the reddened skin. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured, her touch gentle now. “But I think you’re ready for more.”

Deidre’s heart pounded as Melissa reached for something else—a vibrating butt plug. She felt a surge of excitement mixed with apprehension as Melissa coated it with lube and pressed it against her entrance. The sensation was intense as it slid inside, filling her in a way that made her gasp. When Melissa turned it on, the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her moan softly.

“That’s it,” Melissa said, her voice filled with approval. “Let yourself feel it.”

Deidre’s body trembled as Melissa secured her wrists and ankles to the bench with leather restraints. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also incredibly aroused. Her mind was a whirlwind of sensations—the sting of the flogger, the vibrations of the plug, the cool leather beneath her skin.

Then Melissa picked up a large dildo, its size making Deidre’s breath catch. She watched as Melissa coated it with lube, her anticipation growing with each passing second. When Melissa pressed it against her entrance, Deidre’s body tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing it to slide inside.

The stretch was intense, filling her completely as Melissa began to move it in and out. The combination of the dildo and the vibrating plug was overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure through her body that made her moan loudly. Her hips moved instinctively, matching Melissa’s rhythm as the sensations built inside her.

“That’s it,” Melissa encouraged, her voice filled with satisfaction. “Let go.”

Deidre’s body convulsed as she came, the pleasure crashing over her in waves that left her trembling and breathless. Melissa continued to move the dildo inside her, prolonging the sensations until Deidre was gasping for air.

When Melissa finally stopped and unbuckled the restraints, Deidre’s body felt limp and spent. She turned to look at Melissa, her eyes filled with a mix of awe and desire.

“You were amazing,” Melissa said, her voice soft but filled with admiration. “I’d like you to be my submissive.”

Deidre’s heart raced at the thought. She’d never considered something like this before, but now, it felt right. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice filled with certainty.

Melissa smiled and reached for a collar, fastening it around Deidre’s neck. The weight of it felt strange but also comforting, a symbol of their new dynamic.

As they left the dungeon and headed upstairs, Deidre couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement for what was to come. She had no idea what the future held, but she knew one thing for sure—she couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

26 - THE ART OF PLEASURE

FF / College / BDSM / Age Gap / Fingering / Bondage / Wax Play / Vibrator

Dani’s fingers trembled as she dabbed her brush into the crimson paint, smearing it across the canvas in uneven strokes. The studio was empty except for her—most students had already left—but she couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Then she heard it: the soft click of heels on hardwood.

Dr. Cynthia Morton.

Cynthia leaned over her shoulder, close enough that Dani caught the scent of jasmine and something richer, darker. “You have an eye for color,” she murmured, her breath warm against Dani’s ear. “But you’re holding back.”

Dani swallowed hard. “I—I don’t know how to fix it.”

Cynthia’s hand closed over hers, guiding the brush in slow, fluid arcs. “Art isn’t about control,” she said, lips brushing Dani’s temple. “It’s about surrender.” Her grip tightened just enough to make Dani’s pulse jump. “Come to my place tonight. I’ll show you.”

The invitation sent heat curling low in Dani’s stomach. She nodded before she could second-guess herself.

_

Cynthia’s loft was nothing like the sterile lecture halls Dani was used to—high ceilings draped in silk, walls lined with canvases that looked more like fantasies than paintings. A single lamp cast everything in gold and shadow.

“Sit,” Cynthia said, nodding toward an easel set up near the window.

Dani obeyed, but her hands still shook as she picked up a fresh brush. Cynthia circled behind her, fingers tracing idle patterns along her shoulders. “Relax,” she murmured. “Let me help you.”

Her touch drifted lower, skimming down Dani’s arms until her palms pressed flat against Dani’s thighs. The contact burned through the thin fabric of her skirt.

“You’re tense,” Cynthia observed, lips grazing the shell of Dani’s ear. “Do you want me to stop?”

Dani exhaled shakily. “No.”

Cynthia smiled against her skin. “Good.”

Her hands slid higher, pushing Dani’s thighs apart with deliberate pressure. The first real touch—fingertips tracing the dampening fabric between her legs—made Dani gasp.

“See?” Cynthia whispered, dragging her nails lightly over the seam of Dani’s panties. “Already so responsive.”

Dani arched into the touch, hips lifting instinctively. Cynthia chuckled, low and knowing, before hooking her fingers into the waistband of Dani’s underwear and pulling them down just enough to expose her.

The cool air against her bare skin made Dani shiver. Then Cynthia’s fingers were there—no teasing this time, just firm strokes through slick heat.

“Fuck,” Dani choked out, thighs trembling.

Cynthia hummed approval. “That’s it.” She pressed two fingers inside without warning, curling them just right to drag a moan from Dani’s throat. “You take direction so well.”

Dani could only whimper as Cynthia worked her deeper, each thrust sending sparks up her spine. When Cynthia added a third finger, stretching her open, Dani nearly sobbed from the stretch.

“Look at you,” Cynthia murmured, watching Dani’s face twist with pleasure. “Perfect.”

She crooked her fingers again, harder this time, and Dani came with a cry, back bowing off the chair as her orgasm crashed over her.

Cynthia didn’t let up—just kept fucking her through it until Dani was squirming from oversensitivity. Only then did she withdraw, licking her fingers clean with a satisfied smirk.

“Bedroom,” she ordered, standing and offering a hand. “Now.”

Dani took it without hesitation.

_

The sheets were cool against Dani’s bare skin as Cynthia pushed her onto the bed. Ropes slithered across the mattress—dark silk against white linen—as Cynthia secured Dani’s wrists to the headboard with practiced ease.

“Trust me?” Cynthia asked, trailing a fingertip down Dani’s sternum.

Dani nodded breathlessly.

The first drop of wax hit just above her nipple—sharp heat that melted into a throbbing sting. Dani gasped, back arching as more followed, each one branding her skin with fleeting pain before fading into warmth.

Cynthia watched her reactions closely, adjusting the height of the candle with precise movements. “Beautiful,” she murmured when Dani whimpered at a particularly searing drop.

Then something else pressed between her legs—vibrations humming against her clit before she even registered the toy in Cynthia’s hand.

“Oh god—” Dani thrashed against the ropes as pleasure spiked through her again, raw and electric.

Cynthia didn’t slow down. She pushed two fingers back inside Dani’s dripping cunt while the vibrator kept circling relentlessly. The dual sensation was overwhelming—stretching and buzzing and coiling tighter until—

Dani came so hard she saw stars, body locking up as waves of pleasure wracked her. Cynthia didn’t stop until Dani was limp and gasping beneath her.

Only then did she untie the ropes, pressing a kiss to each reddened wrist before sliding up Dani’s body to claim her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss.

“Mine,” Cynthia breathed against her lips.

Dani shuddered but didn’t argue.

A collar gleamed in Cynthia’s palm when she pulled back—black leather lined with soft suede. She fastened it around Dani’s throat with a click that felt final.

“Say it,” Cynthia demanded, fingers tightening in Dani’s hair.

Dani licked her lips. “I’m yours.”

27 - CELLMATE ATTRACTION

FF / BDSM / Prison / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / Cunnilingus

The cell door slammed shut behind Erica with a metallic clang that echoed down the dimly lit corridor. She stood frozen, her heart pounding in her chest, the weight of her new reality pressing down on her shoulders. The air smelled faintly of bleach and something stale, a reminder that this was now her home. Her fingers tightened around the thin mattress she’d been given, her knuckles whitening as she took in the small, cramped space.

Shea was already there, lounging on the bottom bunk like she owned the place—which, in a way, she did. Her dreadlocks were tied back, revealing sharp cheekbones and a smirk that made Erica’s stomach twist. Shea’s dark eyes flicked up, scanning Erica from head to toe, and the corner of her mouth lifted in a way that felt both mocking and… something else. Something that made Erica’s skin prickle.

“New fish,” Shea said, her voice low and smooth, like honey poured over gravel. “You’re in my house now. You follow my rules.”

Erica swallowed hard, her throat dry. She didn’t respond, just set her mattress on the top bunk and climbed up, trying to ignore the way Shea’s gaze followed her every move. The first few days were tense. Shea barked orders—when to shower, when to eat, when to shut up. Erica hated it. Hated her. But at night, lying in the dark, she couldn’t stop thinking about the way Shea’s muscles flexed under her tank top, the way her voice sent a shiver down her spine. It was confusing, infuriating, and… thrilling.

One night, after lights out, Erica heard Shea shift below her. The sound of sheets rustling filled the silence, and then Shea’s voice cut through the darkness. “You’re not so bad, you know.”

Erica froze, her breath catching. “What?”

“As cellmates go,” Shea continued, her tone softer than usual. “You’re quiet. Don’t cause trouble. I can work with that.”

Erica’s heart raced. She didn’t know what to say, but the words spilled out before she could stop them. “I… I like you, too.”

There was a pause, and then Shea laughed—a low, rich sound that made Erica’s stomach flip. “You like me, huh? You sure about that?”

Erica’s cheeks burned, but she nodded, even though Shea couldn’t see her. “Yeah. I am.”

Shea sat up, the bed creaking under her weight. “Prove it.”

Erica’s pulse quickened. “How?”

“Get down here.”

Erica hesitated for a moment before climbing down from the top bunk. She stood awkwardly in front of Shea, her hands trembling at her sides. Shea looked her up and down, her expression unreadable. Then she stood, towering over Erica, and reached out to cup her chin. Her touch was firm but not rough, and Erica’s breath hitched.

“Take off your clothes,” Shea said, her voice steady.

Erica’s eyes widened, but she didn’t argue. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her uniform shirt, her hands shaking as she peeled it off. Shea watched her intently, her gaze burning into Erica’s skin. When Erica was down to her bra and panties, Shea stepped closer, her body heat radiating against Erica’s bare skin.

“All of it,” Shea murmured.

Erica obeyed, slipping off her bra and letting it fall to the floor. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a shaky breath. She stood there, completely exposed, her heart pounding in her chest.

Shea’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of bare skin. Then she reached for the hem of her own shirt and pulled it over her head, revealing a toned, muscular torso that made Erica’s mouth go dry. Shea’s hands went to the waistband of her pants, and she pushed them down, stepping out of them with ease. She stood there, naked and confident, and Erica couldn’t look away.

Shea grabbed Erica’s wrist and pulled her closer, turning her around and positioning her over one knee. Erica gasped as Shea’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp slap. The sting was immediate, but so was the rush of heat that flooded her body. Shea spanked her again, harder this time, and Erica moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily.

“You like that?” Shea asked, her voice low and teasing.

Erica nodded, her face flushed. “Yes.”

Shea’s fingers trailed down Erica’s back, sending shivers through her body. They dipped between her thighs, brushing against her wetness, and Erica gasped. Shea’s touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her as she explored Erica’s pussy with slow, deliberate strokes.

“You’re so wet,” Shea murmured, her breath hot against Erica’s ear. “You want more?”

“Yes,” Erica whispered, her voice trembling.

Shea slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Erica cried out, her body arching into the touch. Shea added a third finger, stretching Erica open, and the sensation was overwhelming. Erica’s hips rocked against Shea’s hand, chasing the pleasure that was building inside her.

Shea reached for the laces of Erica’s shoes and quickly tied them around Erica’s wrists, securing them to the bed frame. Erica was completely at her mercy now, and the thought sent a thrill through her. Shea leaned down, her lips brushing against Erica’s neck as she whispered, “Let me take care of you.”

Shea’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down Erica’s back until she reached her ass. She kissed each cheek softly before spreading Erica’s legs wider and burying her face between them. Erica gasped as Shea’s tongue found her clit, licking and sucking with a skill that left her trembling.

Shea added a finger, then another, pumping them in and out of Erica as she continued to lick and suck. The combination of sensations was too much—Erica’s body tensed, her pussy gripping Shea’s fingers as she came with a loud cry. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her breathless and shaking.

Shea untied the laces and helped Erica onto the bed, pulling her into a tight embrace. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice firm but gentle.

Erica nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. “Yours.”

28 - LOCKED IN THE MALL

FF / BDSM / Public / Butch Femme / Flogger / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Dildo

“You’re locked in,” Lex said, her voice low and steady, a smirk playing on her lips as she leaned against the doorframe.

Kiki blinked, her heart racing as she glanced back at the mall entrance, the glass doors now firmly shut, the lights dimmed. She turned to Lex, the butch security guard who had appeared out of nowhere, her uniform crisp, her stance confident.

“What do you mean, locked in?” Kiki asked, her voice trembling slightly. She clutched her shopping bags tighter, the weight of them suddenly feeling heavier.

Lex shrugged, her eyes scanning Kiki from head to toe, a flicker of something unreadable in her gaze. “Mall’s closed. You missed the last call. Happens more often than you’d think.”

Kiki’s stomach dropped. “But… I didn’t hear any announcements. I was just in the last store—”

“Don’t worry,” Lex interrupted, stepping closer. Her boots were silent on the polished floor, but her presence was anything but. “I got the keys. I’ll let you out.”

Kiki breathed a sigh of relief. But there was something about Lex that made her want to stay. “Thank you. I’m so sorry for causing all this trouble.”

Lex tilted her head, her smirk widening. “No trouble at all. But if you’re up for a little adventure, I could show you around the part of the mall that guests don’t usually get to see.”

Kiki hesitated, but something about Lex’s confidence was intoxicating. “Okay, where are we going?”

Lex didn’t answer right away. Instead, she turned and gestured for Kiki to follow. “Come on. I’ll show you.”

Kiki trailed after her, her heels clicking softly against the floor. They walked through the empty mall, the silence eerie but somehow thrilling. Lex led her to a nondescript door marked “Staff Only” and pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit corridor.

They walked down the corridor, the air growing cooler, the walls lined with pipes and wires. Kiki’s heart pounded in her chest, but she couldn’t deny the excitement bubbling inside her. Finally, they reached another door, this one unmarked. Lex pulled out a key and unlocked it, pushing it open to reveal a room that made Kiki’s breath catch.

The room was small but meticulously arranged. A bed dominated the center, its black sheets neatly made. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of BDSM equipment—floggers, restraints, feathers, and more. Kiki’s eyes widened as she took it all in, her pulse quickening.

“This is… your secret playroom?” Kiki asked, her voice shaky.

Lex nodded, leaning against the doorframe again, her arms crossed. “Yep. My little sanctuary. What do you think?”

Kiki didn’t know what to think. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shock, curiosity, and something else she couldn’t quite name. “I… I don’t know.”

Lex stepped closer, her gaze intense. “You’re curious, though. I can see it in your eyes.”

Kiki bit her lip, unable to deny it. “Maybe.”

Lex smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent shivers down Kiki’s spine. “Want to play?”

Kiki hesitated, but only for a moment. “Yes.”

Lex’s smile widened. “Good. Get naked.”

Kiki’s heart raced as she set her bags down and began to undress, her hands trembling slightly. She could feel Lex’s eyes on her, watching every move, and it only heightened her arousal. When she was finally bare, she stood there, exposed and vulnerable, but also exhilarated.

“Bend over the bed,” Lex instructed, her voice firm but not unkind.

Kiki obeyed, her body tingling with anticipation. She bent over the edge of the bed, her hands gripping the sheets tightly. She heard Lex move behind her, the sound of something being picked up from the shelf. Then, without warning, she felt the first strike of the flogger against her skin.

She gasped, the pain sharp but quickly melting into pleasure. Lex struck her again and again, each hit sending waves of sensation through her body. Kiki moaned, her hips rocking involuntarily as the pleasure built inside her.

“You like that?” Lex asked, her voice low and husky.

“Yes,” Kiki breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Lex set the flogger aside and grabbed a pair of restraints, quickly binding Kiki’s wrists to the bed frame. Kiki tugged at them experimentally, the feeling of being restrained only adding to her arousal. Lex then picked up a feather and began to trail it lightly over Kiki’s skin, teasing and tickling her in equal measure.

Kiki squirmed, her breath coming in short gasps as the feather danced over her sensitive flesh. “Please,” she begged, though she wasn’t even sure what she was begging for.

Lex chuckled softly and set the feather aside. She knelt between Kiki’s legs, her breath warm against Kiki’s skin as she leaned in and began to lick and suck at her pussy. Kiki cried out, her hips bucking as Lex’s tongue worked its magic. The pleasure was overwhelming, building rapidly until Kiki was on the edge of release.

But Lex didn’t let her cum just yet. She pulled away and grabbed a dildo from the shelf, lubing it up quickly before pressing it against Kiki’s entrance. Kiki moaned as Lex pushed it inside her, filling her completely. Lex began to thrust it in and out, each movement driving Kiki closer to the edge.

“Oh god,” Kiki gasped, her body trembling with pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

Lex didn’t. She kept up the pace, her movements steady and relentless until Kiki finally came undone, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of ecstasy. She cried out, her body convulsing as she rode out the intense pleasure.

When it was over, Lex released the restraints and helped Kiki to her feet. They dressed in silence, the air between them charged with unspoken words. Lex led Kiki back through the corridor and to the mall entrance, unlocking the door and holding it open for her.

As Kiki stepped outside into the cool night air, she couldn’t help but wonder if it had all been a dream. But then she looked down at her wrists, seeing the faint marks left by the restraints, and knew it had been real. She got into her car and drove away, her mind still reeling from the experience.

29 - LOST IN PARIS

FF / BDSM / Romantic / Age Gap / Wax Play / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Marie’s heart raced as she stood on the cobblestone street, clutching her map tightly. The Parisian streets twisted and turned in ways that made no sense to her, and the more she tried to find her hotel, the more lost she became. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over the city, but the beauty of it was lost on her in her growing panic. She glanced around, hoping for a familiar landmark, but everything looked the same—charming yet disorienting.

“Excusez-moi,” a smooth, confident voice called out from behind her.

Marie turned to see a woman approaching, her heels tapping softly against the stones. She was older, perhaps in her early forties, with dark, wavy hair that framed her face perfectly. Her eyes were sharp, almost predatory, but her smile was warm. “You look lost. Can I help?”

Marie hesitated, her cheeks flushing. “I… yes, I think so. I’m trying to find my hotel, but I can’t seem to figure out this map.”

The woman chuckled, a low, melodic sound that sent a shiver down Marie’s spine. “Maps are tricky here. I’m Chandra. Let me help you.” She extended a hand, and Marie took it, feeling the warmth of her skin against her own.

As they walked, Chandra kept up a steady stream of conversation, her voice smooth and inviting. She asked Marie about her trip, her interests, her life back home. Marie found herself opening up more than she intended, drawn in by Chandra’s charm. There was something magnetic about her, something that made Marie feel both nervous and excited.

“You’re very beautiful,” Chandra said suddenly, her gaze lingering on Marie’s face. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Marie’s cheeks burned. “Um… thank you. Not really.”

Chandra smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Well, they should have. You have a certain… innocence about you. It’s refreshing.”

Marie didn’t know how to respond, so she stayed silent, her heart pounding in her chest. They turned down a narrow alleyway, the buildings closing in around them. Chandra stopped in front of a tall, elegant building and gestured toward the door. “This is my place. Why don’t we stop in for a drink before I take you to your hotel? It’s just up the street.”

Marie hesitated, glancing at the building and then back at Chandra. Something in Chandra’s eyes made her stomach flutter, a mix of curiosity and something else she couldn’t quite name. “Okay,” she said softly.

Chandra’s apartment was as elegant as she was, with high ceilings, plush furniture, and soft lighting that created an intimate atmosphere. Marie followed her into the bedroom, her breath catching as she saw the room’s contents. The walls were lined with shelves holding various items—ropes, cuffs, candles, and other things Marie couldn’t identify but that made her pulse quicken.

Chandra turned to her, her expression calm but intense. “Do you want to play?” she asked, her voice low and inviting.

Marie’s mouth went dry. She should say no. She should leave. But the way Chandra was looking at her, the way her body seemed to radiate confidence and control, made it impossible to refuse. “Yes,” she whispered.

Chandra stepped closer, her hands reaching for the hem of Marie’s shirt. She lifted it slowly, revealing Marie’s pale skin inch by inch. Marie shivered as the cool air hit her body, but Chandra’s touch was warm, her fingers trailing lightly over Marie’s stomach as she pulled the shirt over her head. Next came the bra, and Marie felt a rush of vulnerability as her breasts were exposed to Chandra’s gaze.

Chandra’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of Marie’s body. “Beautiful,” she murmured, her hands moving to Marie’s waistband. She undid the button and zipper with practiced ease, sliding the jeans down Marie’s legs until she stood there in nothing but her panties.

Marie’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Chandra knelt before her, her hands running up Marie’s thighs. “So soft,” Chandra whispered, her lips brushing against Marie’s skin. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Marie’s panties and pulled them down, leaving Marie completely bare.

Chandra stood again, her eyes never leaving Marie’s as she began to undress herself. She removed her blouse first, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Her skirt followed, and then her stockings, until she stood before Marie in just her lingerie. Marie couldn’t help but stare, her body tingling with anticipation.

Chandra took Marie’s hand and led her to the bed, guiding her to lie down on the soft sheets. She reached for a candle on the nightstand and lit it, the flame flickering gently. “Relax,” Chandra said, her voice soothing. “I’ll take care of you.”

Marie watched as Chandra tilted the candle, letting a drop of hot wax fall onto her stomach. She gasped at the sudden heat, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through her. Chandra did it again, this time on her thigh, and then on her breast, each drop sending a jolt of sensation through Marie’s body.

Chandra leaned down, her lips brushing against the wax-covered skin as she kissed it gently. Her mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down Marie’s stomach until she reached the apex of her thighs. Marie’s breath caught as Chandra’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending a wave of pleasure through her.

Chandra teased her mercilessly, licking and sucking but never giving Marie what she truly wanted. Marie moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as she begged for more. Chandra smiled against her skin, clearly enjoying the control she had over Marie’s body.

Finally, Chandra reached for a large dildo on the nightstand, holding it up for Marie to see. “Are you ready?” she asked, her voice thick with desire.

Marie nodded eagerly, her body trembling with anticipation. Chandra positioned the dildo at her entrance and pushed it in slowly, stretching Marie open. The sensation was overwhelming, and Marie cried out as Chandra thrust it deeper and deeper inside her.

The rhythm was relentless, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through Marie’s body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing louder with each movement. When she finally came, it was with a scream, her body convulsing as pleasure consumed her.

Chandra slowed her movements, allowing Marie to ride out the waves of her orgasm before pulling the dildo out gently. She leaned down to kiss Marie softly, their lips meeting in a tender moment of connection.

“You were amazing,” Chandra whispered against her lips.

Marie smiled shyly, still catching her breath. “Thank you.”

They lay there for a while, their bodies entwined, before Chandra finally spoke again. “We should get you back to your hotel.”

Marie nodded reluctantly, not wanting the night to end but knowing it had to. As they dressed and walked back to the hotel, Marie couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened. She felt different somehow, more alive than she had in years.

When they reached the hotel lobby, Chandra turned to her with a smile. “I’d like to see you again before you leave Paris.”

Marie’s heart skipped a beat. “I’d like that too.”

Chandra leaned in and kissed her softly one last time before turning and walking away. Marie watched her go, a mix of emotions swirling inside her. As she entered the lobby, she thought about their next encounter, her heart racing with excitement.

30 - A SORORITY HAZING

FFFFF / College / BDSM / Group Sex / Sixty-nine / Dildo

The night air was thick with anticipation as Janney walked up the stone steps to the Delta Kappa Lesbo sorority house. Her heart raced, her hands trembling slightly as she clutched the hem of her dress.

Janney wanted this so badly—to be part of something, to belong. The flickering glow of lanterns lined the path, casting long shadows across the lawn. She could hear faint laughter and the clink of glasses from inside, a muffled hum of excitement that made her stomach twist.

This is it, she thought, taking a deep breath. I can do this.

She pushed open the heavy wooden door, stepping into a world that felt both foreign and alluring. The room was alive with energy, the walls adorned with colorful banners and photos of past sisters. A group of girls in various states of revelry turned to look at her, their eyes assessing, curious. At the center of it all stood Gigi, the chapter president.

Gigi was everything Janney wasn’t—commanding, confident, intoxicating. Her dark skin shimmered under the soft lights, her obsidian eyes locking onto Janney’s as if she could see right through her. Her long black hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall, framing a face that exuded authority. Janney swallowed hard, feeling small under that gaze.

“Welcome, pledge,” Gigi said, her voice smooth but laced with an edge. “You ready to prove yourself?”

Janney nodded quickly, her voice catching in her throat. “Yes, I am.”

Gigi smirked, motioning to a table lined with open cans of beer. “Then let’s start with the basics. Chug one.”

Janney hesitated for a moment before grabbing a can, her fingers brushing against the cold aluminum. She glanced around at the other new pledges—three nervous faces mirroring her own uncertainty. One of them, a girl named Daisy, gave her a reassuring smile. Janney nodded back, steeling herself, and tilted the can to her lips.

The bitter liquid burned as it slid down her throat, but she kept going, forcing herself to finish. The room erupted in cheers as she slammed the empty can onto the table. Her head swam almost immediately, the alcohol hitting her harder than she expected. Her cheeks flushed, and she giggled nervously, feeling lighter, looser.

“Good job,” Gigi said, her tone approving. “But we’re just getting started.”

The next hour blurred by in a haze of laughter, dares, and more drinks. Janney found herself laughing harder than she had in weeks, her shyness melting away under the warmth of camaraderie. But then the atmosphere shifted. Gigi clapped her hands, silencing the room.

“Alright, ladies,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur. “Time for the real initiation. Follow me.”

The four pledges exchanged uneasy glances, but no one dared to protest. They followed Gigi upstairs, their footsteps echoing on the creaky wooden floorboards. Gigi led them to a bedroom at the end of the hall, pushing the door open with a dramatic flair. Inside, the dim lighting cast shadows that seemed to dance on the walls.

Janney’s breath hitched as she stepped inside. Two of the other pledges were already there, standing awkwardly by the bed. Gigi closed the door behind them, leaving them trapped in the intimate space. Janney felt Daisy step closer to her, their arms brushing.

“Strip,” Gigi commanded, her voice sharp yet seductive.

Janney blinked, unsure if she’d heard correctly. But then one of the other girls began unbuttoning her shirt, her movements hesitant but determined. The second followed suit, shedding her clothes until they were both completely naked. Janney’s heart pounded in her chest as she watched them—her mind racing, her body frozen.

What is happening? she thought, her thoughts spinning.

“Come on,” Gigi urged, her gaze flicking to Janney and Daisy. “Don’t be shy. You want in? You have to show us you’re ready.”

Daisy reached for the hem of her tank top, pulling it over her head in one swift motion. Her breasts were small but perky, her nipples pebbling under the cool air. Janney sucked in a breath, her own hands shaking as she followed suit, peeling off her dress and underwear until she was bare.

Gigi smiled, leaning casually against the wall. “Now, let’s see what you’re made of.”

The two naked girls on the bed moved together, their bodies intertwining in a way that made Janney’s breath catch. One of them climbed onto the other, straddling her in a seated sixty-nine position. Their moans filled the room, low and guttural, as they devoured each other with abandon. Janney’s pulse throbbed in her ears, her body tingling with a mix of fear and arousal.

“Join in,” Gigi said, her voice dripping with invitation. “Show us you’re one of us.”

Janney looked at Daisy, whose wide eyes mirrored her own confusion. But then Daisy reached for her, her fingers brushing against Janney’s thigh. Janney’s breath hitched, her body betraying her as it leaned into the touch.

“Lie down,” Daisy whispered, her voice soft but firm.

Janney obeyed, stretching out on the bed beside the writhing couple. Daisy knelt between her legs, her hands resting lightly on Janney’s hips. Janney’s heart raced, her breath hitching as Daisy’s mouth descended, warm and wet.

“Oh god,” Janney gasped, her fingers threading through Daisy’s hair as the girl’s tongue delved into her. The sensation was overwhelming, raw and primal, her body igniting with pleasure.

Gigi stepped closer, handing Daisy a sleek black dildo. “Use this,” she instructed, her voice commanding.

Daisy nodded, positioning the toy at the entrance of Janney’s slick folds. Janney bit her lip, her nails digging into the sheets as Daisy slowly pushed it inside. The pressure, the fullness, sent shocks of electricity coursing through her veins.

“That’s it,” Gigi murmured, her hand sliding down to cup Daisy’s breast. “Fuck her good.”

Daisy picked up the pace, thrusting the dildo in rhythm with Janney’s rising moans. Janney’s head lolled back, her breaths coming in short gasps as she watched the other couple still locked in their embrace. The sight, combined with the relentless sensation of Daisy’s ministrations, was too much.

“I’m... I’m going to—” Janney stammered, her body tightening around the dildo.

“Let it go,” Gigi encouraged, her fingers now circling Daisy’s clit, adding another layer of stimulation.

Janney cried out, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave, flooding her senses with pure, unadulterated bliss. She collapsed against the mattress, her chest heaving as the waves of pleasure subsided.

Gigi stepped back, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. “Not bad for a first try.”

Janney opened her eyes, meeting Gigi’s gaze. Her mind was still reeling, but one thought cut through the fog: I did it.

“So... I passed?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Gigi leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from Janney’s face. “We’ll see,” she said, her tone teasing. “But you’re definitely on the right track.”

31 - FREAKY FAN MAIL

FF / Celebrity / BDSM / Kissing / Body Worship / Teasing / Oral

“Oh, Samara… yes, right there…” Amelia’s voice trembled with a mix of desperation and pleasure. Her back arched involuntarily as Samara’s tongue flicked expertly against her clit, the vibrations from the toy buried deep inside her sending shocks of ecstasy through her body.

Samara looked up, her dark eyes glinting with satisfaction. “You like that, don’t you? You like how I make you feel.”

Amelia could only nod, her breath coming in short, gasping bursts. She never imagined that a simple message from a fan would lead to this—to her deepest, most secret desires being brought to life so vividly.

***

It had all started a few weeks ago, when Amelia, a beautiful country singer, had logged into her social media account to find a string of intimate messages from a user named Samara. The messages were bold, explicit, and undeniably arousing. At first, Amelia had been taken aback, unsure of how to respond. But something about Samara’s words had stirred something within her—a longing she had kept hidden for years.

Curiosity had gotten the better of her, and she had started looking at Samara’s profile. The photos showed a woman with dark skin, a curvy figure, and long black hair that cascaded down her back. Her smile was infectious, and there was something undeniably alluring about her confidence. Amelia found herself drawn to her, unable to resist the pull.

As the days went by, the messages continued, each one more daring than the last. Amelia found herself rereading them late at night, her fingers trembling as she imagined what it would be like to experience even a fraction of what Samara described. It wasn’t long before she realized that she wanted more—that she needed more.

When her tour brought her to the city where Samara lived, Amelia knew what she had to do. She sent a private message, inviting Samara to visit her at her hotel after her concert. The response had come instantly, filled with excitement and anticipation. Amelia had felt a thrill of nervousness and excitement as she prepared for the meeting.

***

Amelia stood in front of the mirror in her hotel room, wearing a tight black dress that clung to her curves. The neckline plunged just enough to hint at the secrets beneath, and the fabric hugged her hips in a way that made her feel both powerful and exposed. She brushed her long dark hair, letting it fall around her shoulders in loose waves. Her big brown eyes sparkled with anticipation as she took one final look before heading to the door.

The knock came sooner than expected, and Amelia’s heart skipped a beat. She opened the door to reveal Samara standing there, dressed in a pair of tight jeans that accentuated her curvy figure and a revealing top that left little to the imagination. Her long black hair framed her face, and her dark eyes locked onto Amelia’s with an intensity that made her knees weak.

“Amelia,” Samara breathed, her voice a low, sultry purr. “You look amazing.”

Amelia swallowed hard, feeling a rush of heat flood her cheeks. “Thank you, Samara. Come in.”

Samara stepped into the room, her gaze never leaving Amelia’s. The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity, and Amelia felt a shiver run down her spine. She closed the door behind her, her hands shaking slightly as she turned back to face Samara.

“I… I wasn’t sure if you’d really come,” Amelia admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I was nervous you were some kind of catfish.”

Samara smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a jolt of desire straight to Amelia’s core. “I wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

Amelia took a step closer, her eyes darting to Samara’s full lips. “I’ve thought about your messages… a lot.”

Samara’s smile widened, her eyes darkening with intrigue. “And?”

Amelia reached out, placing a hand on Samara’s arm. The warmth of her skin sent a thrill of excitement through her. “And I want to see if you can give me everything you described.”

Samara’s gaze softened, and she leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Amelia’s lips. “Oh, I can,” she whispered against Amelia’s mouth. “And I will.”

Amelia melted into the kiss, her body betraying her as she pressed closer to Samara. The sensation of Samara’s lips against hers was electric, awakening desires she had long suppressed. When Samara pulled back, Amelia whimpered softly, her chest heaving with the need for more.

“Take off your dress,” Samara instructed, her voice husky with desire.

Amelia hesitated for only a moment before reaching behind her, unzipping the dress and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before Samara in nothing but her lingerie, feeling exposed but also exhilarated. Samara’s eyes roved over her body with obvious appreciation, making Amelia’s nipples tighten in response.

“Beautiful,” Samara murmured, stepping closer. She knelt down in front of Amelia, her hands sliding up Amelia’s thighs. Amelia gasped as Samara’s fingers brushed against her inner thigh, inching closer to the lace that covered her arousal.

“Wait,” Amelia begged, her voice shaky. “Please, take your time.”

Samara looked up, her dark eyes filled with promise. “As you wish.”

She began to kiss her way up Amelia’s leg, starting at her ankle and working her way slowly upward. Each kiss sent a shiver of pleasure through Amelia, making her tremble with anticipation. When Samara reached her knee, she paused, looking up at Amelia with a wicked grin.

“Enjoying this?” she asked, her voice dripping with sensuality.

Amelia nodded, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps. “Yes… please, don’t stop.”

Samara continued her journey, her kisses growing bolder as she moved higher. Amelia’s legs trembled, and she had to grip the edge of the bed to steady herself. When Samara finally reached her inner thigh, just inches away from where Amelia ached for her touch, she stopped again.

“Beg for it,” Samara commanded, her voice low and demanding.

Amelia’s heart pounded in her chest. In her career, she’d always been bold and dominant, working hard to prove herself in a male dominated industry. She had never done anything like this before, never allowed herself to be so vulnerable. But something about Samara’s authority, her confidence, made it impossible to resist.

“Please, Samara… I need… I need you,” Amelia whispered, her voice cracking with emotion.

Samara’s eyes darkened with satisfaction, and she finally granted Amelia’s wish, her tongue flicking out to trace the delicate skin just below the lace. Amelia cried out, her body arching toward Samara’s touch.

“That’s it,” Samara murmured, her voice a soothing balm to Amelia’s frazzled nerves. “Let me take care of you.”

Amelia moaned, her head falling back as Samara’s tongue danced across her sensitive skin. She could feel the heat building between her legs, the pressure growing unbearable. She needed release, needed to feel Samara’s mouth on her, needed to know if everything Samara had promised was true.

“Samara… please…” Amelia’s voice was a desperate plea, her body trembling with need.

Samara didn’t need to be told twice. With a flick of her wrist, she slipped the lace aside, exposing Amelia’s throbbing pussy. Amelia gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as Samara’s tongue made contact with her aching flesh.

“Oh God…” Amelia’s voice was barely audible, lost in the onslaught of sensations.

Samara’s tongue slid between Amelia’s folds, lapping up her juices with expert precision. Amelia’s hips bucked, seeking more of that delicious friction. Samara chuckled softly, her fingers finding Amelia’s clit and giving it a teasing pinch.

“You’re so wet for me,” Samara purred, her voice vibrating against Amelia’s hypersensitive skin. “Tell me, Amelia… how does it feel?”

Amelia couldn’t form words, her mind too consumed by the waves of pleasure crashing over her. All she could do was moan, her body jerking with each sweep of Samara’s tongue.

“Good girl,” Samara praised, her voice a soothing murmur. “Keep going like that…”

Amelia’s orgasm built rapidly, her body tightening with the promise of release. Samara’s tongue worked faster, her fingers pinching and pulling at Amelia’s clit with relentless precision. Amelia’s vision blurred, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she teetered on the edge.

“Samara… I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Yes, baby… let go,” Samara urged, her voice fierce and commanding.

With a strangled cry, Amelia’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. She felt every pulse, every spasm, as Samara’s mouth stayed firmly attached, drinking in her release.

When the tremors finally subsided, Amelia collapsed onto the bed, her body feeling like jelly. Samara crawled up beside her, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Did you like that?” she asked, her voice soft and tender.

Amelia nodded, too exhausted to speak. “Oh, Samara… that was… incredible.”

Samara smiled, leaning in to press a gentle kiss to Amelia’s forehead. “I’m glad.”

Amelia reached out, cupping Samara’s cheek. “This… our time together… it needs to stay between us. My career could be in danger if anyone found out. Can you do that for me?”

Samara nodded solemnly. “Of course. I promise, no one will ever know.”

Amelia sighed in relief, her eyes drifting shut. “Thank you. I… I hope we can do this again next time I’m in town.”

Samara’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Count on it, my beautiful singer. Count on it.”

32 - AN EMAIL FROM ELAINA

FF / BDSM / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Strap-on

“Get on the bed. Now.” Elaina’s voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Chelsea’s spine.

Chelsea hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding in her chest, but the look in Elaina’s eyes left no room for argument. She stepped forward, her bare feet sinking into the plush hotel carpet, and climbed onto the bed. The cool sheets brushed against her skin as she positioned herself on all fours, her back arched slightly, her breath already coming faster.

Elaina circled the bed like a predator, her heels silent on the carpet. She reached out, her fingers trailing lightly over Chelsea’s back, making her shiver. “Good girl,” Elaina murmured, her voice dripping with approval. “You’re going to be so good for me, aren’t you?”

Chelsea nodded, her throat dry. “Yes,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

Elaina’s hand came down hard on Chelsea’s ass, the sharp sting making her gasp. “Louder,” Elaina demanded.

“Yes!” Chelsea cried out, her voice trembling.

—

It started with an email.

Hello Chelsea. I saw your profile. I think you’re very beautiful. If you’d like to get to know each other, please send a reply. —Elaina

Attached was a photo of a beautiful woman with long dark hair. Her green eyes held a look of mystery and wisdom. Chelsea was intrigued. She quickly wrote back. As they emailed back and forth, their messages quickly became erotic.

Soon, Elaina was requesting nude photos of Chelsea, and Chelsea was discovering another side of herself—a sensual side she never knew she had.

When Elaina asked Chelsea to meet in person, Chelsea hesitated. She’d never done anything like this before. Meeting a stranger from the internet? Wasn’t that dangerous? But Elaina reassured her, and Chelsea had to admit she’d never been more turned on.

Elaina gave Chelsea the address of a downtown hotel. Chelsea’s heart raced as she got in the car, driving through the city streets.

Elaina was even more attractive than her photo. She invited Chelsea in, a smile spreading across her face.

—

Now, Chelsea stretched out on the bed, her ass still stinging from the spanking. Elaina’s eyes raked over Chelsea’s nude body, making her stomach twist.

Elaina smiled, satisfied. She moved to the side of the bed and picked up a pair of silk scarves. “Hands,” she ordered.

Chelsea obediently extended her arms. Elaina tied her wrists to the bedposts, the silk soft but unyielding. Chelsea tugged lightly at the restraints, testing them, and found them secure.

Next, Elaina reached for a pair of nipple clamps, their cold metal glinting in the dim light. She pinched one of Chelsea’s nipples, rolling it between her fingers until it was hard and sensitive, then attached the clamp. Chelsea hissed at the sudden pressure, the sensation both painful and arousing. Elaina repeated the process with the other nipple, and Chelsea’s breath quickened, her body already responding to the mix of pain and pleasure.

Elaina stepped back to admire her work. “Beautiful,” she said, her voice filled with admiration.

She reached for the strap-on dildo that lay on the dresser, fastening it around her waist with practiced ease. The sight of it made Chelsea’s stomach flutter with anticipation and nerves. Elaina climbed onto the bed behind Chelsea, positioning herself between her legs.

She ran her hands over Chelsea’s ass, spreading her cheeks slightly, and leaned down to press a kiss to the small of her back. “Relax,” she murmured, her breath warm against Chelsea’s skin. “I’m going to take care of you.”

Chelsea nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. She felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance, and she gasped as Elaina pushed inside, slowly but firmly. The stretch was intense, but Elaina gave her time to adjust, her hands soothing on Chelsea’s hips.

“That’s it,” Elaina encouraged, her voice soft but firm. “Take it all.”

Chelsea moaned as Elaina began to move, thrusting in and out with a steady rhythm. The sensation was overwhelming, the fullness and friction sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel every inch of the dildo as it slid in and out, hitting all the right spots.

Elaina’s hands tightened on Chelsea’s hips as she increased the pace, her thrusts becoming harder, deeper. Chelsea cried out, her body arching against the restraints. The clamps on her nipples added an extra layer of sensation, the pain blending with the pleasure in a way that made her head spin.

“You’re so wet,” Elaina murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction. “You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Chelsea gasped, her voice breaking on the word. “Please, don’t stop!”

Elaina chuckled darkly, her thrusts never faltering. “I’m not going anywhere,” she promised.

Chelsea’s moans grew louder as she felt herself getting closer to the edge. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. She came with a cry, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

Elaina slowed her thrusts, letting Chelsea ride out her orgasm before finally pulling out. She untied the silk scarves from Chelsea’s wrists and gently removed the nipple clamps, placing them aside. Chelsea collapsed onto the bed, her body spent and trembling.

Elaina lay down beside her, running a hand through Chelsea’s hair. “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked, her voice soft but still laced with authority.

Chelsea nodded, her eyes half-closed. “Yes,” she whispered. “It was… amazing.”

Elaina smiled, clearly pleased. “Good,” she said. “Because I want you to be my submissive. Permanently.”

Chelsea’s eyes widened slightly at the suggestion, but she didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said again, her voice firmer this time.

Elaina reached for the collar that lay on the nightstand and fastened it around Chelsea’s neck. The leather was cool against her skin, but it felt right somehow. A symbol of their new dynamic.

“Mine,” Elaina said softly, her fingers brushing over the collar. “All mine.”

Chelsea shivered at the possessive tone in Elaina’s voice, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she leaned into Elaina’s touch, a small smile playing on her lips.

33 - THE NANNY’S DISCOVERY

FFF / BDSM / Threesome / Boss Employee / Spanking / Dildo / Buttplug

Eliana's heart pounded as she carefully rearranged the items in the box, her fingers trembling. The sight of the kinky sex toys had shocked her to the core, and now she struggled to fit them back into their original positions. But no matter how hard she tried, the items seemed to have a mind of their own, refusing to align perfectly. Her breath came in short gasps as she glanced over her shoulder, half-expecting Lex or Keisha to walk in at any moment.

Eliana was a gorgeous young woman. Her dark brown hair was pulled into a slick ponytail, accentuating her feminine features. She had been Lex and Keisha’s nanny for almost a year now. She adored the wealthy lesbian couple’s children. The job seemed like a perfect fit. Lex and Keisha were always generous with Eliana, and she enjoyed her work.

"Shit," she whispered under her breath, her caramel skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat. She couldn't afford to lose this job. The children were everything to her, and she loved being their nanny. But this was something else entirely.

The door creaked open, and Eliana froze, her heart leaping into her throat. Lex stood there, her intense hazel eyes narrowing as she took in the scene before her. Keisha followed closely behind, her elegant form draped in a sexy black leather skirt and a silk blouse that clung to her curves. Both women looked every bit the wealthy, sophisticated couple they were, but right now, they exuded an air of authority that made Eliana’s knees weak.

Lex stepped forward, her dreadlocks swaying slightly with the movement. "Eliana," she said, her voice low and commanding. "What is going on here?"

Eliana's mouth went dry. "I... I was just cleaning," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't mean to..."

Keisha crossed her arms, her expensive jewelry catching the light. "Do you know what these items are for?" she asked, her tone cool and measured.

Eliana shook her head, her dark brown hair falling across her face. "No, I... I don't."

Lex stepped closer, her presence overwhelming. "We are into BDSM, Eliana. We’ve been looking for the perfect submissive for some time now. Someone who will obey without question."

Eliana's eyes widened, her mind racing. She had heard of BDSM before, but never imagined it would be something she would be involved in. Yet, the idea of pleasing Lex and Keisha, of becoming the perfect submissive for them, sent a shiver of excitement down her spine.

"Would you like to be our submissive, Eliana?" Keisha asked, her lips curling into a seductive smile.

Eliana swallowed hard, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. On one hand, she was terrified. On the other, she felt a deep, primal urge to submit, to give herself completely to these powerful women. "Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Lex's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Good girl," she murmured, reaching out to cup Eliana's chin. "Now, strip for us."

Eliana hesitated for only a moment before obeying. She pulled her tube top over her head, dropping to the floor, revealing her full breasts with brown nipples that hardened at the cool air. Next, she slid her denim skirt down her hips, stepping out of it until she stood naked before them, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

Keisha moved behind Eliana, her hands roaming over the nanny's smooth, caramel skin. "Such a beautiful girl," she purred, her fingers brushing against Eliana's soft ass. "Open your mouth."

Eliana complied, her breath hitching as Keisha slipped a ball gag between her lips, buckling it tightly behind her head. The cold metal pressed against her tongue, silencing her moans of anticipation.

Lex climbed onto the bed, positioning herself at its edge. "Come here," she commanded, and Eliana eagerly obeyed, crawling onto the mattress until she was lying face down over Lex's lap.

The first slap of Lex's hand against her bare ass stung, making Eliana gasp through the gag. The sound echoed in the room, mixing with the rustle of fabric and the soft hum of the house settling around them. Each spank was harder than the last, a rhythmic pattern that built heat in Eliana's skin and desire in her core.

Keisha knelt beside the bed, her fingers finding Eliana's clit with expert precision. She circled the sensitive nub, teasing it, making Eliana squirm and moan behind the gag. The sensation was maddening, both painful and pleasurable, a delicious torment that made Eliana's body quiver with need. Just as Eliana got close to the edge, Keisha pulled away, leaving her gasping for breath.

“Don’t stop,” Eliana pleaded, but it was no use.

“You’re under our control now,” whispered Keisha, her voice taunting.

"Such a good little submissive," Lex crooned, her hand leaving fiery trails on Eliana's ass. "Now, let's see how well you take this."

With that, Lex reached for a large butt plug from the box, its size intimidating even to someone experienced in anal play. Eliana tensed, her body instinctively resisting, but Keisha's firm grip on her clit kept her grounded, coaxing her to relax.

Lex coated the plug in lube, her touch gentle yet firm as she began to press it against Eliana's tight entrance. "Relax, baby," she instructed, her voice a soothing balm amidst the intensity. "Just breathe."

Eliana did as she was told, her breaths coming in shallow pants as the plug slowly breached her sphincter. It stretched her, filling her in a way that was both uncomfortable and thrilling. Lex worked it deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until it was deep inside her, making Eliana groan through the gag.

"Perfect," Lex praised, patting Eliana's ass softly before turning her attention to Keisha. "Your turn."

Keisha grinned, her elegance transforming into raw sexuality as she picked up a large dildo. She positioned herself between Eliana's legs, her fingers still teasing the nanny's clit as she lined the dildo up with her drenched pussy.

Eliana's eyes fluttered closed as Keisha thrust the dildo inside her, the fullness nearly overwhelming. She rocked her hips in rhythm with Keisha's movements, each thrust pushing the butt plug deeper, sending waves of sensation radiating through her body.

Lex watched, her fingers tracing lazy circles around Eliana's nipples, adding to the exciting sensations. "Look at me," she ordered, and Eliana complied, meeting her gaze with shimmering onyx eyes filled with lust and submission.

"You're doing so well," Lex encouraged, her voice deepening with arousal. "Feel that, Eliana? Feel how much we want you?"

Eliana nodded vigorously, tears of pleasure pricking at the corners of her eyes. She could feel the climax building, a wave of satisfaction that threatened to crash over her at any moment. Keisha's pace quickened, her fingers working magic on Eliana's clit, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

"That's it, baby," Keisha whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Yeah. Cum for us.”

Eliana’s pussy contracted around the dildo, her entire body convulsing with desire. Her moans were muffled by the gag, but the sounds of her pleasure filled the room, a symphony of ecstasy that left her panting and spent. Keisha withdrew the dildo and Lex gently removed the butt plug, easing her back into reality.

Lex smiled down at her, her hazel eyes glowing with satisfaction. "Such a good girl," she repeated, leaning down to kiss Eliana's cheek. "We'll have to do this again sometime."

Eliana could only nod, her body too overwhelmed to respond. She had enjoyed the threesome with the couple. Submitting to them had brought her great satisfaction.

As Lex and Keisha walked out the door, Eliana was left alone with her thoughts. Her relationship with the couple had been permanently changed. She had surprised herself, pushing her boundaries farther than she’d thought possible. Eliana looked forward to the next pleasures she would experience with Lex and Keisha.

34 - A NIGHT OF PARTYING AND PASSION

FF / BDSM / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Vibrator / Dildo

The bass from the bar’s speakers thrummed through Katie’s chest as she glanced around, her friends nowhere in sight. She sipped her drink, the ice clinking softly against the glass, and tried to ignore the knot of anxiety tightening in her stomach. The crowd was loud, the air thick with the scent of sweat and spilled beer. She felt out of place, like a puzzle piece that didn’t quite fit. That’s when she noticed her.

Mena stood at the bar, her dark hair cascading in loose waves, her red dress hugging every curve. She was older, maybe mid-thirties, with a confidence that made Katie’s cheeks flush. Their eyes met, and Mena smiled—a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down Katie’s spine. Before she could look away, Mena was walking toward her.

“You look like you could use another drink,” Mena said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet. Katie stammered something incoherent, but Mena just laughed softly and gestured to the bartender. “Vodka soda for her,” she said, then turned back to Katie. “I’m Mena.”

“Katie,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. Mena’s gaze lingered on her, and Katie felt exposed, like Mena could see right through her.

The drink arrived, and Mena handed it to her, their fingers brushing briefly. Katie took a sip, the alcohol warming her throat. “Thanks,” she said, trying to sound casual.

“You’re here with friends?” Mena asked, leaning in slightly.

Katie nodded.

“But they’ve disappeared?”

Another nod.

Mena chuckled. “Typical. Why don’t you come with me? My place is just a block away. You’ll be back before they even notice you’re gone.”

Katie hesitated, her heart pounding. She shouldn’t go. She barely knew this woman. But there was something about Mena—something magnetic. Before she could overthink it, she found herself nodding again.

—

Mena’s apartment was sleek and modern, all clean lines and soft lighting. Katie barely had time to take it in before Mena led her to the bedroom. That’s when she saw it—the equipment. Ropes, cuffs, a variety of toys neatly arranged on a shelf. Her breath caught, and she turned to Mena, wide-eyed.

“Surprised?” Mena asked, her lips curving into a smirk. Katie nodded, her mouth dry. “Don’t worry,” Mena said, stepping closer. “We’ll take it slow.”

Mena’s hands were warm as they slid up Katie’s arms, her touch sending sparks through her body. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Katie’s ear. “Let me take care of you,” she whispered, her breath hot against Katie’s skin.

Katie’s dress fell to the floor in a pool of fabric, leaving her standing there in nothing but her bra and panties. Mena’s eyes roamed over her body, and Katie felt a rush of heat between her legs. Mena stepped back, slowly unzipping her own dress and letting it slide off her shoulders. Her body was toned, her skin smooth and glowing in the dim light.

She guided Katie to the bed, her hands gentle but firm. Katie lay back, her heart racing as Mena straddled her. Mena’s lips found hers, the kiss deep and hungry. Her hands moved to Katie’s breasts, teasing her nipples through the fabric of her bra until Katie was squirming beneath her.

Mena reached for a small vibrator on the nightstand, turning it on with a soft hum. She pressed it against Katie’s nipple, the vibrations making her gasp. Mena moved it to the other nipple, then lower, tracing a path down Katie’s stomach until it reached the edge of her panties.

“Please,” Katie whispered, her hips lifting off the bed.

Mena smiled, sliding the vibrator under the fabric and pressing it against Katie’s clit. The sensation was electric, and Katie moaned, her back arching. Mena moved the vibrator in slow circles, building the pressure until Katie was trembling.

“Not yet,” Mena said, pulling the vibrator away. Katie whimpered in protest, but Mena just shook her head. “Patience.”

She reached for a larger dildo, its size making Katie’s eyes widen. Mena coated it with lube, then positioned it at Katie’s entrance. She pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until Katie was full. The stretch was intense, but so good. Mena began to move it in and out, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Katie’s body.

“More,” Katie begged, her hands gripping the sheets.

Mena obliged, switching to an even bigger dildo. Katie’s breath came in short gasps as Mena slid it inside, stretching her further than she thought possible. The sensation was overwhelming, but she couldn’t get enough. Mena’s movements were steady, each thrust hitting just the right spot.

Katie’s orgasm built quickly, crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body shaking as pleasure consumed her. Mena kept going, drawing out every last bit of sensation until Katie collapsed back onto the bed, spent.

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath. Then Mena helped Katie get dressed, her touch gentle now. “Ready to go back?” she asked.

Katie nodded, still feeling dazed. Mena walked her back to the bar, her arm around Katie’s waist. As they approached, Katie spotted her friends. They waved her over, their faces curious.

“Where were you?” one of them asked.

Katie glanced at Mena, who winked at her before disappearing into the crowd.

35 - A STEPMOTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FF / Taboo / BDSM / Age Gap / Sensation Play / Feather / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” Yasmine’s voice was low, almost teasing, as she leaned against the doorframe of the bedroom.

Mel froze, her hand still on the doorknob, her eyes wide as they scanned the room. The bed was neatly made, but the array of items on the dresser caught her attention—leather cuffs, a feather, a blindfold, and other things she couldn’t quite name. Her cheeks burned, and she quickly looked away, but it was too late. Yasmine had seen her reaction.

“I—I didn’t mean to—” Mel stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She felt like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t, even though she hadn’t done anything at all. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the heat spreading from her face down to her neck.

Yasmine stepped closer, her movements smooth and unhurried. “It’s okay,” she said softly, her lips curving into a small smile. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. Curiosity is natural.”

Mel swallowed hard, her mind racing. She’d always found Yasmine attractive—her stepmother was stunning, with her dark hair, piercing eyes, and confident demeanor. But this? This was something else entirely. She’d never imagined Yasmine would be into… this. And yet, here they were.

“Have you ever thought about trying it?” Yasmine asked, her tone casual, as if they were discussing the weather instead of something so intimate. She reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from Mel’s face, her fingers lingering for just a moment.

Mel’s breath caught, and she shook her head quickly. “No, I—I mean, I’ve never…” She trailed off, unsure of how to finish the sentence. The truth was, she’d never even considered it. But now that the idea was in her head, she couldn’t seem to shake it.

Yasmine’s smile widened, and she took another step closer, closing the distance between them. “Would you like to?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Just once, to see what it’s like?”

Mel hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this conversation never happened. But there was a part of her—a part she hadn’t even realized existed—that wanted to say yes. That wanted to know what it would feel like to let go, to give herself over to someone else completely.

“I… I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

Yasmine reached out, taking Mel’s hand in hers. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “It’s okay to be nervous,” she said gently. “But I promise, I’ll take care of you. You can trust me.”

Mel looked into Yasmine’s eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation or doubt. But all she saw was confidence, and something else—something that made her stomach flutter with anticipation. Slowly, she nodded. “Okay,” she whispered.

Yasmine’s smile softened, and she squeezed Mel’s hand. “Good girl,” she murmured, the words sending a shiver down Mel’s spine. “Let’s get started.”

She led Mel over to the bed, guiding her to sit down on the edge. Yasmine knelt in front of her, her hands resting on Mel’s knees. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice calm and steady.

Mel obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt Yasmine’s hands move up her thighs, the touch light and teasing. Then she felt something soft brush against her skin—the feather. It traced a path up her legs, over her hips, and along her sides, sending tingles of pleasure through her body. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound, but it was hard. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“Relax,” Yasmine whispered, her breath warm against Mel’s ear. “Let yourself feel it.”

Mel tried to do as she was told, letting her body go limp as the feather continued its exploration. It danced across her collarbone, down her arms, and back up again, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. She could feel herself growing wetter with each passing second, her desire building with every touch.

Then the feather was gone, and Yasmine’s lips replaced it. She kissed Mel’s neck, her tongue flicking out to taste the sensitive skin there. Mel gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bed as Yasmine’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her chest until she reached her breasts.

Yasmine took one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently as her fingers teased the other. Mel moaned, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. She’d never felt anything like this before—never been touched like this before. It was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

Yasmine’s hands moved lower, sliding down Mel’s stomach until they reached the waistband of her pants. She looked up at Mel, her eyes dark with desire. “Can I?” she asked, her voice husky.

Mel nodded quickly, unable to form words. Yasmine smiled and slowly pulled down Mel’s pants and panties, leaving her completely exposed. Mel felt a rush of embarrassment, but it was quickly replaced by anticipation as Yasmine’s fingers brushed against her inner thighs.

“You’re so beautiful,” Yasmine murmured, her eyes roaming over Mel’s body. “So perfect.”

Mel blushed at the compliment, but before she could respond, Yasmine’s mouth was on her. She cried out as Yasmine’s tongue flicked against her clit, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Yasmine’s hands gripped Mel’s hips, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, driving Mel closer and closer to the edge.

Mel’s hands tangled in the sheets as she writhed beneath Yasmine’s touch. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure building inside her until it was almost unbearable. And then Yasmine added a finger, sliding it inside her with ease. Mel gasped, her walls clenching around Yasmine’s finger as she thrust in and out.

“Yes,” Mel moaned, her hips bucking against Yasmine’s hand. “Please, don’t stop.”

Yasmine didn’t. She added another finger, stretching Mel open as she continued to lick and suck at her clit. The combination of sensations was too much, and Mel felt herself teetering on the edge of orgasm.

“Come for me,” Yasmine whispered against Mel’s skin, her voice filled with need.

And Mel did. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her pussy gripping Yasmine’s fingers tightly as she came. Yasmine didn’t stop until Mel’s body went limp, spent and satisfied.

When Yasmine finally pulled away, Mel was left breathless and trembling. She opened her eyes to see Yasmine smiling down at her, looking pleased with herself.

“How was that?” Yasmine asked, her voice soft.

Mel could only nod, still too overwhelmed to speak. But she knew one thing for sure—she wanted more.

36 - A BREAK IN AT THE STRIP CLUB

FF / FFF / Police / BDSM / Spanking / Threesome / Blindfold / Vibrator

Detective Polly Clark stepped into the dim, smoky atmosphere of Velvet Heat, a strip club notorious for its late-night chaos. The air was thick with the scent of spilled drinks and sweat, the low hum of bass music vibrating through her chest. She adjusted the hem of her trench coat, her sharp eyes scanning the room. A break-in had been reported here earlier tonight, and as she moved through the crowd, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off—something deeper than a simple robbery.

The manager, a jittery man with a bad comb-over, met her at the bar. “Detective Clark,” he said, his voice pitching higher than necessary. “We... uh, we weren’t sure if it was even worth calling you. Just a few broken locks, some missing cash. But then... well, we found this.” He handed her a crumpled piece of paper with a hastily scribbled note: Find me in the dark.

Polly frowned, pocketing the note. “Show me.”

He led her through a maze of velvet curtains and backstage corridors until they reached a door hidden behind a stack of storage crates. The lock had been smashed open, the wood splintered around the frame. Inside, the space was pitch black. Polly pulled out her flashlight, shining it around the room. Her breath caught in her throat.

The walls were lined with metal bars and chains, leather restraints hanging from hooks like grotesque decorations. A spanking bench stood in the corner, flanked by a collection of sex toys displayed on a glass shelf like a macabre trophy case. This wasn’t just a storage room—it was a dungeon.

What the hell is going on here? she thought, her mind racing. Clearly, this place was hiding more than just skimpy outfits and burlesque routines. She took a deep breath, already formulating her next steps. Someone had known about this room, and whoever it was had used it to their advantage.

“I need to talk to your staff,” she said, turning to the manager. “Specifically the ones who would know about this... setup.”

He nodded, fidgeting with his tie. “Uh, yeah. I’ll send over Sugar Candy. She’s one of our main dancers. Been here forever.”

Sugar Candy. The name sent a strange shiver down her spine. Polly filed it away for later and returned to the main floor, taking a seat at a secluded booth near the stage.

Minutes later, a tall woman sauntered over, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She wore a sparkling corset that clung to her curves, fishnet stockings, and a barely-there skirt. Her hair was dyed neon pink, cascading in loose waves over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a glossy crimson. When she smiled, it was slow, deliberate, and entirely too knowing.

“You must be Detective Clark,” she purred, sliding into the booth across from Polly. “Fresh meat, huh?”

Polly raised an eyebrow, forcing herself to maintain a calm façade. “And you’re Sugar Candy.”

“At your service.” She leaned forward, her cleavage practically daring Polly to look. “What can I do for you, officer?”

Play it cool, Polly told herself, though her pulse quickened under Sugar’s unrelenting gaze. “There was a break-in last night. Some... unusual items were found. I need to know if you saw or heard anything out of the ordinary.”

Sugar tilted her head, her expression unreadable. “Unusual? Like what?”

Polly hesitated, deciding how much to reveal. “A hidden room. BDSM gear. Anything ring a bell?”

For a moment, Sugar didn’t respond. Her perfectly manicured fingers tapped against the table, the sound oddly rhythmic. Finally, she spoke, her voice softer now, almost vulnerable. “Yeah. I knew about the dungeon. Everyone did, really. It’s kind of our... secret playground.”

Polly’s stomach flipped. “Your what?”

Sugar laughed, a light, musical sound that somehow felt dangerous. “Oh, come on, Detective. You didn’t think this place was vanilla, did you? We cater to all tastes here. And believe me, some of our clients love to indulge.”

Polly swallowed hard, her mind reeling. “So you’re saying this wasn’t a secret to everyone?”

“Not exactly.” Sugar leaned back, crossing one leg over the other. “But it wasn’t common knowledge either. Only certain people had access to that room. Me included.”

Polly’s heart pounded in her chest. “And did you use it?”

Sugar’s smile widened, but there was something darker lurking behind her eyes. “Maybe. Is that what this is about, Officer? Are you accusing me of something?”

“It seems like whoever did the break in knew about the BDSM activities,” Polly said firmly, though her voice wavered ever so slightly. “So we need to start from there, and narrow it down. I’m not accusing anyone.”

There was something about Sugar—something magnetic and unnerving. She was too confident, too alluring, and Polly couldn’t tell if it was an act or just who she was.

“Well, if you want my honest opinion,” Sugar began, her tone shifting again, “I don’t think this was about the stuff in that room. I think it was personal. Someone wanted to send a message.”

“And what message is that?”

Sugar’s gaze dropped to Polly’s lips, lingering there for a beat too long. “That they know what goes on behind closed doors. That they’re watching.”

Polly’s breath hitched. “Do you have any idea who might’ve done this?”

“No clue, sweetheart.” Sugar leaned closer, her perfume intoxicating. “But if you ask me, it’s someone with a lot of anger. Someone who likes to play rough.”

Someone like you? Polly wanted to ask, but she bit her tongue. Instead, she stood, smoothing her coat. She handed Sugar a business card with her phone number. “Thanks for your time, Miss Candy. Please give me a call if you remember anything.”

Sugar rose gracefully, towering over Polly despite their similar heights. “Anytime, Detective. If you ever want to know more about what happens in that room...” She trailed off, her grin wicked. “Just say the word.”

Polly forced a tight smile, though her mind was spinning. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

As she walked away, she could feel Sugar’s eyes on her, burning a hole in her back. Something about the encounter unsettled her, but not in the way she expected. There was a part of her—a deeply buried, shameful part—that had been awakened by Sugar’s words, by her confidence, by the way she carried herself like she owned the world, and maybe even Polly herself.

Back in her car, Polly exhaled sharply, running a hand through her hair. She pulled out her phone, ready to call it a night, when a text popped up from an unknown number: Still curious about the dungeon? I can show you firsthand if you’re brave enough.

Her fingers froze over the screen. Her heart thundered in her chest. Without thinking, she typed back: Where?

The reply came instantly: Backstage. Tonight. Wear something you don’t mind getting dirty.

Polly stared at the message, her breathing shallow. Part of her wanted to delete it, to forget the whole thing, but another part—the part that had been whispering all evening—was louder, insistent.

She glanced at the clock. Midnight. She had hours before sunrise. What harm could it do?

Underneath her rational mind, a thrill of anticipation curled through her veins. She knew it was reckless, knew it was against protocol, but she couldn’t help herself. Sugar had seen something in her—something she didn’t even see in herself—and now, she needed to know what it was.

She parked her car around the corner from the club, slipping in through the employee entrance. The hallway was dimly lit, shadows stretching across the walls like creatures waiting to pounce. She followed the note’s instructions, finding Sugar standing by the hidden door, a smirk playing on her lips.

“Thought you might chicken out,” Sugar said, her voice low and teasing.

Polly squared her shoulders, her resolve hardening. “Not a chance.”

Sugar’s grin widened, and without another word, she pushed open the door, gesturing for Polly to follow. The detective hesitated for only a fraction of a second before stepping inside.

The room was lit with soft red bulbs, casting everything in a sinful glow. Sugar locked the door behind them, the click echoing ominously. “Take off your coat,” she commanded, her voice smooth but firm.

Polly’s hands trembled as she complied, hanging the trench coat on a nearby hook. “What now?”

Sugar stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Now, we see how brave you really are.” She reached out, tracing a finger down Polly’s arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. “Strip.”

The word hung in the air, heavy and undeniable. Polly’s breath caught, every nerve in her body sparking to life. Slowly, she began to undress, peeling off her shirt, tossing it aside. Her hands moved to her belt, unbuckling it with shaking fingers. By the time she was down to her underwear, she was trembling—not out of fear, but out of something far more intense.

Sugar’s breath ghosted over her ear as she whispered, “Good girl. Now bend over the bench.”

Polly’s heart pounded as she obeyed, her bare skin brushing against the cool leather. She could feel Sugar’s presence behind her, close enough to touch, close enough to take. The anticipation was unbearable.

“I’m going to spank you,” Sugar said, her voice steady, authoritative. “And when I’m done, you’re going to thank me.”

Before Polly could respond, the first strike landed—sharp, searing, and utterly electrifying. Polly gasped as Sugar’s hand came down on her bare ass. The smacking sound echoed through the room. The pain mingled with pleasure, arousal even. Polly couldn’t believe she was doing this.

“Ouch,” Polly groaned, as Sugar’s hand connected even harder.

“Relax,” Sugar instructed as she continued to spank Polly. “You can take it.”

When Sugar was finished spanking Polly, she gently caressed the officer’s back. “Very nice,” Sugar declared, her eyes burning with intensity. “You did well.”

Polly’s chest heaved as she caught her breath, the lingering sting of Sugar’s handprint still radiating across her skin. The dungeon felt alive around them, the dim lights casting long shadows that danced along the walls like silent observers. Polly’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—shock, arousal, and a deep, unshakable curiosity about what else this hidden world had to offer.

“Feeling adventurous, Detective?” Sugar asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she stepped closer, her neon pink hair catching the light. She held something in her hand—a soft, velvety blindfold. “Maybe we should take things a little further.”

Before Polly could respond, the sound of footsteps echoed through the club, sharp and deliberate. Both women froze, their heads snapping toward the entrance of the dungeon. The door creaked open, and there stood Captain Elaine Reynolds, her piercing gaze locking onto Polly with unmistakable intensity.

Shit.

Polly’s heart sank into her stomach. Her boss, Captain Elaine Reynolds, was a towering figure, her broad shoulders and sharp jawline making her look every bit the tough butch lesbian she was. Her uniform was perfectly pressed, not a wrinkle in sight, and her expression was one of calculated neutrality. But there was something in her eyes—something that made Polly’s pulse quicken even more than it already had.

“Captain,” Polly managed, her voice cracking slightly. She straightened up, trying to regain some semblance of professionalism, but the flush on her cheeks betrayed her.

Elaine’s lips curled into a smirk as she stepped into the room, her boots clicking against the floor. “Detective Clark. I should have known I’d find you here. Investigating using your… unconventional methods?”

Polly swallowed hard, her mind scrambling for an explanation.

But before Polly could speak, Sugar stepped forward, her confidence unwavering. “Captain Reynolds,” she purred, her tone smooth and playful. “What brings you down here tonight?”

Elaine’s gaze shifted to Sugar, and for a moment, the air between them seemed to crackle with tension. “Just checking in on my detective,” Elaine replied, her voice low and steady. “Seems like she’s straying a little too far from the case.”

Polly’s palms were sweaty, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that her secret was moments away from being exposed. But instead of reprimand, Elaine surprised her by stepping closer, her eyes flicking down to Polly’s flushed face and then to the blindfold still clasped in Sugar’s hand.

“Mind if I join in?” Elaine asked, her voice laced with something that sent a shiver down Polly’s spine.

Join in? Polly blinked, her mind racing. Was Elaine serious? Before she could process the question, Sugar chuckled, her grin widening. “I don’t mind at all, Captain. In fact, I think it might be exactly what our detective needs.”

Polly’s breath caught in her throat as Elaine closed the distance between them, her presence overwhelming. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Polly’s arm in a way that was both firm and deliberate.

“You’ve been working too hard, Detective,” Elaine said, her tone softening slightly. “Maybe it’s time you let someone else take control for once.”

The words hit Polly like a punch to the gut, stirring something deep within her—something she had tried so hard to suppress. Her instincts screamed at her to pull away, to put up her usual walls and deny what was happening. But her body betrayed her, leaning instinctively into Elaine’s touch.

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” Polly stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Elaine smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Sure you do,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t play coy with me, Clark. You and I both know what you’re hiding.”

Polly’s cheeks burned as Sugar stepped closer, her presence adding another layer of heat to the already charged atmosphere.

“Let’s make this interesting,” Sugar suggested, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Why don’t we see just how far our detective is willing to go?”

Elaine considered the suggestion for a moment before nodding slowly. “Alright,” she agreed, her tone final. “But no holding back.”

Polly’s stomach twisted as the two women closed in on her, their confidence and dominance impossible to ignore. She tried to speak, to protest, but the words got lost somewhere between her racing thoughts and trembling lips. Instead, she found herself standing awkwardly as they moved around her like predatory creatures circling their prey.

“Hands behind your back,” Elaine ordered sharply, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Polly hesitated, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure they could hear it. But something inside her—that buried, forbidden part of herself—wanted to obey. She obeyed, her hands fumbling to clasp together at the small of her back.

Sugar stepped in next, her movements graceful and assured as she slid the blindfold over Polly’s eyes. “No peeking,” she whispered, her lips brushing against Polly’s ear in a way that made her knees weak.

Polly’s world went dark, the sudden absence of sight heightening her other senses. She could feel the cool leather of the bench nearby, the faint scent of vanilla and musk lingering in the air, and the weight of Elaine’s scrutiny pressing down on her.

“Good girl,” Elaine murmured, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, let’s see how well you can handle this.”

Polly bit her lip as Elaine reached out again, her fingers trailing down Polly’s side in a way that made her shiver. But instead of stopping, Elaine continued her path downward, her touch growing bolder until she reached the hem of Polly’s skirt. With a single, decisive tug, she yanked it upward, exposing Polly’s lace panties to the cool air of the dungeon.

“Mmm,” Sugar cooed, her voice practically dripping with delight. “Nice choice of underwear, Detective. Very… revealing.”

Polly’s breath hitched as Sugar’s fingers danced along the edge of her panties, barely touching her but sending waves of electricity coursing through her body. Meanwhile, Elaine stepped back for a moment, rummaging through one of the nearby drawers. The clinking of metal filled the silence, growing louder as Elaine pulled out a small vibrator, its sleek design glinting under the dim light.

“This should do the trick,” Elaine said, turning the device on with a soft hum. The sound alone was enough to send a jolt of anticipation through Polly’s core.

Sugar stepped back, leaning against the wall as she watched, one hand sliding down to the waistband of her own fishnet stockings. “Go ahead, Captain,” she urged, her voice breathless. “Show her what happens when she gets too curious.”

Elaine smiled, her confidence palpable as she approached Polly once more. The vibrator hummed in her hand, its vibrations almost taunting in their intensity. She leaned in close, her lips hovering just inches from Polly’s ear. “Ready to explore those boundaries, Detective?” she teased.

Polly couldn’t answer. Her mouth was dry, her thoughts scattered. All she could do was nod weakly as Elaine pressed the tip of the vibrator against her thigh, slowly—torturously—working her way upward.

Polly gasped as the tip of the vibrator pressed against her clit, the vibrations humming through her body. Elaine moved the vibrator in small circles, bringing on waves of pleasure. The vibrator slid inside her, and Elaine moved it in and out, hitting exactly the right spot.

“Oh yes,” Polly moaned. “Don’t stop, Elaine.” She looked over to see Candy fingering herself.

As Elaine fucked Polly with the vibrator, Candy moved closer, her fingers finding Polly’s clit. Both sensations were too much, pushing Polly over the edge. Her climax ripped through her body, leaving her trembling. Finally, Candy and Elaine pulled back, and Polly collapsed, completely exhausted.

“How was that?” Elaine asked, her eyes full of lust.

“It was great,” Polly admitted. Polly couldn’t believe what had happened. First, she’d agreed to a BDSM session with a criminal, against her better judgement. Now, her boss had joined in, and they were both dominating her. She’d discovered her submissive side, a part of her she’d never realized existed.

As Polly and Elaine left the strip club, they had a big secret between them. “I won’t tell anyone if you don’t,” Elaine offered.

“Deal,” Polly agreed. She couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

37 - PICKED UP BY A WEALTHY CUSTOMER

FF / Romantic / BDSM / Kissing / Butch Femme / Bondage / Vibrator / Strap-on

The hum of the restaurant was a dull background noise to Chelsie’s thoughts as she wiped down the counter, her mind drifting to the monotony of her nightly routine. The clink of glasses and murmur of patrons blended into a soundtrack she barely noticed anymore. That was, until the door chimed, and Deejay walked in.

Chelsie’s eyes flicked up, and she froze mid-wipe. Deejay was tall, her presence commanding the room without a word. Her dreadlocks cascaded down her back, and her fitted leather jacket clung to her broad shoulders just right. She moved with a confidence that made Chelsie’s throat dry. Who is this woman? Chelsie thought, her fingers tightening around the rag in her hand.

Deejay’s gaze swept the room before landing on Chelsie, and a slow, knowing smile curled her lips. She slid into a booth near the counter, her eyes never leaving Chelsie. “Hi there,” Deejay said, her voice low and smooth, like honey over gravel. “What’s good here?”

Chelsie blinked, momentarily flustered. “Uh, the special tonight is the ribeye. It’s pretty popular.” She hesitated, then added, “Good choice.”

Deejay nodded, still smiling. “Ribeye it is. And whatever’s your favorite drink. Surprise me.”

Chelsie nodded, her cheeks warm as she turned to place the order. When she returned with the drink—a whiskey sour, her personal favorite—Deejay’s eyes sparkled. “You’ve got good taste,” she said, her tone flirty but not overbearing. “What’s your name?”

“Chelsie,” she replied, her voice quieter than she intended.

“Nice to meet you, Chelsie. I’m Deejay.” She extended her hand, and Chelsie shook it, her pulse quickening at the firm grip. “You work here often?”

Chelsie laughed nervously. “Uh, yeah. Every night, actually.”

“Lucky me,” Deejay said, leaning back in her seat.

Her gaze lingered, making Chelsie feel like she was the only person in the room. The rest of the evening passed in a blur of small talk and stolen glances.

When Deejay left, she slipped Chelsie a crisp hundred-dollar bill and a business card. “Call me,” she said, her voice low and promising. “I’d love to see you again.”

Chelsie stared at the card, her heart racing. By the time her shift ended, she couldn’t resist. She dialed the number, her hand trembling slightly.

Two rings in, Deejay answered. “I was hoping you’d call,” she said, her voice sending a shiver down Chelsie’s spine. “Need a ride?”

Before she knew it, Chelsie was in Deejay’s car, a sleek black sedan that smelled faintly of leather and sandalwood. The drive to Deejay’s home was quiet but charged, the air between them thick with unspoken tension.

When they arrived, Chelsie’s eyes widened. The house was stunning—modern, minimalist, and clearly expensive. “Wow,” she breathed, stepping inside.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Deejay said, leading her to the living room.

She poured them both glasses of red wine, and they talked for what felt like hours. Deejay was sharp, funny, and disarmingly honest. Chelsie found herself laughing more than she had in months. The more they talked, the more the tension between them grew, until it was impossible to ignore.

Finally, Deejay set her glass down and looked at Chelsie, her gaze intense. “Can I kiss you?” she asked, her voice soft but firm.

Chelsie’s breath hitched. She nodded, and then Deejay’s lips were on hers, warm and demanding. The kiss started slow but quickly deepened, Deejay’s hand cradling the back of Chelsie’s neck like she was something precious. When they finally pulled apart, Chelsie was dizzy, her heart pounding.

“Come with me,” Deejay said, taking her hand and leading her down a hallway to the bedroom. The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed and soft lighting that made everything feel intimate. Deejay turned to her, her eyes dark with desire. “Take off your clothes.”

Chelsie hesitated for a moment, then slowly began to undress, her hands trembling as she peeled away each layer. When she stood naked before Deejay, the older woman’s gaze traveled over her body, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. “You’re beautiful,” Deejay murmured, stepping closer. She cupped Chelsie’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over the nipples until they hardened. Then she leaned down, taking one into her mouth, and Chelsie gasped, her hands tangling in Deejay’s dreadlocks.

They moved to the bed, and Deejay reached into a drawer, pulling out a set of silk scarves. “Do you trust me?” she asked, her voice low.

Chelsie hesitated, then nodded. Deejay smiled and began to tie her wrists to the bedposts, the silk soft but firm against her skin. The sensation of being restrained sent a thrill through Chelsie, her breath quickening.

Deejay trailed her fingers down Chelsie’s body, teasingly slow, before reaching for a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and pressed it to Chelsie’s clit.

Chelsie arched off the bed, a moan escaping her lips. “Please,” she begged, her voice desperate.

Deejay smirked. “Please what?”

“More,” Chelsie panted, her hips bucking against the vibrator.

Deejay obliged, increasing the pressure and speed until Chelsie was writhing, her moans growing louder. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, Deejay pulled the vibrator away and reached for a strap-on dildo.

She stepped into the harness and adjusted it, her eyes never leaving Chelsie’s. “You’re going to feel so good,” she murmured, climbing onto the bed and positioning herself between Chelsie’s legs.

She pushed inside slowly, giving Chelsie time to adjust, then began to move, her thrusts deep and deliberate. Chelsie cried out, the sensation overwhelming.

Deejay leaned down, her lips brushing against Chelsie’s ear. “Let go,” she whispered.

Chelsie did, her body convulsing as she came, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her. Deejay kept thrusting, drawing out the orgasm until Chelsie was trembling, her juices soaking the sheets.

When Deejay finally untied her, Chelsie collapsed onto the bed, her body boneless and spent.

Deejay kissed her softly, then pulled away with a smile. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice warm.

Chelsie grinned, still catching her breath. “So are you.”

As Chelsie got dressed, Deejay leaned against the doorframe, watching her. “I hope we can play again soon,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes full of promise.

Chelsie met her gaze, her heart skipping a beat. “I’d like that.”

She looked forward to seeing Deejay again, the memory of their night together already replaying in her mind.

38 - LESBIAN FEMDOM PORN SHOOT

FFF / First Person / BDSM / Threesome / Leather / Spanking / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger by Brandi Moore

The smell of coffee beans and the low hum of conversation wrapped around us like a warm blanket as Laura and I sat in our favorite corner booth. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the highlights in her blonde hair as she stirred her espresso with that mischievous smirk of hers. She always looked like she knew something you didn’t, and frankly, she usually did.

I was mid-story about my trip to New York with Donte—his deep laugh, the way his hand felt warm and steady on the small of my back as we walked through the city at night, the way he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world when he looked at me. I couldn’t help but smile as I recounted it all, though I kept my voice low enough not to draw attention. Mob bosses weren’t exactly common coffee shop gossip, after all.

“So, what?” Laura interrupted, leaning forward, her blue eyes sparkling with curiosity. “You’re telling me you’re falling for a mob guy? Brandi Moore, the queen of keeping it casual, is getting butterflies?”

I rolled my eyes, laughing softly. “Don’t make it sound so dramatic. It’s just… different with him. He’s not like the others. He’s…” I trailed off, searching for the right word. “Protective.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “Protective, huh? Sounds like you’re already halfway to writing your wedding vows.”

Before I could fire back, my phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen: a number I didn’t recognize. Normally, I wouldn’t answer, but something told me to pick up. Maybe it was the lingering high from New York, or maybe just boredom. Either way, I slid my finger across the screen.

“Brandi Moore,” I said, keeping my tone professional.

The voice on the other end was deep, smooth, and businesslike. “Miss Moore, this is Malcolm Vega. I run a local production company specializing in, let’s say, adult entertainment. I heard about you, your friend Laura, and another associate of yours—Cheyenne, is it? I need three women for a shoot tomorrow. High-end stuff. You interested?”

I froze for half a second, then met Laura’s curious gaze. She tilted her head, waiting. Without breaking eye contact, I asked, “What kind of shoot?”

Malcolm chuckled lightly. “A lesbian femdom scene. Think leather, lace, and total control. Pays fifteen grand, split between the three of you. You’ll get the details if you agree.”

My heart skipped a beat. Fifteen thousand dollars? That wasn’t chump change, even for us. And yet… lesbian femdom? I’d done a lot of freaky things in my life, but I’d never done anything like that before. But then again, neither had Laura or Cheyenne. I covered the mic on my phone and quickly explained the offer to Laura.

She didn’t hesitate. “Fifteen grand? Hell yes. Tell him we’re in.”

I hesitated for just a moment longer, then nodded. “We’re in. Send the details.”

—

The next day, the three of us arrived at the studio—a sleek, industrial space with high ceilings and soft lighting. Cheyenne stood tall beside me, her caramel skin glowing under the fluorescents, while Laura strutted ahead like she owned the place. They were both stunning, each in their own way, and I couldn’t help but feel a little out of my depth.

Malcolm greeted us warmly, shaking our hands and introducing us to the crew. The set was already prepped: a plush black couch, a few props scattered around, and cameras positioned perfectly to capture every angle. My stomach fluttered nervously, but I pushed the feeling down. This was just another job. Just another performance.

The wardrobe assistant handed us our costumes. Laura and Cheyenne disappeared into the dressing room, emerging later in tight black leather outfits that hugged their curves like a second skin. Straps crisscrossed over their thighs, and their heels clicked sharply against the floor as they walked. They looked dangerous, powerful—like they could command anyone’s attention without uttering a single word.

And then there was me. A tiny lace bra and panties in a pale pink that barely covered anything. The contrast between us was deliberate, and it sent a shiver down my spine. Clearly, I would be playing the submissive. Laura caught my eye, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she approached.

“Ready to play, baby?” she purred, running a finger along my collarbone.

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

The director called action, and suddenly the room shifted. Laura’s playful demeanor vanished, replaced by a cold, commanding presence that made my breath hitch. She circled me slowly, her heels clicking a deliberate rhythm on the floor. Then, without warning, she snapped her fingers.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice low and firm.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached behind me to unclasp the bra. The cool air hit my skin, and I felt vulnerable in a way I hadn’t expected. My best friend’s gaze burned into me, hungry and calculating, as I stepped out of the panties and stood bare before her.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice sending a jolt of heat straight to my core. “Now bend over the couch.”

I obeyed, arching my back as I leaned over the plush cushions. The leather squeaked faintly as Laura moved closer, and then—smack. Her hand came down hard on my ass, the sharp sting making me gasp. Cheyenne stepped into view, her grin feral as she delivered her own slap, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

Over and over, they struck me, each hit sending waves of pain and pleasure coursing through me. My skin prickled under their touch, and I bit my lip to stifle the moan rising in my throat. But it was pointless. When Laura produced a vibrator, pressing it against my throbbing clit, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Please,” I begged, my voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Laura’s laugh was dark, delicious. “Not yet.”

She pulled the vibrator away just as I teetered on the edge, leaving me gasping and desperate. Cheyenne taunted me, her words dripping with cruel amusement as she spread her legs on the couch and commanded me to my knees.

I didn’t hesitate. My mouth found her slick heat, and I lost myself in the taste of her, the way she gripped my hair and ground against my tongue. Her moans filled the room, spurring me on until she came with a shuddering cry.

Then it was Laura’s turn. She straddled my face, her thighs squeezing my head as she rode me with abandon. The cameraman zoomed in, capturing every flick of my tongue, every drop of her arousal that spilled into my mouth. When she finally came, her juices flooded my senses, leaving me dizzy and craving more.

Cheyenne returned with a dildo, thrusting into me with relentless precision as Laura’s fingers circled my clit. The pressure built and built until I shattered, crying out as waves of pleasure washed over me.

When it was over, we collapsed into the dressing room, our robes clinging to our sweat-drenched skin. The director praised our performance, promising more work soon. As we counted out the cash—five grand each—Laura nudged me with a grin.

“Admit it,” she teased. “You loved every second.”

I laughed, my body still humming with satisfaction. “Maybe I did.”

The shoot had brought out a different side of Laura, one I’d rarely seen. I never thought I’d enjoy being dominated by my friends, but I had to admit it was fun. I really hoped that Malcolm would call us for another shoot.

39 - A SOCIALITE’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / BDSM / Voyeurism / Spanking / Teasing / Oral / Dildo / Vibrator / Collar

The heavy oak door of the exclusive club swung open with a silent, almost reverent creak. Marla, her tailored suit hugging her curves perfectly, stepped inside, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor. The beautiful socialite had the perfect life, but she craved excitement. It seemed she had everything, yet she felt bored with life. She was always chasing the next adventure, anything to drown out the monotony of her trust fund and preordained future.

The air was thick with anticipation, a sweet, heady blend of leather and musk that sent shivers down her spine. She had been here before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, she intended to explore the darker edges of her desires.

The club was dimly lit, the shadows playing hide and seek with the patrons. Marla's eyes scanned the room, taking in the various scenes unfolding around her. Couples and groups engaged in acts of submission and dominance, their faces hidden behind masks or obscured by the low light. It was a world of secrets and hidden identities, one where power exchanges were not just allowed but celebrated.

As Marla continued to survey the room, her gaze landed on a particularly captivating scene. A woman, her body clad in tight leather, was bound to a metal frame with ropes that accentuated every curve. Her hair, a cascade of fiery red, fell over her face, hiding her expression. But it was her submissive, a slender figure with raven-black hair, who truly drew Marla's attention.

The submissive, known only as Baby, knelt at the feet of the dominant, her head bowed in submission. Her hands were held above her head, wrists bound together with a leather cuff. The way she moved, the way she responded to the slightest command, sent a thrill through Marla's core. There was an elegance to her submission, a grace that spoke of years of training and devotion.

Marla watched, entranced, as the dominant woman whispered something in Baby's ear. The submissive's body trembled slightly, her breath hitching as she nodded obediently. The dominant then raised a whip, its tail flickering like a snake before making contact with Baby's bare skin. The crack echoed through the room, followed by a soft gasp from Baby. But there was no fear in her eyes, only a deep, abiding trust.

It was this trust, this unwavering commitment, that captivated Marla the most. She had seen many submissives over the years, but none had stirred her desire quite like Baby. There was something about her, a raw intensity that begged to be explored, to be mastered.

Determined to claim what she desired, Marla made her way through the crowd, her presence commanding attention without her needing to say a word. She reached the edge of the scene and waited, her eyes locked on Baby. The dominant woman noticed her arrival and gave a slight nod, acknowledging Marla's authority without question.

"Baby," Marla's voice was smooth, like velvet, "I have a proposition for you."

The submissive looked up, her dark eyes meeting Marla's with a mixture of curiosity and deference. "Yes, Mistress?"

Marla leaned closer, her lips brushing against Baby's ear as she whispered, "Anything you desire, if you submit to me tonight."

Baby's breath caught, her body trembling beneath Marla's touch. "Anything?" she repeated, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," Marla replied, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "Everything."

Baby hesitated, looking at the dominant woman for approval.

The domme nodded. “Go with her, Baby,” she instructed, seeing the desire in Baby’s eyes.

“Okay,” Baby agreed, ready to see what Marla had planned.

Marla smiled, a slow, predatory grin that promised both pleasure and pain. "Good girl," she murmured, her hand stroking Baby's cheek. "Now, follow me."

With a final nod to the dominant woman, Marla led Baby away from the crowd, deeper into the recesses of the club. They entered a private room, the door shutting behind them with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the walls lined with various implements of pleasure and pain. Marla gestured for Baby to kneel, which the submissive did without hesitation.

"Hands behind your back," Marla commanded, her voice a low purr. Baby complied, her fingers fumbling slightly as she clasped them together. Marla produced a pair of leather cuffs from a nearby table and fastened them around Baby's wrists, securing her hands in place.

"You've done well," Marla said, her eyes scanning Baby's form with approval. "But now, it's time to see how well you can handle discipline."

Baby's eyes widened slightly, but she remained silent, her posture perfect. Marla took a step back and regarded her submissive thoughtfully. She wanted to test Baby's limits, to push her further than anyone else had dared.

"Spread your legs," Marla ordered, her voice steady. Baby obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal the soft flesh between them. Marla's heart pounded in her chest as she reached for a paddle, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. She brought it down with a measured force, watching as the impact reddened Baby's skin. The submissive gasped, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal through Marla.

She spanked Baby again, harder this time, reveling in the feel of the paddle against flesh. Baby's cries grew louder, but there was no hint of resistance in her movements. If anything, her body seemed to welcome the pain, arching slightly towards each strike.

"Tell me," Marla murmured, "do you enjoy this, Baby?"

Baby's voice was strained, but clear. "Yes, Mistress. I do."

Marla's smile returned, dark and triumphant. "Good," she said, setting the paddle aside. "Now, let's see how you handle something a bit... more intimate."

She turned to the table, selecting a variety of toys, each one designed to tease and torment in equal measure. Baby watched with wide, eager eyes as Marla approached, a vibrator in one hand and a dildo in the other.

"Open wide," Marla instructed, and Baby did as she was told, her mouth opening obediently. Marla slid the dildo inside, watching as Baby's throat worked to accommodate the intrusion. She thrust it in and out slowly, savoring the sight of Baby's struggle and surrender.

Once satisfied, Marla withdrew the dildo and moved lower, plunging the dildo deep into Baby’s pussy. Baby let out a moan as Marla pounded her hard, each thrust bringing a new wave of pleasure. She felt ecstasy rising, but as soon as she got close, Marla slowed down. Baby wouldn’t be allowed to cum just yet.

Marla withdrew the dildo, leaving Baby frustrated. She grabbed a small vibrator from the selection of sex toys. “This should make you squirm,” she whispered in Baby’s ear.

Marla positioned the vibrator against Baby's clit. The submissive's hips bucked instinctively, a desperate plea for release. But Marla had other plans. She teased Baby mercilessly, increasing the vibration just enough to keep her hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never allowing her to fall over.

"Not yet," Marla whispered, her voice a sultry promise. "You'll come when I say you can."

Baby whimpered, her body trembling with need. Marla could see the strain in her eyes, the way her muscles tensed with the effort of holding back. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this much control over someone so fiercely devoted.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marla relented. She increased the vibration one last time, flooding Baby with sensation. The submissive's body convulsed, a torrent of pleasure overwhelming her senses. She cried out, her voice filled with pure ecstasy as she came hard, her release painting her thighs slick.

When Baby's breathing began to slow, Marla gently guided her to her knees. The submissive looked up at her, her eyes glazed with contentment.

"Please," Baby whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "May I taste you, Mistress?"

Marla's heart raced, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins. "Yes," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "Taste me, Baby."

Marla's command hung in the air like a promise, and Baby's breath quickened in response. The submissive leaned forward, her lips hovering just above Marla's drenched core. Her tongue darted out, wet and eager, as she traced a slow circle around Marla's clit. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Marla's spine.

"That's it, Baby," Marla murmured, her hands threading through the submissive's hair. "Taste every inch of me."

Baby complied, her tongue delving deeper, exploring the folds of Marla's pussy with a reverence that bordered on worship. She sucked gently on Marla's clit, the suction creating a delicious pressure that made Marla's hips buck involuntarily. Baby's fingers joined the exploration, sliding into Marla's slick entrance as her mouth continued its relentless assault on Marla's most sensitive nerve endings.

Marla gasped, her body arching off the bed. "Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice ragged with desire. "You're doing so well, Baby. Keep going."

Baby's eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure concentration on her face as she focused on bringing Marla to the brink. Her tongue flicked faster, dancing a tantalizing rhythm against Marla's throbbing clit. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through Marla's body, building higher and higher until she felt her orgasm coiling tight within her.

"Oh God," Marla moaned, her fingers tightening in Baby's hair. "I'm so close, Baby. So close..."

Baby responded by increasing the intensity of her ministrations, her tongue working in tandem with her fingers to push Marla over the edge. The combination of sensations was too much to bear, and with a cry of release, Marla came hard, her orgasm sweeping through her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her muscles quivering with the force of her climax as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When at last the tremors subsided, Marla lay back, breathless and sated. Baby remained between her legs, her gaze locked onto Marla's face as if waiting for further instruction. Marla reached down, lifting Baby's chin so their eyes met.

"You did beautifully, Baby," Marla said softly, her voice filled with genuine affection. "But there's more you need to understand about your role."

Baby blinked, her expression curious but attentive. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

Marla sat up, pulling Baby into her lap as she spoke. "As my submissive, you are not just someone I play with. You are mine. Completely and utterly. Your pleasure, your limits, your boundaries—they all belong to me. Do you understand?"

Baby nodded, her eyes wide with comprehension. "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"Good," Marla replied, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Now, let me show you something else."

She stood, guiding Baby to stand as well. From a nearby drawer, Marla retrieved a sleek, black collar. The leather was soft to the touch, adorned with a small silver pendant bearing Marla's initials. It was a symbol of ownership, a mark of Baby's submission to her.

Marla held the collar up, letting Baby see it clearly. "This collar represents your commitment to me, Baby. It's a reminder that you belong to me, body and soul."

Baby's throat tightened as she looked at the collar. A mix of emotions swirled within her—fear, excitement, devotion. "I want that, Mistress," she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to be yours completely."

Marla's heart swelled with pride. "Then wear it with pride, my sweet submissive."

With gentle but firm hands, Marla fastened the collar around Baby's neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not restrictive. As the clasp clicked into place, a thrill of possessiveness shot through Marla. Baby belonged to her now, truly and utterly.

Baby touched the collar reverently, her fingers tracing the initials engraved on the pendant. "Thank you, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Marla cupped Baby's cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "You're welcome, Baby. But our journey is far from over. There's much more we have to explore together."

Baby nodded, her eyes shining with trust and eagerness. "Whatever you desire, Mistress. I'm ready."

40 - CHEATING STUDENT GETS BLACKMAILED

FF / BDSM / Blackmail / College / Begging / Fingering / Dildo

The sharp knock on the door startled Shakira, her pen hovering mid-air over the Art History midterm in front of her. It was late at night. Who could be visiting at this hour? Her mind raced, a mix of guilt and anxiety already swirling beneath the surface.

Shakira swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she set the pen down and forced herself to stand. The knock came again, more insistent this time, and she hurried to the door, whispering under her breath, “Coming!”

When she pulled it open, her breath caught in her throat. Standing there was Charlotte, the stunningly beautiful senior who oozed confidence from every pore. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see right through Shakira. Those eyes were sharp, calculating, and unsettlingly direct as they locked onto hers.

“Shakira, right?” Charlotte’s voice was low and smooth, like velvet layered with an edge of danger. “Mind if I come in? We need to talk.”

Shakira blinked, momentarily frozen. Talk? About what? Despite her confusion, she stepped aside, letting the older girl stride into her small dorm room. Charlotte moved with a kind of predatory grace, her presence commanding the space instantly. Shakira felt tiny in comparison, her own petite frame feeling even frailer next to Charlotte’s tall, curvaceous silhouette.

Charlotte turned to face her, leaning back against the desk casually, her arms crossed. “So,” she began, her tone conversational but laced with something darker, “I hear you’ve been purchasing test answers online. Is that true?”

Oh no. Shakira’s stomach dropped. How had Charlotte found out? Her mind scrambled for excuses, denials, anything to get out of this mess. But before she could stammer out a response, Charlotte cut her off.

“Don’t bother lying, Shakira,” she said coolly, her lips curling into a smirk. “I run that service. And your payment went through just fine.”

Her service? Shakira’s mouth went dry. This was Charlotte—the anonymous seller she’d been buying from? The realization hit her like a punch to the gut. She was trapped, completely exposed.

“I… I didn’t know,” Shakira stammered, her voice trembling. “I didn’t know it was you.”

Charlotte laughed softly, a sound that was both amused and terrifying. “Doesn’t matter, sweetheart. The point is, I have proof. Emails, transactions, all of it. And I could totally hand it over to the dean. Imagine how that would look for a sweet little thing like you. Academic dishonesty? Expulsion?”

Shakira couldn’t believe what she was hearing. What did Charlotte want with her, anyway? She’d paid for the answers, fair and square. “Why are you doing this?” she asked, her heart pounding.

“Let’s just say, you’ve put yourself in a vulnerable situation,” Charlotte replied. “And I’m here to take advantage of that.”

“Are you serious?” Shakira shot back. “When the dean finds out you’re selling the answers, you’ll be expelled too.” The threat sounded good in Shakira’s head, but Charlotte remained unfazed.

Charlotte just smirked. “Actually, I’ve gone to great lengths to hide my identity. VPNs. Proxy servers. You can’t tell on me. Do you really think anyone will believe a known cheater?”

Shakira’s knees felt weak. She clutched the edge of her bed for support, her mind racing. This couldn’t be happening. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “What can I do to fix this?”

Charlotte’s smirk widened, and she stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. “You ask that like it’s a trick question.” She leaned in, her breath warm against Shakira’s ear as she spoke. “I want you to know what it feels like to submit. To obey. To give yourself entirely to someone else’s control.”

Shakira’s chest tightened, a strange mix of fear and arousal curling low in her belly. She couldn’t explain it, but the way Charlotte looked at her, the way she talked, it sent shivers down her spine. Submit? Was she really considering this?

“Strip,” Charlotte commanded, her voice firm and irresistible. “Now.”

Shakira hesitated, her hands trembling as she reached for the hem of her shirt. Charlotte watched her without blinking, her expression cold but intense. Slowly, Shakira peeled the fabric over her head, revealing her pale yellow bra. She felt exposed, vulnerable, standing there while Charlotte’s gaze raked over her body.

“Keep going,” Charlotte said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Shakira trembled as she pushed her leggings down, stepping out of them to reveal her matching panties. She stood there, barefoot and trembling, her petite frame now fully on display.

Charlotte tilted her head, studying her like a piece of art. “On your knees,” she ordered, her voice soft but sharp. “And beg me not to ruin you.”

Shakira’s breath hitched. She couldn’t believe she was doing this, but the reality of her situation sank in. Charlotte held all the power here. Shakira had no choice. With a shaky exhale, she lowered herself to her knees, her hands resting on her thighs.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Don’t tell the dean. I’ll do whatever you want. Just please don’t—”

“Good girl,” Charlotte interrupted, her tone dripping with approval. “But we’re just getting started.”

Shakira’s pulse quickened, a peculiar thrill mingling with her dread.

Charlotte crouched down, her face close to Shakira’s, her fingers tilting Shakira’s chin up so their eyes met. “You’re going to learn,” she murmured, “that submission isn’t about weakness. It’s about surrender. About trust.”

Before Shakira could respond, Charlotte stood and grabbed her wrist, pulling her toward the narrow bed. Shakira stumbled slightly but followed, her body reacting almost against her will. Charlotte positioned her on the mattress, instructing her to lie flat on her back.

“Stay still,” Charlotte commanded, her voice firm.

Shakira obeyed, her heart pounding as Charlotte leaned over her, her hands moving deftly between Shakira’s legs.

“Spread them,” Charlotte ordered, and Shakira complied, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

Charlotte’s fingers ghosted over Shakira’s inner thigh, teasing closer and closer to her core. When her fingers finally brushed against the damp fabric of Shakira’s panties, Shakira gasped, her body arching involuntarily.

“Such a pretty little pussy,” Charlotte purred, her voice low and intimate. “But you won’t come today, understand? You’ll hold it. You’ll wait.”

Shakira moaned softly, her hips twitching as Charlotte teased her, circling her clit through the thin fabric but never giving her the release she craved. Shakira’s breath came in shallow gasps, her thighs trembling as she fought the urge to push back against Charlotte’s hand.

“Good girl,” Charlotte murmured again, pausing to pull something from her bag.

Shakira’s eyes widened as she recognized it: a large, black dildo, thick and intimidating. Her breath caught in her throat as Charlotte smirked.

“Time to take this to the next level,” Charlotte said, her voice dripping with anticipation. “Turn over.”

Shakira hesitated for only a moment before complying, her heart racing as she shifted onto her stomach. Charlotte wasted no time, positioning herself behind her and gripping the base of the dildo. Shakira tensed as she felt the cool tip press against her entrance, but before she could protest, Charlotte thrust forward, forcing it inside.

“Ah!” Shakira cried out, her voice breaking as the intrusion stretched her.

Charlotte gripped her hips tightly, holding her still as she worked the dildo deeper, inch by relentless inch. Shakira bit her lip to stifle her cries, her body shaking as she adjusted to the size and pressure.

“Relax,” Charlotte instructed, her voice soothing but firm. “Let it happen.”

Shakira tried to comply, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as Charlotte picked up the pace. The bed creaked softly beneath them, the rhythm of Charlotte’s movements steady and dominant. Shakira’s mind spun, a mix of pain and pleasure overwhelming her senses. She could feel herself growing wetter, her juices coating the dildo as Charlotte drove it deeper and harder.

“That’s it,” Charlotte urged, her voice low and husky. “Take it. Take it all.”

Shakira’s nails dug into the sheets as the pressure built inside her, her body coiling tighter and tighter. She knew she wasn’t supposed to come, but the sensation was too much. Her vision blurred as her orgasm ripped through her, her entire body shuddering as she screamed into the mattress.

Charlotte pulled the dildo free, watching as Shakira’s juices dripped down her thighs and pooled on the bed. “Well done,” she said, her tone approving. “But this is just the beginning, little one. I have footage of everything we just did. If you don’t comply with my demands, your little secret—and this—will go public.”

Shakira’s heart stopped. Footage? Her panic surged, her body still tingling from her climax. Charlotte leaned in, her lips brushing against Shakira’s ear.

“Consider yourself mine now,” she whispered, her voice a dangerous promise. “And you’ll do well to remember it.”

41 - TURNED OUT IN THE LINE OF DUTY

FF / FFF / BDSM / Gangster / Police / Spanking / Oral / Vibrator / Threesome / Strap-on

The dim, flickering light of the single bulb hanging from the ceiling cast long shadows across the dingy walls of the trap house. Harmony Sanchez, her caramel skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, stood before Lexus, the imposing butch lesbian who ruled this part of the Blackout Syndicate with an iron fist. The air was thick with the scent of mildew and stale cigarette smoke, but Harmony's focus was on the woman in front of her.

Harmony was a police officer, working undercover. She had pledged to uphold the law, doing whatever it took to take down the notorious street gang. Now, she stood in the rundown trap house posing as a new recruit for the gang.

Lexus’s dark skin contrasted sharply with the white tank top she wore, which strained against her muscular frame. Dreadlocks framed her face, and her eyes were sharp, piercing into Harmony's very soul.

“This ain’t no kid shit. You sure you got what it takes to run with us, little girl?” Lexus asked, her voice gravelly and commanding.

Harmony forced a smile, batting her eyelashes slightly. “I can handle it. Just give me a chance.”

Lexus's lips curled into a smirk. “Oh, okay,” She took a step closer, her presence overwhelming. “Let's start with the basics. Strip down.”

Harmony's heart raced. She hadn’t been expecting this, but she knew she had to play along if she wanted to gain Lexus’s trust. She began unbuttoning her shirt, exposing the smooth skin of her abdomen. Her fingers trembled slightly as she pushed the fabric off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Next came her jeans, which she kicked aside, leaving her in nothing but a pair of lacy black underwear.

Lexus's eyes roved over her body, lingering on her curves before meeting her gaze again. “On your hands and knees,” she commanded.

Harmony obeyed, climbing onto the filthy couch that dominated the room. It was covered in grime, but she ignored it, focusing instead on Lexus. The gang leader pulled a leather paddle from a nearby table and held it up, inspecting it like a prized possession.

“You ready for this?” Lexus taunted.

Harmony nodded, swallowing hard. "Yes."

The first strike landed with a resounding smack, sending a shockwave of pain through Harmony's ass. She bit her lip to stifle a cry, determined not to show weakness. Lexus continued, each swing of the paddle more forceful than the last, her dominance clear in every movement. When Lexus finally stopped, Harmony's cheeks were fiery red, but she maintained her composure.

Lexus set the paddle aside and picked up a vibrator from the table. She knelt behind Harmony, pressing the cold metal tip of the vibrator against her aching flesh. Harmony gasped as the toy slid inside her, Lexus's hand guiding it with practiced ease. The sensation was intense, a mix of pleasure and pain that left Harmony trembling.

Lexus chuckled softly. “Enjoying yourself, Harmony?”

Harmony's mind raced. She couldn't afford to lose focus, even as the vibrator explored every inch of her insides. "Y… yes," she managed to say, her voice shaky.

Lexus increased the speed, the vibrations humming through Harmony's body. She felt herself getting wetter, the line between ecstasy and discomfort blurring. Just when she thought she might explode, Lexus withdrew the toy and replaced it with something else—a strap-on dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Let’s see how much you can take,” Lexus commanded, grabbing Harmony’s hips as she thrusted deep inside of her.

The dildo filled Harmony inch by inch, stretching her walls. Lexus thrusted harder, and Harmony’s juices flowed all over the toy. Harmony let out a loud moan as Lexus’s pace quickened, bringing on wave after wave of pleasure.

Just as Harmony thought she couldn't take anymore, the door creaked open, and Alyssa stepped into the room. The blonde beauty's blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she caught sight of the scene unfolding before her.

“Looks like we have company,” Lexus said, pulling the dildo from Harmony's pussy with a wet pop.

Alyssa sauntered over, her hips swaying seductively. "Mind if I join in?" she asked, her voice sweet and inviting.

Lexus grinned. "Of course not. Harmony, get on the floor and eat Alyssa out."

Harmony glanced at Alyssa, who was already stripping off her clothes, revealing her slender figure. Alyssa got on the floor in front of Harmony, spreading her legs invitingly. With no other choice, Harmony complied, positioning herself between Alyssa's thighs. She lowered her head, pressing her lips to the soft lips of Alyssa's pussy.

As Harmony licked and sucked, her fingers working magic on Alyssa's clit, Lexus moved behind her once more. This time, she wasn't gentle. The huge dildo plunged into Harmony's wetness, filling her completely. Harmony moaned into Alyssa's pussy, the dual sensations overwhelming her senses.

“That's it,” Lexus growled, thrusting the dildo in and out of Harmony with increasing urgency. “Take it all, Harmony.”

Harmony's world narrowed to the feel of Alyssa's pussy beneath her tongue and Lexus's relentless pounding behind her. She could taste Alyssa's juices, warm and sweet, as they mixed with her own desire. The pressure built within her, threatening to burst.

And then, with one final thrust from Lexus, Harmony climaxed, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She collapsed onto Alyssa, breathing heavily, her mind a haze of lust and confusion.

Lexus pulled out of her, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Feeling good, Harmony?"

Harmony nodded weakly, trying to gather her thoughts.

Lexus's expression softened for a moment before hardening again. "I know who you really are, Harmony. You're an undercover cop, aren't you?"

Harmony's blood ran cold. She opened her mouth to deny it, but Lexus cut her off.

“Don’t try to lie to me , little girl. I can see it in your eyes. But here's the thing—you enjoyed that, didn't you? The power, the submission... it turned you on.”

Harmony remained silent, her mind racing.

Lexus stepped closer, her voice low and hypnotic. “Switch sides, Harmony. Join us. Submit to me fully, and I'll make sure you never want for anything. But if you don't…” She let the threat hang in the air.

Harmony looked up at Lexus, her resolve wavering. She knew what she should do—stay loyal to her mission, her duty. But the temptation was real, the allure of belonging to Lexus undeniable.

Lexus extended a hand, waiting. "What's it going to be, Officer Sanchez?"

Harmony hesitantly shook Lexus’s hand. “Okay, I’ll join,” she murmured, her mind full of confusion.

From then on, Harmony Sanchez would be a double agent. She would inform Lexus on the status of the investigation against the Blackout Syndicate. She would feed the police false information about the gang’s crimes. Most importantly, she would be trained in BDSM, and she would be available at all times for Lexus’s pleasure. Although Harmony was scared, she couldn’t wait for her next lesson with Lexus.

42 - A PRISON GUARD’S DARK DESIRES

FF / BDSM / Prison / Nipple Play / Body Worship / Oral / Fisting

The fluorescent lights flickered ominously as the thick steel door of Cici's cell clicked open. The sound was barely audible over the hum of the ventilation system and the distant murmurs of other inmates, but it sent a shiver down Cici's spine. She had been lying on her narrow bed, staring at the ceiling, when the door swung inward with a quiet creak.

Officer Kay stood in the doorway, her muscular frame silhouetted against the dim hallway light. Her dark skin gleamed under the flickering lights of the cell, and her dreadlocks framed her stern face. She wore her usual uniform: a tight-fitting shirt that accentuated her broad shoulders and a pair of black cargo pants that concealed her powerful legs. Her gold badge shimmered, representing her authority. But tonight, there was something different in her eyes—a glint of desire that made Cici's heart race.

"Cici," Officer Kay said, her voice low and smooth. "Get up."

Cici obeyed without hesitation, sliding off the bed and standing before the officer. Her caramel-colored skin contrasted with the stark white of the prison walls, and her long dark hair spilled over her shoulders like a waterfall of midnight. She knew what this was about, or at least she thought she did. Officer Kay had been watching her for weeks, making suggestive comments and offering unspoken promises. Tonight, those promises were about to be fulfilled.

"Strip," Officer Kay commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Cici hesitated for only a moment before beginning to undress. She slipped out of her drab gray jumpsuit, letting it fall to the floor in a heap. Underneath, she wore nothing but a thin cotton bra and panties, both of which she removed next. As she stood naked before Officer Kay, she felt a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her veins.

Officer Kay stepped closer, her eyes raking over Cici's body with predatory hunger. She reached out, tracing a finger along Cici's collarbone, then down between her breasts. Cici shivered under the touch, her nipples hardening into tight buds.

"Good girl," Officer Kay murmured, her fingers now circling one of Cici's nipples, teasing it between her thumb and forefinger. "You know what I want, don't you?"

Cici nodded, her breath coming faster. "Yes, Officer Kay."

“I can make your life easy in here,” Kay replied, her grip tightening around Cici's nipple. She gave it a sharp pinch, and Cici bit her lip to stifle a moan. “Or, I can make you miserable.”

Cici nodded, feeling a hint of trepidation.

“If you please me, I can make your time here a lot more bearable,” Kay said, releasing her nipple. “No more cold showers, extra food, maybe even some time outside the walls. All you have to do is submit to me.”

Cici's mind raced with the possibilities. She had seen other women get special treatment from guards before. Rumors of prisoners having affairs with guards spread through the compound like wildfire, but Cici never thought it would happen to her. Although she knew she was pretty, she had always been shy. She was skeptical of law enforcement, and she never flirted with the guards. Somehow, the suave and handsome officer had chosen her, out of all the beautiful prisoners.

Now, standing naked and vulnerable before Officer Kay, Cici realized just how far she was willing to go. As much as she knew the situation was wrong, Cici felt very flattered by Kay’s advances. She wanted nothing more than to please Officer Kay.

"I'll do anything you want," Cici whispered, her voice trembling with eagerness.

Officer Kay smiled, a slow, sultry curve of her lips. "Anything?"

Cici nodded, her eyes locked onto Kay's. "Anything."

Kay's smile widened, and she stepped back, gesturing for Cici to follow. "Get on the bed," she ordered.

Cici climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself on her hands and knees. The rough fabric of the sheets scratched against her sensitive skin, but she barely noticed. All she could think about was pleasing Officer Kay, earning her favor, and escaping the monotony of prison life.

Kay moved behind her, her presence looming large and intimidating. She placed a hand on Cici's lower back, pushing her forward until her chest rested on the bed. Then, with a firm grasp, Kay delivered a sharp slap to Cici's ass.

The impact stung, but it also sent a jolt of pleasure racing through Cici's body. She moaned softly, pressing her face into the pillow as Kay continued to spank her, each blow harder than the last. The pain mixed with arousal, creating a heady cocktail of sensations that left Cici breathless.

"You like that, don't you?" Kay asked, her voice a low growl.

"Yes, Officer Kay," Cici managed to gasp. "Please, don't stop."

Kay obliged, her hand descending again and again across Cici's flesh. Each slap caused her cheeks to jiggle, and soon they were glowing a deep red. But as much as the pain thrilled her, Cici couldn't help but wonder what came next.

Finally, Kay paused, her hand resting on Cici's throbbing ass. "Turn over," she commanded.

Cici complied, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs slightly. She watched as Kay knelt beside the bed, her eyes dark with desire. Without a word, Kay leaned in, her fingers brushing against Cici's sensitive nipples once more. This time, however, she didn't tease them—instead, she pinched them hard, sending jolts of electricity through Cici’s body.

Cici arched her back, gasping as Kay's fingers worked their magic. She could feel herself getting wetter by the second, her pussy aching for attention. But Kay seemed content to focus on her breasts, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp pinches that kept Cici teetering on the edge of ecstasy.

"You're mine now," Kay growled, her voice dripping with authority. "And I decide when you get to come."

Cici whimpered, her body trembling with need. She wanted nothing more than to beg for release, but she knew better than to push Officer Kay. She would wait, just like she was told, and hope that her patience would pay off.

Without warning, Kay's fingers left Cici's nipples and moved lower, skimming over her taut stomach and dipping into the vee of her thighs. Cici bit her lip, trying to hold back a moan as Kay's fingers brushed against her clit. The touch was light, almost teasing, and it sent shivers down Cici's spine.

"You're so wet for me," Kay purred, her fingers now stroking Cici's clit in earnest. "Tell me, are you ready for more?"

"Yes, Officer Kay," Cici breathed, her hips bucking involuntarily as Kay's fingers pressed harder against her swollen bud. "I'm so ready."

Kay chuckled, her fingers pausing for a moment before retreating completely. "Not yet," she said, her voice firm. "You need to earn it."

Cici's heart sank, but she forced herself to nod. "What do you want me to do?"

Kay stood up, her movements fluid and graceful. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cargo pants and slowly began to lower them, revealing her boxer briefs. With deliberate slowness, she pushed the pants down her legs, stepping out of them and kicking them aside.

Cici watched, mesmerized, as Officer Kay stood before her in nothing but her bra and underwear. Kay's body was a work of art, all curves and sinew, and Cici couldn't help but admire the way her muscles rippled with every movement.

"Kneel," Kay instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

Cici scrambled to comply, dropping to her knees on the cold floor. She looked up at Kay, her eyes wide with anticipation. Officer Kay was in control now, and Cici knew that whatever happened next, it would be on Kay's terms.

Dreadlocks cascaded down Officer Kay’s back, framing her dark, imposing presence. Cici couldn't tear her eyes away from those piercing, almost predatory eyes that seemed to see right through her.

Kay's lips curled into a smirk as she stepped forward, her movements deliberate and slow. "Eat me," she demanded, her voice taking on a rougher edge. "Show me how much you want those privileges."

Officer Kay reached behind her, undoing the clasp of her bra, letting it slip to the floor with a casual flick of her wrist. Her full breasts were now exposed, nipples hard and brown against her dark skin. Without a word, Kay turned her back to Cici and bent slightly at the waist, grabbing the hem of her boxers and sliding them down her legs. She kicked them aside and then, without looking back, sauntered over to the narrow bed, sitting down with an air of authority.

Cici's throat went dry as she watched the guard's every move. She could feel the tension coiling within her, a mixture of fear and something else—something she didn't want to name. Kay sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread slightly, one hand resting casually on her thigh. "Come here," Kay commanded, her voice low and sultry.

With trembling legs, Cici moved forward, each step feeling heavier than the last. When she finally stood before Kay, the officer looked up at her, those dark eyes glinting with amusement. "Lick me," Kay ordered, nodding toward her body.

Cici hesitated for a moment, but the hard edge in Kay's gaze left no room for disobedience. She dropped to her knees, her hands coming to rest on Kay's thighs. Slowly, almost reverently, she leaned in and ran her tongue up Kay’s thigh. The skin there was warm and soft, a stark contrast to the hardness that radiated from the woman above her.

"Higher," Kay instructed, her voice a purr now.

Cici obeyed, moving up Kay's thigh, leaving a trail of kisses. Each kiss was light, almost timid, but Kay wasn't having any of it.

Kay grabbed the back of Cici's head, pulling her closer, forcing her lips to land more firmly against her skin. "Harder," she demanded, her grip tightening.

Cici complied, pressing her mouth harder against Kay's thigh, feeling the muscles tense beneath her touch. She could feel the heat radiating from Kay's body, drowning out the chill of the cell around them. Kay's fingers tangled in Cici’s hair, guiding her upward until her lips met the juncture of Kay's legs.

"That's it," Kay murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Now worship me."

Cici's heart pounded in her ears as she leaned in, inhaling the intoxicating scent of Kay's arousal. She flicked her tongue out tentatively, tasting the slick wetness that awaited her. The flavor was delicious, salty-sweet, and Cici found herself wanting more. She pushed her tongue deeper, curving it against the swollen flesh, eliciting a low groan from Kay.

"Good girl," Kay praised, her hand still gripping Cici's hair. "Now make me come."

The command sent a shiver down Cici's spine, but she didn't hesitate. She focused on the task at hand, licking and sucking with increasing fervor. Each stroke of her tongue was met with a corresponding sound from Kay, a soft moan or a sharp intake of breath. Cici could feel the urgency building in Kay's body, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

Kay's hips began to undulate rhythmically against Cici's mouth, her fingers tightening in Cici's hair almost painfully. "Yes, just like that," Kay gasped, her voice strained. "Don't stop."

Cici could feel the pressure mounting, the intensity of Kay's pleasure palpable. She redoubled her efforts, pushing her tongue deeper, using her lips to seal around the slick folds, sucking hard. And then, with a sudden cry, Kay came, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Juices flowed freely into Cici's mouth, warm and tangy, filling her senses.

For a moment, they both stayed like that, Kay panting heavily, Cici still between her legs, tasting her. Then, slowly, Kay pulled Cici up by her hair, bringing her face level with her own. She studied Cici's flushed features, her lips glistening with her own juices.

"You did well," Kay said, her voice softer now, but no less commanding. "But your turn isn't over yet."

Cici's breath caught again, anticipation fluttering in her belly. Kay's hand slid down to cup her chin, tilting her face up.

"Lie down," Kay ordered, her thumb brushing lightly over Cici's bottom lip.

Cici obeyed, lying back on the narrow bed, her body tingling with a mix of exhaustion and excitement.

Kay followed, positioning herself between Cici's legs, her eyes dark and hungry. "Let's see how you taste," Kay murmured, her fingers already teasing at Cici's entrance.

Cici gasped as Kay's fingers made contact, the sensation electric. Kay's touch was relentless, probing and teasing, never allowing Cici to fully relax.

"Spread your legs wider," Kay commanded, her voice a low rumble.

Cici did as she was told, her legs parting willingly, exposing herself completely to Kay's exploration. Kay's fingers slipped inside her, one, then two, curling and twisting in a maddening rhythm. Cici's breath hitched, her body arching off the bed in response. But Kay wasn't done. She pulled her fingers out and replaced them with her tongue, licking and sucking with a ferocity that left Cici breathless.

"More," Cici begged, her voice trembling with need. "Please, don’t stop."

Kay's only response was a wicked grin as she positioned herself, her hand slipping between Cici's legs once more. This time, her fingers found Cici's opening again, she pushed further, stretching Cici open. Cici cried out, her body clenching around the intrusion, but Kay wasn't deterred. She pushed in deeper, her fingers working in and out with a steady rhythm.

"Relax," Kay whispered, her voice a soothing balm amidst the storm of sensations. "Let it happen."

Cici tried to obey, focusing on Kay's words, on the feel of her hand moving inside her. Kay's fingers kept pumping in and out, her thumb pressing against Cici's clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

And then, without warning, Kay's whole hand disappeared inside Cici, filling her completely. Cici's scream of shock and pleasure echoed through the cell, her body spasming uncontrollably. Kay didn't relent, her hand moving in and out with ruthless precision, driving Cici closer and closer to the edge.

"Cum for me," Kay growled, her voice taking on a primal edge. "Show me how much you love this."

Cici didn't need to be told twice. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her climax crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed around Kay's hand, her inner muscles clamping down in a desperate bid to hold onto the pleasure. Kay's fingers moved faster, giving Cici more satisfaction.

When it finally subsided, Cici lay there, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body limp and spent. Kay withdrew her hand slowly, watching Cici's reaction intently.

"Did you enjoy that?" Kay asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Cici could only nod, too exhausted to speak.

Kay smiled, a flicker of something like affection crossing her features. "Good," she said simply. "Because there's more where that came from."

Cici’s heart raced, realizing this was the start of a relationship that could be profitable or very dangerous. As Kay’s special pet, she looked forward to receiving more privileges and special treatment. However, some of Kay’s demands filled her heart with trepidation.

When the officer finally left, Cici tossed and turned in her bed, unable to sleep as she thought about their encounter. Cici couldn’t get Officer Kay off her mind, and she couldn’t wait for their next meeting.

43 - THE SECRET DUNGEON

FF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Gag / Bondage / Vibrator

The heavy door of the small movie theater creaked open, revealing a dimly lit lobby. Quiana stepped inside, her hazel eyes scanning the familiar yet eerily quiet space. The air was thick with an unsettling calm, a stark contrast to the bustling atmosphere she was used to after each screening. Quiana’s boss, Princess, had just asked her to carry some boxes into the theater.  shifted the box in her arms, its contents rattling softly as she made her way toward the office.

Quiana had been working at this theater for a few months now, and she couldn't deny the growing fascination she felt for Princess, the owner. With her obsidian eyes, long straight black hair, and tall slender frame, Princess was every bit as captivating as she was enigmatic. Quiana often found herself stealing glances at her boss, lost in the depths of those dark eyes.

As she approached the office, the door swung open, and Princess stood there, leaning casually against the doorway. "Ah, Quiana," she said, her voice smooth and commanding. "Just the person I needed."

Quiana's heart skipped a beat. "Hey, Princess. Where do you want this box?" she asked, lifting it slightly for emphasis.

"Yes, perfect timing. Follow me," Princess replied, turning on her heel and leading the way down a corridor Quiana had never ventured into before. The walls were adorned with old movie posters, their colors faded but still vibrant enough to hint at forgotten cinematic glory.

They reached a door at the end of the hall, one that looked significantly more robust than any other in the building. Princess produced a key from her pocket, unlocking it with a practiced flick of her wrist. As they entered, Quiana's breath caught in her throat.

The room was unlike anything she had expected. It was a dungeon, complete with various pieces of intimidating equipment lining the walls. Chains dangled from ceiling hooks, and a padded bench sat in the center, surrounded by restraints and straps. Quiana’s eyes widened, her mind racing to process the sudden revelation.

“What is this?” Quiana asked, incredulous.

“My personal dungeon,” Princess replied, her obsidian eyes fixed on Quiana. “I’ve been building it for years, piece by piece. Do you like it?”

Quiana didn’t know how to respond. “Yeah, it’s cool,” she managed, growing more confused.

Princess moved to a large wooden chest in the corner and opened it, revealing an array of sex toys—whips, gags, blindfolds, dildos, butt plugs, and more. Quiana felt a flush spread across her cheeks as she took in the sight, her pulse quickening with a mix of fear and curiosity.

"Quiana," Princess began, her voice cutting through the young woman's thoughts, "I've noticed how you look at me. I know you're attracted to me."

Quiana's mouth went dry. "I... I don't know what you mean," she stammered, though she knew it was futile to deny the truth.

Princess chuckled softly, stepping closer until they were nearly touching. “Come on, I see the way your eyes follow me, the way you blush when I speak to you. This is your chance to explore that side of yourself."

Quiana's heart pounded in her chest, a whirlwind of emotions swirling within her. Part of her wanted to run, to escape this strange and intense situation, but another part of her—the part that had been drawn to Princess since the first day—yearned to submit, to experience whatever this powerful woman had to offer.

"Do you trust me?" Princess asked, her eyes probing Quiana's soul.

Quiana hesitated, then nodded slowly. "Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Good," Princess purred, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. "Strip for me."

Quiana's hands trembled as she began to undress, peeling off her clothing piece by piece. Her curvy figure was soon fully exposed, her tan skin glowing in the dim light. She stood naked before Princess, feeling both vulnerable and thrillingly alive.

"Lie on the bench," Princess instructed, pointing to the padded surface.

Quiana obeyed, her body trembling slightly as she settled onto the soft cushion. Princess moved quickly, securing her wrists and ankles with leather straps, ensuring she was comfortably restrained but unable to move.

"Open your mouth," Princess commanded next, producing a sleek black gag.

Quiana complied, allowing Princess to slide the gag between her lips and tighten the strap behind her head. The taste of leather filled her mouth, and she felt a rush of excitement at the loss of control.

Princess then picked up a soft silk blindfold, wrapping it around Quiana’s eyes. Darkness enveloped her, amplifying every sensation. She could feel Princess’s presence close by, the subtle shift of air as she moved, the occasional brush of fabric against her skin.

Suddenly, Quiana felt a cool touch against her inner thigh, followed by a buzzing vibration that made her gasp around the gag. Princess had brought out a vibrator, teasing her most sensitive areas with expert precision. Quiana's body arched reflexively, straining against her restraints as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

"Such a good girl," Princess murmured, the words sending shivers down Quiana's spine.

The vibrations intensified, dancing along her clit, causing her to writhe and moan despite the gag. Just as Quiana felt herself on the edge of release, Princess pulled away, the sudden absence of stimulation leaving her panting and desperate.

"Not yet," Princess whispered, her breath hot against Quiana's ear. "You need to learn patience."

Quiana whimpered, her body throbbing with unsatisfied desire. She felt something warm and wet land on her tongue, and realized with shock that Princess was spitting into her mouth. The unexpected act should have repulsed her, but instead, it sent a jolt of arousal through her core. She swallowed obediently, the taste mingling with the leather gag, creating a heady mixture of submission and lust.

Princess continued her teasing, moving the vibrator just out of reach, always close enough to drive Quiana mad with want but never giving her the release she craved. Quiana's mind was a whirl of conflicting sensations, the combination of pain and pleasure overwhelming her senses.

Finally, Princess decided to take things further. She retrieved a pair of metal clamps from the chest, attaching them to Quiana’s already erect nipples. The sharp pinch made Quiana cry out, muffled by the gag, but the pain quickly turned to pleasure as Princess adjusted the tension, finding that delicate balance that made Quiana’s entire body tremble.

"Almost time," Princess whispered, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Quiana could hardly believe what was happening. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending hypersensitive. She felt Princess’s fingers trace down her abdomen, then grip her hips firmly as the unmistakable pressure of a dildo pressed against her entrance.

With one swift motion, Princess thrust the dildo deep inside Quiana, making her scream into the gag. The initial shock gave way to pure, unadulterated pleasure as Princess began to fuck her with relentless intensity. Each thrust pushed Quiana closer to the brink, her body quivering with pent-up desire.

"Cum for me," Princess demanded, her voice a seductive growl.

Quiana's world exploded in a burst of white-hot ecstasy. She came hard, her body convulsing around the dildo as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Princess didn’t let up, continuing to pound into her until every last drop of energy was spent. Only then did she finally withdraw, leaving Quiana gasping and trembling on the padded bench.

"Good girl," Princess repeated, her tone affectionate now. "You did so well."

Quiana lay there, her mind reeling from the experience. She felt a strange sense of satisfaction, a fulfillment she had never known before. And as she drifted in the aftermath of her submission, she couldn’t help but wonder what other pleasures Princess had in store for her.

44 - LUST VERSUS JUSTICE

FFF / Police / BDSM / Threesome / Fingering / Oral / Dildo

The city's neon lights flickered, casting an eerie glow over the rain-soaked streets. Detective Elyria Johnson stood beneath a broken street lamp, her obsidian eyes scanning the grimy alleyways. The cold breeze tousled her long black hair, and she pulled her trench coat tighter around her. She had spent weeks tracking the elusive leader of a series of bank robberies, Cherry, a name whispered with both fear and admiration in the underworld.

Elyria's partner, Detective Winona, stood beside her, her hazel eyes darting nervously. Winona's curly brown hair framed her face, but tonight, there was a tension in her posture that Elyria couldn't ignore. Something was off, but Elyria had no time to dwell on it. They had a lead—a rundown motel where Cherry was rumored to be hiding.

As they approached the motel, the air grew thick with anticipation. Elyria could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on her. She pushed open the creaky door and stepped into the dimly lit lobby. The receptionist, a tired-looking man with sunken eyes, barely glanced up from his newspaper.

"Room 21," Elyria muttered to Winona, her voice low and steady. They made their way down the hall, each step echoing ominously. When they reached the door, Elyria took a deep breath and knocked. There was no response. She knocked again, harder this time. Finally, the door creaked open, revealing a stunning woman with tan skin and long burgundy hair—Cherry.

Cherry's dark eyes met Elyria's, and for a moment, neither spoke. Then, Cherry smirked, stepping aside to let them in. The room was as dilapidated as the rest of the motel, but Cherry exuded an undeniable charm. She wore a sleek, black dress that hugged her curves, and her presence filled the small space effortlessly.

Winona hesitated in the doorway, her eyes flicking between Elyria and Cherry. "Elyria, maybe we should—"

"No," Elyria cut her off, her voice firm. "We're here to take her in."

Cherry laughed, a low, sultry sound that sent shivers down Elyria's spine. "Take me in? Darling, you have no idea who you're dealing with."

Elyria's gaze narrowed. "I know enough. You're Cherry, the mastermind behind these bank robberies. Your reign of terror ends tonight."

Cherry tilted her head, studying Elyria thoughtfully. "You're very determined, aren't you? I like that." She took a step closer, her lips curling into a seductive smile. "But what if I offered you something else? Something... more pleasurable?"

Elyria's heart pounded in her chest. She could see the hesitation in Winona's eyes, the way her partner bit her lip and shifted uncomfortably. "Winona, what's going on?"

Winona's voice trembled as she spoke. "Elyria, please... don't do this. We can walk away. No one has to get hurt."

Elyria's mind raced. She knew something was wrong. Winona was always the first to take down a perp. "Tell me the truth, Winona. Are you involved with her?"

Winona's eyes welled with tears. "Yes, but it's not what you think. Please, just listen to me."

Cherry stepped forward, her hand gently brushing against Elyria's arm. "Why don't we make this interesting? How about a little game? If you win, you take me in. If you lose..." She trailed off, her fingers tracing a path up Elyria's sleeve.

Elyria's breath hitched. She could feel the heat radiating from Cherry's touch, the magnetic pull that made her want to lean in, to trust. "And what's the game?"

Cherry's smile widened. "A threesome. You, me, and Winona. Let us show you a night you'll never forget. If you still want to arrest me after, then so be it."

Elyria's heart throbbed in her chest. The thought of surrendering to the desires bubbling within her was intoxicating. She glanced at Winona, whose eyes pleaded for understanding. But how could she ignore her duty to protect and serve? “I don’t think so,” Elyria replied. “Not tonight, Cherry.” 

As Elyria went to slap a pair of handcuffs on Cherry, she suddenly found herself looking down the barrel of a gun.

“I can’t let you do that,” Winona murmured, aiming the gun at Elyria.

Elyria was shocked. Her partner had been playing for the other side, helping a dangerous bank robber. It was clear she was outmatched and outgunned in this situation. Against every instinct, she felt herself yielding to Cherry's offer.

"Okay," Elyria said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Let’s do it. But then, I’m taking you in. And you better not tell anyone."

Cherry's laughter filled the room as she led them toward the bed. "Oh, darling, this is only the beginning."

The women slowly began to undress, their movements deliberate and sensual. Elyria's fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her shirt, feeling a rush of excitement and trepidation. Cherry's hands moved with practiced ease, peeling away layers until they were all naked, standing in a tight circle.

Elyria's breath quickened as Cherry's fingers ghosted over her skin, sending jolts of electricity through her body. She looked around the dingy motel room, unable to believe she was really there, about to have sex with a criminal. She watched as Cherry's hand slid between her legs, the sensation overwhelming her senses. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of the delicious pressure.

Winona joined in, her fingers finding Elyria's clit, rubbing in gentle circles that made Elyria moan. The dual stimulation was too much, too soon, and Elyria's body arched, craving release. Cherry's fingers delved deeper, exploring every inch of Elyria's wetness.

"Please," Elyria gasped, her voice ragged. "More... I need more."

Cherry's eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she added another finger, then another, stretching Elyria open. Winona's touch intensified, her thumb pressing firmly against Elyria's throbbing clit. Elyria's world narrowed to the sensations coursing through her body, the pleasure building to a crescendo.

Finally, with a cry of ecstasy, Elyria came, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She collapsed onto the dirty motel bed, panting and satisfied.

She looked up to see Cherry grabbing a big dildo. Before she could protest, Cherry was rubbing it against her wet slit. Elyria gasped as Cherry pushed the dildo inside her.

Cherry looked at Winona. “Ride her face,” she instructed.

Winona climbed on top of Elyria, grinding against her face. Elyria’s tongue explored Winona’s wetness. Cherry kept up the pace, fucking Elyria’s pussy hard. The big dildo stretched her walls, hitting at just the right angle.

Elyria felt Winona’s muscles tense as she climaxed. She could taste Winona’s delicious juices on her tongue. Cherry thrusted harder, filling Elyria’s tight hole. With one final thrust, she pushed Elyria over the edge. Elyria’s body quivered, her eyes rolling back as she reached ecstasy.

Cherry and Winona crawled onto the bed beside her, their hands roaming over her trembling body. "So, Elyria," Cherry purred, her lips inches from Elyria's ear, "what will you do now?"

Elyria's mind swirled with conflicting emotions. She wanted to punish Cherry, to uphold justice, but the memory of their passionate encounter lingered, clouding her judgment. Plus, Winona would be fired if her involvement with Cherry was revealed. Elyria didn’t want to lose her partner, and she didn’t want to lose this new attraction.

"I... I won't arrest you," she confessed, her voice weak. "But this doesn't change anything. I still want to catch you."

Cherry chuckled softly, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Elyria's skin. "Then we'll see each other again, Detective. And next time, you might not be so reluctant."

Elyria shivered at the thought, a mix of dread and anticipation twisting inside her. This was far from over, and she knew it. As Cherry leaned in to kiss her once more, Elyria wondered what future encounters would hold—and if she would ever truly escape the allure of the woman who had captured her heart and mind in one electrifying night.

45 - AN ENCOUNTER IN THE COFFEE SHOP

FF / First Person / BDSM / Interracial / Vibrator / Whipping / Dildo

Excerpt from Confessions of a Lesbian Escort Part 1: Turned Out by Ling Walters

The coffee shop was my sanctuary—a place where I could drown out the noise of my life with the aroma of roasted beans and the hum of low chatter. I sat in my usual corner, textbooks sprawled open, my long black hair tucked behind my ears as I scribbled notes for my upcoming test. The stress of tuition payments loomed over me like a storm cloud, and I couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that I might not be able to afford another semester.

That’s when she walked in.

At first, I didn’t notice her. But as she approached my table, I couldn’t help but look up. She was stunning—tall, with dark skin that seemed to glow under the café’s soft lighting. Her long box braids cascaded down her back, and her obsidian eyes held a intensity that made my stomach flip. She wore a tailored black suit, sharp and sophisticated, and carried herself with the kind of confidence that made people stop and stare.

“Zara Mars?” she asked, her voice smooth and commanding.

How does she know my name? I blinked, caught off guard. “Yes?”

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “I’m Naomi. I’ve been watching you—your beauty is hard to miss. You look like Snow White, you know that?”

I felt a blush creep up my pale cheeks. “Thank you, I guess.”

She slid into the seat across from me, her movements graceful and deliberate. “I have a business opportunity for you.”

My heart skipped a beat. I needed money, and this might be my chance to make it. “What kind of opportunity?” I asked.

Naomi didn’t answer right away. Instead, she reached into her pocket and handed me a sleek black business card. The only thing on it was her name and a phone number. “Call me. Tonight. We’ll talk.” She stood, her towering frame casting a shadow over me, and walked out of the café without another word.

I stared at the card, my fingers trembling slightly. What kind of business was this? My mind raced with possibilities, each more outlandish than the last. But one thing was certain—I was intrigued.

After my last class of the day, I found myself standing in my dingy apartment, clutching Naomi’s card. The wall clock ticked ominously, and I knew I couldn’t put it off any longer. I dialed the number, my heart pounding in my chest.

Naomi answered on the second ring. “Zara. I knew you’d call. Meet me at Velvet Twilight—the bar downtown. 8 p.m.”

The line went dead before I could respond. I glanced at the clock—7:15. I barely had time to change. I threw on a pair of blue jeans and a simple tank top, cursing myself for not having anything fancier. I’m gonna look like a broke college student. Because I am.

When I arrived at Velvet Twilight, I was immediately out of my depth. The bar was swanky, with dim lighting, plush leather booths, and a sleek bar top that gleamed under the glow of chandeliers. I felt underdressed and out of place, especially when Naomi walked in moments later wearing a fitted emerald green dress that clung to her curves like a second skin.

She spotted me immediately and gestured to a corner booth. I followed her, my nerves on edge as I slid into the seat across from her.

“You clean up nice,” she said, her obsidian eyes scanning me with an appraising look. “Though I think we’ll need to work on your wardrobe.”

I laughed nervously. “Yeah, well, this is about as fancy as I get.”

Naomi leaned back, her expression turning serious. “Let’s get down to business. I run an escort service. But it’s not your typical gig. My clients are wealthy women—powerful, influential, and very discreet.”

My eyes widened. “And you want me to…?”

“Be one of my escorts,” she finished for me. “You’d be servicing women exclusively. Given your… aesthetic… I think you’d be very popular.”

I hesitated, my mind racing. Would my classmates find out? Was this safe? Who were these women? But at the same time, the idea was thrilling. I’d always known I was attracted to women, though I’d never acted on it. This could be my chance to explore that side of myself—and make some much-needed money in the process.

Naomi seemed to read my thoughts. “It’s completely legitimate. Discretion is our top priority. And if you decide it’s not for you, you can walk away. No pressure.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Naomi’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good. But first, you’ll need some training.”

She led me to her car—a sleek, black luxury vehicle that screamed wealth. We drove to her home, a sprawling modern mansion that made my tiny apartment look like a shoebox. Inside, the décor was minimalistic yet elegant, with clean lines and neutral tones.

Naomi took me to her bedroom, and my jaw dropped. The room was filled with sex toys and BDSM gear—whips, ropes, vibrators, dildos of all shapes and sizes. My heart raced as I took it all in.

“Strip,” Naomi commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated for a moment before obeying, peeling off my clothes until I stood naked before her. She gestured to the bed, and I climbed onto it, my body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

Naomi approached me slowly, her hands cool against my skin as she began to massage me. Her touch was firm yet sensual, and I felt my muscles relax under her expert ministrations. But just when I was starting to get comfortable, she grabbed a vibrator and pressed it against my pussy, teasing me with slow, deliberate strokes.

I moaned, my back arching as pleasure shot through me. But before I could cum, Naomi pulled the vibrator away, leaving me desperate and gasping.

“Naomi, please,” I begged, my voice trembling.

She didn’t respond. Instead, she picked up a small flogger and brought it down on my ass with a sharp crack. I winced, the pain mingling with my arousal in a way that was both confusing and exhilarating.

She hit me again, and again, each strike sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I was on fire, my need for release growing with every passing second.

“Please, Naomi. I need you. Fuck me,” I pleaded, my voice raw with desperation.

Naomi smirked, clearly enjoying my torment. She grabbed a large dildo—one that was far bigger than anything I’d ever taken—and coated it with lube. Then, without warning, she thrust it into me, filling me completely.

I cried out, my body shuddering as she fucked me with relentless precision. The dildo stretched me in ways I’d never experienced, and the pain only heightened my pleasure. I came hard, my vision blurring as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

Naomi pulled the dildo out and stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips. “You did great, Zara. I think you’re going to be an excellent addition to my team.”

I lay there, panting and spent, a newfound sense of confidence blooming within me. I could do this. I could be good at this. And as I looked up at Naomi, I realized I wanted to impress her—to make her proud. There was something about her that drew me in, a magnetic pull that I couldn’t resist.

She drove me home, her car gliding through the quiet streets of the city. When we pulled up in front of my shabby apartment building, I felt a pang of embarrassment. But as I got out of the car, Naomi’s voice stopped me.

“Sleep well, Zara. I’ll be in touch.”

I nodded, my heart racing as I watched her drive away. Somehow, I knew Naomi was going to change my life. And I couldn’t wait to see her again.

46 - WHORE TRAINING

FF / First Person / BDSM / Interracial / Oral / Spanking / Butt Plug / Dildo

Excerpt from Confessions of a Lesbian Escort Part 1: Turned Out by Ling Walters

The crisp evening air nipped at my skin as I stood outside Naomi’s luxurious home, the faint hum of the city muffled by the towering hedges that surrounded her property. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of excitement and nerves swirling in my stomach. I clutched the envelope in my hand tighter, the crisp bills inside a tangible reminder of the night I’d just had—my first night working for Naomi’s exclusive escort service. Shayna, the client, had been kind, generous, and very satisfied. This job is going better than I expected, I thought, a small smile tugging at my ruby-red lips.

I pressed the doorbell, the chime echoing through the grand foyer beyond. Moments later, the door swung open, and there stood Naomi herself. She was every bit as striking as I remembered—her dark, piercing eyes framed by perfectly arched brows, her toned body clad in a sleek black robe that clung to her curves. She looked me up and down, her gaze lingering on my long black hair and the faint flush on my pale skin.

“Zara,” she said, her voice smooth and commanding. “Come in.”

I stepped inside, the warmth of the house wrapping around me like a blanket. The air smelled faintly of jasmine and sandalwood, an intoxicating blend that made my head spin. Naomi led me to the living room, where a plush leather sofa sat in front of a roaring fireplace. She gestured for me to sit, and I did, handing her the envelope as I sank into the cushions.

She opened it, her slender fingers counting the bills with practiced ease. Her lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Impressive,” she said, setting the envelope aside. “Shayna was pleased?”

“Very,” I replied, my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach. “She said she’d call me again.”

Naomi nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Good. But if you’re going to keep working for me, you’ll need more training. My clients expect the best, and I intend to deliver.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “More training? What do you mean?”

She stood, extending a hand to me. “Follow me.”

I took her hand, letting her lead me through the house. We passed through a hallway adorned with abstract art and into a part of the house I hadn’t seen before. At the end of the hall, she opened a door, revealing a staircase that descended into the basement. The air grew cooler as we descended, the faint sound of music growing louder with each step.

When we reached the bottom, I froze, my breath catching in my throat. The room was unlike anything I’d ever seen—a fully equipped BDSM dungeon, complete with a spanking bench, a St. Andrew’s cross, and shelves lined with restraints, paddles, and toys. The dim lighting cast shadows across the room, adding to the already electric atmosphere.

Naomi turned to me, her gaze intense. “This is where the real training begins,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Naomi untied her robe, letting it slip to the floor, and my eyes widened as I took in her naked form. Her body was perfect—her muscles toned, her skin glowing in the soft light. I felt a rush of heat between my legs, my pulse quickening.

“Strip,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of my dress, pulling it over my head and letting it fall to the floor. I stepped out of my heels, standing before her in nothing but my lace underwear. She eyed me hungrily, her gaze traveling over my body before she gestured for me to remove the last barrier between us. I obliged, my heart pounding as I stood completely bare before her.

“Kneel,” she said, and I dropped to my knees without hesitation. She stepped closer, her scent intoxicating as she stood before me. “Open your mouth.”

I parted my lips, and she placed a hand on the back of my head, guiding me toward her. The first touch of my tongue against her clit sent a jolt of electricity through me. Her taste was sweet and tangy, and I moaned softly as I continued to lap at her, my hands resting on her thighs for balance.

Her breathing grew ragged, her fingers tightening in my hair as I worked her closer to the edge. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Just like that.”

I could feel her thighs trembling, her hips grinding against my face as she neared her climax. When she came, her moans echoed through the room, her body shuddering with pleasure. I kept licking her, my own arousal growing with every sound she made.

Finally, she pulled away, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She looked down at me, her eyes dark with desire. “Good girl,” she said, her voice low. “Now it’s your turn.”

She led me to the spanking bench, and I bent over it, my body trembling with anticipation. The first slap of her hand against my ass made me gasp, the sting sending a wave of pleasure through me. She spanked me again and again, each strike more intense than the last. My moans filled the room, my hips bucking involuntarily. When she finally stopped, I was panting, my body on fire.

Naomi reached for a butt plug on one of the shelves, and I shivered as she coated it with lube. “Relax,” she said, and I obeyed, my body opening as she slowly pushed the plug inside me.

The sensation was overwhelming, and I moaned loudly, my hands gripping the bench for support.

Naomi stepped back, admiring her handiwork before selecting a large dildo from the shelf. She positioned herself behind me, and I felt the tip of the dildo press against my entrance. “Ready?” she asked, and I nodded, my body craving more.

She thrust into me, the dildo filling me completely. I cried out, my body trembling as she fucked me with relentless precision. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, my orgasm building with every movement. When it finally hit, it was explosive, my body convulsing as I came harder than I ever had before.

Naomi pulled away, leaving me gasping and spent. She helped me to my feet, her hands gentle as she guided me. “You did well,” she said, her voice soft. “But this is just the beginning.”

As I left her house, my mind was a whirlwind of emotions. I wasn’t sure what I’d gotten myself into. But as I walked down the street, the memory of Naomi’s touch still lingering on my skin, I couldn’t help but think that Naomi was going to change my life.

47 - A VOW OF SUBMISSION

FF / First Person / BDSM / Interracial / Bondage / Teasing / Strap-on / Anal

Excerpt from Confessions of a Lesbian Escort Part 1: Turned Out by Ling Walters

I stood in front of Naomi’s luxurious house, the midday sun warming my pale skin, I adjusted the strap of my bag and took a deep breath. My heart thrummed with anticipation, a mix of nerves and excitement that had become familiar over the past few weeks. Naomi had told me today would be big, and though I didn’t know what to expect, I trusted her. She had a way of making me feel both safe and on edge at the same time.

I rang the doorbell, the chime echoing through the grand entryway. Moments later, the door opened, revealing Naomi in all her stunning glory. Her box braids cascaded down her back, and her obsidian eyes met mine with a calm, knowing gaze. She was tall, statuesque, and effortlessly commanding. Her dark skin seemed to glow in the sunlight, and the way her lips curved into a faint smile made my stomach flutter.

“Zara,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “Right on time. Come in.”

I stepped inside, the cool air of her home washing over me. I handed her the envelope containing her cut of the money I’d made the night before. She took it without a word, her long fingers deftly counting the bills before tucking them into her purse. Her smile widened, and I felt a surge of pride. Pleasing her felt like a victory.

“Good girl,” she said, her tone warm but firm. “Let’s get started.”

I followed her through the house, my heels clicking softly against the polished hardwood floors. My heart rate picked up as we descended the staircase to the basement. The dungeon. I’d been here before, but each time felt like the first, the air heavy with anticipation and something darker, more primal.

The room was dimly lit, the walls adorned with leather restraints, whips, and other tools I could only guess the purpose of. In the center of the room was a leather bench, its surface gleaming under the soft light. Naomi turned to me, her gaze steady.

“Strip,” she said, her voice calm but commanding.

I hesitated for only a moment before obeying, my trembling fingers working to undo the buttons of my blouse. The air was cool against my skin as I shed my clothes, leaving me standing before her completely bare. Naomi’s eyes roamed over my body, and I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks.

She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against my cheek before trailing down to my collarbone. “You’re beautiful, Zara,” she murmured, her touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake. “So innocent, yet so willing. It’s intoxicating.”

She stepped back, her hands moving to the straps of her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing a set of black lace lingerie that hugged her curves perfectly. My breath caught in my throat. She was stunning.

“Lie down,” she instructed, gesturing to the bench.

I complied, the smooth leather cool against my back as I settled onto it. Naomi moved with purpose, securing my wrists and ankles with the restraints. The sensation of being bound sent a shiver of excitement through me, my heart pounding in my chest.

She picked up a feather, its softness brushing against my skin as she began to tease me. She started at my neck, the light touch making me gasp. Her eyes never left mine as she moved lower, the feather gliding over my collarbone, down to my breasts. My nipples hardened under her attention, and I squirmed against the restraints, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Naomi,” I breathed, my voice trembling. I needed more.

She chuckled softly, the sound sending a thrill through me. “Patience, Zara. Good things come to those who wait.”

Her words only heightened my desperation. She continued to tease me, the feather moving lower, skirting the edges of my most sensitive areas. I arched my back, trying to press myself against her touch, but she held back, denying me the release I craved.

When she finally set the feather aside, I thought I’d get relief, but she had other plans. She picked up a vibrator, the low hum filling the room as she turned it on. She teased my nipples first, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through me. I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily.

Then, she moved lower, the vibrator hovering over my clit. I gasped, my body trembling with need. “Please,” I begged, my voice barely above a whisper. “Please, Naomi. Let me cum.”

She shook her head, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Not yet.”

The vibrator moved in slow, deliberate circles, each touch pushing me closer to the edge. She was relentless, her control over me absolute. I writhed against the restraints, my breaths coming in shallow gasps. I was so close, so close, but she pulled back just as I was about to tip over the edge.

“Naomi!” I cried, frustration and desperation warring within me.

She released the restraints, her hands gripping my hips as she flipped me onto my stomach. I barely had time to register what was happening before I felt her fasten a strap-on around her waist. My breath hitched as she positioned herself behind me, her hands holding my hips firmly.

“You’ve been so good, Zara,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. “But we’re not done yet.”

She thrust into me, the stretch and fullness making me cry out. She set a brutal pace, each stroke driving me closer to the edge. My body responded eagerly, the pleasure building until it was almost unbearable.

“Naomi, I’m going to—” My words were cut off as I came, my body convulsing with the force of it. But she didn’t stop, her thrusts relentless as she continued to fuck me.

When she finally pulled out, I thought it was over, but she had one more surprise in store. She grabbed a bottle of lube, her movements slow and deliberate as she coated the dildo. Her eyes met mine, and I knew what was coming.

“Time for some anal training,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument.

I nodded, my body trembling with anticipation. She positioned herself behind me again, her hands guiding the dildo to my entrance. The pressure was intense, but she was patient, easing it in slowly until I felt the full length of it inside me.

Her hands gripped my hips as she began to move, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through me. It was overwhelming, the sensations building until I came again, my body shuddering with the force of it.

When she finally stopped, I was spent, my body limp against the bench. She released me, her hands gentle as she helped me to my feet. We made our way to the shower, the warm water washing away the evidence of our passion.

As we dried off and dressed, Naomi turned to me, her expression serious. “You’ve been doing well, Zara,” she said. “I’d like you to be my submissive.”

I hesitated, the weight of her words settling over me. This was new territory for me, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready. But then I looked into her eyes, and I knew I could trust her.

“I’ll be your submissive,” I said, my voice steady.

She smiled, a sense of satisfaction in her gaze. She reached into a drawer and pulled out a collar, its delicate silver chain catching the light. She fastened it around my neck, the cool metal a tangible symbol of my submission.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice filled with affection.

I felt a sense of belonging, of safety, as I looked into her eyes. I was hers.
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I didn’t expect the call. Not then, not when I was sitting in my dingy apartment, staring at the peeling wallpaper and wondering if I’d made the right choice. My phone buzzed, and there it was—Naomi’s name flashing on the screen. My heart skipped a beat. I answered before the second ring.

“Zara,” her voice was smooth, commanding, the kind that made you sit up straighter without realizing it. “I’m sorry I’ve been so busy. Let me make it up to you.”

I felt a thrill run through me. Naomi was always full of surprises, and I’d been feeling the distance since Gigi joined the team. I’d been jealous at first, but now… well, now I liked Gigi. She had this infectious energy, but I couldn’t help feeling a little neglected. Naomi’s words were a balm to that wound.

“I’ll pick you up in an hour. Be ready.”

I was ready in 15 minutes.

When Naomi arrived, she was a vision. Tall, with dark skin that seemed to glow, and those obsidian eyes that could pin you in place with a single glance. Her box braids swung heavily as she stepped out of her sleek black car. She was dressed impeccably, as always—a tailored suit that screamed power and control. My breath hitched. Naomi was the kind of woman who made you feel small in the best possible way.

“Get in,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I obeyed without hesitation.

We drove to the mall, and I tried to hide my excitement as Naomi led me through designer stores, buying me an entirely new wardrobe. Dresses, shoes, lingerie—things I’d never be able to afford on my own. She didn’t ask for my opinion much, but when she did, it was only to gauge what I liked. She didn’t need my input to know what would look good on me. That was part of her charm. She knew things. Things about me, about life, about what it meant to be in control.

After the shopping spree, we headed to a luxurious high-rise apartment building downtown. I’d never been in a place like this before. The lobby was all marble and glass, with a doorman who nodded respectfully at Naomi as we passed. My stomach fluttered with nerves. Were we meeting a client? I didn’t ask. Naomi didn’t like questions unless she prompted them.

We stepped into the elevator, and she pressed the button for the 23rd floor. The silence between us was heavy, charged with something I couldn’t quite name. My pulse quickened as the doors slid open, revealing a pristine hallway with only one door at the end.

Naomi led me inside, and I froze.

The apartment was stunning—all sleek lines and modern furniture, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city. I turned to Naomi, my eyes wide.

“Whose place is this?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Yours,” she replied, her lips curling into a smug smile.

I blinked, sure I’d misheard her. “Mine?”

“Yes, Zara. Yours.” She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming. “You can’t take clients back to that dingy apartment of yours. This place will help you make more money. The rent’s paid for a year.”

I was stunned. This apartment was a dream, so far beyond anything I could have imagined. I threw my arms around Naomi, pressing my lips to hers in a kiss that was equal parts gratitude and desire. She responded with a low hum, her hands gripping my hips possessively.

When we pulled apart, she looked at me with that piercing gaze. “How’s college going?”

I hesitated, then shook my head. “It’s… not. I’ve been so busy working, my grades are slipping. It’s hard to focus on a career when I’m already making so much money.” I paused, then admitted, “I’m dropping out.”

Naomi’s expression didn’t change, but I could see the disappointment in her eyes. Still, she didn’t argue. “You can go back when you’re ready,” she said simply. “You have bigger opportunities right now.”

Her words made me feel better about my decision. But right then, all I could think about was her, this apartment, and the life I was building. Meeting Naomi had been the best thing to happen to me.

Our lips met again, and this time, there was no hesitation. The kiss was hot, desperate, a tangle of tongues and teeth that left me breathless. Naomi’s hands moved to the buttons of my dress, undoing them with practiced ease. I reached for her jacket, pushing it off her shoulders as we stumbled toward the bedroom, leaving a trail of clothes in our wake.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the apartment, with a king-sized bed that seemed to beckon us. Naomi pushed me onto it, her hands roaming over my body as if she was relearning every curve. Her lips found my neck, nipping and sucking in a way that made me moan.

“Naomi,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Shh,” she murmured, her breath hot against my skin. “Let me take care of you.”

She did. She kissed her way down my body, her tongue circling my nipples until they were stiff and aching. Her hands slipped between my legs, parting me with a gentleness that belied her usual dominance. When her mouth found my pussy, I arched off the bed, a desperate cry escaping my lips.

Naomi was relentless, her tongue working me in slow, deliberate strokes that had me clutching at the sheets. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, she pulled away, reaching for the nightstand. It was fully stocked with sex toys, and she selected a small vibrator, turning it on with a flick of her wrist.

The buzzing sound sent a shiver through me. Naomi smirked, her eyes dark with desire as she brought the vibrator to my clit. The sensation was electric, and I writhed beneath her, begging for release. But Naomi wasn’t done. She teased me mercilessly, edging me closer and closer until I was pleading for her to let me cum.

“Not yet,” she purred, her voice dripping with authority.

She replaced the vibrator with her fingers, sliding them inside me with ease. Her pace was slow at first, but it didn’t stay that way for long. Soon, she was fucking me hard, her fingers curling just right to make me see stars. And then, as if that wasn’t enough, she pushed her whole hand into me.

I cried out, my body tightening around her as I came apart. My juices gushed onto the bed, and I was vaguely aware of Naomi murmuring words of praise as she worked me through the aftershocks.

When it was over, she pulled me into her arms, holding me close as we caught our breath. I reached up, touching the collar around my neck—the one that marked me as hers. It felt right, letting her take control. For the first time in a long time, everything felt perfect.

Naomi kissed the top of my head. “You’re mine, Zara,” she whispered. “Always.”

I nestled closer, my eyes drifting shut. “Always.”
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The silk scarf slipped through my fingers like a whisper, soft and cool against my skin. I glanced at Gigi, who was holding up a crimson lace bra against her chest, grinning at me in the mirror. “What do you think?” she asked, twirling dramatically.

I laughed, shaking my head.

“Too much?” she teased, and I nodded.

“Way too much.”

But I was only half-paying attention. My mind was elsewhere, still buzzing from the life I’d been thrust into. Naomi’s world was intoxicating—luxurious, dangerous, and entirely unpredictable.

My phone buzzed in my purse, cutting through the quiet hum of the boutique. I fished it out, my stomach flipping when I saw Naomi’s name on the screen. “Zara,” her voice was smooth, commanding, and instantly sent a shiver down my spine. “I need you to meet a client. Her name is Leanne. She’s… particular. Be on your best behavior. Submissive. Understood?”

I swallowed hard, nodding even though she couldn’t see me. “Yes, Naomi,” I said, my voice steady despite the nerves prickling under my skin.

Gigi raised an eyebrow, clearly catching the shift in my demeanor. “Naomi?” she asked, her tone light but knowing. I nodded, slipping my phone back into my purse. “I’ll see you later?” Gigi waved me off with a smile. “Go make your money, girl.”

The drive to Leanne’s house was a blur. My mind raced, replaying Naomi’s words— submissive, particular. I wasn’t new to this, not entirely. Naomi had been grooming me, teaching me how to navigate the desires of wealthy women who craved control. But this felt different. The air was heavier, the expectations sharper.

Leanne’s house was a sprawling mansion, all sharp angles and gleaming glass. I parked my car, smoothing my hands over my dress—a simple black number that clung to my curves in just the right way. I took a deep breath, my heels clicking against the pavement as I approached the front door.

She opened it before I could knock. Leanne was stunning. Tall, with legs that seemed to go on forever, her blonde hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders. She wore a tailored suit, the jacket open to reveal a crisp white blouse. Her lips curved into a smile, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Zara,” she said, her voice low and velvety. “Come in.”

The interior of her house was as immaculate as she was. Everything was sleek and modern, from the polished floors to the abstract art on the walls. Leanne led me to the living room, gesturing for me to sit. I perched on the edge of the couch, my hands folded neatly in my lap.

“Naomi speaks highly of you,” Leanne said, her gaze appraising.

I felt exposed under her stare, like she could see every inch of me without even trying. “Thank you,” I murmured, lowering my eyes.

She chuckled softly, the sound sending a thrill through me. “I like that,” she said, her fingers brushing over my chin, tilting my head up to meet her gaze. “You’re obedient. That’s important.”

She handed me an envelope, thick with cash. “One thousand dollars. Consider it a… down payment.” I took it, my fingers trembling slightly.

Leanne walked over to an elegant side table, opening a drawer and pulling out a sleek, black blindfold. She turned back to me with a smirk, her gaze intense. You’ll need this, she said, her voice dripping with authority. I nodded, feeling a flush of heat spread through my body. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming, and carefully slipped the blindfold over my eyes. The world went dark, leaving me with nothing but the sound of her voice and the palpable tension in the air.

“Safe word is pomegranate,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “Use it if you need to. Otherwise, you’re mine.” I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest.

Leanne led me up a set of stairs, her hand on my lower back, guiding me with practiced ease. I could feel the anticipation building inside me, a mix of nerves and excitement. When we reached the bedroom, she removed the blindfold, and I blinked, my eyes adjusting to the dim light.

The room was spacious and luxurious, with a plush king-sized bed dominating the space. Leanne stood in front of me with her piercing eyes looking me over. I felt a flush of heat spread through my body as I was instructed to remove my clothes with utmost care.

As I did so, my fingers trembled slightly as I took off my dress, letting it pool at my feet. I stood before her in nothing but a lacy lingerie set, my pale skin exposed and vulnerable. Leanne’s gaze was intense, like she could see every inch of me without even trying.

Leanne walked over to me, her eyes never leaving mine. She reached out and traced a finger along my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine. “You’re beautiful, Zara,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. I felt my cheeks flush at her words, a mix of pleasure and embarrassment washing over me.

Without warning, Leanne grabbed a ball gag from the bedside table and shoved it into my mouth. I gasped around the gag, my eyes wide with surprise.

She smirked at my reaction, clearly enjoying the power she held over me. “You’re mine now, Zara,” she whispered in my ear, her hot breath sending a jolt of electricity through me.

Leanne stepped back and swiftly removed her suit jacket and blouse, revealing a leather corset and garters on her long, slender legs. She looked like a goddess, radiating confidence and power as she removed her skirt, leaving her in only the corset, thong, and stockings. My breath hitched in my throat as I took in the sight of her, my body reacting to her sheer dominance.

Leanne grabbed a whip from the bedside table, running her fingers along the length of it as she walked around me. I could feel my heart racing in anticipation, knowing what was coming next. The first strike caught me off guard, a sharp sting across my back that made me gasp. But as she continued to whip me, I found myself embracing the pain, letting it fuel the pleasure coursing through my veins.

Once she was satisfied with the marks she left on my skin, Leanne took some silk scarves and began to tie me to the bed. She expertly bound my wrists and ankles, leaving me completely at her mercy. I could feel the anticipation building inside me, knowing that I was completely under her control.

Leanne’s fingers danced along my body, teasing and tantalizing me to the very edge of ecstasy. She took a vibrator and began to tease my nipples, the sensations sending waves of pleasure through me. I moaned around the gag, my body aching for more. She then moved the vibrator lower, teasing my clit with the buzzing vibrations. I couldn’t help but squirm beneath her touch, my body desperate for release.

But Leanne had other plans. She pulled the vibrator away, denying me the release I so desperately craved. “Not yet, Zara,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

She picked up a large, intimidating dildo and walked over to me. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as she positioned herself between my legs.

Leanne slowly pushed the dildo into my pussy, stretching me in ways I never thought possible. I could feel every inch of her as she moved it in and out of me, the sensations overwhelming and unbearable. My body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

She then replaced the dildo with her fingers. Her long, slender fingers slipped into my wet warmth, sliding in and out with a slow and steady rhythm. Leanne added more fingers, stretching me even further. I gasped, feeling a delicious fullness taking over my body. I couldn’t hold back the moans spilling from my lips, encouraging her further. My body ached and yearned for her touch.

Suddenly, I felt an intense pressure as she slid her entire hand into me. A mind-numbing, overwhelming sensation that left me moaning wildly. With a merciless determination, Leanne began to fist me. Each movement caused intense pleasure to ripple through my body, my walls clenching tightly around her hand.

The relentless pace drove me closer and closer to the brink of orgasm. I couldn’t stop the overwhelming surge of ecstasy that overtook my body. My muscles tensed as I reached my peak, my body trembling under her skilled touch. A gush of juices flowed out as I came, my body completely surrendering to the pleasure.

Leanne’s hand retreated slowly, leaving me trembling and breathless on the bed. She removed the ball gag from my mouth, allowing me to catch my breath. I looked up at her, my body still tingling with the echoes of pleasure. She gave me a small, satisfied smirk, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

I knew I’d done well. Naomi would be pleased.

Leanne got up and untied the silk scarves, gently caressing my skin as she freed me. “I’d like to see you again if it’s okay with Naomi?” she asked.

I smiled. “Absolutely.”
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The phone buzzed against the mahogany bar top, pulling me out of my conversation with Gigi. I glanced at the screen—Adrienne’s name flashed in bold letters. My stomach fluttered. I excused myself with a nervous smile and stepped away from the noise of the bar, my silk dress clinging to my hips as I moved.

“Hello?” I answered, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Zara,” Adrienne’s voice purred through the phone, low and commanding. “I have a surprise for you. I need to see you. Now.”

My heart skipped. “Now? I’m at the bar with Gigi—”

“I’ll be there in ten minutes. Be ready.”

The line went dead. I stood there, staring at my phone, my pulse quickening. Adrienne had that effect on me—her words were like a snap of a whip, sending shivers down my spine. I returned to Gigi, who was sipping her cosmopolitan, her perfectly manicured brows arching as she saw my flushed face.

“What was that about?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Adrienne wants to see me,” I said, smoothing my dress. “She’s picking me up.”

Gigi smirked. “Of course she is. That woman owns you, Zara.”

I didn’t argue. She wasn’t wrong. Adrienne had come into my life like a storm, sweeping me off my feet with her power, her money, her dominance. She was everything I craved—everything I needed after Chastity’s untimely death. Thoughts of Chastity filled my heart with sorrow. I pushed them away as I spotted Adrienne’s sleek black car pulling up to the curb.

“Text me later,” Gigi said, waving me off with a laugh.

I stepped out into the cool night air, my heels clicking against the pavement. The car door opened, and there she was—Adrienne. Her ebony skin glowed under the streetlights, her brown eyes piercing as they met mine. She wore a tailored black suit, her bob haircut framing her sharp jawline. She was elegance and authority personified.

“Get in,” she said, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

I slid into the passenger seat, the scent of her perfume—something rich and spicy—filling the air. She didn’t speak as she drove, her hands steady on the wheel. I didn’t ask where we were going. I didn’t need to. Adrienne had a way of making me feel safe, even when I was completely at her mercy.

We pulled up to a gleaming downtown hotel, its glass facade reflecting the city lights. Valets hurried to open our doors, and Adrienne led me inside without a word. The elevator ride to the penthouse was silent, the tension between us electric. When the doors opened, I wasn’t prepared for what I saw.

The suite was massive, all marble floors and floor-to-ceiling windows. But it wasn’t the room that caught my attention—it was the women. Four of them, lounging on the plush couches, each more stunning than the last. They turned to look at me, their eyes appraising, and I suddenly felt very small.

“Ladies,” Adrienne said, her voice commanding the room. “This is Zara.”

I recognized them immediately. Maya, the CEO of a Fortune 500 company, her sharp features softened by a warm smile. Chante, the Grammy-winning singer, her platinum curls cascading over her shoulders. Melanie, the actress known for her roles in blockbuster films, her green eyes twinkling with mischief. And Janae, the WNBA star, her tall, athletic frame exuding confidence.

I swallowed hard, my hands trembling at my sides. Adrienne’s hand settled on the small of my back, guiding me forward.

“Zara is my gift to you tonight,” Adrienne said, her voice smooth as silk. “She’s here to please you—all of you.”

My cheeks burned, but I didn’t protest. Adrienne had trained me well. I knew my role, even if the sight of these women made my knees weak.

“Go ahead, Zara,” Adrienne murmured, her breath warm against my ear. “Show them what you can do.”

I stepped into the center of the room, my silk dress clinging to my body like a second skin. Adrienne turned on some music, a slow, sensual beat that pulsed through the air. I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the rhythm move through me, before I began to dance.

I swayed my hips, my hands trailing down my sides. The women watched, their eyes dark with hunger. I reached behind my back, slowly unzipping my dress. It slipped off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. I stood there in my black lace bra and panties, the cool air brushing against my skin.

The women clapped, their voices rising in encouragement. I felt their eyes on me, their admiration fueling my movements. I unhooked my bra, letting it fall to the floor. My breasts were bare now, my nipples hardening under their gaze. I cupped them, teasing myself, before turning around to show off my ass.

Maya stood first, her heels clicking against the marble as she approached me. She didn’t say a word as she knelt in front of me, her hands sliding up my thighs. I gasped as she hooked her fingers into my thong, pulling it down slowly. Her breath was warm against my skin as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste me.

I moaned, my hands tangling in her hair as she started to lick me, her tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles. My legs trembled, but I didn’t pull away. I wanted this—wanted them.

“Get on the bed,” Adrienne commanded, her voice cutting through the haze of pleasure.

I obeyed, crawling onto the massive king-size bed. Maya followed, her mouth never leaving me. The other women joined us, their hands and mouths exploring every inch of my body. Melanie’s lips wrapped around my left nipple, sucking gently, while Janae did the same to my right. Chante reached for a dildo, her eyes glinting as she positioned it between my legs.

“You’re so wet for me, Zara,” Chante murmured, sliding the dildo inside me.

I cried out, the sensation overwhelming. The toy was huge, stretching me in the most delicious way. Chante’s hips moved in a steady rhythm, driving the dildo deeper with every thrust. I arched my back, my body trembling as pleasure built inside me.

Finally, I came hard, my body convulsing as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. The women cheered, their hands and mouths still working, driving me higher.

Adrienne stepped forward then, a strap-on dildo fastened around her waist. The other women moved aside, giving her space. She flipped me onto my stomach, her hands gripping my hips. I gasped as she entered me, the strap-on filling me completely.

“You’re mine, Zara,” Adrienne growled, her thrusts deep and punishing.

I moaned into the sheets, my nails clawing at the mattress. Adrienne’s hands moved to my ass, spreading me open. I felt the tip of the dildo press against my asshole, and I whimpered, but she didn’t stop. She pushed inside, the stretch almost too much, but then the pleasure took over.

“Adrienne,” I gasped, my voice breaking as she fucked me harder, faster.

I came again, my body shaking as she drove me over the edge. The women watched, their hands moving between their own legs as they pleasured themselves. I could hear their moans, their breathless whispers, but all I could focus on was Adrienne, her hands on my body, her voice in my ear.

When it was over, I collapsed onto the bed, my body spent. The women surrounded me, their hands gentle as they touched me, their voices soft with praise. They each handed me a stack of cash—a thousand dollars each—before they dressed and left, one by one.

Adrienne helped me up, her hands brushing my hair back from my face. “You did well, Zara,” she said, her voice warm with approval. “They loved you.”

I smiled, my cheeks still flushed. “Thank you, Adrienne.”

She kissed me then, her lips soft against mine. It wasn’t just a kiss—it was a promise. A promise that I was hers, and she would take care of me. As we left the hotel, her hand in mine, I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time—hope.

But as we drove back to my apartment, my mind began to wander. Adrienne was everything I needed, but she wasn’t Chastity. And Naomi… Naomi was a ghost that still haunted me, her presence lingering in the shadows of my past.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Adrienne asked, her voice pulling me out of my thoughts.

I nodded, my throat tight. “Yes, Adrienne. I did.”

She smiled, her hand resting on my thigh. “Good. Because tonight was just the beginning.”

My heart raced at her words, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that something—or someone—was lurking, waiting to pull me back into the darkness.
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