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1 - RECONNECTING WITH OLD FRIENDS

FFFF / Group Sex / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Fingering / Rimming

Marcia hadn’t expected to run into Lynn at the coffee shop. It had been years since they’d last seen each other—college, maybe? Time had a way of blurring those memories. But there she was, Lynn, standing in line with that same infectious smile that had always made her the life of every party.

“Marcia?” Lynn’s voice was warm, familiar. “Oh my God, is that really you?”

Marcia felt a sudden rush of nostalgia. “Lynn! Wow, it’s been forever.”

They hugged, the kind of embrace that instantly erased the distance of years. Lynn smelled faintly of vanilla and something floral, a scent that brought a flood of memories crashing back—late-night study sessions, laughter-filled dorm rooms, and parties that never seemed to end.

“You look amazing,” Lynn said, pulling back to study her. “What have you been up to?”

They chatted as they waited for their coffees, Lynn’s energy as vibrant as ever. It didn’t take long for her to drop an invitation. “Hey, I’m having a little get-together at my place tonight. Kita and Bobbi will be there too. You should come! It’ll be like old times.”

Marcia hesitated for only a moment. She hadn’t seen Kita and Bobbi in years either. The idea of reconnecting with her old friends was too tempting to pass up. “I’d love to.”

Lynn’s face lit up. “Perfect. I’ll text you the address.”

The house was cozy and well-lit when Marcia arrived that evening. Lynn greeted her at the door with a glass of wine already in hand. “You made it! Come in, come in.”

Inside, Kita and Bobbi were seated on the couch, their bodies leaned into each other in that easy, intimate way that spoke of years together. They looked up as Marcia entered, their smiles widening.

“Marcia!” Kita stood to hug her, her dark curls bouncing. “It’s been so long.”

Bobbi followed, her short-cropped hair and confident demeanor unchanged. “Good to see you, stranger.”

The four of them settled in, the conversation flowing effortlessly. They reminisced about college—the classes they’d dreaded, the parties they’d survived, the inside jokes that still made them laugh. Marcia felt a warmth she hadn’t realized she’d been missing. It was easy, being with them again. Like slipping into a favorite sweater.

As the night deepened, Lynn refilled their glasses and dimmed the lights. She put on some music, something sultry and low, the kind of soundtrack that seemed to thrum in your veins rather than just your ears. Marcia didn’t think much of it—until she noticed the way Kita and Bobbi were looking at each other.

Their kiss started slow, almost casual, but it quickly deepened. Marcia’s breath caught. She glanced at Lynn, expecting some kind of explanation, but Lynn didn’t seem surprised. Instead, she joined in, her lips brushing Bobbi’s, then Kita’s.

Marcia’s heart raced. What’s happening? She felt a flush creep up her neck, a mix of confusion and something else—curiosity? Desire? She wasn’t sure.

Lynn turned to her, her eyes dark and inviting. “Join us, Marcia.”

Marcia froze. “I… I don’t know if—”

Bobbi’s voice was soft but firm. “Come on, Marcia. It’s just us. Just old friends reconnecting.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and tempting. Marcia’s mind raced, but her body seemed to have a mind of its own. Slowly, she leaned in, her lips meeting Lynn’s. The kiss was electric, sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

Lynn’s hands moved to Marcia’s clothes, undressing her with a practiced ease that left Marcia trembling. When Lynn’s mouth found her pussy, Marcia gasped, her fingers tangling in Lynn’s hair. The sensation was overwhelming, every lick and stroke sending waves of pleasure through her.

Out of the corner of her eye, Marcia saw Bobbi behind Kita, a strap-on between them. Kita’s moans mingled with her own, creating a symphony of sound that only heightened Marcia’s arousal. Lynn’s fingers joined her mouth, teasing Marcia’s clit until she was on the edge.

“Let go, Marcia,” Lynn whispered, and Marcia did, her body arching as she came.

When she opened her eyes, Bobbi was moving toward her, the strap-on glistening with Kita’s juices. Marcia’s breath hitched, but she didn’t protest. Bobbi slid inside her, the stretch and fullness sending a new wave of pleasure coursing through her.

Marcia’s eyes wandered to Lynn, who was now on her knees, her tongue tracing Kita’s ass. The sight was almost too much to take. Bobbi’s thrusts grew harder, faster, until Marcia was coming again, her body shaking with the intensity of it.

Bobbi pulled out, and Kita knelt beside her, cleaning the dildo with her tongue. Marcia’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. She looked at Lynn, who smiled at her warmly.

“We do this a lot,” Lynn said. “You should come again.”

Marcia nodded, her mind still reeling but her body humming with satisfaction. “I will.”

The lights came back up, and they began to dress, the air between them charged but comfortable. As Marcia left that night, her skin still tingling, she couldn’t stop thinking about the next party. What would it be like? Who would she be with? The possibilities seemed endless.

2 - SHARED BY HER GIRLFRIEND

FFF / Group Sex / Polyamory / Kissing / Voyeurism / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Strap-on

Janet pushed open the door to her apartment, the familiar weight of her work bag slung over her shoulder. The scent of lavender candles greeted her, a soft flicker of light from the living room spilling into the hallway. She wasn’t expecting Misch to be home yet, let alone with company. The low hum of conversation stopped as she stepped into the room.

Misch was on the couch, leaning back with her usual casual confidence, one arm draped over the back cushion. Her dreadlocks were tied up in a loose bun, and she wore her favorite flannel shirt, sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Beside her sat a woman Janet had never seen before. She was butch like Misch, but her energy was sharper, more electric. Her short, spiky hair framed angular cheekbones, and her eyes—dark and intense—locked onto Janet’s immediately.

“Janet, hey,” Misch said, her voice smooth but carrying an undercurrent of something unusual. “This is Alix. Alix, my girlfriend, Janet.”

Alix gave a small, confident nod, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Hey, Janet. Misch has told me a lot about you.”

Janet raised an eyebrow, her heart skipping a beat. Told her what? She set her bag down by the door and walked closer, feeling the weight of both their gazes on her. “Nice to meet you,” she said, though her voice sounded unsure even to herself.

Misch shifted, sitting up straighter, her eyes never leaving Janet’s. “Janet, I was thinking… well, Alix and I were talking, and we thought maybe you’d like to… explore something new.”

Janet’s breath hitched. Explore something new? She glanced at Alix, who was watching her with a mix of curiosity and amusement, then back at Misch. Her girlfriend’s expression was soft but determined, her body language open and relaxed. It wasn’t like Misch to suggest something like this—whatever this was—but Janet couldn’t deny the flicker of curiosity that ignited in her chest.

“What… what do you mean?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Misch leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees. “I mean, I’d like you to have sex with Alix. With me watching.”

The room seemed to hold its breath. Janet’s mind raced, her cheeks flushing as the words sank in. She looked at Alix again, who raised an eyebrow, her smirk deepening.

“If you’re into it,” Alix added, her voice low and inviting.

Janet’s heart pounded. She’d never done anything like this before. But the thought—the idea—was undeniably thrilling. She felt a rush of heat between her legs, her body betraying her nervousness. Misch was watching her intently, her expression a mix of hope and desire.

Janet swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay.”

The word hung in the air, heavy and loaded. Misch’s eyes lit up, and Alix’s smirk turned into a full-on grin. Janet stepped closer, her legs feeling unsteady. Misch patted the space beside Alix on the couch, and Janet sat down, the tension in the room crackling like static.

Alix turned to face her, her movements deliberate. She reached up, her fingers brushing against Janet’s cheek, and Janet’s breath caught.

“You’re beautiful,” Alix murmured, her voice low and husky.

Janet’s lips parted, but she didn’t have time to respond before Alix leaned in, capturing her mouth in a kiss. It was firm and confident, Alix’s lips moving against hers with an intensity that sent a shiver down her spine. Janet’s hands fluttered, unsure where to settle, before she finally rested them on Alix’s shoulders, gripping lightly.

Misch watched from the other side of the couch, her eyes dark with desire. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Janet’s arm, a silent reassurance. “That’s it,” Misch murmured. “Just let go.”

The sound of her girlfriend’s voice sent a fresh wave of arousal through Janet. She kissed Alix back, her body trembling as Alix’s hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips. Alix’s tongue flicked against hers, and Janet moaned softly, the sound muffled by their lips.

Alix pulled back slightly, her breath warm against Janet’s skin. “You’re so fucking gorgeous,” she whispered, her hands already moving to the buttons of Janet’s blouse.

Janet’s heart raced as Alix undid each button one by one, the fabric slipping away to reveal her lace bra underneath.

Misch’s hand moved to Janet’s back, gently urging her closer as Alix leaned in to kiss her neck. Janet gasped, her head falling back as Alix’s lips trailed down to her collarbone, nipping lightly at her skin. Misch’s hands joined in, unhooking Janet’s bra and letting it fall away, exposing her breasts to the cool air.

“Fuck,” Alix breathed, her eyes roaming over Janet’s body. She cupped one breast in her hand, her thumb brushing over the nipple, and Janet whimpered, her hips shifting restlessly.

Misch’s lips found Janet’s other nipple, her tongue flicking over the sensitive bud before sucking it into her mouth. Janet’s hands scrambled for purchase, one tangling in Alix’s short hair, the other gripping Misch’s arm. The dual sensations were overwhelming, her body aching with need.

Alix’s hands moved to the waistband of Janet’s pencil skirt, unzipping it and sliding it down her legs. Janet stepped out of it, her underwear damp with arousal. Alix’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her lace panties, pulling them down slowly, her eyes locked on Janet’s.

“You’re so wet,” Alix murmured, her voice dripping with desire. She leaned forward, her breath warm against Janet’s inner thigh, and Janet’s entire body tensed in anticipation.

Misch’s lips left Janet’s breast, her voice low and urgent. “Let her taste you, baby. You deserve this.”

Janet’s eyes fluttered shut as Alix’s tongue dragged along her slit, slow and deliberate. She moaned, her fingers tightening in Alix’s hair as Alix’s tongue delved deeper, teasing her clit before sucking it gently between her lips. Janet’s hips jerked, her body arching into the sensation.

Misch’s hands moved to her own pants, unbuttoning them and sliding them down her legs. Janet watched through hooded eyes as Misch reached between her own legs, her fingers sliding through her wetness before rubbing her clit in slow circles.

Alix’s mouth was relentless, her tongue and lips working in perfect harmony to drive Janet to the edge. Janet’s moans grew louder, her thighs trembling as the pressure built inside her. She was close—so close—when Alix pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

Alix stood, her eyes dark with lust as she unbuckled her belt and pulled down her jeans. Strapped around her hips was a sleek black dildo, already glistening with lube. Janet’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Turn around,” Alix commanded, her voice firm but gentle.

Janet obeyed, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Alix positioned herself behind her. Misch’s hands moved to Janet’s hips, holding her steady as Alix pressed the tip of the dildo against her entrance.

Janet whimpered, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing as Alix pushed inside her slowly, inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming, her body stretching to accommodate Alix as she bottomed out. Alix’s hands gripped her hips tightly as she began to move, her thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then building in intensity.

Misch’s voice was a low murmur in Janet’s ear. “You’re doing so good, baby. Look at you—you’re fucking beautiful like this.”

Janet’s moans filled the room, her body rocking with every thrust as Alix pounded into her. The pressure inside her built rapidly, her muscles tightening as she neared the edge. Alix’s hands moved to her clit, rubbing it in rough, quick circles, and Janet cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

Alix’s thrusts didn’t stop, her own moans joining Janet’s as she chased her own release. Misch’s fingers worked frantically between her legs, her breath coming in short gasps as she watched the two of them.

Misch’s moan joined theirs, her hand stilling as her own orgasm overtook her. For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of their breathing, heavy and uneven. Janet’s legs felt like jelly, her body collapsing against the couch as Alix pulled out slowly.

Misch’s voice broke the silence, soft and satisfied. “Thank you, Alix.”

Janet turned her head, her eyes meeting Misch’s. Her girlfriend’s expression was open, vulnerable, and so full of love that Janet felt her heart swell.

But before she could say anything, Misch’s lips curved into a sly smile. “So… what do you think? Should we do this again?”

Janet’s breath caught, her mind racing with possibilities. “Yes, I’d like that.”

Alix smiled. “Can’t wait.”

3 - 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.

4 - SEDUCING HER LESBIAN BOSS

FF / Boss Employee / Seduction / Kissing / Cunnilingus

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, and Gigi stepped out, balancing a stack of heavy boxes in her arms. Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she made her way down the corridor, her mind racing. She’d been planning this moment for weeks—ever since she’d stumbled across that profile. Melissa’s profile—on a lesbian dating app. A knot of excitement tightened in her stomach as she approached the open door of Melissa’s office.

“Need a hand with those?” Melissa’s voice, smooth and commanding, carried across the room. She stood by her desk, dressed in a tailored navy suit that hugged her curves perfectly. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her sharp eyes locked onto Gigi’s with an intensity that made Gigi’s breath catch.

“I’ve got it,” Gigi said, her tone light but laced with a subtle challenge. She set the boxes down on the edge of Melissa’s desk, deliberately lingering as she straightened up. Her fingertips brushed against Melissa’s arm for just a moment longer than necessary. “Though, I wouldn’t say no to a little help.”

Melissa arched a brow, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile. “Careful, Gigi. You might make me think you’re trying to flirt with me.”

Gigi met her gaze head-on, her own smile widening. “And if I am?”

The air between them crackled with unspoken tension. Melissa didn’t respond immediately, but her eyes lingered on Gigi, tracing the lines of her body in a way that sent a shiver down Gigi’s spine.

Finally, Melissa stepped back, gesturing to the boxes. “Let’s focus on the task at hand, shall we?”

Gigi didn’t miss the slight flush that crept up Melissa’s neck. She’s into it, she thought, triumph simmering in her chest. As they worked side by side, Gigi made sure to brush against Melissa whenever she could, her movements deliberate and calculated. Each touch was a spark, a silent invitation that Melissa seemed to hesitate to accept—but didn’t reject.

By the time the last box was stacked neatly in the corner of the office, Gigi could feel the energy in the room shifting. Melissa was holding something back, but Gigi could see the restraint in the way her jaw tightened, the way her fingers twitched as if itching to reach out.

Taking a deep breath, Gigi decided to push. “So, Melissa, I was wondering… would you like to grab dinner with me some time?”

Melissa froze, her back stiffening slightly. She turned to face Gigi, her expression a mix of surprise and caution. “That’s… not appropriate, Gigi. I’m your boss.”

Gigi stepped closer, her voice dropping to a low, intimate tone. “And yet, I can’t stop thinking about you. I saw your profile, you know. On that dating site.”

Melissa’s eyes widened, and for a moment, she looked like a deer caught in headlights. “You—what?”

“I know you’re looking for someone,” Gigi continued, her confidence unshaken. “Why not me?”

Melissa hesitated, her gaze flickering over Gigi’s face as if searching for something. “It’s not that simple,” she said finally, her voice strained. “I can’t date an employee. It’s against company policy.”

Gigi stepped even closer, until there was barely an inch of space between them. “Who said anything about dating?” she murmured, her lips brushing against Melissa’s ear. “Maybe we could just… see where this goes.”

For a heartbeat, Melissa didn’t move. Then, with a sharp intake of breath, she closed the distance between them, her lips crashing into Gigi’s with a hunger that took them both by surprise. Gigi’s hands flew to Melissa’s shoulders, gripping tightly as she kissed her back with equal fervor. The taste of Melissa’s lipstick mingled with the heat of her breath, and Gigi felt as if she were drowning in the sensations.

Melissa’s hands roamed over Gigi’s body, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Gigi moaned softly, her fingers tangling in Melissa’s hair as she pressed her body against Melissa’s. The desk was suddenly in the way, and Melissa broke the kiss long enough to shove a stack of papers to the floor, clearing a space.

“Sit,” Melissa commanded, her voice husky with desire.

Gigi didn’t need to be told twice. She hopped up onto the desk, her skirt riding up as she settled into place. Melissa’s hands were already moving, lifting the hem of Gigi’s skirt and sliding her panties down her legs. The cool air against her bare skin made Gigi shiver, but the heat in Melissa’s eyes kept her warm.

Melissa knelt between Gigi’s legs, her breath ghosting over Gigi’s sensitive folds. “You’ve been driving me crazy,” she murmured, her voice low and rough. “Do you have any idea?”

Gigi’s reply was cut off by a sharp gasp as Melissa’s tongue found her clit, teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes. Her hands flew to Melissa’s head, fingers tangling in her hair as she arched her back, pressing herself closer to Melissa’s mouth. “Oh god,” she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Melissa, please.”

Melissa didn’t need to be told twice. Her tongue worked in quick, flicking motions, driving Gigi closer and closer to the edge. Gigi’s hips bucked against Melissa’s mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. She was so close, so close—and then she was there, her body seizing up as pleasure exploded through her. She cried out, her voice echoing in the quiet office as she came, her fingers tightening in Melissa’s hair.

When she finally caught her breath, Gigi looked down at Melissa, who was watching her with a smug, satisfied smile. “That was…” Gigi began, but trailed off, not sure what to say.

“Not enough,” Melissa finished for her. She stood, her fingers already working at the buttons of her blouse. “I want to feel you, Gigi. I want to feel you all over me.”

Gigi’s heart skipped a beat as she watched Melissa strip off her skirt, leaving her in nothing but her black lace underwear. She turned, bending over the desk with her ass in the air, and Gigi couldn’t help but stare. Melissa’s skin was flawless, her curves tempting in a way that made Gigi’s mouth water.

“Well?” Melissa said, glancing over her shoulder. “Are you just going to sit there, or are you going to make me beg?”

Gigi slid off the desk, her knees hitting the floor with a soft thud. Her hands gripped Melissa’s hips as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty skin of Melissa’s ass. Melissa’s breath hitched, her fingers curling into fists on the desk as Gigi explored her with a hunger that matched her own.

When Gigi’s tongue found Melissa’s clit, Melissa let out a choked moan, her hips jerking forward instinctively. Gigi’s hands tightened on Melissa’s hips, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, her tongue working in quick, expert strokes. She could feel Melissa trembling, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as Gigi drove her closer and closer to the edge.

“Gigi,” Melissa moaned, her voice trembling with need. “I’m so close…”

Gigi didn’t stop. She pressed her tongue harder against Melissa’s clit, her lips closing around it as she sucked. Melissa’s hips jerked again, and then she was coming, her body shuddering with pleasure as she cried out. Gigi kept going, drawing out Melissa’s orgasm until she finally collapsed onto the desk, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

When Melissa finally turned to face Gigi, her eyes were dark with satisfaction. “That was…” she began, but trailed off, shaking her head. “We can’t keep doing this.”

Gigi frowned, her heart sinking. “Why not?”

“Because it’s inappropriate,” Melissa said firmly. “You’re my employee, and this… this can’t happen again.”

Gigi’s eyes narrowed. “But you just—“

“I know what we just did,” Melissa interrupted, her voice firm. “And it was… incredible. But it can’t happen again. We have to be professional.”

Gigi stared at her, her mind racing. She wasn’t about to let this go. Not after what they’d just shared. “What if we… kept it a secret?” she suggested, her voice low and tempting. “No one has to know. It could be our little… secret.”

Melissa hesitated, her eyes searching Gigi’s face. “You’d be okay with that? With hiding?”

Gigi smiled, her confidence returning. “For you? Absolutely.”

Melissa’s lips curved into a faint smile, and for a moment, Gigi thought she might agree. But then Melissa shook her head, her expression hardening. “We’ll see,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Now, get dressed. We have work to do.”

5 - A SECRET ADMIRER IN THE OFFICE

FF / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

“Who sent these?” Nancy’s voice cut through the quiet hum of the office, sharp with curiosity but laced with something softer, something almost playful.

She held the bouquet of lilies delicately in one hand, her long black hair cascading over her shoulder as she tilted her head to examine the card. The faintest blush crept up her cheeks, and her red lips curved into a smile that Veronica, from her cubicle, couldn’t tear her eyes away from.

Veronica’s heart skipped a beat. She froze, her fingers hovering over her keyboard, as if the keys might betray her secret. She hadn’t expected Nancy to react like this. She’d imagined a quiet smile, maybe a glance around the office, but not this—not the way Nancy’s eyes sparkled as she turned to the nearest coworker, holding up the flowers like a prize.

“Look at these! Someone sent me lilies,” Nancy said, her voice bubbling with delight. “Can you believe it? A secret admirer. Who do you think it is?”

Veronica’s stomach clenched. She’d thought it was romantic when she ordered the flowers, a bold move to finally get Nancy’s attention. But now, watching Nancy parade the bouquet around the office, Veronica felt a creeping dread. What if Nancy thought it was someone else? What if she figured it out and hated her for it? What if—?

“Maybe it’s Dave from accounting,” someone joked, and Nancy laughed, a sound that made Veronica’s chest ache. Dave from accounting? God, this was a disaster.

The hours dragged on, Veronica’s nerves fraying with every passing minute. She tried to focus on her work, but her eyes kept darting to Nancy’s desk, where the lilies sat in a glass vase, their sweet scent faintly wafting through the air. Nancy seemed to glow with the attention, her laughter ringing out as she teased her coworkers about who might have sent the gift. Veronica’s palms were damp, her heart thudding in her chest. She’d made a mistake. A huge one.

By the time the office began to empty out, Veronica was a wreck. She couldn’t bear to look at Nancy, couldn’t bear the thought of her knowing the truth. She busied herself with unnecessary tasks, typing furiously at her keyboard, anything to avoid facing the inevitable. But then, just as she was about to gather her things and slink out unnoticed, she heard the click of high heels on the tiled floor.

“Veronica?”

She froze. Slowly, she turned, and there was Nancy, standing at the entrance to her cubicle, the lilies in her hand and a curious smile on her lips. For a moment, they just stared at each other, the air between them thick with unspoken tension.

“Uh, hi,” Veronica managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nancy stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor. She held up the lilies, her dark eyes searching Veronica’s face. “Did you… did you send these?”

Veronica’s breath caught. She could lie. She should lie. But something in Nancy’s gaze held her there, rooted to the spot. Her heart pounded in her ears as she nodded, her voice trembling. “Yeah. I did.”

Nancy’s eyes widened, and for a moment, Veronica thought she’d made a terrible mistake.

But then Nancy smiled, a soft, knowing smile that made Veronica’s chest ache. “I thought it might be you.”

Veronica blinked. “You did?”

Nancy nodded, her smile widening. “I had a feeling. You’re always so… attentive. And you’ve been looking at me a lot lately.”

Veronica felt her cheeks burn. She’d thought she was being subtle. Clearly, she hadn’t been. “I, um… I just wanted to do something nice. I know you like lilies.”

Nancy stepped closer, her eyes never leaving Veronica’s. “It was more than nice. It was… sweet. And bold. I like that.”

Veronica’s breath hitched as Nancy reached out, her fingers brushing against her arm. The touch was electric, sending a shiver down her spine. She’d never been this close before, never noticed how soft Nancy’s skin looked, how her lips parted just slightly as she leaned in.

“I…” Veronica started, but the words caught in her throat as Nancy’s hand slid up her arm, her fingers curling around her shoulder.

“I’ve been wanting to do this for a while,” Nancy whispered, her voice low and husky.

And then, before Veronica could process what was happening, Nancy’s lips were on hers, soft and warm and perfect. Veronica’s mind went blank. She’d imagined this moment a thousand times, dreamed of what it would feel like, but nothing could have prepared her for the reality.

Nancy’s lips moved against hers with a confidence that made her knees weak, her hands sliding up to cup Veronica’s face. Veronica’s hands found Nancy’s waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened, their bodies pressed together in a way that sent heat coursing through her veins. When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathless.

Nancy’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes dark with desire as she looked at Veronica. “I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Veronica’s heart was racing, her entire body buzzing with electricity. She couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe Nancy felt the same way. “Me too,” she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Nancy smiled, her fingers trailing down Veronica’s neck. “Then don’t stop,” she murmured, her lips brushing against Veronica’s ear.

Veronica’s breath caught as Nancy’s hands slid to the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one with a deliberate slowness that made Veronica’s stomach twist with anticipation. She watched, her heart pounding, as Nancy shrugged out of the blouse, letting it fall to the floor. Her bra followed soon after, revealing the soft curves of her breasts, her nipples already hard with desire.

Veronica’s mouth went dry. She’d never seen anything so beautiful. Her hands reached out almost of their own accord, her fingers brushing against Nancy’s skin, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. Nancy’s breath hitched, her hands gripping Veronica’s shoulders as Veronica leaned in, her lips closing around one taut nipple.

Nancy moaned, her fingers tangling in Veronica’s hair as Veronica’s tongue flicked against her sensitive flesh. Veronica’s hands moved to Nancy’s skirt, sliding the zipper down and letting it fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her panties.

Veronica’s fingers traced the edge of the fabric, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she felt the heat radiating from Nancy’s core. She slid her hand beneath the waistband, her fingers brushing against the soft, wet folds of Nancy’s pussy. Nancy’s hips bucked against her hand, a soft moan escaping her lips as Veronica’s fingers slid inside.

“Veronica,” Nancy gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as Veronica’s fingers moved inside her, curling just right to make her see stars.

Veronica’s other hand slid up her own thigh, slipping beneath her skirt to touch herself as she let the warmth of Nancy’s arousal guide her. She leaned in, her tongue flicking against Nancy’s clit as her fingers thrust in and out, the wet sounds of their passion filling the quiet office.

Nancy’s thighs trembled, her moans growing louder as Veronica’s tongue worked her clit, her fingers moving faster and deeper. Veronica could feel her own orgasm building, her hips rocking against her hand as she licked and sucked, her fingers curling just right to make Nancy cry out.

“Veronica, I’m—” Nancy’s voice broke off as her body tensed, her pussy clenching around Veronica’s fingers as her orgasm hit.

Veronica felt the rush of wetness against her hand, her own hips bucking as she came, her fingers still buried deep inside Nancy as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

For a moment, they just stayed like that, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of their orgasms. Veronica felt like her entire world had shifted, like nothing would ever be the same.

As Nancy leaned in to kiss her, her lips soft and warm against Veronica’s, Veronica couldn’t help but smile. “So, does this mean you’ll go on a date with me?” she asked, her voice teasing.

Nancy laughed, her fingers brushing against Veronica’s cheek. “I think that’s a given,” she laughed.

6 - GROCERY STORE GIRLFRIEND

FF / Public / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

Neko stacked the last box of canned goods onto the teetering tower, her arms trembling slightly from the effort. The stockroom was dimly lit, the air thick with the smell of cardboard and faint traces of cleaning solution. She adjusted her name tag, which had slipped askew, and wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead. Just as she reached for another box, the door creaked open behind her.

“Need a hand?” Paola’s voice was low and smooth, like the hum of a bass guitar.

Neko turned, her heart skipping a beat at the sight of her coworker. Paola leaned against the doorframe, her muscular frame clad in the store’s unflattering work polo. Her short, dark hair swept over one eye, the other gleaming with a playful glint.

Neko smiled, though her stomach did a little flip. “I think I’ve got it. Just one more box,” she said, trying to sound casual.

Paola stepped closer, her boots scuffing against the concrete floor. “You sure? That one looks heavy,” she teased, nodding toward the box Neko had just grabbed.

“I can handle it,” Neko replied, lifting the box with a grunt.

But as she went to place it on the stack, her foot caught on the edge of a pallet. Time seemed to slow as she stumbled, the box slipping from her grasp. Before she could hit the ground, strong arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her back against a firm chest.

Paola’s laugh vibrated through her. “Careful there, Neko. I’d hate to see you get hurt.”

Neko’s cheeks burned. “Thanks,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

She turned in Paola’s arms, their faces inches apart. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension.

For a moment, they just stood there, the world outside the stockroom fading away. Then, almost as if drawn by some invisible force, their lips met. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, but quickly deepened as Paola’s hand cradled the back of Neko’s head, her fingers tangling in her hair.

Neko’s hands found Paola’s shoulders, her fingers gripping the fabric of her shirt. She could feel the strength in Paola’s muscles, the warmth of her body pressed against hers. It was intoxicating.

Paola pulled back just enough to whisper against Neko’s lips. “We shouldn’t be doing this here.”

“Then where?” Neko asked, her breath hitching as Paola’s lips trailed down her neck.

Paola glanced around, spotting a stack of boxes that shielded them from the security camera. “Here,” she said, leading Neko behind the makeshift barrier.

Once hidden, Paola’s hands were everywhere. She slid them up Neko’s shirt, her thumbs brushing over her nipples, drawing a soft moan from her lips. Neko’s hands fumbled with the buttons of her own pants, but Paola was faster, undoing them with practiced ease.

“Let me,” Paola murmured, her voice husky. She pushed Neko’s pants down to her knees, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her panties.

Neko gasped as Paola’s fingers found her wetness, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Her head fell back against the cool metal of a shelf, her hips canting forward to meet Paola’s hand.

“We should… we should check… if anyone’s coming,” Neko managed to say between breaths, though her body begged her not to stop.

Paola smirked, pulling her hand away just long enough to peer around the boxes. “Coast is clear,” she said, dropping to her knees.

Neko’s eyes widened. “Paola, wait—”

But Paola didn’t wait. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Neko’s panties, pulling them down as she leaned in, her breath warm against Neko’s thighs.

The first touch of Paola’s tongue sent a jolt of electricity through Neko. Her hands flew to Paola’s head, fingers gripping her hair as Paola’s tongue circled her clit, her lips closing around it in a gentle suction.

“Oh god,” Neko moaned, her legs trembling.

She could feel the heat building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with every flick of Paola’s tongue.

Paola’s hands gripped Neko’s hips, holding her steady as she buried her face deeper, her tongue plunging inside her. Neko’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body arching toward the sensation.

“I’m close,” Neko whispered, her voice shaking.

Paola’s response was to press harder, her tongue relentless as she worked Neko toward the edge.

When Neko came, it was with a cry that she barely managed to stifle, her hips bucking against Paola’s mouth. Her juices gushed, soaking Paola’s chin, but Paola didn’t stop, drinking her in until Neko’s legs gave out and she slumped against the shelf.

Paola stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she looked at Neko, who was still trying to catch her breath.

“So,” Paola said, her voice soft but assertive. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

Neko blinked, her heart swelling with something she couldn’t quite name. “Yes,” she said, her voice barely a whisper but filled with certainty.

Paola pulled her into another kiss, this one slow and sweet. “Good,” she murmured against her lips.

The sound of footsteps outside the stockroom made them both freeze. Paola pulled away, her eyes darting toward the door. “We should—”

“Yeah,” Neko interrupted, quickly pulling her pants up and smoothing her shirt.

Paola grabbed her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Meet me after shift?”

Neko nodded, her heart racing. “After shift.”

As they stepped out of the stockroom, the world seemed to come back into focus. But for Neko, nothing would ever be the same.

Paola winked at her, her smirk returning as she grabbed a clipboard and headed toward the front of the store. Neko watched her go, her body still tingling from what had just happened.

“After shift,” she repeated to herself, a smile tugging at her lips. She couldn’t wait.

7 - PET SHOP OF PASSION

FF / Age Gap / Romantic / Boss Employee / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

Gabby wiped the sweat from her forehead as she carefully ran the clippers over the poodle’s fluffy coat. The dog, a fussy little thing named Duchess, had been squirming and yipping for the last twenty minutes, making the job harder than it needed to be.

Gabby loved her work at the pet store, but days like this tested her patience. She glanced at the clock. Almost closing time. Just a little longer, she told herself, trying to steady her hands as Duchess jerked her head away yet again.

“Hey, easy there, girl,” Gabby murmured, her voice soft and soothing. She reached for a treat to distract the dog, but Duchess wasn’t having it. The poodle snapped, narrowly missing Gabby’s fingers. Gabby gasped, pulling her hand back. “Okay, okay, no treats. Got it.”

The owner, a stern-looking woman in her forties, crossed her arms and glared. “Is this going to take much longer? I’ve been here for an hour already.”

Gabby forced a smile. “Ma’am, Duchess is just a bit nervous today. I’m doing my best—”

“Your best?” the woman cut in, her voice sharp. “Your best is leaving her looking like that?”

Gabby looked down at the lopsided trim on Duchess’s back leg. She winced. “I’m sorry. I’ll fix it.”

But before she could correct her mistake, Duchess let out a high-pitched yelp and bolted off the grooming table. The leash snapped, and Gabby lunged to catch her, but it was too late. The poodle darted around the store, knocking over a display of chew toys and sending a cat into a hissing frenzy.

“Duchess! Come here!” the owner shouted, but the dog ignored her, tearing through the aisles like a furry tornado.

Gabby’s heart sank. She chased after the dog, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. By the time she finally cornered Duchess near the fish tanks, the store was a mess. She scooped up the trembling poodle and carried her back to the grooming area, her hands shaking.

The owner was livid. “This is unacceptable. I’m not paying for this.”

Gabby opened her mouth to apologize, but the words caught in her throat. Tears welled up in her eyes, blurring her vision. She blinked them back, but one escaped, rolling down her cheek. “I’m so sorry. I’ll fix everything—”

“I don’t care what you do. I’m never coming back here.” The woman snatched Duchess from Gabby’s arms and stormed out, slamming the door behind her.

Gabby stood frozen, the weight of the day crashing down on her. Her shoulders slumped, and she buried her face in her hands, trying to stifle the sob that threatened to escape. She hated crying at work, hated feeling like she wasn’t good enough. But today, she couldn’t hold it back.

“Gabby?” A soft voice broke through her thoughts. She looked up to see Annette, her boss, standing in front of her. Annette was everything Gabby admired—graceful, confident, and fiercely intelligent. Her dark hair was swept into a neat bun, and her piercing green eyes softened as she took in Gabby’s tear-streaked face.

“Hey, it’s okay,” Annette said, stepping closer. “That woman was out of line. Duchess is a handful, and you did the best you could.”

Gabby shook her head, her voice trembling. “I messed up. I should’ve handled it better.”

Annette reached out, pulling Gabby into a firm hug. Gabby froze for a moment, her breath catching. She hadn’t expected this. Annette’s warmth enveloped her, and she let herself relax, resting her head against Annette’s shoulder. The older woman smelled like vanilla and something floral, something intoxicating.

“You’re a good worker, Gabby,” Annette murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Don’t let one bad day make you doubt that.”

Gabby’s heart raced. She had admired Annette from afar for months, but this closeness was something else entirely. She could feel the curve of Annette’s body against hers, the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. Gabby’s cheeks flushed, and she wondered if Annette could feel how fast her heart was beating.

Annette pulled back slightly, her hands resting on Gabby’s shoulders. Her gaze lingered on Gabby’s face, her eyes searching for something. Gabby’s breath hitched. Is she…? Gabby thought she saw something in Annette’s eyes, a flicker of something more than just concern.

But before either of them could act, the bell above the door chimed, signaling the arrival of another customer.

Annette stepped back, her expression shifting back to professional. “Let’s get this mess cleaned up, okay?” She gave Gabby a reassuring smile before turning to greet the new customer.

Gabby nodded, still feeling the lingering warmth of Annette’s touch. She busied herself with picking up the scattered toys, her mind racing. Had she imagined that moment? Or had it been real? She couldn’t shake the feeling that something had almost happened, something that could’ve changed everything.

As the day drew to a close, Gabby found herself lingering at the register, nervously fiddling with the keys. Annette was in the back office, finishing up the paperwork. Gabby took a deep breath, her heart pounding. She couldn’t let this moment slip away.

“Annette?” she called out, her voice wavering.

Annette looked up from her desk, her brow furrowed in concern. “What is it, Gabby?”

Gabby stepped into the office, closing the door behind her. She hesitated, her hands trembling at her sides. “I… I need to tell you something.”

Annette set down her pen, giving Gabby her full attention. “What’s on your mind?”

Gabby swallowed hard, her mouth dry. “I… I have feelings for you. More than just as my boss. I think… I think I’m in love with you.”

Annette’s eyes widened, and for a moment, she didn’t say anything. The silence stretched between them, heavy and palpable. Gabby’s stomach churned. Oh no. I’ve ruined everything.

But then Annette stood, her expression softening. “Gabby…”

Gabby braced herself for rejection, but instead, Annette stepped closer, her hand reaching up to cup Gabby’s cheek. Gabby’s breath caught as Annette leaned in, her lips brushing against Gabby’s in a tender kiss. It was soft at first, almost hesitant, but then Gabby kissed her back, her hands finding their way to Annette’s waist.

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressing together as the heat between them grew. Gabby felt like she was melting, her whole body alight with desire. Annette’s hands moved to her hair, tangling in the blonde strands as she pulled Gabby closer.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Annette rested her forehead against Gabby’s, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve felt it too. I just… I didn’t know if you’d want this.”

Gabby’s heart soared. “I want this. I want you.”

Annette smiled, her eyes filled with warmth. “Then let’s get out of here.”

They left the store together, the cool evening air doing little to cool the fire burning inside Gabby. Annette unlocked her car, and they climbed in, their hands intertwined. The drive to Annette’s house was a blur, Gabby’s anticipation building with every passing mile.

When they stepped inside, the tension between them was electric. Gabby barely had time to take in her surroundings before Annette’s lips were on hers again, hungry and insistent. They stumbled down the hall, their hands fumbling with buttons and zippers as clothes fell to the floor.

In the bedroom, Annette pushed Gabby onto the bed, her eyes dark with desire. She kissed her way down Gabby’s body, her hands exploring every inch of skin. Gabby’s breath hitched as Annette’s mouth found her clit, her tongue circling in slow, teasing motions.

“Annette…” Gabby moaned, her hands tangling in the older woman’s hair.

Annette smiled against her skin, her fingers finding the vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum sending a shiver through Gabby’s body. Annette pressed the vibrator to Gabby’s clit, watching her writhe with pleasure.

Gabby’s back arched as Annette’s tongue joined the vibrator, licking and sucking in rhythm with the vibrations. The sensations were overwhelming, and Gabby felt herself teetering on the edge. “Oh god, Annette, I’m close…”

Annette pulled back, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Not yet.” She reached for the dildo, its size making Gabby’s eyes widen. “Trust me?”

Gabby nodded, her heart racing. Annette positioned the dildo at her entrance, slowly pushing it in. Gabby gasped, the stretch sending a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through her. Annette worked the dildo in and out, her fingers finding her own clit as she watched Gabby fall apart.

Gabby’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her whole body convulsing as she cried out Annette’s name. Annette smirked, pulling out the dildo and lying back on the bed. “Now it’s your turn.”

Gabby hesitated, her inexperience showing, but Annette’s reassuring smile gave her the confidence she needed. She leaned down, her tongue finding Annette’s clit. She followed Annette’s instructions, her movements growing bolder as Annette moaned beneath her.

“Faster, Gabby… just like that…”

Gabby obeyed, her own arousal spiking as she felt Annette’s body tighten. With a cry, Annette came, her hands gripping the sheets as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Gabby loved the taste, the way Annette’s body responded to her touch.

When it was over, they lay together, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Annette turned to Gabby, her expression serious. “We have to keep this a secret. At work, I mean.”

Gabby nodded, a smile spreading across her face. “I don’t care, as long as we’re together.”

Annette kissed her forehead, her voice soft. “We’ll figure this out. Together.”

Gabby nestled closer, her mind already racing with fantasies of what the future might hold. She didn’t know where this would lead, but she was excited to find out.

8 - LUST IN THE BALLPIT

FF / Romantic / Butch Femme / Kissing / Masturbation / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“Gotcha!” Jackie’s voice rang out as she shoved Roberta, sending her tumbling backward into the colorful sea of plastic balls.

Roberta’s squeal echoed through the empty play area, bouncing off the walls of Wackyworld like a pinball. She flailed her arms, half-laughing, half-protesting, as the balls swallowed her whole.

Jackie stood at the edge of the pit, arms crossed over her chest, a smug grin plastered across her face. Her fade haircut was damp with sweat from the day’s work, and the sleeves of her uniform shirt were rolled up to reveal toned forearms. “You’re supposed to be cleaning the pit, not lying in it,” she teased, her voice low and playful.

Roberta resurfaced, her cheeks flushed, and shot Jackie a mock glare. “Oh, you’re so funny,” she shot back, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Then, with a mischievous glint in her eye, she lunged forward, grabbing Jackie’s wrist and yanking her into the pit with surprising strength. Jackie’s laughter filled the air as she crashed into the balls, sending a wave of them cascading over the edge.

—

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Roberta had applied to Wackyworld out of desperation, not enthusiasm. She was a broke college student, drowning in tuition fees and ramen noodles, and the idea of spending her days wiping sticky handprints off slides and refereeing sugar-crazed kids hadn’t exactly been her dream. But when the manager called her back, she swallowed her pride and took the job.

Her first day had been a blur of chaos, but one moment stood out: the moment she met Jackie.

Jackie had been striding across the play area, clipboard in hand, barking orders at the other staff with a confidence that made Roberta’s stomach flip. She was tall, with a muscular frame that filled out her uniform in a way that made it hard for Roberta to look away. Her fade haircut was sharp, her jawline even sharper, and when she’d turned to Roberta and introduced herself with a firm handshake, Roberta had been momentarily speechless.

“I’m Jackie. You’re on cleanup duty tonight,” she’d said, her voice cool and detached.

Roberta had nodded, trying to ignore the way her heart was pounding. She’d tried to flirt—subtly, of course. A playful comment here, a lingering glance there—but Jackie had seemed impervious, her focus entirely on the job.

—

Now, lying in the ballpit with Jackie, Roberta felt a giddy rush of triumph. Jackie was sprawled beside her, still laughing, and Roberta took the opportunity to shove her lightly. “Serves you right,” she said, grinning.

Jackie’s laughter faded into a soft chuckle as she propped herself up on one elbow, her gaze locking onto Roberta’s. There was a flicker of something in her eyes—something intense, something hungry—and for a moment, the air between them seemed to crackle with electricity.

“You’re trouble,” Jackie murmured, her voice low and gravelly.

Then, before Roberta could respond, Jackie leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was fierce and demanding, and it sent a jolt of heat straight through Roberta’s body.

Roberta’s hands instinctively reached for Jackie, tangling in her hair as Jackie’s hands explored her waist, her hips, her thighs. The plastic balls shifted and rustled around them, creating a cocoon of sound and sensation as Jackie’s tongue pressed against her own, hot and insistent.

Roberta’s breath hitched as Jackie’s hands slid under her shirt, her fingers tracing the curve of her spine. “Jackie,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Jackie responded by tugging at the waistband of Roberta’s shorts, slipping her hand inside and brushing against the lace of her panties.

With a low growl, Jackie pulled back just enough to yank Roberta’s shorts and panties down her legs, tossing them into the sea of balls. Roberta gasped, her skin flushing as Jackie’s fingers found her slick folds, sliding through her wetness with a firm, practiced touch.

“Fuck,” Roberta moaned, her hips bucking instinctively as Jackie’s thumb circled her clit.

Jackie’s lips found her neck, sucking and biting as her fingers plunged deeper, curling inside her in just the right way. Roberta’s nails dug into Jackie’s back as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, threatening to explode.

Jackie’s free hand fumbled with the button of her own pants, pushing them down just enough to reach her clit. She stroked herself roughly, her breath coming in ragged gasps against Roberta’s skin. “Touch me,” Jackie demanded, her voice rough with desire.

Roberta obliged, her hand slipping into Jackie’s pants, her fingers exploring the slick heat. Jackie moaned, her hips jerking forward as Roberta rubbed her clit.

“You’re so wet,” Roberta murmured, her voice breathless.

Jackie’s movements grew frantic, her fingers working in and out of Roberta’s tight hole. Roberta returned the favor, fingering Jackie’s clit faster.

“I’m close,” Jackie growled, her voice strained. “Fuck, I’m so close.”

Roberta quickened her pace, her own pleasure building as she felt Jackie’s arousal building. With a low groan, Jackie came, her juices spilling over Roberta’s fingers as her body shuddered with the force of her orgasm.

But Jackie wasn’t done. With a wicked grin, she dove beneath the balls, her hands parting Roberta’s thighs as she buried her face between them. Roberta cried out as Jackie’s tongue found her clit, licking and sucking with relentless precision. The sensation was overwhelming, and Roberta’s hips bucked uncontrollably as Jackie’s tongue drove her closer and closer to the edge.

“Jackie, I’m gonna—” Roberta’s words dissolved into a moan as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Jackie didn’t stop, her tongue working her through it until Roberta was trembling and spent.

Afterward, they lay side by side in the ballpit, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Roberta’s head was spinning, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Jackie’s. “That was… amazing,” she said, her voice soft.

Jackie turned to her, a smirk playing on her lips. “Yeah? Maybe we should do it again sometime.”

Roberta laughed, her cheeks flushing. “I’d like that.”

As they climbed out of the pit and began to get dressed, Roberta realized she was missing something. “Shit,” she muttered, scanning the sea of balls. “I can’t find my panties.”

Jackie chuckled, tossing Roberta’s shorts to her. “Guess they’re lost to the pit.”

—

The next day, as they were preparing to open, one of the other employees held up a pair of lace panties. “Uh, anyone know where these came from?”

Roberta and Jackie exchanged a glance, both trying to stifle their laughter. “Nope,” Roberta said, her voice innocent. “Not a clue.”

Jackie winked at her, and Roberta felt her heart skip a beat. She had no idea where this thing with Jackie was going, but one thing was certain: she was excited to find out.

9 - KISSING IN THE CORNFIELD

FF / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“You ever kissed someone in a cornfield before?” Kay’s voice was low, gravelly, and carried a teasing edge that made Cassie’s cheeks flush.

Cassie hesitated, the tall stalks of corn swaying gently in the breeze around them. “Uh, no. Can’t say I have.”

Kay smirked, her plaid shirt rolled up to her elbows, dirt smudged on her forearms from the day’s work. “Well, there’s a first time for everything.”

Cassie’s heart skipped a beat as Kay stepped closer, the space between them shrinking with each passing second. The air felt thicker, charged with an energy she hadn’t expected when she’d left the city for this rural farm job. Kay’s eyes, a deep shade of brown that seemed to see right through her, locked onto hers.

“You’re not nervous, are you?” Kay asked, her voice a whisper now, though there was no one else around to hear them.

Cassie swallowed hard. “Maybe a little.”

Kay chuckled, a low, warm sound that sent a shiver down Cassie’s spine. “Good. Means you’re alive.”

And then, before Cassie could overthink it, Kay’s lips were on hers.

—

It had started innocently enough. Cassie had moved to the rural town just a week ago, her city life feeling like a distant memory now. She’d taken the farm job on a whim, desperate for a change of pace and a fresh start. She’d expected the work to be hard, the hours long, but what she hadn’t expected was Kay.

From the moment they’d met, Kay had been a force to be reckoned with. Confident, self-assured, and effortlessly charming, Kay had taken Cassie under her wing, teaching her the ropes of farm life. Cassie had been nervous at first, her inexperience glaringly obvious, but Kay had been patient, her firm hands guiding Cassie’s through each new task.

“You’re doing great,” Kay had said earlier that morning, watching as Cassie milked her first cow. The pride in her voice had made Cassie’s chest swell.

“Thanks. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

Kay had flashed her a grin, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “Anytime, city girl.”

The nickname had stuck, and Cassie found she didn’t mind it. There was something about the way Kay said it, a playful affection that made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t in a long time.

But it wasn’t just Kay’s guidance that had Cassie’s attention. There was something about the way Kay carried herself, the way her confidence seemed to radiate from her very being. Cassie had caught herself staring more than once, her eyes lingering on the curve of Kay’s jaw, the way her muscles flexed as she worked.

—

And now, here they were, in the middle of a cornfield, Kay’s lips moving against hers with a heat that made Cassie’s head spin.

Kay’s hands were rough but gentle as they slid down Cassie’s sides, settling on her hips. Cassie’s breath hitched as Kay deepened the kiss, her tongue parting Cassie’s lips with a slow, deliberate ease. The taste of her was intoxicating, a mix of mint and something earthy that had Cassie’s stomach tightening with want.

“Kay,” she murmured against Kay’s lips, her hands finding their way to Kay’s shoulders.

“Yeah?” Kay’s voice was husky, her breath warm against Cassie’s skin as she pulled back just enough to look at her.

“What if someone sees us?”

Kay chuckled, the sound low and throaty. “No one’s gonna see us, city girl. We’re in the middle of nowhere.”

Cassie’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t argue. Instead, she let her hands slide down Kay’s arms, her fingers tracing the lines of muscle and sinew. Kay’s shirt was unbuttoned just enough to reveal the hint of a tank top beneath, and Cassie’s fingers itched to explore further.

Kay seemed to read her mind, because she stepped back just enough to shrug out of her shirt, tossing it onto the ground. Cassie’s breath caught as she took in the sight of her, the tank top clinging to her lean frame, the muscles of her arms and shoulders on full display.

“You’re staring,” Kay teased, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips.

Cassie’s face burned, but she didn’t look away. “Can you blame me?”

Kay’s smirk widened, and she closed the distance between them once more, her hands finding Cassie’s waistband. “You’re wearing too many clothes,” she murmured, her fingers working to undo the buttons of Cassie’s overalls.

Cassie’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, leaving her in just a thin t-shirt and underwear. The cool air kissed her skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of Kay’s hands as they slid up her sides, pushing the shirt up and over her head.

“Better,” Kay said, her eyes darkening as she took in the sight of Cassie’s bare skin.

Cassie shivered as Kay’s hands found her breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples with a feather-light touch that sent jolts of electricity through her body.

“Kay,” she gasped, her hands tangling in Kay’s short hair as Kay leaned down, her lips closing around one nipple.

The sensation was electric, and Cassie’s knees nearly buckled as Kay’s tongue swirled around the sensitive nub. Her grip tightened on Kay’s hair, and she let out a moan that echoed through the cornfield.

Kay’s other hand slid down Cassie’s stomach, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her underwear. Cassie’s breath caught as Kay’s fingers found her wetness, her touch deliberate and slow.

“You’re so wet,” Kay murmured against her skin, her breath hot as she nipped at Cassie’s collarbone.

“For you,” Cassie gasped, her hips bucking against Kay’s hand.

Kay’s fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, drawing gasps and moans from Cassie’s lips. Her other hand continued to play with Cassie’s nipple, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh as she worked her to the edge.

Cassie’s head fell back, her hands gripping Kay’s shoulders as pleasure coiled tight in her stomach. “Kay, please,” she begged, her voice a whimper.

Kay’s lips curved into a smirk against her skin, and she increased the pressure of her fingers just enough to make Cassie’s thighs tremble. “That’s it, city girl,” she murmured. “Let go for me.”

And Cassie did. Her orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She clung to Kay as the pleasure washed through her, her fingers digging into the fabric of Kay’s tank top.

Kay’s movements slowed, gentling as Cassie came down from her high. Her lips pressed a soft kiss to Cassie’s shoulder, her fingers still lazily stroking her sensitive flesh.

“You okay?” Kay asked, her voice soft.

Cassie nodded, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. “Yeah. That was…wow.”

Kay chuckled, pressing one last kiss to her shoulder before straightening up. “Glad you liked it.”

Cassie’s breath hitched as Kay stepped back, her hands moving to the waistband of her jeans. “What are you doing?”

Kay’s smirk was back, and she wasted no time in undoing the button and zipper, pushing the fabric down her legs. “My turn,” she said, stepping out of her jeans and kicking them aside.

Cassie’s eyes widened as Kay’s boxers followed, leaving her completely bare. Her body was lean, muscular, and Cassie’s mouth went dry at the sight of her.

Kay’s smirk grew as she watched Cassie’s reaction. “You gonna just stand there, or are you gonna come here?”

Cassie didn’t need to be told twice. She stepped forward, her hands trembling as she reached for Kay. Her fingers traced the lines of Kay’s stomach, her touch tentative at first, but growing bolder as Kay’s breath hitched.

“Cassie,” Kay murmured, her hands settling on Cassie’s hips as she guided her to her knees. “You know what I want.”

Cassie did. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she leaned in, her lips brushing against Kay’s inner thigh. She could smell her, the heady scent of arousal filling her senses as she pressed a soft kiss to Kay’s skin.

Kay’s fingers tightened on her hips, and Cassie could feel the way her body trembled against her. “Don’t tease,” Kay growled, her voice low and thick with need.

Cassie’s lips curved into a smirk, and she didn’t hesitate this time. She pressed her mouth to Kay’s core, her tongue running along her folds with a slow, deliberate stroke.

Kay’s breath hitched, and her hips bucked against Cassie’s mouth. “Fuck,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in Cassie’s hair.

Cassie’s hands moved to Kay’s thighs, holding her steady as she continued to lap at her, her tongue pressing against her clit with a firm, steady rhythm. Kay’s moans grew louder, her hips moving in time with Cassie’s mouth as she worked her closer and closer to the edge.

“Cassie,” Kay gasped, her voice a broken plea. “I’m so close.”

Cassie didn’t let up, her tongue drawing tight circles around Kay’s clit as her fingers pressed against her entrance, just enough to tease but not enough to penetrate.

Kay’s body tensed, her thighs trembling as her orgasm hit her. Cassie held her steady, her tongue continuing to work through the waves of pleasure that crashed over Kay until she finally went limp, her hands falling from Cassie’s hair to rest on her shoulders.

Cassie leaned back, looking up at Kay with a satisfied smile. “Good?”

Kay’s laugh was breathless, her chest heaving as she reached down to pull Cassie to her feet. “Good doesn’t even begin to cover it, city girl.”

Cassie’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Kay’s lips. “Glad I could help.”

Kay’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her close. “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?”

Cassie smiled against her lips. “You have no idea.”

The sound of distant voices pulled them apart, and Kay quickly grabbed her clothes, tossing Cassie’s to her as well. “We should get back,” she said, her voice low.

Cassie nodded, her heart still racing as she pulled on her overalls. “Yeah, we should.”

As they stepped out of the cornfield, the sun warming their skin, Cassie couldn’t help but smile. She’d come here for a fresh start, but she’d found so much more.

10 - ON THE RUN

FF / Gangster / Butch Femme / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

Excerpt from Queenpin: A Dangerous Game by Ling Walters

The summer sun beat down relentlessly over the Sleeptight Inn, casting harsh shadows over the peeling paint and broken neon signs. Nestled in a gritty neighborhood on Cleveland's east side, its weathered exterior was a stark contrast to the vibrant city that surrounded it. The building was falling into disrepair with many windows boarded up, a constant reminder of the declining neighborhood.

The seedy motel was located next to a strip club, a testament to its reputation as a haven for the city's underbelly. The clientele was mostly sex workers, dealers, and junkies—unsavory characters that frequented the place. The overall atmosphere was one of neglect and decay, a place where people came to disappear, to escape the scrutiny of society.

In Keys and Kutt’s room, the air was thick with stale cigarette smoke and the heavy tension. The room was cramped and dirty, the bedding stained and worn. Roaches skittered across the floor, a constant reminder of the unsanitary conditions.

Akilla “Keys” Kennedy stood by the window, nervously playing with the ends of her blonde wig, hoping she hadn’t been recognized when they checked in. She’d thought the wig would disguise her identity, but it seemed to make her stand out even more. Keys’s obsidian eyes darted to the door, half expecting it to burst open at any moment.

Keys was drenched in sweat, her dark skin glistening in the humid motel room. Her confident demeanor was long gone, replaced by fear. Her slender build was accentuated by her ripped T-shirt and tight gym shorts, instead of the stylish clothes she normally wore.

A look of worry etched Keys’s features, her brow furrowed, her lips pursed. She was clearly stressed, her mind racing, her heart pounding. Despite the heat and the anxiety, she remained beautiful, her natural radiance shining through even in the most difficult of circumstances.

Katrina “Kutt” Davis paced the small room, her muscular frame moving restlessly, the sound of her baggy jeans rustling as she walked across the worn carpet. The once suave and charismatic lieutenant of the Blackout Syndicate had become a storm of paranoia and desperation, her dark eyes now glassy, revealing the toll of her escalating drug use. Keys could see the change in her wife, the cracks forming in the armor of cold toughness she had always worn.

Kutt was a suave butch woman. Her brash attitude and her thug demeanor had drawn Keys in when she was young and foolish. Keys had been attracted to Kutt’s dark skin and dreadlocks. However, Kutt’s dark eyes had always held a coldness that filled Keys with dread.

Kutt had always been a thug. Before Kutt started selling dope, she’d been involved with robbery and extortion. The dope game was dominated by dangerous men, but Kutt never showed any fear. Although she was female, her vicious exploits and menacing glare struck fear into the hearts of hardened criminals. Kutt was very charismatic, and she seemed to work her charm on everyone she met, quickly rising through the ranks of the street gang.

"The Feds are kicking in doors all over Cleveland, looking for us!" Keys finally cried, her voice trembling. "You need to stop using. We can’t think clearly like this!"

Kutt stopped mid-pace, her cold gaze locking onto Keys with fierce intensity. “Bitch, you better shut the fuck up while I figure this shit out,” she snapped, a hint of desperation masking the rage. Kutt’s hands were shaking as she snorted another line off the dresser, her jaw clenched tight.

“Figure it out? By doing more drugs? Kutt, they’re coming for us!” Keys felt the pain of anger bubbling inside her. Kutt had become a shell of her former self—the strong woman Keys had fallen in love with was slipping away behind a cloud of addiction.

Out of nowhere, Kutt’s fist connected with Keys’s jaw. “I told you to shut up, hoe,” she barked.

Keys stumbled back, her expression a mix of shock and anger. Grabbing the edge of the grime coated nightstand, she steadied herself. They didn’t have time to fight and argue. They needed an escape plan. “Please, Kutt, don’t do this,” Keys begged, her voice barely a whisper.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry, baby,” Kutt apologized, suddenly sounding gentle. “I’m just stressed. I ain’t mean to hurt you.” Kutt put her calloused hand on Keys’s cheek, inspecting the dark bruise blooming on Keys’s jawline.

Then, without warning, the air shifted. Keys blinked, her anger faltering in the face of Kutt's apology. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could say anything, Kutt leaned in, her lips meeting Keys's in a desperate, hungry kiss.

One moment they were at each other's throats, and the next, they were making out on the motel bed, its stained comforter and threadbare sheets momentarily forgotten. The fire of passion ignited between them, fierce and palpable, as if it could burn through the chaos surrounding them.

The world seemed to tilt on its axis, the intensity of the moment crashing over Keys like a tidal wave. She gasped, her hands instinctively reaching up to clutch at Kutt's white tank top. For a moment, everything else faded away, leaving only the heat of Kutt's body pressed against hers, the taste of Kutt’s tongue as it explored her mouth.

Kutt's strong hands roamed over Keys’s body, quickly pulling off Keys's ripped t-shirt, exposing her bare skin. Keys felt a thrill shoot through her, mingling with the adrenaline already coursing through her veins. She moaned into Kutt's mouth, her body reacting to the sensation of Kutt's fingertips tracing lazy circles on her stomach.

“Kutt…” she breathed, her voice shaky. “We... we ain’t got time for this.”

But Kutt didn't stop. Instead, her hand continued its journey lower, slipping under the waistband of Keys's gym shorts and finding the warm, wet place between her legs. Keys bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as Kutt's fingers delved inside her, exploring with an expert touch.

Keys wanted to protest, wanted to remind Kutt of the danger they were in. But the feel of Kutt's hand moving against her, the way her body responded so helplessly, made coherent thought impossible.

Kutt chuckled darkly, her other hand gripping Keys's hip tightly. “That's it, baby,” she purred, her voice filled with a seductive confidence that Keys found both infuriating and intoxicating. “Give in to me.”

And somehow, despite everything, Keys did. She let herself sink into the sensation, letting Kutt's touch guide her toward release. Her breath came in short, gasping bursts, her body trembling with anticipation.

Just as Keys’s pleasure was reaching its peak, Kutt suddenly pulled away, leaving Keys teetering on the edge. She whimpered in protest, her eyes fluttering open to see Kutt standing before her, a predatory smile playing on her lips.

“What are you doing, babe?” Keys stammered, her voice thick with confusion and desire.

Kutt's eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she took off her baggy jeans. Keys reached behind her, fastening her strap-on, a large dildo in the harness. “I wanna leave you with something to remember me by,” she said, her tone dripping with a dangerous kind of promise.

Before Keys could react, Kutt grabbed her by the waist and spun her around, forcing her to bend over the motel bed. Keys cried out, her hands instinctively clutching at the sheets as Kutt positioned herself behind her.

Without warning, Kutt thrust deep inside, filling Keys with a brutal, insistent rhythm that left no room for thought, only instinct.

Keys screamed as Kutt pounded into her, each thrust harder and faster than the last. She could feel herself losing control, her body shuddering with each powerful movement of Kutt's hips.

Kutt's hand came down sharply on Keys's ass, the sting mingling with the overwhelming pleasure. "Take it," she commanded, her voice raw with arousal. "Take it all."

Keys gave herself over completely to the satisfying sensations that Kutt unleashed upon her. Kutt grabbed Key’s hips, thrusting deeper, as Keys’s fingernails dug into the filthy mattress.

Finally, just as she felt herself about to climax, Kutt's movements slowed, becoming deeper and more deliberate. Keys cried out as the pleasure built within her, until finally her muscles contorted, her pussy gripping Kutt’s hard tool.

Keys collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling as Kutt withdrew from her, a smug smile curling her lips. “You like that?” she asked, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Keys could only nod, too exhausted to speak. Kutt chuckled, leaning down to press a soft kiss to her temple. “Now, let's get cleaned up,” she said, her tone surprisingly gentle. “We still might have a chance to get out of here before they find us.”

They stumbled into the tiny bathroom, the steam from the shower enveloping them as they washed away the evidence of their passion. Keys leaned against the cracked tile, as Kutt gently washed her back. There was a softness in Kutt’s eyes, reminding Keys why she’d fallen in love in the first place.

Despite everything, Keys couldn't help but feel a strange sense of contentment. For a few brief moments, they'd forgotten the chaos outside, the danger that loomed over them like a dark cloud. All that had mattered was the connection between them, the way their bodies moved together in perfect harmony.

“I’ll always fight for you, you know that,” Kutt whispered, her tone possessive. “I won’t let you leave me. I’ma have mufuckers watching you, Keys, everywhere you go, even in prison.”

Tears welled in Keys’ eyes as she felt both anger and love swell within her. “We can’t let it come to that. There’s a way out.” She hesitated, locking onto Kutt's gaze, searching for the woman she loved beneath the layers of darkness. “I have family in West Virginia. We can leave tonight.”

Just as they began to pack their hastily gathered belongings, a loud bang reverberated through the thin walls. Keys knew that their reprieve was over. She froze, the realization coming like a cold wave. “They found us, Kutt,” she whispered, dread settling in her stomach.

Kutt's eyes grew dark as she listened, her hand automatically going to the pistol tucked in the waistband of her jeans. Kutt snorted the last line of dope off the dresser. “Keys,” she whispered, her voice tense. “It’s us or them. I’m not going to prison.”

“No, no, no, baby, they’ll shoot us,” Keys pleaded, a look of sheer terror in her obsidian eyes. “Please, put the gun down.”

Kutt ignored Keys’s warnings, peering through the cracked window, the gun sleek and shiny in her hand.

Keys's heart pounded in her chest, fear and adrenaline mixing into a potent cocktail, her mind racing as she began to understand Kutt’s intentions. Kutt was planning a shootout with police, likely getting them both killed. With horror, Keys realized how desperate and suicidal Kutt had become. But before Keys could even begin to formulate a plan, the door burst open, revealing a team of US Marshals poised and ready for action.

“Keys, run!” Kutt shouted, her voice filled with desperation.

But even as she turned to obey, Keys knew it was hopeless. They were surrounded. The next few moments were a blur. A few gunshots rang out, the loud bangs temporarily deafening Keys. It was pandemonium as the Feds swarmed the small motel room.

Keys's breath hitched as she felt herself being grabbed from behind. She twisted away, her instincts kicking in as she fought to break free. But there were too many of them, and she knew it was only a matter of time before they overpowered her.

As Keys lay on the worn carpet in handcuffs, she heard the officers frantically calling for paramedics. “We got a gunshot wound to the chest,” a cop shouted into his radio, rushing towards the victim.

Keys gasped, realizing someone had been shot. She looked up and saw Kutt being wheeled out of the motel room on a stretcher, paramedics working desperately to save her life. A tear slid down Keys’s cheek as she said a silent prayer for Kutt’s safety.

As she was led away, Keys watched the ambulance speeding towards the hospital. Realizing how close she’d come to death, because of Kutt’s recklessness, Keys’s heart was full of grief and confusion. Keys’s involvement with Kutt had cost her everything, and now, she was losing her freedom.

11 - LOCKED IN THE SAFE

FF / Enemies to Lovers / Forced Proximity / Kissing / Fingering / Sixty-nine

Andi’s fingers moved quickly, counting the cash in the dimly lit vault. The rhythmic sound of bills being flipped kept her focus—or at least she thought it did. Her mind kept drifting to the argument she’d had with Jayden earlier that day. Why does she always have to be so critical? Andi thought, shaking her head. She had been doing her job just fine for years, long before Jayden had started working at the bank. Yet, Jayden always seemed to find fault in everything she did.

“Andi!” Jayden’s sharp voice cut through the silence, startling her. “What’s taking so long? The safe needs to be locked, and you’ve been in here for an eternity.”

Andi clenched her jaw, snapping back without even looking up. “If you’re so worried about it, Jayden, why don’t you come in here and count it yourself? Oh, wait—that might actually require you to do some work for once.”

Jayden stormed into the vault, her heels clicking against the cold metal floor. “You know what? Fine. I’ll count it. You’re clearly too distracted to get it done.”

Andi rolled her eyes, stepping aside with a dramatic wave of her hand. “Be my guest.”

As Jayden began counting, Andi leaned against the wall, arms crossed. The tension between them was palpable, thick enough to cut with a knife. The vault door swung shut with a loud clang, and both women froze.

Andi’s eyes widened as she rushed to the door, pulling on the handle. It didn’t budge. “Oh my God, Jayden! Did you close the door?”

Jayden’s face paled. “I didn’t—it must have swung shut on its own.”

“Are you kidding me?” Andi shouted, her voice echoing in the confined space. “We’re locked in! This is your fault!”

“My fault?” Jayden shot back, her voice rising. “If you hadn’t been taking forever to count the money, I wouldn’t have needed to come in here in the first place!”

Andi threw her hands up in frustration. “You just can’t admit when you’re wrong, can you? Typical Jayden—always blaming someone else.”

Jayden’s eyes glistened with tears, but she quickly looked away, biting her lip. “I’m supposed to pick up my daughter from the sitter tonight. What if we’re stuck here until tomorrow? She’s going to be so scared…”

Andi’s anger faltered at the sight of Jayden’s vulnerability. She had never seen her co-worker like this before. Jayden was always so composed, so… infuriatingly perfect. But now, she looked small, her shoulders slumping as she leaned against the vault wall.

“Jayden…” Andi hesitated, her voice softening. “It’s going to be okay. It was an accident. I… I shouldn’t have yelled at you.”

Jayden wiped at her eyes, her voice trembling. “No, I’m the one who should apologize. I’ve been so mean to you, and it’s not fair. I’m just… I’m jealous of you, Andi. You’re so confident, so good at your job. I’ve always felt like I had to be perfect to measure up.”

Andi blinked, surprised by the admission. “Jayden, I… I had no idea you felt that way. I’m sorry too. I’ve been defensive because I thought you were just out to get me.”

Jayden let out a shaky laugh. “Guess we’ve both been idiots, huh?”

Andi smiled faintly. “Yeah. We’re idiots.”

They stood in silence for a moment, the tension between them dissolving into something softer, more vulnerable. Andi took a step closer, awkwardly opening her arms. “Come here.”

Jayden hesitated, then stepped into Andi’s embrace, wrapping her arms tightly around her. Andi held her, rubbing her back soothingly. “We’ll figure this out,” she murmured. “And… maybe we can start fresh after this. No more arguing, okay?”

Jayden nodded against her shoulder, her voice barely a whisper. “Okay.”

When Jayden pulled back, her eyes were still glistening, but there was something else in her gaze—something Andi couldn’t quite place. Before she could process it, Jayden’s lips were on hers, soft and hesitant.

Andi froze, her mind racing, but the warmth of Jayden’s mouth was intoxicating. Without thinking, she kissed her back, her hands sliding up to cup Jayden’s face. The kiss deepened, their lips moving together in a slow, exploratory rhythm that sent a shiver down Andi’s spine.

“Jayden…” Andi breathed as they broke apart, her heart pounding. “What—”

Jayden didn’t let her finish, capturing her lips again with a hunger that made Andi’s knees weak. Her hands roamed Andi’s body, unbuttoning her blouse with deft fingers. Andi gasped, her own hands fumbling with Jayden’s shirt, pulling it over her head.

Their breath mingled, hot and heavy, as they stripped away each other’s clothes, the cool air of the vault brushing against their skin. Jayden’s hands trailed down Andi’s body, her touch electric, and Andi moaned softly, her head falling back.

Jayden’s fingers slipped between Andi’s thighs, stroking her gently before sliding inside. Andi bit her lip, her hips arching into Jayden’s touch. “God, Jayden… that feels so good…”

Jayden kissed her neck, her breath hot against Andi’s skin. “Lie down,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding.

Andi obeyed, lowering herself onto the floor of the vault. Jayden straddled her, positioning herself above Andi’s face in a sixty-nine. Andi’s hands gripped Jayden’s hips, pulling her closer as Jayden’s lips found her clit.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Andi moaned, her tongue flicking against Jayden’s wetness in rhythm with Jayden’s movements. They moved together, their bodies in perfect sync, until Andi’s climax crashed over her, her body trembling as she cried out.

Jayden didn’t stop, her tongue driving Andi higher until she was breathless, her hands clutching Jayden’s hips for dear life. “Jayden… I’m…”

“Come for me,” Jayden murmured against her, her voice thick with desire.

Andi obeyed, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came undone. Jayden followed soon after, her own moans muffled against Andi’s thigh.

They lay there for a moment, their breathing ragged, before reluctantly pulling away. As they dressed, the sound of the vault door opening startled them.

Andi’s heart leapt, and she turned to see their boss, Mr. McAllister, standing there, looking frantic. “Jayden’s baby sitter called us—”

Jayden cut him off with a reassuring smile. “I’m so sorry. We got… locked in.”

Mr. McAllister sighed in relief. “Thank goodness you’re okay. Your daughter’s fine. When I found out you didn’t pick her up, I knew something was wrong.”

Jayden nodded, her face flushing. “Thank you. I better go get her now.”

As Mr. McAllister left, Jayden turned to Andi, a shy smile playing on her lips. “So… do you want to hang out sometime? Outside of work?”

Andi smiled back, her heart still racing. “I’d like that.”

Jayden’s eyes lit up, and she reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Andi’s face. “Good. Because I think we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

Andi leaned into her touch, her voice soft. “Yeah. We do.”

12 - UBER RIDE TO ECSTASY

FF / Romantic / Public / First Time / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The city lights blurred past the windshield as Regina navigated the streets, her hands steady on the wheel. It had been a long night of driving, the quiet hum of the engine and the occasional ping of the app her only companions.

She was tired, but there was something about the late-night drives that felt almost meditative. That’s when the notification chimed—a new ride request. She accepted it without hesitation, glancing at the pickup location: a trendy bar on the edge of downtown.

When she pulled up, Regina spotted her passenger almost immediately. She stood out, even in the dim glow of the streetlights. Cami leaned against the brick wall of the bar, her short, tousled hair catching the light, her fitted leather jacket hugging her frame. There was a confidence in her stance, a casual ease that made Regina’s pulse quicken.

Regina rolled down the window. “Cami?”

“That’s me,” Cami said with a grin, sliding into the passenger seat. Her voice was smooth, low, and carried a hint of mischief. “Thanks for picking me up. I was starting to think I’d have to walk.”

Regina chuckled, though her stomach fluttered. “No problem. Where to?”

Cami gave her the address, and Regina pulled away from the curb. The car filled with a faint, spicy scent—Cami’s perfume, maybe, or her shampoo. Whatever it was, it was intoxicating. Regina stole a glance at her passenger, noticing the way Cami’s jeans hugged her legs, the way her boot tapped lightly to the rhythm of the music playing softly through the speakers.

“So, you drive Uber often?” Cami asked, her tone conversational but laced with something else, something that made Regina’s skin tingle.

“Yeah, mostly nights,” Regina replied, keeping her eyes on the road. “It’s… quiet. I like it.”

“Lucky me, then,” Cami said, her voice low. “I get to ride with the hottest driver in the city.”

Regina’s cheeks warmed, and she laughed nervously. “Well, I’m not sure about that.”

“Oh, I am,” Cami shot back, leaning slightly in her seat, her gaze steady on Regina. “You’ve got that whole… mysterious vibe going on. It’s hot.”

Regina’s hands tightened on the wheel. She wasn’t used to this—this kind of boldness, this kind of attention. Especially not from a woman. She’d never been with a female before, never even thought about it seriously. But there was something about Cami, something that made her heart race and her mind wander into uncharted territory.

“You’re blushing,” Cami said, a smirk playing on her lips. “Adorable.”

Regina cleared her throat, trying to focus on the road. “You’re… something else, you know that?”

“I’ve been told,” Cami replied, her tone light but teasing. She shifted in her seat, her knee brushing against Regina’s thigh. “So, what’s a girl like you doing driving around at night? No boyfriend waiting at home?”

“No boyfriend,” Regina said quickly, then hesitated. “I… I’m single. Just… keeping busy.”

Cami nodded, her eyes still on Regina. “Good to know.”

The conversation lapsed into silence, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. There was a tension in the air, a palpable energy that made Regina’s skin feel electric. She couldn’t stop stealing glances at Cami, at the way her lips curved into a knowing smile, the way her fingers tapped absently on her knee.

When they arrived at Cami’s house, Regina pulled up to the curb and put the car in park. “Here we are.”

Cami didn’t move right away. She stayed seated, her gaze fixed on Regina. “You know,” she said slowly, “you’re really making it hard for me to leave.”

Regina’s breath caught. “I… I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Yes, you are,” Cami said, her voice dropping to a whisper. She leaned closer, her lips brushing Regina’s ear. “You feel it too, don’t you?”

Regina’s heart pounded in her chest. She could feel the warmth of Cami’s breath on her skin, the way her body seemed to radiate heat. This is wrong, she thought. You’re her driver. You should stop this. But another part of her, a part she’d never fully acknowledged before, was screaming Yes.

“I… I think I do,” Regina admitted, her voice trembling.

Cami pulled back slightly, her eyes searching Regina’s face. “Then why don’t you get in the backseat with me?”

Regina’s stomach twisted with a cocktail of nerves and desire. “I… I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?” Cami asked, her tone playful but insistent. “You’re off the clock now, aren’t you?”

Regina hesitated, her mind racing. This is crazy. You shouldn’t do this. But even as the thought crossed her mind, she found herself unbuckling her seatbelt. Cami’s grin widened as she watched, and then she opened her door and slid out, motioning for Regina to follow.

The night air was cool against Regina’s skin as she stepped out of the car, her legs feeling unsteady. She followed Cami to the backseat, her heart pounding in her ears. Cami climbed in first, settling into the seat with an ease that made Regina’s breath catch.

What are you doing? she asked herself, but she couldn’t stop her body from moving, couldn’t stop herself from sliding into the seat beside Cami.

The door clicked shut, and suddenly the world outside felt very far away. Cami turned to her, her eyes dark with desire. “You’re sure about this?”

Regina swallowed hard, her mouth dry. “I… I think so.”

“Good,” Cami said, and then she leaned in, her lips capturing Regina’s in a kiss that was soft at first, but quickly deepened.

Regina’s hands found Cami’s shoulders, her fingers gripping the leather of her jacket as she kissed her back, her body responding in ways she hadn’t expected.

Cami’s hands slid down Regina’s sides, her touch firm but gentle. She broke the kiss, her lips trailing along Regina’s jawline, her breath hot against her skin. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” Cami murmured, her voice low and rough.

Regina gasped as Cami’s fingers brushed the hem of her skirt, slipping underneath to trace the smooth skin of her thigh. “Cami…”

“Shh,” Cami whispered, her lips finding Regina’s again. Her hand moved higher, her fingers brushing against the lace of Regina’s panties. “Let me make you feel good.”

Regina’s heart was racing, her body on fire. She’d never been touched like this, never felt this kind of desire. She moaned softly as Cami’s fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her wet and ready. “Oh god…”

Cami smiled against her lips, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Let go.”

Regina’s hips rocked against Cami’s hand, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She was close, so close, but just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, Cami pulled back. “Not yet,” she said, her voice husky.

Regina whimpered, her body aching with need. “Cami, please…”

“Patience,” Cami said, her lips curving into a wicked smile. She slid down the seat, her hands pushing Regina’s skirt up as she positioned herself between her legs. “I want to taste you.”

Regina’s eyes widened, her heart pounding in her chest. “Cami, I—oh god…”

Cami’s tongue was on her then, hot and wet and impossibly skilled. Regina’s fingers tangled in Cami’s hair as she cried out, her body trembling with pleasure. She’d never felt anything like this before, never imagined it could feel this good. Her hips moved of their own accord, her body desperate for more.

Cami’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. “Cami, I’m going to—oh fuck, I’m going to cum!”

Cami didn’t stop, her tongue working faster, harder. Regina’s back arched as she came, her body shuddering with the force of it. “Oh god, Cami…”

Cami pulled back, her lips glistening as she looked up at Regina with a satisfied smile. “You’re welcome.”

Regina’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her mind still reeling. Cami slid back up the seat, her fingers brushing a strand of hair from Regina’s face. “You okay?”

Regina nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yeah… I just… wow.”

Cami laughed softly, her hand resting on Regina’s thigh. “I’m glad you liked it.”

They sat in silence for a moment, the air between them heavy with unspoken words. Finally, Cami spoke. “So… you want to do this again sometime?”

Regina looked at her, her heart still racing. “I… I think I might.”

Cami grinned, pulling out her phone. “Good. Give me your number.”

Regina handed over her phone, her fingers trembling slightly as she unlocked it. She typed in her number, her mind still spinning.

Cami took the phone, sending herself a quick text before handing it back. “There. Now you have mine too.”

Regina nodded, her eyes still on Cami. “Thanks.”

Cami leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Regina’s lips. “Any time.” She opened the door and got out, shooting Regina one last smile before walking up to her house.

Regina sat in the backseat, her body still humming with the aftershocks of what had just happened. What the hell just happened? she thought, but even as the question formed in her mind, she knew the answer. And she couldn’t wait to see where this would lead.

13 - MAKING NEW FRIENDS

FF / FFF / Romantic / Group Sex / Butch Femme / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

Carrie adjusted the strap of her backpack as she walked through the rows of bookshelves in the college library. The air smelled like old paper and coffee, a comforting yet isolating combination. It had been weeks since she transferred, and the loneliness was beginning to seep into her bones. She hadn’t expected it to be this hard to make friends, but everyone here seemed to already have their groups, their routines. She felt like an outsider, invisible.

She pulled out a chair at one of the empty tables, setting her notebook down with a soft thud. The library was quiet, save for the occasional rustle of pages or the hum of someone’s laptop. Carrie opened her notebook, staring at the blank page. She needed to study, but her mind kept wandering, circling back to the same thought: What am I doing wrong?

“Hey,” a voice cut through her thoughts, soft but confident. Carrie looked up to see a woman standing across the table, leaning slightly on her forearms. She had dark, curly hair pulled into a messy bun, and her eyes—a warm hazel—held a glint of mischief. “You’ve been sitting here for an hour, and I haven’t seen you turn a single page. Everything okay?”

Carrie blinked, caught off guard. “Oh, um, yeah. Just… distracted, I guess.”

The woman smirked, sliding into the seat across from her. “Keisha,” she said by way of introduction, extending a hand.

“Carrie,” she replied, shaking it. Keisha’s hand was warm, her grip firm but not overbearing.

Keisha leaned back in her chair, her gaze lingering on Carrie in a way that made her cheeks flush. “So, Carrie, what’s got you so distracted? Boy trouble? Girl trouble?” She raised an eyebrow, and Carrie felt her heart skip a beat.

“Neither,” Carrie said quickly, though her voice wavered slightly. “Just… adjusting, I guess. New school and all.”

Keisha nodded, her lips curving into a small smile. “Transition’s rough. But you know what helps? Getting out of your head. Maybe even… out of the library.” She tilted her head, her tone playful but undeniably flirtatious.

Carrie felt a mix of confusion and curiosity. She’d never been flirted with by a woman before, and the realization sent a jolt through her. Is she…? she wondered, but Keisha’s expression left little room for doubt.

“I—” Carrie started, but Keisha interrupted with a grin.

“Come on,” she said, standing and grabbing her bag. “I’ll show you around. And maybe… we can get to know each other better.”

Carrie hesitated for only a moment before gathering her things. Something about Keisha’s confidence was magnetic, and she found herself following her out of the library, her heart pounding in her chest.

They walked across campus, Keisha chatting easily about the school, her classes, her friends. Carrie listened, but her mind was elsewhere, replaying the way Keisha had looked at her, the way her voice had dropped when she’d said we can get to know each other better.

Before she knew it, they were standing in front of a dorm building. Keisha pulled out her keycard, swiping it with a practiced ease. “After you,” she said, holding the door open.

Carrie stepped inside, her nerves mounting with each step up the stairs. Keisha’s room was at the end of the hall, and when she opened the door, Carrie was struck by how cozy it felt. String lights hung from the ceiling, casting a soft glow over the room. A small bookshelf was crammed with novels and textbooks, and a few posters adorned the walls.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Keisha said, closing the door behind them.

Carrie sat on the edge of the bed, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress. Keisha dropped her bag on the floor and sat beside her, their thighs almost touching. The air between them felt charged, and Carrie couldn’t help but glance at Keisha’s lips, full and slightly parted.

Keisha noticed, her smile widening. “You’re really cute, you know that?” she said, her voice low.

Carrie’s breath hitched. “I—thank you,” she stammered, but before she could say more, Keisha leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was soft at first, tentative, as if Keisha was giving her a chance to pull away. But Carrie didn’t. Instead, she found herself leaning into it, her hands trembling as they reached up to touch Keisha’s face. The taste of her was sweet, like the faintest hint of mint, and Carrie felt herself getting lost in it.

Keisha’s hands moved to Carrie’s waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Slowly, almost hesitantly, Keisha’s fingers tugged at the hem of Carrie’s shirt, pulling it up and over her head. Carrie shivered as the cool air hit her skin, but Keisha’s hands were warm as they trailed up her sides.

“Is this okay?” Keisha murmured against her lips.

Carrie nodded, her voice caught in her throat. She’d never done this before, but the way Keisha touched her, the way she looked at her, made her feel safe, wanted.

Keisha’s hands moved to the button of Carrie’s jeans, and Carrie lifted her hips slightly to help her slip them off. She was left in nothing but her bra and panties, and she felt exposed, vulnerable, but Keisha’s gaze was soft, almost reverent.

“Beautiful,” Keisha whispered, her hands sliding up Carrie’s thighs.

Carrie’s breath quickened as Keisha’s fingers brushed against the edge of her panties, teasingly light. And then, slowly, Keisha’s hand slipped inside, her fingers tracing a path that made Carrie gasp.

Keisha kissed her again, swallowing her moans as her fingers found their way inside her. Carrie’s hands gripped Keisha’s shoulders, her nails digging in slightly as the pleasure built, overwhelming and incredible.

And then, the door opened.

Carrie froze, her eyes snapping open to see a woman standing in the doorway, her arms crossed and an eyebrow raised. Keisha pulled back, her hand still resting on Carrie’s thigh.

“Lex,” Keisha said, her voice surprisingly calm. “Hey.”

Lex stepped inside, closing the door behind her. Her gaze shifted to Carrie, who was desperately trying to cover herself with her hands. “And who’s this?” Lex asked, her tone sharp but not angry.

“This is Carrie,” Keisha said, glancing at her. “We just met.”

Lex tilted her head, her expression unreadable. Carrie felt her heart pounding, her mind racing. This is it, she thought. This is where it all falls apart.

But then Lex smiled, a slow, almost predatory smile. “Well, isn’t this a surprise.”

Carrie blinked, unsure of what to say.

But Lex was already moving closer. She knelt in front of Carrie, her hands resting on her knees. “Don’t be shy,” Lex said, her voice low and smooth. “I don’t bite… unless you want me to.”

Carrie’s breath hitched as Lex leaned in, her lips brushing against hers. The kiss was different from Keisha’s—firmer, more demanding—and Carrie found herself responding almost instinctively.

Keisha watched with a smirk, her hand still resting on Carrie’s thigh. “Guess she’s not just mine anymore,” she said, her tone teasing.

Lex pulled back, her gaze flicking to Keisha. “You’re sharing, aren’t you?”

Keisha laughed, a soft, melodic sound. “Guess I am.”

And then, before Carrie could even process what was happening, Lex was unclipping her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Keisha’s hands moved to her breasts, her lips trailing down Carrie’s neck as Lex kissed her again.

“So, Carrie,” Lex murmured against her lips, “how do you feel about… sharing?”

Carrie nodded, her body aching for more.

Lex guided Carrie to the bed. Carrie spread her legs wide, giving Lex access to her most sensitive areas. Carrie let out a gasp when felt Lex’s lips against her clit. Her eyes rolled back as Lex licked her, the pleasure building.

“You like that, don’t you?” Lex asked, her voice full of desire.

“Yes,” Carrie moaned, her voice straining with ecstasy. “Don’t stop.”

Lex kept going, driving Carrie wild. Carrie’s legs shook as Lex’s fingers joined in, exploring her wetness. Lex’s tongue swirled faster, finally pushing Carrie over the edge. Carrie’s eyes rolled back as she gripped the mattress, her juices gushing onto the sheets.

Carrie barely had time to catch her breath. She saw Keisha grabbing a strap-on dildo from the dresser. Keisha fastened it around her waist with ease. Carrie instinctively got on her hands and knees. Her pussy ached to be filled. She wanted to cum again, this time with Keisha.

Carrie felt the tip of the dildo pressing against her tight hole. She gasped as Keisha grabbed her hips, sliding the thick toy inside her. Keisha moved slowly, giving Carrie time to adjust. But soon, Carrie was begging for more.

Lex was next to Carrie on the bed, her hand between her legs. “Yes, take all of her,” she groaned as she watched Keisha thrust into Carrie.

Keisha picked up the pace, the whole length filling Carrie in a delicious way. Carrie felt a delightful sensation radiating through her body. She cried out as she climaxed again. Finally, Keisha pulled back, and Carrie collapsed to the bed.

Keisha took off the dildo, setting it aside. “Do you wanna be our girlfriend?” she asked, sounding hopeful.

Carrie smiled. “I’d love to.” She’d been at the library looking for new friends, and it seemed like she’d finally found her people.

14 - A FIRST TIME GUIDE

FF / First Time / Kissing / Vibrator / Strap-on / Cunnilingus

The bass thumped through the bar, the air thick with the scent of sweat and spilled drinks. Freeda leaned against the counter, her fingers tapping the rim of her glass. She wasn’t here to pick up anyone tonight—not really. But she had a feeling someone might pick her.

It always happened this way. Women, curious women, were drawn to her like moths to a flame. They’d approach, their questions masked in flirtation, their intentions clear as day. Freeda didn’t mind. In fact, she enjoyed it. The thrill of being someone’s first, of guiding them into the unknown, of watching them unravel under her touch. It was a game Freeda played well.

And then she walked in.

Angela. That’s what she said her name was when she slid onto the stool next to Freeda, her lips painted a deep crimson, her gaze bold and unflinching. She was all curves and confidence, her tight dress hugging her body in ways that made Freeda’s mouth water. But it wasn’t just her looks. It was the way she leaned in, her voice low and dripping with innuendo. “So, you’re the famous Freeda I’ve heard so much about.”

Freeda raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on her lips. “Let me guess. You’ve never been with a woman before, and you want to try it.”

Angela didn’t flinch. Instead, she laughed, a sound that was equal parts nervous and excited. “You’re good.”

“I know,” Freeda replied, her tone playful but firm. “But I don’t do maybes. If you’re serious, say the word.”

Angela hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “I’m serious.”

That was all Freeda needed to hear.

They stayed at the bar for a while longer, the drinks flowing, the conversation light but charged with an undercurrent of anticipation. Freeda could feel the heat radiating off Angela’s body as they danced, the way her hips swayed in time with the music, the way their bodies brushed against each other in a way that was anything but accidental. It was electric, the kind of tension that could only be relieved one way.

When their lips finally met, it wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, desperate, a collision of pent-up desire. Freeda’s hands found Angela’s waist, pulling her closer, feeling the curve of her body against her own. Angela moaned into the kiss, her fingers tangling in Freeda’s hair as if she couldn’t get enough.

“Let’s get out of here,” Freeda whispered against her lips, her voice husky with need.

Angela didn’t need to be asked twice.

The drive to Freeda’s apartment was a blur, the air between them thick with anticipation. Freeda’s hands gripped the steering wheel, her eyes flicking to Angela every so often, catching the way she bit her lip, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath. She was nervous—Freeda could see it—but there was exhilaration there too. The kind that came with stepping into the unknown.

By the time they reached Freeda’s apartment, Angela’s nerves seemed to have melted away, replaced by a boldness that took even Freeda by surprise. The moment the door closed behind them, Angela was on her, her hands tugging at Freeda’s shirt, her lips crashing into hers with a ferocity that made Freeda’s head spin. They stumbled through the apartment, their clothes falling to the floor in a trail of fabric and skin.

Freeda took a step back, her eyes raking over Angela’s body. She was stunning, her curves accentuated by the dim lighting, her chest rising and falling with each breath.

“You’re beautiful,” Freeda said, her voice soft but unmistakably sincere.

Angela blushed, but she didn’t look away. “So are you.”

Freeda led her to the bedroom, where the air was heavy with the scent of sex and anticipation. She opened the nightstand, revealing an array of toys that made Angela’s eyes widen.

“What’s your pleasure?” Freeda asked, her tone teasing but gentle.

Angela’s gaze lingered on the vibrator, and Freeda didn’t need to ask twice. She grabbed it, turning it on, the low hum filling the room. Angela lay back on the bed, her legs spreading instinctively, her breath hitching as Freeda hovered over her.

“Relax,” Freeda whispered, her free hand stroking Angela’s thigh. “Let me take care of you.”

She started slow, the vibrator tracing teasing circles around Angela’s clit, watching as her hips bucked and her moans grew louder. “Freeda,” Angela gasped, her fingers digging into the sheets. “Please.”

Freeda didn’t make her wait. She pressed the vibrator against her, watching with satisfaction as Angela’s back arched, her cries filling the room. But she wasn’t done. Not yet.

She reached for the strap-on, securing it in place before crawling back onto the bed. Angela’s eyes widened as Freeda positioned herself between her legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance.

“Ready?” Freeda asked, her voice a low growl.

Angela nodded, her eyes never leaving Freeda’s. “Yes.”

Freeda pushed in slowly, giving Angela time to adjust, but as soon as she was fully inside, she began to move, her thrusts deep and deliberate. Angela’s moans grew louder, her nails scratching down Freeda’s back as she clung to her, lost in the sensation.

“You feel so good,” Freeda whispered, her breath hot against Angela’s ear. “So fucking good.”

When Angela came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling under Freeda’s touch. Freeda continued to move, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until Angela was spent, her chest heaving as she collapsed back onto the bed.

But Freeda wasn’t done. She removed the strap-on, her gaze meeting Angela’s. “Your turn,” she said, her voice thick with desire.

Angela didn’t need to be asked twice. She kissed her way down Freeda’s body, her hands exploring every inch of her skin, before settling between her legs. Her tongue was tentative at first, but Freeda’s moans encouraged her, and soon she was lapping at her clit with a fervor that made Freeda’s toes curl.

“Just like that,” Freeda gasped, her hands tangling in Angela’s hair as she guided her. “Oh, fuck, just like that.”

When Freeda came, it was with a cry that shook the room, her body trembling under Angela’s touch. She collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving as Angela crawled up beside her, a satisfied smile on her lips.

“So,” Freeda said, her voice still breathless. “What’s the verdict?”

Angela laughed, a sound that was equal parts giddy and relieved. “I’m bisexual.”

Freeda grinned, pulling her closer. “Glad to hear it.”

As Angela began to dress, Freeda watched her, a hint of a smile on her lips. “You know,” she said, her voice casual but laced with intention, “we should do this again sometime.”

Angela paused, turning to face her. “I’d like that,” she said, her eyes meeting Freeda’s with a spark of excitement.

15 - THE BEST BIRTHDAY EVER

FFF / Best Friends / Romantic / Polyamory / First Time / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Anal Play / Strap-on

"Shauna, what’s wrong?" Lisa asked, her brow furrowing as she leaned forward, her glass of wine dangling precariously from her fingertips.

The room was warm, lit by the soft glow of string lights and the faint hum of music playing in the background. Shauna sat cross-legged on the couch, her eyes downcast, her fingers tracing the rim of her own glass.

"It’s nothing," Shauna mumbled, but her voice wavered, betraying her.

She had been quiet all evening, even as Lisa and Megan had presented her with thoughtful gifts—a new sketchpad, her favorite bottle of perfume—and toasted to her birthday. But the weight of her feelings had been growing heavier, pressing down on her chest until she could barely breathe.

Megan, who had been lounging on the other side of the couch, sat up straighter. "Come on, Shauna. We’re your best friends. You can tell us." Her voice was soft, coaxing, but Shauna felt a pang of guilt all the same.

"I just…" Shauna hesitated, her gaze flickering between the two women. "I feel like I’m not a part of things anymore. Like I’m always the third wheel now that you two are… you know, together."

Since Megan and Lisa had come out as lesbians and started dating, things hadn’t been the same. Even though they tried hard to include Shauna, she felt lonely and left out, sitting awkwardly as they kissed and whispered to each other.

Lisa and Megan exchanged a glance, a silent conversation flickering between them. Then, Megan reached out, her hand gently resting on Shauna’s knee. "Shauna, you’re not a third wheel. You’re family. Lisa and I love each other, but we love you just as much. You’re a part of this—all of this."

Shauna’s heart skipped a beat at the intensity in Megan’s voice, at the way Lisa was nodding in agreement. "We’ve been talking," Lisa added, her voice low and thoughtful. "About how much we care about you. About how… maybe it doesn’t have to be just the two of us. Maybe it could be the three of us."

Shauna’s breath caught in her throat. "What are you saying?"

Megan’s lips curled into a soft smile. "We’re saying we want you to be a part of our relationship. If two women can love each other, why can’t three?"

The air in the room seemed to shift, charged with a new energy. Shauna’s mind raced. She’d never been with a woman before, let alone two women. She’d never even considered it. Yet, what Megan was saying made sense. She badly wanted to be part of their relationship, feeling that same closeness and connection.

But before Shauna could think of a response, Megan leaned in, her lips brushing against Shauna’s in a tender, exploratory kiss. Shauna’s eyes fluttered shut, her body responding instinctively as she kissed back, her hands trembling as they reached up to cradle Megan’s face.

When they finally pulled apart, Shauna’s heart was pounding. Lisa was watching them, her eyes dark with desire, and as Megan began to undress Shauna, Lisa moved closer, her hands gently cupping Shauna’s breasts, her mouth closing around a nipple. Shauna gasped, her back arching as the sensations overwhelmed her.

Megan’s fingers were deft as she unbuttoned Shauna’s shirt, sliding it off her shoulders and tossing it aside. Then, she stood and began to strip, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes never leaving Shauna’s. Lisa followed suit, and soon all three women were naked, their bodies glowing in the soft light.

Shauna’s breath hitched as she took in the sight of her friends—no, her lovers. Megan’s curves were soft and inviting, her skin smooth and unblemished. Lisa was leaner, her muscles taut, her body radiating strength. Shauna felt a surge of desire, her body thrumming with need.

She leaned back on the couch, spreading her legs as Lisa reached for a dildo, the silicone glinting as she lifted it. Megan knelt beside her, her fingers already teasing Shauna’s clit, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her. Lisa positioned herself between Shauna’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance before slowly pushing inside.

Shauna moaned, her head falling back as Lisa began to move the dildo in and out of her, each stroke hitting that perfect spot deep inside her. Megan’s fingers were relentless, rubbing her clit with practiced precision, but then she shifted, her fingers sliding lower, teasing Shauna’s ass.

The dual sensations were almost too much, and Shauna’s body trembled as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. Lisa’s thrusts grew more urgent, the dildo plunging deeper, while Megan’s fingers pressed into her ass, stretching her in the most delicious way.

"I’m going to cum," Shauna gasped, her voice trembling as the pleasure overwhelmed her. And then she was falling, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

When she came back to herself, she saw Lisa and Megan moving together, their fingers entwined as they pleasured each other. Lisa’s strap-on was soon in play, and she took Megan from behind, the rhythm of their bodies driving Shauna wild.

She watched, her hand slipping between her own legs as she fingered herself, her eyes locked on Lisa and Megan. The sight of them together, the sounds of their moans and gasps, sent her spiraling toward another orgasm.

"Fuck," Megan cried out as she came, her body shaking as the dildo stretched her.

Shauna followed seconds later, her own orgasm ripping through her as she imagined herself joining them, being a part of their love in every way.

As they cuddled up on the couch, their bodies entwined, Shauna smiled, her heart full. "This was the best birthday ever," she murmured, her voice soft with satisfaction.

Lisa and Megan chuckled, their arms tightening around her. "Just wait," Megan whispered, her lips brushing against Shauna’s ear. "This is only the beginning."

The three of them lay there, basking in the afterglow, their hearts and bodies connected in a way Shauna had never imagined possible. And as she drifted off to sleep, she couldn’t wait to see where this new adventure would take them.

16 - HER ROOMMATE’S JOURNAL

FF / College / Romantic / First Time / Kissing / Cunnlingus / Fingering / Vibrator / Sixty-nine

Katy sat cross-legged on her bed, textbooks sprawled open but untouched. Her eyes kept darting across the room to where Mimi’s journal sat on her desk. The little leather-bound book seemed to call to her, whispering secrets she wasn’t sure she was ready to hear. But the curiosity was too much. Mimi was in class, and the dorm room was silent except for the hum of the fluorescent lights.

She hesitated, her heart pounding. This is wrong, she thought. But another voice, louder and more insistent, argued back. What if it’s not just in your head? What if she feels the same way?

Katy slipped off the bed and padded over to the desk. Her fingers trembled as she picked up the journal. The leather was soft, warm from sitting in the sunlight streaming through the window. She flipped it open, her eyes scanning the neat, looping handwriting.

At first, it was mundane—notes about class, to-do lists, doodles in the margins. But then, Katy’s breath caught in her throat. Her name. Mimi had written about her.

I think I’m falling for Katy. She’s so… everything. Her laugh, her smile, the way she looks at me when she thinks I’m not paying attention. But I can’t. This isn’t right. I’m not supposed to feel this way about a girl. It’s wrong. It’s sinful. But how do I stop?

Katy’s stomach flipped. She read the passage twice, three times, as if to make sure she wasn’t imagining it. Mimi felt the same way. But the guilt in the words was like a weight pressing on Katy’s chest. Mimi thought her feelings were a sin.

She closed the journal carefully, her hands shaking, and placed it back on the desk. Her mind raced. What now? Should she say something? Pretend she never saw it? The thought of Mimi finding out she’d read the journal made her feel sick, but the idea of not saying anything felt impossible.

That evening, the tension between them was palpable. Mimi sat on her bed, scrolling through her phone, her long dark hair falling over her face. Katy pretended to study, but her eyes kept flicking up to watch her.

“Hey, Mimi?” Katy finally blurted out, her voice trembling.

Mimi looked up, her brow furrowed. “Yeah?”

“I, um… I have something I need to tell you.” Katy’s heart was pounding so hard she thought it might burst.

Mimi set her phone down, her expression unreadable. “Okay. What’s up?”

Katy took a deep breath. “I… I have feelings for you. Like, more than just roommate feelings.”

Mimi froze. Her eyes widened, and for a moment, she looked like a deer caught in headlights. Then she shook her head, a forced laugh escaping her lips. “What? No. Katy, I don’t… I mean, I don’t feel that way about girls. You’re my friend.”

Katy’s stomach dropped. “But… I thought… I mean, I know you feel something. I saw your journal.”

Mimi’s face went pale, then flushed with anger. She stood up, her hands clenching into fists. “You what? You went through my journal?”

Katy flinched. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have. But I needed to know. I’ve been going crazy trying to figure out if you feel the same way.”

“You had no right to do that!” Mimi’s voice trembled with fury. “That’s private, Katy! You had no business reading it!”

“I know,” Katy said, her voice breaking. “I know I messed up. And I’m so, so sorry. But please… don’t shut me out. I like you, Mimi. I really like you. And I think you like me too.”

Mimi stared at her, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths. Then, without warning, she crossed the room, grabbed Katy’s face, and kissed her.

It was sudden, desperate, and electric. Katy’s eyes fluttered shut, her hands instinctively reaching up to pull Mimi closer. The kiss was rough at first, all anger and pent-up emotion, but then it softened, turning tender and searching.

When Mimi finally pulled away, her breath was ragged, her cheeks flushed. “I… I don’t know what I’m doing,” she whispered.

“Me neither,” Katy admitted, her voice trembling. “But I want this. I want you.”

Mimi hesitated, then nodded, her eyes closing as she leaned in again. This time, the kiss was slower, more intentional. Katy’s hands slid down to Mimi’s hips, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them.

Mimi’s fingers tangled in Katy’s hair, tugging lightly as their lips moved together. The room felt too hot, the air thick with tension and desire. Katy’s heart raced as Mimi’s tongue slid against hers, sending a jolt of heat straight to her core.

Breathless, they broke apart, their foreheads resting together. “Is this… okay?” Katy whispered, her voice shaky.

“More than okay,” Mimi murmured, her hands sliding under Katy’s shirt, brushing against the soft skin of her waist.

Katy shivered, her hands trembling as she reached for the hem of Mimi’s shirt. “Can I…?”

Mimi nodded, her breath catching as Katy pulled the shirt over her head. Her bra was a simple black lace, and Katy’s eyes went wide, her mouth watering. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Mimi’s collarbone, then lower, to the swell of her breast.

Mimi gasped, her fingers tightening in Katy’s hair. “Don’t stop,” she whispered.

Katy didn’t need to be told twice. She kissed her way down Mimi’s chest, her lips brushing against the lace of her bra before she reached up to unhook it. The bra fell away, and Katy’s breath caught at the sight of Mimi’s bare breasts, her nipples already hard with arousal.

“You’re so beautiful,” Katy murmured, before taking one of Mimi’s nipples into her mouth.

Mimi’s breath hitched, a soft moan escaping her lips as Katy began to suck and tease. Her fingers slid into Katy’s hair, holding her close as her hips rocked forward, seeking friction.

Katy’s hands slid down Mimi’s back, slipping under the waistband of her jeans. She could feel the heat of Mimi’s skin, the way she shivered at her touch. “Bed,” Mimi whispered, her voice barely audible.

Katy nodded, leading Mimi to the bed with trembling hands. They collapsed onto the mattress together, their lips meeting in another desperate kiss as they fumbled to remove the rest of their clothes.

Soon, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together. Katy’s hands roamed over Mimi’s skin, feeling every curve, every shiver. She kissed her way down Mimi’s body, her lips trailing over her stomach, her hips, until she reached the apex of her thighs.

Mimi’s breath hitched as Katy’s tongue flicked against her clit, a soft moan escaping her lips. “Katy…” she whispered, her hands tangling in the sheets.

Katy didn’t respond, her focus entirely on the woman beneath her. She slid her tongue through Mimi’s folds, savoring the taste of her arousal. Then, she slipped a finger inside, curling it just so, and Mimi’s back arched off the bed, a cry of pleasure escaping her lips.

“Oh, God,” Mimi gasped, her hips rocking against Katy’s mouth. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

Katy didn’t intend to. She added a second finger, her lips wrapping around Mimi’s clit as she worked her deeper. Mimi’s moans grew louder, her hands clutching at the sheets as she neared the edge.

When she finally came, it was with a cry of Katy’s name, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Katy didn’t stop until Mimi was spent, her breathing ragged, her body limp against the mattress.

Then, Mimi reached for her, her eyes dark with desire. “My turn,” she whispered, her hands sliding down Katy’s body.

Katy’s breath caught as Mimi’s fingers found her core, teasing her already dripping wet folds. Then, Mimi pulled away, grabbing something from the nightstand. It was a vibrator, small but powerful, and Katy’s eyes widened as Mimi turned it on, the low hum filling the room.

“Ready?” Mimi asked, her voice soft.

Katy nodded, her heart racing. “Yes.”

Mimi smiled, then pressed the vibrator to Katy’s clit, her fingers sliding inside her at the same time.

Katy’s back arched, a moan escaping her lips as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. “Mimi…” she gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets.

Mimi’s lips found hers in a hungry kiss, her tongue sliding against Katy’s as she drove her closer and closer to the edge. The vibrator buzzed against her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body, while Mimi’s fingers curled inside her, hitting just the right spot.

“Cum for me,” Mimi whispered, her breath hot against Katy’s ear.

And Katy did, her body shattering as the orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, her vision going white as Mimi continued to work her through the waves of pleasure.

When it was over, they lay tangled together, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat. Mimi’s lips brushed against Katy’s forehead, her hand idly tracing patterns on her skin.

“You’re incredible,” Mimi murmured, her voice filled with wonder.

Katy smiled, her heart swelling with emotion. “So are you.”

They stayed like that for a while, wrapped in each other’s arms. Then, Mimi looked up, her eyes meeting Katy’s. “I… I think I’m ready to admit it,” she whispered. “I’m attracted to women. To you.”

Katy’s heart leapt. “Does that mean…?”

Mimi nodded, a shy smile playing on her lips. “I think we should be girlfriends.”

Katy’s grin was so wide it hurt. “I’d love that.”

They kissed again, soft and sweet, the tension of the evening melting away. As they lay together, Katy couldn’t help but wonder where this new chapter would lead.

“Do you want to try something else?” Mimi asked, her voice low and sultry.

Katy’s breath hitched. “What’s that?”

Mimi smiled, her eyes dark with desire. “Sixty-nine.”

Before Katy could respond, Mimi was already moving, positioning herself over Katy’s body. Katy’s heart raced as Mimi’s lips found her core, her tongue sliding through her folds. At the same time, Mimi’s core was right there, waiting for Katy.

Katy didn’t hesitate, her lips wrapping around Mimi’s clit as she began to lick and suck. The room filled with the sounds of their moans, the scent of their arousal thick in the air.

Mimi’s fingers dug into Katy’s thighs as she worked her closer to the edge, her tongue flicking against Katy’s clit with precision. Katy’s body trembled, her own lips and tongue focused on Mimi, driving her toward another orgasm.

“Katy, I’m so close,” Mimi gasped, her hips rocking against Katy’s face.

Katy didn’t stop, her tongue sliding through Mimi’s folds, savoring the taste of her as she neared the edge.

“Cum for me,” Katy whispered, her voice muffled against Mimi’s core.

And Mimi did, her body shuddering as another orgasm ripped through her. Her cries of pleasure sent Katy over the edge, her own body convulsing as she came again.

They collapsed together, breathless and spent, their bodies still tangled. Katy’s heart was racing, her mind spinning with the intensity of what they’d just shared.

“That was…” Mimi began, but words seemed to fail her.

“Amazing,” Katy finished, a grin spreading across her face.

Mimi laughed, her fingers brushing against Katy’s cheek. “I think this is the start of something really special.”

Katy’s heart swelled with emotion. She couldn’t wait to see where their relationship would lead. But for now, she was content to stay right here, wrapped in Mimi’s arms, savoring the moment.

17 - A BAD DAY TURNED GOOD

FF / First Time / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

Carlita stormed out of the social services office, her fists clenched so tightly her nails dug into her palms. The caseworker’s disdainful tone still rang in her ears. “Your application is denied. No further appeals.” She’d said it like it was final, like Carlita’s struggles were just an inconvenience to her workday.

Carlita kicked at a soda can on the sidewalk, sending it skittering into the gutter. She didn’t cry—she never cried—but the frustration burned hot in her chest. She couldn’t even afford groceries, and now what? Another night of scraping together change for a bag of chips?

She was halfway down the block when a voice called out behind her. “Hey, you okay?”

Carlita turned, her defensive walls immediately snapping into place. A woman stood there, leaning casually against a lamppost. She was tall, with short, spiky hair and a leather jacket that looked like it had seen better days. Her eyes were soft, though, almost warm, and her voice carried a gentle edge that made Carlita pause.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Carlita snapped, though her voice cracked slightly.

The woman—Mecca—pushed off the lamppost and took a step closer. “You don’t look fine. That caseworker ripped you a new one, huh?”

Carlita’s eyes narrowed. “Why do you care?”

Mecca shrugged, a slow, easy motion. “I’ve been there. Got denied food stamps a few months ago. Mine just got turned back on. It’s bullshit.” She paused, studying Carlita with a knowing look. “You’re way too pretty to look so pissed off.”

Carlita blinked, caught off guard. No one had called her pretty in… she couldn’t even remember. She crossed her arms over her chest, feeling exposed. “Whatever.”

Mecca grinned, and it was the kind of smile that made Carlita’s stomach do a weird flip. “I’ve got money on my EBT card. Let me cook you dinner.”

Carlita hesitated. She didn’t know this woman. She didn’t trust people easily, not after all the foster homes she’d been shuffled through. But Mecca’s offer didn’t feel like pity—it felt like a lifeline. And she was hungry.

“Fine,” she muttered.

They stopped at the grocery store first. Mecca grabbed a cart and started throwing things in with a casual confidence that made Carlita wonder if she did this often. Pasta, sauce, garlic bread, a bottle of cheap wine. “You like red?” Mecca asked, holding up the bottle.

Carlita nodded, feeling out of her depth. This was beginning to feel like a date, and Carlita had never dated a woman before. She trailed behind Mecca, watching the way she moved, the way she seemed so sure of herself.

Mecca’s apartment was small but cozy, with mismatched furniture and a bookshelf crammed with paperbacks. The kitchen was tiny, but Mecca navigated it with ease, chopping garlic and boiling water like it was second nature. Carlita hovered awkwardly in the doorway.

“You don’t have to just stand there,” Mecca said, glancing over her shoulder. “Grab a couple of plates. They’re in the cupboard on the left.”

Carlita obeyed, feeling a little less out of place as she set the table. The smell of garlic and tomato sauce filled the apartment, making her stomach growl.

They ate on the couch, plates balanced on their laps. Mecca talked about her job at the auto shop, her passion for fixing cars, her love of old punk music. Carlita found herself relaxing, letting her guard down just a little. Mecca was easy to talk to, and her laughter was contagious.

“What about you?” Mecca asked, swirling her wine. “What’s your story?”

Carlita hesitated, then shrugged. “I grew up in foster care. Group homes. But I’m finally out on my own. I got a job at Pizza Shack, but then I got fired. And now…”

Mecca’s expression softened. “Yeah, I get that. It’s tough.”

Carlita nodded, staring at her plate. She wasn’t used to people understanding, not really.

After dinner, Mecca got up and started clearing the plates. Carlita stood to help, but Mecca shook her head. “Nah, I got it. You just relax.”

Carlita sat back down, feeling a strange flutter in her chest. She watched as Mecca moved around the kitchen, her movements fluid and confident. There was something about her, something magnetic, that made Carlita’s pulse quicken.

When Mecca returned to the living room, she didn’t sit back down. Instead, she stood in front of Carlita, her eyes soft but intense. “You’re really beautiful, you know that?” she said, her voice low.

Carlita’s breath hitched. “I—”

Mecca leaned down, cupping Carlita’s face in her hands. The kiss was slow, tentative, but it sent a spark of electricity through Carlita’s body. She’d never been kissed like this before, with such tenderness. Her hands found Mecca’s waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

They broke apart, both breathing hard. Mecca’s eyes searched Carlita’s, as if asking for permission. Carlita nodded, her heart pounding.

Mecca took her hand and led her to the bedroom. The air between them felt charged, crackling with anticipation. Mecca’s hands were gentle but firm as they moved to Carlita’s shirt, slowly undressing her. Each touch sent shivers down Carlita’s spine, her skin tingling under Mecca’s fingertips.

Mecca kissed her way down Carlita’s body, leaving a trail of fire in her wake. When her lips finally reached Carlita’s thighs, Carlita’s breath caught in her throat.

Mecca looked up, her eyes dark with desire. “You’re so wet,” she murmured, her voice rough.

Carlita moaned as Mecca’s tongue found her clit, teasing and circling it with expert precision. Her hands tangled in Mecca’s hair, pulling her closer as the pleasure built. Mecca’s tongue worked magic, driving Carlita to the edge of ecstasy.

Just when Carlita thought she couldn’t take any more, Mecca pulled away, reaching for the nightstand. Carlita’s eyes widened as Mecca strapped on a dildo, her confidence making Carlita’s heart race.

“You ready?” Mecca asked, her voice low and husky.

Carlita nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. Mecca positioned herself between Carlita’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance. Slowly, she pushed in, filling Carlita completely. Carlita’s back arched as pleasure surged through her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Mecca’s rhythm was steady, her eyes locked on Carlita’s as they moved together. The bed creaked beneath them, but Carlita didn’t care. All she could think about was the way Mecca made her feel—wanted, desired, alive.

Carlita’s climax hit her hard, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. Mecca rode it out with her, slowing to a stop as Carlita’s breathing began to even out.

Mecca unstrapped the dildo and crawled back into bed, pulling Carlita into her arms. They lay there in silence for a while, the only sound their mingled breaths.

“Be my girlfriend,” Mecca murmured into Carlita’s hair.

Carlita’s heart swelled. After a lifetime of fending for herself, she finally felt like she belonged somewhere. “Yes,” she whispered.

Mecca kissed the top of her head, her arms tightening around her. Carlita closed her eyes, her body still humming with pleasure.

The day had started badly, but she was glad she’d met Mecca. She felt safe, cared for, and for the first time in her life, loved.

18 - A NIECE’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Romantic / First Time / Cheating / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

Adrienne had always known her desires were forbidden. The way her heart raced when Chastity walked into the room, the way her breath caught in her throat whenever their eyes met—it was wrong. But knowing that didn’t stop the ache, the longing that had grown inside her since the first time she’d laid eyes on her uncle’s wife. Chastity was everything Adrienne wasn’t: confident, poised, and effortlessly beautiful. And yet, there was something in the way Chastity looked at her, a flicker of something that Adrienne couldn’t quite name but felt deep in her core.

It started innocently enough. When Adrienne began working at her uncle’s restaurant, Chastity took her under her wing.

“You’re family,” Chastity had said with a warm smile, her hand resting lightly on Adrienne’s shoulder.

The touch had sent a jolt of electricity through Adrienne’s body, one she’d tried to ignore. But as the weeks went on, the casual touches became more frequent, the lingering glances more intense. Adrienne found herself looking forward to their shifts together, the way Chastity’s laugh would light up the room, the way her perfume lingered in the air long after she’d left.

One night, after the restaurant had closed, Chastity offered to drive Adrienne home. “It’s late,” Chastity said, her voice soft but firm. “You shouldn’t be walking alone.”

Adrienne hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest, but she nodded. As they drove through the quiet streets, the air between them felt charged, heavy with unspoken words. When they reached Adrienne’s apartment, she found herself inviting Chastity inside before she could second-guess herself.

“Just for a drink,” Adrienne said, her voice trembling slightly.

Chastity hesitated, her eyes searching Adrienne’s face, but then she nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. Inside, Adrienne poured them each a glass of wine, her hands shaking as she handed one to Chastity. They sat on the couch, the silence between them thick with tension.

“Adrienne,” Chastity began, her voice barely above a whisper. “We need to talk.”

Adrienne felt her heart skip a beat, her stomach churning with a mix of fear and anticipation. She took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass.

“I know,” Adrienne said, her voice trembling. “I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help the way I feel about you.”

Her words hung in the air, the weight of them pressing down on her chest. She looked up, her eyes meeting Chastity’s, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. Then, slowly, Chastity reached out, her fingers brushing against Adrienne’s cheek.

“It is wrong,” Chastity said, her voice soft but conflicted. “But I can’t pretend anymore either.”

Before Adrienne could respond, Chastity leaned in, her lips brushing against Adrienne’s in a kiss that was both tender and desperate. Adrienne’s breath caught in her throat, her body trembling as she kissed Chastity back, her hands reaching up to tangle in Chastity’s hair.

They pulled away, their foreheads resting together, their breaths mingling in the tight space between them.

“We shouldn’t do this,” Chastity murmured, her voice filled with a longing that mirrored Adrienne’s own. “But I can’t stop myself.”

Adrienne didn’t respond with words. Instead, she stood, taking Chastity’s hand and leading her to the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting shadows on the walls. Adrienne turned to face Chastity, her heart pounding in her chest as she reached up to undo the buttons of her own shirt. Slowly, Chastity followed suit, her fingers trembling as she slipped out of her clothes.

When they were both naked, Adrienne took a moment to admire Chastity’s body, the way the light played over her curves, the way her skin seemed to glow. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Chastity’s stomach, her touch feather-light. Chastity shivered, her breath hitching as Adrienne’s hands moved higher, cupping her breasts.

“You’re so beautiful,” Adrienne whispered, her voice filled with awe. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Chastity’s nipple, her tongue flicking out to tease it.

Chastity moaned softly, her hands tangling in Adrienne’s hair as she arched into the touch.

Encouraged, Adrienne continued, her lips and tongue working in tandem as she brought Chastity to the edge of pleasure. When she finally pulled away, Chastity’s breaths were coming in short, sharp gasps, her eyes dark with desire.

“Lie down,” Adrienne whispered, her voice husky with need.

Chastity obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her legs parted in silent invitation. Adrienne knelt between them, her hands trembling as she traced the curve of Chastity’s thighs. She leaned in, her tongue darting out to taste Chastity’s wetness, eliciting a sharp gasp.

As Adrienne continued to lick and suck, Chastity’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against Adrienne’s mouth. Adrienne could feel the tension building in Chastity’s body, the way her muscles tightened as she neared the edge. When Chastity finally came, her cries echoing in the quiet room, Adrienne couldn’t help but smile with satisfaction. They lay together afterwards, their bodies entwined, their breaths slowly returning to normal.

Chastity’s hand trailed down Adrienne’s body, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. “Touch yourself,” Chastity murmured, her voice low and husky.

Adrienne hesitated for a moment, her heart racing, but then she obeyed, her fingers slipping between her legs as Chastity watched with hungry eyes. Adrienne’s breath hitched as she began to touch herself, her body trembling with need.

“Let me taste you,” Chastity whispered, her voice filled with a raw desire that made Adrienne’s stomach tighten. She moved between Adrienne’s legs, her tongue darting out to taste her wetness, eliciting a sharp gasp from Adrienne.

As Chastity continued to lick and suck, Adrienne’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against Chastity’s mouth. Adrienne could feel the tension building in her body, the way her muscles tightened as she neared the edge. When she finally came, her cries echoing in the quiet room, Chastity couldn’t help but smile with satisfaction.

“So good,” Chastity purred, her lips still wet as she crawled back up to kiss Adrienne deeply, their bodies pressed together in the afterglow.

Adrienne’s body was still humming with pleasure as Chastity held her tightly. “That was… incredible,” Adrienne whispered.

Chastity turned to Adrienne, her eyes filled with a mix of desire and guilt. “We have to be careful,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No one can know about this.”

Adrienne nodded, her heart aching with the weight of Chastity’s words. But as Chastity leaned in, her lips brushing against Adrienne’s once more, she knew that no matter how forbidden it was, she couldn’t turn away from this.

“No one will ever know,” Adrienne whispered, her voice firm despite the fear that lingered in her chest.

19 - A SECOND CHANCE AT LOVE

FF / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Sixty-nine

Winona sat on the edge of her bed, staring at the wall. The breakup with Leah still felt raw, like a wound that refused to scab over. She replayed the conversation in her head—Leah’s voice, trembling but firm, saying she wasn’t ready for a commitment.

Winona had nodded, her throat tightening, but deep down, she’d suspected the truth. Something—or someone—had pulled Leah away. The thought of another woman’s hands on Leah made Winona’s stomach churn.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, jolting her out of her thoughts. Winona hesitated before picking it up. When she saw Leah’s name on the screen, her heart skipped a beat. She answered, her voice trembling. “Leah?”

“Winona,” Leah’s voice was soft, almost hesitant. “Can I come over? I… I need to see you.”

Winona swallowed hard. “Yeah. Come over.”

She hung up, her mind racing. Why was Leah reaching out now? Was it regret? Loneliness? Or something else entirely? Winona paced the apartment, her thoughts a tangled mess. By the time the knock came at the door, her pulse was thundering in her ears.

She opened the door, and there Leah stood, her dark hair tousled from the wind, her blue eyes wide and uncertain. Leah looked like she hadn’t slept in days. Winona’s breath caught in her throat. She had missed her—missed her so much it hurt.

“Hey,” Leah said softly, stepping inside.

“Hey,” Winona replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, they just stood there, the tension between them palpable. Then Leah reached out, her fingers brushing against Winona’s arm. “I’ve been thinking about you. About us.”

Winona’s chest tightened. “Leah, what are you saying?”

Leah’s eyes filled with tears. “I was wrong. I thought… I thought I needed space, but all I’ve done is miss you. I can’t stop thinking about you, Winona. I fucked up.”

Winona’s heart ached. She wanted to believe her—wanted to let herself fall back into Leah’s arms without hesitation. But the hurt was still there, a nagging reminder of how easily Leah had walked away.

“Was there someone else?” Winona asked, her voice trembling.

Leah’s gaze dropped to the floor. “Yes,” she admitted. “It didn’t work out. She wasn’t… she wasn’t you.”

Winona’s stomach twisted, but there was a strange relief in the truth. At least Leah wasn’t lying to her. “Why are you here, Leah?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“Because I love you,” Leah said, her eyes meeting Winona’s again. “I love you, and I’m so sorry. Please, Winona. Give me another chance.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with emotion. Winona’s resolve wavered. She wanted to say no, to protect herself from the possibility of getting hurt again. But the truth was, she hadn’t stopped loving Leah either. She missed her touch, her laugh, the way she made her feel.

Before she could overthink it, Winona stepped forward, closing the distance between them. She cupped Leah’s face in her hands, her thumbs brushing away the tears on her cheeks. “I missed you,” she whispered.

Leah’s breath hitched. “Winona—”

Winona leaned in, her lips brushing against Leah’s in a soft, tentative kiss. Leah responded instantly, her hands gripping Winona’s waist as she deepened the kiss. It was familiar yet new, the kind of kiss that made Winona’s knees weak.

They stumbled toward the bedroom, their lips never parting. Winona’s hands fumbled with the buttons on Leah’s shirt, desperate to feel her skin again. When the fabric finally fell away, Winona’s breath caught. Leah’s body was just as she remembered—smooth, delicate, undeniably beautiful.

Winona trailed kisses down Leah’s neck, her hands exploring every curve. Leah moaned softly, her fingers tangling in Winona’s hair. “God, I’ve missed this,” Leah whispered.

Winona didn’t respond with words. Instead, she lowered Leah onto the bed, her lips continuing their journey down her body. Every touch, every kiss, was a reminder of what they’d lost—and what they might regain.

Leah’s hands trembled as she reached for the waistband of her jeans. She stripped them off, leaving herself bare before Winona. “Touch me,” she pleaded.

Winona didn’t need to be told twice. She settled between Leah’s legs, her fingers tracing slow circles over her clit. Leah gasped, her back arching off the bed. “Yes,” she breathed.

Winona watched, transfixed, as Leah’s fingers joined hers, her movements quick and desperate. It was intoxicating, seeing Leah like this—vulnerable, needy, completely hers. Winona reached for the dildo in the nightstand drawer, her heart pounding.

“I want to feel you,” Winona whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Leah’s eyes widened, but she nodded, spreading her legs wider. Winona coated the dildo with lube, then positioned it at Leah’s entrance. Slowly, she pushed inside, watching as Leah’s expression shifted from anticipation to pleasure.

“Oh, God,” Leah moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. “Winona…”

The sound of her name on Leah’s lips was almost enough to make Winona cum herself. She kept her movements steady, each thrust drawing a new gasp from Leah. It wasn’t long before Leah’s body began to tense, her cries growing louder, more urgent.

“I’m close,” Leah whispered, her voice trembling.

Winona sped up, her own arousal building as she watched Leah fall apart. When Leah finally came, her body shuddering with pleasure, Winona felt a surge of pride. She hadn’t lost the ability to make Leah feel like this.

They shifted positions, Leah crouching over Winona in a sixty-nine. Winona’s breath quickened as Leah’s mouth found her clit, her tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles. Winona moaned, her hands gripping Leah’s hips as she returned the favor, her tongue delving into Leah’s wetness.

It was overwhelming, the sensations building with each passing second. Winona felt her own orgasm approaching, her body trembling with anticipation. When it finally hit, she cried out, her vision blurring as pleasure consumed her.

Leah came moments later, her juices gushing into Winona’s mouth. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

Winona lay there, her heart pounding, Leah’s body pressed against hers. She didn’t know what this meant—if it was a second chance or just a fleeting moment. But for now, she didn’t care. She had Leah back, and for tonight, that was enough.

“I was hoping you’d come back,” Winona admitted, her voice soft.

Leah looked at her, her eyes filled with emotion. “I’m not leaving again,” she promised. “I can’t lose you, Winona.”

Winona smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on Leah’s skin. “Good. Because I don’t want to lose you either.”

They lay there in silence, the world outside forgotten. For now, it was just them—their bodies, their hearts, their second chance.

20 - WOMEN DO IT BETTER

FF / Cheating / First Time / Kissing / Oral / Masturbation / Scissoring

Kennedy's heart pounded in her chest as she stared at the text messages on her phone, each one more damning than the last. Her boyfriend, the man she thought she could trust, was flirting with another woman, exchanging promises of late-night rendezvous and whispered secrets. The betrayal stung like a thousand bees, each word a barb that lodged deep in her heart.

She wanted to scream, to throw her phone across the room, but instead, she sat there, numb, staring at the cold, unfeeling screen. Men could be so disloyal, chasing after any piece of ass who would have them. Kennedy was tired of being cheated on and betrayed.

The doorbell rang, jarring her from her trance. Kennedy blinked, her vision blurring with unshed tears. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and hurried to the door, not bothering to check who it was. Jade stood there, her flannel shirt rumpled and her jeans hanging low on her hips. Jade always had that effortless, tomboyish charm, the kind that made you feel instantly at ease. Jade was an amazing friend, always there to comfort Kennedy when she had problems with Justin. But today, even Jade’s presence couldn’t dissolve the heavy cloud of despair that hung over Kennedy.

"Hey," Jade said softly, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. "What’s up? You sounded really upset on the phone."

Kennedy closed the door behind her friend and leaned against it, letting out a long breath. "It’s Justin. He’s cheating on me."

Jade’s eyes narrowed, and she clenched her fists at her sides. "That asshole. Do you want me to—"

"No," Kennedy interrupted, holding up a hand. "I don’t need you to beat him up or anything. I just… I don’t know what to do, Jade. I thought he loved me. I thought we had something real."

Jade crossed the room and wrapped her arms around Kennedy in a tight hug. "You deserve better, Kennedy. You know that, right?"

Kennedy nodded against Jade’s shoulder, inhaling the familiar scent of her friend’s shampoo. "Yeah, I guess. It’s just… men are so complicated. They lie, they cheat… I mean, why can’t they just be honest?"

Jade pulled back slightly, searching Kennedy’s face. "Maybe it’s because they’re afraid. Afraid of being vulnerable, of showing their true selves. Or maybe… maybe you should try dating women."

"Like you? You make it look so easy,” Kennedy laughed bitterly. Jade was a proud lesbian, wearing her sexuality on her sleeve like a badge of honor.

Jade shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’d take a woman to a man, any day. A woman knows what a woman wants.”

Kennedy looked at her friend, really looked at her for the first time in a long while. Jade’s eyes were warm and inviting, her touch comforting. There was an undeniable chemistry between them, one that had always been there, simmering just below the surface.

"Do you think… maybe I could?" Kennedy asked hesitantly.

Jade’s smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Only one way to find out."

Before Kennedy could react, Jade’s lips met hers in a soft, tentative kiss. It was gentle at first, a simple press of flesh against flesh, but then Jade’s tongue slipped between Kennedy’s parted lips, seeking entrance. Kennedy moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation. She had never kissed a woman before, never felt this electric spark of desire, but it was intoxicating, overwhelming.

Jade pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. "Was that okay?" she asked, breathless.

Kennedy nodded quickly, her cheeks flushed with arousal. "More than okay."

With a knowing smile, Jade took Kennedy’s hand and led her down the hallway to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the shades drawn to keep out the afternoon sun. Jade closed the door behind them and turned to face Kennedy, her gaze intense.

"Take off your clothes," Jade commanded softly, her voice husky with lust.

Kennedy obeyed without hesitation, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, followed by her bra, which exposed her ample breasts. Jade’s breath hitched at the sight, and she reached out to cup one of Kennedy’s breasts in her hand, squeezing gently. Kennedy gasped, her nipple hardening under Jade’s touch.

"So beautiful," Jade murmured, leaning in to capture Kennedy’s nipple between her teeth. She sucked gently, rolling the nub with her tongue, eliciting a moan from Kennedy.

Kennedy’s hands found their way to Jade’s shirt, tugging it over her head to reveal her flat chest and toned abs. Jade’s nipples were erect, and Kennedy couldn’t resist brushing her fingers against them. Jade shivered at the contact, her grip on Kennedy’s breast tightening.

"Your turn," Kennedy whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Jade grinned, reaching down to unzip her jeans. She pushed them down along with her underwear, kicking them aside to stand completely naked before Kennedy. The sight of her friend’s body, so different yet equally enticing, sent a rush of blood to Kennedy’s core. She knelt before Jade, her eyes fixed on the soft, pink folds of her pussy.

"Can I taste you?" Kennedy asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade nodded, her breath catching in her throat. "Please."

Kennedy leaned in, her tongue darting out to tease Jade’s clit. Jade whimpered, her hands coming to rest on Kennedy’s head, fingers tangling in her hair. Kennedy licked slowly, savoring the taste of her friend’s arousal. She explored every fold, every crevice, her tongue working in slow, deliberate strokes.

"Oh God, Kennedy," Jade groaned, her hips bucking against Kennedy’s mouth. "That feels so good."

Kennedy continued to lick Jade, her own arousal growing with each passing moment. She wanted to give Jade pleasure, to show her how much she appreciated her friendship and support. But more than that, she wanted to explore this newfound desire, to discover what it meant to touch and be touched by another woman.

As Jade’s moans grew louder, Kennedy’s hand slid between her own legs, her fingers pressing against her wetness. She imagined Jade’s tongue exploring her own pussy, her own clit, and the thought sent a shiver down her spine.

"Let’s move to the bed," Jade panted, pulling away from Kennedy’s lips.

Kennedy nodded, standing and following Jade to the bed. They climbed onto it, positioning themselves on their sides facing each other. Kennedy’s hand found Jade’s hip, guiding her closer. Their bodies pressed together, their pussies grinding against each other’s in a slow, tantalizing rhythm.

"Scissor me," Jade breathed, her eyes locked on Kennedy’s.

Kennedy complied, shifting her leg over Jade’s thigh and aligning their hips perfectly. Their pussies rubbed together, the friction sending waves of pleasure through both women. Kennedy closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

"Fuck, Jade," Kennedy moaned, her hips rolling instinctively. "This feels incredible."

Jade smiled, her hand reaching down to stroke Kennedy’s clit in sync with their movements. "I knew you’d love it."

Kennedy’s orgasm built quickly, her body tensing with the impending release. Jade’s skilled fingers and the perfect pressure of their bodies together pushed her over the edge. She cried out, her hips jerking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Jade followed soon after, her own climax washing over her as she bit her lip to stifle a scream. They lay there, panting and sweaty, their bodies still entwined. Kennedy’s heart raced, not just from the physical exertion, but from the realization that had dawned on her in that moment.

"Jade," Kennedy whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. "I think… I think I like women."

"Welcome to the club, babe," Jade chuckled, kissing Kennedy gently on the lips. “So, we’ll be doing this again?” she asked.

“Yep, you were right, Jade,” Kennedy agreed. “Women do it better.”

21 - THE MILE HIGH CLUB

FF / Public / Cheating / Taboo / Public / Fingering / Oral

The plane’s engines hummed soothingly, the low rumble a comforting background noise that lulled most of the passengers into a state of drowsy contentment. Yumi shifted in her seat, her heart pounding with anticipation as she glanced sideways at Nicole.

The red dress clung to her sister-in-law's slender frame, accentuating every curve and drawing Yumi's gaze irresistibly. Nicole’s long black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made her look both elegant and approachable.

Yumi had been flirting subtly with Nicole all week during their family vacation in Atlanta. Every stolen glance, every touch that lingered just a little too long, had built up an electric tension between them. Now, on the plane ride home, with Yumi’s brother, Keyvon, and the rest of the family dozing or engrossed in their in-flight entertainment, the opportunity for something more had presented itself.

Nicole turned to Yumi, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Did you enjoy Atlanta?” she asked softly, her voice barely audible over the ambient noise of the plane.

“I did,” Yumi replied, her own voice trembling slightly with excitement. “But I think I enjoyed the company even more.”

Nicole smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent shivers down Yumi's spine. “Me too,” she whispered, leaning in closer. “Keyvon’s not paying any attention. He’s totally zoned out on that movie.”

Yumi nodded, swallowing hard as she felt the heat of Nicole’s breath against her ear. She adjusted the blanket over her lap, ensuring it covered her from view. The fabric provided a much-needed barrier between her and the prying eyes of other passengers, but it also seemed to trap the growing warmth between her thighs.

As if reading her thoughts, Nicole reached under the blanket, her fingers brushing lightly against Yumi's inner thigh. Yumi inhaled sharply, her body tensing at the unexpected touch. Nicole's hand moved higher, sliding stealthily toward the wetness pooling between Yumi's legs.

Yumi hesitated for a moment. Nicole was her brother’s wife. If Keyvon found out, he would be devastated. “I don’t know, Nicole,” she whispered.

“Shh,” Nicole murmured, placing a finger over Yumi's lips. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

Yumi put her trepidation aside. She closed her eyes, leaning back in her seat as Nicole’s fingers found their mark. The sensation was exquisite, each gentle stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Nicole’s touch was confident, assured, as if she knew exactly what Yumi needed. Yumi bit her lip, trying to muffle the soft moans that threatened to escape.

“Oh, God, Nicole,” Yumi breathed, her voice a strangled whisper. “That feels so good.”

Nicole chuckled softly, her fingers never pausing in their rhythm. “You like that, huh? You have no idea how hot it makes me to see you like this.”

Yumi could only nod, her mind foggy with desire. Her hips moved involuntarily, grinding against Nicole’s hand, seeking more friction. Nicole responded by increasing the pressure, her thumb circling Yumi's clit with deliberate precision. The combination of touches was driving Yumi wild, her body arching against the seat in desperate need.

“Nicole, I’m... I’m close,” Yumi gasped, her breath hitching.

“Let it happen, baby,” Nicole encouraged, her voice thick with arousal. “Let go for me.”

With a final, shuddering breath, Yumi gave in to the building climax. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, her body trembling uncontrollably as she climaxed under Nicole’s expert touch. Nicole didn’t stop until Yumi had ridden out every last wave of pleasure, her fingers finally withdrawing from beneath the blanket.

Yumi opened her eyes, catching Nicole’s gaze. There was a wicked glint in those dark brown eyes, a promise of what was yet to come. “That was incredible,” Yumi said, her voice still shaky.

Nicole leaned in, her lips hovering just inches from Yumi's. “You have no idea how much I want to taste you,” she whispered, her words sending another thrill through Yumi's already sensitive body.

Before Yumi could respond, Nicole stood up, glancing around to ensure no one was watching. “Come on,” she said, holding out her hand. “There’s something I want to show you.”

Yumi hesitated for only a moment before taking Nicole’s hand. Together, they slipped out of their seats and down the narrow aisle, keeping their heads low as they made their way toward the bathroom at the back of the plane.

Once inside, Nicole locked the door behind them and turned to face Yumi. The cramped space seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with unspoken desires. Nicole pressed Yumi against the cold metal wall, her hands roaming freely over Yumi's curves.

“Spread your legs for me,” Nicole commanded, her voice husky with longing.

Yumi obeyed, her skirt riding up to expose her glistening pussy. Nicole dropped to her knees, her mouth watering at the sight before her. She wasted no time, diving in with a fervor that left Yumi gasping. Yumi’s fingers tangled in Nicole’s hair, pulling her deeper into the embrace of their shared passion.

“Yes, yes, right there,” Yumi cried, her words muffled by the confines of the tiny bathroom.

Nicole’s tongue worked its magic, flicking and swirling with practiced ease. Yumi’s hips bucked into the relentless assault, her body straining against the restraints of gravity and the narrow space. It was pure, unadulterated bliss, every lick and suck bringing her closer to the edge once more.

“Nicole, I can’t... I can’t hold on much longer,” Yumi warned, her voice breaking with urgency.

“Then don’t,” Nicole replied, her voice laced with desire. “Give in to it. Let me make you come again.”

And with that final push, Yumi shattered into a thousand pieces, her release crashing over her like a tidal wave. Nicole drank her in, savoring every shuddering gasp and moan. When it was over, Yumi sagged against the wall, her body trembling with residual aftershocks.

Nicole gave Yumi a kiss on the lips. “Welcome to the mile high club,” she whispered.

“You won’t tell anyone?” Yumi asked, suddenly coming back to reality. “If the family finds out, everyone will hate us.”

“Trust me,” Nicole replied. “I’m not gonna tell anyone.”

As they walked back to their seats on the plane, Yumi knew that her relationship with her sister-in-law had changed, permanently. She hoped that their secret passion wouldn’t lead to the destruction of her family.

Yumi and Nicole took their seats. Yumi looked at Keyvon, her heart filling with guilt. He was fast asleep, blissfully unaware of what had just taken place.

22 - FINDING FIDELITY

FF / Cheating / Kissing / Fingering / Scissoring

"Why are you defending him, Sara? He’s cheated on you—how many times now? Three? Four?" Minnie’s voice cracked with frustration, her hands flying in the air as if she could physically grab the truth and shove it in Sara’s face.

Sara crossed her arms tightly, her jaw clenching. "You don’t understand, Minnie. It’s not that simple. People make mistakes, and—"

"Mistakes? Mistakes?!" Minnie’s chair screeched as she stood abruptly, pacing the small living room. "He’s not making mistakes, Sara. He’s making choices. And every time he chooses someone else, he’s choosing to hurt you. Why can’t you see that?"

The air between them was thick, the tension almost palpable. Sara’s eyes darted to the muted TV screen, some rom-com playing silently, its characters blissfully unaware of the storm brewing in her living room.

Minnie sighed, her voice softening. "I just... I can’t stand to see you keep getting hurt. You deserve so much better than him, Sara. So much better."

Sara’s lips trembled, her defenses wavering. "I just... I love him, Minnie. I know he’s messed up, but I keep hoping he’ll change. That we’ll change."

Minnie’s eyes softened, her frustration melting into something tender. She stepped closer, her hand hesitating before brushing a strand of hair from Sara’s face. "You’re too good for him, Sara. You always have been."

The closeness was unexpected. Sara’s breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest. Minnie’s hand lingered, her touch warm and grounding.

"I can’t keep watching this," Minnie whispered, her voice barely audible. "Watching you hurt. It kills me."

Sara’s eyes searched Minnie’s face, something unspoken passing between them. "Minnie..." she started, her voice trembling.

But Minnie didn’t let her finish. Her lips crashed into Sara’s, hesitant at first, then desperate. Sara froze, her mind racing, but her body responded instinctively, her hands gripping Minnie’s shoulders.

The kiss deepened, slow and heated, years of unspoken tension unraveling in that moment. Sara’s thoughts were a whirlwind, but her body felt alive in a way it hadn’t in years.

Minnie pulled back slightly, her forehead resting against Sara’s, her breath shaky. "I’ve wanted this for so long," she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Sara’s heart pounded, her mind still catching up. "Minnie, I... I don’t know—"

Minnie silenced her with another kiss, this one softer, more reassuring. "It’s okay," she whispered against Sara’s lips. "We can figure it out together."

Her hands moved to the hem of Sara’s shirt, tugging it up slowly, giving Sara every chance to stop her. But Sara didn’t. Her breath hitched as the fabric slid over her head, leaving her in just her bra.

Minnie’s hands traced the curve of her waist, her touch light but electric. "You’re so beautiful," she murmured, her lips brushing against Sara’s neck.

Sara shivered, her hands tangling in Minnie’s hair, pulling her closer. "Minnie," she gasped, her voice trembling.

Without warning, Minnie’s lips found Sara’s nipple, her tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. Sara’s back arched, a moan escaping her lips. Her hands gripped the back of the couch, her mind a haze of pleasure and confusion.

Minnie’s hand slid down Sara’s stomach, her fingers teasing the waistband of her pants. Sara’s breath caught, her hips pressing forward instinctively.

"Minnie," she whispered, her voice pleading.

Minnie didn’t hesitate, her hand slipping beneath the fabric, her fingers brushing against Sara’s dampening core. Sara gasped, her head falling back as Minnie’s fingers began to circle her clit.

"God, you’re so wet," Minnie breathed, her voice filled with awe.

Sara’s mind was spinning, her body on fire. "Please," she gasped, her hips bucking against Minnie’s hand.

Minnie’s lips returned to Sara’s nipple, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin as her fingers slid inside her. Sara cried out, her hands fisting in Minnie’s hair.

Minnie’s pace quickened, her fingers thrusting in and out of Sara, her thumb pressing against her clit. Sara’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared her climax.

"Minnie, I’m so close," she gasped, her nails digging into Minnie’s scalp.

Minnie’s lips moved to Sara’s ear, her breath hot against her skin. "Cum for me, Sara," she whispered, her voice filled with desire.

With a cry, Sara’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her. Minnie held her as she rode out the waves, her fingers still moving gently inside her.

As Sara’s breathing began to slow, Minnie leaned back, her eyes filled with so much emotion it made Sara’s heart ache.

"Minnie," she whispered, her voice trembling.

Minnie’s hands moved to the hem of her own shirt, pulling it off with a quick motion. Her bra followed, revealing her perfect, perky breasts. Sara’s breath caught, her eyes drinking in the sight of her best friend.

"You’re... you’re so beautiful," Sara breathed, her voice filled with awe.

Minnie’s cheeks flushed, but her eyes never left Sara’s. "So are you," she whispered, her hands moving to unbutton her jeans.

Sara’s eyes followed every movement, her heart pounding as Minnie’s pants slid down her legs, revealing her toned, bare skin.

Minnie stepped closer, her hands resting on Sara’s knees, spreading them gently. "Lie back," she whispered, her voice filled with desire.

Sara obeyed, her body trembling as she lay back on the couch. Minnie climbed on top of her, her body pressed against Sara’s, their wetness sliding against each other.

They both gasped, their eyes locking. "Minnie," Sara whispered, her hands gripping Minnie’s hips.

Minnie began to grind against her, their clits rubbing together with every movement. Sara’s moans echoed through the room, her hips bucking against Minnie’s.

"God, you feel so good," Minnie gasped, her head falling back as she pressed harder against Sara.

Sara’s hands moved to Minnie’s back, pulling her closer as their bodies moved together. The pleasure built quickly, their moans mingling as they neared their climax.

"Minnie, I’m cumming," Sara cried, her body trembling as the orgasm crashed over her.

"Me too," Minnie gasped, her body convulsing against Sara’s.

They clung to each other as the waves of pleasure subsided, their breathing heavy and ragged.

As they lay there, tangled together, Sara’s mind began to clear. She looked up at Minnie, her heart swelling with emotion.

"Minnie," she whispered, her voice filled with certainty. "I think I’ve always wanted this. Always wanted us."

Minnie’s eyes softened, a small smile playing on her lips. "Me too," she whispered, her hand brushing Sara’s cheek.

Sara took a deep breath, her heart racing as the words tumbled out. "Will you... will you be my girlfriend?"

Minnie’s eyes widened slightly, but then her smile grew, a happy laugh escaping her lips. "Yes," she whispered, leaning down to kiss Sara softly. "Yes, I will."

They lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, the weight of Sara’s decision settling over them. Sara felt a sense of peace she hadn’t known in years.

But as the silence stretched, a thought crept into the back of her mind, unspoken but heavy. What do we do now?

23 - UNEXPECTED THERAPY

FF / Butch Femme / First Time / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering

The waiting room was silent except for the occasional rustle of a magazine page being turned. Kara sat stiffly on the edge of the leather couch, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. Cole leaned back beside her, arms crossed, his jaw clenched as he stared at the clock on the wall. The tension between them was thick enough to cut with a knife.

“This is a waste of time,” Cole muttered under his breath, not for the first time.

Always the same song and dance, Kara thought, her stomach tightening. She glanced at him, her lips pressed into a thin line.

“We need this,” she said, her voice firm but quiet. “If you care about us at all, you’ll at least try.”

He scoffed but didn’t argue further. They’d had this fight too many times already. Divorce had been her ultimatum, and for once, he’d backed down. Still, Kara could feel his simmering resentment, and it made her chest ache.

The door to the counselor’s office opened, and a tall woman with short, cropped hair and a confident stride stepped out. She wore a crisp white button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up, revealing toned forearms, and dark slacks that fit her frame perfectly. Her gaze was sharp but not unkind as she scanned the room.

“Kara and Cole?” she asked, her voice smooth and steady.

“That’s us,” Kara said, standing quickly. Cole rose reluctantly, his expression already sour.

The woman extended a hand. “I’m Riley. Come on in.”

Cole hesitated, his eyes narrowing as he took in Riley’s appearance. “You’re the counselor?” he asked, his tone laced with disbelief.

“That’s correct,” Riley replied, unfazed. She gestured for them to follow her into the office.

Cole didn’t move. “You’re a—” He stopped himself, but the slur he was thinking hung heavy in the air.

Kara’s face burned with embarrassment.

“Cole!” she hissed, her voice sharp. She turned to Riley, her cheeks flaming. “I’m so sorry. He didn’t mean that.”

“Yes, I did,” Cole said, his voice cold. “What the hell does a lesbian know about helping a straight couple? This is ridiculous.”

Riley’s expression remained calm, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—disappointment, maybe, or pity. “Your wife came here because she wants to work on your marriage,” she said evenly. “If you’re not willing to try, that’s your choice. But I’d suggest you think carefully about what’s at stake.”

Cole rolled his eyes. “Yeah, whatever. I’m out.” He turned on his heel and walked out of the office, slamming the door behind him.

Kara stood frozen, her heart pounding. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them back. She couldn’t fall apart now. Not here. Not in front of Riley.

Riley stepped closer, her tone softening. “Are you okay?”

Kara nodded, though it was a lie. “I’m so sorry about him. He’s… he’s not always like this.”

Riley gave her a small, understanding smile. “You don’t have to apologize for him. Why don’t we sit down and talk? Just the two of us.”

Kara hesitated, then nodded again. She followed Riley into the office, her mind racing. She didn’t know what to expect, but she knew she couldn’t keep living like this. Something had to change.

—

The session passed in a blur. Kara found herself opening up in ways she hadn’t expected. She talked about the loneliness, the constant fighting, the way Cole made her feel invisible. Riley listened intently, her calm demeanor making it easy to share things Kara had kept bottled up for years.

As the session ended, Kara felt a strange mix of relief and unease. She couldn’t stop thinking about Riley—her confidence, her strength, the way she made Kara feel seen for the first time in years.

—

A week later, Kara sat in Riley’s office again, this time alone. Her hands trembled slightly as she clasped them in her lap. She’d called to make the appointment the day after their first session, and now here she was, ready to say what she’d been too scared to say before.

“I’m leaving him,” she blurted out, her voice trembling. “I can’t do it anymore. I can’t keep pretending everything’s okay when it’s not.”

Riley leaned forward, her expression unreadable. “That’s a big decision. Are you sure?”

Kara nodded, her resolve firming. “Yes. I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

There was a beat of silence, and then Riley smiled—a real, genuine smile that made Kara’s heart skip a beat. “Good for you,” Riley said softly. “You deserve to be happy.”

Their eyes met, and Kara felt something shift in the air between them. It was subtle, but unmistakable. Riley’s gaze lingered on her, and Kara felt a flush of warmth spread through her body.

“I… I should go,” Kara said, standing abruptly. She wasn’t sure what was happening, but it scared her and excited her all at once.

Riley stood as well, her expression unreadable. “Wait,” she said, her voice low and steady. She stepped closer, her eyes searching Kara’s face. “You don’t have to go yet.”

Kara’s breath caught as Riley reached out, her fingers brushing lightly against Kara’s arm. Was this really happening? Her heart pounded in her chest as Riley leaned in, her lips brushing against Kara’s in a kiss that was soft and tentative at first, then deeper, more urgent.

Kara had never been with a woman before. Trapped in her stifling marriage, she hadn’t experimented much. Now was her chance. Should she take it?

Kara’s mind raced, but her body responded instinctively. She kissed Riley back, her hands tangling in Riley’s hair. When Riley pulled back, her eyes dark with desire, Kara didn’t hesitate.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Riley’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile. “Lie back,” she murmured, guiding Kara toward the desk.

Kara obeyed, her heart pounding as Riley cleared a space and lifted her onto the edge of the desk. Riley’s hands were warm and sure as they slid beneath Kara’s skirt, pulling her panties down and letting them drop to the floor.

“Touch yourself,” Riley commanded, her voice low and husky.

Kara hesitated for only a moment before slipping her hand between her legs. Her breath hitched as her fingers found her clit, already wet with arousal. She moaned softly, her eyes locked on Riley’s.

Riley watched her with an intensity that made Kara feel both exposed and exhilarated. Then Riley leaned in, her lips trailing down Kara’s neck, her hands pushing up her blouse to cup her breasts through her bra. Kara’s moans grew louder as Riley’s mouth moved lower, kissing and nipping at her skin.

When Riley’s tongue finally circled her clit, Kara cried out, her hips bucking involuntarily. Riley’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, driving Kara closer and closer to the edge.

Kara’s fingers tangled in Riley’s hair as she came, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm. Riley slowed but didn’t stop, her tongue continuing to tease and coax until Kara was gasping for breath.

“Turn over,” Riley said, her voice rough with desire. Kara obeyed, her heart racing as Riley positioned her on all fours on the desk.

She felt Riley’s fingers slide into her from behind, one at first, then two, stretching her open. When Riley added a third finger, Kara gasped, her body arching as Riley’s hand moved deeper, fisting her with a skill that left Kara breathless.

Kara’s second orgasm crashed over her like a wave, leaving her trembling and spent. Riley held her close, her lips brushing against Kara’s neck as she whispered, “You’re incredible.”

Kara turned to face her, her eyes dazed but filled with determination. “I need to see you again,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her.

“You will,” Riley promised, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “But first, you need to take care of yourself. Once your divorce is final… we’ll see where this goes.”

Kara nodded, her heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and nerves. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, she felt like she was in control of her own life.

As she left Riley’s office, her mind was already racing with plans—plans for her future, plans for a life where she could finally be happy. And for the first time, Kara felt like she was truly ready to embrace it.

24 - CURIOSITY CALLING

FF / First Time / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Vibrator / Strap-on

Lynda’s heart was pounding as she stepped into the dimly lit bar. The neon sign above the door read Velvet Pussycat, and the thrum of bass-heavy music vibrated through her chest. She’d never been to a lesbian bar before, and the feeling of stepping into uncharted territory made her palms sweaty. She smoothed her hands over her jeans, took a deep breath, and walked in.

The place was alive—laughter, whispered conversations, and the clinking of glasses filled the air. Lynda felt out of place immediately. She was too aware of herself, of the way she moved, the way she looked. Do I look like I belong here? she wondered, glancing around. The women in the bar seemed to have a certain confidence, a certain ease that she didn’t feel. She could swear they were looking at her, sizing her up, knowing she didn’t belong.

She ordered a drink at the bar—something strong to calm her nerves—and leaned against the counter, trying to look casual.

A woman with bright red lipstick approached her, her eyes lingering on Lynda’s face. “Hey,” she said, her voice low and husky. “I haven’t seen you here before.”

Lynda smiled nervously, clutching her glass. “Yeah, it’s my first time.”

The woman raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on her lips. “First time here… or first time with a woman?”

Lynda’s face flushed. She hadn’t expected to be called out so directly. “Uh… both, I guess.”

The woman’s smirk faded. She took a step back, her interest visibly waning. “Oh. Well, good luck with that.” She turned away, heading toward a group of women who seemed far more confident than Lynda.

Lynda’s heart sank. She felt like an outsider, like she’d stumbled into a club where she didn’t know the rules. She sipped her drink, trying to steady her nerves. Maybe this had been a mistake. Maybe she should just go home.

But then, she heard a voice beside her. “Hey. Don’t mind her. She’s not exactly known for her patience.”

Lynda turned to see a tall woman standing next to her, her short hair framing a striking face.

She was wearing a tank top that clung to her toned figure and tight blue jeans that left little to the imagination. Her eyes were warm, her smile easy. “I’m Jess,” she said, holding out her hand.

“Lynda,” she replied, shaking Jess’s hand. Jess’s grip was firm, confident.

Jess leaned against the bar, her body language relaxed. “So, first time, huh?”

Lynda nodded, her cheeks heating up again. “Is it that obvious?”

Jess laughed—a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down Lynda’s spine. “Kind of. But that’s not a bad thing. I like newbies.”

Lynda blinked, surprised. “You do?”

“Yeah,” Jess said, her gaze steady. “There’s something about showing someone the ropes… helping them discover what they’ve been missing. It’s fun.”

Lynda’s heart was racing now. Jess’s confidence was intoxicating, and the way she looked at her—like she could see right through her—made her feel exposed in the best way. Jess ordered another drink for her, something fruity and sweet, and they talked. And talked. And talked.

The more they spoke, the more Lynda felt herself relaxing. Jess was easy to talk to, funny and charming, and she had a way of making Lynda feel like she was the only person in the room. The drinks kept coming, and Lynda felt herself growing looser, more daring.

It was Jess who made the first move. She leaned in, her breath warm against Lynda’s ear. “You’re beautiful,” she murmured. “Has anyone ever told you that?”

Lynda shivered, her skin tingling. “Not like that,” she whispered back.

Jess’s lips brushed against her ear, and then, without warning, she kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but then Jess deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against Lynda’s. Lynda melted into it, her body responding in ways she’d never felt before. When Jess pulled away, Lynda was breathless.

“Come home with me,” Jess said, her voice low and full of promise.

Lynda didn’t even hesitate. “Yes.”

Jess’s apartment was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. But Lynda barely noticed. Her attention was focused entirely on Jess, on the way she moved, the way she looked at her. Jess led her into the bedroom, and Lynda’s breath caught.

The room was dominated by a large, king-sized bed, but what really drew her eye was the wall of shelves on the far side of the room. They were filled with sex toys—vibrators, dildos, restraints, things Lynda had never even imagined.

Jess noticed her staring and grinned. “See anything you like?”

Lynda’s face burned, but she couldn’t look away. “I… I don’t even know where to start.”

Jess walked over to the shelves and ran her fingers along the toys. “How about we start with something small?” she suggested, picking up a sleek, pink vibrator. “Something to get you warmed up.”

Lynda nodded, her throat dry. Jess handed her the vibrator, their fingers brushing, and then she stepped closer, cupping Lynda’s face in her hands. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?” she asked softly.

Lynda looked into Jess’s eyes, seeing nothing but kindness and desire. “I’m ready,” she whispered.

Jess kissed her again, slow and deep, her hands sliding down to unbutton Lynda’s shirt. One by one, the layers of clothing fell away, until Lynda was standing there in nothing but her bra and panties. Jess’s hands were everywhere, caressing her skin, teasing her, making her shiver with anticipation.

Jess led her to the bed, laying her down gently. She kissed her way down Lynda’s body, her lips trailing over her collarbone, her breasts, her stomach. When she reached the waistband of Lynda’s panties, she paused, looking up at her. “Is this okay?”

Lynda nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Jess hooked her fingers under the fabric and pulled the panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Lynda’s heart was pounding as Jess’s eyes roamed over her body, taking her in.

“You’re so beautiful,” Jess murmured, her voice full of awe.

She kissed Lynda’s inner thigh, her lips soft and warm, and then her tongue darted out, tracing a slow, deliberate path toward her center. Lynda gasped, her hips lifting off the bed, but Jess held her down, her hands firm on her thighs.

Jess teased her, her tongue flicking against Lynda’s clit, her fingers sliding inside her. Lynda moaned, her hands gripping the sheets, her body arching off the bed. Jess fucked her with her fingers, her thumb circling her clit, until Lynda was trembling on the edge.

“Are you ready to try the vibrator?” Jess asked, her voice low and husky.

Lynda nodded, unable to speak. Jess picked up the vibrator and turned it on, the soft hum filling the room. She ran it over Lynda’s body, teasing her, making her squirm, until she finally pressed it against her clit.

The sensation was electric, and Lynda cried out, her hands fisted in the sheets. Jess used the vibrator expertly, bringing her closer and closer to the edge, until Lynda thought she might die from the pleasure.

“Come for me,” Jess whispered, her voice full of command.

Lynda obeyed, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her. Jess kept the vibrator against her as she rode the waves of pleasure, her hips bucking uncontrollably.

When it was over, Lynda collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving. Jess smiled down at her, her eyes full of satisfaction. “How was that?”

“Amazing,” Lynda breathed.

Jess leaned in and kissed her, slow and deep. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

She reached for the strap-on, securing it around her waist, and Lynda’s eyes widened. “Are you sure you’re ready?” Jess asked, her voice teasing.

Lynda nodded, her body already craving more. “I’m ready.”

Jess climbed on top of Lynda, kissing her hard on the lips. Lynda felt the tip of the dildo pressing against her wetness. Slowly, it slid inside. Lynda let out a moan as the big toy stretched her.

“Do you like that?” Jess asked as she increased the pace.

Lynda could only nod as Jess pushed her to the brink. Her toes curled as the dildo slid deeper and deeper. Finally, Lynda gasped, her back arching off the bed as she climaxed. Jess kept going, ensuring every drop of pleasure.

Jess pulled back. She took off the dildo and set it aside. “So, how was your first time?”

“Great,” Lynda replied. “Do you think we can do it again some time?”

Jess smiled. “Of course.”

25 - HER FIRST GIRLFRIEND


FF / Romantic / First Time / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

Macy’s heart pounded as she stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of her dress for the third time. She’d been staring at her reflection for what felt like hours, trying to decide if the outfit screamed “casual but sexy” or “trying too hard.” Her phone buzzed on the counter, and she nearly dropped her lipstick. Jade. Jade was here.

“I’m outside,” the text read, followed by a winking emoji.

Macy took a deep breath, smoothing her hair one last time. This is it. She grabbed her purse and hurried to the door, pausing only to glance back at her apartment, as if the sight of it might ground her. It didn’t. Her stomach was a knot of nerves and excitement.

Since coming out as a lesbian, this was Macy’s first date with a woman. She was eager to explore her newfound passions. They’d met on a dating app, and Macy knew she wanted Jade to be her first.

When she opened the door, Jade was leaning against her car, looking effortlessly cool in a fitted leather jacket and ripped jeans. Her dreadlocks were pulled back into a loose ponytail, and her tan skin glowed under the afternoon sun. She smiled, and Macy felt her knees go weak.

“Hey,” Jade said, her voice low and smooth. “You look amazing.”

Macy blushed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Thanks,” she mumbled, suddenly hyper-aware of how her voice sounded. “You too.”

Jade chuckled and opened the passenger door for her. So polite, Macy thought, smiling to herself as she slid into the car. The seat was warm beneath her, and the faint scent of jasmine lingered in the air.

They drove to a small Mexican restaurant, the kind with colorful papel picado hanging from the ceiling and a mariachi band playing softly in the corner. Macy couldn’t stop sneaking glances at Jade, who seemed completely at ease, laughing and joking as they ordered.

“So,” Jade said, leaning forward as the waiter brought their drinks. “How long have you been out?”

Macy hesitated, swirling the straw in her margarita. “Not long,” she admitted. “I just… figured it out recently, I guess.”

Jade nodded, her expression thoughtful. “It’s a big step,” she said. “Takes guts.”

Macy smiled, feeling a little more confident. “It’s been… interesting,” she said. “My mom thinks it’s a phase.”

Jade rolled her eyes. “Typical,” she said, reaching across the table to squeeze Macy’s hand. “But you know yourself better than anyone else, right?”

Macy nodded, her throat suddenly tight. She gets it.

The rest of the date flew by in a blur of laughter and conversation. By the time they got back to Macy’s apartment, the sun had set, and the city lights twinkled outside her window. She fumbled with her keys, her hands trembling slightly as she unlocked the door.

“Thanks for the company,” Jade said, leaning against the doorframe. “I had a great time.”

Macy bit her lip, hesitating for a moment before she spoke. “Do you… want to come in?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade’s eyes softened, and she nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “I’d like that.”

They stepped inside, and Macy closed the door behind them, her heart racing. Jade stood close, her presence overwhelming in the small space. Macy could smell her perfume, something earthy and sweet, and it made her head spin.

“Macy,” Jade said, her voice low and husky. “Can I kiss you?”

Macy’s breath caught in her throat. She nodded, barely trusting her voice. Jade stepped closer, her hands gently cupping Macy’s face. This is really happening.

Their lips met, and Macy felt a jolt of electricity run through her. Jade’s kiss was soft but confident, and Macy melted into it, her hands finding their way to Jade’s waist. They broke apart for a moment, both of them breathing heavily.

“You’re beautiful,” Jade whispered, her fingers tracing Macy’s jawline.

Macy blushed, her cheeks burning. “So are you,” she murmured, her hands trembling as she reached up to touch Jade’s face.

They kissed again, deeper this time, and Macy felt herself being guided toward the bedroom. Her heart was pounding, her body aching with a need she’d never felt before. Jade’s hands were everywhere, exploring her body with a tenderness that made Macy’s breath hitch.

“Is this okay?” Jade whispered, her lips brushing against Macy’s ear.

Macy nodded, her voice failing her. More than okay.

Jade smiled and began to undress her, peeling away layer after layer until Macy stood before her, completely exposed. Jade’s eyes widened, and she let out a soft breath. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice filled with awe.

Macy felt a surge of confidence, her body tingling under Jade’s gaze. She reached out, her fingers trembling as she began to unbutton Jade’s shirt. Jade watched her, her eyes dark with desire, and Macy felt a thrill run through her.

When they were both undressed, Jade pulled Macy into the bed, their bodies pressing together in a tangle of limbs. Macy gasped, her skin tingling at the contact. Jade’s hands explored her body, tracing every curve and dip, and Macy felt herself melting into the touch.

“Relax,” Jade whispered, her lips brushing against Macy’s neck. “I’ve got you.”

Macy closed her eyes, letting herself surrender to the moment. Jade’s touch was electric, her every movement sending waves of pleasure through Macy’s body. She felt Jade’s fingers teasing her, exploring her most intimate places, and she let out a soft moan.

“Jade,” she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. “I… I’ve never…”

Jade paused, her eyes meeting Macy’s. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “We’ll take it slow.”

Macy nodded, her heart pounding as Jade kissed her again. She felt herself being guided gently, Jade’s touch careful and deliberate. And then, in a moment of pure ecstasy, Jade’s mouth was on her, her tongue exploring with a skill that made Macy’s head spin.

“Oh my God,” Macy moaned, her hips arching off the bed. “Jade, I—”

Jade didn’t stop, her movements steady and rhythmic. Macy felt herself building toward something she’d never experienced before, a wave of pleasure that seemed to consume her entirely. And then, with a cry, she came, her body shuddering with the force of it.

Jade pulled back, her lips glistening, and smiled up at Macy. “You’re amazing,” she said, her voice filled with affection.

Macy’s heart swelled, and she reached for Jade, pulling her into a deep kiss. I want more. Her hands explored Jade’s body, her fingers finding the wetness between Jade’s legs. Jade moaned, her hips grinding against Macy’s touch.

“Do you want to?” Jade whispered, her breath hot against Macy’s ear.

Macy nodded, her confidence building. “Yes,” she said, her voice firm. “I want to taste you.”

Jade smiled, her eyes softening. “Then let’s make it special.”

She shifted their positions, guiding Macy into the sixty-nine position. Macy’s heart raced as she positioned herself above Jade, her lips hovering over Jade’s clit. She hesitated only for a moment before her tongue flicked out, tasting the sweetness of Jade’s arousal.

Jade moaned, her hands gripping Macy’s hips as she guided her closer. Macy’s tongue worked rhythmically, exploring every inch of Jade’s wetness, and she felt a surge of pride as Jade’s moans grew louder.

“Oh God, Macy,” Jade gasped, her hips bucking against Macy’s mouth. “I’m so close…”

Macy didn’t stop, her movements growing more confident as she felt Jade’s body tighten beneath her. And then, with a cry, Jade came, her juices flooding Macy’s mouth. Macy drank her in, savoring the taste, feeling a sense of satisfaction she’d never known before.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined, both of them breathing heavily. Macy felt a sense of pride wash over her. I did it. She turned to Jade, her heart swelling with affection.

“That was… incredible,” Macy whispered, her voice filled with awe.

Jade smiled, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from Macy’s face. “You’re incredible,” she said softly.

They lay together for a while, their bodies pressed close, the warmth of their shared experience lingering in the air. This is real, Macy thought, her heart full. This is who I am.

Jade turned to her, her eyes filled with something tender and hopeful. “Macy,” she said softly. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

Macy’s breath caught in her throat. She looked into Jade’s eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity and affection. This is it. She smiled, her heart swelling with joy.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady. “Yes, I will.”

Jade’s smile lit up the room, and she pulled Macy into a deep, passionate kiss. The world outside seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of them, wrapped in each other’s arms.

This is where I belong, Macy thought, her heart full.

26 - JANE’S HOTEL HOOK UP

FF / First Time / Polyamory / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“So, are you ready?” Sydney’s voice was low, sultry, and carried a confidence that made Jane’s stomach flip.

Jane nodded, her throat suddenly dry. The room felt warmer now, the air thick with anticipation. She could feel her heartbeat in her ears, her palms slightly damp as she clutched the edge of the bed.

Sydney stepped closer, her hazel eyes locking onto Jane’s. Her curly brown hair framed her face perfectly, and the way she smiled—soft, knowing—made Jane’s breath hitch.

“You’re even prettier in person,” Sydney murmured, her fingertips grazing Jane’s arm.

The touch was electric, sending a shiver down Jane’s spine. Her cheeks flushed. “So are you.”

Sydney’s lips curved into a smirk, and she leaned in, her breath warm against Jane’s skin. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

Jane swallowed hard. God, yes. She’d been thinking about it for years, ever since she first admitted to herself that she was bisexual. But saying it out loud felt… different. Real.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I have.”

Sydney’s smile widened, and she closed the distance between them, her lips brushing against Jane’s in a soft, teasing kiss. It was enough to make Jane’s knees weak, her hands instinctively reaching for Sydney’s hips to steady herself.

—

It had started with a conversation—one Jane had been both dreading and craving for years.

“Chris,” she’d said one evening, her voice trembling as they sat on the couch together. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about.”

Her husband had looked up from his book, his brow furrowing in concern. “What’s wrong?”

Jane had taken a deep breath, her heart pounding. “I’m bisexual. I’ve… I’ve always been attracted to women, too. I’ve just never acted on it.”

Chris had blinked, processing her words. For a moment, Jane had been terrified that he’d be angry or hurt, but then he’d smiled—a slow, understanding smile.

“Jane,” he’d said, taking her hand in his. “I love you. And if this is something you need to explore, I want you to feel like you can.”

She’d stared at him, her eyes wide. “Really?”

“Really,” he’d confirmed, pulling her into a hug. “Just… be safe, okay?”

It had been that simple. That night, Jane had created a profile on a lesbian dating site, her heart racing as she filled out her bio. She’d been nervous at first, unsure of what to expect, but then she’d matched with Sydney.

The conversation had started innocently enough—introductions, shared interests, the usual small talk. But it hadn’t taken long for the tone to shift, the messages growing more flirtatious, more intimate.

“What would you do if you were here right now?” Sydney had asked one night, and Jane’s cheeks had burned as she typed out her response.

“I’d kiss you first,” she’d written. “Slowly. Gently. And then I’d touch you in ways I’ve only ever dreamed of.”

The next morning, they’d made plans to meet at a hotel.

—

Now, here they were, Sydney’s lips pressing against Jane’s with a hunger that made her head spin. Jane kissed her back, her hands trembling as they explored the curve of Sydney’s waist, the softness of her skin.

“You’re so beautiful,” Sydney whispered against her lips, her fingers tugging at the hem of Jane’s top. “Can I see you?”

Jane nodded, her breath catching as Sydney pulled off her shirt, then her bra. The cool air on her bare skin made her shiver, but the way Sydney was looking at her—like she was something precious, something to be devoured—made her feel more alive than she ever had before.

Sydney’s hands were gentle as they trailed over Jane’s body, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples until they hardened under her touch. Jane gasped, her hips arching into the contact, and Sydney chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent another wave of heat through her.

“You’re so responsive,” Sydney murmured, her lips brushing against Jane’s neck. “I love it.”

Jane’s hands found their way to Sydney’s blouse, fumbling with the buttons until it fell open, revealing the lace bra beneath. Sydney shrugged it off, and Jane’s breath hitched at the sight of her—her skin smooth, her breasts full and perfect.

“You’re stunning,” Jane whispered, her hands hovering over Sydney’s body, unsure of where to touch first.

Sydney took her hands, guiding them to her waist. “Don’t be shy,” she said, her voice teasing. “I want to feel you.”

Jane’s fingers tightened around Sydney’s hips, and she pulled her closer, their bodies pressing together. The sensation was overwhelming—the heat of Sydney’s skin, the way their curves fit together, the way Sydney’s breath hitched when Jane’s hands slid up her back.

They kissed again, deeper this time, their tongues tangling as their hands explored. Sydney’s fingers dipped beneath the waistband of Jane’s pants, and Jane moaned softly, her hips pushing into the touch.

“You’re so wet,” Sydney whispered, her lips trailing down Jane’s neck. “Do you like it when I touch you like this?”

“Yes,” Jane breathed, her hands clutching at Sydney’s shoulders. “Yes.”

Sydney’s fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, teasing Jane’s clit until she was trembling, her legs threatening to give out.

“Let’s get you on the bed,” Sydney said, her voice a low purr.

Jane let herself be led, her heart pounding as she lay back against the pillows. Sydney knelt between her legs, her hazel eyes dark with desire as she removed Jane’s pants and panties.

“You’re perfect,” Sydney murmured, her fingers tracing the length of Jane’s thigh. “Absolutely perfect.”

Jane’s breath hitched as Sydney’s fingers brushed against her folds, spreading her open.

“Tell me what you want,” Sydney said, her eyes locking onto Jane’s.

“You,” Jane whispered, her voice trembling. “I want you.”

Sydney smiled, and then she leaned in, her tongue sliding against Jane in one slow, deliberate stroke.

Jane gasped, her back arching off the bed as pleasure shot through her. Sydney’s tongue was relentless, circling her clit, dipping inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Sydney,” Jane moaned, her hands tangling in her hair. “Please.”

Sydney’s response was to slide two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Jane’s vision blurred as she came, her body shuddering with the force of it.

Sydney didn’t stop, her fingers still moving, her tongue still working, until Jane was trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“You’re so beautiful when you come,” Sydney murmured, crawling up the bed to kiss her. “Now it’s your turn.”

Jane’s hands were already moving, tugging at Sydney’s pants, pulling them off along with her panties. Sydney’s pussy was glistening, her arousal evident, and Jane’s mouth watered at the sight.

She didn’t hesitate, her tongue sliding against Sydney in a slow, teasing stroke. Sydney’s breath hitched, her hips pushing into the contact, and Jane moaned softly, the taste of her intoxicating.

“Yes,” Sydney whispered, her hands tangling in Jane’s hair. “Just like that.”

Jane’s tongue circled Sydney’s clit, her fingers sliding inside her, and Sydney’s thighs tightened around her head as she came, her juices gushing into Jane’s mouth.

They lay together afterward, their bodies tangled, their hearts still racing.

“That was…” Jane began, her voice trailing off.

“Amazing,” Sydney finished, her fingers tracing patterns on Jane’s shoulder. “For the first time, you were incredible.”

Jane smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. She reached for her phone, her fingers trembling slightly as she dialed Chris’s number.

“Hey,” Chris said, his voice warm. “How’d it go?”

Jane glanced at Sydney, a smile spreading across her face.

“It was perfect,” she said. “Everything I’d hoped for.”

27 - A VIRGIN’S AWAKENING

FF / First Time / College / Kissing / Nipple Play / Dildo / Masturbation

Brittany stood in the doorway of Michelle’s dorm room, her fingers nervously twisting the hem of her shirt. The air felt heavy with unspoken tension, though Michelle lounged casually on her bed, scrolling through her phone as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

Brittany’s heart pounded in her chest, her thoughts a whirlwind of doubt and curiosity. She had rehearsed this moment in her head a hundred times, but now that she was here, the words felt stuck in her throat.

“Hey,” Michelle said, glancing up with a warm smile. “You’ve been standing there for like, five minutes. You good?”

Brittany nodded quickly, though her stomach churned. She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The room was small but cozy, lit by the soft glow of a bedside lamp. The faint scent of Michelle’s lavender perfume lingered in the air, calming Brittany’s nerves just enough for her to speak.

“I think…” Brittany started, her voice barely above a whisper. “I think I’m gay.”

Michelle’s eyes widened slightly, but her smile didn’t falter. She set her phone down on the bed and patted the space beside her. “Come sit. That’s a big thing to just drop.”

Brittany hesitated for a moment before obeying, sinking onto the edge of the bed. She stared at her hands, unable to meet Michelle’s gaze. “I’ve never felt this way about a guy before. Not even close. But when I think about girls… I don’t know. It’s different.”

Michelle reached out, placing a reassuring hand on Brittany’s knee. “It’s okay if you are, you know. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

Brittany finally looked up, her big brown eyes searching Michelle’s face for any hint of judgment. All she found was understanding. “How do I know for sure?”

Michelle tilted her head, her expression thoughtful. “Do you get turned on when you think about girls?”

Brittany’s cheeks burned at the question, but she forced herself to answer. “I… yeah. I think so. It’s just that I’ve never actually… you know.”

Michelle’s lips curved into a mischievous grin. “Well, there’s one way to find out.”

Brittany blinked, her heart skipping a beat. “What do you mean?”

Michelle leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a low, sultry tone. “We could kiss. Just to see how it feels.”

Brittany’s breath caught in her throat. The idea was both terrifying and exhilarating. She had never kissed anyone before, and the thought of her first kiss being with Michelle—her best friend—was almost too much to process. But deep down, she knew she wanted it.

“Okay,” Brittany whispered, her voice trembling.

Michelle’s grin widened, and without another word, she closed the distance between them. Their lips met in a soft, tentative kiss, and Brittany’s entire body seemed to come alive. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before. The warmth of Michelle’s lips, the faint taste of cherry lip balm, the way her breath mingled with Brittany’s—it was intoxicating.

The kiss deepened slowly, Michelle’s hands finding their way to Brittany’s waist, pulling her closer. Brittany’s hands, unsure at first, rested on Michelle’s shoulders before sliding up to tangle in her hair. A soft moan escaped her lips as Michelle’s tongue brushed against hers, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

When they finally pulled apart, Brittany was breathless, her heart racing. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, a sensation she had never felt so intensely before. Michelle’s eyes sparkled with amusement and something else—something that made Brittany’s stomach flutter.

“So,” Michelle said, her voice teasing. “What do you think?”

Brittany swallowed hard, her mind still reeling. “I think… I’m definitely into girls.”

Michelle laughed softly, her fingers trailing up Brittany’s arm in a way that sent shivers down her spine. “Good to know.”

Before Brittany could respond, Michelle’s hands were exploring her body, gently tracing the curves of her hips and waist. Brittany’s breath hitched as Michelle’s fingers slipped under her shirt, brushing against the sensitive skin of her stomach. Her touch was firm yet tender, sending waves of pleasure through Brittany’s body.

Michelle’s hand moved higher, grazing the underside of Brittany’s bra. Brittany’s nipples hardened instantly, a soft whimper escaping her lips as Michelle cupped her breasts through the fabric. Michelle’s other hand tugged at the waistband of Brittany’s shorts, silently asking for permission.

Brittany nodded, her arousal overriding any lingering hesitation. Michelle pulled down her shorts and panties in one smooth motion, leaving Brittany exposed. The cool air against her skin made her shiver, but the heat in Michelle’s eyes quickly made her forget about the chill.

Michelle’s fingers dipped between Brittany’s legs, teasing her entrance before slipping inside. Brittany gasped, her back arching as pleasure coursed through her. Michelle’s touch was confident and deliberate, her fingers working in slow, rhythmic motions that left Brittany trembling.

“You’re so wet,” Michelle murmured, a hint of pride in her voice. “You like this, don’t you?”

Brittany could only nod, her voice lost in the haze of desire.

Michelle’s free hand reached for the dresser drawer, pulling out a sleek, pink dildo. She held it up for Brittany to see, a wicked glint in her eyes. “Ready for more?”

Brittany’s eyes widened, but she didn’t hesitate. She laid back on the bed, her legs parting slightly in anticipation. Michelle positioned herself between Brittany’s thighs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance. With a slow, steady motion, Michelle slid it inside, watching Brittany’s face carefully.

The stretch was unfamiliar but exhilarating, Brittany’s body instinctively adjusting to the intrusion. Michelle began to move the dildo in and out, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Brittany. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the sheets as the sensations overwhelmed her.

It didn’t take long for Brittany to reach her peak, her entire body trembling as she came.

Michelle gently removed the dildo, setting it aside as she leaned down to kiss Brittany’s forehead. “You did so good,” she whispered.

Brittany was still catching her breath when Michelle stood up, pulling off her own shorts. She picked up the dildo again, positioning it between her legs. Brittany watched, mesmerized, as Michelle began to fuck herself with it, her movements slow and deliberate.

“I want you to try,” Michelle said, her voice breathless.

She handed the dildo to Brittany, guiding her hands to the right position. Brittany hesitated for only a moment before sliding it into Michelle, just as she had done for her.

Michelle moaned, her hips bucking against Brittany’s hand. “Faster,” she urged, her voice strained with pleasure.

Brittany obeyed, her heart racing as she listened to Michelle moaning with pleasure. It wasn’t long before Michelle came, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled in a mess of limbs and sweat. Brittany’s head rested on Michelle’s shoulder, her mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. She had never felt so alive, so sure of herself.

“Michelle,” Brittany said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

28 - BIBLE STUDY LOVERS

FF / Romantic / First Time / Kissing / Butch Femme / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“Do you really think it’s a sin?” Katherine’s voice trembled, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of her sweater. Ange leaned back on the couch, her tattooed arm draped casually over the backrest.

“Do you think it’s a sin?” Ange countered, her voice steady but soft, like she already knew the answer.

Katherine hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d never questioned it before. Not really. But something about the way Ange looked at her—direct, unapologetic—made her wonder.

—

It had started the previous Sunday in church. Katherine had been sitting in her usual pew, hands clasped tightly around her Bible, when she noticed the newcomer. Ange stood out like a wildfire in a field of wheat—short spiky hair, a leather jacket, and a tattoo on her forearm of a Venus symbol. The congregation had whispered, their stiff shoulders and folded arms making their disapproval clear. But Katherine? She’d been intrigued.

After the service, Katherine approached the mysterious stranger. “Hi, I’m Katherine,” she said, extending a hand. Ange shook it firmly, her grip warm and confident.

“Ange,” she replied, her voice low and smooth. “Nice to meet you.”

They’d talked briefly—Ange mentioned she wanted to learn more about God—and before Katherine knew it, she’d invited Ange to her apartment for a Bible study the next evening. Now, here they were, sitting on her couch, the Bible open between them, and Katherine’s thoughts spiraling in directions she’d never allowed herself to explore before.

—

“I… I don’t know,” Katherine finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve always been taught it was wrong. That it’s… a sin.”

Ange nodded slowly, her gaze never leaving Katherine’s. “I get that. But think about it—what’s the core of Christianity? Love, right?” She leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees. “John 4:8 says, ‘God is love.’ Not ‘God is judgment’ or ‘God is rules.’ Love. So how can loving someone be a sin?”

Katherine felt her breath catch. It was such a simple argument, but it struck her with the force of a revelation. She’d spent her whole life following rules, trying to be “good,” but had she ever truly thought about what it all meant?

“I… I guess I never looked at it that way,” she murmured, her cheeks flushing.

Ange smiled softly. “It’s okay. It’s hard to question what you’ve been taught. Takes a lot of courage.”

Katherine’s heart fluttered at the word courage. No one had ever called her courageous before. She was the quiet one, the obedient one, the one who followed the rules. But maybe… maybe there was more to her than that.

“I’m sorry,” she blurted out, her voice trembling. “For… for judging you. Or for thinking those things…”

Ange’s smile widened, and she reached out, her hand resting gently on Katherine’s arm. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “We’re all learning, right?”

Katherine nodded, her throat tight with emotion. And then, before she could overthink it, she leaned in, pressing her lips to Ange’s in a tentative, trembling kiss. For a moment, she thought she’d made a terrible mistake—what if Ange pushed her away? What if she’d misread the situation? But then Ange’s hand cupped her cheek, and she kissed her back, slow and deep, her lips warm and insistent.

Katherine’s heart raced as the kiss deepened, her body tingling with a mix of fear and exhilaration. She’d never done this before—never even come close. But with Ange, it felt… right. Like she was finally discovering a part of herself she hadn’t even known was missing.

Ange’s hand slid up her arm, then down her side, coming to rest on her waist. Katherine shivered, her breath hitching as Ange’s fingers crept under the hem of her sweater. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching Katherine’s as if asking for permission. Katherine nodded, her heart pounding in her ears, and then Ange’s hand was on her bare skin, her touch sending sparks racing through her veins.

“Is this okay?” Ange murmured against her lips, her voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Katherine whispered, her voice trembling. “Yes, it’s okay.”

Ange’s fingers traced slow, teasing circles on her stomach before inching higher, brushing against the underside of her bra. Katherine gasped, her back arching as Ange’s thumb flicked over her nipple through the fabric. She’d never felt anything like it—the heat, the electricity, the way her body seemed to come alive under Ange’s touch.

“You’re so beautiful,” Ange whispered, her lips trailing down Katherine’s neck, kissing and nibbling at the sensitive skin there.

Katherine’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips as Ange’s hands slid up her sweater, pushing it up and over her head.

For a moment, Katherine felt exposed—vulnerable—but then Ange’s lips were on her collarbone, her hands cupping her breasts through her bra, and all she could think about was how good it felt. How right it felt.

Ange’s fingers hooked under the straps of her bra, tugging it down until her breasts were free, and then her mouth was on her nipple, sucking and teasing until Katherine’s breath came in short, shallow gasps. She’d never imagined it could feel like this—never imagined she’d crave someone’s touch the way she craved Ange’s.

“Ange,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in Ange’s spiky hair as her body arched into her touch.

Ange’s hands slid down her sides, coming to rest on the waistband of her shorts. “Can I?” she asked, her voice rough with need.

Katherine nodded, her heart pounding as Ange’s fingers hooked into her shorts, pulling them down along with her panties. She felt exposed—naked in every sense of the word—but Ange’s eyes were dark with desire, and the way she looked at her made her feel… beautiful.

Ange’s fingers traced the inside of her thighs, teasing and coaxing until Katherine’s legs fell open, her body trembling with anticipation. And then Ange’s fingers were on her, stroking and circling, until Katherine was gasping and writhing, her hips rocking against her hand.

“You’re so wet,” Ange murmured, her voice thick with desire. “So perfect.”

Katherine’s breath hitched as Ange’s fingers slipped inside her, her body tightening around them. It felt… incredible—better than she’d ever imagined. Her hips moved instinctively, her body seeking more of the delicious friction as Ange’s fingers stroked and teased.

And then Ange’s mouth was on her, her tongue licking and swirling until Katherine was crying out, her fingers clutching at the couch cushions as her body shook with the force of her release. It was like nothing she’d ever felt—an explosion of pleasure that left her trembling and breathless, her mind reeling.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, Katherine looked down at Ange, her heart swelling with a mix of emotions she couldn’t quite name. Fear, yes, but also something else. Something warm and bright and undeniable.

“Ange,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I… I think I get it now. What you were saying earlier. About God being love.”

Ange smiled softly, her hand resting on Katherine’s thigh. “Yeah?”

Katherine nodded, tears welling in her eyes. “I think… I think this is love. What I feel for you.”

Ange’s smile widened, and she leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to Katherine’s lips. “I think you’re right.”

Katherine froze at the sound of her phone buzzing on the coffee table—a reminder that the world outside this moment still existed.

“It’s probably my mom,” she said, her voice trembling.

Ange’s fingers tangled in hers, squeezing gently. “You can ignore it.”

But Katherine couldn’t. Not completely. The weight of her family’s expectations, of the church’s judgment, pressed down on her like a lead blanket.

“What if… what if they find out?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ange’s thumb traced circles on the back of her hand. “We’ll deal with that if it happens. For now… this is just for us.”

Katherine swallowed hard, her heart pounding. “Okay,” she whispered. “Just for us.”

Ange’s lips brushed against her earlobe, her breath hot and teasing. “Now… where were we?”

“I… I don’t know,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Ange’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Let me remind you.”

Katherine’s eyes fluttered shut as Ange’s lips pressed against hers, her touch reigniting the fire that had only just begun to fade.

The phone buzzed again, but this time, Katherine didn’t even look. With Ange’s tongue in her mouth, she couldn’t think about anything else.

“God is love,” she thought, her body arching into Ange’s touch. And at that moment, she believed it.

29 - EXPLORING SAPPHIC DESIRES

FF / First Time / Polyamory / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus

Tess sat cross-legged on her bed, her laptop propped open in front of her, but her mind wasn’t on the essay she was supposed to be writing. She glanced at her phone, the screen dark, and sighed.

Max had texted her earlier, asking if she wanted to come over later, but the idea didn’t excite her the way it used to. What’s wrong with me? she wondered, chewing on her bottom lip. They’d been together for over a year, and yet… something felt off. Max had been her first. Although Tess pretended to be satisfied, something wasn’t right. Maybe they weren’t doing it right? She wasn’t sure if it was him, or her, or both of them, but the spark she’d felt in the beginning had  dulled.

She closed her laptop with a soft click and flopped back on her bed, staring at the ceiling. Her thoughts drifted to Mackenzie, her best friend and roommate. Mackenzie had always been open about her sexuality, unapologetically herself in a way Tess admired. Maybe she’ll understand, Tess thought.

She hesitated for a moment, then grabbed her phone and shot Mackenzie a quick text: ”Hey, you free to talk?”

The response came almost immediately: ”Always. Come over to my room.”

Tess hesitated only for a moment before slipping on her shoes and heading down the hall. Mackenzie’s door was slightly ajar, and she pushed it open to find her friend lounging on her bed, scrolling through her phone. Mackenzie looked up and grinned. “Hey, you. What’s up?”

Tess sat down on the edge of the bed, fidgeting with the hem of her sweater. “I don’t know. I just… I’ve been feeling kind of off lately.”

Mackenzie set her phone down and turned to face Tess, her expression softening. “Off how?”

Tess took a deep breath. “It’s Max. I mean, I love him, but… I don’t know. Things just feel… stale.”

Mackenzie nodded slowly, as if she’d been expecting this. “Sexually?”

Tess felt her cheeks flush, but she nodded. “Yeah. I mean, it’s not like it’s bad, exactly, but… I don’t know. He doesn’t satisfy me. I’ve been wondering if maybe… we’re just not doing it right.”

Mackenzie raised an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Or maybe Max just isn’t the right person for you.”

Tess frowned. “What do you mean?”

Mackenzie leaned back against her pillows, her tone casual but her gaze intense. “I mean, maybe you’re not into guys. Or maybe you’re into both. Have you ever thought about that?”

Tess blinked, caught off guard. “I… I don’t know. I mean, I’ve never really thought about it before.”

Mackenzie shrugged. “Maybe it’s time you did.”

The conversation lingered in Tess’s mind for days. She tried to push it aside, to focus on her classes and her relationship with Max, but the idea kept creeping back in. What if Mackenzie was right? she wondered. What if I’m not into guys? Or… what if I’m into girls, too? The thought was both thrilling and terrifying. She didn’t want to cheat on Max, but she couldn’t deny that Mackenzie’s words had planted a seed in her mind.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She sat down with Max one evening, her heart pounding in her chest. “Hey, can we talk?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Max looked up from his video game, his brow furrowed in concern. “Yeah, of course. What’s up?”

Tess took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. “I’ve been feeling… I don’t know, confused lately. About us.”

Max paused the game and turned to face her, his expression serious. “Confused how?”

Tess swallowed hard. “I just… I’ve been wondering if maybe we’re not… compatible. Sexually, I mean.”

Max’s eyes widened, but he didn’t interrupt.

“And Mackenzie… she suggested that maybe I’m not into guys. Or maybe I’m into girls, too. And I don’t know, it’s been on my mind a lot.”

Max was silent for a long moment, and Tess braced herself for the worst. But then he surprised her by smiling. “Tess, I love you. And I want you to be happy. If that means exploring this side of yourself, then… I think you should do it.”

Tess stared at him, shocked. “Wait, really? You’re okay with this?”

Max shrugged, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. “Honestly, the thought kind of turns me on.”

Tess felt her cheeks flush, but she couldn’t help but laugh. “Max!”

He grinned. “I’m serious. If this is something you need to explore, then I support you. Just… let me know how it goes, okay?”

Tess nodded, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. “Okay. Thank you, Max.”

Encouraged by Max’s reaction, Tess found herself knocking on Mackenzie’s door a few days later, her heart racing. Mackenzie opened the door, dressed in a loose tank top and shorts, her hair tied up in a messy bun. “Hey,” she said, stepping aside to let Tess in. “What’s up?”

Tess took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. “I’ve been thinking a lot about what you said. About… about me maybe being into girls.”

Mackenzie raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Oh yeah? And?”

Tess met her friend’s gaze, her heart pounding in her chest. “And… I think you might be right. I think I might want to… try it.”

Mackenzie’s smile widened, and she stepped closer to Tess, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, really?”

Tess nodded, her breath catching in her throat as Mackenzie reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “Really.”

For a moment, they just stood there, their eyes locked, the air between them charged with electricity. Then, slowly, Mackenzie leaned in, her lips brushing against Tess’s in a soft, tentative kiss. Tess froze for a moment, her mind racing, but then she relaxed into it, her lips pressing back against Mackenzie’s.

The kiss deepened, Mackenzie’s hands moving to Tess’s waist, pulling her closer. Tess’s heart was pounding, her mind a whirlwind of emotions, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through her body. She’d never felt anything like this before.

Mackenzie broke the kiss, her breathing ragged, and rested her forehead against Tess’s. “So,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Do you want to… take this to the bed?”

Tess nodded, her cheeks flushing, and let Mackenzie lead her over to the bed. They sat down, facing each other, their bodies close but not yet touching. Mackenzie reached up, her fingers tracing the line of Tess’s jaw, and Tess shivered at the touch.

“You’re beautiful, you know that?” Mackenzie murmured, her voice soft.

Tess felt her cheeks heat up even more, but she didn’t look away. “So are you.”

Mackenzie smiled and leaned in, capturing Tess’s lips in another kiss. This one was deeper, more passionate, and Tess felt herself melting into it. Her hands found their way to Mackenzie’s shoulders, her fingers curling into the fabric of her tank top.

Mackenzie’s hands slid under Tess’s shirt, her fingers cool against Tess’s skin, and Tess gasped into the kiss. “Is this okay?” Mackenzie asked, pulling back slightly.

Tess nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes. It’s… it’s more than okay.”

Mackenzie smiled and tugged Tess’s shirt over her head, tossing it aside. Tess’s bra followed, and then Mackenzie’s hands were on her bare skin, her fingers trailing down Tess’s sides, sending shivers down her spine.

“You’re so soft,” Mackenzie murmured, her lips brushing against Tess’s neck.

Tess tilted her head back, giving Mackenzie more access, and let out a soft moan as Mackenzie’s teeth grazed her skin.

Mackenzie’s hands moved to Tess’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over Tess’s nipples, and Tess gasped, her back arching. “Oh god,” she whispered, her hands clutching at Mackenzie’s shoulders.

Mackenzie smiled against Tess’s skin and leaned down, her lips closing around one of Tess’s nipples. Tess let out a strangled cry, her fingers tangling in Mackenzie’s hair as Mackenzie sucked and teased her.

Tess had never felt anything like this before. With Max, it had always been… nice, but this was something else entirely. This was electric, every touch sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Mackenzie’s hands moved lower, sliding down Tess’s stomach and slipping under the waistband of her pants. Tess’s breath hitched as Mackenzie’s fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

“Is this okay?” Mackenzie asked again, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tess nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes. Please.”

Mackenzie smiled and slid Tess’s pants and panties down her legs, leaving her completely exposed. Tess’s cheeks burned, but Mackenzie didn’t give her a chance to feel self-conscious. She pressed a soft kiss to Tess’s inner thigh, her fingers brushing against Tess’s folds, and Tess let out a soft moan.

“You’re so wet,” Mackenzie murmured, her voice filled with awe. She pressed a finger against Tess’s entrance, and Tess gasped, her hips jerking up.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Mackenzie smiled and slid her finger inside Tess, slowly and carefully, giving her time to adjust. Tess let out a soft moan, her hips moving against Mackenzie’s hand as Mackenzie began to move her finger in and out, curling it just slightly.

“Oh god,” Tess gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets. “That feels… that feels so good.”

Mackenzie chuckled softly and added a second finger, her thumb brushing against Tess’s clit. Tess’s back arched, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as Mackenzie moved her fingers faster, her thumb rubbing circles around Tess’s clit.

Tess had never felt anything like this before. The pleasure was overwhelming, building inside her with every stroke of Mackenzie’s fingers. She was close, so close, and she could feel herself teetering on the edge.

“Come for me, Tess,” Mackenzie whispered, her voice low and husky.

Tess’s body tensed, her hips bucking as the wave of pleasure crashed over her. She let out a strangled cry, her back arching off the bed as she came, her body trembling with the force of it.

Mackenzie’s fingers slowed, gently easing Tess through her orgasm, and when Tess finally collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving, Mackenzie leaned down to press a soft kiss to her lips. “How was that?” she asked, her voice filled with amusement.

Tess let out a breathless laugh, her body still tingling with the aftershocks. “That was… that was amazing.”

Mackenzie smiled and rested her forehead against Tess’s. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

But it was Tess’s turn to take control. She sat up, her eyes locking with Mackenzie’s as she reached for the hem of Mackenzie’s tank top. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice trembling with newfound confidence. “Let me see you.”

Mackenzie’s breath hitched, her lips parting slightly as Tess pulled the fabric over her head, exposing her toned stomach and the curve of her breasts. Tess’s fingers trembled as she reached for Mackenzie’s bra, unclasping it with a soft click.

Mackenzie’s chest rose and fell as Tess leaned in, her lips brushing against the soft skin of Mackenzie’s collarbone. “You’re beautiful,” Tess murmured, her voice filled with wonder.

Mackenzie let out a soft moan as Tess’s lips trailed lower, her hands tangling in Tess’s hair. “Tess…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Tess’s lips found Mackenzie’s nipple, her tongue circling the sensitive bud, and Mackenzie gasped, her back arching. “Oh god,” she moaned, her fingers tightening in Tess’s hair.

Tess smiled against Mackenzie’s skin, her hands sliding down to unbutton her friend’s shorts. She tugged them down, her breath catching as Mackenzie’s lace panties came into view.

“Tess,” Mackenzie whispered, her voice filled with need. “Please…”

Tess’s hands trembled as she pulled Mackenzie’s panties down, exposing her fully. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering up to meet Mackenzie’s. “Is this okay?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mackenzie nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes. Please, Tess…”

Tess leaned in, her lips brushing against Mackenzie’s inner thigh, and Mackenzie let out a soft moan. Tess’s tongue traced a line up Mackenzie’s thigh, her breath hot against Mackenzie’s skin, until she finally reached her destination.

“Oh god,” Mackenzie gasped as Tess’s tongue brushed against her clit, her hands clutching at the sheets.

Tess didn’t hesitate, her tongue circling Mackenzie’s clit as she slid a finger inside her.

Mackenzie’s hips bucked, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Tess,” she moaned, her back arching off the bed. “Oh god, Tess…”

Tess’s pace quickened, her tongue flicking against Mackenzie’s clit as she added a second finger, curling them just slightly.

Mackenzie’s moans grew louder, her hips moving with Tess’s rhythm. “I’m close,” she gasped, her body trembling. “Oh god, Tess, I’m so close…”

Tess’s fingers moved faster, her tongue relentless, and Mackenzie’s muscles contracted as she climaxed. Mackenzie let out a loud gasp, her eyes rolling back as she came.

Tess slowed down, finally stopping when Mackenzie was gasping for breath. “Did you enjoy that, babe?” she asked, her voice filled with desire.

Mackenzie let out a breathless laugh, her body still tingling with the aftershocks. “That was… incredible.”

They lay there for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their hearts racing in unison.

Tess rested her head against Mackenzie’s chest, listening to the steady beat of her heart. “So,” Mackenzie murmured, her fingers trailing through Tess’s hair. “What now?”

Tess lifted her head, her eyes locking with Mackenzie’s. “Now,” she whispered, her voice trembling with newfound certainty, “You’re mine.”

30 - THE DIAMOND CLUB

FF / FFF / Celebrity / Public / Oral / Strap-on

Ava's heart pounded as she stepped into the opulent Diamond Club, her black high heels clicking sharply against the polished marble floor. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and the low hum of anticipation. Her long dark hair cascaded down her back, swaying gently as she moved through the throng of beautiful, confident women. This was it—the night she had been waiting for since moving to Los Angeles to pursue her modeling dreams.

Ava spotted Miami almost immediately, her bold presence commanding attention from across the room. Miami's blonde lace front wig shimmered under the club's ambient lighting, and her revealing red tube top clung to her curvy figure, accentuating her big breasts. Ava couldn't help but feel a surge of nerves mixed with excitement as she made her way over to the booth where Miami sat alone.

"Hey there," Miami greeted, her dark eyes gleaming with interest as Ava approached. "You must be Ava."

"That's me," Ava replied, trying to keep her voice steady as she slid into the booth opposite Miami. "Thanks for inviting me here."

Miami leaned in, her gaze intense. "You look even better in person. It's rare to find someone as stunning as you in LA."

Ava felt her cheeks heat up at the compliment, ducking her head slightly as she smiled. "Thank you. You don't look too bad yourself."

Miami chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent a shiver down Ava's spine. "Can I get you a drink?"

"I'd love one," Ava agreed, her eyes meeting Miami's. There was something magnetic about this woman, something that drew her in despite her natural shyness.

Miami snapped her fingers, summoning a waitress who appeared moments later with a tray of drinks. She handed one to Ava before taking a sip of her own, never breaking eye contact. "So, what brings you to the Diamond Club?"

"Just exploring my options," Ava said, taking a tentative sip of her cocktail. "I've heard a lot about this place, thought I'd check it out."

"Well, you're definitely in the right spot," Miami assured her, her hand casually resting on Ava's knee. "This is where all the most beautiful, powerful women gather."

Ava felt a thrill run through her at the contact, her breath hitching slightly. She couldn't deny the chemistry between them, the way Miami's touch made her skin tingle. "It's quite the scene," she murmured, shifting slightly in her seat.

Miami's smile widened, her thumb brushing lightly over Ava's kneecap. "It can be whatever you want it to be."

Before Ava could respond, Miami leaned in closer, their faces mere inches apart. "Why don't we see where this takes us?"

Ava's heart raced as Miami's lips brushed against hers, soft and warm. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation, feeling a wave of desire wash over her. When Miami pulled back slightly, Ava opened her eyes to find herself drowning in those dark, alluring pools.

"Do you like that?" Miami asked, her voice a husky whisper.

"Yes," Ava breathed, her body responding to the kiss with a fierce urgency.

Miami's hand slid up Ava's thigh, her fingers tracing the line of her dress. Ava inhaled sharply as Miami's touch grew bolder, her fingers slipping beneath the fabric.

"No panties, huh?" Miami mused, her fingers pressing against the sensitive flesh between Ava's thighs. "Bold move."

Ava bit her lip, her hips instinctively arching towards Miami's hand. "Didn't plan on meeting someone like you tonight."

Miami chuckled again, her fingers finding Ava's entrance, teasing her clit with expert precision. Ava moaned softly, her hands gripping the edge of the table as Miami's fingers worked their magic. The sensations were overwhelming, building quickly, and she knew she wouldn't last long.

"Oh, yes! Don’t stop," Ava gasped, her entire body quivering with need.

Miami obliged, her fingers curling inside Ava, stroking her in just the right way. Ava's vision blurred as she felt the pleasure intensify, her body tensing in anticipation.  Finally, Miami pushed Ava over the edge with a deep thrust of her fingers. Ava cried out, her pussy pulsing around Miami’s fingers. Ava slumped back in the booth, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her mind reeling from the intensity of the experience.

"How was that?" Miami asked, her tone teasing.

"Amazing," Ava admitted, her voice hoarse.

Miami stood up from the table, offering Ava her hand. “I have something else to show you,” she whispered, seductively.

Ava hesitantly took Miami’s hand. Ava was a bit frightened of what would come next, but Miami had her so aroused. She desperately needed more.

Miami guided Ava through a discreet door at the back of the club, leading her into a dimly lit corridor. The walls were lined with rich velvet, and the air was thick with the scent of intoxicating perfumes and the faint murmurs of distant conversations. They walked in silence, each step punctuated by the soft click of their heels on the polished floor.

The private room they entered was a sanctuary of luxurious decadence. A large, plush bed dominated the center, surrounded by deep crimson drapes that seemed to swallow the light. Dim lanterns cast a warm glow over the scene, highlighting the elaborate patterns on the silk sheets and the intricate designs of the antique furniture. The room smelled faintly of lavender and musk, a heady combination that made Ava's heart race.

"Take off your dress," Miami instructed, her voice low and commanding as she began to strip out of her own revealing outfit. Ava hesitated for only a moment before complying, shimmying out of her tight black dress and leaving it on the plush carpet. Ava stood before Miami in nothing but her black heels, her skin tingling with anticipation.

Miami's eyes roamed over Ava's slender form, taking in every curve and contour. "You're even more beautiful than I imagined," she murmured, stepping closer until she could feel the warmth of Ava's body against her own. She reached up to cup Ava's small breasts, thumbing her nipples gently, watching as they hardened almost immediately under her touch.

Ava gasped, her breath hitching in her throat as Miami's fingers continued their leisurely exploration down her body. When those skilled fingers brushed against the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, Ava shuddered, her legs already trembling with need.

"Lie down," Miami whispered, guiding Ava to the bed. She settled herself between Ava's spread legs, her dark eyes never leaving Ava's as she leaned in close, brushing her lips against Ava's glistening pussy. Ava's hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pleasure.

Miami smirked, pleased by Ava's eager response. She tasted Ava’s wetness, bringing on intense waves of pleasure. Ava moaned, her fingers tangling in Miami's blonde wig, pulling her closer. Miami obliged, delving deeper with her tongue, teasing Ava's clit with deft flicks and swirls.

Ava's cry of pleasure echoed through the room as Miami brought her to the edge, then pulled back just enough to keep her hovering there. Miami licked harder and faster, sending Ava spiraling over the edge. Ava's body convulsed with satisfaction, her juices flowing onto the bed.

As Ava's shudders subsided, Miami moved back, leaving a trail of kisses up Ava's trembling body until she reached her lips. She kissed her deeply, sharing the flavor of Ava's delicious juices, before pulling away with a mischievous grin.

"Now for the main event," Miami said, reaching for her bag on the nightstand. She pulled out a strap-on dildo, and slowly began coating it with lube. Ava's eyes widened as Miami secured it around her waist, adjusting it until it rested snugly against her mound.

"Ready?" Miami asked, positioning herself between Ava's legs once more. Ava nodded breathlessly, still recovering from the intensity of her previous climax. Miami pressed the tip of the dildo against Ava's entrance, applying gentle pressure until Ava relaxed enough to let her inside.

Miami thrust slowly at first, allowing Ava time to adjust. The sensation was different from earlier, more filled, more intense. Ava bit her lip, trying to hold back her moans as Miami picked up speed, her thrusts becoming more assertive, more demanding.

Ava's hands clawed at the sheets, her body arching off the bed as Miami buried the dildo deep inside her. As the thick dildo stretched her, Ava felt herself getting closer to an inevitable release.

Suddenly, the door to the private room creaked open. Both women froze, their gazes darting towards the intruder. Standing in the doorway was a stunning woman, a familiar face that Ava recognized immediately. It was a celebrity, someone Ava had admired from afar.

The woman stepped into the room, her presence adding an electrifying tension. She glided gracefully towards the bed, her eyes locked onto Ava's flushed face. Without a word, she knelt beside Ava, her fingers finding Ava's clit with practiced ease.

Ava's breath hitched as the new arrival began to massage her swollen clit, her touch both gentle and insistent. Miami resumed her thrusting, synchronizing her movements with the woman's fingers. The dual stimulation was too much for Ava to handle; she cried out, her body shaking as she came, hard.

Her climax was explosive, her juices gushing out around the dildo, splattering onto the sheets beneath her. The celebrity's fingers retreated, leaving Ava panting, spent. Miami pulled out, the dildo glistening with Ava's juices.

Ava gazed around the room, realizing the celebrity had left, just as quickly and quietly as she’d arrived.

“That was one of my friends,” Miami explained. “I thought she might like to meet you. She’s a very influential woman.”

Ava smiled. It seemed like the move to Los Angeles was working out well.

31 - THE PROFESSOR AND THE PEEP SHOW

FF / Age Gap / College / Stripping / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism / Masturbation / Kissing / Strap-on

Henrietta’s hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the tiny stage. The neon lights buzzed faintly above her, casting an eerie glow on the rows of glass booths below. She hadn’t expected this—this being the seedy underbelly of the city, a place where innocence and desperation collided. Her heart pounded in her chest, each beat louder than the last, drowning out the muffled voices behind the glass. She was moments away from stepping into the booth, her first shift at the peep show, and the weight of it all pressed down on her like a suffocating blanket.

“Just breathe,” she whispered to herself, though her voice cracked like broken glass. “You need this. You have to do this.”

The manager, a greasy man with a cigarette dangling from his lips, had assured her it would be easy money. “Just dance, sweetheart. Move around a bit. They’ll drop their cash like flies.”

Easy money. The words echoed in her mind as she stepped into the booth, the door clicking shut behind her. The small space smelled faintly of sweat and cheap perfume, and she could feel the heat radiating from the single spotlight above her.

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers brushing against the hem of her dress, before taking a deep breath and slipping it over her head. Her reflection stared back at her in the mirrored wall, wide-eyed and trembling, but there was no turning back now.

She began to move, slowly at first, testing the limits of her own discomfort. Her hips swayed hesitantly, and her arms looped around her body as if to shield herself from unseen eyes. But as the minutes ticked by, the music pulsing through the booth seemed to take hold of her, coaxing her into something less self-conscious, something almost… seductive. Her movements became smoother, more deliberate, and a strange kind of confidence bloomed within her. She wasn’t just Henrietta anymore—she was the girl behind the glass, the one drawing in the coins, the one who nobody knew.

And then she saw her.

A woman stepped into the booth, watching Henrietta through the glass, her presence commanding and unshakable. Renada. Even from across the glass, her name seemed to roll off Henrietta’s tongue like a secret whispered in the dark.

She was tall, her sharp features softened only slightly by the dim lighting. Her dark hair framed her face like a shadow, and her lips curled into a smirk that sent a shiver down Henrietta’s spine. She wasn’t like the others—her gaze was different, more intense, as if she were seeing not just Henrietta’s body, but the fear and curiosity that lay beneath.

Renada leaned forward, her finger tapping lightly against the glass. “Take it off,” she said, her voice low and smooth, carrying effortlessly through the booth. “Everything. I want to see you.”

Henrietta froze, her breath catching in her throat. This wasn’t part of the script. No one had told her what to do if someone asked for more. But something about Renada’s presence—her authority, her allure—made it impossible to refuse. Slowly, tentatively, Henrietta reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her cheeks burned, but Renada’s eyes never left her, devouring every inch of exposed skin.

“Good,” Renada murmured, her smirk widening. “Now dance. Move for me. Give me something worth watching.”

Henrietta obeyed, her body moving instinctively to the rhythm of the music. Her hips twisted and spun, her legs gliding across the small stage as if she were floating. The sensation of being watched so intently—commanded—was intoxicating, and a warmth spread through her core. She could feel herself growing wetter, her pulse quickening as Renada’s eyes raked over her.

“Touch yourself,” Renada instructed, her voice cutting through the haze like a razor. “Show me how good it feels.”

Henrietta hesitated again, her hand hovering over her stomach. But Renada’s piercing gaze held her captive, and she found herself obeying without thought, her fingers tracing lower, lower until they brushed against the seam of her panties. A soft moan escaped her lips as her fingers dipped inside, sliding easily through her slick folds. She closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation, in the heat of Renada’s stare on her skin.

Across the glass, Renada shifted slightly, her hand disappearing beneath the waistband of her pants. Henrietta’s eyes fluttered open, her breath hitching as she watched Renada’s fingers move, slow and deliberate, as if mirroring her own actions. The sight sent a shockwave of arousal through her, intensifying the pleasure building between her legs.

“That’s it,” Renada purred, her voice dripping with approval. “Let go for me. Cum for me.”

Henrietta couldn’t hold back any longer. Her thighs clenched around her hand as her orgasm tore through her, leaving her trembling and breathless. She slumped against the wall, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. When she looked up, Renada was still watching her, her smirk gone now, replaced by something softer, almost tender.

“Not bad for your first night,” Renada said, her voice low and intimate.

Henrietta didn’t know what to say. Her head was spinning, her body buzzing with residual pleasure. She wanted to ask why Renada had come to her booth, what she wanted, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she could only nod, her cheeks flushed and her heart racing.

When she finally left the booth, the club felt different—less oppressive, more alive. She wandered through the dimly lit hallway, her thoughts a jumble of confusion and exhilaration. And then she saw her.

Renada stood near the exit, her arms crossed over her chest, waiting. Their eyes met, and Henrietta felt a pang of recognition she couldn’t place. Something about Renada seemed familiar, as if she’d seen her somewhere before.

“Henrietta, right?” Renada said, her tone casual, as if they’d just bumped into each other on the street. “You did well tonight.”

Henrietta nodded, her mouth dry. “Thank you,” she managed to whisper.

Renada studied her for a moment, her expression inscrutable. Then she smiled, a slow, knowing smile. “I think we should talk. Somewhere more private.”

Henrietta’s stomach twisted. “Why? What’s going on?”

Renada took a step closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Because I think you already know who I am. And if you don’t, you soon will.”

Henrietta’s mind raced, searching for answers, for clarity. And then it hit her—the way Renada carried herself, the sharpness of her tone, the depth of her knowledge.

“Oh my god,” Henrietta breathed, her voice barely audible. “You’re… you’re my history professor.”

Renada’s smile widened, a predator baring its teeth. “Guilty as charged.”

Henrietta’s face burned with shame and panic. She opened her mouth to speak, but Renada raised a hand, silencing her.

“Relax,” Renada said, her voice calm but firm. “Your secret’s safe with me. Just… let me buy you a drink. We have a lot to discuss.”

Henrietta hesitated, torn between fleeing and staying. But something in Renada’s eyes—something dangerous and irresistible—kept her rooted to the spot.

“Okay,” Henrietta agreed, her voice trembling.

Renada reached out, her fingers brushing against Henrietta’s arm in a fleeting touch. “Good. Let’s go.”

---

The loft apartment was everything Henrietta had imagined Renada’s place would be: sleek, modern, and impeccably decorated. The walls were lined with bookshelves filled with old leather-bound volumes, and soft jazz played faintly in the background. A bottle of wine sat open on the counter, its rich red color catching the light as Renada poured two glasses.

“Here,” Renada said, handing one to Henrietta. “Drink up. It’ll help calm your nerves.”

Henrietta took a sip, letting the liquid warm her throat. She perched awkwardly on the edge of a plush sofa, her fingers tightening around the glass as Renada sat down beside her. The professor leaned in closer, their knees brushing, and Henrietta could smell the faint scent of lavender and something darker, musky.

“You’re still tense,” Renada observed, her voice softer now, almost intimate. She reached out, tracing the curve of Henrietta’s jaw with the back of her hand. “Why so shy? You weren’t this reserved earlier.”

Henrietta’s breath hitched, the sensation of Renada’s touch sending a shiver down her spine. “That’s different,” she whispered, her voice cracking slightly. “I didn’t think anyone I knew would see me.”

Renada chuckled, low and throaty. “Oh, darling, don’t tell me you’re embarrassed. You were incredible back there. Bold, confident…sexy as hell.” Her fingers trailed lower, brushing against Henrietta’s collarbone before sliding beneath the strap of her tank top. “You don’t give yourself enough credit.”

Henrietta’s pulse quickened, the warmth of Renada’s touch making her head spin. She shouldn’t be feeling this way—shouldn’t be letting her professor touch her like this—but the part of her that had been screaming in panic earlier was quiet now, lulled into submission by the wine and Renada’s slow, deliberate movements.

When Renada leaned in to kiss her, Henrietta didn’t pull away. Instead, she tilted her head, opening her lips to the older woman’s insistent mouth. The kiss was deep, fiery, and entirely unexpected, leaving Henrietta breathless. Renada’s tongue stroked hers, and her hands tangled in Henrietta’s hair, pulling her closer.

“God, you taste good,” Renada murmured against her lips, her voice thick with desire. She pressed closer, pinning Henrietta to the sofa as her kisses grew more urgent, her hands roaming beneath Henrietta’s top.

Henrietta moaned softly, her resistance crumbling under the force of Renada’s advances. She arched her back, pressing herself against her professor’s body, desperate for more. When Renada finally pulled away, both women were breathing hard, their faces flushed.

“Bedroom,” Renada instructed, her voice rough. She grabbed Henrietta’s hand, practically dragging her down the hallway to the master suite. Once inside, she wasted no time, yanking off her own clothes with an ease that made Henrietta feel clumsy.

Watching her professor strip naked, Henrietta couldn’t tear her eyes away. Renada was beautiful in a way that was almost intimidating, her body toned and confident, her skin glowing in the soft light. Henrietta fumbled with her own clothes, finally managing to kick off her shoes and shimmy out of her jeans.

When they were both completely bare, Renada stepped closer, her gaze roving over Henrietta’s body with undisguised hunger. “Lie down,” she commanded, gesturing to the bed. “Let me show you how much I enjoyed watching you tonight.”

Henrietta obeyed, sinking onto the mattress as Renada climbed onto the bed behind her. The professor’s fingers slid between Henrietta’s legs, exploring her wet folds with deliberate precision. Henrietta gasped, her hips bucking instinctively as Renada’s touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through her.

“Oh, you’re already so wet for me,” Renada purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Such a good girl.”

Before Henrietta could respond, Renada shifted behind her, reaching for something on the nightstand. “Hold on,” she said, her tone suddenly serious. “This might be new for you, but trust me—you’re going to love it.”

Henrietta turned her head just in time to see Renada pull a large strap-on dildo from the drawer. Her eyes widened, her mouth going dry as Renada secured the harness around her hips.

“Ready?” Renada asked, her voice low and commanding. Without waiting for an answer, she positioned the dildo at Henrietta’s entrance and pushed forward, filling her in one swift motion.

Henrietta cried out, her body tensing as Renada began to move, thrusting slowly at first before picking up speed. The pressure was overwhelming, but somehow, it felt amazing, like everything inside her was being stretched just enough to send her spiraling toward release.

“That’s it,” Renada growled, her grip tightening on Henrietta’s waist. “Take it, baby. Take all of me.”

Henrietta whimpered, her nails digging into the sheets as Renada pounded into her from behind, her movements growing rougher with each thrust. When Renada grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back sharply, Henrietta’s orgasm shattered through her like a tidal wave.

Her body trembled uncontrollably as she came, her vision blurring as the pleasure overwhelmed her senses. Behind her, Renada continued to move, her breathing heavy as she rode out her own climax, her grip on Henrietta’s hair never loosening.

Finally, when it was over, Renada collapsed beside her, pulling Henrietta into her arms. They lay there together, panting and sweaty, the silence between them charged with something neither of them dared name.

“We shouldn’t have done this,” Henrietta murmured, her voice trembling.

Renada kissed her temple, her lips lingering against Henrietta’s skin. “Maybe not,” she admitted softly. “But I’m not sorry. Are you?”

Henrietta didn’t answer right away, her mind spinning as she tried to process what had just happened. Her professor—her teacher—had just fucked her with a strap-on, and she was…happy? Relieved? Turned on? All of the above?

“No,” she said finally, her voice barely a whisper. “I’m not sorry.”

Renada grinned, her teeth glinting in the dim light. “Good. Then maybe we can do it again sometime.”

Henrietta’s heart skipped a beat. “What about school? People will talk.”

Renada’s grin widened, a wicked gleam lighting up her eyes. “Who says they need to know? This stays our little secret, sweetheart. Deal?”

Henrietta nodded, her brain still fuzzy from the intensity of what they’d just shared. As she closed her eyes, snuggling closer to Renada, one thought kept repeating in her mind: College really has brought out my freaky side.

32 - STRIKEOUTS AND STOLEN HEARTS

FF / Enemies to Lovers / Sports / Butch Femme / Shower / Kissing / Oral

Helena's cleats dug into the dirt as she pivoted on the base, her heart pounding in her chest. The crowd’s roar was a distant hum compared to the thunderous pulse in her ears. She could hear her coach’s voice shouting instructions, but they were drowned out by the adrenaline coursing through her veins. Her eyes locked onto the pitcher from the Marauders, Dee, who stood with an infuriatingly cocky smirk plastered across her face.

"Strike three! You're out!" the umpire's voice cut through the chaos, and Helena felt her world tilt. She watched helplessly as the catcher tossed the ball aside and her teammates gathered around her, consoling yet frustrated.

Dee jogged past, her dreadlocks bouncing with each step, and gave Helena a triumphant glance before heading back to her team. "Better luck next time, sweetheart," Dee called out, her voice dripping with condescension.

Helena clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. She hated that smug look, that confident swagger. It was everything she despised wrapped up in one annoying package. If only she could wipe that grin off Dee’s face once and for all.

As the game ended, the Raiders trudged off the field in defeat. The locker room was a shared space tonight, due to renovations being performed on the visiting team’s locker room. Helena followed her team inside, her mind still reeling from the loss. She peeled off her jersey, tossing it into her locker, and began to undress, her movements mechanical and automatic.

The Marauders arrived moments later, their laughter echoing through the tiled room. Helena tried to ignore them, focusing instead on getting ready for the shower. But it was impossible to avoid the sight of Dee, who was already stripping down, her muscular frame glistening with sweat.

Helena couldn’t help but notice how striking Dee was, even in this mundane context. Her ebony skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights, and her muscles rippled with each movement. It was a body sculpted for power and speed, something Helena had always admired in athletes but now found herself resenting.

Dee caught her staring and winked, a playful glint in her eye. "Like what you see?" she teased, stepping closer.

Helena’s cheeks flushed with anger and embarrassment. "Don’t flatter yourself," she snapped, turning away to grab her towel.

"Come on, Helena. Lighten up," Dee said, her tone shifting to one of playful banter. "It’s just a game."

"Just a game?" Helena spun around, her eyes blazing. "You act like it’s nothing, but every time you strike me out, it feels like more than that."

Dee’s expression softened, her smirk fading. "I didn’t mean to upset you. I only tease because—" She hesitated, as if unsure whether to continue. "Because I actually respect you. You’re tough, Helena. One of the best."

Helena blinked, taken aback by the sincerity in Dee’s voice. "Respect?" she echoed, her anger beginning to ebb.

"Yeah," Dee replied softly. "And maybe… something more."

Before Helena could respond, the rest of the players filed out of the showers, leaving the two of them alone in the humid, mist-filled room. The air between them seemed to thicken, charged with unspoken tension. Helena’s towel slipped from her fingers, pooling at her feet, and she stood there, exposed and vulnerable under Dee’s gaze.

Dee took a tentative step forward, her eyes never leaving Helena’s. "Can I… can I wash your back for you?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Helena swallowed hard, her throat dry. The request was so intimate, so unexpected, that she hardly knew how to react. But something in Dee’s eyes, something raw and earnest, made her nod. "Okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

Dee reached out, her fingers brushing against the warm, wet skin of Helena’s back. The sensation sent a shiver down Helena’s spine, and she closed her eyes, allowing herself to sink into the moment. Dee’s touch was firm yet gentle, washing away the grime of the game and leaving behind a trail of tingling heat.

"You have beautiful skin," Dee murmured, her lips close enough to Helena’s ear that she could feel the warmth of her breath. "So soft."

Helena’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind a chaotic whirl of emotions. She turned slightly, her breasts brushing against Dee’s arm, and looked into her eyes. There was no trace of mockery or arrogance there, only desire and something deeper, something Helena hadn’t expected to find.

"Helena," Dee said, her voice a husky whisper. "Let me show you how much I care."

Helena trembled, her resolve cracking under the intensity of Dee’s gaze. She nodded, her eyes darting to Dee’s lips, wondering what it would be like to taste them. To kiss someone who had been both her rival and, perhaps, her destiny.

Dee must have seen the longing in her eyes, because she leaned in, her lips hovering just millimeters from Helena’s. "May I?" she asked, her voice barely above a breath.

Helena could only nod, her entire world narrowing to that single point of contact. And then, Dee’s lips were on hers, soft and eager, devouring the space between them like a wildfire consuming dry brush.

Helena melted into the kiss, her arms wrapping around Dee’s neck as she pressed herself closer. The water cascaded around them, the steam rising to obscure their surroundings, but Helena couldn’t care less. All that mattered was this moment, this connection that had been building between them despite their rivalry.

Dee’s hands roamed down Helena’s sides, her fingertips tracing the curve of Helena’s waist and the swell of her hips. Dee pulled back slightly, her eyes dark with passion, and whispered, "You’re so beautiful, Helena. So perfect."

Helena’s breath hitched, her body responding to the touch and the words with undeniable hunger. She wanted more, needed more, and she dropped to her knees between Dee’s legs, her breath hot against Dee’s pussy. She licked Dee’s clit, enjoying the sweet taste.

Helena's fingers tightened around Dee's waist as she continued to explore the butch woman's pussy with her tongue. The sound of the water cascading around them was almost deafening, but it couldn't drown out the moans that escaped Dee's lips. Helena's senses were heightened; she could taste the saltiness of Dee's skin mixed with the soap from the shower, and she could feel the tension in Dee's body as she began to climax.

Dee's hands gripped the tiled wall of the shower, her fingers trembling as she struggled to stay upright. Her breaths came in short, ragged gasps, and her legs trembled with the effort of holding herself up. Helena could see the beads of sweat forming on Dee's forehead, mingling with the water droplets that trickled down her face.

"Fuck, Helena," Dee muttered through clenched teeth, her voice strained. "You're so good at this."

Helena felt a surge of pride and arousal at Dee's words. She pressed her tongue harder against Dee's clit, swirling it in circles while her fingers worked inside Dee's soaked pussy. She could feel the walls contracting around her fingers, signaling that Dee was close.

With one final, desperate moan, Dee's body shuddered as she came, her hips bucking against Helena's face. Helena held on tight, not wanting to stop until Dee had completely ridden out the wave of pleasure. When Dee finally slumped against the wall, her head resting against her forearm, Helena pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

The shower was filled with the scent of their combined arousal, mixed with the steam and the faint smell of shampoo. Helena stood up, her own body tingling with need, and looked into Dee's eyes. They were half-lidded, heavy with satisfaction and something else—something deeper, more intimate.

"Your turn," Dee said softly, her voice still husky from her climax. She pushed herself off the wall and knelt between Helena's legs, her eyes never leaving Helena's.

Helena shivered as Dee's warm breath ghosted over her sensitive skin. She spread her legs wider, giving Dee better access, and closed her eyes, leaning back against the cool tiles. She could feel the water streaming down her body, washing away the sweat and the remnants of their earlier passion.

Dee's hands slid up Helena's thighs, sending shivers down her spine. She cupped Helena's ass, squeezing gently before moving her hands back to Helena's inner thighs. With deliberate slowness, Dee leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste Helena's swollen folds.

Helena gasped, her back arching involuntarily at the sensation. Dee's tongue was rough and insistent, circling her clit before delving deeper, exploring every inch of her pussy. Helena's fingers tangled in Dee's dreadlocks, pulling slightly as she tried to steady herself.

"Dee," Helena breathed, her voice breaking. "Oh God, Dee, don't stop."

Dee didn't stop. If anything, she intensified her efforts, her tongue lapping at Helena's juices, her fingers teasing her entrance. Helena's hips began to move of their own accord, grinding against Dee's face as she sought more contact, more friction.

The world narrowed down to just the two of them in the shower, the water beating down on them, the steam rising around them, and the sounds of their bodies coming together. Helena's breaths grew shorter, her chest heaving as she struggled to keep up with the sensations coursing through her body.

Dee's fingers slid inside Helena, curling inside her as her tongue worked its magic on Helena's clit. Helena's vision blurred with pleasure, her cries growing louder as she felt herself on the edge of release.

"Dee, I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum," Helena panted, her voice trembling.

Dee looked up at her, her dark eyes gleaming with triumph and desire. "Cum for me, baby," she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. “I wanna make you scream.”

That was all it took. With a cry that echoed off the tiled walls, Helena's body seized, her muscles tightening as she came hard, her pussy spasming around Dee's fingers. Dee never stopped, continuing to lap at Helena's clit as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, ensuring that every last bit of pleasure was wrung from her body.

When Helena finally collapsed against the wall, her legs trembling too much to hold her up, Dee stood and wrapped her arms around her, holding her tightly. The water continued to pour down on them, but neither of them cared.

"I think," Dee whispered into Helena's ear, "that maybe we should get out of this shower before we both drown."

Helena chuckled weakly, her body still buzzing with residual pleasure. "Yeah," she agreed, her voice soft. "We probably should."

As they stepped out of the shower, dripping wet and wrapped in towels, Helena couldn't help but smile. For the first time in a long while, she felt... happy. Content. And maybe, just maybe, she was ready to let go of her anger and resentment towards Dee.

Because if this was what happened when enemies became lovers, then perhaps there was hope for them after all.

33 - A STEAMY PRISON SHOWER SCENE

FF / Prison / Shower / Oral / Dildo / Masturbation / Exhibitionism

Her skin tingled as the cold water cascaded down her body, the harsh reality of prison life washing over her like a relentless storm. Avery stood under the showerhead, her mind racing with thoughts of home, of the life she had left behind. Her hands moved mechanically, scrubbing at her arms, trying to rid herself of the filth that seemed to cling to her even here, in this sterile, oppressive environment.

Across from her, Brielle's shower curtain was wide open, and Avery couldn't help but steal glances at her best friend. Brielle stood proud, her curvy body glistening under the water, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders. There was something so undeniably sexy about her presence, a confidence that Avery envied and longed for.

Avery reached for her body wash, pulling back the curtain just enough to grab it. As she did, her eyes locked onto Brielle's, who was watching her intently.

Brielle's lips curled into a playful smile, and she winked. “Care to join me?” she playfully asked.

A jolt of electricity shot through Avery, igniting a fire deep within her that she hadn't felt in months. Without thinking, Avery dropped the body wash and stepped out of her stall, her bare feet slapping against the cold tile floor. She moved quickly, almost instinctively, slipping into Brielle's shower stall and closing the curtain behind her. The space was cramped, but it offered them a semblance of privacy—a small sanctuary in the midst of chaos.

Brielle's eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked Avery up and down. "Hi, beautiful," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I didn’t think you’d actually get in.”

"Yeah, I can’t believe I did it," Avery admitted breathlessly, her heart pounding in her chest. “But I want you, Brielle. You’re so sexy.”

Brielle's smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her wet body pressing against Avery's in the tiny stall. "You always did know how to make things interesting, didn't you?"

Before Avery could respond, Brielle's lips were on hers, soft and demanding. Avery gasped, her hands instinctively reaching out to cup Brielle's face, pulling her deeper into the kiss. It was a desperate, hungry kiss, filled with all the longing and frustration that had been building inside Avery since she'd been incarcerated.

The taste of Brielle, the feel of her body, was intoxicating. Avery's mind clouded with desire, her worries and fears melting away under the heat of their embrace. She broke the kiss, her breathing shallow and ragged, and looked down at Brielle, whose eyes were shimmering with lust.

"Avery..." Brielle began, her voice thick with emotion. "I’ve been wanting to do this. I didn’t know how to ask.”

"I’ve been wanting this too," Avery confessed, her voice trembling. She knew this was dangerous, that they were playing with fire, but at this moment, she didn't care. She needed this, needed Brielle, more than she'd ever needed anything.

Brielle's hands slid down Avery's body, her fingers tracing the curves of her hips before dipping lower, brushing against the sensitive skin between her thighs. Avery shuddered, her knees buckling slightly as Brielle's touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through her.

"You're so gorgeous," Brielle murmured, her fingers dancing teasingly along Avery's inner thighs. "So fucking sexy."

Avery closed her eyes, savoring the feel of Brielle's touch, the way her fingers seemed to light her up from the inside out. Avery wanted more, needed more, but she wasn't sure how to ask.

Brielle's hand paused, and she looked up at Avery, her eyes shining with understanding. "Tell me what you want, baby," she said softly, before sliding her fingers between Avery's legs.

Unable to speak, Avery cried out, her head falling back as Brielle's fingers found her clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive spot. The sensation was overwhelming, nearly sending Avery to her knees. She gripped Brielle's shoulders for support, her nails digging into the firm muscle.

"Is this what you needed?" Brielle asked, her voice thick with arousal.

Avery nodded mutely, her brain too foggy with pleasure to form words. All she could do was watch, her eyes half-closed, as Brielle's fingers worked magic on her aching body.

Slowly, deliberately, Brielle slipped a finger inside Avery, her movements slow and controlled. Avery's breath hitched, her body tightening around Brielle's invading digit. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, the tension building inside her with every thrust of Brielle's hand.

Avery bit her lip, fighting the urge to cum, wanting to savor this moment for as long as possible. But it was too much, too intense, and with a sigh of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Brielle held Avery close, her fingers still moving inside her, milking every last drop of pleasure from Avery's quivering body. Finally, Avery collapsed against Brielle, her entire body weak and trembling.

"That was perfect," Avery whispered, her voice hoarse.

Brielle smiled, her hands gently kneading Avery's back. "Anytime, love," she said softly. "Anytime."

Avery felt a sense of peace wash over her, a calm that she hadn't felt in months. For the first time since she'd been sentenced, she felt like she could breathe again. But there was still one thing missing, one thing she needed to complete this perfect moment.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice steady now. "Can I… taste you?”

Brielle's eyes darkened with desire, and she nodded slowly. "Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, please."

Avery sank to her knees, the cool tile biting into her skin. She reached for Brielle, her hands trembling as she pulled her close. Brielle's pussy was right in front of her face, glistening with water and desire. Avery hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue darting out to taste her best friend for the first time.

Brielle gasped, her hands flying to Avery's head as Avery's tongue explored her slick pussy. The taste was intoxicating, and Avery couldn't get enough. She licked and sucked, her fingers joining in as she explored every inch of Brielle's wetness.

"Avery," Brielle moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily. "Oh God, Avery, yes!"

Encouraged by Brielle's response, Avery increased her efforts, her tongue flicking faster, her fingers plunging deeper. She could feel Brielle’s breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. With a strangled cry, Brielle came, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her. Avery drank it all in, tasting the intensity of Brielle's release.

When Brielle finally began to come down, she sagged against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Avery rose to her feet, her own body humming with satisfaction. She wrapped her arms around Brielle, holding her close as the water continued to rain down on them.

"Wow," Brielle whispered, her voice raw. “You’re good at that, babe”

"Thanks," Avery murmured, her heart swelling with affection. "But we need to be careful. What if someone comes in?"

Brielle shrugged, a playful glint in her eye. "What if they do? We can handle it."

Avery smiled, enjoying the rush of adrenaline that came with the thought of being caught. But there was something else she wanted, something she needed to make this moment complete.

"Brielle," Avery said, her voice suddenly serious. "Do you have...?"

Brielle's eyes twinkled with amusement, and she reached into her shower bag, pulling out a makeshift dildo—something she'd crafted from sanitary pads, a pen, and some plastic wrap. Avery's eyes widened in surprise, but also in anticipation.

"Thought you might want this," Brielle said with a grin. “Sometimes I use it in the shower, when I get horny”

Avery took the dildo from her, her fingers trembling as she examined the crude yet effective toy. The thought of Brielle fucking her tight pussy with the large dildo filled Avery with lust.

With a deep breath, Avery positioned herself, guiding the dildo toward her own pussy. Knowing that the toy had been inside of Brielle’s tight wetness made Avery’s pussy ache with desire. Avery needed to be fucked so badly. She hesitated for only a moment before pushing forward, her muscles clenching around the hard, unyielding object.

"Fuck," Avery groaned, her head falling back as she impaled herself on the dildo. "Oh God, Brielle..."

Brielle watched with rapt attention, her hands gripping the tiled wall for support. "You look so good," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. "So fucking good."

Avery began to move, her hips rolling as she fucked herself with the dildo. The sensation was intense, far more so than she'd expected, and she soon found herself panting with exertion.

Avery looked at Brielle, and saw that Brielle was fingering herself. She watched as Brielle’s fingers slid deep into her own pussy, her juices dripping down her thighs. Brielle let out a small sigh as she pleasured herself.

Brielle made eye contact with Avery, communicating her desire. "Harder," Brielle urged, her voice hoarse. "Fuck yourself harder, Avery."

Inspired by Brielle's words, Avery obeyed, her movements growing more frantic. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the familiar ache of impending release. Her fingers found her clit as the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy.

"Oh, yeah," Avery gasped, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts. "God, Brielle, I'm gonna..."

"Take it all, baby," Brielle whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the rushing water. “Cum for me.”

With a scream of release, Avery came, her body shuddering as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her. Her muscles clenched tight around the dildo as she reached new heights of satisfaction.

Avery looked into Brielle’s eyes, as they experienced simultaneous ecstasy. Brielle threw her head back in delight, her fingers were moving faster as she brought herself to an intense release.

Finally, Avery collapsed against the tiled wall, her legs trembling. Brielle slumped down next to Avery, her arms wrapping around Avery, holding her close.

“What does this mean for us, Avery?” Brielle asked, still catching her breath.

“I don’t know, Avery,” Avery answered. “But I hope we can keep doing it.”

“Absolutely,” Brielle declared. “I can’t wait!”

Avery smiled. Adjusting to prison life had been difficult, but her relationship with Brielle was a bright spot in the harsh reality. Their newfound attraction was a welcomed distraction from the hardships they both faced.

34 - A STRANGER AT THE GYM

FF / Sports / Public / Oral

Antoinette walked into the locker room at her gym. She was tired, sweaty and ready to get her ass in the shower. She hated going to the gym and loved it at the same time. She loved the feeling of her body growing stronger with every rep. But she hated the discomfort of aching muscles.

She changed out of her workout clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor next to her locker. She twisted the combination lock open, and pulled out her shower towel, her shower flip flops and her bottle of Dove body wash. She locked up her locker and went into the showers.

The shower was a large tiled room with several shower heads. It was a group shower, but it was unoccupied for a few minutes. It was a big room with plenty of room to move around. The shower heads were aligned so that no matter where you were standing, you were getting hit with water.

Antoinette was tired and ready to relax. She got naked and got under the water, closing her eyes. She tilted her face upwards towards the shower head. She liked the feel of the water on her skin. It made her feel warm and relaxed. It washed away all of the stress and sweat from the day.

Antoinette didn’t notice a woman joining her in the shower room. Antoinette opened her eyes, and there was a beautiful dark skinned woman standing in front of her. And the woman had the sexiest body Antoinette had ever seen.

The woman was small, but fit. With a tight round ass, and perfect breasts. Her hair was long. And fell down her back in waves. The water ran down on her dark skin, making it glisten.

She stood in front of Antoinette, looking at her. Her eyes were like chocolate drops. Brown and delicious. Her lips were full, and her skin was smooth. She smiled as Antoinette stared at her.

“I’m Janice,” she said. “I couldn’t help but notice how sexy you look in the shower.”

Antoinette was caught off guard. She hadn’t expected to be talked to. She was used to people ignoring her at the gym. Not flirting with her. She didn’t know what to do. But she couldn’t deny that this woman was sexy. “Thanks,” Antoinette said.

“No problem,” Janice said, taking a step closer to her. “So, you come here often?”

Antoinette felt her face turn red. Janice was being bold and aggressive. And it turned her on. “Yeah,” she replied. “I try to work out every day.”

“You have a nice body. Are you on any diet?” Janice asked, stepping closer.

Antoinette swallowed. She couldn’t believe how gorgeous Janice was. The way she moved with grace and poise. The way her hips swayed back and forth when she walked. She looked into her eyes again. And saw something that made her heart beat a little faster. Hunger.

“Baby, could you please wash my back for me?” Janice asked, mischievously. “I promise, I’ll do something for you in return.”

Antoinette’s eyes widened. Was Janice asking her to scrub her body? “Excuse me?” Antoinette asked.

“You heard me, baby,” Janice said. “I need someone to wash my back. And I need someone to make my pussy feel good.”

Antoinette’s cheeks felt hot. She wasn’t used to being talked to in this way, yet it turned her on. Janice was so brash, so aggressive. Antoinette didn’t want to get involved with some stranger. She had enough drama in her life. And the last thing she needed was someone new. But Janice was sexy and bold.

Antoinette couldn’t deny the way Janice was making her feel. “Okay,” she whispered, squeezing some of her Dove soap onto a washcloth. Antoinette walked up behind Janice and began washing her back.

Antoinette rubbed her hands up and down. Trying not to touch any of the forbidden areas. But it was hard. The more she touched Janice’s skin, the harder it became to keep her hands away. She felt the wetness of her pussy begin to grow. And her nipples started to harden. She tried in vain to hide her arousal.

Janice moaned when she touched Antoinette’s shoulders. “Feels good baby,” she said.

Antoinette smiled and kept scrubbing. She began washing Janice’s breasts. She rubbed her hands in small circles. Moving the soap around and around. Janice’s nipples were big and brown. Antoinette gently flicked her thumbs over them, watching as they grew harder.

Janice gasped and reached up. Taking one of Antoinette’s hands and moving it to her pussy. Janice’s slit was slick with desire. Antoinette rubbed Janice’s clit gently, moving her hand back and forth.

Janice spread her legs and moved her hips back and forth. Grinding against Antoinette’s hand. She moaned, placing her lips against Antoinette’s ear. “Baby,” she whispered. “I want you to eat me.”

Antoinette stopped rubbing Janice’s pussy. She looked at her in shock and surprise. But also with a hunger growing inside of her. She wanted to taste her too. Antoinette dropped to her knees.

She moved her tongue across Janice’s pussy, tasting it for the first time. It was salty and sweet. And slick with wetness. She moved her tongue around, trying to cover every inch. And then she moved her tongue to her clit.

Janice placed her hands against the wall and spread her legs open wide. Antoinette moved her tongue up and down, licking her clit. She used her lips to suck it, pulling it into her mouth. She listened as Janice moaned and gasped. As she felt her thighs begin to shake.

Janice grabbed a handful of Antoinette’s hair and pulled it back. “Eat it baby,” she whispered.

Antoinette moaned and continued to lick her clit. Sucking on it hard, trying not to let her go. Until Janice came.

She tasted the juices flow out of her. And swallowed them. She sucked until they were all gone. And then pulled away.

“Wow,” Janice said.

Antoinette stood up, and smiled. “That was nice,” she said.

“Mmm, yeah,” Janice agreed. “Maybe we can do it again sometime.”

They both turned off their showers and got out of the group shower room. Walking out in towels. Dripping wet. With goose bumps covering their skin. But neither of them cared. They had just shared a moment that neither of them would forget anytime soon.

Antoinette and Janice exchanged phone numbers. “I’ll call you later,” Janice said.

“I can’t wait,” Antoinette replied, a glimmer of lust in her eyes.

They both left the gym together. Walking out into the cool evening air. But Antoinette knew that she wouldn’t be forgetting Janice anytime soon. She had a feeling that they would be seeing each other again soon. And that it would be fun.

35 - TAMING KAT

FF / Cheating / Butch Femme / Kissing / Spanking / Oral / Rimming / Strap-on

Zara sat in the dimly lit cafe, her caramel-colored skin glowing under the soft lighting. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders as she sipped her coffee, lost in thought. She had been in this city for a few weeks now, working freelance jobs to make ends meet. But something about today felt different.

The door chimed as it swung open, and Zara’s eyes lifted to see a woman entering. She was sophisticated in every sense of the word, with an air of confidence that commanded attention. Her hair was silver at the temples, giving her an ageless charm. She scanned the room, her gaze finally settling on Zara. A slow smile spread across her lips as she approached.

“Are you Zara?” The woman asked, her voice smooth and polished.

“I am,” Zara replied, setting her cup down. “And you must be Amy.”

Amy nodded, taking a seat across from Zara. “I apologize for the late introduction. I wanted to ensure we were uninterrupted.”

Zara raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What can I do for you, Amy?”

Amy leaned in closer, her eyes narrowing slightly. “I have a proposition for you. One that could solve both our problems.”

Zara remained silent, waiting for Amy to continue.

“My wife, Kat, has been... unfaithful,” Amy said, her voice tinged with pain but controlled. “She denies it vehemently, but I know she’s lying. I need proof, undeniable proof.”

Zara’s curiosity piqued. “And you think I can provide that proof?”

Amy nodded. “Kat is a butch lesbian, very attractive. She has a certain type, and I believe you fit that type perfectly.”

Zara’s heart skipped a beat. This was not what she had expected when she stepped into the cafe that morning. “And what exactly are you proposing?”

“Seduce her,” Amy said simply. “Get her to cheat on me again, but this time, I need evidence. Photos, videos—anything that will show her for who she truly is.”

Zara hesitated, weighing the implications of such a task. “And what’s in it for me?”

Amy smiled, pulling out an envelope from her purse. “Money. A lot of it. Enough to live comfortably for a while. And if you succeed, there’s more where that came from.”

Zara took the envelope, feeling the weight of the cash inside. It was a tempting offer. “Why me?”

“Because you’re beautiful, intelligent, and most importantly, you don’t give up easily,” Amy explained. “I’ve done my research. You’re perfect for the job.”

Zara considered the offer for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, Amy. I’ll do it.”

***

The days that followed were filled with subtle approaches and casual encounters. Zara found herself spending more time at the places Kat frequented, hoping to catch her eye. It wasn’t hard; Kat was hard to miss with her short, bleached blonde fade and muscular frame. There was an aura of suaveness around her, a confidence that drew people in.

One evening, at a local bar, Zara finally caught Kat’s attention. They locked eyes across the crowded room, and Zara gave a small, inviting smile. Kat returned the smile, a glint of interest in her dark brown eyes. She made her way over, her presence commanding and magnetic.

“Mind if I join you?” Kat asked, gesturing to the empty stool beside Zara.

“Please,” Zara replied, scooting over slightly to make room.

They talked for hours, the conversation flowing effortlessly. Zara found herself drawn to Kat’s charisma, her wit, and the way she carried herself. It was intoxicating. By the end of the night, they exchanged numbers, and Kat invited Zara to see her again.

As the weeks passed, their interactions grew more intimate. Zara began to feel something deeper than just the assignment. She couldn’t deny the attraction, the connection she felt with Kat. It was unlike anything she had experienced before.

One night, after a particularly intense conversation, Kat suggested they leave the bar. “There’s a motel nearby,” she said, her voice low and suggestive. “We could… continue this somewhere more private.”

Zara’s heart raced. This was it. The moment she had been waiting for. She nodded, unable to resist the pull of Kat’s invitation.

They arrived at the motel, the neon sign flickering outside casting a surreal glow over the scene. Inside, the room was dim, the only light coming from a single lamp by the bed. Kat shut the door behind them, turning to face Zara with a smirk.

“You’ve been awfully curious about me lately,” Kat said, stepping closer. “Tell me, what got you so interested?”

Zara swallowed hard, her mind racing. She hadn’t expected this line of questioning, especially not now. “I… I just like getting to know people,” she stammered, trying to keep her composure.

Kat chuckled, a low, throaty sound. “Bullshit,” she said, her eyes boring into Zara’s. “But it doesn't matter. We’re here now.”

Before Zara could respond, Kat closed the distance between them, pressing her body against Zara’s. The heat between them was palpable, electric. Zara’s breath caught in her throat as Kat leaned in, her lips brushing against Zara’s ear.

“I bet you’d look even better without those clothes,” Kat whispered, her hand sliding down to caress Zara’s hip.

Zara shivered, her resolve weakening. She knew she should be thinking of Amy, of the proof she needed to gather, but all she could focus on was the sensation of Kat’s touch. “Maybe I would,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Kat’s grin widened as she pulled back slightly, admiring Zara’s flushed face. “Then let’s find out, shall we?”

Kat’s fingers were like fire on Zara’s skin, sending shivers down her spine as she slowly began to undress her. Zara’s hands trembled slightly as she reached for Kat’s shirt, pulling it over her head to reveal a toned, muscular torso that made Zara’s breath hitch. Kat’s muscles bunched and flexed as she moved, each movement deliberate and confident.

“You’re beautiful,” Zara whispered, her eyes tracing the curves of Kat’s body.

Kat smirked, her hands now working on the buttons of Zara’s blouse. “And you, Zara, are a delight to look at.”

Kat pulled the blouse open, revealing Zara’s creamy caramel skin beneath. Her fingers trailed down Zara’s arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake, before reaching the waistband of her skirt. With a deft movement, Kat unzipped it, letting it fall to the floor in a soft whisper of fabric.

Zara’s heart pounded in her chest as she stood in nothing but her underwear, feeling exposed yet exhilarated under Kat’s intense gaze. Kat’s eyes roved over her, taking in every curve, every detail, before finally meeting Zara’s gaze again.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” Kat murmured, her voice thick with desire.

Zara swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “K-kat…”

But Kat didn’t let her finish. Instead, she stepped forward, pressing her lips firmly against Zara’s in a passionate kiss. The world seemed to tilt on its axis as their tongues danced together, tasting and exploring. Zara’s hands found their way to Kat’s back, gripping her tightly as the kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more frantic.

When they finally broke apart, both women were breathless, their chests rising and falling with heavy breaths. Kat’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked down at Zara, who was now completely naked.

“Ready for the next part?” Kat asked, her voice low and sultry.

Zara nodded eagerly, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “Yes, please.”

Kat’s grin widened as she took Zara by the hand and led her to the bed. They climbed onto it together, the mattress creaking softly under their weight. Kat positioned Zara on her hands and knees, her eyes dark with lust as she admired the view.

“Perfect,” she muttered, her hands running down Zara’s back, tracing the curve of her hips. Zara shivered as Kat’s fingers lingered on her ass, gently squeezing the firm flesh.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” Kat said, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Zara clenched her fists, biting her lip nervously. “Do… do what you want with me, Kat.”

Kat chuckled, the sound deep and resonant. “Oh, I intend to.”

With that, she brought her hand down sharply on Zara’s ass, the slap echoing through the room. Zara yelped, the sensation of pain and pleasure mingling into a heady rush. Kat didn’t stop, her hand coming down again and again, each smack adding to the growing heat between Zara’s thighs.

And then, the pain turned to pleasure as Kat’s hand slid between Zara’s legs, finding her slick pussy. Kat’s finger slipped inside Zara, slowly teasing her wetness.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Kat growled, her hand now slick with Zara’s arousal. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick at the welts forming on Zara’s skin. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through Zara’s body.

Zara could feel Kat’s breath against her ass cheeks. The tip of Kat’s tongue pressed against Zara’s asshole, making Zara quiver with desire. Kat began licking, bringing on waves of pleasure. Zara moaned, her head hanging low as Kat continued to feast on her ass.

The older woman’s tongue was relentless, exploring every inch, driving Zara wild with desire. Her fingers found Zara’s clit, rubbing it in slow, torturous circles that had Zara crying out with need.

“Please, Kat… more…” Zara begged, her voice ragged.

Kat pulled back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Patience, my dear. There’s plenty more where that came from.”

She reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a large, glistening strap-on dildo. Zara’s eyes widened as she saw it, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement.

“Shh, don’t worry,” Kat soothed, her voice gentle. “I’ll be gentle… at first.”

Zara bit her lip, nodding hesitantly. “Okay…”

Kat positioned herself behind Zara, her hand guiding the tip of the dildo to Zara’s entrance. Slowly, she pushed it inside, watching Zara’s reaction intently. Zara gasped, the intrusion stretching her wider than she had ever been before. But there was no pain, only an overwhelming sense of fullness that made her pussy clench around the toy.

“That’s it, take it all,” Kat encouraged, her hips moving faster with each thrust.

Zara’s moans grew louder, her body arching as Kat worked her over with expert precision. The dildo filled her completely, hitting all the right spots and making her see stars.

Kat leaned forward, her lips brushing against Zara’s ear. “You like that, don’t you?” she purred, her hand quickening the pace. “Such a good girl… taking everything I give you.”

Zara could only nod, her mind fogged with pleasure. Kat’s fingers returned to Zara’s clit, teasing and stroking in time with the thrusts of the dildo. It wasn’t long before Zara felt the familiar coil of tension building inside her, her orgasm approaching fast.

“K-kat… I’m gonna… I’m gonna come!” Zara cried out, her body trembling with the force of her impending climax.

Kat grinned, her hand never faltering. “Then come for me, Zara. Let go.”

The words were all it took. With a strangled cry, Zara’s body seized, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pure ecstasy. Her pussy pulsed around the dildo, milking it for every last drop of pleasure. Kat kept up the rhythm, drawing out Zara’s climax until she was left panting and spent.

When Zara finally collapsed onto the bed, Kat pulled the dildo out. She unfastened the strap-on harness, tossing it aside. She crawled up beside Zara, her eyes softening as she looked down at the younger woman.

“How do you feel?” Kat asked quietly.

Zara turned her head to look at Kat, her eyes glassy with residual pleasure. “Amazing… but also… confused.”

Kat’s expression grew thoughtful. “About what?”

Zara hesitated, then spoke the words that had been gnawing at her since the beginning. “I was hired to seduce you… to catch you cheating. And now… I don’t know what to do.”

Kat smiled faintly, brushing a stray lock of hair from Zara’s face. “Do you really think I didn’t know?” she asked softly. “I figured it out pretty quickly. But you intrigued me, Zara. You still do.”

Zara’s brows furrowed in confusion. “Then… why keep going? Why not just tell Amy you knew?”

Kat shrugged, her expression turning playful once more. “Because it’s fun, isn’t it? Watching her squirm, knowing we’re one step ahead?” She leaned in, her lips inches from Zara’s. “And because I like you. More than I thought I would.”

Zara’s heart skipped a beat. “You… you like me?”

Kat’s smile faded slightly, replaced by a serious expression. “I do. In fact… I think I might be falling in love with you.”

Zara’s breath caught in her throat, a whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her. “B-but… you’re with Amy…”

Kat sighed, sitting up and running a hand through her short blonde hair. “True. But she’s not faithful to me, either. Our relationship is just a game of cat and mouse. Maybe we can find something different… something real.”

Zara’s mind raced, trying to process Kat’s words. On one hand, she wanted to run from the complicated situation they were in. But on the other… she couldn’t deny the pull she felt towards Kat, the connection that had formed between them.

Before she could respond, Kat’s hand slid under her chin, tilting her face upwards. “What do you say, Zara? Want to see where this leads?”

Zara stared into Kat’s eyes, seeing the vulnerability hidden beneath the confidence. She realized then that she didn’t want to walk away, not yet. Not when there was still so much untapped potential between them.

“Yes,” Zara whispered, her voice shaky but determined. “Let’s see where this goes.”

36 - THE NURSE’S DESIRES

FF / Romantic / Medical / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play

The hospital room was quiet, save for the faint beeping of machines and the distant shuffle of shoes on the linoleum floor. Ramona stared at the ceiling, her fingers tracing the edge of the bandage on her forehead. The scar beneath it was still raw, a permanent reminder of the accident that had upended her life. She sighed, her mind racing with all the responsibilities she couldn’t attend to—work, her dog, her bills. The weight of it all pressed down on her chest, making it hard to breathe.

The door creaked open, and Ciara stepped in, her scrubs neatly pressed, her smile warm but professional. “How are we feeling tonight, Ramona?” she asked, her voice soft but steady. She carried a clipboard, though Ramona had noticed she rarely looked at it. Ciara always seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

Ramona forced a smile. “Fine, I guess. Just... restless. I’m not used to being cooped up like this.”

Ciara nodded, her dark eyes thoughtful. “I get that. But you’re healing, and that’s what matters. You’ll be back to your old self in no time.” She placed the clipboard on the table and moved closer, her hand resting lightly on Ramona’s arm. “You’re stronger than you think.”

The touch sent a small shiver through Ramona, one she quickly tried to dismiss. It’s just a nurse being kind, she told herself. But there was something about Ciara—her patience, her warmth, the way she seemed to really see Ramona, not just her injuries—that made it hard to ignore the growing attraction.

“You’re leaving tomorrow, right?” Ciara asked, pulling Ramona from her thoughts.

“Yeah,” Ramona replied, her voice tinged with both relief and something else she couldn’t quite place. “Finally. But... I’ll miss you.” The words slipped out before she could stop them, and she immediately wished she could take them back. She felt her cheeks flush, and she looked away, focusing on the IV in her arm.

Ciara’s expression softened, and she tilted her head slightly. “You’ll miss me? That’s sweet.” Her tone was playful, teasing, but there was a flicker of something deeper in her eyes. She stepped closer, her hand still on Ramona’s arm. “You know, I’ll miss you too. You’re... different from most of my patients.”

Ramona’s heart skipped a beat. “Different how?”

Ciara smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of her lips. “You’re brave. You’ve been through a lot, but you haven’t let it break you. I admire that.”

Ramona swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She’s just being nice, she told herself again, but the way Ciara was looking at her made it hard to believe. “Ciara, I...” She hesitated, then took a deep breath. “I know this might sound crazy, but... would you want to go out sometime? After I’m out of here, I mean.”

Ciara’s smile faltered for a moment, and she glanced down at her hand on Ramona’s arm. “Ramona, I... I can’t date a patient. It’s against the rules.” Her voice was gentle, but the words stung.

Ramona felt her face burn with embarrassment. “Right. Of course. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have—”

Ciara’s hand tightened on her arm, cutting her off. “Wait. Don’t apologize.” She looked up, her eyes searching Ramona’s. “It’s not that I don’t want to. It’s just... complicated.”

Ramona’s breath hitched. “Complicated how?”

Ciara didn’t answer. Instead, she leaned in, her lips brushing against Ramona’s in a kiss that was soft, tentative, but full of unspoken desire. Ramona froze for a moment, her mind racing, but then she melted into it, her hands reaching up to cup Ciara’s face.

The kiss deepened, their breaths mingling as Ciara’s hands slid down to Ramona’s waist, pulling her closer. Ramona’s heart pounded in her chest, her body humming with a sudden, desperate need. She moaned softly, her fingers tangling in Ciara’s hair.

Ciara pulled back just enough to whisper, “We shouldn’t be doing this,” but her hands were already moving, pushing the hospital gown up Ramona’s thighs. Her fingertips traced a teasing path along Ramona’s skin, sending shivers of anticipation through her.

Ramona’s breath came in shallow gasps as Ciara’s hand slipped between her legs, her fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties. “Ciara—” she started.

But Ciara silenced her with another kiss, her tongue sliding against Ramona’s as her fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles.

Ramona’s hips bucked involuntarily, her body responding to Ciara’s touch with a hunger she hadn’t realized she was capable of. She reached down, tugging her panties off and tossing them aside, not caring where they landed.

Ciara’s smile was wicked as she lowered herself to her knees beside the bed, her hands sliding up Ramona’s thighs. “You’re so beautiful,” she murmured, her breath warm against Ramona’s skin. “I’ve been wanting to do this since the first day I saw you.”

Ramona’s heart skipped a beat at the words, but she didn’t have time to process them before Ciara’s mouth was on her, her tongue lapping at Ramona’s folds with a desperation that matched her own. She cried out, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Ciara’s tongue dipped inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

“Ciara, please—” Ramona begged, her voice breaking as Ciara’s tongue focused on her clit, flicking it with just the right amount of pressure to send her spiraling toward the edge.

Ramona could feel the heat building in her core, her body tightening as Ciara’s tongue worked her with a skill that left her breathless. When the climax hit, it was like a tidal wave, crashing over her with a force that left her trembling. She cried out, her body arching off the bed as pleasure consumed her, every nerve ending firing at once.

Ciara didn’t stop until Ramona’s body went limp, her breathing ragged as she sank back into the bed. She looked up at Ciara, her eyes wide with wonder. “That was... incredible.”

Ciara smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Ramona’s forehead. “You’re incredible.” She stood, her hands moving to the hem of her scrubs. “I think it’s your turn now.”

Ramona’s eyes widened as Ciara pulled her scrubs off, revealing a body that was every bit as perfect as she’d imagined. Her skin was smooth and flawless, her curves tempting and inviting. Ramona reached out, her fingers trailing over Ciara’s stomach as she climbed onto the bed, straddling Ramona’s hips.

“You’re so beautiful,” Ramona whispered, her hands moving up to cup Ciara’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Ciara gasped, her head falling back as Ramona leaned in, taking one nipple into her mouth and sucking gently.

“Ramona—” Ciara moaned, her hips grinding against Ramona’s as she reached down, her fingers finding Ramona’s clit and rubbing in slow, torturous circles.

Ramona’s body responded instantly, her hips bucking as she moved down Ciara’s body, her tongue lapping at her folds with the same hunger Ciara had shown her. The taste of her was intoxicating, and Ramona drank her in, her tongue swirling around Ciara’s clit as her fingers slid inside her.

“Oh, God—” Ciara cried out, her hands clutching at Ramona’s shoulders as Ramona’s fingers curled inside her, her tongue working her clit with a relentless rhythm. Ciara’s body tightened, her hips jerking as she came with a cry that echoed through the quiet room.

When it was over, Ciara collapsed onto the bed beside Ramona, her breathing ragged as she turned to look at her. “We’re definitely going on that date,” she said, her voice breathless but firm.

Ramona smiled, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Ciara’s skin. “I’ll hold you to that.”

37 - A SISTER’S JEALOUSY

FF / Taboo / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Vibrator / Oral

Tatiana leaned against the kitchen counter, staring at her phone. The text from her brother, Rob, blinked back at her. "Hey sis, mind if I bring my new girlfriend home with me for the weekend? She’s dying to meet the fam. Thanks!"

Tatiana rolled her eyes so hard it almost hurt. Of course he had a new girlfriend. He always did. And he always brought them home, flaunting them like trophies before discarding them a few weeks later. She typed back a quick, "Fine," before tossing her phone onto the counter. She didn’t have the energy to argue.

The jealousy simmered low in her chest, a dull ache she’d grown accustomed to. Rob had always been the golden boy—the one who effortlessly charmed everyone, especially women. Tatiana, on the other hand, had always felt like she was fighting for attention. She was a lesbian, and while she’d dated her fair share of women, it never seemed as easy for her as it was for Rob. He didn’t even care about the women he dated. He used them, tossed them aside, and moved on without a second thought. And yet, they always came back for more.

The day of the dinner arrived. Tatiana dressed carefully, choosing a sleek black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. She told herself it was just for confidence, but deep down, she knew she wanted to make an impression. When Rob and his girlfriend walked into the restaurant, Tatiana’s breath caught in her throat.

Elexa was stunning. Her curly black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that could have been carved out of marble. Her brown eyes sparkled with mischief, and her tight red dress left little to the imagination. Tatiana felt a flush creep up her neck as Elexa’s gaze met hers.

“Tatiana, this is Elexa,” Rob said, gesturing between them. His voice was already slurred, his arm slung lazily around Elexa’s shoulders.

“Nice to meet you,” Tatiana said, forcing a smile.

“Likewise,” Elexa replied, her voice smooth like honey. She extended a hand, and when Tatiana shook it, she felt a jolt of electricity shoot up her arm.

The dinner was a blur. Rob dominated the conversation, bragging about his latest promotion and the lavish trip he was planning for himself. Tatiana barely listened. Her attention was fixed on Elexa, who seemed to be studying her just as intently. At one point, Tatiana felt something brush against her leg under the table. She froze, her fork halfway to her mouth. It was Elexa’s foot, gently grazing her calf. Tatiana’s heart raced, but she didn’t pull away.

When they got back to Tatiana’s house, Rob immediately cracked open a bottle of whiskey and poured himself a glass. He downed it in one gulp, then poured another. Tatiana and Elexa sat on the couch, sipping wine and talking. Their conversation flowed effortlessly, and Tatiana found herself laughing more than she had in weeks.

Rob, on the other hand, was getting drunker by the minute. By the time he stumbled to the couch and passed out, his hand still clutching the whiskey bottle, Tatiana and Elexa were in a world of their own.

“He’s not much of a fun date when he’s like this, huh?” Elexa said, her voice tinged with amusement.

“He’s always like this,” Tatiana replied, her tone bitter. She took another sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Elexa’s.

There was a moment of silence, heavy with unspoken tension. Then Elexa leaned in, her lips brushing against Tatiana’s ear. “I’ve been wanting to do this all night,” she whispered.

Tatiana’s breath hitched. She should have pulled away. She should have told Elexa to stop. But she didn’t. Instead, she turned her head, their lips meeting in a kiss that sent sparks flying through her veins.

They broke apart, their breaths mingling as they stared at each other. Tatiana’s heart was pounding, her mind racing with conflicting emotions. She didn’t want to betray her brother, but the desire coursing through her was too strong to ignore.

Elexa stood, holding out a hand. “Come with me,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tatiana hesitated for only a second before taking Elexa’s hand and letting her lead the way upstairs.

The bedroom felt like a different world, bathed in the soft glow of the moonlight streaming through the window. Elexa turned to Tatiana, her hands sliding up her arms to cup her face. Their lips met again, this time with a hunger that left Tatiana breathless.

Their hands fumbled with buttons and zippers, desperate to rid each other of their clothes. When they were finally naked, Tatiana’s eyes roamed over Elexa’s body, taking in every inch of her flawless skin.

Elexa pushed Tatiana onto the bed, climbing on top of her. Their lips crashed together once more, their tongues dancing in a heated rhythm. Tatiana’s hands found Elexa’s hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together.

“Tell me what you want,” Elexa murmured against her lips.

“You,” Tatiana breathed, her voice trembling with desire.

Elexa’s hand trailed down Tatiana’s body, her fingers slipping between her thighs to tease her already wet folds. Tatiana gasped, her back arching off the bed as Elexa’s fingers found her clit.

She moved slowly at first, circling the sensitive nub with a gentleness that made Tatiana’s toes curl. Then she picked up the pace, her fingers working in a rhythm that had Tatiana moaning into the crook of her arm.

Just when Tatiana thought she couldn’t take any more, Elexa reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Tatiana’s clit.

The sensation was overwhelming. Tatiana’s body trembled as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. She grabbed onto the sheets, her hips bucking against Elexa’s hand as she teetered on the edge of release.

“Come for me,” Elexa whispered, her voice a sultry command.

Tatiana’s climax hit her like a tidal wave. Her vision blurred, her body convulsing as pleasure consumed her. She cried out, her voice muffled by the pillow she’d buried her face in.

When the tremors subsided, Elexa pulled the vibrator away and set it aside. She straddled Tatiana’s hips, her own arousal evident in the way she ground against her.

“Your turn,” Tatiana said, her voice still shaky.

Elexa smirked, lowering herself until their lips were inches apart. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Tatiana flipped them over, pinning Elexa to the bed. She kissed her way down Elexa’s body, reveling in the way she squirmed beneath her. When she reached her destination, she didn’t hesitate.

She started slow, her tongue lapping at Elexa’s folds with a gentleness that made her moan. Then she pressed her tongue flat against her clit, circling it in a way that had Elexa’s fingers tangling in her hair.

“Faster,” Elexa pleaded, her voice strained.

Tatiana obliged, increasing the pace until Elexa was writhing beneath her. She slipped two fingers inside, curling them in a way that made Elexa cry out.

It didn’t take long for Elexa to fall apart. Her body tensed, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm ripped through her. Tatiana didn’t stop until Elexa was trembling, her breathing ragged and uneven.

When Tatiana finally pulled away, Elexa reached for her, pulling her into an embrace. They lay there, their bodies intertwined, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in.

The next morning, Tatiana woke up to find Elexa still curled up beside her. She felt a pang of guilt, but it was overshadowed by the satisfaction of the night before.

They dressed quickly, sneaking downstairs to find Rob still passed out on the couch. His snores filled the room, a stark contrast to the silence of the morning.

Elexa glanced at Tatiana, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Last night was…”

“Amazing,” Tatiana finished.

Elexa nodded, her eyes filled with something that looked like fear. “But no one can find out…”

“Don’t worry,” Tatiana assured her. “I won’t tell anyone.”

38 - HELP FROM AUNT JILL


FF / Taboo / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Oral

Ciara’s hands gripped the steering wheel tightly, her knuckles white as the engine sputtered and died. The car rolled to a stop on the side of the empty road, the hum of the city distant and faint. She groaned, slapping the wheel in frustration. Of all the times for this to happen, she thought, pulling out her phone. The tow truck company’s number was saved, but her thumb hesitated over her contacts. She scrolled down to “Aunt Jill,” her heart skipping a beat.

Jill had always been there for her. Since Ciara was a little girl, Jill had been a constant—her mother’s best friend, the woman who’d picked her up from school when her mom was too busy, the one who’d held her hand through her first breakup. But lately, something had shifted. Ciara couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but there was a tension between them now. A heat. Every time Jill smiled at her, every time their hands brushed, Ciara felt a flutter in her stomach that she couldn’t ignore.

She hit dial, her breath catching as the phone rang once, twice.

“Ciara?” Jill’s voice was warm, familiar, and just a little husky. “Everything okay?”

“Not really,” Ciara admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “My car broke down. I don’t know what to do.”

Jill didn’t hesitate. “Give me your location. I’ll call a tow truck and come get you.”

Ciara’s shoulders relaxed. Of course Aunt Jill would know what to do. She sent her the location and leaned back in her seat, staring out at the deserted road. Her thoughts drifted to Jill again. She’d always been beautiful—tall, with curves that turned heads, and a confidence that made her seem larger than life. But lately, Ciara had noticed things. The way Jill’s eyes lingered on her, the way her laughter seemed to linger a little too long when they were together. It was almost… flirtatious.

She shook her head, trying to push the thoughts away. This is Aunt Jill. You’re being ridiculous.

But the thoughts didn’t leave. They simmered, low and dangerous, as she waited.

—

The tow truck arrived first, and Ciara watched as the driver hooked up her car. She was standing on the side of the road, arms wrapped around herself, when Jill’s car pulled up. Jill stepped out, her high heels clicking against the pavement, her fitted dress hugging her body in all the right places. Ciara’s breath caught.

“You okay, sweetie?” Jill asked, her voice soft as she approached.

Ciara nodded, though her heart was racing. “Yeah, just… stressed.”

Jill placed a hand on her shoulder, and the warmth of her touch sent a shiver down Ciara’s spine. “Let’s get you home.”

They got into Jill’s car, the familiar scent of her perfume filling the space. Ciara’s hands fidgeted in her lap as they drove. She could feel Jill’s eyes on her occasionally, glancing over, but she didn’t dare look back. The silence was heavy, charged with something Ciara couldn’t name.

When they reached her apartment, Ciara hesitated before getting out. “Do you… want to come in?”

Jill’s gaze softened, and she nodded. “Of course.”

—

Inside, the tension only grew. Ciara poured them both a glass of wine, her hands trembling slightly as she handed one to Jill. They sat on the couch, the space between them shrinking with every passing second. Ciara’s mind raced. Say something. Do something.

“Jill,” she finally blurted out, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jill turned to her, her expression unreadable. “Yeah, sweetie?”

Ciara’s heart pounded in her chest. “I… I don’t know how to say this.”

Jill reached out, her fingers brushing against Ciara’s hand. “You can tell me anything.”

Ciara took a deep breath, her stomach twisting. “I think… I think I have feelings for you. More than just… you know, like family.”

The room fell silent. Ciara’s face burned, and she wanted to disappear. But then Jill’s hand tightened around hers.

“Ciara,” Jill murmured, her voice low and steady. “I’ve been feeling it too.”

Ciara’s eyes widened. “You… have?”

Jill nodded, her gaze intense. “For a long time. I’ve tried to ignore it, but… I can’t anymore.”

Ciara’s breath caught as Jill leaned in, their faces inches apart. For a moment, time seemed to stop. Then, Jill’s lips met hers, soft and tentative at first, but soon deepening into something more. Ciara’s mind was a whirlwind, but her body responded instinctively, her hands reaching up to tangle in Jill’s hair.

When they finally broke apart, both women were breathless.

“Is this okay?” Jill whispered, her eyes searching Ciara’s.

Ciara nodded, her heart pounding. “More than okay.”

Jill’s lips curved into a soft smile, and she stood, extending a hand to Ciara. Ciara took it, her legs shaky as she followed Jill to the bedroom.

—

Jill’s hands were gentle as she undressed Ciara, her lips trailing along her skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Ciara’s breath hitched as Jill’s fingers traced the curve of her waist, her hips, her thighs. When Jill’s mouth found her clit, Ciara’s back arched, her fingers clutching the sheets.

“Jill…” she moaned, her voice trembling.

Jill didn’t respond with words. Instead, she intensified her movements, her tongue driving Ciara to the edge. When Ciara finally came, her body shuddering with pleasure, Jill held her close, kissing her softly.

Now, it was Ciara’s turn. She moved between Jill’s legs, her hands trembling as she explored Jill’s body. Her tongue found Jill’s clit, and she pressed a finger inside, her movements slow and deliberate. Jill’s moans spurred her on, and when Jill’s body tensed, her release spilling over, Ciara savored the taste, the moment, the connection.

They lay together afterward, their bodies tangled, the world outside forgotten. Ciara’s mind was a mess of emotions—confusion, desire, something deeper she couldn’t quite name. But one thing was clear: she wanted Jill. More than she’d ever wanted anything.

Suddenly, the ringtone of Ciara’s phone shattered the quiet. She reached over, her heart sinking as she saw the number. The tow truck company.

“Your car’s ready,” the voice on the other end said.

Ciara hung up, her eyes meeting Jill’s. “We should get going,” Jill said softly, her voice tinged with regret.

As they dressed, Ciara’s mind was spinning. She knew this was wrong, but she couldn’t deny the pull she felt toward Jill. And as they walked out the door, Jill’s hand brushing against hers, Ciara realized something terrifying.

She was falling in love.

39 - FORBIDDEN LUST IN THE JUNGLE

FF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Oral

“Do you hear that?” Ashley whispered, her voice trembling as she sat upright in the bed. The jungle outside their hotel room was alive with sounds—crickets chirping, leaves rustling, and the distant, haunting cry of a howler monkey.

Rebecca turned her head, her heart pounding. “Hear what?” she asked, though she already knew. The noises were unsettling, a cacophony that made the vast, untamed wilderness feel too close, too real.

“It’s… scary,” Ashley admitted, her voice barely audible. “I can’t sleep.” She clutched the thin sheet to her chest, her eyes wide in the dim light of the room.

Rebecca sighed, running a hand through her hair. “It’s just the jungle. It’s supposed to sound like this.” She tried to sound calm, but her own nerves were frayed. The thought of Shawn out there somewhere—lost, hurt, or worse—was too much to bear.

“I know, but…” Ashley paused, biting her lip. “Can I… can I sleep with you?” Her voice was soft, almost shy, but there was a vulnerability in her tone that Rebecca couldn’t ignore.

They’d flown in just hours earlier, intent on joining the efforts to look for Shawn, Rebecca’s brother and Ashley’s husband. An avid outdoorsman, he had visited the Amazon rainforest looking for adventure. But a week ago, he went on a hike into the jungle, and he never returned. The whole family was in a panic. Rebecca and Ashley had taken the first available flight to South America.

Rebecca hesitated, her mind racing. She and Ashley had always been close, but this… this felt different. Still, she nodded, scooting over to make room. “Okay. Come here.”

Ashley slipped into the bed beside her, their bodies close but not touching. For a moment, the room was silent except for the distant hum of the jungle. Then Ashley reached out, her fingers brushing against Rebecca’s arm.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I just… I feel safer with you.”

Rebecca’s breath caught in her throat. This isn’t right, she thought. But as Ashley’s hand lingered on her arm, she couldn’t bring herself to pull away. Instead, she turned to face her, their eyes meeting in the dim light.

“We’ll find him,” Rebecca said softly, though she wasn’t sure if she was trying to reassure Ashley or herself. “We will.”

Ashley nodded, but there were tears in her eyes. “I’m just so scared,” she admitted. “What if… what if something happened to him? What if we’re too late?”

Rebecca reached out, her hand cupping Ashley’s cheek. “Don’t think like that,” she said firmly. “Shawn’s strong. He’s a survivor. He’ll be okay.”

Ashley leaned into her touch, her eyes closing as a tear slipped down her cheek. “I just miss him so much,” she whispered.

Rebecca’s heart ached for her. She knew what Ashley was going through—the fear, the uncertainty, the crushing weight of not knowing. They were both feeling it, and in that moment, they were all each other had.

Before she could stop herself, Rebecca leaned in, her lips brushing against Ashley’s in a soft, tentative kiss. It was a mistake—she knew it was—but in that moment, it felt like the only thing that could silence the fear, the grief, the ache that had been consuming them both.

Ashley froze for a moment, her breath hitching. Then, to Rebecca’s surprise, she kissed her back. It was hesitant at first, but as their lips moved together, the kiss deepened, becoming something more—something desperate, something needy.

Rebecca’s hands moved to Ashley’s waist, pulling her closer as the kiss grew more urgent. Her mind was screaming at her to stop, that this was wrong, but her body wasn’t listening. All she could think about was how good it felt to be close to someone, to feel something other than fear and grief.

Ashley’s fingers tangled in Rebecca’s hair, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts as they kissed. Their bodies pressed together, the heat between them growing with every passing second.

“Rebecca…” Ashley whispered against her lips, her voice trembling with a mix of desire and guilt.

“I know,” Rebecca murmured, her hands sliding under Ashley’s shirt, her fingers skimming over the soft skin of her back. “I know.

She kissed her again, deeper this time, her tongue slipping into Ashley’s mouth. Ashley moaned softly, her hands gripping Rebecca’s shoulders as their bodies moved together, the lines between them blurring.

They were both lost—in the jungle, in their grief, in each other. And for the first time in what felt like forever, they weren’t thinking about Shawn, or the search, or the fact that this was so very, very wrong. All they could think about was the fire burning between them, the need that had been simmering beneath the surface for far too long.

Ashley’s hands moved to Rebecca’s shirt, tugging it off as they kissed. Rebecca helped her, tossing the shirt aside before helping Ashley out of hers. Their bare skin pressed together, the heat between them almost unbearable.

“Rebecca…” Ashley whispered again, her voice filled with longing as her hands roamed over Rebecca’s body.

Rebecca didn’t answer—she couldn’t. Instead, she kissed her way down Ashley’s neck, her lips trailing fire as she went. Her hands found Ashley’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples, eliciting a soft moan from Ashley’s lips.

Ashley’s head fell back, her breath coming in sharp gasps as Rebecca’s mouth moved lower, her lips closing over one of her nipples. She teased it with her tongue, sucking gently as Ashley’s hands gripped her shoulders, her nails digging into her skin.

“Oh god…” Ashley moaned, her hips arching up as Rebecca’s hand slid down her stomach, finding the waistband of her shorts.

Rebecca hesitated for a moment, her mind screaming at her to stop, that this was wrong, that Shawn was out there somewhere, lost and alone. But Ashley’s pleading eyes and the fire burning in her own body were too much to resist.

She slipped her hand into Ashley’s shorts, her fingers brushing against the wetness between her legs. Ashley gasped, her hips bucking up as Rebecca’s fingers found her clit, teasing it gently.

“Please…” Ashley whispered, her voice breaking with need.

Rebecca didn’t need to be told twice. She pushed Ashley’s shorts down, tossing them aside before moving down her body, her lips trailing kisses along her stomach. When she reached the apex of Ashley’s thighs, she paused, her breath hot against Ashley’s wet folds.

“Rebecca…” Ashley moaned, her hands tangling in her hair.

Rebecca didn’t hesitate any longer. She pressed her tongue against Ashley’s clit, tasting her for the first time. Ashley’s hips jerked up, a strangled cry escaping her lips as Rebecca’s tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles.

She could feel Ashley trembling beneath her, her legs shaking as Rebecca licked and sucked, her fingers slipping inside her to add to the pleasure. Ashley’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her hands gripping the sheets as Rebecca brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god… oh god, Rebecca…” Ashley cried out, her back arching as the first wave of pleasure hit her.

Rebecca didn’t stop. She kept going, her tongue and fingers working in tandem as Ashley came undone beneath her. Ashley’s body convulsed with pleasure, her juices gushing into Rebecca’s mouth as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

When it was over, Ashley collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Rebecca crawled up her body, her lips finding Ashley’s in a deep, passionate kiss.

“That was…” Ashley whispered, her voice trembling.

“Yeah,” Rebecca agreed, her own heart still racing.

They lay there in the silence, their bodies entwined, the jungle outside still humming with life. The guilt was there, lurking in the back of Rebecca’s mind, but for now, she pushed it aside. For now, all she cared about was the warmth of Ashley’s body against hers, the way she fit so perfectly in her arms.

But the peace didn’t last long. In the early hours of the morning, just as the first rays of sunlight began to peek through the curtains, they were woken up by a commotion outside.

“What’s going on?” Ashley asked, sitting up in bed, her eyes wide with fear.

Rebecca listened for a moment, her heart pounding. Then, she heard it—the sound of voices, loud and excited, coming from outside the hotel.

“They found him,” she whispered, her voice filled with a mix of relief and dread. “They found Shawn.”

Ashley’s eyes met hers, and for a moment, they just stared at each other. Then, without a word, they hurried to get dressed, their secret tryst forgotten—for now.

But as they rushed out of the room to meet Shawn at the hospital, Rebecca couldn’t shake the feeling that nothing would ever be the same again.

40 - ONE LAST CHANCE

FF / College / Age Gap / Old Flame / Romantic / Kissing / Oral / Dildo

Jasmine stood in the middle of the bookstore, her fingers tracing over the spines of old novels as she lost herself in the familiar scent of paper and ink. It had been years since she’d walked into a place like this, but today, something had drawn her in—a craving for a story, perhaps, or maybe just an escape from the monotony of her life. She was thirty now, older than she’d ever thought she’d be when she was twenty, and yet, some parts of her felt frozen in time.

If only I could freeze this moment, she thought, staring at the rows of books. But then, as if summoned by her thoughts, a voice cut through the quiet murmur of the store.

“Jasmine?”

Her heart stopped. She knew that voice. She’d spent years trying to forget it, but no amount of distance or time had dulled its sharpness. Slowly, she turned, her breath hitching as her eyes fell on Leanne.

Leanne Hart. Her former professor. The woman who had shattered her world ten years ago.

Leanne looked different now—older, yes, her once jet-black hair streaked with silver, her sharp jawline softened by time. But there was still something about her that made Jasmine’s pulse quicken, something that stirred memories she’d long buried.

“It is you,” Leanne said, her voice softer now, almost hesitant. She stepped closer, and Jasmine felt herself retreating, though her feet seemed rooted to the floor.

“Hi,” Jasmine managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d remember me,” Leanne said, her lips curving into a small, uncertain smile. “It’s been so long.”

Too long, Jasmine thought, her stomach twisting. She did remember. How could she forget? The late-night study sessions that had turned into whispered confessions, the way Leanne’s fingers had brushed against hers under the table, the heat of her body so close it had felt like they were sharing the same breath. And then the pain—the sudden, crushing realization that it had all been a lie.

“I remember,” Jasmine said, her tone flat, defensive.

Leanne’s smile faltered, and for a moment, there was silence between them, thick and heavy like the air before a storm. Then, slowly, Leanne took a deep breath.

“I owe you an apology,” she said, her voice low, almost fragile.

Jasmine blinked, surprised. She hadn’t expected this. She hadn’t expected any of it.

“For what?” she asked, her voice sharper than she intended.

Leanne took another step forward, her hands clasped in front of her as if she were afraid Jasmine might bolt. “For how things ended,” she said. “For hurting you. I never wanted to hurt you, Jasmine. You have to believe that.”

Jasmine stared at her, her mind racing. Ten years. Ten years of anger and confusion and unanswered questions. And now, here was Leanne, standing in front of her, offering an apology.

Do I even want to hear it? she wondered, but even as the thought crossed her mind, she found herself nodding.

“Okay,” she said, her voice barely audible.

Leanne exhaled, relief washing over her face. “Can we… can we sit down somewhere? There’s a café in the back. Just coffee. No strings. I just want to talk.”

Jasmine hesitated. Part of her wanted to run, to disappear into the stacks and never look back. But another part of her—a deeper, more reckless part—wanted to stay.

“Fine,” she said finally.

They sat at a small table near the window, their coffee cups steaming between them. Leanne talked first, her words tumbling out in a rush as if she were afraid Jasmine might cut her off. She told her about her divorce, about how the affair had destroyed her marriage, about how she’d spent years carrying the weight of guilt.

Jasmine listened, her chest tight, her emotions swirling like a tempest. She hadn’t expected this, either—not the vulnerability in Leanne’s voice, not the way her hands trembled as she sipped her coffee.

“And you?” Leanne asked after a while, her voice softer now. “How have you been?”

Jasmine hesitated, unsure of how much to reveal. “I’m okay,” she said finally. “Busy. Life goes on, right?”

Leanne nodded, but there was something in her eyes—something raw and unspoken. For a moment, they sat in silence, the tension between them palpable.

“You still teach,” Jasmine said after a while, breaking the silence.

Leanne smiled faintly. “Yeah. Still at the university. Same subject. Same classroom. Sometimes I wonder if I’ll ever leave.”

Jasmine nodded, though her mind was elsewhere. She couldn’t help but notice how Leanne’s eyes kept flickering to her hands, to her lips, to the curve of her neck. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but it was there.

Jasmine wondered if Leanne felt it too. She glanced at Leanne, her pulse quickening.

When they finished their coffee, Leanne suggested they leave. As they walked out of the bookstore, the cool evening air washed over them, and Jasmine felt a strange sense of anticipation building in her chest.

“Would you… would you like to come over?” Leanne asked suddenly, her voice trembling slightly. “Just to talk. More comfortably.”

Jasmine froze, her heart pounding in her ears. She knew what this meant, what it could lead to. And yet, despite the fear coiling in her stomach, she found herself nodding.

“Yes,” she said softly.

Leanne’s house was warm and cozy, filled with the scent of candles and old books. They moved straight to the bedroom, their footsteps silent on the hardwood floor. When they reached the bed, Leanne turned to her, her eyes dark and intense.

“I missed you,” she said, her voice low, almost hoarse.

Jasmine’s breath hitched, her body responding to the raw emotion in Leanne’s voice. Before she could think, Leanne closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to Jasmine’s in a kiss that was both tender and urgent.

Jasmine melted into her, her arms wrapping around Leanne’s waist as their tongues met, tasting each other like they’d never parted. The years vanished in that moment, leaving behind only the heat of their bodies and the intensity of their connection.

Leanne’s hands slid up under Jasmine’s shirt, her fingers brushing against her skin and igniting sparks of desire. Jasmine moaned into her mouth, arching into the touch as Leanne’s nails lightly scratched along her ribs.

“Tell me you missed me too,” Leanne whispered against her lips, her voice barely audible.

Jasmine hesitated, her mind torn between the lingering fear of being hurt again and the undeniable pull of her attraction to Leanne. But as Leanne’s fingers continued their relentless exploration, sliding lower until they cupped her breast, Jasmine surrendered.

“I missed you,” she admitted, her voice soft, almost shy.

Leanne groaned, her grip tightening as she kissed Jasmine harder, more deeply. Their clothes came off in a frantic, hurried mess, their hands tearing at buttons and zippers as if they couldn’t get free of them fast enough.

When they were both naked, Leanne pushed Jasmine gently back onto the bed, her eyes raking over her body with a hunger that made Jasmine shiver.

“You’re beautiful,” Leanne murmured, her fingers tracing the curve of Jasmine’s thigh. “So perfect.”

Jasmine bit her lip, her body tense with anticipation as Leanne crawled onto the bed, positioning herself between her legs.

“Let me show you how much I’ve missed you,” Leanne said, her voice dripping with desire.

And then her mouth was on Jasmine’s pussy, her tongue darting out to taste her, and Jasmine cried out, her hips lifting instinctively as Leanne began to devour her with a skill that left no room for doubt.

Jasmine’s breath hitched as Leanne’s tongue found her clit, circling it with precision that sent electric pulses through her body. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly, knuckles white, as she arched her back, pressing herself deeper into Leanne’s mouth. The taste of her own arousal on Leanne’s lips was heady, intoxicating, and it sent a shiver down her spine. She had missed this—missed her.

“Leanne…” Jasmine managed to whisper, her voice trembling with need. “Please…”

Leanne responded by sucking hard on her clit, her fingers sliding deep into Jasmine’s wetness, stroking her in rhythm with her tongue. Jasmine’s hips bucked uncontrollably, her thighs quivering as Leanne worked her like a master artist, every flick of her tongue sending waves of pleasure crashing over her.

“You feel so good,” Leanne murmured against her, her voice low and throaty. “So fucking good.”

Jasmine could only whimper in response, her vision blurring as she felt the pressure building in her core, threatening to explode. Leanne’s hand moved faster, her fingers curling inside her, hitting that sweet spot that made Jasmine cry out. Her toes curled, her back arching off the bed as she came hard, her juices flowing onto Leanne’s waiting tongue.

Leanne didn’t stop, not even for a moment. She swallowed every drop greedily, her eyes locked on Jasmine’s as if to say, I remember everything, and I’m going to give you everything you need.

When Jasmine finally collapsed back onto the bed, gasping for air, Leanne pulled away slowly, licking her lips. “Taste me,” she said, her voice still husky with desire.

Jasmine hesitated for just a moment, her fear creeping in. What if Leanne hurt her again? But then Leanne rolled over, her pussy glistening with need, and Jasmine’s doubts melted away. She couldn’t resist her. Not now. Not after all these years.

She shifted onto her knees behind Leanne, her hands trembling slightly as she reached out to stroke her thigh. Leanne moaned softly, tilting her hips up to invite Jasmine closer. “Do it,” she whispered. “I want you.”

Jasmine’s heart pounded as she leaned in, her breath hot against Leanne’s skin. She pressed a kiss to the curve of her ass before lowering her head, her tongue flicking out to taste her for the first time in a decade. Leanne gasped, her body tensing as Jasmine’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her.

“Oh god,” Leanne groaned, her hands gripping the sheets as Jasmine worked her with increasing confidence. Her tongue circled her clit, teasing it gently before taking it between her lips and sucking. Leanne’s hips jerked in response, her breathing ragged as she tried to hold herself together.

“Jasmine…” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Please…”

Jasmine obeyed, her hands sliding around to cup Leanne’s breasts, squeezing them roughly as she continued to devour her. Her tongue flicked faster, harder, until Leanne was crying out, her body convulsing as she came, her juices flooding onto Jasmine’s waiting tongue.

For a moment, they both lay there, panting, their bodies slick with sweat and each other’s moisture. Then Leanne reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a large, phallic dildo that gleamed under the dim light. Jasmine’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest.

“Lie back,” Leanne commanded, her voice firm but tender.

Jasmine obeyed, spreading her legs wide as Leanne positioned herself between them. She coated the toy with lube, her fingers lingering on Jasmine’s sensitive flesh as she slid it between her folds, testing her readiness.

“You’re so wet,” Leanne murmured, her tone almost awed. “For me.”

Jasmine bit her lip, her pulse racing as Leanne lined the dildo up with her entrance. Then, without warning, she pushed it in, filling Jasmine completely in one smooth motion. Jasmine cried out, her nails digging into the mattress as Leanne began to move, thrusting the toy in and out of her with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Fuck…” Jasmine breathed, her hips lifting to meet each thrust. The sensation was overwhelming, blending with the memories of their past encounters, making her ache for more.

Leanne watched her closely, her eyes dark with desire as she sped up, the dildo gliding in and out of Jasmine’s tight channel with ease. “You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her voice dripping with lust.

Jasmine nodded, unable to speak. Her entire body was on fire, her breaths coming in short pants as Leanne brought her to the brink again and again.

“Cum for me,” Leanne ordered, her voice commanding. “Do it.”

And Jasmine did. With a loud cry, her body stiffened, her inner muscles clenching around the dildo as she came, her juices gushing out and soaking the bed beneath her.

Leanne stayed with her, continuing to thrust until Jasmine’s spasms subsided. Then, slowly, she pulled the toy out, holding it up to her lips. Without hesitation, she licked it clean, her eyes never leaving Jasmine’s as she savored her taste.

Jasmine stared at her, her chest heaving, her mind spinning. She felt a mix of awe and fear, her attraction to Leanne undeniable but her trust still fragile.

Leanne wrapped her arms around Jasmine as they lounged in bed together. Jasmine remembered how wonderful Leanne had made her feel, but she was still full of doubt.

Finally, Jasmine stood up and started getting dressed. Her mind was spinning with confusion. “Leanne…” she started to speak.

Leanne jumped up from the bed, silencing Jasmine with a passionate kiss. “We’ll take it slow,” she promised. “Just give me another chance.”

Jasmine didn’t know what to say. For a long time, she’d fantasized about this moment—she’d wanted Leanne to come back and beg for forgiveness so badly. Now, it was happening, but Jasmine was no longer a naive college girl having an affair with her instructor.

Finally Jasmine spoke. “One more chance, Leanne. That’s it.”

41 - MOM’S BEST FRIEND

FF / Romantic / Age Gap / Taboo / Fingering / Oral

The sun was setting, casting a warm orange glow over the backyard of Cielle's mother's house. The barbecue sizzled and popped, filling the air with the aroma of grilled meat and vegetables. Guests chattered animatedly, their laughter mingling with the clinking of glasses. But Cielle’s mind was elsewhere, her focus squarely on Carolyn, her mother's best friend, who stood a few feet away, laughing at something someone had said.

Cielle hadn’t seen Carolyn in a few years. In that time, Cielle had grown from an awkward teenager into a beautiful young woman. Cielle’s curly black hair was pulled into a ponytail, accentuating her brown eyes and tan skin.

Cielle looked back at Carolyn, unable to keep her eyes off of the beautiful older woman. Carolyn was stunning, even after all these years. Her long, dark hair flowed down her back like a waterfall, catching the light as she moved. Her eyes, a deep emerald green, sparkled with mischief and warmth. She wore a simple yet elegant dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, showing off her timeless beauty.

Cielle had always admired Carolyn from afar, but tonight, something felt different. There was an undeniable electricity in the air whenever their eyes met.

“Cielle, baby, come here!” Carolyn called out, waving her over. Her voice was sultry and inviting, sending a shiver down Cielle's spine.

Cielle forced a smile and made her way through the crowd, her heart pounding in her chest. “Hey, Carolyn. It's been a while.”

Carolyn pulled her into a warm embrace, her scent intoxicating—a mix of floral perfume and something uniquely hers. “I know, sweetie. Life gets busy, doesn't it? But I've missed you.”

Cielle stepped back, trying to steady her racing thoughts. “Yeah, it has. But it's nice to see you again.”

Carolyn's gaze lingered on Cielle's face, studying her as if seeing her for the first time. “You've grown into such a beautiful young woman. Your mother must be so proud.”

A blush crept up Cielle's cheeks. “Thank you, Carolyn. That means a lot.”

Carolyn's fingers brushed against Cielle's arm, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. “Let's catch up properly later, okay? When everyone else isn't distracting us.”

Cielle nodded, unable to form words. She could feel Carolyn's eyes on her as she turned to talk to another guest, but her mind was still reeling from the encounter.

As the night wore on, more drinks were poured, and the atmosphere grew more relaxed. Cielle found herself constantly glancing towards Carolyn, who seemed to be doing the same. Everytime their eyes met, Carolyn's lips would quirk into a knowing smile, and Cielle's stomach would do a little flip.

By the time the party started winding down, Cielle was more than a little tipsy. She slipped away from the remaining guests, needing a moment to clear her head. She wandered into the house, heading towards the bathroom, her thoughts still consumed by Carolyn.

The bathroom door creaked open, and Cielle stumbled inside, not noticing someone already there until it was too late.

“Oh! Sorry, I didn't know anyone was in here,” Cielle slurred, trying to back out quickly.

But before she could, Carolyn stood up from the toilet, where she had been sitting. Her eyes were wide with surprise, but there was also something else—something hungry and intense.

“Cielle, wait,” Carolyn whispered, reaching out to grab her wrist.

Cielle froze, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. “Carolyn... I didn't mean to interrupt.”

Carolyn's grip tightened, pulling Cielle closer. “You didn't interrupt anything, baby. In fact, I think you might have just made my night.”

Before Cielle could react, Carolyn leaned in and kissed her. It was a soft, tentative kiss at first, but it quickly deepened, Carolyn's tongue seeking entrance as her hands roamed Cielle's body.

Cielle gasped into the kiss, her mind racing. This wasn't happening. It couldn't be happening. And yet, she melted into Carolyn's embrace, her hands finding their way to Carolyn's waist.

“Carolyn…” Cielle moaned softly, breaking the kiss to catch her breath.

Carolyn's eyes were dark with desire. She quickly locked the door to the bathroom, giving them some privacy. “Shh, we need to be quiet. We don't want anyone to find us like this.”

Cielle nodded, her arousal overriding any sense of propriety. “What do we do?”

Carolyn grinned, a wicked spark in her eyes. “We make sure no one ever finds out.”

With that, Carolyn maneuvered Cielle onto the bathroom counter, positioning her legs around Carolyn's waist. Cielle's dress rode up, exposing her thighs, and Carolyn wasted no time diving back in, her kisses becoming more urgent, more demanding.

Cielle's hands tangled in Carolyn's dark hair as she returned the passion, her body responding eagerly to every touch. Carolyn's hand slid lower, grazing Cielle's inner thigh before slipping between her legs. Carolyn’s fingers slipped beneath the fabric of Cielle’s panties.

"Yes, Carolyn," Cielle whimpered, her hips bucking instinctively as Carolyn's fingers found her wetness.

"You're so wet for me," Carolyn murmured against her neck, her fingers circling Cielle's clit with expert precision.

Cielle bit her lip, trying to stifle her moans. "Please, Carolyn... harder..."

Carolyn complied, increasing the pressure, her thumb rubbing relentlessly against Cielle's sensitive nub. Cielle's entire body tensed, her orgasm building rapidly.

"That's it, baby," Carolyn coaxed, her other hand moving to cup Cielle's breast, teasing her nipple through the fabric of her dress. “Let me eat your pussy.”

Carolyn pulled off Cielle’s panties, tossing them on the bathroom floor. She kissed Cielle’s inner thighs, slowly making her way to Cielle’s throbbing clit. When Carolyn’s tongue touched Cielle’s hotspot, she shuddered with pleasure.

Carolyn licked and sucked, her tongue moving in small circles over Cielle’s sensitive clit. Her fingers joined the pleasure, adding to the sensation. Cielle felt Carolyn slide one finger inside of her tight pussy, and then two. She let out a moan as Carolyn’s fingers plunged deeper. Carolyn’s tongue continued to move at a fast pace.

Cielle grabbed Carolyn’s head, letting out a loud gasp as ecstasy took over. Cielle's control shattered, her body convulsing as she came, her climax crashing over her in waves. Carolyn didn't stop, continuing to caress her until the last shudders subsided.

"Carolyn, I..." Cielle panted, her vision swimming.

Carolyn silenced her with another kiss, slower this time, more tender. “Wow, Cielle, you’ve certainly grown up,” she remarked.

“Yeah, I guess I have,” Cielle nodded, her mind still foggy from pleasure. “And you’ve gotten more beautiful with age.”

Carolyn smiled, her fingers still tracing lazy patterns on Cielle's thigh. “Thank you, baby.”

Just then, the sound of footsteps echoed from the hallway, prompting both women to tense.

"Quick, let's get out of here before anyone notices we’re gone," Carolyn whispered urgently, helping Cielle off the counter.

They slipped out of the bathroom, careful to avoid detection, their hearts pounding in unison. As they parted ways, neither spoke, but the promise in their eyes told the true story—this was far from over.

42 - 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."

43 - 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.”

44 - MARION’S CHOICE

FF / BDSM / Cheating / Gangster / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

The sun dipped low on the horizon, casting a warm glow over the dilapidated house that served as the Ice Cartel’s trap spot. Marion stood at the edge of the property, her dark brown hair catching the last rays of light as she surveyed the scene. The old house had fallen victim to vandals, its walls scrawled with graffiti and its windows shattered. But for Marion, it was more than just a place to sell drugs; it was a gateway to a life she had always dreamed of.

As Marion stood on the cracked sidewalk, she thought about her boyfriend, Joey. Although Joey disapproved of her involvement in the gang life, Marion was determined to succeed. Joey was a great guy—poor, but hardworking and kind. With the kind of money Marion could make in the dope game, Marion and Joey could buy a little house—start a life together.

Marion adjusted the strap of her leather backpack, feeling the weight of the package inside. Her heart pounded in her chest, but not from fear. This was her moment to prove herself to Jazz, the gang’s formidable leader. Jazz was everything Marion admired—tough, streetwise, and unapologetically herself. With her dark skin and her hair cut in a fade, Jazz exuded an aura of power that drew Marion in like a moth to a flame.

Marion took a deep breath and stepped forward, her boots crunching on the gravel path leading to the front door. She could hear the muffled beats of rap music coming from inside, a rhythmic pulse that matched the beat of her own heart. As she reached the doorway, she paused, steeling herself for what was to come.

“Hey,” a voice called out from behind her. Marion turned to see Jazz leaning against the frame of a nearby window, her arms crossed over her chest. “You look nervous,” Jazz added, her eyes sharp and assessing.

Marion swallowed hard, trying to steady her nerves. “I got the package,” she replied, her voice steady despite the butterflies fluttering in her stomach.

Jazz’s lips curled into a half-smile, revealing a set of perfect white teeth. “Good answer. Let’s see the merchandise.”

With that, Jazz pushed off from the wall and sauntered inside, leaving Marion to follow. The room was dimly lit, the only source of light coming from a single bulb dangling from the ceiling. The air was thick with the scent of marijuana and sweat, a testament to the hours spent conducting business within these walls.

Marion’s eyes darted around the room, taking in the familiar faces of the gang members who lounged on old couches or leaned against the walls. They watched her with a mixture of curiosity and suspicion, their eyes narrowing as they sized her up.

Jazz took a seat on a threadbare chair in the corner, crossing one leg over the other as she regarded Marion with a cool detachment. “Show me,” she said simply, her voice cutting through the haze of smoke.

Marion nodded and reached into her backpack, pulling out the package wrapped in brown paper. She held it out to Jazz, who took it with a practiced ease, her fingers deftly unwrapping the bundle. Inside were several grams of high-grade crystal meth, the kind that commanded top dollar on the streets.

Jazz examined the contents closely, her brow furrowing slightly as she weighed the product in her hand. “Not bad,” she murmured after a moment, her eyes flicking back up to meet Marion’s. “But we don’t let just anyone join our ranks. You’ve got to show me something more.”

Marion bit her lip, her mind racing. She had prepared for this moment, had rehearsed what she would say and how she would act. But now, standing before Jazz, all those well-laid plans seemed to evaporate like the wisps of smoke that curled around them.

“I understand,” Marion said finally, her voice trembling ever so slightly. “What do I need to do?”

Jazz’s gaze softened, just for a fraction of a second, before hardening again. “Prove your loyalty,” she replied, her tone firm. “Do whatever it takes to earn your place here.”

Marion nodded, her resolve strengthening. She had always been resourceful, had survived in a tough neighborhood where only the strong thrived. If Jazz wanted loyalty, then that’s what she would give her.

The tension in the room grew thicker as Marion stood there, anticipation hanging in the air like a heavy cloud. Jazz watched her with an inscrutable expression, her eyes boring into Marion’s soul. It was as if Jazz could see every thought, every hesitation, every dream that Marion had ever harbored.

And then, without warning, Jazz leaned forward, her face inches from Marion’s. “Close your eyes,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding.

Marion hesitated for only a split second before obeying, her eyelids fluttering shut. The world outside ceased to exist, leaving only the two of them in that cramped, smoke-filled room. She could feel Jazz’s breath on her skin, warm and tantalizing, making her shiver involuntarily.

“Do you feel the heat?” Jazz continued, her voice a sultry murmur that sent shivers down Marion’s spine. “Feel the fire that burns between us?”

Marion’s heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. She was engaged to Joey, a nice guy who cared for her deeply. But Joey didn’t know the real Marion, the part of her that craved adventure, that longed for something more than the safe, predictable life he offered.

And then, as if in response to her thoughts, Jazz’s lips touched hers, soft and insistent. The kiss was electric, sending jolts of sensation through Marion’s body. She gasped, her lips parting instinctively, and Jazz deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against Marion’s with a hunger that left no room for doubt.

Marion’s hands flew to Jazz’s shoulders, her fingers clutching at the fabric of her shirt as she kissed her back. The taste of Jazz was intoxicating, a heady mix of danger and desire that made Marion’s knees weak. She had never felt anything like it before, and the rush of it left her breathless.

Marion stared at the worn carpet. Her mind swirled with guilt. “Jazz, I have a boyfriend,” she finally whispered.

Jazz pulled away, her eyes blazing with intensity as she looked at Marion. “Choose,” she demanded, her voice rough with emotion. “Choose me or him.”

Marion’s heart pounded in her chest, the weight of the decision pressing down on her. She knew what she wanted, knew where her true desires lay. But choosing Jazz meant turning her back on Joey, on the life they had built together.

Jazz’s hands slid down to Marion’s hips, drawing her closer until their bodies pressed together. “Say it,” Jazz urged, her voice a seductive whisper. “Say you choose me. You can’t be loyal to him and the gang.”

Marion’s mouth opened and closed, her mind a tangle of conflicting emotions. But as she looked into Jazz’s eyes, saw the fierce determination and the raw passion that burned within them, she knew there was only one answer.

“I choose you,” Marion breathed, her voice barely audible.

Jazz’s lips curved into a triumphant smile, and she wasted no time in claiming Marion’s mouth once more. Their tongues tangled, and Marion could feel the heat building between them, a fire that threatened to consume her whole.

Without breaking the kiss, Jazz guided Marion toward the worn-out couch in the corner, her movements confident and sure. They tumbled onto the cushions, their bodies entangled in a passionate embrace. Marion’s hands roamed over Jazz’s back, her fingers tracing the contours of Jazz’s muscles as she lost herself in the intensity of the moment.

Jazz broke the kiss, her lips trailing down Marion’s neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin. Marion moaned, arching her back as Jazz’s teeth grazed her collarbone. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

“Spread your legs,” Jazz commanded, her voice husky with desire.

Marion obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting to allow Jazz access. She could feel the warmth pooling between her legs, her body aching for release. Jazz’s hand moved lower, her fingers brushing against the lace of Marion’s underwear, teasing the edges of her arousal.

“Tell me what you want,” Jazz demanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Marion’s breath hitched, her voice trembling as she spoke. “I want you… to make me yours.”

Jazz’s eyes darkened with lust, and she wasted no time in slipping her fingers beneath the lace, plunging into Marion’s wet heat. Marion cried out, her head falling back as Jazz’s fingers worked their magic, stroking her with expert precision.

“Look at me,” Jazz ordered, her voice a velvet whip.

Marion’s eyes fluttered open, locking onto Jazz’s intense gaze. She could see the fire in those dark eyes, the raw desire that mirrored her own. And somehow, in that moment, it was enough.

Jazz withdrew her fingers, leaving Marion gasping and trembling. But before she could catch her breath, Jazz was on her feet, reaching into a drawer for a strap-on dildo. She fastened it around her waist with ease. The sight of it made Marion’s heart pound even harder, the reality of what was about to happen hitting her like a freight train.

“On the bed,” Jazz instructed, her voice calm and authoritative.

Marion scrambled to obey, her legs shaky as she climbed onto the old mattress. She positioned herself on all fours, her ass high in the air, her heart pounding in her ears. The anticipation was almost too much to bear, and she could feel the slick wetness between her legs growing with each passing second.

Jazz stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she took in the sight of Marion’s vulnerable form. She reached out, her hand resting briefly on Marion’s hip before she adjusted her grip on the dildo.

“Ready?” Jazz asked, her voice low and commanding.

Marion could only nod, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She felt the cold tip of the dildo press against her entrance, and she braced herself for the intrusion.

Jazz didn’t waste any time, grabbing Marion’s hips as she thrust the dildo deep inside in one swift motion. Marion cried out, her body clenching around the intruder as she struggled to accommodate the sudden fullness. Jazz held still for a moment, allowing Marion to adjust before pulling out slowly and thrusting back in.

“Fuck,” Marion groaned, her head hanging low as she surrendered to the sensations coursing through her body. Jazz’s rhythm was relentless, each thrust driving the dildo deeper, filling her completely.

Jazz grabbed a handful of Marion’s hair, holding her steady as she increased the pace. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mixing with Marion’s increasingly desperate cries. The pleasure was overwhelming, a tidal wave that threatened to pull her under.

“Take it,” Jazz growled, her voice vibrating through Marion’s body. “Take everything I have to give.”

Marion could feel the orgasm building, a pressure that was both terrifying and exhilarating. She clenched her fists, her nails digging into the sheets as she fought to hold on, to savor every last second of the bliss that Jazz was delivering.

And then, with one final, powerful thrust, Jazz tipped her over the edge. Marion screamed, her entire body convulsing as she came, the pleasure ripping through her like a lightning bolt. She could feel the pulse of her orgasm radiating from her core, a throbbing reminder of the intense connection she had with Jazz.

As the waves of ecstasy began to subside, Marion collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling from the exertion. But Jazz wasn’t done yet. She knelt beside Marion, her eyes burning with intensity as she looked down at her conquest.

“You belong to me now,” Jazz whispered, her voice a purr of satisfaction.

Marion knew her choice would have consequences, but as she looked at Jazz, she couldn’t help but feel satisfied with her decision. Loyalty to Jazz would bring her the wealth and happiness she desired, something Joey couldn’t provide.

45 - A CELEBRITY’S SECRET

FF / Celebrity / Blackmail / Enemies to Lovers / Fingering / Oral / Dildo

The soft hum of the camera’s lens adjusting filled Brandi Kane’s living room, a sound that once would have been just another background noise in her lavish Hollywood mansion. But now, it felt like a thunderclap, every click and whir serving as a reminder of the blackmail scheme that had turned her world upside down. She stood near the floor-to-ceiling windows, her back to Charlese, the tabloid writer who had barged into her life with demands she couldn’t refuse.

“Brandi,” Charlese’s voice cut through the air, smooth but laced with an edge that made Brandi’s stomach twist. “Turn around. I need you in frame.”

Brandi hesitated, her fingers tightening around the stem of the wine glass she held. The liquid inside sloshed, catching the light from the setting sun streaming through the window. She took a slow breath, forcing herself to relax. This is just a business arrangement, she told herself. Nothing more. But as she turned to face Charlese, the way the woman’s eyes raked over her body sent a shiver down her spine.

Charlese was dressed casually in dark jeans and a fitted black sweater, her camera hanging around her neck. Her short, choppy hair framed a face that was both sharp and striking, her lips curled into a faint smirk as she adjusted the settings on her camera. “You look nervous,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “Don’t be. Just… act natural.”

Act natural? Brandi wanted to laugh. When had her life ever been anything close to natural? But instead of snapping back, she forced a smile, one that felt brittle and false even to her own eyes. “I’m fine,” she said, her voice steady but clipped. “What do you want me to do next?”

Charlese’s smirk widened, and for a moment, Brandi wondered if she was being played. Was this all part of the blackmail? A way to humiliate her, to break her down piece by piece until she gave in entirely? Or was there something else behind those piercing green eyes—something that made her heart race in a way she hadn’t felt in years?

“Strip,” Charlese said simply, her tone almost conversational.

Brandi froze, her grip on the wine glass tightening. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” Charlese replied, her gaze never leaving Brandi’s. “Take off your clothes. Let me see you.”

The words hung in the air like a dare, and Brandi felt a flush creep up her neck. She glanced at the camera, its lens trained on her like a predator waiting to strike. Is this what they wanted? More humiliation? More proof that she’d do anything to keep her secret safe?

But deep down, beneath the panic and the fear, something else stirred. A curiosity, a tension she couldn’t quite name. Charlese’s confidence was intoxicating, her dominance impossible to ignore. And though Brandi hated to admit it, the idea of submitting to her—of letting go of control, even for a moment—was intoxicating.

“Do it,” Charlese urged, her voice low and commanding. “Or are you too scared?”

Scared? Brandi’s pride bristled at the word. She wasn’t scared. Not really. She was tired of being afraid, of hiding who she was behind a carefully curated facade. If Charlese wanted her to strip, then so be it. She’d show her exactly what she was made of.

Without another word, Brandi set her wine glass down on the nearby table and began to unbutton her blouse. The cool air hit her skin as the fabric fell away, pooling at her feet. Next came her skirt, sliding down her hips with a whisper of silk. She stood before Charlese in nothing but lacy black lingerie, her breath coming faster now, her heart pounding in her chest.

“Gorgeous,” Charlese murmured, her voice thick with approval. The camera clicked softly, capturing every inch of Brandi’s exposed body. “Now the bra.”

Brandi hesitated, her fingers trembling as she reached behind her back. The clasp felt stiff, her movements clumsy as she fumbled with it. But finally, it popped open, and her bra followed the rest of her clothes to the floor. She stood utterly bare before Charlese, her nipples peaking in the cool air, her skin prickling with anticipation.

“And now the panties,” Charlese said, her voice softer this time, almost gentle. But there was no mistaking the command in her tone.

Brandi swallowed hard, her pulse racing as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her underwear. Slowly, deliberately, she slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a grace that belied the storm of emotions raging inside her. She was completely exposed now, her body on full display for Charlese’s camera—and for Charlese herself.

“Beautiful,” Charlese whispered, her gaze lingering on Brandi’s trembling form. “So beautiful.”

Brandi’s cheeks burned, but she refused to look away. Instead, she met Charlese’s eyes, challenging her to keep going, to push her further. And to her surprise, Charlese did.

“Play with yourself,” Charlese instructed, her voice steady but charged with electricity. “Show me how you touch yourself when no one’s watching.”

Brandi’s breath caught in her throat, her thighs clenching instinctively. The request was bold, invasive, and yet… irresistible. Against her better judgment, her hand drifted down to her aching core, her fingers brushing against the delicate folds of her pussy. She gasped softly, the sensation sparking something deep within her, something primal and untamed.

Charlese watched intently, her camera still rolling as Brandi’s fingers danced across her sensitive flesh. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, her body responding eagerly to the attention. She circled her clit slowly at first, then faster, her breathing growing ragged as the tension within her built to a fever pitch.

“Harder,” Charlese urged, her voice a low growl. “Make yourself come.”

Brandi obeyed without thinking, her fingers working furiously now, pressing deeper, faster. The camera’s soft clicks were drowned out by the sound of her moans, her body arching as the orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, her legs trembling as she rode the wave of ecstasy, her mind spinning with the intensity of it all.

When it finally subsided, Brandi collapsed onto the couch, her chest heaving, her body slick with sweat. She didn’t care. She didn’t care about the camera, about the blackmail, about anything except the way Charlese’s gaze had devoured her every move.

“That was amazing,” Charlese said, her voice breathless. “You’re amazing.”

Brandi looked up at her, her heart pounding in her ears. “What now?” she asked hoarsely, her voice barely above a whisper.

Charlese set the camera aside, her movements deliberate, and stepped closer. “Now,” she said, her tone softening, “we take this somewhere more private.”

Before Brandi could respond, Charlese was reaching for her hand, pulling her to her feet. The world outside melted away as they moved together toward the bedroom, their connection undeniable, their desires laid bare.

Brandi stumbled slightly as Charlese tugged her hand, her legs like jelly after the intense release she’d just experienced. The living room felt like a distant memory as they moved down the hall, the dim light of the mansion casting long shadows across the glossy floor. Brandi’s breath hitched as Charlese’s fingers tightened around hers, a quiet promise in the way she guided them forward.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly, it was just the two of them—no cameras, no audience, no pretense. The air seemed thicker here, charged with an electricity that made Brandi’s skin prickle. Charlese stood tall, her green eyes burning into Brandi’s, and for a moment, there was nothing but silence. Then, slowly, Charlese stepped closer, her movements deliberate, each one drawing Brandi deeper into something she couldn’t quite name yet.

“Lie down,” Charlese murmured, her voice low and husky, brushing against Brandi’s nerves like velvet. “Just...relax. Let me take care of you.”

Take care of me? The words buzzed through Brandi’s mind, unfamiliar but not unwelcome. She hesitated for a fraction of a second before easing herself onto the plush bed, sinking into the softness. Her heart raced as she watched Charlese move to the side of the bed, her confidence radiating like a forcefield. Brandi had always been the one in control, the one calling the shots, but now, she wasn’t sure what to do with this vulnerability.

Charlese’s hands were steady as she reached for the hem of Brandi’s dress, sliding it up her thighs. Brandi sucked in a sharp breath as the cool air hit her skin, her body both tensed and yearning. She could feel Charlese’s gaze on her, hot and unwavering, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Relax,” Charlese said again, softer this time, almost a whisper. “You don’t have to hold back anymore. Not with me.”

Brandi didn’t know if it was the exhaustion of the day or the overwhelming desire coursing through her veins, but she found herself obeying. With a shaky exhale, she let her head fall back against the pillows, her legs parting slightly as Charlese continued her slow ascent. The dress pooled around her waist, leaving her bare from the hips down, and Brandi felt exposed in a way she never had before.

But it wasn’t the kind of exposure she’d feared all these years. This was different—liberating, even.

Charlese’s fingers traced lightly over Brandi’s inner thigh, sending sparks shooting through her core. Brandi bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips twitching instinctively as Charlese’s touch grew bolder. The writer’s movements were calculated, precise, each one designed to unravel Brandi piece by piece.

“You taste so good,” Charlese muttered, her voice thick with hunger as she leaned closer, her breath fanning across Brandi’s sensitive skin. “I can’t wait to see how wet you are.”

Brandi’s cheeks burned at the explicitness of the words, but there was no denying the thrill that shot through her. She arched her back, her breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths, as Charlese’s lips ghosted over her stomach, her chin, her navel. Each place Charlese touched left Brandi trembling, her body surrendering to the sensations.

When Charlese finally settled between her legs, Brandi gasped, her eyes fluttering closed. The first swipe of Charlese’s tongue against her clit was pure heat, scorching and relentless, and Brandi cried out, her hands gripping the sheets in desperation. She’d never felt anything like this—so raw, so intimate, so real.

“Oh, God...” Brandi breathed, her voice cracking as Charlese’s mouth worked its magic. The writer alternated between gentle licks and firm sucks, her tongue darting and circling with a precision that made Brandi’s head spin. Every flick, every press, brought her closer to the edge, and Brandi could feel herself teetering, her body coiled tightly like a spring ready to break.

“Charlese...” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart. “Please...”

Charlese looked up then, her green eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she met Brandi’s gaze. “Tell me what you want,” she demanded, her tone commanding yet tantalizingly soft.

Brandi swallowed hard, her throat dry. “I... I need more,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I need you... harder.”

A sly smile spread across Charlese’s lips, and she wasted no time obliging. She gripped Brandi’s thighs, spreading them wider, and dove back in with renewed fervor. This time, her tongue worked faster, more urgent, pressing deep into Brandi’s folds while her thumb rubbed circles around her clit. The dual stimulation was too much—too perfect—and Brandi’s entire body tensed as the pressure built inside her.

“Fuck, Charlese!” Brandi screamed, her voice breaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her hips bucked wildly, riding Charlese’s talented mouth as her orgasm barreled through her like a freight train. She clutched at the sheets, her nails digging into the fabric, as stars burst behind her eyelids. For a moment, everything went white, and she was floating, weightless, utterly consumed by the sensation.

When she finally came back to earth, she was panting, her chest heaving as she stared up at the ceiling. Charlese shifted beside her, her own breathing heavy, and Brandi turned her head to look at her. The writer’s face was flushed, her hair slightly mussed, and there was a satisfied smirk playing on her lips.

“Feeling better?” Charlese asked, her voice teasing but laced with warmth.

Brandi managed a small nod, her lips curving into a faint smile. “Yeah,” she admitted softly. “A lot better.”

Before she could say anything else, Charlese grabbed her purse. She reached into the large leather bag, pulling out something shiny and smooth. Brandi blinked, her vision clearing just enough to recognize the object: a sleek, black dildo, glistening faintly under the soft light.

Her stomach fluttered with anticipation, a mix of fear and excitement twisting together in her gut. She knew what was coming next, and while part of her wanted to protest, another part—a darker, hungrier part—was eager for it.

Charlese must have sensed her hesitation because she paused, holding the toy in one hand as she studied Brandi’s face. “You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for,” she said gently, though there was a glint in her eye that suggested she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

Brandi swallowed, her heart pounding as she met Charlese’s gaze. “I’m ready,” she said, her voice steadier than she expected. “Just... go slow.”

Charlese’s answering grin was predatory, and she positioned herself between Brandi’s legs once more. “Trust me,” she said, her tone dripping with confidence. “I’ve got you.”

Brandi nodded, her breath catching in her throat as Charlese carefully coated the dildo with slick, the sound of it filling the room. She spread Brandi’s legs wider, her actions deliberate and controlled, and Brandi’s heart raced as she felt the tip of the toy press against her entrance.

“Relax,” Charlese instructed, her voice low and soothing as she began to ease the dildo inside. “Let it open you up.”

Brandi gasped as the dildo filled her pussy. Charlese thrusted gently, letting Brandi adjust to the sensation. The pleasure intensified as Charlese began to move faster. The big dildo slid in and out of Brandi’s tight hole, making her moan and squirm.

Charlese didn’t let up, the dildo sliding deeper and deeper until it was dripping with Brandi’s juices.”Take it all,” Charlese whispered.

Wave after wave of satisfaction washed over Brandi as her pussy contracted around the dildo. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she gripped the sheets. Charlese finally withdrew the large toy, leaving Brandi breathless.

“That was incredible,” Brandi sighed. “I can’t believe I did that.”

“Yes, and this is only the beginning,” Charlese explained, her voice commanding. “You’ll have to do everything I tell you if you want me to keep your secret.”

“Actually,” Brandi began, her voice firm. “I don’t care. Go ahead and write your story. Tell everyone. I can’t keep living a lie.”

Charlese looked stunned. Clearly, she hadn’t expected Brandi to stand up to her. “I’m not gonna write the story,” she finally said. “I’ve started to like you, Brandi. I don’t want to mess up your career.”

Brandi hesitated. This was the woman who had tried to blackmail her, but she couldn’t deny her attraction. “I like you too,” she admitted. “Maybe we can keep seeing each other?”

Charlese smiled. “Yeah, definitely.”

Brandi had finally confronted her fears. In some ways, the blackmail scheme had been a blessing, helping her realize that being herself was worth more than money.

46 - THE BARBER SHOP BROTHEL

FF / Police / BDSM / Fingering / Dildo / Anal

The bell above the barber shop door jingled as Detective Ana Lewis pushed her way in, her trench coat swirling around her legs. The place was quiet, save for the faint hum of an old radio playing jazz in the corner. A single barber chair sat empty, its leather cracked with age. The air smelled like talcum powder and stale cigarettes.

Ana’s sharp eyes scanned the room. No customers. No buzz of conversation she expected from a gambling den. Just silence and shadows. She adjusted the collar of her coat, her fingers brushing against the badge hidden beneath. This is it, she thought. The tip led me here.

A voice broke through the stillness. “Can I help you?”

Ana turned to see a woman leaning against the counter, arms crossed. She looked… unexpected. Late twenties, maybe early thirties, with dark red hair that fell in loose waves over her shoulders. Her smirk was sharp, almost mocking, as if she knew exactly why Ana was there. Her white blouse clung to her body just enough to hint at the curves beneath, and her black slacks hugged her hips like a second skin.

“Ruby?” Ana asked, her tone neutral, though her heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.

“That’s me,” Ruby said, pushing off the counter and walking toward her. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step deliberate, confident. “You lost? Or are you here for a trim?”

Ana felt a flicker of irritation but kept her expression calm. “Neither. I got a tip about some… extracurricular activities going on here.”

Ruby’s smirk widened. “Extracurricular, huh? You mean like poker nights? Or maybe something more interesting?” Her voice dipped low, teasing, almost sultry. “Like what happens in the back room?”

Ana swallowed hard, her mind racing. Damn it, she knows. “I’m investigating a report of illegal activity. Gambling, prostitution—”

Ruby cut her off with a laugh, soft and throaty. “Oh, honey, don’t play coy. I can smell a cop a mile away. And you…” Her gaze lingered on Ana, appraising, curious. “You’re not just any cop, are you? You’re here because you want to see what’s really going on. Don’t deny it.”

Ana’s pulse quickened. Ruby’s confidence was intoxicating, her presence commanding. There was something magnetic about her, something that made Ana’s usual guard falter. Ruby was baiting Ana. “I’m here to do my job,” Ana said, but her voice lacked conviction.

Ruby stepped closer, her perfume—something floral and bold—filling Ana’s senses. “Your job, huh?” she murmured. “Or maybe… your pleasure?”

Ana’s breath hitched. Ruby’s hand reached out, brushing against Ana’s coat, her touch light but deliberate. “Tell you what,” Ruby said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Why don’t you come with me, and I’ll show you exactly what goes on behind closed doors? Then you can decide if it’s worth shutting down.”

Ana hesitated, her hands tightening into fists. Her training screamed at her to arrest this woman now, to haul her in for questioning. But Ruby’s offer was too tempting. Curiosity burned in her gut, and something deeper stirred beneath it—a desire she hadn’t felt in years, not since her divorce.

It’s just recon, she told herself. Just getting the lay of the land.

“All right,” Ana said finally, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her. “Show me.”

Ruby’s grin was predatory. “That’s what I like to hear.” She turned on her heel, leading Ana toward the back of the shop. The door creaked open to reveal a dimly lit hallway, the walls covered in peeling wallpaper. At the end was another door, this one solid, with a heavy lock.

Ruby produced a key and unlocked it, pushing the door open to reveal a small, private space. A narrow bed was tucked into the corner, its sheets crisp and white. A vanity mirror hung on the wall, dotted with lipstick and perfume bottles.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Ruby said, her tone casual, as if they were discussing tea rather than something far more illicit.

Ana glanced around, her heart pounding. This wasn’t what she’d expected. The room had an air of intimacy, something unsettlingly personal. She should leave. She should call for backup and take Ruby into custody. But her feet refused to move. Instead, she found herself shrugging off her coat, folding it neatly before placing it on a nearby chair.

Ruby watched her, her smile deepening. “Good girl. Now, let’s get you ready.”

Ana’s breath caught as Ruby’s hands moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, deliberately. Each button undone seemed to tug at something deep within her, loosening her resolve, her inhibitions.

“You’re nervous,” Ruby observed, her voice smooth as silk. “Don’t be. Trust me, I’ll take care of you.”

Ana wanted to protest, to say she didn’t need taking care of, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she stood there, letting Ruby strip her down piece by piece. First the blouse, then the bra, exposing her bare chest to the cool air. Ruby’s hands roamed freely, tracing the curve of her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened under her touch.

“So responsive,” Ruby murmured, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “You’re going to be perfect.”

Ana’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from Ruby’s. The woman’s gaze was hypnotic, pulling her in like a moth to a flame.

Next came the skirt, sliding down her hips to pool at her feet. Ruby knelt in front of her, slipping off her panties with a deft motion. Ana’s breath hitched as she stood naked, exposed, her nerve endings singing under Ruby’s scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” Ruby said simply, standing and running a hand down Ana’s stomach. Her fingers skimmed lower, brushing against the curls between her thighs. “Spread your legs.”

Ana obeyed, her body moving of its own accord. Ruby’s fingers circled her clit, teasing, gently pressing until Ana gasped. “God, you’re wet already,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with admiration. “You like this, don’t you?”

Ana tried to respond, but her words caught in her throat. All she could do was nod, her head swimming with arousal.

Ruby chuckled softly. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.” Her fingers slid lower, delving into Ana’s folds.

Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips instinctively rocking against Ruby’s hand.

“That’s it,” Ruby coaxed, her voice low and husky. “Let go for me.”

Ana did, her body arching as Ruby’s fingers worked their magic. Pleasure coiled tight within her, building with every stroke. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her control slipping away.

And then Ruby pulled away, leaving her gasping, aching for more.

“Not yet,” Ruby said, her tone firm. “We have more to teach you first.”

Ana opened her eyes, her vision fogged with lust. Ruby stood before her, holding something in her hand—a dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Get on the bed,” Ruby commanded. “On your back.”

Ana obeyed without question, lying down and spreading her legs wide. Ruby grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Good girl. Now, take it like a pro.”

Ruby knelt between Ana’s legs, her smirk sharp as a blade. The dildo in her hand gleamed under the dim light of the backroom, its size intimidating but also strangely thrilling. Ana’s breath hitched as Ruby stroked the length of it along her inner thigh, drawing slow, deliberate lines that made Ana’s skin prickle with anticipation.

“You’re doing so well,” Ruby murmured, her voice low and honeyed. “Just relax, let me show you what you’re capable of.”

Ana’s heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and exhilaration coursing through her veins. She wanted to protest, to remind herself of her duty, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she swallowed hard and nodded, her body betraying her with every shuddering breath.

Ruby positioned the tip of the dildo at Ana’s entrance, pressing gently but firmly. Ana gasped, her hips instinctively lifting to meet the pressure. Ruby chuckled softly, her free hand bracing against Ana’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with approval. “Take it slow, feel it. You can handle this, I know you can.”

The first inch slid inside, and Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of stretching and fullness that made her core tighten. Ruby watched her closely, her gaze intense and unyielding.

“Good girl,” Ruby praised, her tone firm but not unkind. “Now, take more.”

Another inch slipped inside, then another, until finally, Ruby had worked the entire length of the dildo into Ana’s throbbing heat. Ana’s nails dug into the sheets as she fought to keep control, but her body betrayed her, shivering under Ruby’s expert touch.

Ruby leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Ana’s ear as she began to move the dildo slowly, in and out. “Let yourself feel it,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Don’t hold back.”

Let yourself feel it. The words echoed in Ana’s mind, a quiet rebellion against the walls she’d built around herself. Slowly, tentatively, she let go, her hips moving in rhythm with Ruby’s thrusts. The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, threatening to consume her.

“That’s it,” Ruby said again, her voice rising slightly. “Let it happen. You deserve this.”

Ana’s eyes fluttered shut as the orgasm built, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated bliss crashing over her. When it finally hit, she cried out, her body arching off the bed as the intensity overwhelmed her. Ruby didn’t stop, continuing to pump the dildo into her as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When Ana’s breathing finally steadied, Ruby withdrew the dildo and set it aside. She wiped her hand on a nearby towel and leaned down to kiss Ana’s sweat-slicked stomach, her lips lingering for just a moment too long.

“Not bad for a beginner,” Ruby teased, her smirk returning. “But we’re not done yet.”

Ana’s eyes widened in surprise. “What? There’s more?”

Ruby stood up, her movements fluid and confident. She reached for a small bottle of lube on the bedside table and popped the cap open. “Oh, there’s always more,” she said, her tone playful but laced with something darker. “You think I’d let you leave here without being fully trained?”

Ana’s pulse quickened as Ruby returned to her side, the cool touch of lube slicking her fingers. Ruby’s eyes met hers, dark and unreadable. “Now, this is the part where you really have to trust me,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper.

Before Ana could respond, Ruby’s lubed fingers were pressing against her asshole, teasingly circling the tight entrance. Ana tensed, her breath catching in her throat.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her tone brooking no argument. “I won’t hurt you. Just let me in.”

Reluctantly, Ana forced herself to loosen up, her muscles quivering as Ruby’s finger pressed inside. The intrusion was startling at first, but it quickly gave way to a strange, biting sensation that Ana found… not unpleasant.

Ruby worked her slowly, adding a second finger once Ana seemed comfortable. Her movements were precise, almost clinical, but there was an underlying warmth in her touch that kept Ana from feeling too exposed.

“You’re doing great,” Ruby murmured, her voice soft and encouraging. “Just a little further, and then we’ll see how much you can take.”

Ana nodded weakly, her entire focus narrowed down to the sensations in her body. Ruby’s fingers felt like they were everywhere at once, stretching her, exploring her, coaxing her into submission. And somehow, impossibly, Ana found herself wanting more.

When Ruby finally removed her fingers, Ana let out a shaky breath, her body feeling both exhausted and electrified. Ruby didn’t waste any time, picking up the dildo again and coating it generously with lube.

“Ready?” Ruby asked, her tone light but her eyes sharp.

Ana hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop, to pull away, to remember who she was and why she was here. But her body had other ideas, and before she could overthink it, she nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ruby smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent a shiver down Ana’s spine. “Good girl,” she said, positioning the slick dildo against Ana’s asshole. “Now, take it. All of it.”

The first press was slow, agonizingly so, but Ana bore it, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as she willed herself to relax. The pain was sharper this time, more acute, but beneath it was a strange, intoxicating pleasure that Ana couldn’t ignore.

“That’s it,” Ruby said, her voice steady. “Take it. You’re stronger than you think.”

Gradually, inch by inch, the dildo slipped inside, stretching Ana in ways she hadn’t thought possible. By the time it was fully seated, she was trembling, a mix of discomfort and arousal making her vision swim.

Ruby waited a moment, giving Ana time to adjust. When she finally began to move, it was with the same precision as before, each thrust calculated to maximize both pleasure and pain.

Ana’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body twitching uncontrollably under the onslaught. Ruby’s movements grew faster, harder, relentless in their intensity.

“Come on,” Ruby urged, her voice laced with urgency. “Let it happen. Don’t hold back.”

And just like that, it was over. Ana’s world exploded in a cascade of blinding pleasure, her body convulsing as she came apart beneath Ruby’s relentless assault. Her cries echoed in the small room, raw and unrestrained.

Ruby slowed her pace as Ana’s climax subsided, eventually stopping altogether. She withdrew the dildo carefully, setting it aside before collapsing onto the bed beside Ana.

For a long moment, neither woman spoke, the only sound the harsh rasp of their breathing. Finally, Ruby broke the silence, her voice low and thoughtful.

“Well,” Ruby said, glancing at Ana with a knowing smile. “I think you’ve got potential. If you ever leave the force, you can always come work here.”

Ana chuckled. She knew she’d never leave the force. She should have arrested Ruby, but there was something about her—something that attracted Ana. “See you next time, Ruby,” Ana said as she walked out of the barbershop.

47 - MADDIE’S PUNISHMENT

FF / Police / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering / Fisting

The late evening sun filtered through the blinds, casting long shadows across Teresa's apartment. She had just finished her shift, her muscular frame still rippling with the remnants of tension from a day spent subduing criminals and breaking up fights. Her uniform clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every curve and sinew. She kicked off her boots as she walked in, the leather hitting the floor with a satisfying thud. The familiar scent of her home wrapped around her, a comforting balm to her weary soul.

But something was off. The air felt heavier, charged with an unfamiliar presence. Teresa’s instincts, finely honed from years on the force, screamed at her to be vigilant. Her hand moved instinctively to the holster at her side as she rounded the corner into the living room.

There, standing in the middle of her apartment, was a woman. A robber, by the looks of the tools scattered around her feet. Teresa’s eyes narrowed as she took in the scene. The intruder was petite, with a lithe figure that moved with feline grace. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that could only be described as striking—delicate features marred by a smudge of dirt on her cheek. Despite the danger she posed, there was something almost mesmerizing about her.

“Don’t move,” Teresa commanded, her voice a low growl that left no room for argument. She drew her weapon, the cold steel glinting in the dim light.

The woman froze, her eyes widening in realization. “Wait—please!” she pleaded, raising her hands in surrender. “I didn’t want to do this, but I have no choice. I need the money to pay my rent.”

Teresa’s grip on her gun didn’t waver. “You broke into my home. That’s not going to earn you any sympathy.”

The woman’s gaze faltered, but she pressed on. “My name is Maddie. I know how this looks, but I swear, I wouldn’t have done it if I had another option. Please, just… don’t send me to jail.”

Teresa studied the burglar, her mind racing. There was a desperation in Maddie’s eyes that tugged at something deep within her. She lowered her gun, though she kept it close. “What are you willing to do to avoid jail?”

Maddie hesitated, then straightened her spine. “Anything.”

Teresa’s lips curled into a predatory smile. “Anything, huh?”

Maddie nodded, her resolve hardening. “Yes. Anything.”

With a swift motion, Teresa holstered her weapon and closed the distance between them. She towered over Maddie, her dominance palpable. “Strip,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for dissent.

Maddie blinked, seemingly taken aback by the command. But she complied, slowly unbuttoning her shirt and letting it fall to the floor. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the clasp of her bra, revealing pert breasts that were far more enticing than Teresa had anticipated. Maddie stepped out of her skirt next, her underwear following suit until she stood completely naked before Teresa.

Teresa’s eyes roved over Maddie’s body, taking in every curve and hollow. “Bend over my lap,” she instructed, guiding Maddie towards the couch.

Maddie obeyed, her breath hitching as she settled over Teresa’s thighs. The sensation of Teresa’s firm muscles beneath her was both comforting and intimidating. Teresa wasted no time, her hand coming down hard on Maddie’s ass with a resounding smack.

Maddie gasped, the sound escaping her lips involuntarily. Teresa repeated the action, each slap stinging more than the last. Maddie’s backside quickly turned a rosy hue, her cries growing louder with each impact.

“Please,” Maddie whimpered, trying to twist away but finding herself firmly restrained. “I can’t take much more.”

Teresa paused, her fingers trailing lightly over the heated flesh of Maddie’s ass. “You’re tougher than you look,” she murmured, tracing lines down to Maddie’s inner thighs. “I think you can handle a bit more.”

Her touch was teasing, a feather-light brush against Maddie’s pussy that made her jerk and moan. Teresa’s fingers danced over her clit, circling but never fully committing. Maddie squirmed, her wetness making itself known as Teresa’s hand glided over her folds.

“Please, officer,” Maddie begged, her voice thick with desire. “Don’t stop.”

Teresa leaned in close, her breath hot against Maddie’s ear. “I’m not letting you cum, yet,” she whispered, withdrawing her hand.

Maddie whimpered in protest, her need mounting with every passing second.

With a gentle nudge, Teresa guided Maddie onto the bed, positioning her spread-eagle on her back. Maddie’s legs parted eagerly, her glistening pussy waiting for attention. Teresa’s fingers, slick with Maddie’s arousal, slipped inside her in one smooth motion.

Maddie arched her back, a cry of pleasure escaping her as Teresa continued to thrust her fingers in and out. With each pass, Teresa added another digit, stretching Maddie wider. Maddie’s breaths came in ragged gasps, her body twitching with anticipation.

“More… please, more,” she panted, her eyes pleading with Teresa.

Teresa’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Begging already? You’re insatiable.”

Teresa’s fingers pushed deeper, until she slid her entire hand into Maddie, fisting her deeply. Maddie’s scream of ecstasy filled the room as her orgasm ripped through her, juices gushing over Teresa’s hand and onto the bed below.

Teresa withdrew slowly, watching as Maddie’s body convulsed with aftershocks. “Was that what you needed?” she asked, her voice laced with satisfaction.

Maddie nodded weakly, her eyes fluttering shut. “Yes… thank you.”

Teresa leaned in closer, her lips grazing Maddie’s ear. “I was never going to take you to jail,” she confided softly. “But I wanna see you again. Would you like that, Maddie?”

Maddie’s eyes snapped open, a mix of relief and arousal shining in their depths. “Yes,” she breathed. “I would like that very much.”

As Maddie got dressed and left, Teresa’s heart pounded with excitement. Teresa had found the perfect submissive, a naughty girl who could be trained for her pleasure. She couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

48 - SEX IN THE STRIP CLUB

FF / Gangster / Stripper / Butch Femme / Fingering

"Damn, Ness, you gotta see this!" Tommy's voice cut through the bass-heavy thump of the strip club, but Ness barely registered it. Her eyes were glued to the stage, where a new dancer had just taken her place. Blackberry. The name alone conjured images of sultry seduction and raw power.

Ness leaned back in her leather booth, her dark brows knitting together as she watched Blackberry move. The woman had a presence that commanded attention, every muscle in her body working in perfect harmony to create a dance that was both hypnotic and dangerous. Dark skin glistened under the neon lights, long dark hair cascading down her back like a waterfall of shadows. Those sexy brown eyes locked onto Ness, almost as if daring her to look away.

Tommy nudged her again, more forcefully this time. "I said, you gotta see this!"

Ness grunted, her eyes never leaving Blackberry. "Yeah, I see her," she replied bluntly, her voice gravelly from years of smoking cigars. Her gaze flicked briefly to Tommy before returning to the stage. "What about her?"

Tommy smirked, clearly amused by Ness's focus. "C'mon, Ness. Damn, look at that ass!"

Ness didn't respond. Instead, she pulled out a wad of bills from her pocket and peeled off a twenty, which she tossed onto the table. "Get us another round," she ordered, dismissing Tommy with a flick of her hand.

As Tommy walked off to the bar, Ness's attention remained fixed on Blackberry. The dancer's movements were intoxicating, each twist and turn of her hips sending waves of desire crashing through Ness. It had been a while since she'd felt anything so primal, so raw. Something about Blackberry made her want to break all her own rules.

When Blackberry finally finished her routine, she sauntered off the stage and into the crowd, her gaze still locked onto Ness's. The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity, and Ness knew she couldn't let this opportunity slip away. She stood up, walking towards Blackberry with purpose.

Blackberry paused in front of her, a sly smile playing on her lips. "You liked that, huh?" she purred, her voice dripping with confidence.

Ness nodded slowly, her eyes tracing the curves of Blackberry's body. "Yeah," she admitted gruffly. "Liked it a lot."

Blackberry chuckled, clearly enjoying the effect she had on Ness. “Show me how much,” she whispered, a hint of mystery in her voice.

Ness raised an eyebrow, a challenge in her eyes. “Just give me a chance, baby.”

Blackberry's smile widened, and she reached down to her g-string, allowing Ness to slide a few dollars inside. But when Blackberry glanced at the small bill, her expression turned sour. She scoffed, shaking her head. "Really? That's all you got?"

Ness's face flushed with embarrassment. She hadn't expected such a reaction, but she wasn't one to back down from a challenge. Reaching into her pocket again, she pulled out a crisp hundred-dollar bill and handed it to Blackberry. "Better?"

Blackberry's eyes lit up at the sight of the larger bill, and she took it with a satisfied grin. "Much," she said, tucking the money into her g-string. "Come on, then. Let's get a drink."

Ness followed Blackberry to a secluded booth in the corner of the club, away from the prying eyes of the other patrons. They settled into a dimly lit booth, and Tommy arrived with their drinks moments later.

Blackberry sipped her cocktail, her eyes never leaving Ness'. "So, what's your deal?" she asked, her tone casual but curious.

Ness shrugged, taking a swig of her whiskey. "Just a regular night out," she replied, though she knew Blackberry wouldn't buy that for a second.

Blackberry laughed, a low, throaty sound. "Right. And I'm just an ordinary girl dancing for tips."

Ness leaned forward, her eyes narrowing slightly. "You got something special, Blackberry. Can't deny that."

Blackberry's smile turned wicked, and she leaned in closer, her breath warm against Ness's ear. "Then why don't you show me just how special you think I am?"

Ness's pulse quickened, her mind racing with possibilities. She knew she should walk away, that this was madness, but the heat in Blackberry's eyes kept her rooted to her spot. Before she could overthink it, she reached out, placing a hand on Blackberry's thigh.

Blackberry didn't pull away. Instead, she pressed closer, her lips brushing against Ness's cheek. "That's it," she whispered, her voice thick with desire. "Show me."

Ness's fingers traced higher, feeling the warmth of Blackberry's skin beneath her touch. She could feel the tension building between them, a fire that demanded to be quenched. When her fingers brushed against the edge of Blackberry's g-string, the dancer moaned softly, her hips shifting subtly against Ness's hand.

Encouraged by Blackberry's response, Ness slid her fingers underneath the fabric, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the wetness of Blackberry's arousal, the slick heat making her own desire surge. Without thinking, she slipped two fingers inside, curling them gently as she began to stroke in slow, deliberate movements.

Blackberry gasped, her nails digging into Ness's shoulder as she rode the wave of pleasure. Her hips moved in sync with Ness's fingers, grinding erotically against the intrusion. "Ness," she breathed, her voice breaking as she fought to maintain control.

Ness leaned in closer, her mouth hovering just inches from Blackberry's ear. "You like that?" she growled, her voice low and rough.

Blackberry's only response was a strangled moan, her body trembling with need. Ness increased the pace, her fingers thrusting deeper as she sought to drive Blackberry over the edge. The sounds of the club faded away, leaving only the heavy breaths and soft moans of the two women in the shadowy corner.

Finally, with a sharp cry, Blackberry came undone, her body shuddering as she reached her peak. Ness pulled her fingers free, bringing them to her lips and tasting the evidence of Blackberry's release. The flavor was sweet, intoxicating, and Ness found herself craving more.

As the afterglow of Blackberry's orgasm began to fade, she looked up at Ness with a mixture of awe and desire. "You're good," she whispered, her voice raw with emotion.

Ness smirked, her confidence restored. "Only the best for you, baby."

Before she could answer, Blackberry slid off the bench, positioning herself on Ness’s lap. "Come on, Ness," she purred, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Let's see what else you've got."

Ness's breath caught in her throat as Blackberry's hands moved to the zipper of her jeans, pulling it down with deliberate slowness. The anticipation was killing her, but she couldn't stop now. Not when they were so close to crossing the line.

With a final glance around the room, Ness allowed herself to sink into the moment, letting Blackberry's skilled hands guide her towards ecstasy.

Blackberry’s fingers massaged Ness’s clit. Ness felt her muscles tighten as Blackberry drove her closer to the edge. She let out a groan as she finally climaxed. Blackberry continued to tease Ness’s clit until she was breathless.

“That was amazing,” Ness admitted, gazing deeply into Blackberry’s eyes. “I wanna see you again.”

Blackberry chuckled, leaning back in the booth. “Alright then. How about we hang out tonight? I get off work at one AM.”

Ness's heart skipped a beat at the suggestion. This was exactly what she wanted, but the stakes were higher now, the risks more real. Still, she couldn't resist the allure of Blackberry, the promise of what could happen next.

Ness pulled out her phone and gave Blackberry her number. She instructed Blackberry to call her when she was leaving the strip club. The tough gangster was ready to take on Blackberry, a beautiful and unpredictable woman.

Blackberry put her arm around Ness. “You know, I’m really glad I met you,” she murmured, her breath warm against Ness’s skin.

Ness knew that a woman like Blackberry could be her downfall, but it didn’t seem to matter. She couldn’t wait to see Blackberry outside the club.

49 - UNDERCOVER DESIRE

FF / Prison / Gangster / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering

Deena's breath hitched as she heard the familiar click of the cell door unlocking. The sound echoed through the stark, cold room, a harsh reminder of her new reality. She turned, her heart pounding, expecting to see one of the guards. Instead, she found herself face-to-face with Spider, the prison's most feared inmate.

A bead of sweat ran down Deena’s tan skin. Her dark hair was pulled away from her face into a ponytail, accentuating her brown eyes. Even in her prison uniform, she was a gorgeous woman, her natural beauty radiating.

Deena had a secret—she was a talented reporter, working for a local news organization.  She’d recently taken an assignment to go undercover as an inmate within the walls of Rose Hill Women’s Correctional. With the information Deena collected, she would expose the corruption and mistreatment of prisoners, an ongoing problem at the institution. When Deena’s article was published, she’d have a shot at fame. Her work would finally be taken seriously.

Deena looked at Spider. Spider stood taller than Deena remembered, her muscular frame dominating the small space. Spider’s dark skin glistened under the dim light, and her curly black hair was pulled back tightly into a ponytail. There was no warmth in her gaze, only a predatory intensity that made Deena's knees weak.

"Spider," Deena whispered, trying to keep the fear from her voice. "What are you doing here?"

Spider's lips curled into a sly smile. "I think you know why I'm here, Deena."

Panic surged through Deena. How could Spider possibly know? She had been so careful, blending in with the other inmates, keeping her true identity a secret. But now, faced with Spider's unrelenting stare, Deena felt exposed, naked in more ways than one.

"Relax," Spider said, her voice low and commanding. "I'm not here to hurt you."

Deena swallowed hard, her mind racing. "Then... what do you want?"

Spider took a step closer, her presence intimidating yet oddly comforting. "You need help, don't you? To get your story?"

Deena nodded, her mouth dry. "Yes, but how did you—"

"I have my ways," Spider interrupted, her eyes narrowing. "And I can help you. But... there's a condition."

Deena's stomach churned. She had a feeling she knew where this was going. "What condition?"

Spider's smile widened, a dangerous glint in her eyes. "You become my sex toy."

Deena's cheeks flushed, a mixture of embarrassment and excitement coursing through her. The idea was both terrifying and thrilling. She had always been curious about her own desires, but this was different. This was real, raw, and undeniably dangerous.

"I... I don't know," Deena stammered, her voice trembling.

Spider took another step forward, invading Deena's personal space. "Think about it. No one else can give you what you need. No one else can protect you like I can. I have lots of connections, Deena."

Deena's mind swirled with conflicting thoughts. She needed Spider's help, but at what cost? Could she really submit to this powerful woman, let her take control completely? The answer came faster than she expected, a heat pooling between her legs, betraying her hesitation.

"Okay," Deena whispered, her voice barely audible. "I'll do it."

Spider's smile softened slightly, a flicker of satisfaction in her eyes. "Good girl."

Without another word, Spider reached out and began to undress Deena. Her fingers were firm yet gentle as they worked the buttons of Deena's shirt, revealing the smooth, pale skin beneath. Deena shivered, a mix of nerves and anticipation making her skin tingle.

Once the shirt was off, Spider moved to Deena's pants, unfastening the belt with practiced ease. Deena felt a rush of vulnerability as her clothing fell away, leaving her standing in nothing but her underwear. Spider's gaze roamed over her body, taking in every curve and contour, making Deena feel both objectified and desired.

When Deena was completely bare, Spider guided her to the bed. "Kneel," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Deena obeyed, her heart pounding as she knelt on the hard mattress. She glanced up at Spider, her brown eyes wide with a mix of fear and curiosity. What was Spider going to do to her? What would it feel like to be dominated by this powerful woman?

Spider didn't keep her waiting long. With a swift motion, she brought her hand down on Deena's ass, delivering a sharp slap that made Deena gasp. The sting of the blow sent a jolt of pleasure through her, igniting a fire that Deena hadn't known existed within her.

"Not bad, huh?" Spider purred, her tone mocking yet playful.

Deena bit her lip, nodding reluctantly. "No, not bad."

Spider chuckled, clearly pleased with herself. "Good. Now, let's see how much you can handle."

With that, Spider delivered another slap, this time harder. Deena cried out, the sensation overwhelming her senses. She had never experienced anything like this before, the mix of pain and pleasure sending her spiraling into a whirlwind of emotions.

But Spider wasn't done. She continued to spank Deena, each blow landing with precise force, building a rhythm that left Deena breathless. Deena's ass soon grew warm and sensitive, the stinging transforming into a deep, throbbing ache that excited her more than she cared to admit.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Spider stopped. Deena sagged against the bed, her body trembling with exhaustion and arousal. She glanced up at Spider, her eyes glazed with desire.

Spider grinned, clearly enjoying Deena's submission. "Now, let's move on to something more interesting."

With that, Spider moved to stand in front of Deena. Deena sat on the edge of the mattress, locking eyes with Spider. Without preamble, Spider leaned down and captured Deena's nipple between her teeth. Deena gasped, the sensation sending a shockwave of pleasure through her body.

Spider's mouth was relentless, sucking and nibbling on Deena's nipples until they were hard and sensitive. Deena moaned, her hands clenching the sheets as she struggled to maintain some semblance of control. But Spider wasn't interested in giving her any reprieve.

After a few moments, Spider moved to Deena's other breast, treating it to the same thorough attention. Deena's body arched towards Spider, her hands gripping Spider’s head, pulling her closer.

Finally, when Deena thought she couldn't take anymore, Spider pulled away, her dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Ready for the next part?" she asked, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Deena nodded, her mind too foggy with desire to form words. She watched as Spider moved behind her, her hands slipping between Deena's thighs. Deena gasped as Spider's fingers found her wetness, gliding effortlessly up and down her slit.

"So wet," Spider murmured, her tone approving. "You must really like this."

Deena couldn't deny it. The sensations Spider was creating were unlike anything she had ever felt before. She was lost in a sea of pleasure, her body responding eagerly to Spider's touch.

Spider's fingers moved with purpose, teasing Deena's clit before sliding lower, exploring her entrance. Deena whimpered, her body tensing as Spider pushed her first finger inside. The stretch was intense, but not unpleasant, a new wave of arousal washing over her.

Spider's finger moved slowly at first, testing Deena's limits. But soon, she added a second finger, stretching Deena even further. Deena's breath came in short gasps, her body trembling with anticipation. She had never been this full before, the sensation both strange and addicting.

As Spider's fingers moved deeper, Deena's mind began to unravel. She was floating in a haze of pleasure, her body desperate for release. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust of Spider's fingers.

"Please," Deena begged, her voice shaky. “Spider… don’t stop.”

"Shh," Spider hushed her, her voice soothing. "Just relax, baby."

Deena tried to obey, her body quivering as she surrendered to the inevitable. And then, without warning, her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. Her pussy clenched around Spider's fingers as she let out a loud moan.

Deena’s body convulsed as pleasure washed over her. Spider’s fingers continued to move in a steady rhythm until Deena’s juices were dripping down her wrist.

Deena dropped to the small cot, completely satisfied. She tried to speak, but she couldn’t find the words.

Spider caressed Deena’s hair. “You did great, Deena,” she praised.

Deena smiled, happy to have pleased Spider. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything.”

Spider walked out of the cell leaving Deena to get dressed. Deena’s mind was spinning. Her cover had been blown, but hopefully with Spider’s help, she would be able to get the information she needed to write her story. She knew Spider’s assistance would be crucial.

Deena was entering a world she’d never explored before—one of power and domination. As she thought about what Spider might demand from her next, her heart raced with excitement and anticipation. The stakes had never been higher, and she’d never been more turned on.

50 - A TENNIS RIVALRY

FF / Enemies to Lovers / Sports / Butch Femme / Oral / Strap-on

The sun blazed down on the tennis court, casting sharp shadows that seemed to taunt Yvette as she prepared for her match. Her opponent, Zayne, was already on the court, bouncing the ball rhythmically, her spiky black hair glinting under the harsh sunlight. Yvette’s jaw tightened. She hated the way Zayne carried herself—so confident, so arrogant. It made her blood boil.

"Ready for a thrashing?" Zayne called out, her voice dripping with condescension.

Yvette glared at her. "Let's see if you can back up that mouth of yours," she shot back, gripping her racket tighter.

The umpire signaled the start of the game, and Yvette lunged into action. Yvette wasn’t just playing for victory; Yvette was playing to prove something to Zayne, to show Zayne that she was just as good.

The ball flew back and forth across the net, each player pushing the other to their limits. Yvette was fast, agile, but Zayne was stronger, more powerful. Each time they collided, it was like sparks flying between them, an electric tension that neither could ignore.

"You’re good, I’ll give you that," Zayne admitted after another fierce volley. "But not good enough."

Yvette gritted her teeth, refusing to let Zayne get under her skin. But no matter how hard she tried, how fiercely she fought, Zayne always seemed one step ahead. The score inched closer to match point, and Yvette felt sweat trickle down her back, mixing with desperation.

"Game, set, match, Zayne!" the umpire declared, and Yvette’s shoulders slumped in defeat.

Zayne approached the net, offering her hand. "Hey, don’t look so down. You played well."

Yvette hesitated before taking Zayne’s hand, feeling the strength and warmth in her grip. "Yeah, well, it wasn’t enough," she muttered, pulling away quickly.

Zayne shrugged nonchalantly. "If it makes you feel any better, I didn’t expect to win this easily. You’ve got potential, Yvette."

Yvette blinked, taken aback by Zayne’s backhanded compliment. “Potential? You think I have potential? I’ve won three state championships Zayne. I play just as well as you do.”

“That’s not what I meant, Yvette,” Zayne tried to explain. “I just meant… with some practice, you could be really tough to beat. Just...don’t take your losses so hard."

Yvette looked away, trying to process Zayne’s words. Could she actually be this arrogant? “Some day, someone’s gonna put you in your place. You’re not invincible, Zayne.”

Zayne looked hurt. “Hey, I’m sorry if I offended you. I know I can be cocky. I really do think you’re a great player,” she admitted her, voice sincere. 

“Yeah, you are cocky,” Yvette agreed. “But you play really well. You should be proud of your game.”

“Thank you,” Zayne said, looking into Yvette’s eyes. “You should be proud of yours too.”

Yvette was skeptical. Did Zayne actually mean what she was saying, or was this some kind of twisted victory dance? "Why are you being nice now?" she finally asked.

Zayne smirked. "Call it a change of heart. Or maybe I just respect the fact that you fought so damn hard."

Yvette sighed, the weight of her loss still heavy on her chest. "I just hate losing."

"Everyone does," Zayne said, her tone gentler. "But sometimes losing teaches you more than winning ever could."

They stood there in awkward silence for a moment, until Zayne broke it by gesturing towards the courtside benches. "Come on, let’s grab a drink of water. Maybe we can swap some tips."

Yvette hesitated. They were supposed to be rivals, enemies even, and yet here she was, considering spending more time with Zayne. Part of her wanted to walk away, to retreat to the safety of her solitude, but another part was intrigued. What did Zayne really think of her? And why did she suddenly care?

"Alright," Yvette agreed reluctantly. "But only to keep you humble."

Zayne laughed, a deep, rich sound that somehow disarmed Yvette further. "Fair enough. Let’s go."

As they walked side by side to the bench, Yvette couldn’t help but steal glances at Zayne. Her arrogance was undeniable, but there was something else underneath—something genuine, something that sparked a curiosity Yvette hadn’t expected. By the time they reached the bench and sat down, the initial tension had eased slightly, replaced by an odd sense of camaraderie.

"So," Zayne began, twisting the cap off a bottle of water, "what’s your weakness? Besides my devastating good looks, of course."

Yvette rolled her eyes but found herself smiling. "My serve needs work. I tend to rush it."

Zayne nodded thoughtfully. "Rushing is a common mistake. You gotta slow down, focus on your breathing. Trust your body to do what it knows how to do."

"And what about you?" Yvette challenged. "What’s your kryptonite?"

Zayne smirked, leaning back on the bench. "Me? I’m perfect."

Their laughter mingled together, a strange harmony that neither expected nor fully understood. For the first time, Yvette saw past Zayne’s arrogance to the person beneath—a person who, despite her flaws, had skills worth admiring. And maybe, just maybe, Yvette’s own vulnerabilities resonated with Zayne, creating a bond neither could deny.

As they continued to talk, sharing secrets about their training methods, their favorite tennis legends, and even their personal lives, Yvette started to realize that Zayne wasn’t as impenetrable as she’d once thought. There was a vulnerability there, a need to connect that mirrored her own.

The conversation drifted towards desires, unspoken longings that both women had kept hidden from the world. Yvette found herself opening up about her passion for the game, her dreams of becoming a champion, while Zayne spoke of her own goals and the sacrifices she’d made to get where she was.

In those moments, something shifted between them. It was subtle at first, a brush of fingertips, a lingering glance, but soon it became impossible to ignore. Their breaths mingled, their gazes locked, and Yvette felt a heat growing between them that had nothing to do with the scorching sun.

Zayne leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You know, Yvette, I… I think there’s more to explore between us."

Yvette swallowed hard, her heart pounding against her ribs. "More? Like what?"

Zayne’s gaze softened, her cockiness melting away to reveal a raw, tender need. "Like this."

She leaned in, her lips brushing softly against Yvette’s. The contact was electrifying, sending shivers down Yvette’s spine. It was a kiss filled with promise, with possibility, and for a moment, all the doubts and rivalries melted away, leaving only the two of them, lost in a newfound connection.

When they pulled back, breathless, Yvette met Zayne’s gaze. "Where do we go from here?"

Zayne smiled, a hint of her usual cockiness returning. “Come back to my place, Yvette,” she commanded.

Without another word, Zayne stood up, extending her hand. Yvette took it, feeling the strength in Zayne’s grip again, but this time it felt different—comforting, reassuring. Together, they walked off the court, leaving behind the arena of competition for the unknown territory of desire.

Their destination was Zayne’s car, parked just outside the stadium. As they drove through the city streets, the silence between them was comfortable, laden with unspoken promises and shared fantasies. Yvette stole glances at Zayne, marveling at how quickly everything had changed. Enemies to lovers, indeed.

When they finally arrived at Zayne’s house, a modest but cozy place shaded by tall trees, Yvette followed her inside, her heart racing with anticipation. This was uncharted territory, a thrilling blend of fear and excitement that made her pulse quicken.

Zayne led the way to her bedroom, closing the door behind them. The room was minimalistic, with just a bed, a dresser, and a few posters of iconic tennis players adorning the walls. Yvette barely noticed the decor, her attention wholly focused on Zayne.

"Take your clothes off," Zayne instructed softly, her voice low and husky.

Yvette hesitated for a split second before complying, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled her tank top over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Zayne watched her intently, her eyes darkening with desire. As Yvette kicked off her shoes and slipped out of her shorts, she felt a surge of confidence—not the kind born of athletic prowess, but the kind that came from knowing she was desired.

Zayne moved closer, her hands sliding around Yvette’s waist, pulling her flush against her muscular frame. The sensation of Zayne’s body against hers sent a thrill through Yvette, igniting a fire deep within her. She leaned in, capturing Zayne’s lips in another searing kiss, feeling the intensity of their connection grow with each passing moment.

When they broke apart, Yvette’s breath came in shallow gasps. "What now?"

Zayne’s smile was wicked, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Now, we play."

With that, she gently pushed Yvette onto the bed, following her down and positioning herself between her legs. Yvette’s breath hitched as Zayne’s fingers traced the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, inching closer and closer to her core. The anticipation was almost unbearable, but Yvette welcomed it, craving the pleasure that Zayne promised.

Zayne’s fingers finally brushed against Yvette’s wetness, and Yvette gasped, arching her hips upwards instinctively. Zayne’s touch was firm yet gentle, a careful exploration that left Yvette trembling with need.

"Relax," Zayne whispered, her breath hot against Yvette’s ear. "Let me take care of you."

Yvette obeyed, sinking deeper into the mattress as Zayne caressed her soft skin. Zayne took Yvette’s nipple in her mouth, sucking it until Yvette gasped with delight. Zayne slid down between Yvette’s thighs, leaving a trail of kisses.

Finally, Zayne reached Yvette’s sex, already slick with desire. She licked Yvette’s clit, making Yvette shudder. Her tongue moved faster, bringing on waves of satisfaction.

Yvette grabbed Zayne’s head, desperate for more pleasure. “Don’t stop,” she murmured.

Zayne wasn’t stopping. She kept licking and sucking Yvette’s clit, increasing her speed. Her tongue flicked quickly back and forth over the sensitive area. Yvette felt the climax building. Her legs shook as ecstasy took over.

Yvette’s juices gushed into Zayne’s mouth. Zayne kept going until Yvette was completely satisfied. Finally, Yvette’s body relaxed. She lay on the bed, her body still tingling from the intense pleasure Zayne had given her.

The room was dimly lit, casting soft shadows on the walls, and the scent of their mingled sweat filled the air. Yvette’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shock, disbelief, and an overwhelming sense of satisfaction. She couldn’t believe she was here, naked in her tennis rival’s bedroom, but there was no denying the heat between them.

Zayne’s fingers traced lazy circles around Yvette’s navel, sending shivers down her spine. "You're incredible," Zayne murmured, her voice low and husky. "I never expected this to happen between us."

Yvette turned her head to look at Zayne, her brown eyes wide with curiosity. "Neither did I. You were so... arrogant on the court. I hated you."

Zayne chuckled, a deep resonant sound that vibrated through Yvette’s chest. "I can be a bit much, I know. But it’s all part of my game. Confidence is key."

"Well, your confidence certainly paid off tonight," Yvette admitted, her cheeks flushing as she thought about the way Zayne had devoured her pussy just moments before. The memory made her pussy wet with desire again.

Zayne’s hand continued its teasing path lower, grazing the inside of Yvette’s thigh. "Ready for round two?" she asked, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Yvette nodded, unable to find words as excitement surged through her veins. She shifted onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to Zayne once more. The cool air against her skin made her shiver, but the warmth of Zayne’s presence behind her brought instant comfort.

Zayne rose to her feet and walked over to the nightstand, where a strap-on harness lay waiting. She quickly buckled it on, adjusting the dildo to fit snugly against her body. Yvette watched in awe as Zayne transformed into a figure of raw power and dominance. The sight of the muscular woman strapped with a phallus sent a thrill of fear and excitement racing through Yvette’s body.

"You like what you see?" Zayne teased, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Yvette swallowed hard, her throat dry. "Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Zayne positioned herself behind Yvette, her hands stroking up and down the younger woman’s back. "Good girl," she purred, leaning in to nuzzle Yvette’s ear. "Now, let’s see how you handle this."

With that, Zayne pressed the tip of the strap-on against Yvette’s entrance, slowly pushing inside. Yvette gasped, her muscles clenching around the intrusion. The sensation was different this time—more familiar, yet still electrifying. Zayne’s hips began to move, thrusting in and out with a steady rhythm. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure coursing through Yvette’s body, making her moan softly.

Zayne’s hands gripped Yvette’s hips tightly, guiding her movements. "Fuck, you feel so good," Zayne groaned, her voice thick with exertion. "So tight...”

Yvette’s nails dug into the sheets as she fought to maintain control. The intensity of the moment left her breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel every inch of Zayne’s faux cock sliding in and out of her, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge.

Suddenly, Zayne pulled out, leaving Yvette momentarily bereft. "Not done yet," she said, her voice heavy with intent. "On your side."

Yvette complied, rolling onto her side while keeping one leg bent. Zayne followed, positioning herself to penetrate Yvette from a new angle. This time, the entry was slower, more deliberate. Zayne’s thrusts were deep and powerful, hitting spots inside Yvette that sent sparks of ecstasy exploding throughout her body.

"Oh god..." Yvette whimpered, her voice breaking. "Zayne... harder..."

Zayne obliged, increasing the pace until the room echoed with the sounds of their bodies slapping together. Yvette’s breath came in ragged gasps, her senses heightened to the point of overload.

"You’re mine," Zayne growled, her voice commanding and possessive. "My tennis queen..."

The words sent a shiver down Yvette’s spine, igniting a fire deep within her. She felt owned, claimed by this woman who had initially seemed so infuriating. But now, in this moment, she understood the truth—Zayne was different off the court, and Yvette wanted to explore every facet of her.

With a final, earth-shattering thrust, Zayne drove Yvette over the edge. Yvette’s body convulsed with orgasm, her vision blurring as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Zayne followed soon after, her own release causing her to shudder and groan.

They lay there for a moment, both breathless and spent. Zayne gently withdrew from Yvette, rolling onto her back beside her. Yvette curled into Zayne’s embrace, her head resting on the older woman’s shoulder.

"That was... amazing," Yvette murmured, her voice sleepy and content.

Zayne smiled, brushing a stray curl from Yvette’s face. "There’s more where that came from," she said, her tone promising.

Yvette’s heart skipped a beat at the implication. She knew there would be plenty of time for them to explore their newfound relationship. “I’m really glad I came over here,” she admitted, her body still tingling with pleasure.

Zayne gave Yvette a kiss. “Yeah, I am too,” she replied.

Yvette’s mind was still spinning with shock as she got up and started getting dressed. Zayne handed her her clothes, helping her put her shorts back on. Their rivalry had ignited a flame that couldn’t be extinguished. She couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

“Yvette, I think we’d make a great team. There’s a doubles competition coming up. Would you like to be my partner?” Zayne asked, sounding hopeful.

“I’d love to,” Yvette agreed, her eyes shimmering with excitement.
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