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A Naughty Proposal


Barely an hour into my high school reunion, my prediction that I would have been better off staying home was proven right.

It wasn’t bad per se. Nadine had once again proven her talents as “the person who gets shit done” and booked us a food court that was a retrofitted wine cellar. The atmosphere was nice enough, and with almost every ex-student of our five classes in attendance, we were the perfect number of people to make the place feel lively without being overcrowded.

Speaking about food: No complaints there. The court had five different stalls ranging from BBQ over Italian and Mexican to Asian and a salad bar, and that wasn’t even counting the little cafe and two dessert corners. No, the location was pretty much perfect. The problem was me.

Truth be told, I’d never really fit in at school. I’d only come because it was the ten year anniversary and Nadine had asked me so nicely. Sure, I had some casual friends back then and wasn’t exactly an outsider, but looking back, it’s shocking how surface-level all my relationships have been. No wonder I lost contact to all these “friends” pretty much the moment we went separate ways after graduation.

I’d spent the last hour going through countless iterations of “Hey, nice to see you again, what are you doing now?” while trying out the different food options. So far nobody had reacted to me name-dropping my current employer, which probably was for the better. Not that I was ashamed or anything, but still. These people knew a very different version of me, and as fun as it might have been to shock them a little, I wasn’t going to force the information on anyone.

And so it came to be that I stood at one of the bar tables at the outskirts of the crowd, occasionally taking a sip from my wine glass and considering if it was rude to leave already, when someone slapped me on the back.

“Heya, Chrissy, long time no see, ey?”

I barely managed not to spill my wine. My assailant grabbed the table to stabilize herself before slamming down a ridiculously large beer mug. That thing must have held something like two liters. Only that it didn’t hold two liters, because the mug was almost empty, and it wasn’t much of a mystery where the rest had gone.

“Hi, Steph,” I said curtly.

Steph was dead drunk. Her dirty blond curls hang into her face to the point that I questioned how she was even able to see me, and her words came in a barely coherent slur. It would have been easy to just ignore her and walk away, but if Steph was there, then that meant…

“It really is you. So nice of you to come here!”

Veronica emerged from the crowd, Mel right by her side as always. And, of course, there was Lizzy. They might have grown up and changed their style, but in this moment it felt like they hadn’t changed a single bit during the last decade.

I took a deep breath as they surrounded me. Veronica and Mel took position opposite of me at the table and Lizzy blocked the flank that wasn’t already occupied by Steph.

“Hey there,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “What have you been up to?”

“Being bad girls. So just the usual, really.” Veronica still had that same shit-eating grin. I was just waiting for her to steal a sip from my wine to assert dominance. “Much more importantly: We heard our cute little Chrissy got herself a pretty nice job.”

Maybe I shouldn’t have been so forthcoming with my occupation after all. If the four of them figured out what I was doing, I wouldn’t hear the end of it.

“Yes. App development and near-field communication technology. Pays pretty well.”

Veronica snickered. “Come on Chrissy, there’s no need to play coy. We’re all friends here.”

“You’re working for Astarte, don’t you?” Mel interjected, apparently still happy in her role as Veronica’s right hand.

“Yeah, you inna sexy business now, ey?” Steph took another big gulp of beer, but not before showing me the most lecherous grin I’d ever seen on a woman.

I sipped my wine as I tried to collect myself. I wasn’t the embarrassed girl from back then who let those four clowns tease her to their heart’s content. Why should I care what they thought of me and my job? If anything, it was proof of how much I’d grown since then.

“Yes, I develop sex toys now,” I said, louder than I had intended. “What about it?”

“Nothing about it,” Lizzy said from my side. “That’s pretty cool, actually.”

“Absolutely,” Veronica added. “We couldn’t believe that our adorable Chrissy has finally managed to break out of her shell.”

I started, trying to read the room. My experiences told me that this had to be some kind of joke at my expense. While their words sounded surprisingly supportive, they were all in such high spirits that there had to be something going on. Well, except maybe for Steph. She was far too much under the influence of a different kind of spirits to pose any kind of threat, intellectual or otherwise.

That thought made me smile. And I realized that I wasn’t all that anxious. We weren’t back in school anymore and there was nothing they could do to me.

“Guess I did. It might come as a surprise to you, but some people actually manage to change.”

Veronica’s smile vanished. I couldn’t read the look she shared with the others, but there was an immediate shift in the atmosphere. Despite my earlier revelation, I felt myself tense up again. When Veronica finally continued, she sounded a hundred percent sincere.

“Look, Chrissy, we know that you didn’t have it easy with us. We were stupid kids with more hormones than brains and there were times when we took things a bit too far. So we thought we should come over and make sure there are no hard feelings between us.”

“Is this supposed to be an apology?” I asked, unsure what to make of it all.

“Something like that. It depends,” Mel said, only adding to my confusion.

Veronica drew her finger across the rim of her own beer glass as she gave me an intense stare. “It might not have seemed like it at times, but we never had any kind of malicious intent. I fully admit, the main reason we kept teasing you was because it was always fun to see your reaction, but we didn’t want to hurt you. We’ve been talking about you a couple of times over the last ten years actually, especially with how you never showed up to any of the other reunions. So please, tell it to us straight: Are you still holding a grudge? Did we hurt you with our stupid games?”

I hid behind my own glass. What was I supposed to answer? The truth was that I didn’t really understand my own feelings when it came to our time in school. In hindsight I totally believed Veronica when she said that they had never wanted to hurt me. They didn’t beat me up or insult me or anything like that, it just amused them to no end to make me… uncomfortable.

The four of them had embraced their sexuality early, while I had been the shy kid who blushed every time the biology teacher said a naughty word like vagina. And as vividly as I remembered the anxiety of wondering what prank they were going to play on me next, I also remembered never even considering telling on them. In a twisted way that could only make sense to the brain of a teenager, I almost liked being their victim, because it meant that I could be part of their games, be part of this group of hot girls who knew what they wanted and weren’t afraid to take it.

“I don’t hold any grudges, if that’s what you’re worried about. I know that I’ve been a dumb, awkward teenager myself. So if you want to apologize, feel free to do so, but it honestly doesn’t matter all that much to me either way. What’s past is past.”

“Glad you see it this way.”

The conversation should have been over at this point, but if anything the atmosphere got even more tense. There had to be something else going on, something big that I was still missing.

Veronica kept her gaze trained on me. There was a spark in her eyes that brought up memories I’d believed to have permanently erased from my mind. “Some of the things we did, they were a bit… explicit.”

“I guess you could say that.” As much as I’d thought myself to be past such things, I could feel my cheeks tingle as I remembered getting flashed in the girl’s bathroom. Or Steph licking my ice cream while moaning obscenely. Or finding used panties in my pen case, complete with confirmation that those panties where freshly taken from a place where they were now very visibly missing.

“A lot of that shit would’ve gotten us in deep trouble if you’d ever snitched on us. Why didn’t you?”

I was glad that Veronica took my silence as a prompt to keep talking, because there was no answer I could have given without revealing far too much about some deeply suppressed feelings.

“When we heard that you’re working for the most innovative sex toy company as a developer now, we couldn’t believe it. And then we couldn’t stop wondering: Did you always have a kinky side to you? Is that the reason you never stopped us? Or were we such a bad influence on you?”

I realized that I had four pairs of eyes drilling into me, even though one pair was too unfocused to do any real drilling. My wine had evaporated during the last couple of minutes. “We’re getting into some very personal territory here,” I said slowly, wondering if maybe they hadn’t changed after all and this whole alleged apology was only a ruse to once more try out how far they had to push me before I squirmed in embarrassment.

It was Lizzy who came to my rescue. “I think it’s time we put the cards on the table.”

“Yeah!” Steph lifted her giant mug and took a deep gulp, half of which didn’t make it to her mouth and splattered onto her cleavage. “Time to wash our dirty laundry with her. Or however the saying goes, but ya know what I mean.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, growing restless.

Veronica pushed her own beer aside so there was nothing left standing between us. “I’m going to say something now that might shock you. If you decide at any point during this conversation that you’ve heard enough and don’t want anything to do with us anymore, that’s perfectly understandable and no one will think badly of you if you leave.”

“Okay?”

“There’s another reason we always picked on you specifically. We thought you were pretty cute and we hoped that at some point, if we pushed you enough, you’d take the hint and turn it around on us.”

“Wait what?”

Of all the things Veronica could have said, I wouldn’t have expected that one in a million years. The implications of her words immediately made my mind run in circles and I forced myself to calm down. I couldn’t forget who I was talking to. “You’re fucking with me, right?”

“No, we’re not,” Mel said. “Veronica is right. We all had a bit of a crush on you, but we were stupid teenagers, so we decided the best way to go about it was to bully you into sexually charged situations.”

“But… how?” I was so taken aback by this revelation, my brain refused to properly do words. “Like, I was just one weird kid and you were… well, you were cool. And hot. And…” I stopped when I realized what I’d just said.

“You heard that, y’all?” Steph mumbled. “She said we’re hot.”

“I guess there’s a chance you won’t run away after all,” Lizzy said from my side. She’d come a bit closer, to the point that our bare arms brushed against each other.

“Well, well, well.” Veronica curled a strand of her beautiful dark hair over her finger. “Maybe we’ve found the reason you never snitched on us. You figured there’s worse things in the world than getting flashed by four pretty girls.”

“I…” I cleared my throat, trying my best to get a hold of myself and the situation. “Wasn’t this supposed to be an apology?”

“Sorry, I got a bit off track there.” Veronica glanced to the sides as if to check if anyone was listening in. She had no reason to worry. Most people were either still at the food stalls or sitting around in small groups. We were pretty much the only ones standing at the small bar tables.

She leaned forwards, pointedly invading my private space with her pretty face. “The point is: Can you honestly tell me you never fantasized about turning the tables on us? Imagined being the bully for once? Find out if we’re as cute as you are when you push our buttons and make us squirm?”

Steph put her arm around my shoulder. “I’ll give it to ya straight: I’m a world-class squirmer.” Her breath smelled of alcohol and she was in absolutely no condition to make any decision, but she had always had a lot of chaotic energy. Out of the four of them, her pranks had been the most hands-on. There was a reason she was the one who’d stared most often in my secret daydreams.

“I mean… if you phrase it like that…” I, too, double-checked that we were alone. “What if I did?”

My comment triggered a round of giggles.

“What indeed.” Veronica leaned in even more closely. It wouldn’t have taken much for our noses to touch. I couldn’t back off even if I’d wanted to, because Steph was still holding me, and by now Lizzy was very actively blocking off my side. They had me completely ensnared. The only one missing was Mel who kept grinning at me over Veronica’s shoulder.

“What if I told you it’s not too late,” Veronica continued, her voice smooth like molten chocolate. “We’d be very interested to find out what this new, sex toy designing Chrissy would like to do to us.”

I felt the heat rising, and not just because it was quite warm in the room and I was in the middle of what was a cuddle pile in everything but name. My stomach fluttered as more and more memories emerged. Memories of all the inappropriate ways they had teased me, and – much more embarrassingly – memories of me shifting in bed at night as I unsuccessfully tried to convince myself that thinking about my bullies didn’t make me horny.

“That’s got to be a joke, right?” I said. “Like, you can’t be serious.”

“Wanna bet?” Veronica reached into Mel’s cleavage. Maybe I should have looked away, but I was too surprised to think clearly. There was something disturbingly hot about how nonchalantly Veronica fondled her friend's breasts. By the way they squished between her questing fingers, they had to be even softer than they looked.

When Veronica’s hand reemerged, it held a small metal key. Maybe that stunt hadn’t just been for my titillation and their amusement over my titillation. “That’s the key for the staff restroom. If we go there, we can be sure no one is going to disturb us.”

“Why do you have that?” I asked, still in a kind of daze by this sudden spike in intimacy.

“Did you forget? We’re bad girls.” Veronica was back to her signature shit-eating grin as she hid the key in her palm. “I don’t blame you for your skepticism, so here’s the deal: You can take me to the staff restroom right now and make me eat you out. That should take care of any remaining doubts whether we’re serious. And once that’s done, we can talk about where we wanna go from here.”

“Don’t forget,” Lizzy added, her lips almost brushing against my ear as she spoke. “You can still walk away if you decide that you don’t want to deal with us crazy people.”

In that moment I made a decision: I was not going to walk away. While a part of me still insisted that this couldn’t be real and had to be some kind of practical joke, I wanted to see where it would take me, and not just to give shy awkward high school Chrissy some closure. My last relationship had ended a good half a year ago, and I was more than ready to go on a little adventure.

Also, what did I have to lose? If it turned out that they had just been screwing with me, it would still make for a funny story to tell during coffee break at work. And if Veronica decided to take the joke so far as to actually eat me out… Well, who cared if she got me off ironically or sincerely? It was going to feel nice either way.

“Sounds like an offer I can’t refuse,” I said.

There was another round of giggles and one “That’s our girl!” as Steph slapped me on the back. Their mirth didn’t exactly raise my confidence in their intentions, but I had already committed to seeing this through.

“Lead the way,” I told Veronica.

As we left the other three behind and made our way through the ancient tunnels leading to the restrooms, I was starting to feel my nerves. It was one thing to get carried away by the energy of a hyperactive gaggle of girls, but now that it was just the two of us, the reality of what I’d agreed to sunk in.

“We’re actually doing this?” I asked after making sure that no one else was within earshot.

“If you’re up for it: Yes.”

We had reached the toilets. Veronica’s key indeed unlocked the special room for the staff, so at least that part had been the truth. The inside also looked a lot better than I’d feared. It was a brightly lit, not even all that small room. The floor was clean and made from tiles in an eye-pleasing pastel blue. The actual toilet was walled off in a little stall at the back. Of course I could have come up with a hundred better places to have sex in, but when you were already locked in to the whole “quickie in the restroom” thing, you couldn’t do much better than this.

Speaking about locked in: As soon as we were both inside, Veronica locked the door behind us and left the key in the hole.

“So, what is this really about?” I asked, trying not to let my nervousness show. I didn’t believe that Veronica had brought me here to beat me up in a place where no one would notice, but I still couldn’t wrap my head around what was going on.

“Exactly what we said: We want to give you the chance to do what you didn’t dare back in high school. As a little gift to make up for teasing you so much back then.” She leaned against the sink, her nonchalance just a little too strong to be fully believable.

“And I’m really to believe that there’s zero ulterior motive involved? It’s completely normal for you to just walk up to people you have wronged at some point and offer to eat them out in exchange?”

“I admit, it’s not something we do on a daily basis. Then again, most people I’ve wronged I didn’t have a crush on at some point.” Veronica gave me a winning smile. When she saw that this still wasn’t enough to convince me, she tried a different tactic. “So, about your job at Astarte…”

“Yes, what about it?”

“They’re not your average sex toy company, now are they?”

I made a non-committal grunt, not sure where she was getting at. Yes, Astarte specialized in the kinkier side of sex. We might have your basic dildos and vibrators, but there was a reason they hired experts in “app development and near-field communication”, as I’d so professionally put it. You needed some good software and hardware for things like remote-controlled shock collars that could also be configured to go off depending on the wearer’s location. Or password-locked chastity belts with programmable vibrating plugs. But what did that have to do with anything?

“You see, the four of us, we had a lot of fun with your products already. It wasn’t long after high school when we realized that we were what you might call kinky gals.” Veronica kept shifting around from foot to foot as she talked. It was hard to tell if she was playfully idling or nervously fidgeting, but either way it drew my attention to her long, perfectly smooth legs.

“We’ve been pretty active in the scene for a good couple of years now. Even have our own little show we sometimes perform for an inclined audience. I dare say in the right circles we’re well known as ‘those four crazy subs’.”

I snorted. “Submissives? You?”

“It’s gotta sound strange, but I already told you: Looking back, the main reason we teased you was that we hoped you’d turn the tables on us. Our real natures were already showing back then, we just didn’t fully realize it yet. But given your job and the things you help develop, is it fair to assume that you’re not all that vanilla yourself?”

“I guess you could say that…”

What the hell was going on? Was I really standing in some random restroom, discussing intimate details about my sexuality with a person I hadn’t seen in ten years?

And yet in a weird way it felt so right. Maybe it was just because I’d never had much chance to talk about my darker desires with my partners.

As one would expect, I knew lots of kinky people from work and also from my general circle of friends, but somehow I’d never managed to score a relationship with a suitable person. Invariably me and my partner would have a lovely honeymoon phase until we figured out after a couple of months that I’m the only one who didn’t consider oral sex the peak of naughty adventures.

That was a lot of words to say: It felt real good to have an openly kinky person show interest in me for once, even if that person had a complicated history with me.

“Thought so.” I was pretty sure I could see relief in Veronica’s face. “You asked about ulterior motives. Yes, we don’t just offer ourselves for your sake. We really did talk about you several times, and we agreed that it would be really hot to get you for some kind of revenge roleplay. We never expected it to ever actually happen, of course, because you never showed your face again and we were realistic enough to know, the chances of you being as kinky as us were slim. But when we talked to some of our old friends today and heard that you’re with Astarte now… let’s just say the gears got turning and we figured, we had to give it a shot. So now it’s your turn. On a scale from ‘What the fuck, you’re all sick’ to ‘Hell yeah’, how to you rate this confession?”

My heart beat faster. When it came to explanations for their weird behavior, this had to be the jackpot. “Revenge roleplay?” I repeated, the words rolling from my tongue like warm honey.

“That’s what we had in mind, but of course it’s completely up to you how you want to play it. If you want to play at all, that is.”

“I want!” I blurted out. I’d be crazy to pass up on this offer of at least one kinky one-night stand. Only when I saw Veronica’s grin reappearing did I realize how desperate I must have sounded, and I quickly tried to come off more level-headed. “But are you sure about this? You don’t know me or what I want. What if my idea of revenge is something you don’t like?”

“I’d say we cross that bridge when we get to it.” Veronica stepped away from the sink and towards me, once again playfully invading my private space. “And don’t you worry. As I said: We’re kinky gals. Chances are, whatever you come up with, we’ve already done it before.”

While my heart kept pounding in excitement, I couldn’t help notice that Veronica was doing it again: She might claim that she wanted me to take control, and maybe she even believed it herself, but in reality it was the exact same thing as back in high school: She was rubbing it in my face how much more sexual she was, teasing me just to see what my reaction would be. However, this time I wouldn’t fall for it. If we were going to do this, we were doing it on my terms.

“You were going to eat me out, weren’t you?”

“That’s the plan.” Veronica put her hands on my waist. I was wearing a belly-free top, and her fingers felt far too good on my bare sides, gripping me confidently and yet sensually. She really knew how to touch a woman. “Are you taking your jeans off yourself or do you want me to do it? I can open a belt with my teeth. Wanna see?”

“Later. First I want you to let me kiss you and to tell me how beautiful and sexy I am.”

Veronica’s face was so worth it. To her credit, it took her just a moment to recover. “Uh, kinky,” she joked.

I brushed Veronica’s hands off. As much as I enjoyed her advances, she’d have to learn that I wasn’t going to roll over and let her do whatever she wanted anymore. “I didn’t tell you to make fun of me.”

My voice didn’t sound as serious as I’d wanted to come off. I’d never been a good actor. It was enough to get my point across, though. For the first time this evening, maybe the first time ever, Veronica looked genuinely taken aback.

“I’m sorry,” she said, lowering her head a little, but not enough to break eye contact. “What I wanted to say is: You’re a very lovely kinky person and I…”

I put a finger under her chin and lifted it, shutting her up and forcing her to look me straight in the eyes. “Tell me that I’m beautiful. And sexy.”

My heart beat so fast, it would be a miracle if Veronica couldn’t hear it. It was so hard not to look away, but I forced myself to push the awkwardness aside. There was no way my first attempt at being dominant was coming off as convincing, especially not to someone as experienced as Veronica. But I had managed to throw her off her game, and that had to count for something. Also, if she was serious about her offer, this was her chance to prove it and play along.

“Well, you are. Beautiful and sexy, I mean.”

“Come on, you can do better than that. Tell me what you like about me. Make it personal.”

Was that a blush starting on Veronica’s cheeks? God, she was so adorable when she was at a loss for words. It was a pity she always hid that side of hers under her cocky exterior.

“You’re really hot right now,” she said, her eyes periodically flicking down to my hand. Talking had to feel a bit awkward with my finger still under her chin, but that was her problem, not mine. “I love it when you’re this dominant. Go on, tell me what you want me to do!”

Her affirmation felt nice, but there she was again, hogging the initiative. Old habits really did die hard.

“You forgot about the beautiful part,” I chided her. “You’re not getting to do anything before you’ve told me at least three things you like about me. I want to feel pretty.”

“I… you...”

It was such a rush, seeing the effect I had on Veronica. She might be far more confident and out-going than me and – admittedly – also better-looking, but none of that mattered, because right now she was putty in my hands. It was so incredible satisfying to take control of another person like this.

No wonder my vanilla relationships had never lasted. Sex was nice and all, but deep down I must have always known that what I’ve really yearned for was this feeling of control right now. I’d never dared to be this forward with any of my partners, but since I had nothing to lose when it came to my relationship with Veronica, I might as well do whatever felt right in the moment.

“I like your eyes,” Veronica finally settled on. “Especially when you look at me like that.”

It wasn’t bad for a first attempt. “Two more,” I demanded.

“I love your breasts,” Veronica continued, momentarily throwing me off with her directness. “I always thought it was a pity how you hid them behind your baggy shirts. They’re just the perfect size. When you grab them from behind, they are exactly two soft, squishy handfuls. There’s no better feeling in the whole world.”

“I remember you doing that more than once back then.”

“Can you blame me?”

I couldn’t. My breasts were something I’d been self-conscious about for the longest time. After several partners ensured me that they didn’t need to be big to be pretty, I finally came to my senses and believed it myself, but back in school it had been an endless source of anxiety that all the other girls were better endowed than me. It felt good to hear that even back then my body had been appreciated just the way it was.

“You owe me one more thing.”

“Your lips,” Veronica answered immediately. “I’ve always wondered what it feels like to kiss you. And I’m very happy that I’m going to find out now.”

Of course she couldn’t help getting a bit pushy there at the end. She was almost cute enough to allow it. Almost.

“Ask me to kiss you.”

“Please kiss me.”

“You can ask more nicely than that.”

“Fuck, you’re good at this!”

It was so hard to stay in character when all I wanted was to squeal in delight. Maybe Veronica was just playing up her praise to make me feel better, but if she was this good at faking, then I honestly didn’t care. Getting such a nice reaction to my dominant act made me feel incredibly sexy. And we hadn’t even come to the good part yet.

“Please, Chrissy, let me taste your sexy lips.”

Much better, but there was one thing I’d let slip until this point and it was time to set it right. “I’m not Chrissy anymore. Nowadays everyone calls me by my proper name.”

“I’m sorry, Christine. Do you want to punish me for my insolence?”

I had to chuckle at that. Veronica was so eager to play the role, it was ridiculous. If I’d told her she deserved a spanking, she would have jumped onto my lap in a heartbeat. And it wasn’t like the idea didn’t have its appeal – far from it – but I was going to stick to my principle of never allowing Veronica to set the pace. “I want you to properly ask for my kiss.”

“Please, Christine, I’m dying for a taste of your sweet lips. Allow me just one kiss and I’ll be yours forever.”

She almost managed to keep a straight face as she made it through those cheesy lines. I considered admonishing her for hamming it up so much, but it was pretty funny, and I also didn’t feel like waiting any longer myself.

Once again my heartbeat quickened as I leaned in. I hadn’t had many one-night stands, and it was rare for me to kiss someone without establishing an emotional relationship first. Then again, Veronica and me certainly had a relationship of sorts, and there were definitely some emotions involved. Also, I wasn’t going to chicken out now, not after I’d handled my first attempt at dominance so well.

I brushed over Veronica’s soft, full lips with my own. They were slightly parted and her breath smelled slightly of beer, but it was overlaid with a minty freshness. Seemed like she’d come prepared. More than me in any case. My odor of onions and wine was strong enough that I noticed it myself, and for a moment I felt self-conscious about what Veronica would think of me. I managed to calm my nerves by telling myself that if she minded, she only had herself to blame. Those were the risks of seducing people at a party.

Feeling a little bolder, I gently engaged my tongue, just a little to see what she would do. The reaction was a soft moan and Veronica grabbing me in earnest as she plunged her own tongue into my mouth.

I immediately melted into her arms. Veronica’s tongue felt so good as it ran along my own. She pulled back a little, just to push right back in again. Her tongue was everywhere. It tickled the top of my mouth, it wrestled down my own tongue with impressive strength, at one point she even shoved it in so deeply that I worried she was going to throat-fuck me. If her kisses were already this crazy, I couldn’t even begin to imagine how amazing it would be to get eaten out by her.

But as much as her aggressive tongue-play made my mind go fuzzy and made me want nothing more than to continue this hot make-out session forever, I couldn’t help notice that I was once again allowing her to take over.

It was easy to see what people got out of playing the part of the bottom. Having an experienced top take care of you was amazing. But as nice as it was, it didn’t compare to the rush of being in total control and making sure your partner knew it.

With only a small twinge of regret I pushed Veronica back, breaking the kiss. Maybe I’d shoved her a little too hard, because she just barely managed not to bump against the sink, and that look of confusion and concern on her face didn’t look fake. I’d better make it clear quickly that this was still part of our game.

“You only asked for me to kiss you, not to kiss me back. You’re getting greedy.”

The smile returned to Veronica’s lips. “I’m sorry. I got a bit carried away there. You’re just too cute for your own good.”

She could be adorable if she wanted, but right now I didn’t want to be cute. I wanted to be sexy and aggressively dominant. “I’ll kiss you again,” I said, trying my best to sound like I wasn’t going to take any more of her shit “and you will stay completely still while I do it. I don’t want to see you move a single muscle.”

“Whatever you say, Christine.”

It sounded slightly sarcastic, but she did stop moving. She leaned against the sink and looked at me with sultry eyes, her lips slightly parted. I took her up on her invitation, but stopped right before our lips touched. I kept hovering there for a few seconds, just to unnerve her a little, before I slowly took my tongue out and licked along the arch of her upper lip.

Her shiver and that needy little sound she made were electrifying. I could feel how much she wanted to close the gap and move in for a real kiss, which was all the reason I needed to deny it to her. I teased the corners of her mouth for a bit before moving on to tiny licks over her lower lip.

Originally I’d only intended to tease her a little, but I couldn’t get enough of these little whimpers she kept making. Something about the way I ran my tongue along her lips made her go absolutely crazy, and I was so here for it. It was so hot to willfully take my time, knowing Veronica was struggling to keep still with every passing second.

Also, I just couldn’t get enough of her sweet lips. Maybe she used some kind of scented lip gloss, maybe it was the natural taste of her skin, or maybe there wasn’t anything special going on and I was just so horny that my mind played tricks on me, but something about her lips made my tongue tingle in the best of ways.

When I finally had enough of my little game, Veronica’s lips were shining in the harsh light of the restroom and she was trembling. It was impossible to read her expression, but there was no denying the impact I’d had on her.

“You can move again if you want.”

“Wow.” Veronica reached up to gingerly touch her lips with her fingertips. She moved like in trance, as if she couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. “That was crazy. If I’d known you could be this hot…” She shook her head. It seemed to snap her at least partly out of her stupor. “You must have girls begging at your feet wherever you go.”

I wasn’t going to shatter her image of me by telling her that my number of partners was about as average as it could be, and that none of them had ever come close to this level of praise for my technique. Truth be told, I didn’t fully understand what had happened either, only that it had felt intensely right. I was still feeling a little floaty myself. Veronica might have been the one getting teased, but the experience had been no less sensual and arousing for me. I was so ready for some real sexy actions.

“I think it’s time to get to the main event,” I said, feeling that I did a remarkably good job of playing it cool. “Sooner or later someone from the staff will hear nature calling and wonder who’s taking so long.”

Veronica nodded. “So you want me to…”

God, it was so hot seeing her in full submissive mode. “To do what you promised to do, yes.”

I opened my belt to emphasize my words. It would have been fun to see her undress me with her mouth, but we had really pushed our luck already with how long we were taking. And the way the gang had been talking earlier, this was just the prelude to whatever they had planned. There was a good chance this wasn’t the last time I got to play with Veronica.

She slipped out of her shoes and knelt down. The hard tiles looked really uncomfortable, but Veronica didn’t let it show. It seemed like she was no stranger to spending time on her knees.

I slid my jeans and panties down my legs. For a moment I felt self-conscious about the fact that since the end of my last relationship I’d become a bit lazy when it came to shaving, but Veronica didn’t comment or even visibly react in any way. She helped me step out of my clothes and placed them on top of her thighs so they wouldn’t get dirty. She even planted a little kiss on both my legs in the process. I could have been consistent and chided her for doing all that on her own, but really, how could I blame her for being this lovely and adorable.

I spread my legs a little and Veronica shuffled forwards on her knees to get in position. The tiles made a dull clonk each time she touched down on them. How could she keep acting this naturally? That stunt had to be hell on her knees!

That thought, and pretty much every other one as well, got blown from my mind when Veronica’s mouth found my pussy. I’d already predicted her to be good, but nothing could have prepared me for just how amazing she really was.

My previous experiences had taught me that eating someone out included some pleasant flicks of the tongue and maybe a little bit of sucking if one felt especially daring. Turns out, my previous experiences had not been with people who knew what they were doing, myself included.

It felt like Veronica used her entire face at once. While her tongue teased around my wet entrance, her lips gently nibbled on my folds and her nose rubbed against the area around my clit. That unexpected multitude of sensations left me shaking and I had to steady myself against the door. One minute I had felt all dominant and in control, now I wondered if I’d even be able to stay on my feet.

I tried to stay silent, but when her tongue entered me, I couldn’t help moaning. How was she this strong? I hadn’t even known it was possible for a human tongue to reach this deep. And she wasn’t satisfied with flexing her strength one single time. Her tongue fucked me like a heavenly soft, smooth dildo, and all the while her upper lip and nose kept teasing my clit. I was already embarrassingly close. If she kept this up, this would be over within minutes. I was going to lose all credibility when it came to my sexual prowess.

Then again, I had been the one to decide that we should come to an end, so maybe I could turn it around and pretend it was all part of my plan.

“Come on, we don’t have all day!” I grabbed Veronica’s hair and shoved her head harder into my crotch. Ironically this made it easier to resist her for a bit longer, because she couldn’t move as freely anymore, which took some of the finesse out of her technique. Not that it helped much when she decided to switch strategies and went straight for my clit.

Her soft lips encased my sensitive nub, and once she engaged her tongue again, I stood no chance at all. It was all I could do not to get loud as her expert tongue play sent me over the edge.

My orgasm was short and sweet like its build-up, but I didn’t mind not getting completely shattered by the pleasure. It was hard enough to stay on my feet as it was, and also the whole venue would have heard me otherwise.

Her technique was perfect to the very end. She kept roughly lapping and sucking at my clit as long as my climax was going strong, and slowed down immediately once it started to subside. Soon she restrained herself to the most gentle of licks, just enough to draw out the pleasure a little bit longer without irritating my now oversensitive clit.

It took me a good minute to catch my breath again. My legs kept shaking, and I had to keep holding on to Veronica’s head to stay upright. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” I finally managed when I felt on top of my five senses again.

“Thanks. I always strive to please.” Veronica looked up at me with a grin. The whole area around her mouth and nose was shining and sticky, but somehow she still managed to get that cocky look off perfectly. “And it looks like it’s not that hard to please you.”

Seemed like I hadn’t fooled anyone after all. “It’s not my fault that it’s so hot to screw around with you. You’re too good with your act of the cocky submissive.”

“You’re real nice as the sexy dom yourself.” Veronica helped me back into my clothes. I tried not to let her praise get to me too much, but who was I kidding? Sex would never be the same again, and it felt so good to get confirmation that my first attempt at playing the dominant had been a resounding success.

Veronica got up again. She stayed intimately close to me in a tight half-embrace. “I can already see, the four of us are gonna have a lot of fun with you.”

Right, there had been some further plans I wasn’t privy to. “So where will we go from here?” I asked.

“Back to the others. We’ve blocked the staff restroom long enough, and I’m sure they’re dying to know how it went. We can talk about the rest once we’re all together again. But first…” Veronica tilted her head and gave me a crooked smile. “What do you say about another kiss?”

Her face was still all sticky with my juices, and she was close enough that I could smell myself on her. I hesitated for only a moment. After all, what better way was there to start my path into the world of dirty, naughty debauchery?

“Sure,” I said and leaned in.
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