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 Story 1: Babysitter’s Surprise







The sound of my own breathing filled the silence as I sat on Ms Holt's plush, cream-colored couch, reading a book that I'd brought with me. The kids were fast asleep in their rooms, and I was just killing time until Ms Holt returned from her dinner party. My eyes flicked over the words, but my mind started to wander. I suddenly remembered that the last time I babysat for her, I'd forgotten my jacket. Ms Holt had mentioned it was in one of the closets.



I glanced around the spacious living room, feeling a bit overwhelmed by the sheer size of the house. It wasn't every day that a twenty-year-old like myself got to be in such an opulent place. But where could my jacket be? There were so many closets in this mansion-like home, and I hadn't thought to ask Ms Holt which one she meant.



I began my search by the main doors, opening closets and peering in. My jacket was nowhere to be found. Instead, I was surprised by the sheer amount of clothes that the woman had. Everything from fur winter jackets to skin-tight dresses, her wealth was clear.



With a deep breath, I decided to continue my search at the bottom level of the house – the basement. I slowly made my way down the dimly lit staircase, my heart pounding with each step. As I reached the bottom, I spotted a door slightly ajar. Maybe my jacket was in there?



The door was unlike the others. This one had two sets of locks on the frame, and the wood was heavy. Curiosity got the better of me as I pushed against the heavy wood. “Come on…” I muttered, my petite body barely enough to make the thing budge. I blew away a strand of wavy brown hair that fell in front of my face — and with a final shove, the door opened.



Instead of a closet, I was met with a sight that left me stunned and speechless. The walls of the room were lined with an array of BDSM toys and various other kinky accessories.



My cheeks flushed as I gazed upon the assortment of whips, handcuffs, and ropes that adorned the walls. The air in the room seemed to grow heavier, filling with the scent of leather and the unspoken promises of pleasure and pain. I felt my body responding to the sights before me; my nipples tightened beneath my shirt, and a warmth spread between my thighs.



“What in the world…” I muttered, walking along the furry carpet. The lighting in the room was dim and soft, creating the perfect sensual ambiance.



I hesitated for a moment, still reeling from the shock of finding myself in Ms Holt's secret dungeon. But curiosity got the better of me as I took a tentative step further into the room, my eyes darting from one toy to another. The dim lighting cast eerie shadows on the walls, making it all feel even more surreal.



In the center of the room was a leather chair with stir-ups, and I could only imagine the acts that had taken place there. My mind raced, conjuring images of bound bodies writhing in pleasure and pain, and I couldn't help but feel a stirring deep within me. As I moved closer, my attention was drawn to a ball gag and paddle hanging nearby. The thought of someone being silenced and disciplined sent a thrill down my spine.



"Ms Holt always seemed so... innocent," I whispered to myself, my voice barely audible. How could this woman, who appeared so mature and put-together, harbor such a dark and kinky side?



"May?" her voice suddenly filled the room, and I yelped in surprise, my chest tightening as I spun around.



There she stood, leaning against the doorway, wearing a tight red dress that hugged her curves like a second skin. She looked every bit the seductive dominatrix, and my heart hammered in my chest.


“I didn’t expect to find you in here.” She said, her lips curling into a grin as she tucked her long blonde hair behind her ears.


"Ms Holt, I... I'm so sorry," I stammered, desperate to find the right words. "I shouldn't have snooped. I didn't mean to intrude."


She chuckled softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "It’s fine. I don’t mind.”



I turned to leave, my cheeks burning with embarrassment, but Ms Holt's voice stopped me in my tracks.



"May, wait," she called out, her tone both curious and teasing. "Have you ever had any experience with these toys?"



My cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red as I shook my head. It was a personal question, but I had just peered into her dark psyche. "No, Ms Holt," I admitted quietly, suddenly feeling like a little girl confessing to a teacher. "My boyfriend is... well, he's very vanilla. We never really experimented with anything."



She sighed softly, a mixture of sympathy and mischief dancing in her eyes. "That's a shame," she said, her voice sultry and enticing. "You don't know what you're missing."



Then, with a devilish smirk, she added, "But since you were snooping around my private space, maybe you need to be punished for your curiosity."



My breath hitched in my throat, my heart pounding as I tried to process what she was saying. Was she serious? What kind of punishment did she have in mind? A part of me was terrified, but another part—a part I didn't even know existed—was strangely excited by the prospect.



"Hands and knees, May," Ms Holt commanded, her voice firm and authoritative. "Crawl towards me."



“Wh-what?”
 I replied, my mind racing. I could feel my body shaking underneath my jeans and shirt as my heart raced into overdrive.



“You heard me, girl. Get on your hands and knees. And crawl…” She said, setting her jaw. Her piercing dark eyes shook me to my core.



My body reacted before my mind could even process the command, moving into position with surprising ease. Shocked and surprised at my own submission, I found myself crawling across the cold floor towards Ms Holt. The way she looked down at me, her blue eyes filled with power and desire, sent shivers down my spine, and I couldn't help but feel an unfamiliar thrill building within me.



"Good girl," she praised as I reached her feet, her words igniting a warmth in my chest that quickly spread throughout my body. "Now, I've always been curious about how beautiful you'd look naked. Strip for me, May."



“Y-yes, ma’am.” I had no idea what was coming over me, but it felt like her words had my body in a trance — one that I couldn’t break.



My heart raced at her command, but I didn't hesitate, my hands shaking as I reached for the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head and exposing my trembling body to her hungry gaze.



I couldn’t believe what was coming over me, but I knew one thing — I loved it.



My heart and pussy throbbed as I tossed my shift to the side. My petite, perky tits bounced as slipped my fingers past the waist of my jeans.



“Fuck…” Ms Holt breathed, her eyes fixated on my perky pink nipples. I blushed. I was used to being gawked at by college boys — but an older woman?



With a deep breath, I slowly unbutton my jeans, my fingers trembling as I pull down the zipper. I slide the denim over my hips, allowing it to pool at my feet. Standing before Ms Holt in my pink panties adorned with an innocent little bunny on the crotch, I feel vulnerable and exposed.



"Aw, how sweet," she coos, her blue eyes sparkling with amusement. "Your panties are so innocent and playful." Her words make me blush, embarrassed by the childish nature of my underwear. She takes a step closer, her full figure casting a shadow over me. "Don't be ashamed, darling. They're quite cute."



As if to prove her point, Ms Holt reaches out and strokes the soft fabric covering my mound, causing me to shiver with anticipation. The contrast of our age difference - me being a young college girl, and her a 45-year-old experienced woman - only adds to the excitement I'm feeling.



"Come with me," Ms Holt says, her voice low and seductive as she takes my hand. Her fingers intertwine with mine, and the scent of her perfume is intoxicating. My heart races as she leads me towards the back wall of her sex dungeon, a place filled with thrilling and forbidden pleasures.



My panties grow damp as we approach a chain dangling from the ceiling. Her grip on my hand tightens, her nails digging into my skin just enough to remind me who's in control. "Raise your hands," she commands, her voice leaving no room for doubt.



I whimper, nodding as I follow her orders without question. Lifting my hands above my head, I watch as Ms Holt expertly wraps the chains around my wrists. The cold metal bites into my soft, tender flesh, sending a mixture of pain and pleasure through my body. I can't believe what I am doing – submitting to this older, dominant woman – but the thrill of being her plaything fills me with an indescribable pleasure.



"Good girl," she purrs, admiring her handiwork. My body trembles with anticipation, my mind racing with thoughts of what she has planned for me. As I stand there, bound and at her mercy, I know that I am completely under her control – and that's exactly where I want to be.



My weight shifted from one foot to the other. I wasn’t a prude in any sense of the word, but the college boys I usually hooked up with never had desires as… dirty as this. I loved it.



Ms Holt walked back, her slender fingers running across the walls as her eyes darted from one toy to the next. My heart raced as I eagerly anticipated the choice of weapon. Would it be the leather whip or the ball gags? My nipple throbbed at the mere sight of her black nipple clamps.



“Ahhh… This will do.” She said, her lips curling to a grin.



The woman reached up, pulling a black vibrator off the wall. My clit throbbed. The vibrator was small, but it was still enough to make my entire body shiver with anticipation. The chains around my wrists rattled as I tried to compose my breathing.



Ms Holt’s hips swayed as she walked back towards me — her smirk growing as a seductive fire burned in her eyes.



I feel the heat of Ms Holt's presence before I see her. Her sultry scent fills the air as she stands in front of me, her long blonde hair cascading down her back. She's the embodiment of dominance and power, and in this moment, I am entirely at her mercy.



"Are you ready, my dear?" she purrs, holding up a sleek, black vibrator in her hand. The anticipation alone sends shivers down my spine, making me squirm in my restraints.



"Y-yes," I stutter, my voice barely above a whisper. My hands are held high above my head by the cold metal chains, leaving me vulnerable and exposed to her every whim.



"Good," Ms Holt smiles wickedly, stepping closer to me. With deliberate slowness, she presses the vibrator against my already hardened nipple. A small whimper escapes my lips, my body shaking involuntarily. The chains rattle loudly, echoing through the room, and I let out a soft moan.



"Ah, don't be shy now," she teases, her blue eyes gleaming with mischief. "The fun is only just beginning."



With a flick of her wrist, Ms Holt turns on the vibrator, and it comes to life with a low hum. The sensation against my nipple is electrifying, making me moan even louder. It feels like a thousand tiny sparks racing up my spine, igniting a wildfire within me. I whimper and shake, my mind a whirlwind of pleasure and desire.



"Such a beautiful sight," Ms Holt murmurs, her gaze locked onto mine. She runs the vibrator slowly down my body, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. As the buzzing device reaches my clit, she grins devilishly, knowing full well the effect it will have on me.



"Please, Ms Holt… I need it," I begged, my voice hoarse with desperation. She chuckles softly, savoring the sound of my submission.



The woman smirked, slowly pulling my panties down to reveal my tight, bald, wet mound. The innocent panties pool at my feet as I whimper and beg.



"Very well," she concedes, pressing the vibrator firmly against the hood of my clit. My back arches violently in response, a strangled moan tearing itself from my throat as the pleasure washes over me like a tidal wave. The room spins around me, and all I can think about is Ms Holt's touch, her control over me, and how desperately I crave more.



“Ohhh fuck~”
 I cry out, tossing my head back. My hands tug at the chains, but they are securely fastened to the ceiling. I squirm like a fish on a hook as the buzzing shoots up my entire body.



Ms Holt grins, leaning in as her lips suck against the flesh on my throat.



My mind melts, the softness of her lips suckling on my neck — and the rough vibrators of the toy pressed up against my slit created a cocktail of pleasure in my body.



I bit my lip, panting like a dog as I tried to suppress my moans of pleasure — though to no avail.



“Ohhh! M-Mommy~”



She looked up at me, lust in her eyes. “Such a cute little slut. You like it when Mommy ties you up and plays with your pussy?”



I nodded emphatically, stray hairs sticking to my sweaty face as I panted.



“Good slut.”



She ran the tip of the vibrator down my blooming slit. The wetness splattered out, coating my inner thighs as my horny eagerness couldn’t be hidden.



Ms Holt’s lip lashed against my skin. “Ready, dear?” She whispered.



I whimpered, nodding, “Y-yes, M-mommy… I need it.”



She lifted her face, eyes meeting mine. “Good…”



Slowly, she pushed the vibrator inside my tight slit.
 “Mmmmh~”
 I grimaced, teeth clenched as the tremors filled me.



The fire in my pelvis was burning as the toy buried snug inside my slit. “Ohhh~ Mommy!” I cried out, unable to hide my lust.



“Take it, slut.” She sneered. The woman pushed the last inches of the vibrator inside of my cunt, causing my back to arch as the pleasure filled me. The vibrating shaft pushed up against my peering clit as the pink walls of my pussy gripped the toy like a glove — holding on for dear life.



My jaw dropped and my eyes rolled back. The pleasure was euphoric, and my petite body couldn’t last any longer.



“O-oh! Mommy!”
 I whimpered, tears streaking down my face as my body squirmed. “I-I’m going to cum!”



“Cum for Mommy, dear.” She whispered, biting my earlobe.



Her perfume filled my head as my eyes fluttered close. The bubbling volcano of pleasure in my body was about to erupt, and there was no stopping it now.



As my pussy gripped the vibrator, I let out a gasp — my body lurching as the chains rattled.
 “Oh oh oh!”



She began to thrust the toy in and out of my spilling wetness, my grool coating her fingers as she held her body close to mine. “Cum for Mommy. Do it, little slut”



Her words echoed in my head like a command.



As she pressed the vibrator inside of my slit, my clit erupted. The pleasure surged through me like lava — as each neuron in my head exploded.



“OHHHHH YESSSS!”
 I squealed, my voice bouncing off the walls.
 “OH FUCK YES!”



My back arched as I slammed against the stone.



The sticky, wet vibrator fell out of her grasp, landing on the tile as the buzzing echoed.



Ms Holt smiled, stepping back. My wetness fell like filthy rain from her fingers as she wiped it off onto her dress. “Such a good girl.”



Her eyes scanned my tired, panting body as the entire room swirled around me. “You’ve been so good for Mommy.”



“Th-thank you, Mommy.” I panted.



My knees gave way as my legs arched. The chains held me up, pulling at my wrists to keep me from collapsing on the cold tile. The pleasure filled me, as I panted for breath — trying desperately to fill my lungs.



“I think I’ll go and take a shower,” she said with a devious smirk. “You’ll be fine here until I’m back and ready to play again, won’t you?”



I whimpered. “Y-yes, Mommy.”



“Good girl. Stay put now.”







































 Story 2: The Pop Star















I'm trembling as I stand outside Shae's dressing room, my heart racing in anticipation. My sweaty palms clutch the soft fabric of the tour shirt I just bought. I can't believe I'm actually here, about to meet her in person. Shae has been my idol for years, and ever since she announced her first tour would make a stop in my city, I've been on cloud nine.



"Elaine?" The deep voice of the security guard snaps me back to reality. "Shae is ready for you now."



My heart skips a beat, and I can hardly contain my excitement. As the guard steps aside, I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. My hands tuck the stray black hairs behind my ears as I press my thighs together, brushing my plaid skirt.



With a final deep breath, I step into the dimly lit dressing room, my eyes scanning the space filled with luxurious furniture and countless bouquets of fresh flowers.



"Hi Elaine," Shae purrs, her sultry voice sending shivers down my spine. I drink in the sight of her; she's even more stunning up close.



Her long, brunette locks cascade over her shoulders, framing her flawless face. She stands confidently, her tall figure accentuated by her tight leather outfit that hugs every curve of her gorgeous body. My mouth goes dry, and I can feel a flush creeping up my cheeks.



The door clicks shut behind me, leaving Shae and me alone in the dimly lit dressing room. My heart hammers in my chest as I watch her rise gracefully from the plush seat at her dressing table. Her taut body is encased in a skin-tight, shimmering outfit that accentuates every curve and leaves little to the imagination. As she turns to face me, our eyes lock, and I feel heat rush to my cheeks.



"Wow," I breathe, unable to form a coherent sentence. Shae giggles at my reaction, her sultry voice resonating through the room like a caress.



"Aw, you look like you’ve seen a ghost," she teases, her green eyes twinkling with mischief. "Come, sit with me."



I nod dumbly and hurry over to the luxurious couch where she's already settled in, her long legs crossed seductively. My pulse races as I take a seat next to her, feeling the warmth of her body even though we aren't actually touching.



"Elaine, I'm really happy to meet you," she purrs, leaning in closer so that our faces are only inches apart. Her breath is warm and sweet, smelling faintly of mint and vanilla. I can't help but glance down at her full lips, wondering how they'd taste.



"Thank you, Shae. I... I've been a fan for so long, and I just can't believe I'm here with you right now," I stammer, feeling foolish but unable to stop myself. She grins at my words, clearly enjoying my flustered state.



I take a deep breath, trying to contain my excitement. "Shae, I've been a fan of yours since I first heard your debut single online," I begin, my words tumbling out in a rush. "I've bought every song and album you've ever released, and even collected all the merch!"



"Wow, that's impressive," Shae says, her eyes sparkling with genuine appreciation.



"Thank you," I reply, feeling more at ease now. "And I have to say, you're even prettier in person." The moment the words leave my mouth, I feel my face heat up with embarrassment. Did I really just say that?



Shae giggles, clearly amused by my reaction. "You're rather pretty yourself, Elaine," she says, her voice soft and sultry, making me shiver with anticipation. I can feel the tension building between us, like an invisible thread drawing us closer together.



"Uh, would you mind signing my new shirt?" I ask, desperate to break the silence that has fallen over us. I hand her the shirt, my cheeks still burning red with embarrassment.



"Of course!" Shae laughs, taking the shirt from me. As she begins to sign it, I lean back on the couch, trying to regain my composure.



She was so perfect. Not a wavy strand of brown hair was out of place, and her leather outfit showed off her perfect curves. I could feel the heat in my pelvis as my thighs pressed together. I couldn’t hide it. I was in love with her.



My foot anxiously tapped against the floor as she signed my shirt. The scent of her sweat and flowery perfume filled the air — even after a concert, she was elegant.



I leaned back against the armrest, taking in the sight of my idol sitting inches beside me.



My hands slipped into the cushions as I felt my heart beating in my chest. Suddenly, my fingers brushed against something rough tucked away into the cushions.



Instinctively, I reached in and pulled out what was a thick, black rope.



My eyebrows furrowed, what was this—



“Eeek!”
 Shae squealed, dropping her marker and grabbing the rope bundle from my hands.



Her cheeks were blistering red as she tucked the rope behind her back. The tight leather across her chest fluttered with the beating of her chest.



“Sorry, I shouldn’t be pulling things out of your couch. Is…Is something wrong?” I muttered. I mean, it was just rope.



Shae whimpered, suppressing her embarrassed smile. “It’s nothing. I uhh… Just forgot that I had that in there.”



As the blush seared in her cheeks, my eyes grew.



Oh.


Now it made sense.



My cheeks matched her intensity—the leather outfit, the lyrics about being bound and submissive, and now the rope.



My lips pursed together as the fire grew in my pelvis.



Shae giggled, breaking the silence. “Sorry, I should have kept these things locked up when I knew a kid was coming over.”



“A kid?” I said, raising an eyebrow. “I’m nineteen.”



“Still, rather young and inexperienced.”



I frowned. Truth was, while ropes and leather were a bit out of my cue zone, I had blossomed like a sexual butterfly since coming to college.



I stuck my hand out. “Let me see it.”



She handed me my shirt.



“Not that!” I said tossing the shirt to the side. “The rope.”



Shae hesitated, but the fire in my eyes made her hand the rope over to me.



I had been acting like a giddy, shy child. But now that the nerves of meeting my idol had subsided, I was intent on proving that I wasn’t some ditzy kid.



I took the rope from her hands, feeling the rough strands against my delicate palm. I shuddered to think what Shae had done with it — what dark and dirty desires lay behind those autumn eyes.



“What do you think?” She asked, her lips curling into a grin.


Truth was, I didn’t know what to think. All I knew was that the fire in my pelvis was growing, and needed to be satiated.



“You look like a tomato with all that blush in your cheeks.” Shae giggled.



My lips pursed together as I presented her with my wrists. “Tie me.”



“What?”



“Tie me up.” I said, firmly. My eyes blazing with lust.



The woman paused for a moment, but I could see the lust in her eyes as well. She bit her lip, her eyes trailing down my body, from my tight white top to my plaid skirt.



“If you insist.”
 She took the rope from my hands.



She inched closer, taking the rope and pressing it up against my skin. Her eyes met mine, as she waited for me to tell her to stop. But I never did.



My heart was racing like a stallion. I couldn’t believe what we were doing. But it felt so good.



I grinned, urging her to continue as I leaned forward. My wrists pressed together as she wrapped the rough rope against my skin.



“How does that feel?” She asked, her breath hardly louder than a whisper.



“It feels…So good.” I whimpered.



The bindings wrapped around my wrists as she tied a knot — locking me in her grasp.



My breath stuttered as my hands tugged, but the knot wouldn’t budge. I was in her control.



Shae smirked, leaning forward she brushed my hair from my blushing face.



"Elaine, bend over."



Shae's sultry voice commanded me, her tone ringing with authority. My heart raced as her words echoed in my head like a command I had no choice but to obey. As my body responded to her demand, the anticipation and arousal surged through my veins, making me feel dizzy yet alive.



"Like this, Shae?" I asked breathlessly, my face pressed up against the plush couch cushion, the soft fabric brushing tenderly against my cheek. My ass perked into the air, the frill of my skirt lifting up, teasing the underside of my cheeks and revealing my white, lace panties.



"Perfect," she purred, her satisfaction evident in her voice. I could feel her eyes on me, scrutinizing every curve and contour of my exposed vulnerability. It was deliciously unnerving, and I loved it. My hands were bound against my chest, as my face pressed against the cushions. I eagerly waited for her next command, my heart and clit racing.



"Stay still," she ordered, and I heard her move behind me. The soft rustle of fabric accompanied her motion as she reached down, grabbing another black rope from behind the couch. I felt the cool rope brush against my skin as she began to bind my ankles together. The sensation sent shivers up my spine, drawing a whimper from my lips as she tied my feet together, leaving me even more helpless.



"Are you sure you’re ready for this? I’ll warn you… I’m a rough girl." Shae's concern broke through the haze of lust clouding my thoughts. I nodded, my face still pressed against the couch, and my ass in the air. The realization that my feet and hands were now tied together caught up with me, and the feeling of being completely at her mercy intensified my arousal tenfold.



"Yes, Shae," I managed, my voice muffled by the fabric of the cushion. "I'm all yours." I felt a thrill at saying those words, handing over my control willingly and trusting her implicitly.



"Good girl," she murmured approvingly, her fingertips lightly grazing my bound ankles, sending shivers up my legs. I knew that whatever happened next would be entirely up to her. I felt a thrill of excitement and desire course through me, and my heart pounded in my chest.



The silence stretched on for just a moment, the anticipation building, before she spoke again, this time with a hint of a smile in her voice. "Don't worry, Elaine. I'm going to take very good care of you."



Her words both soothed me, and made my body quiver.



Slowly, she lifted the frill of my skirt, revealing my tight underside. Her warm breath on my panties made me quiver. I was already so wet. The lips of my slit gnawed at the fabric of my panties as my jaw fell.



“So nice. What an ass you have.” She giggled.



I bit my lip, my ass wiggling in the air as I arched my back. My toes curled as the thick rope bound my ankles together. I was like a pig ready to be roasted.



I could feel Shae’s presence as she rose to her knees, her delicate hands running up and down my sides. Shivers shot through my spine as my ass pressed against her pelvis.



I can feel my heart pounding in my chest as the anticipation builds. Shae, my idol, towers over me with her piercing eyes and mischievous smile. She slowly reaches for the waistband of my panties, her strong fingers teasingly hooking under the fabric.



"Such a wet little kitten you are," she purrs seductively, her voice sultrier than any song she's ever sung. I whimper, feeling exposed and vulnerable, but also more alive than I've ever felt before.



As Shae tugs my panties down, I can't help but arch my back, which strains to its limit as if it might snap. With each breath I take, both of my tight holes pucker, betraying my arousal even without Shae's commentary. As my panties reach my ankles, a bead of grool runs down my thighs, evidence of my body's desire for this woman.



"Look at that beautiful ass," she exclaims softly, using her hands to spread my cheeks apart. "Mmm, you're so deliciously wet." I can feel her warm breath on my most intimate parts, making my entire body squirm in response. My hands and feet rub against the rope that binds them, a constant reminder of Shae's control over me – a power I willingly gave her.



"Please,"
 I moan, desperate for her touch, for her to taste me. My pulse races as I feel her open her mouth, her tongue finally making contact with my trembling flesh. The sensation sends electric jolts through my body, and I cry out in pleasure.



"Ah!"
 I gasp as Shae licks both of my holes, swirling her tongue around each one before switching to the other. I moan loudly, panting like an animal in heat as her wet tongue rides up and down my slit. It's almost too much to bear, the intensity of the pleasure, the forbidden thrill of letting this older woman, my idol, dominate me like this.



"Shae, please," I beg between pants and moans, my body quivering under her expert touch. "Don't stop."



"Such a greedy little girl," Shae whispers against my trembling flesh, her breath causing my body to tremble with anticipation. I hear the smile in her voice as she continues, "I've only just begun."



As she holds my ass spread, I feel her warm face bury itself between my legs, her tongue relentlessly exploring my intimate depths. It's almost surreal, having my idol, this talented and beautiful older woman, take such control over me. The room is filled with the sounds of our moans and whimpers as we both revel in the pleasure we're giving and receiving.



"Shae..."
 I gasp, my chest heaving with each panting breath. My fingers clench instinctively, the rope binding them digging into my skin, intensifying the heady combination of pain and pleasure coursing through my veins.



"Does that feel good, Elaine?" she asks, her words muffled by her mouthful of my wetness. Her tongue flicks against my clit, sending shockwaves of ecstasy radiating through me.



"Fuck, yes!" I exclaim, pushing my ass back onto her face, eager for more. Every sensation feels magnified, the ropes biting into my wrists and ankles only heightening my arousal. As Shae's tongue delves deeper, I can't help but be entranced by the sounds she makes – every moan and whimper she releases sends my heart fluttering, filling me with a sense of pride and satisfaction knowing I'm pleasing her as well.



"Please, Shae... make me come," I beg, my voice desperate and needy. In return, I feel her hum against me, the vibrations from her throat adding another layer to the symphony of pleasure flooding my senses.



"Ask nicely," she orders, never pausing in her expert ministrations. I hear the smirk in her voice, confident in her ability to have me begging for release.



"Please, Mistress Shae," I plead, my body quivering with the effort of holding back my climax, "please let me come. Let me come all over your beautiful face."



"Good girl," she purrs, and I know she's pleased by my submission. Her tongue works even harder, faster, driving me closer and closer to the edge until finally, I can't take it anymore. My orgasm crashes over me, wave after wave of ecstasy, my screams of pleasure echoing throughout the room. Through it all, Shae continues to drink up every drop, her moans and whimpers signaling her own satisfaction as well.



The girl moans as she lifted her face, wiping her chin with her hand. The grool and saliva dripped onto her sweaty, leather top as she ran her hands up and down my back. “Such a good girl.”



I glanced back at her, love in my eyes.
 “Th-thank you…”



My breath was tired, and my body was sore. The ropes dug into my soft skin, biting as I collapsed onto the couch.



Shae crawled on top of me, kissing my back and the nape of my neck as her weight pushed me into the sweaty cushions. “I think I’ll keep you here for the night… You can leave in the morning. That is, if I don’t decide to take you with me on the rest of my tour.”



I grinned. “Whatever you want, Mommy. I’m yours.”



























 Story 3: Arrested











The cold air nips at my skin as I lean back against the hood of my car, my breath visible in the chilly night. My tight black top hugs my chest, providing little warmth, and my black jeans cling to my legs like a second skin. The shiver that runs up my spine has nothing to do with the temperature; it's all about the situation I've found myself in.



Officer Courtney approaches me, her muscular frame steady and imposing. Her short blonde hair is swept back, highlighting her strong jawline. She gives me a stern look, her ice-blue eyes piercing through me.



"Your license is probably going to be suspended," she informs me, "you need to call a parent to pick you up."



"Are you serious?" I exclaim, shock creeping into my voice. "I wasn't even speeding that much, and the curb...it just appeared out of nowhere!"



I roll my eyes dramatically, recalling the previous times I'd been pulled over. Each time, I had managed to flirt or cry my way out of a ticket. But Officer Courtney is different. Something about her hardass demeanor tells me that my usual tactics won't work on her.



"Please, can't we talk about this? I'm a good driver, really," I plead, attempting to soften her up with my doe-eyed innocence.



As Courtney scribbles on her notepad, I size her up, trying to figure out if there's some way I can work this situation in my favor. Her short blonde hair and muscular build scream ‘butch’ to me. Fuck it, it was worth a shot. A wicked idea forms in my mind, and I decide to give it a shot.



"Officer," I purr, leaning forward just enough to let my cleavage make an appearance, "is there anything I can do to avoid this ticket? Anything at all…?”



I smirk, pressing my arms together to enhance the view even further. But Courtney doesn't seem fazed by my display. Instead, she looks up from her notepad and fixes me with a cold stare that sends shivers down my spine.



"Step back, please," she says firmly, her voice thick with authority.



"Ugh, this is such a waste of time," I groan loudly, my frustration boiling over. "You're just bullying a petite college girl because you can."



"Watch your mouth," she warns, not missing a beat as she continues writing out the ticket.



But her warning only fuels my defiance, and I can't help but push her further. "What are you going to do about it, huh? Arrest me for having a big mouth?"



That seems to be the last straw for Officer Courtney. She snaps her notepad shut, her jaw set with determination. "Put your hands behind your back," she orders, her voice steady and dangerous.



"Wait, what?" I stammered, shocked by her sudden change in tone.



"You're being arrested for reckless driving," she explains, her expression steely. "And for being a stuck-up princess who thinks she can get away with anything."



My jaw drops, and before I knew it, the officer had her hand on the nape of my neck pinning me down onto the stinging cold hood of my car. “Hey! Watch it!” I sneered, squirming as she pinned me down.



The cold steel pressed through my thin top, biting my nipples.



I wiggled like a fish out of water, but the officer’s imposing body kept me pinned down. Her hands grabbed my wrists, holding them together as she unclipped the cuffs from her belt.



My breath stuttered as the cold steel bit at my wrists.



Her pelvis pressed against my ass, pushing me against the edge of the hood.



I sneered, glancing over my shoulder at her as the wind blew my black hair against my face.  The smug grin on her lips only made me even more angry. “Nice power trip, I bet you love bullying around college kids.”



She laughed, “Only the snobby ones. Back of my car. Now.”



I rolled my eyes as the brute led me to her police car. Opening the back door, she tossed me in.



I landed on my back in a huff, one foot draped to the floor, and the other up against the headrest.



As she was about to close the door, I noticed it. A glimmer in her eyes. Her blue pupils lingered on my exposed midriff, my bare stomach made her cold, pale cheeks tinge with blush.



Gotcha.



I bit my lips, squirming with my hands pinned and cuffed behind my back. “Wait… Are you sure there is nothing I can do… To change your mind?”



My dark eyes winked at her as I squirmed down on the seat, lifting my shirt just beneath my tits.



The woman wavered. Her breath stuttered, and I could see the struggle in her eyes. My grin grew. In truth, I wanted her. The officer was just my type, a dominant alpha. Getting out of a ticket was just the cherry on top.



"Please, I meant it when I said I'd do anything," I whimpered, my voice drowning with arousal. Officer Courtney hesitated, her eyes flicking between my face and the handcuffs that bound my delicate wrists.



"It wouldn't be right," she murmured, her voice stern yet filled with an undertone of desire that she couldn't quite hide.



"Come on, why not?" I giggled, feeling both nervous and excited at the prospect of what could happen next. "I can tell you want me just as much as I want you." Her jaw clenched, her piercing blue eyes never leaving mine.



"I don't take bribes," she replied firmly, her tone emphasizing her authority.



"Who said anything about a bribe?" I countered, my heart pounding in my chest. "I just want you to fuck me, Officer. You don't even have to let me go afterward."



She hesitated for a moment, her eyes betraying her longing. I bit my lip, trying to encourage her further. "I'm so eager, Officer. Just take down my pants and see how wet I am for you."



The tension in the air was palpable as she stared at me, seemingly torn between her duty and her desires. Finally, her resolve seemed to waver.



Taking a deep breath, Officer Courtney crawled into the back of the cruiser, her muscular arms and powerful thighs on full display as she moved with the precision of a predator. The door clicked shut, enclosing us in the tight space together. My heart raced in anticipation, my body tingling with excitement.



"Alright, Maddy," she growled, her voice low and husky. "Let's see just how eager you are."



I arched my back, lifting my hips as she deftly unbuttoned my jeans, her fingers brushing against my skin as she pulled them down, revealing my soaked black panties. As her eyes locked onto the wet fabric, I couldn't help but tease her.



"Ever fucked a college student before, Officer?" I asked, reveling in the power I held over this strong, dominant woman.



"Never one quite like you," she sneered, her cold, rugged hands running up and down my waist, leaving goosebumps in their wake. Her eyes never left my panties, hunger burning in their depths.



"Touch me," I urged, desperate for the contact. "Please, Officer, I need your hands on me."



Her fingers traced the edge of my panties, teasing along the damp fabric, sending shivers through me. She smirked at my reaction, clearly enjoying the control she had over my pleasure. Slowly, deliberately, she slid one hand underneath my panties, her touch finally connecting with my moist folds.



"Fuck," I gasped, my body trembling under her skilled fingertips. "You feel so good, Officer."



"Of course I do," she purred, her touch becoming more insistent, exploring every inch of my wetness. "I know exactly what I'm doing, girl. And I'm going to make you beg for it."



My mind raced with the possibilities, the depravity we were about to indulge in. I wanted her to take control, to dominate me completely. And as she pressed her fingers deeper into my core, curling them just right, I knew there was no going back.



"Please,"
 I whimpered, my breath hitching. "Please, Officer Courtney, fuck me like only you can."



Her grin turned wicked as she leaned in closer, her breath hot against my neck. "Begging already, Maddy?" she whispered, her other hand pinching my nipple through my shirt. "We're just getting started."



The windows of the parked patrol car begin to fog up, mirroring the heat that builds within me. My breaths come in excited pants as Officer Courtney, a dominant woman with short blonde hair and a muscular build, kneels between my trembling legs. The car rocks ever so slightly beneath us, a testament to her powerful presence.



"Please," I whimper, feeling the cold metal cuffs biting into my wrists pinned behind my back. Courtney's eyes flash with determination as she pulls down my panties, revealing my tight, glistening pussy.



"Such a tight little thing, aren't you?" She smirks, her voice oozing authority. I blush furiously under her gaze, my arousal causing my nipples to press insistently against the fabric of my top.



"Y-yes, Officer,"
 I stammer, unable to tear my eyes away from her piercing blue stare.



"Let's see what else we've got here," she says, her fingers gripping the hem of my top and pulling it up to my collarbone. My perky, round breasts bounce free, and my pink gumdrop nipples stand erect, begging for her attention.



"Beautiful," Courtney murmurs appreciatively, her eyes drinking in every detail of my exposed body. As she leans down, I feel her warm breath against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. Her lips lock onto one of my nipples, sucking gently at first, before increasing the intensity. Her tongue lashes against the sensitive nub, causing me to moan softly.



"Ah...that feels amazing, Officer," I gasp, the forbidden nature of this encounter only fueling my desire. With her free hand, Courtney slips her fingers between my slick folds, teasing the entrance to my wet slit.



"God, Officer...you're so good at this," I moan, my voice thick with lust as her rough fingertips continue to explore the depths of my wet slit. Her tongue swirls around my sensitive nipple, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.



"Is that what you like, slut?" she asks between licks, her voice husky and filled with desire. "You want me to play with your tight little pussy?"



"Y-yes,"
 I stammer, barely able to form words as ecstasy floods my senses. It's a dizzying mix of pure pleasure and a sense of vulnerability, heightened by the cuffs binding my wrists. The feeling of being pinned beneath her strong body, helpless and completely exposed, sends shivers down my spine.



"Tell me how much you need it," Courtney demands, her fingers pausing their exploration. My hips instinctively buck upwards, searching for contact.



"Please, don't stop. I need you inside me, Officer," I beg, my eyes pleading with her for more. She smirks devilishly, clearly enjoying my submission.



"Such a desperate little slut, aren't you?" she teases, her fingers resuming their dance within me. My body squirms in response, trying to find purchase on the slippery leather seat beneath us. "You love being controlled by an older woman, don't you?"



I whimpered, my hips buckling against her hand as she worked her fingers like paintbrushes inside of my wetness.



"Say it again," she commands, her voice firm yet dripping with sensuality.



"I love being controlled by you, Officer," I repeat, my voice cracking under the weight of the pleasure coursing through my veins.



"Good girl. Now let's see if you can handle this," she murmurs, her fingers curling and stroking my inner walls with a newfound intensity.



"Ah...oh God!"
 I cry out as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. The room seems to spin as the world narrows down to the exquisite sensations flooding my body. My eyes squeeze shut, overcome by the sheer intensity of it all.



“Oh yes yes yes!”



My clit vibrated, sending pure euphoria surging through my spine. It was intoxicating.



He body pinned me down, as the cold cuffs bit my back and wrists.



Each thrust of her fingers seemed to push deeper into my pussy as my walls gripped her hand like gloves, milking them as my body squirmed.



The pleasure was about to release, I couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Oh! I’m cumming!”



“Cum for me, slut.” She sneered into my ear, her body pressing against mine.



My jaw fell as my eyes rolled back, the neurons in my head were exploding like fireworks as my foot pressed up against the window.



The entire cop cruiser rattled beneath us as the filthy, heavy air refused to fill my lungs.
 “Ohhhhhh! Fuck!!!!!!”



I squealed like a pig as the officer’s fingers rattled inside of me. The orgasm hit me like a storm, causing my entire body to lurch as my hips buckled against her hand.
 “Ohhhhhh!”



“Good slut. Cum for me!” She sneered, sucking on my sweaty tits.



I panted, my lungs barely able to fill with air as my entire head swirled. “Ohhhh god…”



“Such a good slut.” Officer Courtney said, lifting to her knees. She pulled her fingers out of my cunt, the filth rolling off them like filthy rain onto my body. She grinned as she licked the filth from her fingers, moaning at my taste. “So sweet…”



I grinned, my lips quivering.
 “Th-thank you… Officer…”



“I think I’ll let you off with a warning this time… Don’t let me catch you again. Or else.”



She winked at me, causing my heart to skip a beat. “If you say so…”



“Your next punishment will be much dirtier…”























___________________________________________________________
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