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I suppressed a yawn with one hand, doodling in my notebook with the other. My watch read 3:55pm—almost time for the lecture to be over. Thank God.

“Now, implicit association tests can tell us how people really feel about a subject. It’s been used on topics such as racism, drug addiction and homophobia.” Ms Fielding paused and looked around the room. It was a big class, so I didn’t feel the need to feign interest.

“Each of you will devise your own implicit association tests in pairs. I want your proposals by next Tuesday, then you’ll have another month to run the experiment and submit a report. Pairs have been randomly selected.”

Chorus of groans around the room. I glanced at Jen, my usual lab partner, and she rolled her eyes and shrugged. Hopefully I wouldn’t get a deadbeat.

“The list of partners is posted up by the door. If your partner is ill or away, let me know so you aren’t disadvantaged. Otherwise, the list is final. That’s all for today.”

Everyone scrambled to see who they’d scored as a partner. I lingered in my seat, packing up my pens and books. Jen had run ahead of me, and she turned and gave me the thumbs-down sign. I mouthed “oh well,” smiling sympathetically. 

Poor Jen, she was probably stuck with a total weirdo goth chick. Some of those people needed to see a real psychologist. I swear, this one girl had gone so totally emo on her arms that you couldn’t see any skin that wasn’t just scar tissue. It was fucking gross.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder, and I turned around.

“Hi. I’m your partner,” she smiled.

I recognized her from my tutorials. Tiny, Asian, glasses. Kind of cute in that foreign-exchange-student sort of way. “Alice, right?” I hazarded, taking her hand. Her grip was deceptively strong, and I winced. 

“That’s right.”

I released her hand before she mangled mine. “Look, why don’t I leave you my email and we can work out a time to meet later—”

She beamed up at me. “Actually, I’ve already mocked out a proposal. Are you free this afternoon? I thought we should get it out of the way.”

I blinked. Talk about eager. “Um... yeah sure, whatever.”

“Great, let’s go now,” she said, leading the way. 

I trailed after her, feeling slightly put out. Then I smiled. Did it matter if she’d already done most of the work? Hopefully it was a good topic and not something lame like whether people preferred fat chicks or whatever. 

“You’re not on campus?” I asked, as she walked to the parking lot.

“Oh no. I’m only ten minutes away, though.” She tossed her bags in the boot of her car, and held out a hand for mine as well. I handed them over, feeling dumb for hesitating.

“Will there be a bus coming back? I just don’t want to put you out—”

“Don’t be silly, I’ll drop you off.”

I climbed into the passenger’s seat. “So what’s this proposal you drew up, and how come you already had one before today?”

She started the engine and pulled out of the car park. “It’s mostly ready, but I’d like to run a pilot first. I talked to some of the third years and apparently this is what they did last year, so there was a good chance it’d come up again.”

I laughed. “You’re super organized!”

“I like to be on top of things,” she smiled, glancing at me over her glasses. She was actually really pretty. No, scratch that, she was gorgeous.

I turned beet red and stared out the window. “Well, I’m so glad I get to work with you. I’m always doing things at the last minute.”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure you won’t let me down.” We pulled into her garage, and her hand reached for the brake. Just as she was doing so, I went to unbuckle my seat belt and our fingers touched. I drew back immediately and blushed, but she seemed not to notice.

I grabbed my bag from the boot, mindful of where her hands were, and we walked into the house. “Wow, this place is huge,” I said, my eyes widening. “Do you live here yourself?”

“Pretty much.” She stepped out of her shoes, and I quickly followed suit. “Would you like anything to drink?”

“Sure.” I headed after her into the kitchen, resisting the urge to run my fingers over her counter tops. Everything was sickeningly, perfectly neat, as though she lived in a display home. “I think this is the cleanest house I’ve ever seen.”

She passed me a glass of juice. Ice clinked inside it. “I get amazing service.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “You wouldn’t believe the things that people are willing to do once you’ve worked them over for a few hours in a dungeon,” she said, completely deadpan.

I practically snorted out my juice. “You’re funny.”

She didn’t deign to reply.

We sipped in silence as I looked around her living room, trying to think of something to say. I didn’t know much about her except for her name. We only shared one class together, which meant she probably wasn’t majoring in psychology. Oh, wait. Maybe that was something we could safely talk about. “What’s your major?” I asked.

“Business. I plan to start up my own firm.”

“Doing what?”

She shrugged. “Nothing too interesting,” she hedged. “So, how are you liking the class? I only took it for the muff.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Arts, sociology, women’s studies all have their share of carpet munchers,” Alice explained patiently. “But I didn’t have any of the right points for those subjects so I took psych. It’s worked out pretty well.” 

I felt myself blushing again and I glanced away, willing my face to cool down. Oh, God. Not an emo but a crazy dyke. Well, it could’ve been worse.

“Are you done? We’d best get started,” Alice said, grabbing her books off the counter. “You can put the glasses away.”

I looked over. She’d left hers by the sink, empty. I gulped down the rest of my juice and stuck both of them in her dishwasher. Wasn’t it the host’s job to clean up? Maybe she’s just a bit awkward, I thought to myself. It would explain a lot. 

I glanced up to find her waiting for me, an impatient look on her face. “Come on, then,” she said, gesturing with her free hand. I grabbed my bags and followed her upstairs.

I was expecting hordes of Hello Kitty or something, but her bedroom was modern, almost austere. She went to her desk and turned on her laptop, gesturing for me to sit. There were no other chairs, so I sat on the bed. 

“I coded the IAT already,” she said. It took me a minute to remember that IAT stood for implicit association test. “The stimuli are all in place. Did you want to have a try?” she asked, gesturing to the program on her screen.

“Aren’t we supposed to be running the experiment, not taking it?”

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, but you’ve got to test that it works first.”

Somehow I had a feeling that she knew it ran perfectly, but I shrugged and went over anyway. We swapped seats and I scrolled through the instructions, then came to the first test screen. It showed a cutaway of an erect penis. “Oh, eww! What are you testing? This is never going to get through ethics review!”

Alice shrugged. “There’ll be a disclaimer that people will sign,” she explained. “Maybe you could write it.”

I grimaced. “Warning, disturbing sexual content?”

She looked strangely at me. “Do you find men disturbing?”

I glanced away, my cheeks warm again. Damn, she’d totally set me up for that. I looked at the screen and tried to concentrate. Every photo was of something pornographic; tits both natural and fake, asses, pussies, dicks in various states of arousal. I felt myself blushing. It was soon obvious what the test was supposed to divine, since I had to match either men or women to keywords like “sexy”, “gorgeous” or “ugly”, “tragic”. No way I was going to attach my name to a project like this and hand it in. I could just imagine Ms Fielding’s face when she looked over our sample test.

“I’m done,” I said, pushing away from the computer. I wasn’t sure how to tell Alice that I wanted a new lab partner. 

“You almost had too many errors,” Alice complained, pushing her glasses up as she stared at the screen. “I removed the first few results since they were outliers and you weren’t really paying attention. Anyway, that’s my hypothesis confirmed.”

“Look Alice, maybe we should—” I paused. “Wait. What hypothesis?”

She stared at me, then burst out laughing. “Did you really think that this was our real project?” she asked, waving at the folder containing her pornographic pics. “Please. I thought we’d do a study on alcohol addiction. Safe and easy.”

“But why did you—why bother—” I stammered. She gazed at me from behind her glasses, and I could see my reflection, the stricken look on my face. I lunged for the mouse. “Let me see those results!”

She made room for me on the chair. “Be my guest.”

I looked at the numbers. Several people were listed in her database, some of them names that I recognized from college. Compared to the others, my results were within normal range, though I’d shown a slight unconscious preference for women in the test. I breathed a sigh of relief. “See? That’s just normal. Of course everyone thinks women are prettier than men—the media, advertizing—”

“If I’d wanted to show you a pretty face, then I’d have shown you a pretty face, not cunts and tits. Those other women on the list are all flaming homos,” Alice said, her tone making it a compliment rather than a slur. “So what are you?”

I met her gaze. Squashed on the same chair, we were uncomfortably close. I was aware of the heat of her thigh through my jeans, her hand resting on my knee. “Why do you care?” I shot back at her.

“Because you’re denying yourself.”

I scowled. “I’m not denying anything—mphf!”

She grabbed me by the back of the head, pulling me down for a kiss. I was a full head taller than her so it was slightly awkward, but she didn’t seem to care. Her lips were incredibly soft, and I found myself giving in, greedily wanting more.

She broke off and pulled back, leaving me dry. I put my hand to my mouth as if to wipe away her taste. 

“Was that your first?” she asked. Her fingers trailed over my thigh.

God, I was so embarrassed. I’d had boyfriends before but they’d never lasted very long. The latest one had wanted a threesome with my best friend, Debra, but I’d laughingly turned him down. He’d ended up with Debbie anyway. Was that what I’d feared? Or had it been the thought of wanting her more than I’d wanted him?

Alice stood up and took me by the hand. “Come on,” she said, and I blindly followed her to the bed. We both sat down.

“I’m not sure if—”

“You can stop at any time, just say so,” she said, and leaned in for another kiss. This time I was allowed to kiss her as much as I wanted to (and oh, how I wanted to!) Her perfume smelled woody and dark, with a musky undertone. It was both different and exactly the same as any other kiss.

I broke for air and laughed, incredulous at what I’d just done. She curled her fingers in my hair and kissed my neck, working her way down to my collarbone. I groaned. She pressed against me, her breasts brushing against my own. I groped through her shirt, feeling the wire edge of her bra. Damn.

“Would you like to touch them?” she asked, grinning.

I nodded, afraid to speak, afraid that I would somehow fuck this up. I had no idea what I was doing. I mean—shit.

Alice pulled her sweater over her head. She had gorgeous, perky breasts, just big enough to fit in my hands. 

“Help me,” she said.

I reached towards her back. She swatted me on the wrist.

“Just one hand.” 

I tried again. It was actually really hard to unhook a bra on someone else, especially when you were used to doing it on yourself; the hooks were the wrong way around. I didn’t care though, since she grabbed my other hand and shoved it under her skirt.

I stroked her through her panties. She sighed and spread her knees wider, already damp. The smell of her filled me with terrified lust.

I finally managed to unhook her bra and she shrugged it off. Her nipples were proudly erect, a lovely dark brown. I leaned in to fondle her breast and she slapped me again, harder this time. My hand stung.

“Your mouth.”

I bent down and took one, gently swirling my tongue around the hardened nub. She sighed again. I finally summoned the courage to work a finger beneath the elastic of her panties. God, her cunt felt amazing—completely bare and very, very wet. I circled her clit as she ground into my hand, before daring to press another finger inside her. She tensed around me, and I panicked for a moment, wondering if I’d hurt her, before she relaxed.

“You can take those off now,” she said, eyes half-lidded. “Use your teeth.”

Huh? Oh, the panties. I removed my hand first, bringing it to my mouth. She shifted and lay back on the bed, watching me as I licked my fingers clean. She smiled.

“Good girl.”

I blushed. A sudden thrill went through me, headier than the salty tang on my lips. I bent down; she raised her hips to help me. I bit the lacy edge of her panties, trying not to damage the delicate fabric as I pulled. I had to alternate sides to get it all the way off, probably looking incredibly stupid in the process, but Alice didn’t seem to mind.

She rubbed her heel against the crotch of my jeans as I knelt between her knees. I moaned with frustration as the seam dug into my pussy, the feeling muted through the denim.

“Don’t worry, you’ll have your turn,” she said, parting her legs.

I hadn’t really looked at another woman before, so I took the chance now. Her pussy was very neat, completely bare, the lips dark pink and glistening with arousal. I spread her with my fingertips, brushing against her sensitive clit. It did really look like a flower, I guess. She ground against me, inviting me deeper.

I moved my hand, using my thumb to rub her clit and eased two fingers inside her. She moaned, and I felt the sound all the way from my nipples to my cunt. I carefully slid in a third finger. She was incredibly tight, her muscles squeezing around me as I pumped my fingers in and out of her. 

“Come here,” she said, gesturing towards her breasts. She’d discarded her glasses, and I could see how large and gorgeous her eyes were, even more gorgeous now that they stared at me with undisguised lust. I leaned forwards, pressing my weight against her as I kissed my way from her navel to her breasts. She wrapped her legs around my back, crushing me to her as I worked my hand and my tongue.

“Yes,” she encouraged me, hips writhing and spurring me on. She grabbed the back of my head, her hand twisting in my hair as she held me against her breast. I gasped around her nipple, tears coming to my eyes. I mean, it kind of hurt, but it was a good hurt. Her movements became faster, harder, and I struggled to keep up, my tongue licking furiously, my fingers slamming into her cunt as deep as I could go. 

“Harder,” she demanded. 

I pressed her nipple against the roof of my mouth, and she seemed to like that, writhing beneath me, so I did it again. Her hand tightened in my hair to the point where I thought she wanted to rip my scalp off. I whimpered around her breast, unable to speak or raise my head.

Her legs tightened around me. She pulled my hair even harder. I was practically unable to breathe, with my mouth around her nipple and my nose pressed into her tits. I moaned in protest but the sound went unnoticed beneath her cries. Her cunt spasmed around my hand, squeezing my fingers as though milking them as she tossed her head on the pillow, her cries turning into moans.

Slowly, her hand fell away from my head, easing the pain in my scalp. I was too nervous to move, though, and she seemed in no hurry to move me. I mean, I’d just made a girl come. It felt amazingly awesome.

As her breathing settled down to normal, she lowered her legs from where they’d been wrapped around me. Taking that as my cue, I carefully slid out of her and wriggled my way up the bed until I was lying beside her.

She turned and smiled. “Not bad, straight girl,” she said, and kissed me to take any sting out of her words. She stroked the hair from my eyes and caressed the back of my head. “Did I hurt you?”

“No,” I lied, trying not to wince at the pressure of her fingers.

“I need to try harder.”

“Um—”

Alice laughed at my expression. “Don’t worry, I’ll play nice.”

“Actually I’m not into that kinky shit, you know?”

She sighed and rolled her eyes at the ceiling. I swear, sometimes my mouth and my brain were not connected. I was unbearably conscious of the heat in my jeans, the damp feeling between my legs. If she sent me home like this I was going to be incredibly unhappy.

Alice rolled over and left me. I watched her ass as she walked away. “Where are you going?” I asked.

She came back with a duffle bag, dumping it beside the bed. Then she climbed in, rolling me onto my back. I helped her take off my shirt, holding my arms above my head. She unzipped my jeans and slipped her hand inside. I practically jumped when her fingers brushed against against my panties; they were completely soaked through.

I pressed against her in a silent plea. She removed her hand and I groaned.

“Ask me nicely,” she said.

“Alice, come on—”

“Ask me.”

I scowled. She was still completely naked, arms crossed under her breasts, her knees to either side of me. God, just looking at her made me wet. It wasn’t fair!

“Please,” I said sullenly.

I didn’t see it coming, but suddenly my cheek stung with pain. She’d hit me! No one had ever raised a hand to me before. I pressed my fingers against my face, feeling the warmth beneath them. “Are you insane?”

“I said ’nicely’.”

I glared at her. She stared back at me, coolly aloof. I wriggled, and the friction of the jeans made me swoon, but it wasn’t enough. My nipples pressed uncomfortably against the insides of my bra, which she still hadn’t taken off. I considered my options.

“Please fuck me,” I said in a small voice.

She rewarded me with a kiss, pressing her naked breasts against my skin as she wrested the jeans down my hips. I sighed in relief as they came off, my panties along with them. She reached around me and unclasped my bra, which ended up on the floor a moment later.

I tried to pull her to me, but she held back.

“What now?” I asked.

Without responding, she leaned over the side of the bed. I heard the duffle bag being unzipped. When she came back, she brought an armful of fabric, cut into long strips. It felt amazing just draped over my skin, soft and silky.

“Hands above your head, please.”

“That’s going a bit far,” I said, trying to laugh and not look as nervous as I felt.

She raised her hand. I flinched, but she only used it to fondle my breast. It was the first time she’d touched me there and I sighed, arcing into her touch. She pinched me, and I moaned, rubbing up against her like a slut. She kissed my ear, tongue flicking at the lobe as her breath echoed in my mind, sending shivers all across my skin.

“Don’t you want to be a good girl?” she breathed. Her hand drifted down towards my hip and I jerked towards it. 

A whine escaped my lips. “Please...”

She flicked my clit, then removed her hand. I was ready to scream with frustration.

“Good girls,” she said, “do as they’re told.”

Our eyes met. I wriggled my hips at her, but she did nothing.

Slowly, I raised my hands above my head. “I’m only doing this in the name of science,” I warned her.

Alice smiled, but remained silent. She wound the first bit of silk between my wrists, and I wondered if I’d made the wrong choice. My body didn’t think so; I could feel myself getting even wetter as she continued to string me up, tying the ends around the bedhead.

I tested the bonds. They were pretty comfortable, giving me a small amount of slack between my wrists and their anchor point, but I certainly couldn’t move them. Or touch her. Or touch myself.

“There,” she said, trailing the end down my cheek. I turned towards it. The cool fabric felt fabulous against my skin. “You look beautiful.”

I blushed. When she said it, I could believe it.

“Oh look, your nipples became so rosy!” she cooed, tweaking one.

“Ow!”

My fists clenched in their bonds. She tutted.

“Now, what was it you asked me to do again?”

This game was getting ridiculous, but I could see that she wasn’t prepared to do anything to me if I didn’t play along. I wriggled on the bed, trying to get any sensation at all from the friction between my thighs. She watched me, amused, until I gave up.

“Please fuck me, Alice. Please.”

She smiled. Her hand returned between my thighs and I gasped, eyes rolling in pleasure as she touched me. I ground my hips into her, not caring how I looked.

She took her hand away again, and I moaned in protest.

“Now, the only thing you haven’t asked is where you’d like me to fuck you,” she said, leaning out of my view. Something rattled as she dug inside her bag.

“You wouldn’t!” I squirmed, fighting my restraints until my shoulders ached and I lay panting, horny and wet and completely unsatisfied.

“Where would you like me to fuck you?”

“In my cunt!” I all but screamed. I blushed. What did I just say? “I want you to fuck me in my cunt. Please.”

She returned, a harness-less strap-on jutting out from her. I’d seen them before in sex toy stores but never in person. The business end was surprisingly long and thick. If we were going to compare, I’d say I’d never taken one that large.

I squirmed, a little nervous, but mostly just keen to be filled, to have my itch scratched. I’d been waiting long enough!

She stroked it as though it were a real cock, her manicured fingers teasing its tip and running down the entire length. “It’s a bit big.”

I squirmed. “You won’t hurt me.”

“I know.” She crawled up the bed until its tip touched my lips. I shook my head in silent protest.

She stroked my hair. “Shh, it’s okay. Come on, open up.”

Reluctantly, I did. She pressed it inside my mouth and I almost gagged on the plasticky taste. She moved it further in, and I whimpered as it neared the back of my throat. I had barely taken a quarter of its length.

“Come on,” she urged from above me. I had to breathe through my nose, which meant that I could smell all of her arousal. “You can do better than that.”

I tried to relax, forcing my jaws to open. She eased it in a little more.

“Mmphf!” 

“Good girl,” she muttered, and then moved, shallowly at first, and then deeper. Tears sprung to my eyes as I struggled to accommodate it, the horrible plastic taste hitting the back of my throat.

She withdrew, letting me breathe, and I gasped for air. My spit gave her cock a slight sheen.

“See? Now it’s ready,” she said.

I swallowed, trying to get the taste from my mouth. When she’d moved down the bed, I parted my legs without needing to be asked.

“Ankles to shoulders, please.”

I hesitated. I knew that position would expose me completely to her eyes, leaving nothing unseen. Somehow that thrilled me, knowing another girl would be staring at my cunt, my ass, with nothing between us. I complied.

Alice ran her hand down the inside of my thigh, pinching my lips when she reached them.

“Please. Oh, please fuck me.”

She nudged her cock in place, and the movement gave me thrills all up my spine. I gasped and wriggled towards her, moaning as I reached the end of my tether and could go no further. She was still out of my reach.

“Roll over,” she said.

It took me a minute to do so without the use of my hands, but eventually I made it onto my knees, arms still stretched out in front of me. She pinched my breast, and I jerked into her hand. Her other hand groped my ass, then parted my pussy lips before she slid in. I gasped as she filled me, groaning with pleasure. She kept giving me more, until it was so deep I thought I might die of bliss.

“That’s my girl,” she said. Suddenly, her cock came alive with vibrations, trembling all the way inside me. 

“Oh!” I squealed as she pulled out and then thrust, her hands on my hips guiding me. I didn’t need to be told what to do, grinding back on her. I hoped she’d turned off the camera on her laptop. If anyone saw us now, I knew what it’d look like—my ass in the air, grinding back and forth like a total whore, my tits bouncing as she thrust into me. I didn’t care. I wanted her inside me, stretching me, filling me. 

She snaked a hand between us and touched my clit. I purred with pleasure, rubbing into her hand.

“Do you like being my slut?” she asked, her breath warm on my neck.

I twisted, trying to get more of her length inside me. “Yes.”

“You like being bound up all nice and tight, feeling my cock working inside you?”

My face warmed as I pressed it into her pillows. “Yes.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes! Yes, please fuck me, Alice.”

She pinched my nipple as her other hand worked circles on my clit. I moaned.

“I like fucking you,” she breathed. “You’re such a good whore, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t speak. She rode me relentlessly, hardly pausing between thrusts, forcing me to take her full length. Warmth rose in my core, threatening to spill over.

“Come for me,” Alice said, no room for argument in her voice. “Now.”

I screamed, impaling myself on her, feeling her every stroke as a shudder deep within me. I shoved my face into her pillow to stifle my cries, still thrusting against her as I tried to milk every last drop of my climax. 

She let me ride out the last few waves, holding me close. My moans finally turned into gasps, my knees collapsing beneath me as I lay on the bed, panting. Her weight was sort of comforting. She gently pulled out, and I whimpered as her cock slid from me. I hadn’t noticed it at the time, but now I felt the kind of soreness you got after a thorough fucking.

We lay together as I came down from my high, warmth suffusing me as I basked in the aftermath. My body felt incredibly used, in the best way possible. Did it mean that I was gay? Or bi?

Did it really matter?

I wriggled my fingers in their bonds, hoping she’d notice.

“So, how did the experiment go?” she asked, nestling against me.

“Your hypothesis gained some support.”

Alice laughed. “Some? I’d better leave you in these all night,” she said, tugging on the restraints. 

I shrieked. 

“Only kidding.” 

I didn’t relax until she’d untied me. I made a show of rubbing my wrists. “So... before we can come to a conclusion, I guess we’d have to replicate our results,” I said, trying to look innocent as I curled up next to her.

“We’ll see,” she said, but what she really meant was yes.
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Dinner and a Show

A hot date with Mistress turns into something more... much more! From public masturbation to double penetration, is there anything this submissive can't handle? A 4200 word short story of BDSM, exhibitionism and lesbian group sex!


Extract:


“Tell me,” she said. “Tell me what you need. Tell me what you think about when you touch yourself. When you come. Tell me what makes you wet, every time.”


Images flashed through my mind. I was getting aroused from her voice alone, my hands sweaty where they rested in my lap. I met her eyes. 


“I imagine my Mistress watching me,” I said. “Watching me scream. Watching me cry. Watching me come. I can’t help being taken, I can’t stop her. I’m a whore, a slut. My Mistress is going to use me, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”


She sat back, observing me. I dropped my eyes again, staring at my nails. Fear came over me. What if that wasn’t enough? What if she wanted something else, someone who could truly, deeply submit to her, without needing to be forced?


She sipped her wine. I sat, miserable, not wanting to see the expression of disdain on her face, longing to be home, away, anywhere but here beneath her scrutiny.

View Dinner and a Show at http://bitly.com/OrFIdC.

 


Slave to the Tentacle Alien


In the future, humans cede control of Earth to the alien rrelks. They’re bigger, stronger, smarter and covered with tentacles. Now humans are treated as little more than animals. Can a human pet ever hope to find love with her rrelk Master? Or is the gap between the species too great? A 5000 word short story of tentacle sex and alien domination!

Read an excerpt from Slave to the Tentacle Alien at http://bit.ly/LS00w1.

 

Breeding Her by the Beach: The Diary of a Tentacle Monster



A tentacle monster
meets a girl on a beach, and is determined to win her heart. But when
she betrays its trust, how will the monster respond? A 3000 word
short story of lust, betrayal, and impregnation by tentacles!


Read an excerpt from Breeding Her by the Beach at http://bit.ly/MuCVBX.
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