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 Chapter One: An Unexpected Silver Lining



VERONICA RICHARDS SAT
 at her vanity table running a comb through her long, straight blonde hair, preening before the large circular mirror atop it as she prepared herself for the evening ahead. The face that stared back at her, reflected in the polished glass, could only be described as stunning. Oval shaped, with piercing grey eyes and plump full lips, it possessed the kind of beauty that men salivated over. Not one for modesty, Veronica herself would be the first to admit it.



Satisfied with her hair, Veronica put the comb down. Her preferred style was to leave it loose, cascading down her back almost to her waist. Picking up a thin brush, she began applying kohl to her long, dark eyelashes as she turned her attention to her makeup.



To her irritation, at that moment the phone lying on the top of the vanity table buzzed. Not looking away from her reflection for a moment, Veronica reached down and put the call on speakerphone. “Veronica Richards speaking.”



“Hi Richards, sorry to bother you but do you have a moment to talk about the latest sales figures?”



Plump lips pursed in irritation as she immediately recognised the voice as belonging to Greg, a coworker of hers at the company where she worked as a sales executive. Of course he would be calling at a time like this.



“The numbers are up, Greg. I’m not sure what else there is to talk about at the moment,” she said coolly, suppressing her annoyance with difficulty. Her attention did not leave the mirror as she picked up a tube of red lipstick and began applying it to her lips.



“Yeah Richards, I know. Have I mentioned you’ve been totally killing it lately? But there’s that big quarterly presentation we have with the board on Monday and I was wondering if you’d considered -”



“Greg!” Veronica cut him off sharply, not at all in the mood. “The numbers are up, well above target for the year. I assure you I am more than adequately prepared for Monday. You might not have anything better to do with yourself on a Friday night other than wasting my time, but I happen to have a date!”



“Oh, I’m sorry,” Greg’s voice stammered. He paused for a moment then went on weakly. “But if you could spare just a second-”



“I’m hanging up now,” Veronica almost growled, “if there’s anything else you can talk to me about it on Monday at the office.”



Without giving the man a chance to respond, Veronica reached down and terminated the call with a tap of one long, slender finger.



Exhaling heavily, Veronica took a moment for her irritation to fade and then gave herself a quick once over. To her immense satisfaction it seemed Greg’s unwanted interruption had not led to a single blemish and her makeup had been applied to the perfect standard she always aspired to.



Standing, Veronica picked up the silky red blouse that was folded on the table and slipped it on over the lacy, black bra she was wearing. Buttoning it up, she tucked it into the black miniskirt that clung snugly to her wide hips. The blouse was sleeveless and left her slender arms bare and the v cut at the front plunged almost scandalously low, leaving the ample cleavage of her large breasts displayed; she was very much a woman who believed in the philosophy of ‘if you got it, flaunt it’.



Veronica smiled smugly in approval. Not bad for thirty. “More than mortal man deserves,” she said aloud.



Depositing her phone into the designer handbag that was perched on the edge of the vanity table Veronica then slid the straps of the bag onto the crook of her elbow. Slipping her stockinged feet into a pair of red bottomed high heels, she looked down and checked the time on the gold plated wristwatch decorating her wrist. 5:45 PM on the dot. Time to get going if she wanted to ensure she was only fashionably late. It would not do at all for her date to think she was
 too
 eager.



Walking purposefully from her bedroom, Veronica could feel her body humming with anticipation. Something told her tonight was going to be quite the evening.







WITH A HUFF,
 Veronica plopped herself down on the padded stool before the restaurant bar. Well that had been an excruciating affair to say the least.



“What will you be having?” The bartender asked. “Or are you waiting for someone?”



“A world of no,” Veronica said tartly, “and I’ll have a martini, dry as you can make it, with a lemon twist please.”



As the bartender had busied himself shaking up her cocktail in a steel mixer before pouring its contents into a frosted glass that he set before her, Veronica tried not to think of the fiasco the last hour had been.



The best that could be said about Peter, the man she had matched with on Tinder a few days ago, was that he at least had done justice to his profile picture on the app. He had a chiseled, square jawed face and broad shoulders that had strained against the fabric of the navy blue blazer he had worn for the evening. When he had stood up from the table to greet her and offered his hand when she had arrived offering demur apologies at being a few minutes late Veronica would be lying if she denied feeling a shiver of excitement at the hard, firm grip of his handshake as she had imagined how his hands might feel on other parts of her body.



Judging from the wolfish look in his crystal blue eyes, Peter had clearly not found her the least bit wanting either when it came to Veronica in the flesh. As they had both seated themselves and given a casual glance over the restaurant’s menu, Veronica had already been imagining where things might possibly go once dinner was over.



Unfortunately, Peter had then put the menu before him aside and opened his mouth. The man may have been truly blessed in the looks department, but his personality had left much to be desired. He had immediately begun talking incessantly about how he had set a new record for himself at the gym earlier that day on the bench press. Then he had filled her in with excruciating detail about the big promotion he was about to get at work, before telling everything about the latest trip he had just taken to wine country over in Napa Valley.



He paused the monologue momentarily when the waiter arrived to take their orders and not even bothered asking if she would like to give hers first. Veronica supposed she could give him credit for at least noticing she had ordered the Dover sole, because he had then begun critiquing the restaurants decision to pair it with a mustard cream sauce before telling her all about his own way of preparing it with a recipe of his own invention that “deserved a Michelin star at the very least”. Peter had then launched into a blow by blow account of the amateur Ultimate Frisbee league he competed in and how he had personally led his team to victory in the recently finished season before thankfully shutting up for a few moments when the appetizers had arrived.



Veronica was certain she had not spoken an entire word throughout the entirety of dinner as Peter had continued to obliviously prattle on and on about how wonderful he was, totally oblivious to her growing boredom. She had idly found herself wondering if he would even notice if she just got up and walked out or whether he would just continue to sit there and boast to the empty chair.



When the bill had arrived, not a moment too soon as far as Veronica was concerned, he had at least been generous enough to offer to pay. To her amazement Peter had even turned this into an opportunity to brag, talking about all the perks and features of the credit card he produced which he claimed was extremely exclusive and very hard to qualify for; Veronica by chance happened to have the exact same card in her purse.



“This has been fun, I’m so glad I asked you out,” Peter had said afterward, rising from his chair. “How about we go back to my place for a nightcap? Did I mention that my penthouse has simply the best view of the Bay area in all of San Francisco? It was featured in Haute Living SF by the way.”



“I would love a nightcap,” Veronica had said sweetly as she stood up as well. Her voice had then turned ice cold. “With you? Not a chance in hell.”



She had almost laughed aloud at the gobsmacked look that had appeared on Peter’s face at her words. This had quickly turned to anger as he had turned around and stomped off a moment later, thankfully without saying another word.



Taking a long sip from her martini, Veronica drowned almost half of it in one go and reflected that this had easily been her worst date in recent memory, if not her entire adult life. She had sat through more than a few evenings with self-obsessed men and truthfully couldn’t say she had always let it stop her from going home with them afterwards to let them fuck her brains out. It wasn’t like she could deny being a vain, go-getter herself and those same qualities in a man were not unattractive within reason. Still, this had taken the cake.



Draining the rest of her martini, Veronica signalled to the bartender for another. To her irritation, she could already feel a little part of herself regretting not taking Peter up on his offer despite everything. She could at least have taken her frustrations from the evening out by riding him till she had drained him dry. Though given the likelihood Peter might not have shut up even then she might be better off simply going home and doing the same thing with her vibrator. That at least could be counted on to give her a moment of quiet.



“That bad was it?” A sultry, feminine voice said from next to her.



Turning in her seat, Veronica saw there was a woman sitting beside her. She must have been so caught up in her little pity party she had completely missed her sitting down.



To her surprise, Veronica’s first thought was that she was extremely attractive. She was a slender woman with long, dark brown hair tied back from her sharp featured, diamond shaped face in a long braid that cascaded down her back. Her dark eyes had a smoky, smouldering look to them that were enhanced by dark eyeliner and her plump, heart shaped lips glistened with suede toned lipstick. The little black dress she was wearing showed off her figure well, especially her breasts, which were perky and plump even if not nearly as well endowed as Veronica’s own.



“What?” Veronica asked, a bit startled by her reaction and worried the other woman would notice.



“Your date?” The woman elaborated with a sultry smile. “At least I’m assuming that’s why you're here looking ready to chew nails, a beautiful woman such as yourself certainly wouldn’t be having dinner here alone.”



“Thank you for the compliment,” Veronica replied, smiling back even as she was surprised again to feel a little thrill of delight at how the other woman had just described her as beautiful. It wasn’t like she didn’t already know that. “And yes, it was absolutely godawful to tell you the truth.”



“I’m so sorry to hear that,” The woman said sympathetically. Seeing Veronica’s new martini arrive, she held up her glass of white wine in a toast. “Men, huh?”



“Why do we put up with them,” Veronica answered and clicked her glass against the other woman’s.



“My thoughts exactly,” she replied, taking a sip. Putting her glass down she now extended her hand. “I’m Tracy Ryan.”



“Veronica Richards.” The other woman’s hand was soft and smooth, but she gave a surprisingly firm squeeze of Veronica’s own. When she placed her hand back on the countertop of the bar she noted that Tracy placed her own atop it, but didn’t remark on the matter.



“So Veronica,” Tracy went on, leaning forward, “care to tell what was so bad about your date to a sympathetic ear?”



“Nothing aside from the fact I’m not sure he had ever learned that women are in fact capable of speech,” Veronica quipped bitterly. “Not that it stopped him from doing enough talking for both of us. I swear I had learned his entire life story before we had finished the first course.”



“Typical,” Tracy said disdainfully. “Sounds like he could do with being taken over someone’s knee and given a good spanking.”



Veronica laughed at that, in the moment very much agreeing. As she did so she became aware of how Tracy was rubbing her hand lightly over her own, the sharp tips of her pointed nails grazing themselves lightly over the soft skin of her wrist. She supposed the other woman was just doing it as a sympathetic gesture but to her surprise she found she quite liked the sensation. It made her feel all tingly in a delightful way.



“Enough about that loser,” Tracy said as Veronica took a long sip of her new martini, “what about you, Veronica? Tell me about yourself.”



“I’m in sales for a pharmaceutical company.”



“Why am I not surprised,” Tracy looked Veronica up and down appreciatively and the other woman might just have taken the slightest breath to better puff out her ample chest under her gaze. Why she wasn’t quite sure. “I bet all the doctors must be all too eager to buy whatever pills you’re hawking to them the moment you walk into their offices. I certainly would.”



“I don’t do face to face sales, more on the management side of things,” Veronica admitted. Though she had started out in that role before working her way up the corporate chain and she couldn’t lie that being blonde, tall and stacked had certainly helped. Not that Veronica saw anything wrong with that. You used what you had to get what you wanted.



“I can totally see you as a girl boss,” Tracy grinned, “kicking ass and keeping all the underlings in line.”



“Someone has to,” Veronica grinned back, enjoying the flow of the conversation. “What about you? What is it you do?”



“Oh, I keep people in line as well in my own way,” Tracy said mysteriously, smoky eyes dancing a little as she said it as if she was privy to some private joke. “Perhaps I’ll tell you about it later if you’re lucky. So have you always lived in San Francisco?”



Tracy proved to be very easy to talk to and an avid listener to boot. More than once Veronica found herself thinking that it was a shame Peter hadn’t stuck around, he could have done with taking a few notes from the other woman. But as the conversation went on Veronica found herself forgetting all about him and the disaster of a date she had been on as she lost track of the time.



She also realised at a certain point that she had lost track of the number of martinis she had consumed. Had it been three or four? Her head was already starting to spin a little. Part of her thought it might be a good idea to stop, but the greater part of her was enjoying herself too much to want to call it a night.



Another thing she realised was that at some point Tracy’s hand left her own and had settled on her knee. As time passed the hand crept higher and higher up her leg till eventually it was resting just below the hem of her miniskirt. The touch was light but her fingers almost seemed to be scorching Veronica’s skin through the lacy material of her stockings. They were slowly stroking themselves over her inner thigh, nails grating themselves across the surface. It made Veronica want to shiver but in a good way.



At the same time, Veronica wasn’t blind to how Tracy’s eyes kept dipping down to her chest, ogling the cleavage of her breasts with ever increasing boldness each time. The hungry look in the other woman’s eyes made Veronica feel strange but also seemed to make her body simultaneously tingle and grow hot.



Still, as flattering as Tracy’s attention was, Veronica wasn’t stupid or some naive innocent. It was obvious that the woman across from her found her attractive and perhaps was even beginning to put the moves on her. While it undeniably was a boost to her ego, Veronica decided, with more than a bit of reluctance to her immense surprise, it was best to clarify where things stood before they became awkward.



“Listen, Tracy….” Veronica began before trailing off for a moment as she tried to choose her words carefully. All those martinis were definitely not helping. “Are you hitting on me?”



Tracy’s smile turned wolfish and Veronica was shocked when she felt the tingly feeling in her body intensify and suddenly seem to concrete between her legs in her vagina. That was unexpected. “I thought that was obvious.”



“Oh….” Veronica stammered, still unsettled by the reaction of her body to the other woman just moments before. “Well….well, I’m very flattered Tracy, but I think you should know I’m not into women.”



“Really?” Tracy’s eyes gleamed with sudden intensity and she leaned forward, placing the hand that was not still continuing to stroke itself lightly over Veronica’s inner thigh on top of the blonde’s where it was resting on the counter of the bar. “So you’ve never been with a woman before.”



“No,” Veronica replied, throat suddenly very dry as she realised how Tracy’s face was just inches from hers.



“Then how can you be so confident of something you’ve never experienced?” Veronica felt Tracy’s hand glide even higher up her thigh as she spoke, just beginning to slip underneath the hem of her skirt. Part of her seemed to think she should be pulling away and telling the other woman to stop, but instead all Veronica could seem to focus on was how plump and juicy Tracy’s lips looked, glistening with the suede lipstick that adorned them, and the knowledge they were so close to her own.



Realising that she was staring, Veronica looked away. Unfortunately when her eyes dipped down they settled on Tracy’s breasts. Smaller than Veronica’s own, they still looked plump and round, and were displayed very nicely by the low cut neckline of her dress. What would they look like naked? Veronica was shocked by the sudden thought. What had come over her? She was straight, damn it. Why was she suddenly reacting in this way to another woman?



“Veronica, can I ask you a question?” Tracy’s voice startled her out of her confusing thoughts. Looking up, she saw a smug look on the brunette’s face; clearly she had noticed where Veronica’s gaze had been looking just moments before.



Unable to look away from the smouldering eyes that had captured her own, Veronica nodded.



“Do you think I’m attractive?” Tracy said in a low voice barely above a whisper.



As the other woman said this, Veronica almost gasped as she felt her fingers brush over the hem of her stocking and touch the bare skin of her upper thigh; the feeling almost seemed to burn against the naked flesh as the sensation shot straight to her cunt. Veronica felt she should object to how Tracy was almost pawing her in such an open fashion in a public venue, or at least frantically be looking around to check if anyone was watching what was happening. Instead, she found she could not look away from the mesmerising sight of Tracy’s smoky, dark eyes as she instinctively felt the urge to answer.



“Yes,” Veronica said after a moment. Was that her voice? She hardly recognised it. It sounded so deep and throaty, almost hoarse.



Tracy’s smile took on a wicked quality at Veronica’s answer and leaned even closer. The blonde was faintly aware of a thumping sound in her ears and realised it must be the pounding beat of her own heart.



“Good girl,” Tracy crooned, the two words sending a jolt through Veronica as she felt her clitoris actually seem to tighten at the way the other woman almost whispered them. “I think you’re very attractive as well. Since the moment you sat down all I could think of was all the things I wanted to do to you.”



“What….what kinds of things?” Veronica stuttered, eyes breaking away from Tracy’s as they once again almost involuntarily dipped down to look at her lips, so plump and inviting.



“Oh Veronica, you have no idea,” Tracy purred, her smile now looking almost predatory. “I imagine a beauty like yourself has been with plenty of men, but I promise you that only a woman truly knows how to make another woman feel good. Nothing you’ve experienced before can compare to the things that
 I
 can do to you. Let me give you a little taste.”



Veronica knew that the other woman was going to kiss her even before she saw her face begin to drift even closer and close the remaining few inches separating them. She didn’t object. Didn’t tell Tracy to stop. Instead she actually leaned forward herself as her eyes closed in anticipation.



She shuddered as she felt Tracy’s lips press against her own. They felt so different from a man’s, soft instead of rough yet still firm and commanding in a way that made Veronica desperately try to stifle a moan that was welling up in her throat. Almost without realising it she found herself returning the kiss, even trying to deepen it.



Then Veronica felt a flash of stinging pain as Tracy’s sharp teeth nipped at her bottom lip. At this she gasped as the pain seemed to shoot straight to her pussy, which suddenly was almost aching but in the most delicious way. Tracy took advantage of this opportunity to force her tongue through Veronica’s newly parted lips and into the interior beyond. Instinctively, Veronica’s own tongue met this new intruder and joined it in an erotic, lewd dance.



Veronica’s heart was racing madly as she lost herself in what was happening. She felt hot, almost feverish, as her head spun from the pleasure coursing through her body. All she could think of were Tracy’s lips and tongue, and also her fingers, which by now had crept up her thigh to the point where they were teasingly tracing themselves along the edges of her panties; the material of which was now quite damp. Her cunt seemed to clench at the realisation of how close the other woman’s hand was; how easily she could just close the remaining distance and brush those devilish fingers over her vagina. To her shock, Veronica realised she wanted Tracy to do just that, forgetting in the lustful state that had come over her that they were still sitting in the middle of the restaurant bar surrounded by its patrons.



But then she felt Tracy’s hands withdraw and the other woman broke the kiss and pulled away so she was once again sitting upright in her seat. Veronica actually gave a small groan of protest, breath coming in ragged gasps as she fought to regain her composure. Tracy for her part seemed totally unaffected by what had just occurred aside from a heated look in her dark eyes and a smug little smile that graced her face.



Looking away, Veronica glanced around her, cheeks burning as she expected to see everyone in the bar staring at them in disapproving shock. To her surprise however, the other patrons seemed completely absorbed with themselves. Had what just happened really gone unnoticed? The kiss had felt like an eternity to Veronica, but in reality she realised it had only lasted a few moments.



“Veronica,” Tracy’s voice caught the blonde’s attention and her eyes almost of their own volition immediately shot back towards the other woman.



“Did you like what just happened?”



“Yes,” Veronica said after a moment, unable to deny that she had
 very
 much liked Tracy kissing her just now. “But -”



“No buts,” Tracy’s smile turned wicked and the sight made Veronica immediately forget everything she had been about to say. “Would you like to do that again, Veronica?”



Another moment passed and Veronica tried not to wiggle as Tracy stared at her with unblinking eyes, the intensity of the brunette’s gaze almost scorching her skin. Then slowly she nodded.



“Use your words please, Veronica.”



It was a command, not a request. Despite her throat suddenly being very dry, Veronica made herself speak. “Yes….yes I would, Tracy.”



The wicked smile deepened and revealed Tracy’s pearly white teeth. “Well, then I have only one more question for you. Your place or mine?”







 Chapter Two: New Desires



VERONICA STOOD SILENTLY
 as Tracy unlocked the door. The decision had ended up being the other woman’s place. Veronica never liked to invite someone back to her own for a one night stand - which was all this was, the blonde told herself for what felt like the hundredth time - not the least because it made it easy to avoid any awkwardness afterwards if she decided, as she often did, that she had no wish to see the other person again.



Opening the door, Tracy gestured with her free hand. “Guests first.”



Doing as the other woman beckoned, Veronica stepped forward through the doorway, trying to ignore how her heart was pounding in her chest. Part of her still could not believe she was doing this. For her entire life she had taken it as a given that she was straight. Other than drunkenly kissing one of her sorority sisters a few times at parties back in college, for the sole reason of titillating some boy she had her eye on and no other, Veronica had never done anything remotely sexual with another woman before. Never even been tempted to. Until just now back at the bar that is, she had to concede.



Despite this, Veronica realised no part of her wanted to turn around and leave. There was just something about Tracy she found enticing in a way she couldn’t explain. Sure, the brunette was hot, there was no denying that. Veronica could say that about a lot of women she had met over the years though and she had never felt even the slightest erotic inclination towards any of them. Until Tracy. Sultry, smouldering and more than a little domineering Tracy. Just the memory of their brief encounter back at the bar was enough to make Veronica’s cunt ache with pleasure; a reminder that her arousal from what had occurred was very much still there.



A clicking sound filled the air and the lights turned on, illuminating the previous dark room. More to distract herself from her confusing thoughts than anything else Veronica cast an appraising glance at her newly revealed surroundings. It seemed to be a combination of living room and dining room and open concept kitchen. Veronica took in the wood panelled walls and burgundy carpeted floor and noted the varnished oak dining table and leather sofa and armchairs situated around a marble fronted LED fireplace. A cast iron chandelier hung from the ceiling and provided the sole source of light, leaving dark shadows in the corners of the room. It felt a tad gothic for Veronica’s taste, though she had to admit it seemed to suit what she had seen of Tracy’s personality to a t.



Another clicking sound reached her ears and she turned around to see Tracy closing the door and locking it. A familiar wicked smile appeared on the brunette’s face and she began walking towards Veronica, heels clicking against the floor as she did so.



“Would you care for a glass of wine, Veronica?” Tracy asked, eyes gleaming in a way that left the blonde almost mesmerized and unable to look away.



“What?” Veronica stuttered, barely hearing what the other woman had said. “Oh….yes….I mean no….um….”



“Veronica,” Tracy’s cut off her babbling, her voice soft but commanding at the same time. “Do you still want to do this?”



“Yes,” Veronica said immediately, a little surprised by how quick her response had been but also knowing it to be true. Yes, her attraction to Tracy had taken her by surprise but it was also undeniable. As unexpected and also more than a little intimidating as this new part of herself she had discovered might be, Veronica could not deny it was something she wanted to explore.



“Good,” Tracy said as she drew closer. “There’s no need to be nervous, Veronica. I won’t do anything to you that you do not want, and if at any time you decide that you’ve changed your mind and you no longer want this all you have to do is tell me and I
 will
 stop. Do you understand me?”



Veronica nodded, a little reassured that Tracy was being considerate and telling her there was no pressure or expectations for things to go beyond what she was comfortable with. It made everything feel much less intimidating.



“Use your words please.”



The insistence that Tracy spoke with, made Veronica blink even as an undercurrent of command made her body tingle for some reason. “Yes, I understand.”



“Good girl,” Tracy’s smile grew hot. “Now take off your clothes.”



Again those two words that Tracy had spoken earlier in the bar. Good girl. For some reason the sound of them made Veronica want to shiver in delight. It was so strange, normally she was the last person to let compliments go to her head, more than confident enough in herself to be immune to empty flattery. The way Tracy said those words though, filled with praising approval, made a hot, bubbly feeling well up inside of her.



Ignoring those confusing thoughts for the moment, Veronica’s hands went to the buttons of her blouse. She actually nervously fumbled with them a bit at first as Tracy’s gaze hungrily dropped down to eye her chest as she did this. More than a little annoyed with herself Veronica ruthlessly tried to quash the unfamiliar fluttery jitters the other woman’s gaze inspired. What was with her tonight? Sure, she had never been with a woman before but it wasn’t like her to lack confidence whatever the situation she found herself in.



Staring back at Tracy almost definitely, Veronica tried to look cool and impervious as she began slowly unbuttoning her blouse, parting it away from her chest to reveal her bra clad breasts underneath. As Tracy’s gaze grew hungry at the sight a smug smile appeared on Veronica’s face, her customary confidence beginning to return. Veronica knew she was hot but a visual confirmation of it from another person never hurt.



Swaying slightly, as if to silent music, Veronica reached behind her back and unclipped her bra so it fell to the floor. She basked in the appreciative look on Tracy's face as her breasts were revealed to her, reaffirming her long held belief that nothing quite helped a woman’s self-esteem like being blessed with a great rack. Her breasts stood tall and high on her chest, not sagging the least bit despite their impressive size, and were capped with pink, puffy nipples that to her surprise had already hardened into sharp points that stood out almost an inch in length.



Hands going to her skirt, Veronica’s hips slowly shimmied back and forth as she unzipped it and pulled it down her long legs so it pooled around her ankles. Nimble fingers slipped underneath the hem of her lacy panties and teasingly inched them down, bit by bit, before finally releasing them to join her skirt on the floor to expose her sex, shaved completely bare. Her smile only grew smugger as she saw how Tracy’s eyes were glued to the sight, darkening noticeable in excitement as they ogled her bare vagina.



Now standing in nothing but her stockings and garter belt, Veronica teasingly ran her hand down her flat stomach till it reached her pelvis. Parting her fingers in a V, she cupped her vagina and parted the lips of her slit to reveal the pink, moist folds beyond. “Do you see something you want, Tracy?”



For a second Veronica could have sworn she saw Tracy’s eyes narrow, almost as if in irritation, at how she had spoken her name. She instantly forgot as the other woman began walking towards her. “Careful Veronica, girls who play with fire might just get burned.”



“I think I can handle it,” Veronica said coyly, extending her middle finger down to the bottom of her slit and stroking it up the length; internally she was shocked to discover just how wet her pussy already was.



“We will see,” Tracy replied as she came to a stop before her. A moment later she raised both of her hands to take Veronica’s face between them and almost roughly pulled her forward to close the remaining distance between them.



Tracy’s lips were soft and warm against her own, but also forceful and Veronica groaned hotly as the kiss quickly became more passionate. She immediately felt Tracy’s tongue pushing on her lips, demanding entry, and the blonde happily parted them. As their tongues lathed against one another, Veronica’s hands left her vagina and she wrapped her arms around Tracy, pulling the other woman closer. Her body felt so different from a man’s against her own, soft and warm, and when she felt the brunette’s breasts mash themselves up against her own she tentatively rubbed against them. She was rewarded by a flash of pleasure that shot straight to her cunt and let out a moan that was partially stifled by Tracy’s tongue as the wet, silky muscle continued to almost ravaged her mouth.



Even as Veronica tried to pull Tracy even closer to her, the other woman’s own hands were not idle. Leaving her face, they glided down the soft skin of the blonde’s back to reach down and cup the perky, round cheeks of her bum. Veronica moaned again, more loudly than before, as she felt Tracy’s hands grope her ass, kneading and rubbing the plump globes of her bum cheeks, but then let out a sharp hiss as she felt the other woman’s pointed fingernails rake across the tender flesh. To her shock however she felt her clitoris tighten in delight at the stinging pain. Why had
 that
 happened?



Veronica’s confusion was quickly forgotten, however, as Tracy’s fingers began to rub firmly yet almost tenderly over the flesh she had just moments ago been abusing with her nails, soothing the lingering pain. Not wanting to be a passive participant, Veronica’s down hands slid down the silky material of the brunette’s dress and slipped underneath the skirt to seek out her bottom. Her fingers found nothing but naked skin - the other woman must have been wearing a thong - and she eagerly began running them over the perk cheeks of Tracy’s ass.



She was rewarded by a heated growl from Tracy and a hot rush of satisfaction shot through Veronica at the verbal evidence of the other woman’s till now unbreakable composure slipping, if only a little bit. For Veronica’s part, she was more than a little amazed at how she seemed to be completely losing control of herself after only a few moments in Tracy’s grip. Perhaps the brunette hadn’t been just boasting before when she had said she could do things to her a man never could.



Veronica gave a whine of dismay as Tracy broke the kiss even as she felt her cheeks grow hot as she realised she was panting almost desperately for air. A moment later she gave a gasp of delight as a wolfish smile appeared on the other woman’s face and her head descended onto her throat. Finding a pulse point, Tracy began to kiss and lick at it.



Head tipping back, Veronica gave a ragged groan. “Oh….oh God….Tracy….ooooooh….” She seemed to have lost the capacity to form words as her head seemed to be spinning from the passion engulfing her body.



Tracy gave no answer, but Veronica thought she could feel the other woman’s lip quick up in a smile against the skin of her throat. To the blonde’s disappointment, she felt Tracy’s hands leave her bum but a moment later they gripped her tightly by the hips and she forced one of her legs between Veronica’s own. She moaned in pleasure as she felt the satin-like skin of Tracy’s upper thigh press itself against her vagina.



“Veronica you’re soaking….good girl….your pussy is so wet and I’ve only just begun touching you….” Tracy whispered sensuously between sloppy kisses and lingering little licks. “Is my good girl enjoying this?”



“Yes,” Veronica moaned breathlessly, her body shuddering in delight at being called a ‘good girl’ again by the brunette but her mind barely noticing as she remained lost in the ecstasy of what was happening, “oh God Tracy….what you’re doing….oh….”



“Good girl,” Tracy repeated, lips beginning to leave a trail of kisses down Veronica’s collarbone and upper chest as one hand left the blonde’s hip and reached for her breast. Veronica felt her cunt clench in pleasure at the touch of the other woman’s skilled fingers on her nipple, rolling the hard point between her thumb and finger and then teasingly circling around it as she caressed her soft areola. She suddenly realised that she was actually grinding her pussy against Tracy’s leg, sliding the wet folds over her soft skin.



It did not go unnoticed by Tracy either. As she kissed her way down one of heaving breast she chuckled darkly. “What a wild thing you are, Veronica….just look at you….humping my leg like a bitch in heat.”



Part of Veronica felt she should object to such a crude comparison, not that it stopped her from continuing to rock her hips even more frantically as she felt the pleasure building deep within her pussy, but then she felt Tracy’s tongue on her nipple and all thoughts escaped her.



The touch was light and teasing, Tracy’s tongue flicking just the tip over the hard, elongated point of the pink nubbin. As the sound of her heart frantically pounding filled her ears, along with the increasingly loud moans of pleasure slipping from her lips with ever growing frequency, Veronica arched her back to try and bring more of her nipple into contact with that wonderful yet also devilishly teasing tongue. Tracy deftly retreated before her advance, however, and thwarted Veronica’s efforts, even as the glistening muscle continued to torment the rock hard nipple with agonisingly faint flicks and licks.



Then suddenly Tracy relented, capturing the nipple between her lips and beginning to suck strongly. Veronica groaned breathlessly as she felt the molten warmth of the brunette’s mouth encase the little nubbin, even as the other woman’s tongue continued to slather and swirl itself across the pointed tip. Her smouldering dark eyes looked up at Veronica's own and the blonde found she could not look away, almost losing herself in those dark, inky orbs.



A wicked, cruel look appeared in those eyes and Veronica let out a pained gasp as she felt Tracy’s sharp teeth suddenly bite her nipple. It was only a quick nip but it still sent a flash of pain running through her and her own eyes suddenly were welling up with tears. “Fuck! What….why did you -”



“Oh, did that hurt, Veronica?” Tracy simpered as she released Veronica’s nipple from her mouth with a wet plop. “Let me kiss it all better for my good girl.”



Tracy’s tongue shot out and began swirling itself around Veronica’s nipple, its moist warmth soothing away the pain. Even as Veronica blinked away the lingering tears, she was very conscious of how her clitoris had actually throbbed almost in approval at the pain of Tracy biting her nipple moments before. Had she actually enjoyed it on some level? Ignoring the confusing implications of that thought, Veronica arched her hips so she could brush her little clit against the other woman’s thigh and groaned hotly as the pleasure in her vagina built even higher. She actually began to wonder if she was going to cum just from rubbing herself against the woman’s leg and nothing else.



But then Tracy’s leg pulled away and Veronica groaned in frustration, realising how close she had been to release. Before she could protest, however, she realised it was because Tracy was now kneeling before her, planting a flutter of kisses against her ribcage as she began moving south towards the junction between her legs. Her pussy pulsed in anticipation at the knowledge of where the brunette was heading.



As Veronica groaned with ever more intensity, barely hearing them over the almost deafening thrumming of her blood pumping through her veins that filled her ears, Tracy kissed her way down her trembling stomach. All the blonde could think of was how her pussy was almost aching at the idea of Tracy licking it. Just the idea of the other woman’s mouth and tongue on her cunt made it spasm in frustration that it wasn’t already happening.



Licking teasingly at Veronica’s belly button for a few moments, Tracy continued her way down the other woman’s pelvis leaving a trail of wet, open mouthed kisses in her wake; her tongue slathered itself over the hot sweaty skin as she did so. Veronica buried her hands into Tracy’s dark chocolate tresses, trying to urge her to move on more quickly, but the brunette might have been made of iron for all the effect it had on her and she continued her progress no slower or faster, heedless of the growing sound of frustration in Veronica’s voice.



Finally Veronica felt Tracy’s lips press themselves into the soft skin just above her genitals. She then almost sobbed as the woman paused and began nuzzling her face into the area. What was she waiting for? Her poor vagina felt so hot and engorged, more than she could ever recall it being before in her life, and she was very aware of how her slit was messily leaking her juices; she could feel the hot little droplets rolling down her inner thighs leaving burning trails in their wake.



Then Tracy shifted lower so her face was hovering almost serenely just inches from the other woman’s burning cunt. “What a pretty, pink pussy you have, Veronica. So wet….so ripe looking. I can only imagine that it will taste delicious.”



Tracy’s tongue shot out and Veronica’s heart leapt in her throat and her inner vaginal walls clenched, but then to her miserable disappointment she felt the moist muscle licking itself over her inner thigh, lapping up the pussy juices it was glistening with.



“Fuck….please!” Veronica begged, her voice sounding uncharacteristically pitiful and needy. She didn’t care. All she could think of was how desperately she wanted to feel that same tongue on her vagina.



“You taste divine, Veronica,” Tracy said, heedless of her pleas as she smacked her lips together in satisfaction, “I knew you would. Why, I think I could easily get addicted.”



“Goddamn it, just do it already!” Veronica almost howled, trying to rock her hips forward to bring her pussy into contact with Tracy’s lips, hovering just inches away from where she wanted them.



Tracy’s hands tightened their grip on Veronica's hips like a vice, however, and held her in place so all she could do was whimper desperately as her cunt remained maddeningly untouched. “Do what, Veronica? Lick your sweet vagina? Run my tongue over its wet folds? Finger that tight hole of yours? Take your little clit between my hot, moist lips and suck it till you cum?”



“Yes!” Veronica practically screamed, mind running wild as she imagined what Tracy was describing. Her pussy ached so hard from the thought it almost hurt.



Eyes gleaming wickedly, Tracy’s face began inching forward once more. Then her pretty pink tongue shot out again and Veronica let out a sobbing moan of frustration as she felt it lick silkily along the cleft where her thigh met her pelvis, still ignoring her desperate, burning pussy.



“God….stop teasing me!” Veronica groaned raggedly, still fighting against the iron like grip the brunette had on her hips as she futilely tried to shift her cunt to one side and forcibly bring it into contact with Tracy’s tongue.



“Patience, Veronica,” Tracy once again leaned back, eyes burning cruelly as she drank up the sight of how the blonde was coming apart before her with clear relish. “Good things come to good little girls who wait. And isn't that what you are? My good girl?”



“I’ll be whatever you want, just get on with it,” Veronica pleaded.



Tracy hummed in contemplation for a moment and then again leaned forward, her lips puckering as they drifted towards Veronica’s clitoris; it was rock hard and actually jutting out from its protective hood as it almost seemed to be straining to reach the brunette’s approaching mouth.



But then Tracy paused just before Veronica’s throbbing bud and simply blew a teasing gust of breath over the little bundle of nerves.



“Fuck!” Veronica groaned as she felt the hot, moist air envelope her clitoris; it felt good but not nearly enough at the same time. “Fuck, just eat me already!”



“Oh don’t worry, Veronica, I intend to,” Tracy replied, “I intend to feast on this delicious cunt of yours all night long.”



But then Tracy stood up so she was once again face to face with Veronica, who tried to stifle the tormented sob that welled up in her throat at how her vagina almost roiled in frustration at its continued neglect even as her cheeks blushed as she became aware of how the other woman was still somehow fully clothed while she was standing practically naked before her.



“But first, my good girl,” Tracy whispered, her voice hot with promise, “I think it’s time we took this to the bedroom.”







 Chapter Three: Bound to the Bed



HEART BEATING WILDLY,
 Veronica followed along beside Tracy as they walked across the room, one of the brunette’s hands resting gently at the small of her back to guide her along while the other gripped her lightly but firmly by the elbow. Even these slight touches from the other woman were playing hell with Veronica’s efforts to ignore the unfulfilled arousal still raging through her body as she remembered how just moments ago those hands had been touching other parts of her. Even more confusingly, Veronica was aware that her excitement was also growing from the subtle yet firm way Tracy seemed to be guiding her along.



The assertive, controlling personality displayed by the other woman was undoubtedly alluring, but not something Veronica was used to being on the receiving end of when it came to a sexual partner. Not that she could deny that it seemed to be turning her on. The truth of the matter was if Tracy hadn’t put a stop to things Veronica almost certainly would have allowed her to fuck her right there in the living room.



Reaching a door set in the far wall, Tracy released her hold on Veronica’s elbow and turned the brass doorknob before pushing it open. “Step inside please, Veronica.”



The commanding way Tracy said those words along with the firm and insistent way her hand pressed at the small of her back sent an erotic shiver down Veronica’s spine. What was with her tonight? While she couldn’t exactly say she was used to being the one in charge when it came to sex, she certainly was not used to
 not
 being in charge. It seemed she was discovering new parts of herself she had till now not been unaware even existed.



Obediently, Veronica stepped inside to what she presumed to be Tracy’s bedroom. The interior was dark and the woman could not make out much of her surroundings.



The clicking sound of Tracy’s heels announced that she had followed after her and a moment later Veronica heard the sound of a lightswitch and the lights turned on. It was only a pair of lamps that flanked each side of the bed and they let off a soft, warm glow that left the corners of the room shrouded in shadows. The decor was quite similar to the living room’s, all burgundy carpets and wood panelled walls decorated with oil paintings of women either scantily clad or completely in the nude. The space itself was dominated by the bed, a king size one with a frame made of twisted wrought iron and covered by a heavy, red and gold coloured duvet.



SLAP!



Tracy’s hand left the small of Veronica’s back and gave a light slap to one of the cheeks of her ass. “Get on the bed and lie back for me like a good girl.”



Veronica’s eyes went wide. The slap had been a light one, but still left stinging pain in its wake, and an undeniable flash of pleasure surged deep within her vagina in response. Was she actually enjoying Tracy’s increasingly rough handling of her? The idea was shocking but the evidence of her body was undeniable. Putting aside this latest revelation, Veronica obediently stepped forward without thinking.



She could feel Tracy’s eyes on her body and knew without turning around that the brunette was looking at her. Veronica deliberately put a bit of extra sway into her step, wiggling her bum in a teasing, enticing fashion. Part of her wanted to take the opportunity to assert herself a little bit and regain some control of her own over the situation, her natural take charge attitude bristling a little at the way she had behaved in such an uncharacteristically docile and submissive manner with Tracy. Another part of her just wanted to please the other woman.



Reaching the bed, Veronica climbed up upon it and splayed herself suggestively on her side, head propped up in one hand as the other ran down her body to come to rest on one cocked hip. “Care to come join me?”



Tracy’s eyes noticeably darkened but she made no move to do as suggested. “In a moment.” She said as her hands went around behind her back and began unbuttoning her dress.



With wide eyes, Veronica watched with rapt attention as the silky black dress slid down Tracy’s body to pool on the floor around her ankles, revealing what was underneath. Her breasts were not as well endowed as Veronica’s, but they still sat high and perky on her chest and were well suited to her slender, willowy frame. They were encased in a black bra made of shining pvc. A thong of the same material covered her pelvis. The effect on Tracy was more than a little foreboding, but the look suited her.



In an almost predatory fashion, Tracy walked across the carpeted floor towards the bed. “On your back, Veronica.”



Again the blonde found herself obeying Tracy’s commands, rolling onto her back as the other woman climbed up onto the bed and straddled her hips. As Veronica lay underneath her, she felt a burning need within her body to be touched by Tracy and she reached up with both hands with an instinctive desire to pull her closer.



To her surprise, Tracy caught her wrists and pressed them down onto the bed. For a moment Veronica wanted to object, but the impulse wilted as the brunette began leaning forward.



Again Veronica was taken by surprise when Tracy halted her advance so her face hovered just above her own. She actually let out a little whine of frustration at this, which sounded very uncharacteristically pitiful to her own ears.



Tracy’s hooded eyes gleamed with satisfaction though. “You know, Veronica, I think I want to play a game.”



“What?” Veronica said in surprise. “What kind of game?”



Smiling almost tauntingly, Tracy leaned away to reach for one of the side tables next to the bed and pulled open the top drawer. Her hand disappeared inside for a moment only to reemerge holding a pair of silk scarves.



Holding up the lengths of silk, Tracy pulled them taunt with a snap. “Well for starters, I would like to begin by tying your hands to the bed with these.”



Veronica blinked at that. The surprises just kept on coming it seemed. She felt a genuine moment of hesitation as she considered what Tracy had just proposed. She had never been tied up before, during sex or just in general for that matter. Veronica would be lying if she didn’t feel a sudden jolt of arousal course through her body at the thought, but she couldn’t deny there was an undercurrent of apprehension as well. She was reminded for not the first time that Tracy was a total stranger.



Seemingly sensing her reservations, Tracy’s face turned serious. “Remember what I told you earlier, Veronica. If at any point you want me to stop, all you have to do is say so and I
 will
 stop.” Her face once again took on a taunting appearance. “Of course, if this is all too much for you I completely understand.”



That settled the matter, as Veronica felt her ego pricked by the challenge in Tracy’s voice. This might all be something new to her, but she was not someone who backed down from a test of wills. She actually lifted her wrists up and placed them against the twisted iron bars of the bed’s headboard as she said defiantly. “The question is whether I’ll prove to be too much for
 you
 .”



With a familiar wolfish grin, Tracy took one of the silk scarfs and quickly yet efficiently looped it around Veronica’s wrist and the iron bar it rested upon before knotting it tight. Out of curiosity, Veronica tested the knotted silk and found surprisingly little give to it. “You seem very familiar with this.”



“I suppose you could say I have a professional interest,” Tracy said lightly as she quickly secured Veronica’s wrist just as tightly to another iron bar.



“What, you learned this in the Girl Guides or something?” Veronica quipped, internally still adjusting to this strange new feeling of being restrained and realising to her shock that she seemed to find it exciting.



“A world of no,” Tracy replied as she sat back on her haunches and looked down at the sight of the now bound blonde with a hot look that made Veronica want to wiggle. “You asked earlier what it was I did for a living. I suppose now is a good time to tell you I’m a professional dominatrix.”



That made Veronica blink. “Oh….” The revelation was both surprising yet also not at the same time and the blonde was not certain how to react to it. “So....this is what, a bit of moonlighting on the side?”



“No need to worry, Veronica,” Tracy gave a dark chuckle, “I’m a domme in both my personal and professional life, and while I see both men and women in the latter capacity in the former I am
 far
 more selective. I had my eye on you from the moment you sat down next to me at the bar and the more I saw of you the more I was certain I just had to get my hands on you.”



As Tracy said this she ran her hands down Veronica’s collarbone and upper chest until her fingers were tracing burning little circles across the tops of her breasts. A hot moan escaped the blonde, she just couldn’t help herself as pleasure coursed through her body at the other woman’s touch, and somewhat awkwardly given her bound hands she tried to arch her chest up to bring more of her breasts into contact with Tracy’s fingers.



Tracy smirked at the sound. “Do you like that, Veronica?”



“Yes….” Veronica moaned. “God Tracy -” A hiss slipped from her lips as Tracy suddenly raked her sharp nails across the tender flesh she had been caressing just moments before.



“Mistress!” Tracy’s voice was suddenly icy.



“What?” Veronica gasped, mind reeling as she absorbed how her clitoris had just throbbed in approval from the fiery pain of the brunette’s nails cutting across her breasts.



“From now on you call me ‘mistress’, is that understood Veronica?”



“Um.…okay….mistress….” Veronica stammered tentatively, mind still racing from what had just happened and the unexpected path the night had taken. The fact she was finding it not just exciting but straight up arousing was a difficult one to wrap her head around but undeniable nevertheless.



“Good girl,” again those two words rang in Veronica’s ears and made her entire body burn hot in the most delicious way. Tracy’s nails disappeared and were replaced with her fingertips which began to soothingly rub themselves over the flesh she had busily been tormenting just moments ago. The brunette then swooped down with her head and darted out her pretty, pink tongue to begin licking it silkily across the angry, thin red lines that had emerged in the aftermath of her nails assault on Veronica’s breasts.



Veronica gasped at the hot, moist sensation and then groaned even louder as she felt Tracy’s tongue seek out one of her nipples, flicking and licking itself across the pointed tip. Arching her shoulders, she immediately tried to feed more of it into Tracy’s mouth and unlike before this time the other woman made no effort to avoid this. She almost hungrily sucked the hard, elongated nubbin into the burning wetness of her mouth and began sucking at it with her plump lips.



“Oh thank you,” Veronica mewed appreciatively then hissed in pain when she felt the sharp nip of Tracy’s teeth and quickly corrected herself, “thank you
 mistress
 ….oh that feels so good….”



Tracy gave no reply and instead continued to suck away at Veronica’s nipple, but her eyes gleamed with satisfaction at the title Veronica had just referred to her by. After a few moments she released the blonde’s nipple from her mouth with a wet plop and began sucking upon the other one. Her fingers sought out the former and began stroking and caressing at the hard, pointed tip, glistening in the dull warm light of the room with her saliva.



Then Tracy released the second nipple from between her lips. Veronica groaned in disapproval but then when she felt the other woman’s lips on her ribcage and stomach it turned into a moan of pleasure. Her entire body seemed to be trembling in anticipation as she realised where Tracy was once again heading. All her mind could think of was how much she wanted to finally feel Tracy’s plump lips and glossy tongue on her vagina.



Soon enough Tracy was kissing and licking at Veronica’s upper pelvis. The blonde shuddered at the feeling of the other woman’s lips against her skin, so close to where she desperately wanted them but still not quite there. And just like before Tracy seemed to be in no hurry to rectify that, kissing and nuzzling her face around Veronica’s cunt while denying it any actual contact. Her hands began tugging against the silk binding them to the headboard, instinctively wanting to grab the other woman by the face and press it against her burning pussy, but it seemed Tracy knew her craft well and the deceptively delicate looking knots proved quite secure.



“Fuck Tra - mistress,” Veronica caught herself just in time, “
 please
 !”



“Please what, Veronica?” Tracy looked up from between the bound woman’s legs with a wicked smile on her face as she heard the urgency in her voice.



“Please fucking eat my pussy already!” Veronica practically growled. The intensity of the need in her voice shocked her a bit. She honestly could not remember the last time she had been this horny.



“Oh, would you like that, Veronica?” Pursing her lips, Tracy blew another teasing gust of warm, moist breath across the blonde’s burning vagina, inciting a mewling whimper from her. “For me to glide my tongue over your sweet cunt? Suck it with my soft lips?”



Tracy’s fingers ghosted themselves up and down Veronica’s inner thighs as she said this, the soft, satin-like skin shuddering as the taunt muscle underneath clenched in frustration from the teasing caresses. Veronica felt her clitoris clench also, so hard that it almost hurt, and an actual sob welled up in her throat that she stifled with the greatest of difficulty.



“I asked you a question, Veronica?” Tracy’s eyes gleamed cruelly and her tongue shot out to lick along the very edge of the other woman’s labia lips while still not touching them.



“Yes!” Veronica said hotly, wiggling her hips to try and bring her sopping pussy into contact with the teasing tongue only for her attempt to be easily evaded. “Fuck, do it already!”



Tracy tisked, her face taking on a look of mocking sternness. “So demanding! Is that how you address your mistress when you want something from her? That is hardly how I expect my good girl to behave?”



Veronica huffed but when Tracy continued to simply stare at her expectantly she forced down her irritation and made herself swallow her pride. “Please….
 pleeeeaaaase
 mistress,” she said, making her voice sound meek and pleading with some difficulty, “please lick my pussy?”



Her smouldering eyes gleaming with approval, which for some reason made Veronica’s pussy ache harder than ever, Tracy gave a wicked smile. “Better. Since my good girl asks so nicely, how can I not reward her?”



With that Tracy’s pink tongue once again darted out and slathered itself up Veronica’s slit. The blonde gave an almost guttural groan at the delicious sensation but then it became a whimper when the act was not repeated.



The sound of another disapproving tisk filled Veronica’s ears. “What does a good girl say, Veronica?”



“Thank you!” The words spilled from Veronica’s mouth immediately, her mind consumed with nothing else but the need to feel Tracy’s tongue on her pussy again. “Thank you, mistress!”



“Better!” It was Tracy who growled now, her voice hot with approval. “I think my good girl deserves a reward for that indeed.”



Tracy’s tongue licked itself over Veronica’s vagina again, slathering across the plump labia lips of her slit and then swirling teasingly around the round little nubbin that was her clitoris. The blonde felt the other woman’s hands glide up her inner thighs and across her pelvis to lightly grip the lips of her slit and part them and she gasped in pleasure as she felt Tracy’s tongue delve inside the wet folds beyond the parted silken gate and thrust into the depth of her pussy.



Veronica moaned in pleasure, hips arching up off of the bed to grind herself against Tracy’s mouth, savouring the feeling of her moist lips as they began to suck at her cunt. When the brunette had boasted earlier at the bar that she could do things to her unlike anything she had experienced before, Veronica admitted she had been more than a little intrigued if that would indeed be the case. Now that Tracy was finally sucking at her pussy, however, she had to admit the other woman was definitely giving her the best cunnilingus of her life.



“Oh…..oh mistress….” Veronica panted between increasingly louder moans, “....what….what you’re doing…..oh god….it feels…..oh thank you….”



From where she was perched between Veronica’s legs, Tracy’s eyes blazed with a wicked intensity at her words. The blonde found she could not look away from the sight. Heart racing in her chest underneath her heaving breasts, Veronica desperately gulped down lungfuls of air as a delicious pressure began to build between her legs deep within her vagina. What promised to be an absolutely explosive orgasm was well on its way. Veronica could hardly wait, body almost humming with anticipation.



Then Tracy shifted her mouth’s focus, lips wrapping themselves around Veronica’s clit and beginning to suck. As the little bundle of nerves throbbed madly with approval at the feeling of Tracy’s silky tongue flicking and slathering itself against it, her inner walls clenched as one of the other woman’s fingers plunged itself deep within the depths of the cunt. A second quickly joined it and then a third, stretching the lips of Veronica’s slit as they began thrusting in and out of her pussy but in a way that felt indescribably good.



“Ooooooooh!” Veronica groaned, her head tipping back onto the pillows. “Thank you, mistress….thank you….oh….I….I’m so close….oh yes….fuck me!”



Tracy seemed all too happy to oblige. Veronica’s ears were ringing with the lewd squelching sound of the brunette’s fingers plunging in and out of her wet cunt. She felt Tracy’s other hand on her heaving breasts, stroking and plucking at first one rock hard nipple and then the other. Then she hissed as she felt sharp nails rake themselves over her soft skin. Her clitoris tightened deliciously in approval as the pain seemed to shoot directly to it like a lightning bolt. This new discovery that she liked pain was
 very
 confusing to Veronica, but she was beyond caring at this point; all her mind could think of was her impending climax and how eagerly she wanted to cum. She could think of nothing else.



“Oh….I….I’m….” Veronica babbled as she felt her entire vagina clench in anticipation, finding herself hanging on a wonderfully familiar edge she could hardly wait to tip off of. “I’m….mistress….I’m about to….”



Lost as she was in the pleasure surging through her body and the promise of the true ecstasy to come, Veronica did not notice at first when Tracy’s lips disappeared from her pulsing clitoris. “Oh are you?”



Seconds passed and then it registered with Veronica that she wasn’t tipping over the edge she was dangling upon. If anything it seemed to be pulling away. When it did, horror gripped her. “What….no….NO….why….I was about to….I was going to cum…..why did you - ARRRGH!”



Veronica’s protests came to an abrupt end as Tracy cruelly pinched one of her nipples, twisting the hard nubbin between her sharp nails. “Bad girl….BAD GIRL! That was very naughty of you, Veronica, thinking of your own pleasure first before that of your mistress’s.”



“What?” Veronica said distractedly, very aware of how the pain in her nipple had sent a rush of pleasure through her cunt which unfortunately only seemed to increase the roiling frustration gripping it from her cruelly denied orgasm. “Was that why you stopped?”



Tracy smirked wickedly. “Oh I have no intention of stopping, Veronica. In fact I have only begun. Professionally I of course cater to whatever my clients’ particular tastes may be, but when I domme personally I prefer to indulge in my own. And what
 I
 enjoy most of all is what you could call tease and denial? Are you familiar?”



Veronica shook her head, though part of her had an inkling of an idea.



Smouldering dark eyes filled with hot delight. “Splendid! I so enjoy subjecting a woman to it for the first time, there is nothing quite as excruciating. Essentially, I enjoy inflicting what you just experienced. Teasing you. Building your pleasure. Taking you to the very edge of release until it is the only thing you can think of and then denying you the very release so crave.”



Cold terror filled Veronica’s body as Tracy’s words washed over it, but to her shock it was mixed with something else that she immediately recognised as excitement. The latter only grew as she felt the brunette’s hand leave her breasts and begin slowly running down her trembling stomach towards her cunt, which was already being teasingly circled by her other hand. “H-how….how long are you going to do this?”



Tracy leaned forward and Veronica let out a gasp as she felt her hot breath waft over her vulva. “Until I am satisfied my good girl has earned the orgasm she desperately wants and I warn you I have
 very
 high standards when it comes to that. Or you tell me to stop,” Tracy’s stern, fierce expression softened momentarily as she said this, “let me be very clear here, Veronica, what I said earlier still applies. If you want this to stop, now or at any point, all you have to do is say so. Do you believe me?”



Veronica did. Even though the other woman was a total stranger to her for some reason she trusted Tracy’s word. Remembering how important it had been before for Tracy to hear a clear affirmation to this question she made herself speak. “Yes.”



“Good,” Tracy’s face once again turned cruel in a way that made Veronica’s pussy ache deliciously. “Then I suggest you get comfortable, Veronica, this is going to be a very long night for both of us.”







 Chapter Four: Teased by Mistress Tracy



VERONICA GROANED IN
 pleasure as she felt Tracy’s tongue swirl itself over her clitoris, the little bud clenching desperately under the moist muscle as for the countless time a wave that had been building deep within the blonde’s pussy started to crest. “Fuck….mistress please….I’m cumming….please let me cum!”



The breathless desperation in her voice was genuine and as always Tracy’s eyes gleamed with relish when she heard it. For a long moment that to Veronica felt like an eternity the brunette continued to suck away at the throbbing little bundle of nerves between her lips. Then just as Veronica felt a stirring of hope as the first traces of her climax stirred within the depths of her vagina the other woman released it with a wet plop. “No.”



“Fuck!” Veronica’s head fell back upon the pillows as a sobbing moan escaped her lips. She could feel the hot tears leaving burning trails down her cheeks as they freely spilled from her eyes as her cunt spasmed in frustrated protest as the orgasm she had been on the brink of once again began slipping away.



It was only the latest case of how this anguishing act had played out again and again over the course of the night. Veronica had lost all track of the time long ago but she was certain it was well past midnight by now. Not that she gave much of a damn. All she cared about was how desperately she wanted to cum.



Countless times Tracy had built Veronica up to the very brink of orgasm, licking with her silky tongue, sucking with her plump lips, fingers thrusting in and out of the wet folds of Veronica’s vagina or rubbing and caressing across the engorged lips of her slit. Sometimes she had done so with agonising slowness, skillfully teasing the blonde’s vagina with only the lightest and faintest of touches that elicited tormented groans and snotty sobs as the pleasure gradually built within her body. Other times she would simply take Veronica’s little clit within her lips and suck on it madly so the bound blonde found herself on the very edge within mere moments. But without a hint of mercy, no matter how Veronica begged her with increasing desperation to do otherwise, each time Tracy sensed that the other woman was once again on that edge she would ruthlessly stop.



Or at least stop touching Veronica’s vagina. Tracy never stopped touching her altogether for so much as a moment, giving the blonde no respite. Her fingers would seek out Veronica's breasts, tormenting the nipples and areolas with feathery little caresses, or ghost over her pelvis to circle along the very edges of her burning pussy while somehow just not quite touching it. She would plant wet, sloppy kisses across Veronica’s trembling stomach, teeth nibbling at the soft flesh around her belly button, or tongue at her inner thighs, savouring the pussy juices that they glistened with.



If possible Veronica found this even worse than the act of being denied orgasm itself. Tracy’s fingers and lips and tongue would teasingly touch her body everywhere but where she was desperate to feel them, prolonging the torturous edge she teetered on, keeping her right at the very brink of climax but maddeningly unable to experience it. Her arousal would spike higher and higher without being slaked in the slightest. Then after long, agonising minutes when the threat of orgasm had sufficiently receded in Tracy’s estimation the brunette would finally shift her attentions back to Veronica’s poor, denied pussy and simply begin the entire tormentful affair all over again.



From where she was perched between Veronica’s legs, her face hovering so close to the blonde’s dripping vagina that she could feel teasing little gusts of hot air waft over it as the other woman breathed, Tracy reached up with her hands and flicked the tips of her nails across the pointed tops of Veronica’s nipples. She grinned in delight at the frantic moan elicited from the bound woman at even this faint contact before changing her expression to one of faux sympathy. “Oh my poor darling. Is this too much for you? Perhaps I should stop and let you rest for a bit?”



“No,” Veronica said in a choking voice, shifting her chest to try and bring more of her nipples into contact with Tracy’s teasing fingers in a vain effort that the brunette easily thwarted. “I don’t want to stop, mistress….I want to cum….goddamn it let me cum!”



Tracy tutted disapprovingly. “Such language. I think someone is feeling a tad sullen. Really Veronica I think that’s uncalled for. It’s not as if you haven’t been enjoying every moment of this.”



A gasp slipped from Veronica’s lips as she felt one of Tracy’s fingers stroke itself over her vagina, the touch so faint it was barely perceptible yet almost overwhelming at the same time. Veronica didn’t even bother attempting to wiggle or buck her hips to try and seek more contact. Tracy had proven herself more than capable of evading any such efforts. The blonde was actually irritated with herself at the flush of happiness that ran through her when she saw a look of burning approval fill the other woman’s eyes at her docile response; Veronica still could not understand where this desire to be submissive and obedient to Tracy had come from, undeniable as it was.



Tracy held up the finger, glistening with pussy juices in the dull, warm light of the bedroom. “Open your mouth, Veronica.”



Again being instinctively obedient, Veronica parted her lips and allowed Tracy to push her finger into the interior of her mouth. Without thinking she began sucking on the digit and she tasted something that was somehow sweet and tangy at the same time. Veronica felt her cheeks grow hot when she realised she was tasting her own pussy juices.



“Does that taste good, Veronica?” Tracy crooned as the blonde continued to suck at her finger with growing eagerness. “Does it taste like a very aroused, very excited pussy? It seems to me that my good girl likes what I’m doing to her.”



Veronica whimpered around Tracy’s finger even as she continued to suck on it, tongue gliding around the digit as she sought out every last trace of her pussy’s juices. She could not deny the truth of the other woman’s words. As agonisingly frustrating as the long, ongoing tease and denial she had experienced had been, she was also more turned on than she could ever recall being in her life.



And judging by the smug smile on Tracy’s face, the other woman was very aware of this. Pulling her fingers free from Veronica’s mouth she reached down and the blonde gave a throaty gasp as she felt Tracy’s hand slide down her trembling belly. “You like this, Veronica. Don’t bother denying it, I can tell. You like not being in control for once in your life. You like having someone else decide for you. Decide whether you receive pleasure. Decide whether you receive pain. Decide whether you get to cum or whether you have to wait for that privilege.”



A shudder of delight ran through Veronica’s body at those wicked words and as much as she wanted to deny them she couldn’t. She
 was
 enjoying being bound and helpless before Tracy, unable to stop the brunette from teasing her, controlling her, denying her.



Then a ragged groan escaped her lips as Tracy’s fingers reached her poor, frustrated pussy once more but then parted in a V and ghosted around the very edges of her engorged, glistening slit, almost touching it but not quite. The inner walls of her vagina clenched in tormentful protest.



“Pleeeeease,” Veronica begged snottily, almost crying with desperation. “Please mistress….I want to cum….I wanna cum so badly….”



“Hmmmmm,” Tracy hummed consideringly, a taunting look in her eyes, “I don’t know about that, Veronica, but I do find myself missing the taste of that exquisite pussy of yours so at the very least I think I’ll let you experience my mouth on it again.”



With those words, Tracy’s head once again descended upon Veronica’s cunt. The bound, blonde woman moaned loudly in delight as she felt her mistress’s tongue immediately seek out her clit, gliding the soft, silky underside back and forth across the throbbing little bundle of nerves. Fingers thrust past the gates of her labia into the wet tunnel beyond, fucking themselves in and out, the lewd squelching sound of their passage ringing in Veronica’s ears.



Tracy’s other hand reached underneath Veronica to cup one plump, bum cheek, lifting her body off of the bed to feed more of her vagina into her eager mouth. Veronica hissed in pain as she felt the other woman’s sharp nails dig into the tender flesh of her rear, raking themselves over the skin, but she didn’t care. The pain was only feeding her growing arousal, building it ever higher, and in the state of pent up desperation she was in, Veronica was willing to welcome
 anything
 that brought her closer to the orgasm she so craved.



Sometimes Tracy liked to slowly build Veronica up to the edge, spending long minutes that seemed to pass with agonising slowness tormenting the blonde’s cunt with faint touches and licks that just barely were perceptible on her dripping vagina; gradually she would increase the speed and firmness of her caresses, leaving Veronica to beg and plead with mad desperation for more. Other times she would hold nothing back and force the other woman to the brink within moments before cruelly denying her all the same.



This was one of the latter and within moments Veronica felt a clenching, spasm grip her pussy, a sure sign of what was coming. “Mistress….” she pleaded tearfully, “Mistress….p-please….please let me cum….
 pleeeeaaaase
 !” Her voice actually broke from the intensity of her desperation.



But once again Tracy simply lifted her mouth off of Veronica’s pussy and pulled her fingers free, smacking her lips together in satisfaction. “Oh yes, truly divine. Your pussy, Veronica, is simply second to none. I don’t think I can bear to stop feasting on it.”



“No….goddamn it….no!” Veroica wailed, head flopping back on the pillows as she completely broke down. Tears spilled from her eyes and mixed with the sweaty perspiration of her flushed cheeks as she wrenched and strained against the silk binding her wrists and thrashed madly on the bed. “Let me….I want to….fuck….lemme cum….lemme cum!”



Hot delight burned in Tracy’s eyes as she drank in the sight, one hand rubbing itself comfortingly over Veronica’s stomach. “Poor baby, you sound so frustrated. You sound truly desperate to cum.”



“YES!” Veronica practically screamed, even as she felt her body calming underneath the reassuring touch of her mistress - had she actually just thought of Tracy that way? “Yes, mistress….more than anything….”



“Well,” Tracy pursed her lips in consideration and reached around behind her back, “if my good girl wants to cum that badly, perhaps there is something she could do to earn that privilege.”



Unclipping the PVC bra, Tracy let it drop from her shoulders to reveal her breasts. They stood high and perky on her chest and were capped with dark nipples, hard as gemstones in clear evidence of Tracy’s own arousal. Rising up onto her knees, the brunette’s hands went to her hips and tugged down her panties before slipping them off of her legs. Her vagina was now utterly bare aside from a fine, dark stubble of pubic hair that did not conceal in the slightest how it was glistening with its juices.



Veronica’s mouth immediately began to water at the sight, eyes glued between Tracy’s legs on her pussy as the other woman edged her way forward across the bed till she was crouched just above her head. Never having tasted another woman’s cunt before, her mind immediately began going wild as she wondered just how it would taste.



“Do not keep me waiting, Veronica.” Tracy’s voice cut through the bound blonde’s thoughts.



Taking the hint, Veronica arched her head up off of the pillows. Not entirely sure of how to proceed, she parted her lips and extended her tongue to give it an exploratory lick across Tracy’s vulva. A sweet yet tangy taste filled her mouth, unlike anything Veronica had ever tasted before yet also delicious at the same time.



Tracy groaned deeply with delight. “Good girl! Do that again.”



Veronica was only too eager to and began lapping away with her tongue at Tracy’s cunt with increasing vigour. She didn’t really know what she was doing, but judging by the increasingly loud moans and words of praising encouragement coming from her mistress it seemed she was on the right track.



“Oooooh….good girl….aren’t you the eager little slave girl….oh yes…..keep doing that….you make your mistress so proud of you….good girl….”



Spurred on by these words, Veronica thrust her tongue past the silken gates of Tracy’s pussy into the hot, molten depths beyond, and began to suck with her lips. Her own cunt was a burning mess, clenching and pulsing with frustration at its ongoing, unfulfilled arousal. Veronica simply challenged her raging frustration into eating Tracy’s cunt, determined to please her mistress out of a desperate hope that the other woman would finally give her release if she did so.



Rocking her hips, Tracy began grinding her cunt down on Veronica’s mouth with wild abandon. “Yes! Oh god….so good….lick my clit….lick it!”



Hands fisted themselves around Veronica’s golden tresses and roughly pulled her head in the direction Tracy wanted. Veronica made no effort to resist and latched her full lips around the throbbing little bud that was Tracy’s clitoris and began sucking on it. The brunette actually growled at this and Veronica stared up at Tracy from underneath her, watching the other woman’s body clench and contort in pleasure.



Then Tracy stiffened for a moment before beginning to cantering her hips with wild abandon, almost smothering Veronica with how closely she ground her vagina against her mouth. Her hands left the blonde’s head and shot up to paw at her breasts, plucking and twisting at her hard, dark nipples. “Ooooooooh! Oh yes….I’m cumming….I’m
 cumming
 !”



That much was obvious and Veronica could only stare with no small amount of bitter envy, her own cunt roiling with agonising frustration, as an obviously massive orgasm coursed through Tracy’s body. Her poor pussy felt so hot and wet, swollen with arousal and desperate to be touched. She actually tried to hump her hips up against empty air, but of course this achieved nothing.



Climbing down off of Veronica’s face, Tracy swooped down and pressed her lips against the blonde’s in a passionate kiss. Veronica groaned hotly, lathing her tongue against the other woman’s, even as her torment grew as the kiss served only to spike her desire higher.



Breaking the kiss, Tracy looked down on Veronica with a simpering smile on her face. “Good girl, Veronica. I am so pleased with you. I can hardly believe this was your first time eating pussy, you did such a splendid job eating mine. You must be a natural!”



“Thank you, mistress,” Veronica panted breathlessly and then gasped as she once again felt Tracy’s fingers ghosting over pelvis. “Mistress,
 please
 ….”



Tracy said nothing, but her hand pressed on and Veronica groaned deeply when she felt the brunette’s fingers touch her vagina. The groan turned to a whimper, however, when the touch proved to be light and teasing, dancing across the engorged, hot lips of her slit and avoiding her madly throbbing clitoris with rigid discipline. No, not that. Not more slow, torturous teasing!



“No please,” Veronica gave a sobbing moan, humping her hips upward seeking more contact only to easily be thwarted by Tracy, who withdrew her hand before the blonde’s advance even as her fingers continued their frustrating assault upon her sex without mercy.



“Please what, Veronica?” Tracy asked, eyes dancing wickedly with clear relish at the frustrated anguish in the bound woman’s voice. “Aren’t you enjoying my touch?”



“I want to fucking cum!” Veronica’s head fell back onto the pillows and she groaned tearfully as she felt one finger swirl around the little bud that was her clitoris; the little bundle of nerves tightened in protest to the point it almost hurt, crying out to be touched.



“And again the demands,” Tracy laughed tauntingly. “Have you learned nothing, Veronica?”



“Please mistress,” Veronica almost didn’t recognise her voice, pitiful and pleading with a petulant, almost snotty edge to it. “Please let me cum….I want to cum so badly mistress….please, I was a good girl and licked your pussy like you asked….mistress please….”



“Better,” Tracy smiled triumphantly, eyes narrowing in consideration. Veronica waited for long moments, trying not to whimper as Tracy’s fingers continued their wicked, feathery caresses of her vagina as they passed.



Then Tracy nodded and Veronica felt her heart leap in her throat as hope surged within her. “You
 have
 been a good girl for me, Veronica. You’ve taken so much from me and on your first time as well. I am honestly impressed. Yes, I think you have earned a reward.”



“Oh thank you,” the words flew from Veronica’s lips. “Thank you, mistress!”



But then Tracy’s hand withdrew from between Veronica’s legs and the blonde groaned at their absence. “Mistress -”



“A moment, Veronica,” Tracy said tartly, climbing up off the bed and stepping over to a chest of drawers set against one wall.



With impatience bordering on sulkiness, Veronica watched as Tracy opened the top drawer and reached inside. When her hands emerged, the bound woman’s eyes widened in surprise when she saw they were holding a strapon. It was plastic and a white colour decorated with candy-cane style red stripes and looked to be
 very
 big.



“Does my good girl see something she likes?” Tracy asked with a simpering smile as she turned around to face Veronica and stepped into the strapon’s harness, buckling it tightly about her hips.



“Yes mistress,” Veronica answered in a throaty voice, licking her lips in anticipation as her pussy’s inner walls clenched in anticipation of Tracy taking that big plastic dick and shoving it deep inside of it.



“Good,” Tracy said as she began walking back toward the bound, blonde woman; the gait of her steps was almost predatory as she rolled her hips in a seductive fashion. “Because I am now going to give my good girl the fucking she deserves.”







 Chapter Five: A Good Girl’s Reward



A WHIMPER OF
 hot anticipation slipped from Veronica’s lips as Tracy climbed back onto the bed and began crawling on her knees towards her. Her entire body seemed to be humming with anticipation and she could not tear her eyes away from the sight of the plastic penis jutting from between her mistress’s legs. She was pleased to see it was
 very
 big, easily rivaling the largest cock she had ever seen on a man; just the thought of Tracy ramming it into her vagina and rutting her with it was enough to make her clitoris tighten in the most delicious way. Above all, Veronica was thinking of how badly she wanted to cum and how amazing it would feel to do so from that plastic dick being buried to the hilt between her legs. Pent up as she was, the blonde was certain all it would take was a few pumps and it would be enough to send an orgasm exploding through her entire body.



“Does my good girl want my cock?” Tracy crooned seductively as she reached Veronica and straddled herself over her body.



“Yes….yes mistress, badly,” Veronica groaned breathlessly.



“Good girl,” Tracy smiled at the eagerness in the bound woman’s voice. “My good girl should be pleased to take anything I deem to give her.” She continued to creep forward so her hips were once again hovering before Veronica’s face, the jutting tip of her strapon just inches from her lips. “Now open wide and suck it. Get my cock nice and wet for when I ram it into that hot pussy of yours.”



Veronica obediently parted her lips as Tracy pushed forward with her hips and forced her cock into the bound woman’s mouth. While the texture and sensation of the plastic shaft was alien, it was hardly the first time she had sucked a penis before and she wrapped her lips around it and began doing so.



Even though she obviously could not feel anything, Tracy’s eyes still gleamed with delight. She continued pressing forward with her hips, pushing her cock deeper into Veronica’s mouth. As the shaft’s bulbed head pushed past into her throat, Veronica suppressed the reflex to gag and made herself continue to suck even more forcefully.



“Very good girl!” The approval in Tracy’s voice made Veronica’s skin almost seem to burn with pleasure. “Sucking my cock so eagerly. Show me how much you want it, Veronica.”



Veronica only redoubled her efforts but after a few moments Tracy pulled her strapon from the blonde’s mouth with a wet plop. Scooping up a few dribbles of saliva that spilled from Veronica’s lips and stroked the candy cane coloured shaft lewdly as she crawled back down the bed so she was squatting on her knees between the bound woman’s legs. Veronica held her breath and stared unblinkingly at the mushroom shaped tip as it drew closer to the entrance of her cunt.



A moan of pleasure spilled from Veronica’s lips as she felt the wet tip touch her pussy, but it became a growl of frustration when instead of pushing inside it instead teasingly glided up and down the slit of her vagina. “God, please….fuck me, damn it….FUCK ME!”



Her hips surged off of the bed but Tracy caught them with strong hands and held her still. “No no,” the brunette said with a taunting laugh, “none of that, Veronica. I do not give you permission to move. I expect you to keep still unless I give you permission otherwise.”



“Fine,” Veronica sobbed, unable to think of anything other than the delightful feeling of the strapon teasingly running up and down her slit, pushing against it with just enough pressure to part her labia lips. Her inner walls were almost spasming from the thought of how badly Veronica wanted the other woman inside of her. “Just….just go on….please….”



With a predatory smile, Tracy took one of her hands to grip the base of her shaft and lined it up at the dripping entrance of Veronica’s shaft; the other lightly rested on her hip, the warning clear. “I expect you to say ‘thank you’ like the good girl you are.”



Veronica nodded, eyes still glued to Tracy’s cock, her throat to dry to form words. A deafening pounding sound had filled her ears and she realised it was the wild beating of her own heart. Her cunt ached with need so much it almost hurt.



A long moment passed that seemed to last an eternity, Tracy’s hips surged forward and her strapon easily parted the silken gates of Veronica’s slit and burying itself to the hilt in the wet folds beyond.



A deep, guttural groan slipped from Veronica’s lips. “Oooooooooooh….thank you,” she said quickly afterwards, almost forgetting in the ecstasy that rushed through her body at the full, stuffed feeling in her pussy from Tracy’s cock being lodged deep inside of it.



Tracy’s smile only deepened and she began to rock her hips back. Body shuddering, Veronica moaned in delight at the pleasurable feeling of the shaft of the brunette’s cock sliding back out of her vaginal tunnel and clenched her inner walls around it to amplify the sensation.



Once only the bulbed tip of her cock remained in Veronica’s pussy, Tracy paused her withdrawal and a moment later slammed her hips forward again, the sound of skin slapping against skin ringing through the room as she drove her plastic penis home.



Another groan of hot delight escaped Veronica. “Thank you!” She cried out as another flash of pleasure shot through her cunt.



With a measured pace, Tracy continued to thrust with her hips as she pounded Veronica’s vagina with her strapon cock, the bound blonde obediently saying “thank you” after each fresh thrust. To the pent up, frustrated, all too eager to cum Veronica the pace felt much too slow and her hips twitched with an overpowering need to rock themselves upward in time with Tracy’s movements. She resisted the urge with everything she had, remembering her mistress’s order forbidding her to move and not wanting to give the brunette any reason to stop.



Tracy did not maintain the languid pace for long, however. Her thrusts became faster and harder, till soon Veronica could no longer say “thank you” after each one as they were coming so quickly; not that Tracy seemed to mind. She simply kept rutting away, a sheen of sweaty perspiration breaking out across her luscious skin and her breath coming in ever louder grunts as she continued to fuck Veronica with ever more vigour.



Veronica felt Tracy’s hand leave her hip and then let out a hot cry of delight as she felt it on the little bud that was her clitoris, rubbing away at it as the little bundle of nerves throbbed and clenched in delight from the contact. As she felt the most delicious pressure building within the depth of her cunt, an undeniable sign of her coming orgasm, Veronica was almost babbling, “thank you….thank you….thank you, mistress….I’m….I’m about to….oh thank you….”



And then a familiar cruel smile appeared on Tracy’s face and the other woman slammed her hips forward one more time and then stopped, her cock buried to the hilt within Veronica’s pussy. For a moment the blonde woman did not realise what had happened, still lost in the hungry anticipation that had consumed her, but then she felt her orgasm once again begin slipping away and a familiar horror filled her.



“What….no…..nooooooooooo!” Veronica almost screamed, her hips bucked up off of the bed, desperately trying to grind herself against Tracy’s cock. She was close. So close. Just the slightest sensation would be enough to tip herself over, surely it would.



Tracy grabbed Veronica by her waist and pushed down upon her with the full weight of her body, pressing her firmly onto the mattress. “Did I give you permission to move, Veronica? How disobedient of you.”



“I was about to cum?” Veronica wailed snottily, fresh tears spilling from her eyes. “Why….why mistress…why don’t you let me cum….I wanna cum so badly….”



“I know you do, Veronica,” Tracy replied coolly, in sharp contrast to the hot relish in her eyes at the bound woman’s tormented frustration, “so very badly at that. You’re such a pleasing sight like this, part of me wonders if I can bear to see it stop.”



“I hate you!” Veronica spat out bitterly.



Tracy only smirked, her hands leaving Veronica’s waist as her fingers sought out her nipples, flicking themselves over the very tips. “So rude of you. Yet somehow I don’t believe your words have any truth behind them. You like this. Like that for once in your life you aren’t in control. Submitting yourself to someone else’s control. Letting them decide whether you feel pleasure, whether you feel pain, and most of all whether you get to cum.”



A devious wiggle of her hips emphasised these words, and even the slight flutter of pleasure this sent roiling through Veronica’s pussy was enough to make the woman give a sobbing moan. “Mistress,
 please
 !”



Her mistress gave no answer other than an expectant look. Realising what it was the other woman wanted to hear, Veronica glared back at her defiantly but inwardly she was torn; her pride loathe to admit to what Tracy had just said but the unfulfilled arousal coursing through her cunt practically screaming for her to do so.



In the end her cunt won out over her pride. “Yes,” Veronica whispered.



“What was that?” Tracy asked, cocking an eyebrow challengingly.



“Yes mistress, I like it!” Veronica almost screamed. “Being dominated by you! Submitting to you! Being hurt by you! Denied by you!”



A triumphant smirk appeared on Tracy’s face as her eyes gleamed with delight. “Good girl.
 Very
 good girl. And I think my good girl has earned her reward. You also have my permission to move.”



Heading falling back onto the pillows, Veronica cried out in delight as Tracy once again began thrusting with her hips, her own rising up off of the bed to meet the other woman’s motions as she revelled in being allowed to move. The sound of sweaty skin slapping against sweaty skin rang through the room as Tracy rutted at the bound woman almost like an animal, her body moving in a wild frenzy.



Heart pounding so hard that she actually wondered if it was going to burst from her chest, Veronica panted for breath as she felt the tide of pleasure building within her. Her orgasm was coming. It was close. So close. As desperately as she wanted to finally cum part of her was terrified that this was just another cruel trick by Tracy and the other woman would leave her hanging on the very edge of release once again.



“Mistress….” Veronica moaned as she felt her inner walls clench around the plastic cock in a telltale sign that her climax was upon her. “Please….this time….I’m….” Words seemed to be beyond her.



Tracy said nothing but her eyes gleamed possessively. Then Veronica felt one of the brunette’s hands slip between her legs, clever fingers once again seeking out her little clit. The other fisted itself around a handful of her long, blonde tresses and yanked sharply, sending pain radiating through her scalp.



That did it. The pain seemed to shoot straight to her clitoris, even as the rock hard little bud clenched underneath Tracy’s caressing fingers. The combined sensation did not so much tip Veronica over the edge as send her hurling over it. A howl was torn from her lips as pleasure exploded through her body from head to toe but it was stifled a moment later by Tracy’s tongue as the woman’s lips descended upon her’s in a frantic kiss. The other woman thrust once more with her cock, burying it to the hilt inside of Veronica’s sopping tunnel, and then ground her cunt against the base. A moment later Tracy broke free from the kiss and tossed her head back with a massive roar as her own climax ripped through her.



For a few moments both women shuddered in ecstasy as they rode out both of their orgasms. Then Tracy collapsed limply on top of Veronica. For her part the blonde simply lay there, gasping for breath, savouring the feeling of her mistress’s cock still lodged deep within her pussy.



Then Tracy rose up off of her and carefully pulled her strapon out of Veronica with a plop before flopping down beside her on the bed. Veronica actually let out a little mew of disappointment at the empty feeling left in its wake.



This brought a smug grin to the brunette’s face. “Did my good girl enjoy that?”



“Oh yes, mistress,” Veronica said breathlessly, heart still pounding as if she had just finished running a ten k.



Tracy’s grin only grew. “Was it worth the wait, Veronica?”



“Yes! It was….I mean it was excruciating….but also….god, I can’t even begin to describe it….”



“Sssssh,” Tracy shushed her, placing a finger across her lips. “No need to tax yourself, it’s enough for me to know you enjoyed yourself. I certainly did.”



Veronica smiled back. A second later her eyes went to the silk scarves still binding her wrists to the headboard of the bed. “Um….mistress, shouldn’t you untie me now?”



“Hmmmmmmm,” Tracy hummed playfully. “I will if that is what you want, Veronica, but is it? You’re more than welcome to spend the night. It is late after all.”



Veronica’s eyes went to the small clock sitting atop of the bedside tables and went wide when she saw the time. It was almost three thirty in the morning! Tracy definitely had kept her waiting, not that she could really complain looking back at the entire experience in hindsight.



Tracy said nothing else and Veronica understood the choice was clearly hers. She honestly felt conflicted. She
 never
 slept over with a one night stand. It just wasn’t her style. Part of her very much wanted to stay in bed with Tracy, however, and it only seemed to be growing larger the more time passed by.



“It is late….and I am very tired,” she finally said. “By the time I got home it would basically be morning. I might as well grab a few hours here with you.”



Tracy’s face revealed nothing, but her eyes gleamed intensely with delight. “Good.”



Leaning down, the brunette planted a quick kiss on Veronica’s forehead. The lights went off with a click, plunging the room into darkness, and Veronica felt the covers pulled back and then over both of them. Tracy draped herself over the blonde woman, wrists still bound securely above her head to the headboard, and wrapped her arms around her in a tight, warm embrace. Veronica was a little surprised by the feeling of comforting reassurance that engulfed her as she sank into the other woman’s arms.



It seemed she had underestimated how exhausted she was from the events of the night. Within minutes she was sound asleep.



When she woke, Veronica’s first thought was she was pressed up against something warm and soft. Instinctively she wanted to wrap her arms around whatever it was and pull it closer but to her surprise her hands were tied. Even more surprisingly the realisation didn’t alarm her in the slightest and instead all she did was try to snuggle herself up even closer to whatever the lovely warm thing was.



Then she heard a contented moan and Veronica’s eyes shot open to see Tracy’s face, lying just inches from her own on the pillow. The entire night before came crashing down on her. Meeting Tracy in the restaurant bar after her utter disappointment of a date. The other woman hitting on her. Going home with her. Tracy’s tying her to the bed with the silk scarves that were still knotted tightly around her wrists at this very moment. Her mistress cruelly teasing her to the brink of orgasm again and again for hours only to leave her in agonising denial and her loving every moment of it. The explosion of pleasure that filled her, unlike anything she had ever experienced before, when Tracy finally had allowed her to cum while she fucked her with her strapon cock.



All this flew through her mind within moments as Tracy stirred awake. Her smouldering dark eyes blinked away any lingering sleep in them and then she smiled. “Good morning, Veronica. Did you sleep well?”



“Yes, mistress,” Veronica said, shocked at how the title almost automatically slipped from her lips.



Tracy chuckled lightly. “As much as I like being called that, there’s no need for such formality, darling. It’s okay for you to call me Tracy unless it’s obvious the situation calls for it to be otherwise.”



“Okay….Tracy,” Veronica said a little hesitantly, part of her finding it strange to call the other woman something other than ‘mistress’. “And yes, I slept great.” It wasn’t a lie. She had no idea what time it was but she couldn’t have been asleep for more than a few hours and she felt completely refreshed.



“Good,” Tracy sat up and reached for the silk scarves binding Veronica’s wrists. “As much as I like the sight of you like this, I think it’s high time we got you out of these.”



Veronica groaned slightly as the knots were untied and her hands were freed. Her wrists were more than a little sore after having been bound all night long and she rubbed them together soothingly as she sat up on the bed. Tracy did the same, the bedsheets falling away to reveal her body. She seemed completely unaffected by this and when Veronica realised she was staring not at all subtly at her perky, high breasts she blushed and looked away.



Clearly Tracy noticed because she chuckled. “There’s no need to be so shy, Veronica. I think we’ve established by now that you like the look of me. I like the look of you also.”



Turning to once again face Tracy, Veronica saw the other woman was quite openly ogling her. It made a happy shudder run through her body.



Tracy leaned in. “Did you enjoy last night, Veronica?”



“Yes Tracy, I did,” Veronica nodded. “It….it was incredible. Honestly, I’m happy my date turned out to be such a dud. It led to one of the best nights of my life.”



A gleam of delight filled Tracy’s eyes. “Well, if that is the case there’s no reason why it has to be a one time thing. Do you have any plans for the rest of the weekend?”



“No,” Veronica answered truthfully; there’d been nothing lined up for the weekend other than her usual Saturday afternoon spin class which she had no qualms at all about skipping, especially given she suspected she’d been getting more than enough of a workout in a different way.



“Excellent, perhaps you’d like to visit my playroom?”



Veronica blinked. “You have a playroom?” Her mind immediately filled with images of dark dungeons filled with different instruments of torture and torment and to her surprise she felt a familiar ache flash through her pussy from the thought.



“I didn’t want to overwhelm you last night, given you were new to all of this,” Tracy smiled slyly, “but I think you’d find the experience to be an enjoyable one.”



“What….what would we do there?” Veronica asked a little hesitantly.



Tracy’s face softened and turned reassuring. “Whatever it is you would like to do, or not do for that matter. Anything that happens only does so with your consent, Veronica, let me make that clear. I will
 not
 do anything to you that you do not actually want.”



A warm, tingling feeling filled Veronica with the emphasis she heard in the brunette’s voice and it suddenly occurred to her that while Tracy might be the one ‘in charge’ as her mistress she was the one with the real power; a power that came from
 choosing
 to submit to the other woman.



Casting her mind about, Veronica tried to think of something she would be comfortable trying out. It was difficult given she didn’t really down much about this new world of bondage and dominatrixes she had unexpectedly walked into. Well okay, she wasn’t
 completely
 ignorant. She had stumbled across stuff on the internet like every other person in the world, even though it had never been particularly intriguing, at least until now.



An idea struck her and she met Tracy’s eyes. “Would you….would you like to give me a spanking? Over your knee, with my wrists handcuffed. Perhaps with a paddle or something?”



Tracy’s face turned wicked. “Oh, I certainly would.”



The brunette then rose from the bed and held out her hand to Veronica. “But first I think it’s a good idea that I get some coffee into my good girl, along with a bit of breakfast.” Her eyes took on a predatory look. “Then for dessert I think I’ll take my good girl to the playroom and give her the spanking of her life.”



A delightful tingle ran down Veronica’s spine at those words. She eagerly took Tracy’s hand and rose from the bed, following her out of the bedroom. As unexpected as it had been, her impromptu date night with a dominatrix had been something she was only too eager to do again.







The End?
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