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Dinner and a Show
 “So that’s all the things you don’t like,” she said, leaning towards me. “What about the things you do like?”
I twirled a strand of hair around my finger, avoiding her gaze. I could feel the other restaurant goers staring at us, though it could have been just my imagination. “I. Um. Like women,” I offered, gazing up at her through my lashes.
“That’s obvious.” She crossed her arms over her chest. Her dress was cut in a deep V, a sultry dark red the colour of old blood. Her breasts strained against their confines, and I wondered if she would let me touch them.
She was still waiting for my answer. I swallowed past the lump in my throat. “Impact. Bondage. Sensory deprivation. Um. Penetration—”
She waved a hand to cut me off. “No. We’ve been over all of that.” Her eyes bored into me, and I squirmed in my seat, uncomfortably aware of how warm I was, how my bra was too tight, my heels too high. “Tell me. What do you like?”
I stared at a mark on the tablecloth to avoid looking at her face. “Being used,” I whispered. There was a long pause. I gazed up. Her expression hadn’t changed; there was still reserve between us, an invisible wall dividing our table from end to end. If I wanted her, I’d have to give more. Much more.
My previous relationship had ended poorly and it had taken me months to get over her, let alone venture back into the scene. I’d been seeing Amelia for a few weeks now, but we’d never...you know. Seeing how much of a screwball I was, maybe we never would.
“Tell me,” she said. “Tell me what you need. Tell me what you think about when you touch yourself. When you come. Tell me what makes you wet, every time.”
Images flashed through my mind. I was getting aroused from her voice alone, my hands sweaty where they rested in my lap. I met her eyes. 
“I imagine my Mistress watching me,” I said. “Watching me scream. Watching me cry. Watching me come. I can’t help being taken, I can’t stop her. I’m a whore, a slut. My Mistress is going to use me, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”
She sat back, observing me. I dropped my eyes again, staring at my nails. Fear came over me. What if that wasn’t enough? What if she wanted something else, someone who could truly, deeply submit to her, without needing to be forced?
She tapped a nail on her glass, interrupting my thoughts. I almost jumped for the wine, standing up to pour. I filled her glass and set the bottle back in its holder. As I glanced up, I noticed a man at the next table watching me.
I looked down and realized that my mini dress had ridden up my thighs, exposing a hint of my panties. I squeaked in horror and tugged down the hem as I sat back in my seat, face burning with embarrassment.
She sipped her wine. I sat, miserable, not wanting to see the expression of disdain on her face, longing to be home, away, anywhere but here beneath her scrutiny.
“Take them off.”
I blinked stupidly, then understood her intent. I grabbed my purse before getting to my feet.
“No.” She pointedly looked down at my chair. “You can do it here.”
I slowly sat down and glanced around. The restaurant was only half-filled, the harpist playing pianissimo, the conversation reserved. I adjusted the napkin on my lap and scooted closer to the table. My back was only a yard or so from the next table, which was occupied by two businessmen talking in low tones.
I peeled back the hem of my skirt, trying not to wriggle too much and draw attention to myself. The crotch of my panties was already wet. With a few tugs, I wrestled it off my hips. Once past my knees, I used my heels to hook it off one leg and then the other, rolling it up and stuffing it into my purse.
“Show me,” she said.
I brought my purse up and opened it so she could glance inside. I could smell my arousal, and desperately hoped that no one else had noticed.
Amelia nodded, and I put my purse aside. I was conscious of the way my thighs touched, the feeling of my bare ass against the silky lining of my dress. Part of me was horrified that I had just stripped off in public, and another part of me was thrilled.
“Now. You’re going to make yourself come before dessert.”
My hands tightened around my thighs in a panic. The waitress had taken our order ages ago and was probably due back at any moment.
“Well? What are you waiting for?”
I swallowed and reached a hand between my legs. My clit came alive at my touch, and I stared down at the table, cheeks burning. I was so wet that I slipped in two fingers easily, stroking my clit with my thumb. Waves of sensation built up around my pussy, and I breathed shallowly, focusing on the rich colour of Amelia’s red nails, still wrapped around her wine glass. 
I was trying so hard to be quiet that I didn’t even see the waitress standing next to me.
“Your crème brûlée, and your chocolate tart,” she smiled, looking directly at me as she set down my plate.
“Th-thank you,” I stammered.
Had she been watching me? Was I that obvious? I couldn’t be sure. 
Amelia broke the crust of her dessert with the back of a spoon. The sound practically made me jump. 
“Go on,” she said. “Eat.”
I’d used my right hand to touch myself, so I carefully wiped it clean before bringing it above the table to take my fork. The skin between my fingers still felt sticky.
We ate in silence, the taste of chocolate a testament to my failure. I barely managed a quarter of the plate before I gave up in defeat.
Amelia finished hers and pushed her plate aside. When the waitress returned, she ordered a coffee for herself and tea for me.
“It’s a shame you can’t follow instructions,” she said as we waited.
“I can,” I begged. “Please, M—Amelia,” I corrected myself.
She looked at me. Her nails tapped on the tablecloth. 
Before I could argue my case, the waitress arrived with our drinks. I forced myself to wait until she was gone, for propriety’s sake. “I can,” I said as soon as she was out of earshot, sounding petulant even to my own ears. “Please let me try again.”
She shrugged. “Fine. You only have until the time I finish this cup.”
I smiled with gratitude, then panicked. As it to underscore her point, she took a sip of coffee, watching me over the rim.
I eased my hands under the table, pretending to adjust my napkin. My cunt welcomed me back eagerly, swallowing up three fingers in quick succession. I closed my eyes for a moment, revelling in the sensation, then stopped, staring at the table, the teapot, Amelia’s nails—anything to make it seem as though I were still present, and not busy trying to get myself off. It was hard, especially when I felt my hips trying to roll up and off the seat. I forced every part of myself to remain still; every part except my hands. My left hand moved slowly in and out, while my right thumb rubbed my clit. 
Amelia was half-way through her coffee, her fingers wrapped around the cup. I could imagine them on my skin, her nails raking down my back as she fucked me. I could almost taste them, the texture of smooth polish against my tongue.
That was enough. I came silently, biting my lip as I squeezed my thighs together, trapping my hand inside. Heat flushed all over my body and I smiled with relief, trembling with the effort to remain still.
“Thank you,” Amelia said.
I glanced up. The waitress handed her a receipt. She turned and winked at me before walking away, her hips swaying beneath skin-tight pants.
“You—what—” I stammered.
Amelia grabbed her purse, fishing out her keys. “Come along,” she said.
I hastily wiped down my hands again and found my bag, trotting after her. I could feel people staring at me as we left the restaurant, and I walked faster, hurrying to keep up.
When we reached the car, I confronted her. “What did you—”
She placed a finger on my lips. “Shh. You did well,” she said, and kissed me.
I melted a little, but I was too angry. “Was I that obvious?”
“Only if you were looking for it. I told her you’d put on a show in exchange for great service. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it?”
I glanced away. I could still feel a tingle between my thighs; it’d been embarrassing, sure, but thrilling, to be so close to others and yet so far away in my own erotic world.
Amelia smiled at me.
On the drive home, I crossed and uncrossed my legs several times, trying to make the urge go away. By the end of it, I’d only made it worse.
Amelia stopped in the driveway. I stepped out to raise the garage door, which had to be unlocked manually.
“Wait,” she said. I hesitated, confused; she walked over, heels clacking on the concrete. She was half-a-head taller than me, which I loved; even when we kissed, I had to gaze up. It was just another reminder for my body about the roles we liked to play.
She pushed me against the passenger door, her hand roughly squeezing my breast, her leg forcing my thighs apart. I whimpered. My nipples pebbled under her grasp, and I winced as she pinched them.
She released me. “Strip.”
It was a quiet, suburban street, but we were standing right out in the open. There was plenty of light from the porch; anyone passing could’ve glanced down the driveway and seen both of us there.
Her face brooked no argument. I unzipped the back of my dress, sliding it over my hips. The night air blew across my flushed skin, cooling it. I covered my bare mound with a hand.
She slapped my wrist. “Continue.”
I winced. I’d never even skinny dipped on a deserted beach, and tonight I was both masturbating and stripping in public. I unhooked my bra, exposing my breasts. Only my shoes and garter-less stockings remained. 
I fought the impulse to cover myself, feeling her gaze move approvingly over my body. She leant against the car, parting her legs, and pushed down on my shoulders.
I obediently crouched, trying not to graze my knees against the concrete. Amelia raised the hem of her skirt, and I breathed her in, that musky, salty tang. I didn’t need further encouragement, bringing my face to meet her. Her panties had a slit down the middle, making it possible for me to reach her without taking them off. She cupped the back of my head, nails grazing my skull.
I flicked my tongue over her slit, teasing her, circling her nub. My mouth made wet sounds as I plunged into her, my face pressed against her crotch, nose buried in her scent. She whispered encouragement as she held my head in place, making it impossible to move. I didn’t want to go anywhere, so that suited me just fine. 
I slid a finger inside her, spurred on by her words. She sighed and bucked against my mouth, both hands now buried in my hair. I felt a trickle of moisture slide down the inside of my thigh, and pressed another finger inside her, pumping them in and out. She moaned, not caring who heard. I couldn’t raise my head to see if we were alone, but instead licked faster, my tongue stretched as far as it could go. 
She growled something unintelligible, nails digging into my scalp as she gasped and bucked, hips thrashing against me. She held me as she sighed, breaths coming in gasps, her hands finally relaxing their death’s grip on my head. I waited for her tremors to subside before licking her clean, careful to avoid her sensitive clit.
She gently pushed me away, straightening her skirt so that she was covered once more. “Good girl,” she said, stroking my hair. “Park the car and meet me downstairs.”
I nodded, my stomach aflutter with anticipation. I’d never seen her basement, although she’d alluded to it more than once.
I gathered up my clothes, using them to protect my modesty as I walked around to the driver’s seat. The streets still looked empty, but that didn’t stop me from hurrying to get inside.
The corridor leading to the basement was pretty dark, and I couldn’t find the light switch. I stumbled along in just my heels and stockings, fingers brushing the wall to guide my way. Around the corner I heard voices, and laughter. Had she turned on a TV?
Amelia grabbed my arm, appearing in front of me. “You’re finally here,” she said, traces of wine and coffee on her breath. “Wrists out, please.”
I complied, and she snapped a pair of steel cuffs on me, the metal pleasantly cool against my skin. It sent a thrill up my spine when I heard her turn the key. She hooked a chain between the cuffs, attaching it to a leash. 
“You’ll be the prettiest girl at the party,” Amelia said.
My mouth went dry. “What party?”
Instead of answering, she patted the back of my hand. “If you want to stop, just say the words. You remember them, right?”
I nodded, too anxious to speak. She tilted my head forwards and wrapped a blindfold my eyes, adjusting my hair over the top of it.
Now I definitely couldn’t see where I was going. She tugged at the leash, waiting for me to find my footing. I tottered in my heels, trying not to bump into her.
She opened a door, and led me through.
“Oh Amelia, where did you find her? She’s a darling!”
Amelia led me around the room. Hands casually brushed over my naked ass, around my breasts, probing between my legs. I blushed and tried to cover myself. The leash jerked, pulling my hands away. I couldn’t recognize any of the voices apart from Amelia’s.
We stopped moving. I felt the leash go slack, and then tighten again.
“Honey, don’t be scared.”
I was led a few steps forwards. The leash grew tighter, until its current owner had my hands in her grasp. I felt her breath against my nipples, so she must have been seated. She helped me climb over her lap, until I was on my knees with my breasts pressing into the fabric over her thighs. 
“Amelia was telling us what a good girl you’ve been tonight,” she said. “Are you going to be a good girl for me?”
Her hand caressed my ass cheeks. Her skin felt soft and warm, her touch almost ticklish. “Mm,” I mumbled, feeling wetness growing at my core. I wondered where Amelia was. I thought I could still feel her gaze. 
The woman smacked me. 
“Ow!” I cried, more from shock than pain.
“Answer properly. Are you going to behave for me?”
I wasn’t sure how I felt, except that I didn’t want to embarrass Amelia, especially not in front of her friends. “Yes, Ma’am.”
She smacked me again, and I managed to stay silent. “Good. Now, I prefer my girls in tears. Do you think you could do that for me?”
“Uh—”
She hit me again, this time with something flat and unyielding instead of her hand. I cried out, my hips bucking forwards. She grabbed my hair and pulled until I’d settled back into place. My ass already felt warm. From experience, I knew that it would have the beginnings of a rosy glow. 
She continued smacking me, varying her strokes so that I never knew where they would land. All of them hit hard; except for the first two smacks, there hadn’t been any warm up. I couldn’t stop myself from whimpering as each one left a trail of fire on my skin.
Another woman grabbed my head and forced my chin up, settling on the bench in front of me. She held my mouth to her cunt, burying my nose in her landing strip. I fought to keep my tongue working even as the blows rained down on my ass. It was hard not to bite down when every part of me wanted to tense up in anticipation of the stinging slap of leather against flesh. I moaned into the pussy before me. The woman responded by pumping her hips harder into my mouth, forcing my tongue deep into her slit.
The smacking stopped for a moment, giving me time to relax. The paddle was replaced by a hand, probing between my legs. Fingers dug deep into my cunt, stuffed so tightly that I could feel the knuckles stretching me. I gasped and whimpered, adjusting to this new pain.
The woman withdrew her fingers. “Look how wet she is!” she said, smearing them on my reddened ass. I gasped at the feeling of the thick, cooling liquid on my fevered skin, imagining the whole room looking on at the evidence of my shame. It was enough to put at least one of them over the edge: the anonymous woman clenched her thighs around my face, gripping my hair with both her hands. She screamed as she came, something I’d never dared to do, for fear of people hearing. Her shrieks filled my ears as she rode me, her cream filling my mouth.
She spent herself quickly, but I wasn’t allowed to rest. I was dragged to my feet, arms stretched about my head. I heard a click as I was locked into place. Someone pushed me forwards until I was leaning against a wall, the support taking the pressure from my arms. My legs were spread, then locked in place with metal bands around my ankles.
The sound came first, a tell-tale swish of leather arcing through the air. I cried out as the blow found my abused ass. The women took turns flogging me, some with gentle, soft suede, some with knotted tips, that made me cry out when they stung the tender insides of my thighs. One woman simply rubbed me with a piece of fur, which felt amazing, until she twisted my nipples so hard that I thought she was trying to rip them off.
I couldn’t help but wonder about Amelia. Was she watching me as I was flogged? Was she touching herself, listening to my screams, my cries?
I longed to take the blindfold off, but it wasn’t to be. Instead, I was unhooked from my supports. I stumbled, half-led, half-dragged, to what I assumed was the centre of the room. My arms were raised again, this time attached to a point above my head. I rolled my shoulders, trying to ease the tension from them. 
Two women stepped to either side of me, nibbling my neck and stroking my tender skin. I sighed with pleasure, feeling bare breasts rubbing against my own.
The women stepped away from me, and I moaned in protest at the loss of contact. Someone tweaked my nipple.
“Look how eager she is! How badly do you want to be fucked, little whore?”
I whimpered, my face flushing with shame. Amelia’s voice broke through my reserve.
“You were asked a question, slut.”
I swallowed. “Very badly, Ma’am. I mean—this cunt wants to be fucked very much. Please.”
The women chuckled. I heard the whisper of straps being adjusted, buckles clicking into place. The two women stepped back into position around me, one at my front, the other at my back. I could tell it was them by the shape of their breasts, the touch of hardened nipples against my skin, and the mixed smells of perfume, sweat and sex.
A cool pressure touched my back and I jerked forwards, only to find another pressing into my stomach. My breath caught in my throat, and my hands twitched, as though I could stop them or push them away.
They made me wait for it, teasing me. The woman behind me slid the tip of her strap-on up and down my crack, letting me feel how big it was, how heavy. I whimpered, feeling her rub lube around the rim of my asshole, opening me with a finger. I jerked forwards, trying to prevent her from going deeper, but at that point the woman in front of me grabbed my hips, impaling my cunt. I squealed, my breasts bouncing painfully as I squirmed, trying to break free. Even standing on my tip toes, I couldn’t ease myself from the cock in my pussy; it was simply too long.
The woman behind me added another finger into my ass, stretching me further. I whimpered, feeling her press against the dildo in my pussy through the thin wall separating my two holes. Apparently satisfied with her efforts, she withdrew her fingers, making me gasp with the sensation.
She settled her strap-on in place, pushing against my tight pucker. I sobbed, feeling it slide in. How could I possibly take something so big?
Inch by inch, it went deeper inside me, until I felt its wielder’s thighs pressed against my ass, the nylon straps of her harness brushing my hips. I was completely and utterly stuffed.
Both women began to move, thrusting in and out of me in synchronised bursts. I gasped, helpless as their hands wandered over my breasts, my hips, fingering my clit as they pumped me.
At first, I only felt sore, my body unused to being stretched to such depths. My breasts were tender from being pinched so much, and they hurt as they bounced with each thrust. The cocks made wet, obscene noises as they thrust in and out of me, heightened by the slap of skin against skin. I heard the women moaning, their breaths hot against my ears, as though their cocks were real and they could actually feel them being squeezed by my hot, tight folds.
Amelia’s voice came from across the room. “Take off the blindfold,” she said.
I whimpered and fought to keep still. The woman behind me unwrapped the blindfold until it fell to the floor, forgotten.
I blinked. There were almost a dozen women in various stages of undress, lounging on benches, standing with drinks, some with hands working furiously beneath tight latex skirts. Amelia sprawled on a couch, some skinny blonde between her legs, but her eyes, her smile were reserved for me. In fact, most of the women were watching me, even as they touched themselves or touched others, the air heavy with pants and sighs.
It took me a moment to understand. Watching me being fucked, being used, was turning them on, Amelia included.
It filled me with a deep, wanton joy, like wine coursing through my veins, heady and rich. 
I decided to let go. My hips moved of their own accord, encouraging the women on either side of me, challenging them to go faster, harder. I cried as they fucked me, my body feeling impossibly stuffed as they groped and nibbled and kissed me, trailing bruises down my neck and across my back. As the woman before me cupped my breasts, I met Amelia’s gaze, caught and held it until I came, my screams muffled by a pair of glossy lips, my body suspended in its own world, all liquid warmth and searing pleasure.
There was scattered applause as I came down from my high, dazed and trembling. The woman behind me kissed my neck as she disentangled herself, and a shock of recognition ran through me as I looked at her for the first time—the waitress from the restaurant! 
Seeing my confusion, she only smiled. “You did well,” she said, and suddenly it didn’t matter who she was or how she’d come to be here. She’d taken me and I’d liked it, and maybe that was all it had to be.
The rest of the night passed in a blur. In the end, I serviced them all, some more than once.
All of them, that is, save for Amelia.
When the last of them had left, she took me upstairs, turned on the shower and washed me like a child. Even her gentle fingers couldn’t stop me from wincing as she touched a particularly large bruise or lathered my most sensitive parts.
“Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked, towelling my hair.
I nodded. “You must think me such a slut,” I said, averting my eyes.
She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her. “Don’t be silly. You’re not a slut,” she said, kissing me on the lips. “You’re my slut. Say it.”
“I’m your slut,” I whispered.
She raised an eyebrow, waiting for me.
I trembled, dizzy with gratitude. “I’m your slut, Mistress.”
She pulled my hair back to kiss me. “That’s my girl.”
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I pressed against her in a silent plea. She removed her hand and I groaned.
“Ask me nicely,” she said.
“Alice, come on—”
“Ask me.”
I scowled. She was still completely naked, arms crossed under her breasts, her knees to either side of me. God, just looking at her made me wet. It wasn’t fair!
“Please,” I said sullenly.
I didn’t see it coming, but suddenly my cheek stung with pain. She’d hit me! No one had ever raised a hand to me before. I pressed my fingers against my face, feeling the warmth beneath them. “Are you insane?”
“I said ‘nicely’.”
I glared at her. She stared back at me, coolly aloof. I wriggled, and the friction of the jeans made me swoon, but it wasn’t enough. My nipples pressed uncomfortably against the insides of my bra, which she still hadn’t taken off. I considered my options.
“Please fuck me,” I said in a small voice.
She rewarded me with a kiss, pressing her naked breasts against my skin as she wrested the jeans down my hips. I sighed in relief as they came off, my panties along with them. She reached around me and unclasped my bra, which ended up on the floor a moment later.
I tried to pull her to me, but she held back.
“What now?” I asked.
Without responding, she leaned over the side of the bed. I heard the duffle bag being unzipped. When she came back, she brought an armful of fabric, cut into long strips. It felt amazing just draped over my skin, soft and silky.
“Hands above your head, please.”
“That’s going a bit far,” I said, trying to laugh and not look as nervous as I felt.
She raised her hand. I flinched, but she only used it to fondle my breast. It was the first time she’d touched me there and I sighed, arcing into her touch. She pinched me, and I moaned, rubbing up against her like a slut. She kissed my ear, tongue flicking at the lobe as her breath echoed in my mind, sending shivers all across my skin.
“Don’t you want to be a good girl?” she breathed. Her hand drifted down towards my hip and I jerked towards it. 
A whine escaped my lips. “Please...”
She flicked my clit, then removed her hand. I was ready to scream with frustration.
“Good girls,” she said, “do as they’re told.”
Continue reading My First Lesbian Fuck, available from Amazon.
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