



Faye Rose

Divorced Women’s BDSM Club



Copyright © 2022 by Faye Rose

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

Find out more at reedsy.com






Contents


	
Chapter 1


	
Chapter 2


	
Chapter 3


	
Chapter 4


	
Chapter 5


	
Chapter 6


	
Chapter 7


	
Also by Faye Rose







Chapter 1





I
 t had been 2 months since my divorce, and I still felt like crying every day. I’d get up in the morning feeling fine for a moment, but as soon as I’d fully wake up I would realize the bed was empty, and so was my apartment. I would look around, just in case, but when I saw that the nightstand beside me was empty it was like a slap in the face.





My husband had left me for another woman that he met at work and had decided to throw away 6 years of a happy marriage. At least it had been happy for me, and he had never shown he’d felt otherwise. We had a very healthy relationship, or so I’d thought. He’d become a part of me so when he told me he was leaving, it felt like I’d been shot.





I told myself I was okay and that I would get over it. I always prided myself on being good at controlling my emotions, and I hadn’t been the type to call in sick or miss work. But after two months, I realized I needed to take some time away to process my feelings and get my life and house back together. I finished the last shift I would have for 10 days, already feeling worried about not having a way to distract myself for the majority of the day.





I got in the car to drive home, and as soon as I pulled out of the parking lot, a call came through. It was my best friend Kendra, my lifeline through this whole divorce.





“Hey Erica,” she said, her bright cheery voice cutting through my sad demeanor. “You’re finally free! Think of all the things we can do now that you have some time off.”





Kendra had been such a big help to me and I wasn’t sure I would have made it through the last couple of months without her. She was always extremely optimistic and willing to listen. If I was having the worst day ever, I would be laughing within moments of talking to her. She’d been through a bad divorce a year ago, much messier than mine, and had been doing better than ever. It felt amazing to be able to talk to someone who understood what I was going through.





“Thank god your schedule is so flexible,” I said, laughing and trying to match her energy. “I can’t wait.”





“If you’re free tonight, which I know you are, we should meet up for a drink. How about Henleys? At 8 o’clock?” She asked, knowing I couldn’t refuse.





“8:30. I have to shower.”





“Yay!” Kendra yelled happily. “Okay just text me. Bye!”





I said goodbye and hung up the phone. I was so grateful for her. I’d planned to go home and mope which probably wasn’t very healthy, but venting my feelings over drinks with Kendra was productive. I got home and showered, wanting to wash away all feelings of work and my boring, sad life off of me. It was a fresh start, and a fresh week and a half to get my life moving again.





-





I arrived at Henley’s right on time. I’d been so excited to get out of the house that I made sure to go all out, doing my hair and makeup perfectly. I didn’t overdress, it was just a local pub, but after months of only wearing my business casual clothes, and sweatpants on days off, it was nice to wear normal clothes again. I wore a low-cut black top with flowy sleeves and a push-up bra. I had black jeans on, and I wore heels with them. I felt hot, and that confidence carried me through the pub effortlessly.





I found Kendra sitting at our usual table in the corner. The pub was quite big, and never too busy unless there was karaoke or some kind of event. But it was also never dead, always filled with the buzz of laughter and chatting. I thought about stopping at the bar but I noticed that Kendra had a pitcher of beer and two glasses.





I walked over, put my purse on the table and sat down. “Damn babe, you look hot,” Kendra said, laughing. “Happy vacation!”





“Thank you,” I said, feeling myself blush a bit. “You look amazing, thanks for dragging me out.”





She poured me a beer. “Thanks for dragging me
 out. I would have been watching reruns of Trash House if you had said no.”





Kendra was extremely beautiful, sometimes it was hard to believe she was my down-to-earth friend. She was tall, with long brown hair that was usually straight. She had perfect freckles that looked like they were drawn on, and she always had such a strong and confident front about her, even though she was contagiously bubbly. As of late I had felt so scattered, but she was so calm and practical that it made me feel normal again when I was around her.





We drank for a couple of hours and talked nonstop. We talked about how ridiculous our exes were, talked about mutual friends from high school, and laughed about everything and anything.





“So when are you going to get laid?” Kendra asked me, and I almost spit out my drink. “I’m serious! You need a rebound.”





“I don’t think I’m ready for a rebound yet,” I said, horrified at the idea.





“You need to get out of the box, y’know? I mean you used to be pretty wild, and I know Jack wasn’t much of a Jack-in-the-box if you know what I mean,” she joked, and I burst out laughing.





Kendra was right. I’d loved Jack with all my heart, but our sexual chemistry was never great. I didn’t care much, I’d done enough crazy stuff in college, and sex wasn’t the most important thing in the world to me, Jack was. I’d tried to make our sex life a bit more exciting but he was never interested in doing much outside of our normal routine. It was always an awkward massage, a bit of kissing, and a slow missionary fuck. It wasn’t bad, but it got to the point where it felt like a chore to both of us.





“I know, I think it’s still a bit early for that, but it will be nice to try some new things.”





“Like what?” Kendra asked excitedly.





I looked around to make sure no one was too close. The music was quite loud tonight, and even though the table closest to us was very loud, their words weren’t coherent through the noise of the pub. I took a breath, the beer had loosened my tongue a bit.





“I don’t know, Kendra. You know the stuff I’ve always wanted to do. I’ve always thought BDSM was so hot, even though it scares me. Some other stuff too, like maybe a threesome or something, I don’t know. After Jack I’m ready for anything that doesn’t involve me on my back,” I said, laughing.





“Omg, Erica,” Kendra said, and I watched her face as she looked in disbelief. “Do you remember when I said that after Brad and I broke up that I went to like a divorced women’s support group?”





“Yeah, of course. I remember you said it was super helpful.”





Kendra started laughing harder now. “You’re never going to believe me, but I swear on my life. It was a BDSM club. Like for divorced women.”





I looked at her strangely. I was very tempted to not believe her. How had she not told me this before? “Shut up, are you joking?”





Kendra took a long sip of her drink before answering. “So,” she started. “It’s this group of women, and they meet up once a month. They all go around, like some kind of group therapy, talking about their feelings. And then afterwards the lights go down and they have this giant like BDSM free for all. They believe it relieves stress for women who want to be more submissive, and for women who want to experiment with being more dominant they get to gain back power and control.”





“It’s all women?” I asked, feeling a bit confused. “You went to those?”





“Yes silly it’s all women! You know I’m bi. Also, you had your own adventures before Jack,” she said, smiling.





“Okay true,” I replied. I’d had one or two very short, slightly tipsy encounters with women before, but I hadn’t counted them as anything. “But is everyone there, like, they must be into women right?”





“I guess everyone is just pretty open-minded. Most of them were in relationships with men, but they realized after their divorces that their sexuality was a bit more fluid than they’d thought. I’m sure some people too just felt empowered by the sessions, even if they’re not totally into women.”





“So, which one were you? Submissive?” I said, teasingly.





“I think you know me better than that,” Kendra said. “I still go sometimes. Not every month but it’s such a good stress reliever. You should come sometime. If you know what I mean.”





Even though I was a bit tipsy then, there was no way I could consider doing something like that. “Omg Kendra, I couldn’t. I’m not even ready for a rebound. Besides, I don’t like group therapy.”





“Well, it’s the only thing that helped me get over Brad, and I got an email that they are meeting on Sunday night. So if you change your mind, just text me.”





“Wouldn’t that be a bit weird? If we’re there together?”





Kendra smiled, slyly. “It almost sounds like you’re considering.”





I laughed and changed the subject, but I was scared that Kendra might be right. Even though I was appalled at the idea of even talking to strangers, let alone having sex with them, the thought tempted me.





Chapter 2





W
 hen I got home I couldn’t believe how horny I’d become over the evening. I didn’t know if it was from drinking or even just the mention of sex after months of not having any, but I couldn’t shut it off. I knew it would probably be good to orgasm, I probably had so much pent-up stress that I needed to be released. I kept the lights off in my apartment and went straight to bed, not even able to think about washing my face or getting changed into pajamas. All I wanted was to touch myself.





I stripped my clothes off quickly and grabbed my dildo and nipple clamps from out of my nightstand. I got on the bed on my knees, positioning the dildo between my legs, the head pressing slightly against my already wet opening. I immediately put my hands on my breasts, pulling and playing with my nipples until they were hard. I put the clamps on my nipples, wincing slightly and moaning as the pressure shot down to my pussy.





I’d found it hard lately to masturbate, not having anyone to think about. I didn’t want to think about Jack, and there wasn’t anyone else I was attracted to. But my brain tonight was instantly going to the thought of being dominated by anyone, after reviving the desire during my conversation with Kendra. I wasn’t even into women, as far as I knew, but I was so horny that I started to think about going to the group meeting.





I thought of hands on my body, grabbing me roughly, and I mimicked the thought with my own hands as I lowered myself onto the dildo, gasping as it filled me up. I bounced myself up and down slowly, feeling my nipple clamps bounce as well, sending electric shivers through my body. I moaned softly as I grabbed my ass hard, imagining it was another person’s hand, while another one of my hands crawled up to my throat. I dropped myself harder onto the dildo, riding it faster as I felt my legs starting to shake. I fucked myself hard until I came, fantasizing voices that were calling me names and ordering me to cum.





I sat on my knees, my pussy still stuffed with the dildo, and caught my breath. Before I even could think or move, I grabbed my cell phone and sent Kendra a text message.






Okay, I’ll do it.






I took my clamps off slowly, got up off of the dildo and put everything away. I fell asleep almost instantly, exhausted from how hard I’d cum after so long.





Chapter 3





I
 woke up the next morning mortified, but it was the first time I’d woken up without being sad. I scrambled out of bed, remembering the text I’d sent Kendra. Now that my mind wasn’t clouded by how horny I’d been, I’d instantly regretted agreeing to go to the divorced women’s club with her.






Omg! I knew you’d come around. I’m so happy. I’ll call you later and go over the details with you.






I decided I’d talk to her when she called, apologize, and cancel. I was too nervous, and it wasn’t like me anymore to be so wild and promiscuous. My years with Jack had changed me. I knew she would understand. There was still a quiet but persistent voice in my body that was urging me to go. I replaced the voice with shame and moved on with my morning.





I made coffee, cleaned my apartment, and got ready to go shopping. I figured I should treat myself to a day out. Kendra called while I was getting ready to leave the house.





“Erica! I’m so excited for tomorrow, you have no idea. It’s going to be so much fun, I promise you will feel so much better after. I know it’s weird but it really works.”





I felt bad, but I knew I needed to be honest. “Kendra, I’m sorry but I don’t think I should have agreed. I don’t think I can go. I got thinking and I’m just way too shy these days. I don’t think it’s something I can do.”





“It’s okay,” she said, and I could hear her voice drop but she was trying not to make me realize. “It’s totally cool. I’m still going to go tomorrow though. I promise though, if you have any questions or reservations, I can help you.”





I should have left it, but that stupid voice inside of me seemed to be getting louder. I felt almost like I was asking to be convinced. “Well, I just think it’s too soon. I don’t even like talking to people in line at the grocery store. I don’t even know what I’d be doing, plus like, I just don’t think it will help me.”





“I get that, it’s kind of weird, but you’ll never know if you don’t give it a shot. But I totally respect your decision.”





I started thinking about this seriously. Kendra’s divorce had been brutal and she had found this group helpful. I also couldn’t stop thinking about what kinds of things could happen to me if I opened myself up to the things that I wanted. I knew Kendra would be there, and even though the idea of going to something like that with her was a bit weird, I knew she was familiar with it and she had
 seen me naked tons of times. This vacation was supposed to be a fresh start, and I didn’t want to stay the same, boring Erica that wouldn’t leave the house, sulking around constantly. I wanted my old self back.





“Are they nice?” I asked, and Kendra laughed.





“Of course they are, I wouldn’t go if everyone wasn’t so kind and understanding. They always say, if you’re not feeling it for any reason, you can stop at any time, or leave. You can set all of your limits and tell everyone what you like and what you don’t.”





I started to feel even more curious, and I told myself that if I wasn’t up for it, I could always cancel or leave. Without another thought, I decided. “What time should I meet you?” I asked, and Kendra cheered.





“7 o’clock. Oh my god, you’re going to love it.”





Kendra sent me a text with all of the details. I had thought it would be at someone’s house but when I looked it up online it was actually at a bar. I wondered if there would be some type of private room in the back. She said that after the group therapy session they would let everyone discuss their limits and preferences, and Kendra told me that most people would use the same safe words but that I could choose my own if I didn’t want to use theirs. It wasn’t even Sunday and I felt so nervous I could be sick, but I felt equally excited.





I decided when I left to go shopping that I would stop and buy some new lingerie and get my hair done. If I was going to be on display in front of a bunch of people after so long, I wanted to make sure that I looked good. I went to the hair salon and managed to get in right away to get some highlights in my dark, brown hair, and a cut with some long layers. I was shocked when I saw how well the hair suited me. It has been years since I’d gotten my hair done as Jack and I had been trying to save as much money as we could to buy a house. I had cut out any unnecessary purchases.





I floated through the mall feeling hotter than ever after getting my hair done. I felt happy, and even though I was still thinking of Jack, it didn’t feel like I was mourning him. I went into a store that sold mostly lingerie, and I looked around for quite a while until I found something perfect. It was a black, lacy bodysuit with leather accents and straps that made it look a little bit on the edgy side. The straps criss-crossed up my chest looking like a harness, but it was easily removed. The bottom was crotchless, which I thought would be good in case I was too shy to completely take my clothes off.





I couldn’t believe I was even looking for something so specific, constantly shocking myself when I so casually thought of participating in some kind of women’s hardcore orgy. Especially after years of trying to become a good housewife and being so strict with my sexuality and the way I carried myself to fit into Jack’s preferences. I purchased a few things and headed back home to kill time in anticipation for the next day.





Chapter 4





I
 was completely ready, standing with my lingerie under my outfit with my hair and makeup done, and it was only 5:30. I was so nervous and I tried to calm myself while I paced in my apartment. I didn’t want to dress too sexy for the first half, so I just wore a black shirt with short sleeves and pinstripe silky, slightly loose-fitting pants. I wore minimal jewelry, just dainty earrings and a few rings. I’d never smelled so good, I’d had a long bath and scrubbed my body cleaner than it had ever been, and made sure to lotion every part of me. I wore just a little bit of perfume. My hair was long and wavy, my new highlights and cut making me feel like a new person.





I checked my phone and saw a text from Kendra. Hey, sexy, I’m going to drop by your house a bit early before we go if that’s okay with you. I can be there in like 15?







Yes, please come over, I’m so nervous.






She didn’t reply, as she had probably been rushing to come over once I’d said she could. I waited by the door eagerly, and when I heard my intercom go off I quickly buzzed her in. I watched through the peephole in the door until I saw her, and opened the door, my hand shaking.





Kendra looked gorgeous. She had gone the same route I had, dressing a bit reserved but still nice. However, apart from the clothing the two of us probably looked like we were going clubbing. Her makeup was dark, with a burgundy lip and her hair was straight as it usually was but full of volume, and she wore a black skirt and a black ruffled, long sleeve top. She wore tall black heels that I knew I would never be able to walk in.





“Omg look at you!” She exclaimed and pulled me in for a hug. “Look at your hair, oh my god. It looks so good.”





“Thanks,” I said, suddenly feeling so shy. “You look so good too. I love your outfit.”





“Aww babe, you’re so sweet. So, you said you’re feeling nervous?” She asked, as she stepped into my apartment and walked to my fridge to grab a drink. She would come over so often that sometimes weeks it almost felt like she lived there.





“Incredibly. Like I know it’s natural to feel nervous but I honestly feel sick.” I said and sat on the couch. I waited a moment and she walked over to join me.





“I mean I totally get that, but once you meet everyone you’re going to feel so much more comfortable. Plus you don’t really meet many strangers very often, especially in your job so, of course, you’re nervous. But opening up to everyone will really help,” Kendra said and smiled. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was talking about me opening up emotionally or physically.





“Yeah, I know you’re right. And I trust you. But like I literally cannot believe you talked me into this.” I said and laughed.





Kendra laughed too, “Hey before Jack, you would have been the one talking me into something like this.”





Kendra and I joked and laughed until it was time to get going, and I felt my nerves ease a bit. I couldn’t believe we were talking so casually before going to a lesbian sex group. I wondered how it worked. Did everyone participate together, or did people break off into groups? I wanted to ask Kendra but a part of me didn’t want to know in advance.





We arrived at the club, and the door was locked. Kendra sent a text message and in under a minute a woman came to open the door. She hugged Kendra and me as soon as she saw us.





“Kendra! It’s so nice to see you and you brought a friend! I’m Jennifer,” she said. She had long, curly dark hair and glasses, and she was so beautiful. She had tattoos up her arms and over her chest. She looked like someone that would be so much fun to hang out with.





“I’m so happy to see you too!” Kendra exclaimed. “This is Erica. I figured she was in need of some support.”





“Of course! Erica you’re going to have such a good time. I’ll just get you to come with me and fill out some forms, and then we’ll take you in to meet the other girls.”





I agreed and said goodbye to Kendra, and then followed Jennifer to a booth near the entrance. She rummaged through a bag on the floor.





“Are you more submissive, or dominant? Or switch?” She asked.





“Definitely submissive,” I replied, feeling quite strange talking to a stranger like this.





“Perfect!” She exclaimed. She pulled out a document and handed it to me. “Just fill this out and if you have any questions I’ll just be right by the door here,” she said. I thanked her and took a look at the papers.





There was a quick description of the club, very similar to what Kendra had told me. They described it as an “alternate therapy” and “group emotional and physical support meant to empower and strengthen after a divorce or breakup.” Then there was a section describing the usage of safewords. The club liked to use red, yellow, and green as their safe words, but if I had my own alternate ones that I’d like to use, I could write them into the box. I left it blank. I signed saying I understood that I could refuse anything at any time and that I was free to leave when I wanted to. The next page was filled with a questionnaire about my limits and what I liked.





I was quite surprised by how thorough the questionnaire was, and professional. I felt like I was at a doctor’s office but instead of asking me about my medical history, they were asking if I liked anal or nipple clamps. I felt a bit shy at first when I started filling out the paper, but as I went down the list I started to feel excited. They asked if I preferred to be dominant or submissive, and they even had a list of derogatory names, asking me to place a checkmark beside the ones I preferred. There was a disclaimer at the bottom explaining that sometimes mistakes could be made and that not everyone would remember your preferences, so to speak up if someone was doing something you were not into.





I wondered how this information would be conveyed to the other women, but I didn’t worry for now. I could hear everyone’s laughter from the next room and I was starting to feel excited to go in and meet everyone. I handed my paper to Jennifer at the door.





“Wow, so quick!” She said and looked over my papers. “Everything here looks good! Do you have any questions for me?”





“I don’t think so,” I replied, and she smiled.





“Great! Ask anybody if you have any questions, I’m sure you will at some point. Okay follow me, we should go and introduce you.”





She led me over to another section of the club around the corner. It was a smaller room with a stage and a few tables and chairs put together. I noticed that even though the bar was being used by us only, the lights were still a bit dim and it still had that club vibe. The walls were painted black with bright neon graffiti, and it looked like at any moment the remaining lights could switch off and the place would be filled with music and people.





Six women were sitting in the chairs, including Kendra. Everyone was so beautiful and so normal looking. I didn’t know what I had expected, but for some reason, I felt surprised when I saw that everyone looked like the people I would see just passing through the mall. There were two women a bit older, probably in their 40s, and the rest of us were all probably between 25 and 35.





“Hey everybody, this is Erica!” Jennifer said, and everyone turned to look at me, their faces brightening up. Everyone stood up, eager to shake my hand and introduce themselves. I tried to keep track of who was who but Jennifer nudged me. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to remember everyone’s name.”





“I think it’s time to get this going, everyone,” Jennifer said to the group. “I’ll give you guys five minutes to grab a drink from the bar if you want and then we can get started with the first portion.”





Kendra came over to me and we went to the bar to grab our drinks, everyone else already had theirs.





“Please tell me I can have alcohol, I’m so nervous,” I said, and Kendra laughed.





“You can, but the bar will limit you so that you can’t even get tipsy. They want to make sure everyone is in their right mind.”





We each grabbed a drink and sat down with the rest of the women. I grabbed a vodka and coke and a bottle of water. We sat in a circle and everyone started to quiet down, eager to start.





“So since I’m moderating tonight,” Jennifer began,” I’ll start and we can go around clockwise to introduce ourselves and give a short description of who we are, or what we are going through, or even how we are doing. I know a few of us here are considered graduates but would still like to offer support. Just as a reminder, even though this started as a divorce support group, we have transitioned into a general support group, so feel free to bring up anything you are struggling with.”





I was thankful that I was sitting between Kendra and Jennifer, putting me dead last. I tried to keep track of everyone as they spoke and shared their stories. Many women went through a brief history of their divorce and how much progress they’d been making since. There was one girl who talked about how her husband cheated, like mine had, while a different divorcee spoke of how she had been the one that cheated. Another woman was a widow, and another was in an abusive relationship and spoke about how the group sessions had made her feel empowered. Jennifer, Kendra and someone named Nina had graduated previously, so they didn’t speak about their past relationships but instead opened up about how they’d been doing recently with work and dating.





When it was my turn I kept it quite brief. “I was in a happy relationship with my husband Jack, and we were trying to save money to buy a house and get our lives in order before we had kids. I changed myself entirely to be with him, but he left me for another woman two months ago.” Usually, when I spoke about Jack I would get a bit teary-eyed, but tonight I just wanted to vent.





And we did. Everyone spoke for so long about things they were struggling with, and others gave gentle advice. When I’d spoken about Jack, I heard a lot of people say that they were sorry for what I’d gone through, and it felt so good to talk about what had been bouncing around in my head for months. It was nice to hear that it wasn’t my fault that he left, and that I didn’t need to change to be loved. It was all things I knew, but when I was alone with myself I couldn’t acknowledge them. Jennifer was quite a good moderator, making sure everyone got a turn, and everyone seemed to respect the way she gently controlled the group.





The tiny bit of alcohol had broken down enough of my anxiety to even offer a bit of advice to others, or talk to others about how we’d had similar feelings. After the session was over it felt like a large weight had been lifted from my shoulders and I felt so close with the women around me. Kendra squeezed my knee at the end of the session and smiled at me. “I’m proud of you,” she mouthed, and I thanked her and smiled back.





“Okay everyone, I think it’s time for a break before we move on to the next portion. We’ll meet back here for a quick rundown in about 15, and then we can get started,” Jennifer announced, and everyone scrambled to their feet, still chatting and laughing.





“I’m going to get another drink, and go to the washroom,” Kendra said to me.





“Okay I’m coming with you,” I replied. I was happy she was sticking with me. I got another vodka and coke, just enough to take the edge off. The bathroom was full as everyone was getting ready. I made sure to wash my shaking hands thoroughly and check my teeth and makeup. Kendra did the same and then we went back to our seats to wait.





Chapter 5





“
 A
 re you excited?” She asked me.





“I’m not sure,” I replied, and she laughed at my honesty.





The rest of the women made their way back to their seats. I noticed a few of them were a bit touchier than before as they anticipated the next session. Maybe they’d been like that before and I hadn’t noticed.





“Okay everybody, so as you know we have a new girl, Erica, and it’s only Becky’s second session. Erica prefers to be submissive, and she didn’t have any restrictions on what she liked, so feel free to give her all you’ve got.” I felt my cheeks flush with her words, but thankfully I was wearing enough makeup to hopefully cover it. It felt so embarrassing to have everyone looking at me and listening to the things I had filled out on the paper earlier, but at the same time, I could feel my pussy throbbing with excitement.





Jennifer continued, “Erica likes being called slut the most, but you can also call her bitch, or cunt.” I wanted to sink into the floor and disappear. “Her safewords are consistent with the rest of ours, red, yellow, and green.”





Everyone nodded silently, agreeing to remember what I liked. They went through Becky’s too, which was a bit different than mine as she preferred to be dominant. Each woman went through a quick reminder of their preferences, and suddenly I didn’t feel so strange. I noticed Jennifer went through hers as well, and it shocked me to know that she was also submissive, after how commanding and in charge she had been all night.





Jennifer checked with everyone to see if their safe words had changed, and none had, she asked if we had any questions and no one did. “Okay, let’s move onto the next room,” she declared, and everyone got up out of their seats and walked to another section of the club around the corner.





It was a bit darker here but I could still see clearly and I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was filled with a whole bunch of different equipment I’d only seen in porn. There were different leashes, whips, vibrators, dildos, and anything I could think of. There were two different chair-type devices with straps and stirrups to restrain someone on, and there was also what looked like what a punching bag would hang off of for boxing, but instead of the bag, there were cuffs hanging off of the ropes. There were other types of restraints like handcuffs and straps.





I wasn’t sure what to do next, but I looked around and saw that some of the women had already started touching each other. I was surprised when I saw that Kendra was already starting to work on Jennifer, running her hands down her body and whispering something in her ear. I wanted to go over to them because I didn’t know the others well, but I also knew that Kendra probably wanted to keep her distance from me, and I wasn’t looking to have sex with her.





But before I could worry about being left out I felt someone’s hands on me from behind. They rubbed from my hips, up my stomach, and stopped right under my breasts, and I could feel the person pressed up against me. It felt so good to be touched after so long. Jack’s touch had never been so slow and seductive.





I heard a voice in my ear, speaking softly. “Since you’re new we can take things a bit slow.” It was Becky. I was quite surprised as she had been very quiet and soft-spoken throughout the evening. But I figured since it was only her second session, it was only natural that she gravitated toward me. “Are you ready?” She asked, and I felt her hands moving slowly up my breasts.





“Yes,” I said, already sounding desperate to get things started. “Please, I’m ready. I don’t care what you do to me.” It was true. When I filled out the paperwork I decided that tonight I just wanted to let go, and see where things went.





I felt Becky run her fingertips over my nipples, her nails lightly brushing against them. I moaned as she teased me. “I want to see you out of these clothes first you little slut.”





I remembered that Becky had preferred to be called mistress, as had most of the women. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, and started to undress in front of her. I tried to take my clothes off slowly but I was too eager to get started.





“Mmm, easy access?” She said, and I felt her hand on my leg, near the bottom of my crotchless lingerie. “I guess we’ll keep these on you.” I breathed a slight sigh of relief. I felt a lot more comfortable wearing something. “Get in the chair,” she said, and I quickly walked over to the closest one trying to contain my nervous excitement.





I laid back in it and felt the cool leather on my skin. It was technically like a chair, but it wasn’t very comfortable. The back was more of a board, and the bottom was quite open. I leaned back onto it and watched as Becky lifted my legs and locked them securely into the stirrups. She was a beautiful woman, curvy and elegant looking, with short, chin-length, black hair that was cut straight across. She looked like someone from a black and white movie had come alive.





She strapped my ankles and calves making sure that I was secure enough that I couldn’t move if I wanted to. I watched as she pulled my legs any way she wished as she demonstrated how the chair worked. She pulled my legs straight out and then pushed them toward me, exposing me fully. I already felt so turned on, and even though my arms weren’t strapped in I knew I wouldn’t be allowed to touch myself. She smiled at me deviously.





I already heard someone moaning loudly to the right of me, and noticed that two of the women had already started. The one woman’s moans were so loud that I felt like I could feel them inside of me, unleashing something. I watched as another woman fingered her while she laid on the floor, her wrists strapped to her ankles.





I looked around for Kendra, and to my surprise, she was walking toward me and Becky, with Jennifer beside her. I felt my heart fluttering strangely, excited for her comforting presence but also curious to see what she wanted with us. She had changed or undressed and was now wearing red leather lingerie that wrapped around her body, crisscrossing up to her neck and tying behind her with little straps. Her breasts looked like they were bursting to get out, the tight fabric pushing them up. The leather at the bottom cut in a high v, almost up to her waist.





“I hope you’re willing to share,” Kendra said to Becky, and to my surprise, she rubbed her fingertips down my inner legs as she spoke. “I don’t want you to go too easy on her.”





At first, I almost wanted to laugh, thinking Kendra was just joking, but of course, she wasn’t. I knew this for sure when I felt her fingertips dig hard into my thighs, making me gasp.





“Of course,” Becky said, and moved up to secure my arms.





Kendra stood in between my legs and leaned over me, her long, brown hair teasing me as she spoke. “You didn’t think I’d stay away from you, did you?”





I had
 thought that she’d stay away but I suddenly didn’t want her to leave. “Of course not,” I replied. Even though it was a lie, now that she was here her sexy and dominant presence made me quiver, I wanted to say anything to make sure she continued. “Please stay, you can do whatever you want to me,” I paused for a moment, the words feeling strange in my mouth, “Mistress.”





It felt so wrong to be speaking to my best friend this way and lusting over her the way that I was. But she didn’t blink an eye at my words like a switch had flipped inside of her.





“Good,” Kendra said, and I felt her fingers on my lips, pressing. I opened my mouth and sucked her fingers, and she pushed them back deep into my mouth. “You’re only to speak when spoken to. Got it?” She said, and I nodded profusely. For a moment it felt like we were the only ones in the room until I felt Becky tighten the strap on my other wrist. Kendra didn’t break her intense gaze while she fucked my mouth with her fingers. She brought her wet fingers out of my mouth and moved them down in between my legs, rubbing them slowly against my clit. I moaned, surprised by the unexpected touch. She laughed and took her hand off of me and I was tied down so tightly that I couldn’t even move toward her.





“What do you think Becky, time to make these little sluts earn their orgasms?” Kendra asked. It was so shocking to me to see my best friend, who was always so bubbly and contagiously happy, so easily able to switch to someone that seemed so rough and demanding. I was surprised at how much I liked it, feeling my pussy throb with every word.





“I think it is,” Becky replied.





Kendra stood behind me, but I couldn’t turn to see her. Her hands moved to pull my lingerie down over my breasts, exposing my hard nipples. I watched her hands as they lingered for a moment, praying she would touch me, but she didn’t.





Becky spoke again but to Jennifer. “You’re going to suck Erica’s pussy like the hungry little slut you are.”





Before I could even register what was happening I felt Jennifer’s tongue on my pussy. I instantly moaned and my whole body tensed as I tried to move against the restraints toward her. She was so good with her tongue, firmly licking between my pussy lips and up to my hard clit, my legs shaking with the sudden pleasure. I didn’t realize how turned on I’d been. I watched her for a moment as she took my clit in her mouth, and when I threw my head back I made eye contact with Kendra.





Kendra was looking down at me like I was a spider in her web. “Do you like having your little cunt sucked, slut?” She asked, and I didn’t answer, my lips parted as I moaned softly, my head feeling blank with pleasure. “I asked you a question, bitch,” Kendra said and grabbed my nipples roughly. The sensation traveled down to my clit as Jennifer sucked and licked her hot tongue over me. Kendra rolled my nipples between her fingertips, and I felt like I was going to burst with excitement.





“Yes, Mistress, yes I do.” I cried out and moaned under her touch.





I felt Jennifer moan into my pussy, and I looked down to see that Becky was fingering her as she sucked me. She worked her mouth even more now on my clit, and the vibrations from her groans were sending me over the edge. I could feel my legs starting to shake as I felt my orgasm building inside of me. Kendra noticed and let go of my breasts. She grabbed my chin and pulled my head back so that I was looking at her again. She kept her rough hand near my throat.





“You’re to ask to cum and wait until I give you permission, got it?” Kendra asked me, and I nodded as much as I could with her hand holding my face still. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to stop myself from cumming. I tried squirming away from Jennifer’s tongue, but as Becky brought her closer to cumming, she did the same to me, desperately tonguing at my clit like she was getting herself off.





“Please, Kendra- I mean mistress. Please can I cum?” I asked, barely able to remember my name.





“What do you think, Becky?” Kendra asked.





“No way,” I heard Becky say with a laugh, and I groaned loudly with frustration, tensing my whole body to keep myself from cumming. I heard a soft pop as Jennifer’s mouth was pulled off of my clit and away from me, leaving my shaking wet pussy on display, unable to cum.





“Please, I need to cum, please let me,” I begged, my body quivering against the restraints. I wanted it so badly. Through all of my enjoyment, I had forgotten that not only was Kendra still my beautiful, caring friend but Becky and Jennifer were total strangers to me. I couldn’t believe that I was so eager to beg them to suck me. I figured that maybe I was a slut like they said, and I didn’t care.





Kendra leaned down over me, the smell of her perfume engulfed me. I felt her breath near my ear and she whispered. “Do you think I’d let someone else make you cum first?”





I shivered, turned on by how Kendra was acting. It was like she was possessive over me, but also cold and rough, and I wanted her to be the one to make me cum. And at this point, I’d do anything to satisfy her, even if it felt shameful the next day. Even if it ruined our friendship.





Kendra walked over to one of the tables, leaving me, while I heard Becky directing Jennifer onto the floor. I couldn’t see what Kendra was doing, but once she came back I saw her wearing a strapon and holding a dildo in her hand.





“Open,” she demanded, and I opened my mouth wide. She dragged the dildo against my tongue and I sucked it, eager to make it wet for my already dripping pussy. She smiled at me as she watched me suck. “Mmm, that’s it. Just like you’re used to, a cock in your mouth,” she said, and I moaned in agreement and sucked harder like it was her I was trying to please with my mouth. She pressed it to the back of my mouth and I gagged slightly as she fucked the back of my throat. She brought it out of my mouth and away from me to fasten it onto the strapon, dripping in my spit.





I felt something cold on my breast and looked down to see Becky setting metal clamps down on my chest. “Heard you’re a bit of a pain slut, is that right?” Becky asked, and I watched as she gasped. I realized that she was sitting on Jennifer’s face, grinding herself onto her mouth.





“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, desperate to have my nipples clamped.





Jennifer teased them for a moment, running the cold metal over my nipples, and I squirmed under her. Finally, she clamped each of my nipples and twisted the bolt to tighten them, watching my face change until she was satisfied. The clamps hurt but the pain turned me on even more than I already was. As soon as she had fastened them, I felt Kendra’s hands on my thighs. She moved down to my ass to squeeze it hard, her nails digging into my skin.





“Are you ready to be fucked the way you deserve to be fucked?” Kendra said, pressing the tip of the dildo against my wet opening, still gripping me roughly.





I thought of her words. Kendra knew everything that had happened with Jack. She knew he would stop having sex after he came, leaving me to finish off myself. She knew he didn’t want to go down on me, and that we would only have sex once every few months when we had been married. She was always supportive and offered kind advice about how to try and spice things up, but I wondered if all of these years she was secretly wishing she could have me like this, making me cum the way she thought I should.





“Please fuck me, Kendra,” I said, moaning my words. “Please make me cum, oh my god-” I realized I hadn’t called her mistress, but she didn’t care. If anything she seemed happier that I had used her name, smiling as she pushed into me slowly. She cut off my words as she filled me, and she slid in so easily. I could feel every inch of the dildo as she rocked against my cervix, and I cried out as she teased me with her slow movements.





I felt Becky grab my breasts with both of her hands, and shake them, the heavy clamps moving my nipples as she moved them. I watched with parted lips as she then took one of the nipples into her mouth, with the clamp still around it. She sucked hard and loudly, between the sound of her lips popping and lapping at my nipples, and her own moans from riding Jennifer’s face. While she worked at my nipple Kendra started fucking me steadily, moving in and out of me faster and faster.





I felt like I was in a trance, having never felt so good all at once. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, I watched as Kendra spit onto my pussy while she continued slamming into me, and she moved one of her hands up to rub the spit into my clit, flicking her fingertips over my hard nub.





I screamed so loudly I scared myself, moaning and whimpering as she fucked me. I could feel myself about to cum right away, my legs and pussy tensing.





“Please, please can I cum, I need to. I’ll do anything, please. I can’t wait.” I felt almost like I could cry with how powerful my orgasm was building within me, doing my best to hold it in.





“Okay Erica, cum for me,” Kendra demanded. I felt myself let go instantly, my orgasm rippling through my body. Kendra continued to pound into me and rub my clit as I came hard. I looked at her as I came, and she watched me the whole time, my orgasm feeling neverending as her eyes burned into me. I’d never cum so much in my life.





I felt Becky remove the clamps from my nipples and they were so sensitive now that I cried out as I felt the blood rushing back into them. I thanked them both for letting me cum, my body still shaking. Kendra pulled the dildo out of me and I felt as they started to untie me. I thought at first we were done and I felt disappointed as I had wanted to make sure I could repay Kendra for how good she’d made me feel.





Thankfully it wasn’t over. “Get on your knees,” Kendra said, and I scrambled out of the chair quickly. I heard Becky and Jennifer behind us, but I didn’t care about them anymore. I wanted to do whatever Kendra ordered me to. “I’m going to let you eat me out, and if you do a good job I might let you cum again.”





I was so eager to taste her and make her cum. She sat down on the chair and lowered it a bit. She put one of her legs loosely in the stirrups giving me easy access to her wet pussy. The bottom of her red leather bodysuit was a thong, and I pushed it aside, stopping to look at her perfect wet pussy. I’d seen her naked before, but this was so different. I wanted so badly to take off all of her clothes, suck on her breasts and neck, and have her all to myself.





“Hurry up,” Kendra snapped and grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling me forward. I licked at her pussy eagerly, wanting to taste every inch of her. I looked up at her as I opened my mouth, my tongue flat and licking up her slit to her clit. I watched as her face softened as I licked at her clit, and then I took it between my lips, sucking hard and swirling my tongue. Her eyes were half-lidded and her grip on my hair tightened. “Yes,” she moaned softly. “Keep sucking my pussy like a fucking hungry little slut.”





The way she spoke to me made me want to spend all night smothered into her pussy. I loved making her feel this good and every time she moaned it felt like I could too. I sucked her until my jaw felt tired, and I could feel her shaking, her noises growing even louder. I kept up the pace and she thrust back against my mouth until she came. She arched her back and I felt her juices run down between her legs. I waited until she was finished and then licked her slit, tasting her cum on my tongue. I licked her clean while I looked into her eyes, and it felt like something had changed. The way she was looking at me wasn’t the dominant Kendra that had ordered me around, or the bubbly Kendra I was used to, but she was looking at me like Jack had looked at me when we first dated. It was the type of look that made me melt and want to do anything.





When I was done she got out of the chair and onto the floor with me. “Get on your hands and knees,” she said, and I did as I was told. I felt her hand on my hip and I opened my legs eagerly. Her other hand rubbed my ass cheeks, still a bit sore from how she had gripped me earlier. The pain only added to the pleasure I was feeling, my wet pussy feeling like it had its own pulse.





“You like the way my pussy tastes?” She asked me, rubbing me harder.





“Yes, you taste so good, I replied, wincing at her rough hand.





“I bet you want to cum again don’t you?” She asked, but didn’t give me a moment to answer. “I think I better make your ass nice and sore first so that every time you sit down you’ll be reminded of how hard you came.”





I was so desperate to feel her spank me, that I couldn’t help but get down on my forearms and push my ass up even higher in the air. I’d wanted this for so long. She didn’t waste any time teasing me, and I felt her hand leave my ass and slap me hard. I heard the noise before I even felt the smack. The sharp sting made my pussy feel even wetter, and I begged for her to hit me again.





“Thank you, Kendra. Please, I want more. I want you to hurt me.” I knew I shouldn’t be speaking out of turn, but I didn’t care. I felt so turned on, not only by what she was doing to me but the realization that all of these strangers in the room could hear how loud and hard she was smacking me and could see me writhing on the floor begging for more, my ass up in the air.





She didn’t say anything but she hit me again in a different spot, and my body bounced forward with the strength of her slap. I felt my breasts swing and my sensitive, sore nipples brushed against the floor making me moan even louder. She hit me again faster this time, in the same place, and before I knew it I couldn’t keep track of how many times she had spanked me, each sting burning more than the last. I was so wet it was like I’d already cum again.





Kendra stopped and I felt her hand on my pussy. I pushed my hips back against her hand unable to control myself. She pushed her fingers into me and curled them up to brush against my g-spot. I had trouble holding myself up on my knees, my legs shaking uncontrollably. She stopped fingering me and brought her wet fingers up to my clit, rubbing me roughly and quickly. I came so much faster and more easily than I ever had before.





I collapsed onto the floor, feeling like a puddle of ecstasy. Kendra moved up beside me and I felt her rubbing my hair out of my face softly, and her touch felt electric as my whole body was so heightened and sensitive.





“God, that was so fucking hot,” I said turning to her as she laid beside me on the floor. “And you’re so hot, oh my god,” I said, and she laughed hard, her bubbly, contagious laugh trickling into the room.





“You are too, I could watch you cum all night,” she replied, and I almost wanted to take her up on the offer. I looked at her as she lay beside me, her hair sprawled out and her cheeks rosy from exhaustion. I looked at her lips, wanting desperately to kiss her and taste her, but I decided against it. Fucking was one thing, but kissing her could make things weird. The room was still filled with the loud moans and cries from the people around us while they carried on. It seemed as if everyone had gravitated toward each other and Kendra and I lay on the sidelines, happy to just be in each other’s company.





Chapter 6





“
 T
 ime to leave?” I asked, and Kendra nodded.





“I think so. But I also think maybe we should stop for a drink on the way out,” she suggested, and I eagerly took her up on the offer.





I put my hair up in a bun and put my clothes back on. I stopped by the bathroom, as did Kendra, to wash our faces and hands and fix our makeup. I thought it would be weird between us, but Kendra broke the ice quickly.





“I can’t believe you got your hair cut for a support group,” she said laughing.





“Well if I’m honest, I don’t feel very supported, so I guess it must have been a waste,” I joked back, and she laughed.





Her tone changed to a bit of a flirty, but teasing way. “I thought I did a great job supporting you,” she started. “Don’t you feel rejuvenated?”





“No, I still just feel horny,” I said, and we both laughed loudly as we left the bathroom.





We walked to the bar, and the bartender greeted us happily. I thought of how strange it must be to be working a shift where a group like this rented the space, but he seemed fully unphased.





“All done now?” He asked as he poured our drinks.





“Yes, well, we are,” Kendra replied. “Who knows how long the rest of them will be.”





“Well since you’re finished, your limit is lifted, so feel free to stay for a bit if you guys like.”





We thanked him and grabbed a table, a bit far away from the door into the room where everyone else was. We decided to just stay for one drink, just to debrief a bit after the ‘session’. For a moment we danced around the subject, but finally, once Kendra was halfway through her drink, she brought it up.





“So, I’m sorry if that was like super weird that I ended up coming over,” she said. “It wasn’t originally my intention, I was going to leave you so it wasn’t weird, but when I saw you with Becky I just… I don’t know.”





“I’m seriously so glad you came over. And that things…went the way they did. I mean I was surprised, but I just felt so comfortable with you. And you were just so perfect,” I said. I needed to process my thoughts because I wasn’t sure yet how I was feeling. Even just having a drink with her now felt so different. I felt shy when she looked at me but I didn’t want to look away. I wanted to touch her arm that was on the table, and I still wanted to kiss her, but I didn’t know what any of this meant. Was I developing some kind of feelings for my best friend, or was this my corrupt post-sex brain messing with me?





“I’m so glad. I promise that the whole thing wasn’t an elaborate way to get in your pants.”





We finished our drinks and called a cab. In a way, I’d felt a bit jealous that we weren’t staying, but I was so tired and overwhelmed from the night. The cab arrived and we got into the back seat.





“We’re first going to go to 25 Willowdale Drive, the big apartment building,” I said to the cab driver, and he nodded.





“And then?”





I went to speak but Kendra cut me off. “Actually just the one stop,” she said and smiled at me. I felt a fluttering in my chest, a nervous excitement bubbling inside of me, and I was happy she was inviting herself over because I was too shy to ask.





“Okay but I don’t think I’ll be awake too long,” I said, yawning. “I’m so tired.”





“Me too,” she replied, and we rode back to my place in silence.





We got out of the cab and walked into the apartment building. I called the elevator, and we waited in silence, but as soon as the doors opened and we saw it was empty, something seemed to come over both of us. The moment the doors closed Kendra walked toward me, towering over me in her heels. She held my cheek and kissed me, her soft lips brushing against mine. I hungrily kissed her back and wrapped my arms around her neck. I felt as she licked at my lips, and I opened my mouth to let her tongue in. Thankfully no one else got in the elevator but I wasn’t sure I would have cared anyway. We had a full 30 seconds to ourselves before the doors opened.





“I’ve wanted to do that all night,” I told her, eager to continue.





“Me too,” she replied. “I thought you’d be weirded out but I wanted to find out for myself.”





As soon as we were back in the apartment, I was ready for bed. Kendra told me she wasn’t hungry and I wasn’t either. I felt so tired, emotionally and physically from both sessions, and I could tell Kendra did too. She already had stuff at my house after having stayed over so many times unexpectedly after nights out. We both brushed our teeth and she changed into a set of my pajamas. I was excited to get out of my clothes and wash my face, and we both got ready for bed in the bathroom beside each other, using the double sinks that at one time I regularly shared with Jack.





We each got a drink of water and climbed into bed, and slipped under my heavy duvet with the A/C blowing toward us. We found each other immediately under the covers, her hands on my body and mine on hers. I wasn’t even sure where I was touching her. We pulled toward each other and I kissed her, my turn to initiate. I kissed her harder than we had in the elevator, pressing my tongue against her lips. I felt her open her mouth and I couldn’t believe how desperately I needed to taste her. I felt the sting of the leftover minty mouthwash on her tongue as I licked at her, and she wrapped her arms around me tightly.





Finally, she pulled away, gasping, and ran a hand down the side of my face. “This is the best hangout we’ve ever had,” she said laughing.





“Tell me about it,” I said, and turned over in her arms, facing away from her. She instantly pulled me close to her, spooning me, my sore ass pressed against her body. She ran her fingers down my arms and legs soothingly until I fell asleep against her.





Chapter 7





I
 woke up still in her arms, her leg wrapped around mine, and I heard her soft snores beside me. I looked at my phone on the nightstand. It was quite late in the morning. I had a new email titled “Divorced Women’s Club”. I clicked on it and it was a thank you to the group for a successful session, and it included the dates and sign-up information for the next meeting in a month. I was pretty certain that I would be signing up for next time. I’d thought I would have woken up feeling shameful, like after a one-night stand, but instead, I turned over and looked at Kendra and I felt safe and comforted in her arms, not a single regret in my mind.





Her eyes opened slowly as she woke up, and she smiled as she saw me. “Morning, babe,” she said softly.





“Good morning,” I started and then I felt her hands on me, rubbing from my waist and up my shirt, toward my breasts. Something about sex in the morning turned me on more than anything. I knew that she knew I liked it from me complaining about Jack previously. My whole body felt so heightened and sensitive when I woke up, and anything touching me felt like it was multiplied by ten. “Oh Kendra, yes please,” I said as I felt her brush over my nipples.





“You don’t have to be so polite anymore unless you want to,” she said and kissed me as she played with my nipples. I felt her leg in between mine, rubbing against my pussy lightly, and I moaned greedily. “Think we should get in the shower?” She asked.





“Together?” I replied, and she laughed.





“Of course.”





I jumped out of bed quickly and went to the bathroom to turn the hot water on, not wanting to waste a second. She was much slower getting out of bed than I had been. I felt strange doing this, expecting our morning to just be normal and have last night something we laughed over occasionally, but everything felt so right. I didn’t know what we were doing but I didn’t care. It just felt so good to want and be wanted again.





I had a stand-up shower that was quite large with white tile-lined walls. I was happy there was plenty of room for more than one person, something I’d never appreciated previously. I’d never showered with someone before, except for maybe at one of the gyms I’d visited, but nothing like this. I was used to locking the bathroom door as Jack and I had always done, and I’d kept that habit up even after he left, so it felt strange to leave the door open. I stripped off my clothes quickly, not even waiting for Kendra, and got in under the hot water.





She followed soon after, stepping in with me and sliding the large glass door closed. I remembered that I hadn’t even gotten to see her fully naked yesterday, and she hadn’t seen me either. I’d seen her before, but this was different now that I found her so irresistible. I ran my wet hands down her body, watching the goosebumps form on her skin as I touched her. She stepped toward me underneath the water, and I stood slightly frozen, not sure what to do. I felt overwhelmed, wanting to fuck her right there, but I was afraid of pushing it and too nervous to ask.





She leaned down beside me and grabbed a bottle of body wash, and poured a large amount into her hands. She put the bottle back down and rubbed the liquid soap from my collarbone, over my breasts and my stomach. She moved her hands up and down, rubbing all over my body and watching my face as I couldn’t control showing the pleasure she was causing me to feel. Her hands slipped so easily up and down my body, and I moaned as she passed over my nipples and down toward my lower stomach.





She grabbed onto my hips and pulled herself toward me. I thought she was going to kiss me but instead I felt her rub her wet body against mine as she pinned me against the wall. She was much taller than me so it was easy for her to slide her breasts against mine, and it felt even better than when she’d had her hands on me. I tried to touch her but she held my hands back.





“Not yet,” she said, and I realized how much quieter we had both been in comparison to last night.





“God you’re so hot,” I whispered back as I watched her face, her lips parting as she breathed heavily. Her long wet hair stuck to her shoulders and neck.





She laughed and pressed her thigh in between my legs as she had in the bed, and the soap that had dripped down made her slide easily between my legs. I could feel her thigh against my pussy and I rubbed myself back and forth, grinding against her leg. It felt so good but it wasn’t enough. I needed more.





“Please Kendra-” I started, but I wasn’t sure what I was asking for.





“Please what?” She asked, and brought her hands up to my breasts. I gasped as she pulled and pinched at my nipples roughly with her soapy hands. “Please you want me to fuck you again? Or please you want me to fuck myself with your tongue?”





“Both,” I whimpered as she played with my nipples. I didn’t care what she did or what I did to her. I just wanted her.





She laughed again and kissed me roughly, her hot tongue pushing between my lips as I moaned around her. She pulled my tongue into her mouth, sucking on it, and the feeling drove me crazy. She broke the kiss and moved her lips down my neck, nibbling at my skin as she moved lower. I arched my back, eager to feel her mouth around my nipples. She realized my desperation and made sure to take her time, licking my breasts everywhere but where I wanted.





I looked down at her and as soon as I made eye contact she smiled and took one of my nipples into her mouth. She sucked so hard, her mouth popping off of the hard nub and then sucking it again, harder each time. I felt like if she continued that way I could cum just from the feeling of her wet mouth around me, each movement sending sparks down to my pussy. She moved to the other nipple, and at this point, I figured the neighbours would be able to hear my loud cries.





“Fuck, Kendra. That feels so good.” She moaned in response and tugged gently at my sore nipple with her teeth, the pain and pleasure almost putting me in a trance.





She let go and moved quickly down to her knees. She spread my legs a bit and grabbed onto my ass steadying me as she ran her tongue over my hard clit. I reached my hands out to grab onto something, anything, to hold myself up as my legs tensed from the feeling. She moved her hands down and held onto my thigh, forcing my legs apart. The other hand rubbed against my pussy, and her fingers pressed at my opening.





She pushed her fingers into me and I whimpered loudly. She pulled her mouth away and looked up at me. “You like your tight little cunt being fucked and licked by a woman?”





“Yes, yes, yes…” I responded desperately as she curled her fingers inside of me. “I- oh my god, I love being fucked by you Kendra.” I bounced lightly on her fingers, feeling blissful from the feeling of her fingers inside of me while the hot water streamed onto us.





She moved her mouth back on my clit and sucked it as hard as she had done to my nipples. I could feel her take it in between her lips as she worked her mouth around me, her moans feeling like vibrations. She fucked me hard with her fingers, inserting another and stretching me open, making me feel so full.





I felt myself about to cum, and I thought about asking for permission as I had the night before but I didn’t want her to take her lips off of me to respond. I felt my legs shaking, and prayed that she wouldn’t stop. I came hard, my pussy tightening over and over around her fingers. She continued until I finished, twitching as my clit became so sensitive. She slowly removed her mouth and fingers from me.





Kendra looked up at me, and I watched as she stuck the fingers that had been in my pussy into her mouth, and sucked them slowly, fucking her own mouth with them and tasting me as she looked up at me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life and I was ready to do anything so that I could taste her again and make her cum as hard as I had.





She popped her fingers out of her mouth. “My turn,” she said as she smiled. “Lay down.” I was happy to not have to stand anymore, afraid my shaking legs would give out. She helped pull me down to the shower floor and I laid on my back. She stood up for a moment to grab the showerhead down from the wall and let it hang near my feet. She pulled me toward the wall under the showerhead and bent my knees, pushing them outward and exposing my pussy.





“I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to cum until you make me cum too,” she said matter of factly. I was so eager to eat her pussy and I wanted to suck on her clit just like she had done to mine, that I agreed impatiently. She straddled my face, facing my feet and I grabbed onto her thighs and raised myself to lick her pussy before she could lower herself. She spread her legs more, giving me easy access and I licked at her eagerly as she was spread over me. Her pussy was so wet, not just from the shower, and I fucked her soft hole with my tongue.





Kendra reached up and I heard the shower head pressure turn up, but I couldn’t see what she was doing. Then suddenly I felt her spraying the water, full pressure, onto my nipples. I stopped licking her for a moment, surprised by the sudden pleasure, the water stream feeling like a mouth.





“Something wrong, slut?” She asked, and lowered herself more on my face. I buried myself into her, licking and sucking at her pussylips as she sprayed my nipples with the water. I held her thighs hard as I dragged my tongue across her and inside of her, feeling like I was in a fantasy I never knew that I had.





I felt her hand on one of my nipples now, playing with the sore flesh. As soon as I licked her clit, she sprayed mine with the high-pressure water. I moaned and writhed as she moved the water quickly over my clit, and I felt her hand move down to make sure my legs stayed open. She ground against my mouth as I took her hard nub into my mouth. I did what she had done to me, sucking hard. I felt myself cumming, but I didn’t dare move my lips off of her. I came hard and felt my hips twitching and squirming as she continued playing with my clit.





“Mmm, Erica. I said you were going to cum until I did, which from how good your mouth feels that might not take long,” she said gasping and softly moaning while I continued. I felt her legs tensing around me as she grew closer to orgasm, her hips moving wildly over my face. She pushed the stream of water even closer to my clit, and I felt myself almost screaming against her as I came again, each orgasm coming easier than the last.





“Oh yes, Erica,” she moaned loudly. She dropped the showerhead and gripped onto my hips with both hands as she came hard. I felt her shaking over my face, her clit twitching now every time I sucked, and I moved my mouth off of her. I held onto her hips still and moved my head back to lick inside of her pussy again, tasting her juices on my tongue. I swirled around savouring her, feeling so satisfied by the taste of my best friend’s cum on my lips. I made sure she knew how much I liked it too, lapping up her pussy loudly.





She got off of my face and laid beside me, wrapping one of her legs around mine and pulled herself close to me, her naked, wet body pressed against mine. I turned to face her and she kissed me slowly, tasting herself on my lips. I kissed her back, still trying to catch my breath.





“You make me feel so good,” Kendra said, and I laughed.





“I think you have that the wrong way around, you make me
 feel so good.”





“You just turn me on so much. Every time I look at you I want to touch you,” she said as she rubbed her hand on my stomach.





“Me too,” I replied, and kissed her again. I already loved Kendra, as my friend, and I felt so lucky that I was getting to know her in another way too even though it was so unexpected. I realized I wanted her all for myself, except for maybe at the club if we ever decided to go back.





“I think I’m starting to have feelings for you.”





“Just now?” I asked, and she laughed.





“Well okay. Maybe they’ve been developing for a little while now. But I get it if you would rather just pretend all of this didn’t happen.”





I pulled myself in closer toward Kendra, burying my face into her neck, and she held me tighter. “The last thing I want to do is pretend this didn’t happen. I want it to keep happening, over and over,” I laughed.





“I mean, I’ve got all day,” Kendra said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.





“I’ve got all week.”





Kendra laughed and rolled over on top of me, straddling my hips. She pressed herself against me and held my wrists lightly against the shower floor.





“My lease is up next month,” she said and kissed down my neck. “I mean if you really want to play that game.”





“I do want to,” I replied, and Kendra looked up at me with a surprised, excited look on her face.





“Really?” She asked, and I nodded.





Even apart from whatever was starting between us, I’d always thought we would make great roommates. But now I didn’t want a roommate, I wanted a partner. I wanted someone I’d be excited to wake up beside, someone to cook breakfast for, and someone to fuck me so good I couldn’t think straight. I wanted Kendra more than anything, and if I could have her all of the time, there wasn’t anything better I could think of.





“Should we still go to the club, do you think?” Kendra asked.





“I think we should. I want everyone to watch you boss me around and fuck me. We can show them how it’s really done.”





Kendra laughed. “There’s still so much I want to do to you,” she replied.





I knew there was a lot I had to learn from Kendra, and I couldn’t wait. I realized that after months of Jack haunting my thoughts, I suddenly had no trouble pushing him out of my head. I wanted to fill my head only with thoughts of Kendra. I didn’t need a rebound, I just needed her. I laid back on the shower floor, my wrists pinned, wanting to feel like this forever.
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“So what is it that you want?” I asked, returning her steady stare. I wasn’t sure what I was doing, or what I even wanted. I just needed to hear more.









“What is it that I want?” She repeated, and I nodded slowly. “Not to be too forward, but I wouldn’t mind seeing you in that lingerie again.”







Twenty-five-year-old Lauren is driving through a blizzard to meet up with her fiance, Tyler, hoping that a weekend away can fix their crumbling relationship. But when Lauren’s car gets stuck in the snow, a gorgeous older woman named Samantha stops to offer her a place to stay for the night. When Lauren starts to realize that the dominant and married woman that rescued her may also be flirting with her, will she be able to find a way to thank Samantha for rescuing her? Will Lauren also be able to satisfy her own naughty desires?







Rescued and Used by Lesbian Housewife: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme Age Gap First Time

 is a rough and steamy 14,000-word story about an engaged younger woman Lauren, being opened up to a new world of pleasure by the commanding, older, and married Samantha.
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“So you’re not into women? What a shame. Well, the offer is still on the table, but no pressure.” She leaned forward a bit, looking me in the eyes with her intense stare. “Just know that I could make you feel incredible.”







Straight girl Candace loves meeting up with men online for kinky hookups. But what happens when she misreads a profile and ends up at the house of a beautiful, dominant 
woman

 named Riley
,

 who promises to fulfill all of her fantasies? Will Candace decide to stay and experience pleasure beyond her wildest dreams?






Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time
 is a very steamy, rough, and kinky 18,000 word romantic erotica short about a woman’s first time being dominated by another woman.
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