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Chapter 1





I
 couldn’t believe that I was going costume shopping during the first sweltering week of July. I’d received an invitation from my college friend, Mackenzie, to attend her big masquerade-themed party with very specific instructions to be in full costume. I’d never been the type of person who usually liked parties or dressing up, but my best friend Kaylee had been invited too, and she convinced me it would be fun.





Kaylee asked me to meet her at a costume store downtown that was open year round. I had browsed their website and I couldn’t believe how much variety they had. Not only did they have Halloween-type costumes, but they also had some outfits that were vintage and thrifted. I wasn’t looking forward to dressing up, but I was excited to look at all the costumes.





I pulled up to the storefront and before I even opened my car door, Kaylee had run over to greet me. She was wearing a beautiful sun dress that cut above her knees, big chunky sunglasses, and a huge wide-brimmed hat, her long, brown, wavy hair flowing down over her shoulders. She pulled me in for a hug as soon as I stood up, as she usually did. I always looked forward to her hugs.





She held me tight for a moment, my face buried in her shampoo-scented hair.





“Danielle!” She exclaimed, pulling back and looking at me. “I’m so excited for today. We’re gonna have so much fun.”





“Me too,” I said, locking my car. “This place is huge,” I said, looking at the building in front of us. It stood crammed into the row of shops downtown, but the dark building towered over the others with its four-story height.





We walked into the store and I was blown away by how huge it was inside. The ceiling was quite high, and it seemed as if the items had completely covered the walls. I saw a sign for costumes continuing downstairs, upstairs, and dressing rooms at the very top level.





“Hi, ladies,” a woman sitting at the front desk greeted us. She had enormous, teased black hair and wore a lot of jewelry and a pinup style dress. “Feel free to look around and ask me if you have questions. Take your time! You can try anything on upstairs. Just let me know if you need any help to carry the items up there.”





We thanked her and went on our journey, searching through the store for hidden treasures. It felt like we could have been there all day and we wouldn’t have seen everything there was to see. It was becoming more fun than I had originally thought.





Kaylee and I walked downstairs until we found some outfits that gave off a more formal feeling. There was an entire section lined with sequins and lace, from big puffy dresses to flapper outfits, prom dresses, and even fancy-looking lingerie. I couldn’t stop looking through everything, wondering what they would look like on me.





“Danielle, there’s a legit corset here. This would look so good on you,” Kaylee said, laughing.





“Yeah, no thanks, sounds painful,” I replied, laughing. I couldn’t imagine myself in a corset. Not that I wouldn’t wear dresses or formal wear, but I would always wear the most loose-fitting comfortable clothes I could find.





“Nothing wrong with a bit of pain,” she said, laughing. “I’m putting it in the basket.”





“Okay, fine, but you’re helping me,” I replied, and I watched as she smiled.





We kept shopping for a while, finding more and more ridiculous costumes. Finally, we had looked through enough of our section to try on some clothes. We had a huge basket full of boas, masks, jewelry, and outfits from tons of different eras. We walked up the three flights of stairs to the upstairs of the shop, not seeing another person on the way. By the time we got to the top, we were both panting. It was so hot in the shop and walking up the stairs didn’t help. Each floor was warmer than the last.





“I bet if we came here in October, we’d be waiting in a line outside,” Kaylee remarked as we arrived at the dressing rooms, laughing.





I’d expected dressing rooms like the tiny, cramped spaces at the mall stores, but instead, there were separate rooms. We entered one room, and a gigantic window on the opposite wall was pouring with sunlight. A big oval mirror sat on a stand in front of the window. There were hooks all along the walls, a large table, and a few chairs. There was also a button to ring the front desk for service.





“Wow,” Kaylee said, setting her basket down on the table. “This place is amazing. I guess we can share this dressing room.” We’d changed in the same room tons of times before, at the gym, sleeping at each other’s houses, and the times we’d gone swimming together. We’d seen each other naked more times than I could count. It only made sense to share the room.





“Sounds good to me,” I said, taking off my t-shirt, and leaving just my bra. “I’m dying from this heat.”





“Me too.”





Kaylee was quick to get undressed as well. I watched as she pulled her sundress up over her head and I found it hard to look away. Her body was so perfect. I watched as she put on a flapper dress she had found in the long rack of clothes. It was black, with long tassels at the bottom and top and shiny sequins all over. It hugged her body perfectly, like it was made for her. She put on a small black hat and long gloves.





“Danielle, dear, could you fetch me a cigarette? I’m awfully
 stressed,” she said dramatically, with the back of her hand to her forehead. We both laughed as she broke character.





“That outfit looks so good on you. It suits you so well,” I said. I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her as she spun around in the mirror.





“Thanks, it’s a good fit, but I don’t know if it’s like, mysterious enough, y’know?” She sighed, taking off her long black gloves. “Your turn.”





I looked at the outfits on the table. I’d picked a few distinct looks. One was a loose and flowy white dress that reminded me of black and white movies. Another was a big puffy, red and black sleeveless dress with lace detailing to go with the corset. The last was a flapper-type dress, similar to Kaylee’s, but without the tassels and gloves.





“Maybe we should just get the corset over with,” I said, laughing nervously. Kaylee nodded and grabbed it off of the table.





I took off my shorts, leaving just my black bra and lacy panties. I walked toward the mirror so that I could see myself. Kaylee brought the lacy corset over to me and wrapped it around my body. It was a real corset, and I could feel the boning pressing against my skin slightly as she held it around me lightly, gripping the ribbons at the bottom. It came up high enough to hold my breasts, and I realized that I probably should have taken my bra off. I watched as she paused behind me, looking at me in the mirror.





“You ready?” She asked, and I nodded.





I didn’t know if it was the heat or the fact I wasn’t wearing any clothes, but I felt nervous and excited about the corset. I felt myself flinch, trying not to show my restlessness as Kaylee stood so close behind me. I hoped she couldn’t see the goosebumps on my skin. Why was I reacting this way?





She pulled the ribbon tighter, and I watched as it conformed to my body, hugging me tightly. I could feel every section as she pulled, tightening the corset around me. It surprised me how good it felt to be constricted.





“Okay, I’ll start now,” she said, watching me through the mirror.





“Umm, what do you mean, start
 ? Didn’t you already?”





She laughed, “Kind of, I just got the ribbon ready.”





“Okay, I’m ready,” I said, surprised at how snug it already felt. I knew I liked the constriction so far. Maybe I was the perfect candidate for a corset.





This time she pulled the ribbons tightly, and I felt the corset tightening across my back. I felt each loop as she closed the gap tighter between them, waiting in anticipation for the next. I felt my stomach being sucked in and felt restrained as she pulled me tighter and tighter. Without even thinking, focused entirely on the feeling of the ribbons tightening, I heard myself moan loudly.





I hoped Kaylee didn’t notice, and I immediately felt my face get hot. There was no way she wouldn’t have heard me. She was so close. If she had done that, I would have played it off, pretending I hadn’t heard anything. But Kaylee was different.





She paused, holding the ribbon taut and looking at me in the mirror.





“Does that feel good?” She asked, and I nodded slowly.





“Yes, I mean, I guess,” I replied, laughing. “I guess there’s just something about having someone else tightening it. I mean, I don’t know,” I fumbled, wanting to retract my statement. What was I even saying?





Kaylee continued silently, and I felt her pull the ribbons tight again. I gasped slightly, and I noticed my nipples were extremely hard. My whole body felt prickly, especially around the corset. I could feel her fingers pressing through the thick fabric into my back as she steadied herself and pulled even more. The tight corset pushed my breasts up a bit, making them look even bigger. She seemed to enjoy each pull of the ribbons.





“Still good?” She asked, and I felt embarrassed.





“Yes,” I replied, short and honestly. I couldn’t explain why, but feeling the snug corset around me made me feel vulnerable and stuck. It was like I was bound up, except I knew I could move.





“You want it tighter?” I heard her ask, almost in a whisper. I felt a shiver through my body, from my throbbing nipples to my pussy. She was serious. I watched the way she looked at me through the mirror, her intense stare burning through me. I looked at myself, my breasts being squeezed out of my bra slightly as the boning pushed it up. My mouth was open as if I was ready to moan. I hadn’t realized how intimate this could be, and neither had Kaylee.





“Yes, I think it would feel better… if it were tighter,” I managed. She watched me as I felt her hands move back down to the bottom of the back of the corset, holding the top taut and tugging the bottom even tighter. This time I couldn’t even stop myself if I tried moaning loudly as Kaylee secured it even more.





“Yesss, that’s… oh that is good,” I said, and then felt myself snap back to reality. “It’s uh, it’s a good fit. It feels perfect.” I said, trying to save myself.





“Oh good, I’m glad. I’m glad it’s tight enough for you,” she said, her voice almost raspy. Or maybe I was imagining it, feeling almost in a trance from the tight bondage. She tied it and rested her hands on my waist, turning me slightly and looking at my body in the mirror, her eyes burning into me. It felt like she was waiting for me to make the next move.





I still felt embarrassed, but I was so turned on that I started to not care. Kaylee and I had been close friends for so long, but I’d never felt like this. I knew it was probably just the situation, but I remembered how I looked at her as she undressed earlier. I had felt no certain way about her then, but I hadn’t been able to peel my eyes off of her.





I knew a lot about Kaylee, probably everything there was to know. I knew she’d been with men before, but since college, she usually slept with women, and I knew she was more adventurous and kinky than I was. She had told me lots of stories about the different things she’d done and I always lived vicariously through her, jealous that none of my boyfriends had been as adventurous as her partners. She knew I’d always wanted to try something out of my very vanilla comfort zone and I couldn’t help but think she was giving me a preview.





I felt like my pussy was taking over my brain, my whole body just focused on the throbbing between my legs. I felt so dirty, and nothing had even happened. My whole body was heightened, focusing only on her hands pressing firmly on my waist. I didn’t know what to say, so instead I just leaned back toward her until I felt her body pressed up against mine. She held my waist even tighter, pulling me toward her.





“Do you mind if I touch you?” She asked, and her directness surprised me.





“No, I don’t mind. I want you too,” I said, feeling another pang of embarrassment. What if in my horniness I was misinterpreting the situation somehow? What if she was just trying to help me get my costume on and I was too turned on to think straight?





But I realized she was asking what I had hoped. Her hands snaked their way up my stomach and chest. It felt like torture as I watched her in the mirror, but her hands touched me so lightly and through the thick fabric I couldn’t feel anything. I squirmed a bit, wishing that she could slide her fingers between the tight corset and my skin.





“How does it feel, Dani? Do you like being restrained like this?”





“Yes,” I replied, quickly. “I… I guess I do. It feels so good.”





“Mmm, does it?” She asked, her fingers ghosting over my pushed-up breasts. “There’s so much more that would feel so good, but I don’t want to make things weird, you know? I don’t want to do anything that we’d… regret.”





She was speaking so close to my neck that every word made me shiver. Her hands wrapped around me even more as I leaned into her, tilting my head to make room for hers. It was so embarrassing to see us in the mirror, but it felt so intimate and sexy. I felt like my mind was scrambled. When had I ever had feelings for Kaylee? When had I ever had spontaneous physical contact like this?





“I don’t care, I want it, do whatever you want-,” I said, looking her in the eyes. She smiled, and before I could finish, I felt her lips on my neck, and her hands grip me even harder. Now I could feel her through the thick fabric. She kissed and sucked down my neck while her fingers found my nipples, and she pressed and rubbed them through the fabric. I let out a loud moan, feeling just as turned on by her touch as I was by watching it happen in the mirror.





“You’re sure you won’t change your mind?” She asked, one of her hands making its way down to my hip. It felt so good to have her warm hand on my skin. Her fingers played with the waistband of my panties, her fingers sliding underneath the fabric, teasing my skin.





“No, no, I won’t. I promise. Please.”





I focused every bit of my brain on her fingers. I wanted so badly to move her hand against me, but it felt so good to be under her control.





“I think we should wait until another time,” she said, while she continued moving her fingers under my panties. “I want to make sure I can really make you scream, and we can’t do that here. As much as I want to watch you cum in this mirror,” she said with a smile that felt more like an evil grin. I’d never been so turned on before. I didn’t know if I could wait.





I opened my mouth to rebuttal, my eyes half-lidded as her fingers finally rubbed over my pussy, her actions conflicting with her words. I knew how badly she wanted this, too. But before I could beg for her to continue, a loud knock on the door made us both jump and pull apart like we’d been caught.





“Hi ladies, it’s been a while. I just want to make sure everything is okay?” The woman from the front desk shouted through the locked door, her cheery voice cutting through the tension in the room.





“Yes, thank you! We’re almost done,” Kaylee said, her voice equally sweet, as if she didn’t just have her hand down my panties.





“Okay, just ring the bell if you need anything!” Said the woman, and we waited a moment until we heard her walk away from the door.





“Let’s wait,” Kaylee said, turning toward me. “I just want you to be sure.”





I knew she was right. This was so sudden. I didn’t know how I felt yet about all of this, and the knock on the door had scared me back to reality. My mind was going a mile a minute, my horny brain fighting with my reasonable and reserved brain. We were in public, and she was my best friend. Was this really what I wanted?





“You’re right. Can you help me out of this?” I asked, laughing.





“Yes,” she replied, smiling. “But you’re definitely buying it.”





Kaylee was so good at breaking the tension between us, and pretending nothing had happened, that I almost believed it. It was only when I would occasionally feel the wetness between my legs, or the way her eyes lingered on me a little longer, that I would think much about what had happened. I decided on the corset and red and black dress, which thankfully also ended up being the outfit that looked best on me, and Kaylee went with the flapper dress. We each picked out a mask, both black and lacy, and suddenly I couldn’t wait for the party.





As we purchased our costumes, I found it hard to look the shopkeeper in the eyes, feeling guilty, but she didn’t let on that she knew anything had happened. However, the rush of guilt and excitement kept my mind buzzing throughout my entire drive home. Kaylee had to get ready for her once-a-week bartending job she did on the side, and I needed to get home as soon as possible to process everything.





Chapter 2





I
 ’d intended to arrive at my apartment and make a list of pros and cons and think through my friendship with Kaylee and my feelings seriously. However, instead, as soon as I walked through the door, I was overcome with the same urgent horniness that I’d felt earlier. I was finally alone, and I’d been teased so much earlier. Quickly, I locked my door and threw my bags down on the floor. I thought about putting the corset on to masturbate, to feel just like I had in that room, but I was so desperate that I couldn’t bother. I threw my clothes off quickly and walked toward my couch in the living room, thankful that I lived alone.





I grabbed a throw pillow and knelt on the couch, straddling the cushion. There were sex toys in the other room, but I couldn’t be bothered. I wanted to just rub myself, pretending it was Kaylee’s hand. I pressed my pussy and clit against the pillow and rubbed back and forth, moaning as I imagined a hand between my legs, still feeling wet from earlier. I sunk my face into the back of the couch, muffling my moans as I thrust hard against the pillow. I grabbed at my nipples roughly, my fingers wet with spit, pulling and squeezing them, wishing that someone’s mouth was around them.





I felt my orgasm building, and I kept going even harder and faster. My legs shook and my pussy clenched as I came faster than I ever had before, crying out into the couch. It wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I wanted someone’s hands on me. I thought for a moment of texting my ex-boyfriend that had sent me “I miss you,” texts for the last two months, and I thought of my old fuck buddy before him, that used to know exactly what I liked. But I knew I didn’t actually want either of them. I wanted Kaylee, and I couldn’t have her. Yet.





I thought about messaging her, asking to meet up tomorrow, but I didn’t want to rush things in case she said no. I also knew that most likely, in a few hours, I would come to my senses and be horrified about what we had done. But for now, I laid back, rubbing my clit over and over and begging silently for her to fuck me.





Chapter 3





I
 t was the day of the party, and I hadn’t seen Kaylee yet. We had messaged a few times. She’d checked in with me through a text message after what had happened in the dressing room, but we hadn’t talked. To be fair, we were both extremely busy. I was a teacher, and it was exam season, and she was working on an extensive project for work. I still felt like maybe I was being cold by not reaching out to her more through the week, but she had been the same way, so I didn’t feel too bad.





I was excited about the party. Part of the reason was that I needed to let out some steam and relax and do something fun, and the other part of me was excited to put my sexy outfit on and see Kaylee. Even if we didn’t continue what had happened before, I just wanted to spend time with her. She was my best friend, and she was great at making uncomfortable situations exciting and fun, so even if things were awkward, I knew I didn’t need to worry. I just knew I needed to see her to clear my head and figure out what was going on between us.





I hadn’t stopped thinking about her all week. The feelings of regret and guilt never came, even though I expected them. I knew that I probably should feel weird about what had happened, but I didn’t. I thought about how my friendship could be ruined by this, and how I didn’t even like women to begin with, but in the end, it didn’t matter. I made my mind up. I wanted Kaylee in any capacity, and if it wasn’t sexual, then I just wanted to be her friend still, and I knew we’d do anything we could to make it work.





After too long of contorting myself in front of the mirror, I did up my corset the best I could. It was tight, though not as much as when Kaylee did it. This time I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my cleavage spilled out of the top of the corset even more. The sleeveless dress was low and tight. The red, shiny fabric cut above my knee, and I wore high heels and stockings. I couldn’t remember the last time I had looked so formal, but I couldn’t stop checking myself out in the mirror.





I left my hair down, curling it only softly and letting it fall over my shoulders. I did my makeup the most extravagant way I could, with big false lashes and dark red lipstick to finish the look. Finally, I grabbed the black masquerade mask and put it over my face, tying it behind the back of my head.





I could barely recognize myself. I looked hot, and I felt so confident that I wasn’t sure I was
 myself. Kaylee had messaged me earlier, saying she would meet me at the party and I had been nervous to arrive alone, but now I was excited. I couldn’t wait to be seen like this, wearing something so revealing and sexy.





Sitting in the car was quite a struggle in the corset, but the drive was short. Mackenzie lived only a ten-minute drive away, and when I pulled up to her house, I was happy that there were plenty of cars already parked outside. I looked for Kaylee’s, but it was too dark to tell if she was there.





I checked my makeup once more in the rearview mirror of my car, and I made sure I had my small purse and everything I needed. I took a deep breath, locked my car, and headed toward the house, my mind reeling with the possibilities of the night.





Chapter 4





I
 entered the front door and already I could tell quite a few people had been at the party for a while. The place was dark, with shoes scattered all over the front entrance. There were stairs facing the entrance and I could see couples sitting on different steps, speaking closely. There was loud music blaring, and the house was dimly lit. I looked around and was happy to know that I wasn’t overdressed. Everyone else was masked and wearing different costumes, mostly formal or revealing.





I looked around for a familiar face. I saw Mackenzie and a few of the people that had been at classes I’d shared with her. She was speaking to a group of people I recognized from school, so I joined the group.





“Yeah, so like, I literally can’t believe he thought he was going to come to my party. Like I didn’t even invite- OH MY GOD! Dani, is that you?” She yelled, grabbing me by the shoulders. “I’m so happy you came. I wasn’t sure if you would. We have so much to catch up on!”





Mackenzie was always such a high energy bubbly person, and she had an amazing talent for making you feel you were the most important person in the room. Her personality was much bigger than mine, and I often wished I could share some of the positive energy she seemed to have so naturally. I hugged her and thanked her for the invitation.





“No worries babe, I’m so happy you came. And look at your costume! You look so good.” I opened my mouth to reply, but she continued. “There are drinks in the kitchen unless that’s not your vibe, and the house is pretty big, so roam wherever you like. Also, there’s a ton of food in the back room. But let me know if you have questions! And later, I promise we will totally catch up.”





“Thank you, Kenzie,” I replied. “I have one question, though. Have you seen Kaylee anywhere?”





Mackenzie thought for a moment. “No, actually. She’s definitely coming, but I haven’t seen her yet. I’ll let you know if I see her, though!”





I thanked her and headed to the kitchen, grabbing a soda and looking around the house. I was surprised by how many people there were, and how many dressed up. I figured there probably were people I knew but just didn’t recognize. I made my way to the back of the house, passing groups of people and searching their faces for Kaylee, but I still didn’t see anyone. A person I knew from college pulled me and said I needed to dance. The music was good, and I lost myself in the sea of people and loud, pulsing beats of music.





Suddenly I felt someone’s hands on my hips, and I turned around to see Kaylee standing close to me. She was wearing a black, lacy mask over her eyes, just like mine, and her hair was big and curled, looking so different from how she normally wore it. But I was sure it was her, the second I laid eyes on her. I recognized her lips, her dress, and the hungry stare I’d memorized from the mirror.





“Hi babe,” she said, her hands still on my waist and her fingers positioned roughly against my skin. “I think we need to talk.”





As soon as I saw her, I instantly felt so turned on. I grabbed onto her waist as well, and pressed myself up against her, unable to help myself. I just wanted to be close to her. All the doubts I had about how she felt were gone. Her touch was clear to me. She wanted me as much as I wanted her.





“I think you’re right,” I whispered as I leaned into her ear, feeling like a completely different person, overwhelmed with desire. “I think we have a lot to discuss. Privately.”





I felt her hands snake down from my waist to my ass, and she grabbed me roughly, pulling me even closer to her. We were in a crowd of people, and normally I would feel embarrassed by the public display of affection, but I was so turned on that I would have let her fuck me right there, in front of everyone. Besides, I was wearing a mask anyway.





“Yes, private,” she said, pulling at my skirt. “But I bet you’re so fucking horny you’d let me fuck you right here, wouldn’t you?” She asked, and I felt her hands move closer to my pussy.





“Yes…,” I moaned, grateful for the loud music. I couldn’t believe how forward she was being, but I was grateful for it. As much as I had powerful feelings for her, I was way too shy to sit down and talk to her about them. I appreciated her direct approach, and I wondered how she knew for sure that I wanted her as badly as I did.





Chapter 5





K
 aylee let go of me and grabbed my hand, leading me out of the crowd. She must have been familiar with the house, dragging me behind her like she had navigated the place hundreds of times. She took me up the stairs, weaving through the groups of couples on the stairs, and up to one of the secluded bedrooms. The first one we entered had a group of people and Kaylee slammed the door quickly. The second room was dark and empty. She locked the door behind us, and before I even heard the click of the lock, I felt her lean into me, pressing my back against the door. I wrapped my hands around her waist, but she grabbed my arms and pinned them against the door on either side of me.





I felt her mouth against mine immediately and I kissed back desperately, feeling her tongue licking against my lips. I opened my mouth and let her roam, moaning as she flicked her tongue against mine. I wished I could touch her, wanting to feel her skin under my fingertips, but I was grateful that she was pressing my wrists so hard against the door. The feeling of being pinned made me feel wetter than I ever had before.





I felt so dirty already, doing this in a stranger’s bedroom. I even thought maybe someone could be in here with us, in the dark, even though when we’d entered the room had looked empty. But the feeling of intruding, the thrill, made me even more turned on. I moaned against Kaylee’s mouth, savoring the taste of her tongue on mine.





She broke the kiss and pulled away from me slightly, and in the dark, my eyes had adjusted enough to see her face. She smiled, looking almost unrecognizable. Not only because of her mask, but seeing her in this new sexual light almost made her seem like a different person.





“God, you look so fucking hot, you know that?” She asked and lifted my wrists high above me. She pinned them against the door with only one hand, freeing her other hand to roam over my body. As my arms rose over me, I felt my breasts spill out of the top of the corset, covered only slightly by the dress’s fabric.





“C’mon, Dani. Tell me what I can do to you. I’ve waited so long. Tell me anything you fucking want and I’ll do it to you.”





I was completely stunned. I had an entire week’s worth of fantasies and desires I’d played out in my head with Kaylee. There was so much I wanted her to do. But I froze, unsure of what to say.





“Do you want me to take over? I can pin you down like this, and…” she stopped speaking as she let her free hand trail down over my chest. She found my exposed breasts quickly, rubbing quickly over my nipples, and then down my stomach, pausing at my hip. I wished I wasn’t wearing the corset and dress because I wanted to feel her.





“I can tease you all night like this. I can make you beg for me to touch you. Or if you want, I can tie you up and fuck you like you told me that one time you always wanted to be fucked. Remember when you told me how badly you wanted to be used and bossed around by someone? I remember everything that you said. I could fuck you like you’re my little toy for the night and use your pretty face to get off.” She moved her hands off of me and stepped back, and I dropped my arms back down to my sides. “Or we could just stop and forget this ever happened…”





My head was spinning. No one had ever spoken to me that way before. I was more aroused than I ever had been before, shocked by how dirty my best friend could be.





“No, no, don’t stop, please,” I blurted. “Oh my god Kaylee, I want you so bad. You can do whatever the fuck you want to me. Anything. Surprise me. I want you to treat me like the fucktoy I am.” I shocked myself by the way I spoke, but I couldn’t help it. I needed her, and no one had ever asked me what I wanted.





I watched as a smile crept across her face in the dim room. “Danielle,” she started, her fingers ghosting along my leg. It was rare to hear her use my full name. She’d always called me Dani, but something had changed. The way she let my name roll slowly off of her tongue made me feel like she was a stranger. The mask covered still her eyes, but her perfect lips were unmistakably hers.





“Don’t worry, if you want to be used, I will fucking make sure I use you. I’ll fulfill all of those fantasies you told me about. I remember every little detail. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t wanted to do this for a long time.”





It surprised me that she had wanted this before the dressing room incident. She never seemed to drop any hints, but, it kind of made sense by how confident and commanding she was like she’d planned this out.





“Tell me if it’s too much, or if you don’t like what I’m doing, okay? Even if you’re not sure, we can always start again. I’ll stop right away as soon as you tell me to. I don’t mind, I just want to make sure you’re comfortable. Do you have a safe word, babe?”





I thought for a moment, always waiting for an opportunity to use a safe word, but never thinking of what it would be. The only thing I could ever think of was the word red.





“Yes,” I said, squirming under her. I couldn’t wait to get started. “Red. Red is my safe word. I’ll tell you if I want to stop, I promise.” I felt her hand move again lightly up and down my thigh right after I replied.





“Red… good,” she said, her voice changing back to the sultry, demanding tone she had before. “I can’t wait to see you out of this fucking costume.”





Chapter 6





S
 he put her lips on my neck and kissed, sucked and licked, all the way from my collarbone, up to my earlobe and back again. She moved her hand in between my legs, pushing the hem of my dress up over my hips. Her hand ran heavily over my panties, and my hips instantly ground back in response.





“Oh my god, Kaylee,” I moaned.





“God, I can already feel how wet you are through your panties. You’re soaked. I bet you thought about this all week, huh?” She asked and I nodded. “I bet you rubbed your pussy all week at the thought of me tying you up and fucking you senseless, didn’t you?”





I moaned in response, and I felt her grip on my wrists tighten.





“I asked you a question.”





“Yes,” I replied quickly. “I did. I couldn’t stop thinking about you fucking me.”





Her nails dug into my wrists slightly and I realized how strong she was. If I wanted to move, I probably wouldn’t have been able to. But I didn’t want to.





“What makes you think I’m going to fuck you?” She asked, smiling.





Her fingers slipped underneath my panties, and I opened my legs even wider. She rubbed her fingers over my opening, making her fingers wet with my pussy juices, and then dragged her fingers up to my hard clit. I was throbbing, and at first, she just pressed against it, teasing me, but finally, she rubbed back and forth. Right when I was about to let out a loud moan of pleasure, she kissed me.





She kissed me so hard that I almost found it hard to make any noise against her mouth. Her tongue found its way between my lips, and she explored my mouth as I moaned.





“God, you’re such a dirty fucking little slut,” she said, gasping as she broke the kiss, still playing with my clit. Her words had made me shiver with excitement. Suddenly she stopped, and I whined as she pulled her hand away from me. She let go of my wrists and I let my hands drop to my sides. “I need to see all of you.”





She grabbed my dress and pulled it over my head, and then she reached behind me and untied my corset. I hadn’t realized how much it had molded into my body until I felt her drop it on the ground beside us. My skin felt so alive, prickling and begging to be touched. She slowly peeled my panties off me, leaving me completely naked while she stood in her sexy black dress.





“Get on the bed, on your stomach,” she demanded, and I did as she said. I felt so dirty laying on someone else’s bed. The room was spotless, and the bed was made, but I felt like such an intruder laying on top of the sheets. I thought of the owner of the room coming in and seeing me completely naked, writhing on the bed, while Kaylee was fully dressed. But I was too horny to care. The cool sheets pressing against my body only intensified how I felt.





Kaylee grabbed both of my wrists again and held them behind me. She tied what felt like a ribbon around them, securing my arms behind my back. I felt so turned on knowing that she could explore every inch of me and I couldn’t do anything.





I could feel the weight of her on the bed behind me. She opened my legs and knelt in between them. I’d never felt so exposed. Normally I would be shy, but I enjoyed the way her eyes burned into my skin. She dragged her fingers up and down the back of my thighs, sending shivers through my body.





“Dani, remember when you told me you wished Jarod was a bit more adventurous? Remember when you told me you wished he’d just lay you down and spank you until you couldn’t walk?”





She grabbed my ass roughly, her fingers digging into my skin. I couldn’t believe how much she’d remembered. Jarod was my ex from a few years ago, and she was right. I used to fantasize all the time about the things I wanted him to do to me, but he wasn’t into anything other than fucking me in the missionary position. I wanted so much more, and I’d complained to Kaylee all the time.





“I remember,” I said, moaning softly as she squeezed harder.





“And did he ever give you that? Did he ever fuck you the way you deserved to be fucked?”





“No,” I replied. “Please, Kaylee,” I moaned. I wasn’t even sure what I was asking for, but my naked body pressed against the sheets, the restraints on my wrists, and the way she grabbed me so roughly made my pussy feel like it was dripping. My legs were almost shaking as I tried to stop myself from grinding against the sheets.





“Don’t worry,” she said and loosened her grip on me for a moment. “I’ll make sure you won’t forget how good I can make you feel.”





Before I could say anything, she removed one of her hands and brought it down quickly, spanking my ass hard. A sharp burning sensation crawled across my sore skin, and I felt myself going wild with pleasure.





“Oh my god, Kaylee, more please,” I said, but before I could finish I felt her smack me again on the other cheek. I couldn’t help but yell as she’d spanked me even harder, but it turned into another moan as my throbbing pussy ached to be touched.





“Danielle,” she paused, rubbing my burning skin. “I wish you could see this view. Your ass is already so red for me. You’re going to be sore every time you sit this week.”





She hit me again and the only reason I knew it was harder was from how loud the smack was. My skin was almost buzzing with delicious, numb pain as she continued, spanking me again and again, driving me crazy.





“I bet this is making you so wet, isn’t it, slut? You’re not as delicate as you fucking look.”





“Oh my god, Kaylee,” I cried out as I felt her grab my sore skin, the feeling of pain turning into a current of pleasure. “I need to cum, please. I need you to use me-”





Kaylee cut me off by pushing her hand in between my legs and giving me what I asked for. She pressed her fingers inside my wet pussy, laughing as I lifted my hips off of the bed quickly to accommodate her. She guided me up slightly onto my knees, my head and shoulders pressed firmly into the bed as my arms remained behind my back.





Her fingers fucked my pussy quickly, and after waiting for so long, the sensation was overwhelming. I realized she was just using me to get her fingers wet. She took her soaked fingers out of my pussy and rubbed them against my swollen clit. I screamed into the bed, my mind going blank with pleasure. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could last and she’d only just started touching me.





It was like she knew exactly what I wanted and how I wanted it. I felt my legs shaking beneath me as I felt myself getting close, her quick fingers sending me so close to the edge.





“You think you’re going to cum, slut? Just from me rubbing your fucking clit like this?” I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke to me teasingly.





“Yes, please don’t stop Kaylee that feels so fucking good! I’m going to cum-”





“No, you’re not,” she said and took her hand away from me. I squirmed helplessly, my body so confused after being so close.





“No, please Kaylee, please, I need to cum.”





She laughed, and I felt her weight shift off of the bed. She walked to the side of me.





“No, you don’t need to cum. You’re my fucktoy, remember? I get to decide what you need and what you don’t need.”





Kaylee undid my wrists and pulled me onto my back. She helped me sit up a bit, propping me up against the pillows on the bed. Seeing her made me feel different. When I was on my back, she was like a stranger, but now seeing her made me even more turned on. It felt forbidden to be so intimate with my best friend, and it made me want her so much more.





She stood at the side of the bed and slowly untied her long hair, letting it fall around her shoulders. I sat there mesmerized, watching her. She ran her hands slowly down her stomach, watching as I stared hungrily at her. I wanted her so badly to touch her and undress her, but I knew she wouldn’t let me.





She reached back to her zipper and undid her black dress, and it fell to the floor, leaving her in only a black pair of panties. She looked at me the entire time, but there was no way I could hold eye contact. My eyes were scanning all over her, from her dark, wavy hair trailing down to her perfect breasts and hard nipples, her stomach, and her fingers that were pushing her panties down slowly. She let them fall into the pile with her dress, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips. I was so hungry for her.





“My turn,” she said with a smile, and leaned over me.





Chapter 7





K
 aylee sunk back onto the bed in between my legs. I tried to sit up so I could see her, but she pressed me back down against the soft pillows. She grabbed my shins and guided my legs up so that they were bent slightly, and to my surprise, she lifted my hips slightly and put another pillow under my sore ass. She put one leg over the top of mine, almost straddling my thigh, but then she moved herself over my pussy.





“If you’re lucky, I might let you cum this time,” she said before lowering herself and grinding her wet pussy against mine.





I couldn’t believe the feeling. Her slow, torturous grinding hips moving her warm slit against mine made me throw my head back. She thrust herself against my clit, grabbing onto my leg for leverage. Not only did she feel incredible against me, but hearing her soft, sultry moans as she picked up speed against me made me lose control. I did my best to move back against her pussy, but I couldn’t move much.





I was getting close again, and this time it felt different. My orgasm built slowly, my legs shaking, and I could feel myself holding back. Seeing the pleasure in her face was sending me closer and closer to the edge.





“Kaylee, please, please can I cum?” I begged.





“Yes,” she moaned, and I watched her as I did, her cheeks flushed and her eyes half-lidded as she kept the same speed.





My legs shook and I felt my mind empty as I came hard. I was almost holding my breath, feeling my orgasm tear through me. It seemed to last for ages, and Kaylee kept grinding against me until I was so sensitive that I couldn’t stay still. I could feel my juices running down my legs and I felt Kaylee rub herself still against my soaked pussy.





“God, you feel so fucking good,” she growled, her voice shaky. I was so turned on again, even after I’d cum so hard. I wanted to keep going all night, feeling the slow grind of her pussy against mine.





I was almost in a trance with her movements until suddenly she moved off of me. She knelt again in front of me, watching me for a moment as I writhed.





“Stand up beside the bed,” she demanded, and I did as she said, even though I was slow to my feet, my legs shaking beneath me.





I faced her, but she grabbed my hips and turned me around. Her wrists wrapped around mine as she pulled my wrists back behind me, tying my hands once again.





“Turn around and get on your knees.”





As she sat on the edge of the bed, I dropped to my knees in front of her. I felt myself shaking with excitement. I wanted to taste her so badly. I wished I could touch her, but my hands being tied behind me made me feel so good.





“Didn’t I say I was going to use your pretty face to get off?” She asked, running her fingers over my lips. I opened my mouth and felt her finger on my tongue and then dragged down my bottom lip slowly. “Mmm, I bet you can’t wait to taste your cum all over my pussy. Isn’t that right, you hungry little slut?”





I nodded my head, her finger still on my lip, keeping my mouth open. I could feel myself about to drool. She was right; I was hungry.





She took her hand away from my mouth and grabbed a fistful of my hair at the back of my head. She looked at me for a moment, making sure I was okay with this. I wanted her so badly that I felt like my head was spinning.





“I want to taste you so badly, Kaylee. Please, let me,” I said, and she needed no more confirmation.





She pulled my head toward her open legs. I opened my lips eagerly, sucking and licking at her wet pussy as she used her grip on me to move me up and down her slit. I pushed my tongue inside of her hole, and she pushed and pulled my head, using me to fuck herself.





“Mmm, that’s right, Kaylee. You’re the perfect little toy for me to fuck myself with. You like the way I taste, don’t you?”





I moaned in agreement against her, feeling so turned on by being used by her. I did like the way she tasted, savouring her as I swirled my tongue inside of her. She moved me up to her clit, and I wrapped my lips around it and sucked, feeling her legs tighten around my head slightly.





“Yes, Dani, your mouth feels so fucking good,” she moaned, as she pulled my head even closer.





It made me feel so turned on to know how aroused I could make my best friend. My mouth was sore, but I didn’t care, keeping up the same speed as I felt her legs start to shake around me. She got louder and louder, her hips grinding against my face as I kept sucking her, and I finally felt her let go as she came hard, gripping my hair as she did.





“Oh my god, Danielle, fuck!” Kaylee cried out, as I continued, making sure she was done cumming every drop. She let go of my hair and without her even telling me to, I leaned down and licked her sensitive pussy, tasting her cum. She guided my head back gently and looked at me as I licked my lips.





“Come here,” she said, helping me to my feet and onto the bed beside her.





Kaylee kissed me, this time soft and slow, tasting herself on my lips. I felt her hands wrap around my wrists behind me as she untied my wrists. I grabbed onto her immediately, pulling her closer to me. She pushed me back gently onto the bed and broke the kiss. She laid next to me on her stomach. I felt her eyes lingering on me, and her mouth opened slightly like she wasn’t sure what to say. I’d never seen her speechless.





“Thank you,” I said, breaking the silence. I brought my hand up to brush the hair out of her face. “I didn’t realize that was exactly what I needed.”





“Me too,” she said quickly, grabbing my hand. “I can’t get enough of you… I don’t want to leave.”





“I wish we could just stay here.” I felt guilty again, remembering where we were. The party that had seemed to fade away was distracting me again, along with the strange sheets we were lying in.





“Oh, shit I forgot,” Kaylee said, laughing. “I knew Kenzie had a few guest rooms, so I asked her a few days ago if I could crash here tonight. I figured it was easier than driving all the way back to my house. So really, we can stay here.”





“Thank god, I was so worried this was someone else’s room,” I said, laughing with relief. “But you didn’t need to get a room here. You could have stayed at my house.”





“Normally I would, but I was worried you might not want me to after the other day. So I figured I’d ask Kenzie just in case. I’m so glad no one was in here. I couldn’t remember what room it was.”





“Thank god. I mean, we could still go to my house, but I don’t want to get up. I just want to stay here with you.”





“Me too,” she whispered.





I couldn’t take my hands off of her, and she seems to have the same problem. Even just as we were speaking, her hand rubbed up and down my waist as I played with her hair. I knew Kaylee so well, but now there was so much more to learn. It was like a sequel had come out to my favorite movie. I just wanted to touch her and feel her and figure out everything she liked and wanted. I didn’t think I could ever get enough.





“It wasn’t weird, right?” She asked, laughing nervously. “Is there anything I should have done differently?”





“Not at all,” I said, smiling. “You were so hot, I couldn’t think straight. What about me?” I asked.





“No, you were perfect.” She paused for a moment, thinking. “God, there’s so much I want to do to you.”





Kaylee got on top of me, and I watched as her eyes scanned me for a moment. She still seemed quiet and speechless, a side of her I wasn’t used to. The feeling of her warm body over mine made me shiver. I’d never wanted anyone more, and I couldn’t believe that I’d had her all along.
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“Madison Crane, I’d like to have a word with you.”





I was caught. I instantly felt so guilty, sharp pains shooting through my stomach. Had she somehow known about my attraction to her? Had my thoughts been readable on my face? Had she somehow found out about the ways I’d fantasized about her before falling asleep at night? She was a psychology teacher, after all, maybe she had some kind of insight that I wasn’t aware of. I made my way down the stairs slowly, wondering what someone like her would want with me.



Madison Crane is a college student who is having trouble focussing on her hot teacher Ms. Sterling’s psychology class. After Ms. Sterling delivers a lecture on control and dominance, she calls Madison to stay back after class and gives her a special steamy assignment. Will Madison be able to deliver what her teacher desires? And will she be able to give in to her teacher’s demands?







Lesbian Teacher’s Pet: A Steamy BDSM Story is a 10,000-word erotica about a submissive student being controlled and dominated by her hot college teacher.
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“You see how that feels? Does that feel better?” Taylor asked, her voice a bit lower and quieter than it had been previously. Her hands were still on my thighs, near my hips, frozen.





“Yes,” I replied. It felt as if my mouth was betraying me. “I think I need some more help.” As I spoke I felt her fingertips dig slightly into my hips, and I felt her press a bit more into my back. I breathed heavily, my body so desperate to be touched, and my stomach fluttered with excitement.





I watched in the mirror as she moved her mouth close to my ear. “What exactly do you need help with?” She asked, her voice barely a whisper, sending shivers down my spine. Her hands moved on my thighs, dragging up and down so slowly I wasn’t sure at first that she was moving.







Lauren is a few months away from getting married to her fiance, James. As the wedding approaches, James thinks it’s a good idea to sign Lauren up for a personal trainer. Reluctantly she attends the session, only to find that her sexy trainer, Taylor, is a lot more tempting than expected. Will Lauren be able to stay faithful to James, or will she succumb to her dominant trainer’s naughty desires?







Punished by Lesbian Personal Trainer: A First Time BDSM Story

 is a steamy and rough 12,000-word short about a woman having an affair with her dominant personal trainer at the gym.
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THREE SENSUAL AND STEAMY LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!






This naughty 40,000-word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women submitting to other women, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, first-time, group, best friends, bosses, and more!
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