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Foreword

Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net


Chapter 1

“What do you mean there’s no more rooms left?”

My harsh, panicked tone surprised me, but I was desperate. My flight was delayed hours and then canceled. After that, the airport promised to credit me for one of the three surrounding hotels. The other two were fully booked, but online this one said it had vacancies.

I scrambled to get my phone out, to show the concierge that I had double-checked, but she just shook her head.

“I’m sorry, we’ve been so busy with the storm. You could try one of the others-”

“They’re booked too. I’ve already been to those hotels.”

The woman shrugged.

“Sorry. I’m so sorry, it’s not your fault. I’m just worried. Maybe I could get a taxi to another hotel?”

“You could try, but it’s going to be hard to get one to drive you in this weather unless you’re going far.”

I weighed my options. I hopefully had a flight the next morning, at 11 AM. It was now 11:30 AM. I could sleep in the airport, in a chair, or on the ground, and hope that my bags would be safe with me. But I wanted so badly to shower, and I’d been sitting all day in uncomfortable plastic seats.

I looked outside at the rain that had continued to pelt down mercilessly. I told myself I could do it. I could walk back through the rain and wind, and wait for the shuttle to take me back to the airport. I was already cold and soaked through my clothes. My hair was dripping, my makeup was probably a mess. But I doubted they’d let me sleep on the floor of the lobby.

I walked back through the entrance toward the front doors, passing the elevators I had hoped to ascend. Passing a lively lounge and bar I heard music and laughter pouring out of the doors and could smell hot food swirling the entranceway.

A few people were standing outside of the lounge on their phones. I glanced at them, thinking of how badly I wished to be them right now, dry and carefree. One of the women looked up and made eye contact with me. I looked away quickly.

She was dressed in a two-piece business suit, with a skirt, probably about twenty years older than me. Her thick blonde hair was flawlessly layered around her face and shoulders, and her makeup and jewelry paired with her black heels made me want to sink into the earth with embarrassment. She was so put together, and I was a complete mess. I needed to get away from these people.

I looked ahead to the door and pushed through, noticing the tears forming in my eyes. I knew I was being dramatic, but I was so tired. I’d just had the worst trip ever, and I couldn’t even get home. The makeup on my eyes was probably running down my cheeks now, but I didn’t care.

As I opened the door to go outside, bracing myself before the swirling wind, a hand grabbed my shoulder and pulled me back gently.

“Where are you going?” The voice said, and I turned around to see the woman from outside of the hotel bar.

I turned around, the tears coming down uncontrollably now, but held my face still.

“There’s… no rooms, and I-” was all I could manage.

“Oh my god, no. You are not going back out in that.” She studied me for a moment.

I felt even more embarrassed. Now I really wanted to slip away into the rain, just to get away from the sad look that she was giving me. But she still held onto my shoulder, not seeming to care about my cold, wet clothes under her manicured nails.

“Come with me,” She demanded, turning around.

“But, I-”

“You want to go out there?” She asked, and I shook my head. “Then follow me.”

I did as she said, following her to the elevator. The concierge stood up and started to walk around the desk.

“Excuse me, ma’am. She does not have a room.”

The mysterious woman I was following turned around and smiled at the hotel worker.

“This is my guest. She is staying with me.”


Chapter 2

We got into the elevator, and my reflection in the mirrored wall of the fancy hotel made me want to start crying again, but I didn’t.

“God they’re so stuck up at this place sometimes,” she said, pressing the button to the 7th floor. “I’m Michelle, by the way.”

She had stuck out her hand to shake mine, and I grabbed it, her warmth sending a wave through my body. I still didn’t know what to think of this, of a stranger offering me a place to stay for the night, but her gesture made my shoulders sink with relaxation.

“I’m Taylor. Thank you so much. I have money by the way.”

She cut me off with a laugh.

“It’s okay, Taylor. It’s nice to meet you. And it’s not about money, I don’t want anything.” The elevator reached the 7th floor and I followed her out, my luggage behind me.

She said it wasn’t about money, and I knew I could believe her. Her designer heels matched her purse, and I could tell her jewelry was real. One night here probably would have cost half of what was left in my bank account.

We got to her room and she swiped her card, letting me in first. I saw the same room I had imagined myself staying in online, except with two beds instead of the single bed I’d planned on reserving.

“It’s only me staying here, but they made a mistake and gave me a bigger room. I guess it was meant to be. I’m going to head back downstairs, my coworkers are waiting for me. I’ll give you some time to get comfortable. Feel free to have a shower, order room service, and dry off. Make yourself at home, I’ll be back up in a bit.” She paused for a moment, reaching up to rest her hand on my upper arm. “You’re safe here.”

Before I could tell her how thankful I was, she moved away and turned around, shutting the door softly. I heard her heels clicking down the hallway. The relief completely flooded through me. I was alone, and I was safe.

I took a long, warm shower and then dried off entirely, even making sure to fully dry my hair before I even left the bathroom. My body was sore from all of the sitting and carrying luggage all day and I just wanted to lay down. I was so hungry that my stomach twisted and gurgled, but there was no way I was going to order room service. I was already impeding enough.

I sat down on the floor wearing a fluffy white robe and looked through my suitcase for some clothes. However, everything inside was as wet as the clothes I had worn. Nothing looked ruined, my toiletries were in ziplock bags, but apart from those I couldn’t find any clothing that was completely dry to the touch.

I wanted to cry again, just out of frustration, but I could hear Michelle’s words in my head. You’re safe here.

I found a granola bar smushed at the bottom and I inhaled it almost as quickly as it had taken to open the damp wrapper, and closed my suitcase in defeat. I laid down on the bed on top of the comforter and let out a big sigh of relief at the immediate comfort.

I’d been traveling for two days. A bus, then a flight, then the airport all day, then two different shuttles, splashed by cars, splashed by the bus, all through the intense storm that had canceled all of the flights in the state.

I’d been in a long-distance relationship for a few months. The time since we’d first spoken was a complete whirlwind of excitement and love. I had finally agreed to go and see him, but everything was so different than how it was online. He was different from his pictures, messy, angry, and rude. Everything about him was so different from the person I had fallen in love with, except for his voice. I had saved money, taken time off of work, and put all of my hopes and excitement into this trip just to find out he was a monster.

It’s not like we’d been dating for years, but I’d fallen fast and hard. The shock of his behavior and the swift way I’d broken up with him and booked my flight home made me question everything about myself.

I turned over the day’s events in my head for a moment, but they started to feel like a distant nightmare as the soft bed and warm air caressed me. I drifted off for a couple of minutes, maybe longer, toeing the line between being asleep and awake, before I heard the soft clicking of heels and the door opening.

The bright light of the room was still on, and I looked at her as she entered.

“I’m sorry. Were you sleeping?”

“Not really, just relaxing,” I said, sitting up slowly. That was when I realized I was wearing the robe. I checked to make sure it was still tied close, and it was. “Sorry. My clothes are all wet. I was too tired to care.”

“You poor thing,” she said, stepping over my opened suitcase. She threw her phone onto her bed and took off her earrings. “I can go throw them into the dryer for you. I think the laundry room is still open.”

“No, please don’t worry about it. I’ll do it in the morning.”

She frowned, but she had done enough for me. I already felt so guilty being in her space like this.

“Well, at least take a nightgown from me, I think I brought a few, and I think we’re around the same size.”

I sat up. I wouldn’t say no to some fresh clean clothes, as much as the soft, warm robe felt nice on my skin. I knew it would be too hot for sleeping, and I didn’t want to sleep naked in a room with someone I didn’t even know.

She rummaged through her drawer, having already put all of her clothes away when she checked in. She pulled out a few silky options, laying them on the bed.

“I’m sorry, this is all I have for sleeping. I don’t have anything casual.”

“It’s okay,” I reassured her, smiling. The nightgowns, although quite short and lacy to wear in front of a stranger, were quite similar to what I had in my suitcase anyway. Especially since the reason for my trip had been to see my boyfriend for the first time. I grabbed a light blue nightgown with small straps. “Thank you, this is great.”

If I had been sharing a room with a man, especially a man of her age, I would be horrified at the idea of wearing something like this. I probably wouldn’t be in the room at all. However, it was so different with her, the presence she had was so calming and caring that I had forgotten for a moment how weird this was.

I went into the bathroom and changed, feeling relieved that the nightgown fit me well. I looked in the mirror and I felt as if I was becoming myself again. My long, light brown hair lay over my shoulders in my natural, unstyled waves, trailing down around my breasts. I noticed that my nipples were hard, poking through the silky fabric, and I felt a bit nervous and exposed. My breasts were quite large and without a bra, they bounced while I walked. Suddenly they felt so heavy and obvious. Another reminder that sharing this room with a man may be a lot different.

She did the same, leaving the room to change after I was done, and returned to see me sitting up in bed with the covers over my legs.

“Did you eat?”

I shook my head, and she frowned again.

“It’s okay, I can wait for breakfast, and then after that, I will be out of your hair. I promise.”

Suddenly the wind whipped loudly against the windows as it changed direction, and the pelting of the rain was almost as loud as hail bouncing off of the glass. As suddenly as it happened, the power flickered twice and then went out.

“Oh great,” Michelle said, her voice moving as she rummaged for her phone. She turned the flashlight on and pointed it toward the ceiling, giving us soft light through the room.

“I’m not trying to pry, but what are you doing anyways, trying to get into the hotel in this weather?”

I told her about how my flight was canceled, and how horrible my day had been. How I was just so frustrated, even as she had approached me earlier.

“My flight is at 11 AM though, so it’s going to be okay now. Especially thanks to you.”

My eyes had adjusted enough to the dim light that I could see her smile. I thought of how beautiful she looked, legs tucked underneath her as she peered over at me, listening to my story intently.

“Well, I certainly hope your flight isn’t canceled again, but if it is, please know that you’re welcome to stay with me for as long as you need. I have meetings for the next four days at this hotel, so I won’t be around all day or anything. But it’s nice to have someone here, you know. I hate traveling alone.”

I knew it would not be necessary, but I thanked her anyway for the offer.

“Speaking of which, I have a meeting at 8 AM, so I better get to sleep now. It’s 2:30 already. The generator better be on by morning.”

I couldn’t believe I’d managed to stay up so late. I looked for my phone to confirm the time, but when I found it on the nightstand, I realized it was dead.

I didn’t care enough to look for my power bank or to see what kind of texts my now ex-boyfriend was sending me. There was no one waiting for me at the airport.

“Could you wake me up in the morning? Before you leave?”

“Of course,” she replied and turned off the light on her phone. “Good night.”

“Good night,” I replied, and as if I had been waiting for those words like they were a spell, I drifted off to sleep before I even realized that I’d closed my eyes.


Chapter 3

I woke up the next morning to the sun pouring through the window, and the sound of Michelle brushing her teeth in the bathroom. I yawned, and stretched, looking around, remembering where I was and what had happened last night.

I looked at the digital clock on the dresser and noticed it was off. The power still hadn’t returned.

Michelle heard me yawn and stepped out of the bathroom after she was finished brushing her teeth. I looked at her with fresh, well-rested eyes, appreciating the way the sunlight bounced off of her golden hair. I found it hard to contain myself as my eyes trailed down her silk robe, her chest smaller than mine, her legs and arms more muscular, and the nightgown just short enough that if she bent just the wrong way-.

I snapped out of it. What was I thinking? It turned out I was the one acting like a strange man in a hotel room. It must have been that I was tired, and I hoped she didn’t notice the way my eyes trailed over her skin, but how couldn’t she have seen?

If she had noticed, she didn’t make it obvious.

“Good morning, Taylor. It’s only 6:30, but the power is still out and it looks pretty bad outside. I’m not sure about your flight but I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s delayed again.”

I got out of bed and peered through the window down to the road. Trees were on powerlines, branches were thrown all over cars, and the road was covered with garbage that had flown out of bins. It was a mess, but nothing too devastating, at least from what I could see.

I grabbed my suitcase and found my power bank, and then plugged my phone in. I squeamishly ignored all of the texts and calls that popped up, swiping them away, all with Andrew’s name. Andrew. If that was even his real name.

I pulled up the flight chart and saw the message in red at the top.

“Delayed until further notice, emails will be sent to ticket holders, please expect a minimum wait time of 48 hours,” I read to Michelle as she listened from the bathroom, door open as she brushed her hair.

“Like I said, you’re welcome to stay. You could try to get your own room if you want, but I doubt they even have their booking systems running right now. What kind of 4-star hotel doesn’t have a generator?”

I sighed, giving her a look of appreciation. “Thank you.”

She smiled. “Well, my meeting is canceled at least. We can’t dry your clothes, but maybe for now we can just hang them.”

An hour later, I was back in my clothes, wearing damp light jeans and a pink t-shirt, heading down to breakfast with Michelle. My clothes were hung up all over the hotel room, on any door or rod we could find. She wore another suit, looking way too formal, but she left the jacket in the room and just wore a white button-up shirt with the suit pants. I admired the way she dressed and held herself, wondering what kind of fancy job she must have to be staying in a hotel for days of meetings.

We reached the breakfast lounge which had normally consisted of a full breakfast, but today was cereal and milk, fruit, muffins, and granola bars. I was so hungry I didn’t care, happy to see that at least their small generator had enough to power the coffee maker.

The place was buzzing with people on phone calls, rearranging plans, finding out how bad the storm had hit. Everyone seemed stressed and worried, but for some reason, I had such an intense wave of calm through me. For 48 hours, I wouldn’t have to do anything. I wouldn’t have to worry, walk through the rain, or explain to my friends and coworkers who anxiously awaited my stories about what had gone so wrong on my trip.

We sat down in a corner by a big open window. I ate a mountain of cereal while Michelle sipped some coffee and picked at a muffin. As we had gotten our breakfast, she’d waved at a few people who I assumed were coworkers.

“You seem relaxed,” she said, and I realized she probably was worried after how she’d seen me the night before.

“I am. I feel relieved, and I have you to thank for that.”

She smiled warmly and sipped her coffee.

My phone on the table started buzzing again, and I quickly picked it up and swiped away the phone call.

“Fuck off,” I muttered, turning it over on the table.

Michelle raised an eyebrow at me, and I sighed. I filled her in on the story of Andrew and me, telling her the reason why I was so stressed the day before.

“I’m so sorry, Taylor. That’s-”

But before she could continue, a man in his late 50s, dressed in a suit with chocolate milk dribbled down the front of his button-up shirt, came over and patted Michelle on the back.

“Hey Shelley, bet you’re glad to be out of those meetings today huh? Pressure’s on for you.”

Michelle looked annoyed but only laughed politely. “Yes, Mike. It was going to be a stressful day for me.”

“Well, not anymore. And this fucking joke of a hotel can’t even conjure up a goddamned proper generator. If we were back at a hotel in the city this would not fly.”

“At least we’re all safe from the wreckage outside.”

Ignoring her, his booming voice changed the subject as his eyes darted to me.

“Oh, who’s this Shell? You’ve got a new girl toy?”

Michelle looked mortified. Angry. I thought she might raise her voice but with a blink, her face was calm again, and she smiled sweetly.

“No, this is Taylor. She’s my guest this week.”

The man laughed loudly. “A guest. Yeah okay. We all know about Lisa, you don’t have to lie.”

The man’s taunting made me angry, knowing that Michelle had to keep her cool. I wondered if this guy was one of her managers or just an annoying coworker.

“I’m just waiting for a flight, that’s all. Mine was canceled.” I said, and Michelle shot me a grateful look.

“Oh well in that case, if you need a place to stay,” he leaned in, lowering his voice but still loud enough for the tables around us to hear. “Just like Michelle, brunettes are my favorite.”

He stood back up again, smirking as if he had won some battle we didn’t know was occurring.

“Have a good breakfast ladies.” He waved and walked over to another table away from us.

“I am so sorry,” Michelle said, looking embarrassed.

“It’s okay, nothing to be sorry about. What a jerk.”

She looked relieved. I tossed his words over in my head, the accusations she hadn’t denied. She’d been in a relationship with a woman? Or maybe it was just a fling? Had Lisa been a coworker? I wanted to ask more questions, but it was none of my business.

A new girl toy. The way he said it, I wondered if everyone at the breakfast had been thinking that, talking about that. The people who knew her from the office, did they see me and think that we were together? I was a bit young for her, at 25, she had to be at least in her late 40s.

I tried to picture it. Michelle with a woman. Not in a sexual way, but the thought had surprised me. I suddenly felt a bit more shy about the way my hard nipples had poked through the silk of her nightgown the night before, even though she hadn’t even glanced at me.


Chapter 4

I spent the rest of the day looking up restaurants or stores that were open despite the damage from the storm and found a list to go over with Michelle later on. I shaved my legs, painted my toenails, read a book by the window, and did whatever I could to relax. My clothes dried quickly, and I folded them and put them in the dresser on my side of the room. If I was going to stay, I might as well get comfortable.

Michelle spent most of the day working. She read minutes from the meetings she’d had over the previous days, furiously scribbled out and rewrote a speech she’d planned on giving, and moved between the hotel room and the lobby all day, trying to get into the right mindset. I could tell she was stressed, but I didn’t ask any questions.

Someone knocked on the door at about 5 PM. Michelle was in the lobby or one of the conference rooms working. I answered the door and saw one of the hotel workers.

“Hi there. We’re just letting everyone know that the power should be on by tomorrow morning. We’re working very hard to get things up and running. There are a few restaurants locally with power that are delivering, but we will also have some food in the breakfast area as well, some sandwiches and finger food, all complimentary.”

I thanked her and shut the door. Another night without power, and for early autumn it was starting to get a bit chilly. After only having cereal, I was starting to get hungry too.

About fifteen minutes later, Michelle walked through the door, throwing her laptop and notes on the desk and flopping onto the bed.

“There. They can’t say I didn’t do any work.”

“There was an update. They said we’ll have power by morning. They’re giving out free food downstairs, sandwiches and stuff. Or there’s delivery options.”

“Fuck that. Sandwiches? This place is a joke. I’m ordering us food. Is pizza okay?”

My stomach growled at the thought. “Pizza is excellent.”

We ordered a large pizza and even though I insisted I would pay, Michelle gave her credit card over the phone. It was starting to get dark, and there were no flashlights in the hotel room. We used our phones the best that we could, but we both only had a quarter of a charge left and my power bank was dead.

By the time the pizza got to us, we could barely see inside the room. Both of us were so hungry and happy to have some warm food that we demolished the pizza quickly, chatting about different things we heard about the storm.

The hotel was so quiet without the whirring of electricity, that with each moment of silence, we could hear each other’s breathing and swallowing. It was so dark now, and we didn’t want to use our phones, so we both lay in our beds in the dark.

I wanted to ask about her family. If she was married, if she had kids, where she was even from. But as kind and open as Michelle was, she also seemed closed off. She had only mentioned that she traveled alone, and then what Mike had said at breakfast made me wonder.

“That guy was such a jerk this morning. You work with him?”

Michelle sighed. “Unfortunately. We don’t really work together but sometimes we need to consult with each other.”

“What did he mean when he said the pressure was on?”

“I had to give a presentation today, delivering some pretty bad news to some of the higher management about some of our numbers last year. It’s not my fault or my department’s, but it’s my responsibility to convey the news. If I don’t do it softly, it could come back at me.”

“That doesn’t seem fair.”

She laughed softly. “I agree. But, someone has to do it. It’s not like I’d lose my job or anything, it just puts more pressure on me. Actually what Mike doesn’t know is that it’s him and his team that should be worried about the news.”

I wanted to pry about the Lisa thing, but Michelle stepped in.

“I’m sorry too, about what he was saying about you. I also hope it didn’t make you feel uncomfortable. I only date women and some of the people here like to hold it over my head. I don’t want you to think that’s why I’m sharing my room with you, but if that’s something you’re uncomfortable with I understand.”

“Oh my god, no. Don’t worry about it. I don’t care what they say and I don’t care who you’ve dated. That’s so stupid you have to deal with that.”

“Thank you, it is. But, that’s life.”

“So who is Lisa?” I asked gently. “Or was.”

“She’s my ex-girlfriend. She actually worked at the company, but we broke up last year.”

“I’m sorry.”

Michelle shifted in her bed and I could hear her facing me. “It’s okay. It’s old news anyways.”

I could have asked her a million questions about what it was like to be with a woman, but not a single one of them would have been appropriate. Especially with our age difference, I felt like I should be extra respectful, even though it was killing me. I wanted to know if Lisa was still at the company. Maybe she was here right now.

I’d never been into women, but I always wondered what it was like. Especially after some of the men I’d dated, like Andrew. Fine until you get to know them. Fine until you see their apartment, or get into their bed, or meet their friends.

Then there was someone like Michelle. Kind, open-hearted, clean, beautiful. I wondered what it would be like to be let into a life like that, calm, loving, nurturing. I thought of her long legs, her short nightgown, the silk clinging to every curve, the softness of her skin, her pouted lips…

I snapped out of it. I must have been horny and emotional, after walking out on Andrew the 2nd day. This nice woman was letting me stay in her hotel room, and I was having intrusive thoughts about her nightgown.

“I’m going to get changed,” I said, standing up.

“Good idea, I should too.”

I used my flashlight, walking carefully over to my dresser. I settled for a pink nightgown with a cherry print and black lace around the bottom and shoulders. I turned off my flashlight and changed right there. It was so dark she wouldn’t be able to see me. Then I headed to the bathroom to get a scrunchie to put my hair up.

I felt around the walls, my phone left on the bed, swearing I knew well enough how to get to the bathroom. I felt along the wall to the doorway, confidently let go, and walked through in the pitch blackness, my hands out in front of me.

I fully bumped into Michelle, my hands touching her body as I grabbed on to stop myself from falling. Her body, I realized, was completely naked. She must have been getting changed in the bathroom with the same idea that I had. She had grabbed me too as she let out a yelp.

“Oh my god, holy fuck, I am so sorry,” I said, backing up. I had turned and managed to back myself into a corner of the bathroom, not sure which way was which.

Michelle laughed loudly at my panic. “It’s okay. I’m sorry, I’m dressed now. I didn’t realize you were coming in. Where are you? I don’t have my light.”

“I have no idea. I’m over here,” I said laughing, stepping forward. She followed my voice, and I reached out again, searching for her.

I felt her, some part of her, and her hand found my arm. My laughter stopped, and she went silent. Her touch was so hot, burning, and she was so close I could hear her breath, almost feel it.

I didn’t know where I was touching her, the silk under my hand. Her hip, her waist, her thigh? I had no idea, only that my hand lingered too long, so long it froze and it felt like I couldn’t move it.

She must have felt the same, her hand still on my arm. I moved closer to her, and she stayed still. Something about this was so hot, just the two of us, strangers in the dark, touching. I could hear my heartbeat so loud in my ears that I knew she probably did too. I swallowed and it sounded so loud it could echo.

“Taylor?” She asked, and I jumped slightly.

“Yes?” I said quietly, but she didn’t answer. My hands moved on her body, my other hand reaching out and feeling her hair. It was her waist I’d held, and I moved my hand up the curve of her side. My hand found the side of her head, treading carefully.

Her hand trailed down my arm and found my wrist, pulling me closer to her. I stepped forward eagerly as her other hand wrapped around my lower back. She pulled me in tightly against her body, her breasts, and stomach pushed up against mine, the fabric between us so thin.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my stomach flipping at the feeling of her hand on me, and her warm body pressed against me. I moved slowly against her, rubbing myself against her, my nipples pushing up against her breasts. My clit was so hard now, the blood rushing between my legs making me feel an empty, deep hunger that only my grinding muscles seemed to know.

Her hand found my head, and her lips found my neck, then my jaw, then my mouth desperate and hungry in the dark. Once she found my lips she locked in, kissing me hard, her hot tongue moving against my lips. I opened my mouth, hungry for her.

She turned me and I felt the bathroom counter against my ass. Her hips pressed against me, one leg in between mine, as she straddled my leg, pushing her body against me. I moved up and down still, grinding against her chest and stomach. She pushed her leg closer to me and I grinded against it too, bringing the smallest relief to my aching clit.

“Do you want to stop?” She asked, breaking the kiss. She must have had a sudden jolt back to reality. Part of me did want to stop, this was so stupid and reckless, but every part of my body was screaming for her. It felt so selfish, I wasn’t into women, and I was in her room that she offered to be nice, but I couldn’t contain myself.

“No, I don’t. Not at all. Unless you do?”

She laughed her lips against my neck just under my ear. “Are you kidding? I could fucking devour you.”


Chapter 5

Her words sent chills through my body, and I knew she could feel them against her.

“I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you,” she said, pausing to flick her tongue against my earlobe. Another shiver. I needed her. “But just so you know, I like to be a bit rough. Unless that’s not your thing.”

I was so turned on that I felt malleable, like putty in her hands. I felt so much unrelenting and senseless trust for her that I didn’t care what she did to me, as long as she kept touching me. It was as if I’d been dying of thirst and an icy cold pitcher of water had appeared in front of me.

“Try me,” I said, and barely got the words out before her hands were all over me. One rubbing up my legs, teasing my inner thigh up to the crease of my leg, and the other hand pulling my breasts out over the top of my low-cut nightgown. Her fingers pinched roughly at my nipples as I moaned loudly with surprise, my voice rumbling through the quiet hotel room. Her nails dug into my inner thigh, sending a deep shiver through me.

“Fuck, Michelle,” I breathed shakily, the sound so loud in the quiet dark bathroom.

Michelle played with my nipples as my hips aimlessly begged for her. I was a mess, shaking with desperation.

She lifted my ass onto the edge of the counter with both hands, spreading my legs apart roughly, and pulled them upwards so that I was completely open. I was so open that one of my feet was in the sink, and the other was off of the counter. I was so vulnerable that I wouldn’t be able to squeeze my thighs or squirm away, I was in her control.

“If you want to stop, or don’t like something, let me know, okay?” She asked softly. “I’ll stop, or change. It’s up to you.”

“Okay, I’ll let you know,” I said quickly. “But do whatever you want to me, fuck, I need it.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she said sternly, surprising me. “I will do whatever I want. Maybe I’ll just toy with you and leave you here, soaked and begging for more…”

I felt her fingers against my lips, and I opened my mouth, letting them inside. She pushed them in and out of my mouth and I sucked and moaned around them.

“Spit,” she demanded, pulling her wet fingers out and pressing them under my lip. I did as she said, spitting on them, wishing I could see the look on her face as I did as she asked. But I still couldn’t see anything. It was too dark for my eyes to adjust. I’d never felt the warmth of someone’s body so strongly.

“Good girl.”

Her fingers quickly found their way down between my legs. It was like she could see in the dark, and then I realized, she’d slept with women before. She knew what a woman’s body was like. So when I felt her press her wet, spit-soaked fingers directly onto my clit, the saliva dripping down over my open pussy, I yelled with relief.

She laughed, rubbing her fingers roughly over my swollen clit. The feeling was so intense that my body wanted to squirm and close my legs, but she held them open.

My empty pussy squeezed and released over and over as she worked her fingers, and she must have felt it on her hand. She moved her fingers downwards, shoving them inside my wet hole without warning. I threw my head back.

I’d been fingered before and didn’t enjoy it, but this was so different. The times before I hadn’t been wet enough, and the fingers plunged into me senselessly, fucking me like a dick for a minute and then retreating.

But this was as if she’d already seen the map of me, already knew all of my secrets and hidden places. I was so wet that I almost thought I had cum already. Her fingers pressed in and curved fucking me and pulling, pulling at me like I had a secret lever inside of me. I’d never had such a strong feeling of ecstasy without my clit being touched. I screamed, the feeling different than what I’d experienced, deeper, like she was truly inside of me.

“Do you usually let strangers fuck you like a slut in hotel bathrooms? And enjoy it this much?”

I couldn’t see her, but I could hear the smile in her voice. This deep feeling of hot shame went through me. I was being fucked by a total stranger, a woman, much older than me and completely unknown to me. I couldn’t even fully see her face in my head if I tried to imagine it. I was a slut, desperate, opening myself up like this to someone I didn’t know or trust.

But the best part of the shame was that it turned me on even more. It felt forbidden, just 48 hours ago I was in a committed long-term relationship, and now I was having a stranger’s fingers plunged deep inside my pussy.

“Just you,” I managed to say between my moans. I felt her thumb start to rub at my clit as she continued fucking me. I felt my mind going completely blank, my mouth opening wide, fucked stupid as she started pulling at the edge of who I was with her fingers. I could feel the orgasm building inside of me.

“You’re not selfish though, are you? You think you’re allowed to cum without earning it?”

My mind screamed yes because I needed to cum. I was so close even though I noticed her slowing. Every swipe of her finger made me shake so hard I couldn’t control it.

“No,” I said, wincing as she stopped her hand. “No, no, please. Please I’m so close.”

“Mmm, but I thought you said you weren’t selfish? Now you really sound like you are.”

“I’m not,” I cried out, hoping that it was what she wanted to hear and that she’d continue, but she didn’t.

“Good, I’m glad. I hate selfish sluts.”

My pussy shook intensely, going back to contracting over and over, the muscles pulling at nothing but emptiness. My clit swelled even more with her words, but there was nothing there.

“God I wish I had something to tie you up with. I wouldn’t want you getting away from me.” She said, her hands finding my wrists and holding them down as she pushed her body against mine. I wondered what that would feel like, being tied up by her. I was already unable to move, but then I really would have no chance. Even though I was pretty sure she could do anything to me and I wouldn’t budge an inch.

“Come on, I have an idea. Follow me.”

She helped me off of the counter, my legs unstable and shaky, but she pulled my hand along with her quickly. We left the bathroom and it was a bit lighter in the room, but only barely. The only light came from the small sliver of the moon in the sky and one of the businesses running a generator down the street. It was only enough to find a bed, which Michelle did effortlessly.

She pushed me backward onto the bed and pulled me up onto it further. Not only was she taller than me, but she was stronger. I tried to touch her but she slapped my hands away and then peeled the nightgown off of me. I noticed she did the same to herself when I felt her bare skin against mine.

She opened my legs again, this time only bending one knee. She grabbed a pillow, shoving it under my head hastily. My hair pulled slightly underneath me, but she didn’t seem to care. And neither did I, once I felt her hot, wet pussy slide against mine, her knee under my thigh.

This time I heard her moan louder than me, and realized everything she did in the bathroom probably had her more turned on than I could imagine. Her pussy was just as wet as mine, grinding against me, her clit and pussy rubbing against mine.

“You like that, slut? You like the way I grind against you like you’re my fucking toy?”

I moaned loudly. It felt like nothing I’d felt before. It was such a slow, soft feeling that edged me closer and closer. It felt so intimate, and all I could do was try to grind my hips back against hers.

“Fuck Michelle, yes!”

“Make yourself useful,” she said and grabbed the back of my head. She pressed my head against her, and I realized she was holding my face against her breast. When I realized I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out and she rubbed her nipple against it I took it in between my lips, sucking and licking at her nipple, grateful to finally have a way to reciprocate.

Now I felt like I was being used, sucking away as she fucked herself against me, my moans muffled against her breasts. She picked up the speed, moaning, switching my head from one breast to the other. She ground herself so hard against me that I couldn’t move if I wanted to, her hand grasping my head and hair so hard that it hurt, the other hand holding my shoulder.

I couldn’t get enough of her. I sucked like my life depended on it, and the feeling of being pinned down like this, with my mouth full, seemed to shoot down to my throbbing clit. Every time her pussy rubbed against mine, I felt it build within me stronger and stronger until I couldn’t take it anymore.

She was getting close too, her moans getting louder, her hips moving faster.

“Are you going to cum for me, Taylor? Are you going to cum all over your fucking bed?”

I had no clue where we’d ended up, all I could do was scream against her, my mouth full. I sucked harder and felt her let go, shaky and moaning and cumming all over my pussy. Now we were both so wet, that it only took a few more thrusts before I was cumming hard too. She pulled my head away from her and I writhed and cried out as she fucked every drop out of me, my pussy shaking. The back of my thighs and under my ass were completely soaked.

The feeling was too much, I was overstimulated, shaking out of the way of her hips. She moved away, laughing as her hands found my thighs and felt how hard I shook.

“Fuck, that felt so good,” I said in between breaths, my voice quivering.

Michelle wrapped her body around me and laid beside me, her hand on my stomach and the other in my hair, comforting. I felt like I’d known her for ages, I’d never had even my longest relationships make me cum so hard, but she was just a stranger.

“You liked that, huh? You liked the way I spoke to you?” Again, that smile, I wished I could see.

“Yes, it was so hot. I… I didn’t realize I would like it so much.”

“That was just a preview,” she kissed up my neck and onto my lips, and I melted against her.

“I’d like to see the rest.”

She laughed and stood up out of the bed.

“Tomorrow? Let’s go to sleep. In my bed. We’ll get the sheets changed in the morning.”

I thought of how that conversation would go, telling the staff we needed new sheets. Michelle grabbed my hand pulling me up, and led me over to her bed. She pulled the comforter aside and helped me into the bed. I was grateful to sleep beside her, not only because of what we’d done but the cold of the hotel room that started to creep onto my skin as I caught my breath.

Her hot body slid against me, arms wrapping around me and pulling me in close, her body against my back and her hand on my stomach. Before we fell asleep, I heard Michelle speak.

“Maybe I should let all of those people at breakfast know tomorrow that I did make you mine.”

I thought of that for a moment, letting the fantasy dance between my closed eyes. Would she wrap a hand around my waist as we walked in? Feed me fruit at the breakfast table? Kiss me or fuck me in the booth in the corner while her whole team watched?

“Maybe you should,” I teased, and she laughed, holding me tighter as we drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 6

I opened my eyes to the lights on in the hotel room. It was 6:30 AM, and the hotel sounded different, whirring with power and heat. Michelle stirred beside me but continued sleeping.

I got up and turned the lights off, but enough morning sunlight was pouring through the big balcony windows that I was still able to navigate the room. I quickly found my nightgown and pulled it on, feeling a bit embarrassed about the night before. I plugged my phone in and headed towards the bathroom, shutting the door quietly behind me.

I washed my face and brushed my teeth, trying to work through my thoughts. I immediately felt a wave of shame and guilt that I had to talk myself out of. I hadn’t done anything wrong. Sure Michelle was a stranger, but what we had done had felt better than what I’d felt with anyone else. It wasn’t my style to sleep with someone so quickly. I was always afraid to get attached before finding out who someone truly was, but obviously, that tactic hadn’t worked for me before.

Some small part of me just wanted to run. To pack my bags and change and get out of there before she woke up. It was some small self-sabotaging part of me, something inside of me that was scared of what had happened in my past relationships, what had even happened earlier this week. But I had no reason to run. Maybe for once, I could let go, have fun, and enjoy myself.

I knew that on top of all of that shame of sleeping with a stranger, the glaringly obvious reason behind the way I felt was that she was a woman. I’d never even had a crush on a woman, or even imagined being with one. I could acknowledge beautiful women, but I’d never imagined myself salivating at the thought of a silky nightgown before. Was I rebounding from Tyler this badly?

I couldn’t think about it. Just enjoy yourself. It doesn’t have to be serious. I told myself over and over. But there was a small part in the back of my head that knew I was already falling for her, hard.


It wasn’t much longer before Michelle woke up. I sat quietly on the sofa, reading through emails about my flight and swiping away missed texts from Tyler, and friends asking how things were going.

“Oh my god, is the power back on?” Michelle asked, jumping out of bed. “Finally. Any flight updates?”

“Nothing really,” I said, turning towards her and putting my phone down. “They’re still delaying flights, but there’s all this stuff about how we can take shuttles to another airport, and leave on a redeye tomorrow night.”

It was so weird seeing her after last night. Not only because of what had happened but because I hadn’t been able to see her face the whole time. She was still a stranger to me, and I hadn’t yet memorized the sculpt of her jaw, the shade of blonde in her hair, or the shape of her eyes. It was coming at me all at once that it was hard to focus on speaking. She was more beautiful than I’d remembered, her skin lit up by the sun shining through the window, her naked body covered only by the thin sheet she held up loosely.

“That’s crazy. Where are you heading to anyway? I can’t believe I haven’t even asked you.”

“I’m near Boston…kind of.”

“How soon do you need to get home?”

I laughed, and walked over to the bed, sliding under the sheets. She laid down beside me, propped up on one elbow, her warm legs finding mine.

“I don’t know, honestly. I’m not in any rush. I took three weeks off and it’s only been about 6 days.”

“Well don’t worry about it then. Enjoy yourself. I’ll only be here for another two days… But I was thinking. I only live a few hours away and I plan on driving home, and there’s another airport out the other way from me. You can relax, maybe we can do some shopping, or I can show you around. Then you can get on a plane from there and go whenever you’d like.”

She watched as I thought it over. There wasn’t anything to think about. What else did I have to do? Go home and cry in my empty apartment?

I felt her hand snake around my hip, pulling me closer to her, against her warm body. I started to move, but her phone started ringing.

“Hey. Yes. Yes, I could be ready for today. When? In an hour? Shit, okay. I’ll be there. Okay, bye.”

“Sorry. Work’s resumed and I have to go deliver some bad news to a group of executives. Think about what I said, okay?”

“Okay, I will. Good luck.”

“Oh and about last night… are we, is everything okay? Still?”

“Of course,” I said, smiling.

“Thank God,” she said and gave me a quick kiss. I watched her walk to the bathroom to get ready, her fit, naked body strutting slowly to the door. She turned around and gave me a wink, and then closed the door behind her.


Chapter 7

I took the day this time instead of pacing and lazing around sad on my phone, to being productive. I washed all of my clothes, showered and curled my hair, and walked up the street to some of the shops. I got some snacks for us, even though I had no idea what Michelle even liked. It was nice to be out in the sun, walking around without my luggage. I felt so free, and light, my only ailment being the soreness of my abs and thighs from the night before.

When I got back to the hotel it was early evening. I got to the room and swiped the keycard. Michelle was sitting inside, her hair in a bun and sleeves rolled up, her shoes kicked off to the side.

“I thought maybe you ran away until I saw your luggage.” She laughed. “Did you have a good day?”

“It was amazing. How was yours?”

“Couldn’t have gone better. I’m off the burner now, and all of the heat is on the team that fucked up.”

Her sly smile melted me. I wanted to throw myself at her. I put down my bags, took off my jacket, and walked towards her.

“God, you look so good. You look… like a weight is off of your shoulders.”

“It is,” I said, stepping towards her.

Her hands found my waist, slipping up my shirt slightly and digging against my skin.

“How about I take you to dinner tonight? They have a really nice restaurant downstairs. Or if you want we can walk up the street. I want some real food.”

“I would love that. I’ll put on something nicer,” I said, looking down at my jeans and t-shirt. “The hotel restaurant is perfect.”

I knew there wasn’t any point in arguing with her about who was taking out who for dinner. It was hard to stop myself from offering to split the bill, or correcting what she said. But she looked at me with that dominating fire in her eyes, and I knew to accept what she was giving me. Besides, I wasn’t exactly rolling in money, and her earrings could pay my rent for two months.

I changed into a dress, and even though Michelle was already dressed up nicely, she changed as well. She came out of the bathroom wearing a gorgeous, tight black dress. It was modest, not quite office-appropriate but definitely work-party-appropriate. The way that it hung on her body, accentuating her curves, the slit up the side, made me realize I was making the right choice.

I only wore a little red silky slip dress. I felt a bit silly wearing it, the dress I had planned on for Tyler and I’s first date, to one of the local bars. But when Michelle saw me, I instantly saw her approval.

“Fuck, you look hot. Red’s your color,” she said, reaching out for me.

Her hands were quick and confident, the way that they grabbed onto me, slipping over the silk of the dress. Her lips made their way to my neck and her leg between my thighs as she pushed me up against the wall. I gasped as her hand slid up my dress.

“I made reservations, so we should probably go,” she said softly into my ear, and then her tongue found my ear lobe, sending a shiver of pleasure through my body. Her hand grazed against the crease of my bikini line, the sensitive spot of skin that made me jump.

I was so turned on, I wouldn’t have minded skipping dinner for this. I was getting wet, my clit aching, my body responding knowingly after the night before.

“Don’t worry, I’ll save you for dessert,” she said with a smile and took a step back. She reached out to fix my dress, smoothed my hair, and gave me a quick kiss on the forehead. “Let’s go.”

My legs wobbled as I grabbed her hand, letting her lead us out of the room.

The restaurant was way nicer than I could have imagined. It was completely packed, as everyone was probably desperate for hot food after the power outage. Candles lit each of the tables, with low lights above as waiters weaved between them wearing white and black.

We checked in at the front desk, and a hostess led us to our table. I was thankful that it was in the corner so we could have some more privacy.

I took a glance at the menu and my jaw dropped. Michelle had been watching me.

“Don’t. This is my treat. Just don’t even look at them.”

“$55 for a salad?”

“If you’re going to be cheap then maybe I’ll have to cancel dessert,” she said, with a mischievous flicker in her eyes. “I won’t be able to afford it.”

“No, no, that won’t be necessary,” I smiled.

Michelle ordered our drinks and an appetizer to share, and we each ordered our meals. We each chose a different pasta.

“So, did you think about what I asked you earlier? About staying with me for a bit?”

“Yeah, I did,” I sipped on my drink. “I mean, I would love to, and I have no reason not to. Of course, I feel bad that you’re having to take care of me, but-”

“I like to. I enjoy it, so don’t feel bad.”

“I appreciate it. I’ve never had anyone treat me like that before. At all.”

I wanted to hold her hand, rub her calf with my foot, move my chair closer to her, anything. I wanted to be near her. But I knew there were probably so many of her coworkers sitting all around us. I could tell by the way that she looked at me that she wanted the same, but we both refrained.

“If only you knew how much you were helping me too,” she said, and I could tell she meant it. “It’s just been so nice having you around, and we’re just getting started. I can’t wait to get to know you.”

Her words made me realize I absolutely would be going with her. I would be so stupid to pass up someone so perfect. So affectionate, caring, and sexy. I wondered what the catch was and when I would find it, but there wasn’t a red flag in sight.

The waitress brought our appetizer, garlic jumbo shrimp, and we ate it while Michelle told me about her house, her neighborhood, and some of the things we could drive out to see. She was in the middle of telling me a funny story about her neighbor when we both heard someone clear their throat loudly.

“Sorry to interrupt your date. How was your little sleepover last night?” Mike asked in a mocking voice.

I wanted to tell him exactly how our night had gone, and how our night tonight was going to go, but I knew he would probably enjoy it more than being horrified by it.

“Mike, we’re in the middle of a conversation, and this isn’t during work hours. Is there something you need?”

“Woah woah, no need to get sassy with me. I heard your speech went well, what was it about anyways?”

“It’s confidential. Now will you please-”

“Ohhh it’s confidential. We work in the same department but it’s confidential,” he said sarcastically. “I don’t even know why you were the one chosen for that anyways, I’m the one who dealt with financial last year.”

I saw Michelle biting her tongue. I knew she wanted to unleash on this guy and she couldn’t. I wanted to as well, but I didn’t want to embarrass her.

“Look, Mike. We’ll speak about this when we’re back at work, but if you could please leave-”

I could see his face turning beet red, his hands in fists.

“I’m the one who deals with it, not you, so whatever strings you think you’re pulling…” he said, his voice rising.

“Did you not hear her? Get the fuck out of here, we’re busy.” I snapped at him, my voice steady and low.

He looked like he was going to come across the table at me.

“What did you just say to me?”

“Excuse me, waiter,” Michelle said politely as a tall man passed our table.

“Yes, miss?”

“This man is bothering us, he won’t leave our table.”

“Sir, if you don’t go back to your table we will have to ask you to leave.”

I wish I could have taken a picture of Mike’s red face and Michelle’s confident smile. She sat back with ease in her chair as Mike silently turned and walked back across the room to where he sat.

Michelle thanked the waiter and watched him leave. Then she looked at me and burst out laughing.

“Oh my god what a freak,” I said, laughing.

“I can’t stand him, there’s so much I wish I could have said… thank you for standing up for me. It surprised me.”

“It surprised me too,” I said, laughing. “But he’s just such a jerk. Our little sleepover?”

“He’d faint if he knew about our sleepover.”

Another waiter brought our meals, and we spent the rest of the dinner laughing and eating, shooting glances at Mike as he sat in his seat grumbling.

“Anything for dessert, ladies?” The waiter asked as he took our plates.”

“We have dessert covered. Just the bill, thank you.”


Chapter 8

As we walked to the elevator I kept thinking Mike was going to jump out at us, but he didn’t. Michelle pressed the button and we waited for it to arrive.

“Should we be worried?”

“About what?” She asked, stepping into the elevator. I followed her in.

“About Mike?”

“No, I don’t think so. Don’t worry, it’s his team that fucked up, he’ll probably be getting let go next week. He doesn’t realize how bad it is.”

“Good, he deserves it!”

“See why it was so hard for me to bite my tongue?” She laughed.

We exited the elevator and my hands were on her before we were even through the door. She swiped her card and pulled me in, shutting the door hard behind us before pushing me up against it. Her lips found mine quickly as she kissed me hard, her tongue pushing into my mouth. I wasn’t worried about her ruining my makeup now, in fact, I hoped that she did.

Michelle grabbed my wrists and pinned them up above my head with one hand. Even just this made my whole body squirm with excitement. She could do what she wanted to me and I couldn’t stop her. I wanted to know what it would be like to be tied up by her, to be entirely hers.

Her other hand pushed up my dress in between my legs, and her hand slid over my panties immediately. She pushed them to the side. No foreplay, it wasn’t needed. That’s what dinner felt like, just a long slow tease. I was already dripping for her.

“God that turned me on so much earlier, when you told off Mike,” she started, her fingers pushing slightly inside of me, as I opened my legs as much as I could. “The things I wanted to fucking do to you after you spoke to him like that. And now I have you all to myself.”

Her fingers brushed against my hard clit and I jumped, letting out a gasp.

“Don’t hold back, I want you to do what you want to me. Tie me up like you wanted to, use a fucking bathrobe belt I don’t care. I want you to use me.”

“Mmm, spoken like a true slut. Usually, I don’t follow orders, but since you were so bold earlier I’ll let it slide. I’ll do my best with what we’ve got, but when we get to my house you’ll be in for a bigger surprise.”

She let go of my wrists and unzipped the back of my dress. She pulled it over my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

“Keep your shoes on, and your jewelry. Get on the bed.”

I did as she said, feeling even more naked in my heels only. The way they shaped my legs and ass made me feel like a walking sex object. In a way, I was.

I got on the bed while Michelle found whatever she could to tie me up with. Two robe belts and a phone charger cord.

I felt a lot more shy this time. Last night was in the dark, and tonight we had all of the lamps on in the room. She was seeing me for the first time like this, and I was seeing her. I watched her face as she tied each one of my legs to a bedpost, her devious smile, her eyes that looked like they wanted to devour me. I was so exposed now, my legs wide open, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Those nerves made me even more excited, my legs shaking slightly.

Wordlessly she continued, lifting me slightly to put a pillow under my ass, pushing my hips and pussy into the air. She led me backward to lay down on another pillow and then tied both of my wrists together to the headboard. Every time one of her nails grazed against my skin, I felt it through my whole body.

I’d gotten what I wanted, I couldn’t move, and I could tell that this was what she wanted too.

“Thank god the power’s back on. This time I can watch you while you squirm around. You’re so fucking hot,” she said, her fingers grazing that spot again, the crease of my upper, inner thigh.

My face was completely hot, I was thankful for the makeup I wore that hid my changing color. The way her eyes traced my skin felt like a knife. I’d never had sex with so many lights on before. I wanted to see every inch of her to make it even.

As if she’d read my mind, she slowly took her clothes off as I watched. So slowly, teasingly. She knew that we had all of the time in the world, and she intended to use it. She slipped each strap off of her shoulder and turned around so I could watch as she slowly unzipped her dress revealing her perfect muscular back. Turning around again she let it slide down the front of her, showing her gorgeous, medium-sized breasts and hard nipples that I’d had in my mouth last night.

Finally, she pushed the dress over her hips and slid out of it. She left on her black, lacy thong that cut so low under her stomach that if she moved the wrong way it could slip. I wanted to peel it off with my teeth and dive in between her legs, but even if I could I wouldn’t have a clue what I was doing.

She crawled on top of me, her body barely grazing against mine. I moved as much as I could to get closer to her, but it didn’t work. Her bold and intoxicating perfume encapsulated me in a swirl of vanilla and spice mixed with her skin. I wanted to taste her, any part of her, but I couldn’t reach.

“I had an idea, I’m not sure if you would be into it or not…”

She paused at my nipples, and while she looked at me straight in the eyes, she licked at my hard nipple, swirling her tongue around it. My whole body squirmed, the feeling shooting down in between my legs, and I threw my head back.

“Look at me,” she demanded, and I met her eyes. “I know you like this. And I think you like this…”

She paused and took my nipple in between her teeth, biting gently, moving her teeth back and forth slightly. I exploded with moans, unable to look away.

“Fuck Michelle, yes!” I cried out, unable to look away from her. It hurt but just enough that it turned into pleasure. I’d never felt anything like it. My clit throbbed so painfully now I thought I could scream.

“I thought so. You seem like the type. I’m trying to be creative here, so I found this,” she said and reached over the side of the bed. She pulled out a black clothes hanger from the closet with two metal clips on either side. “You probably haven’t used clamps before, but this will be close anyway.”

I didn’t know how she knew I hadn’t used nipple clamps before, but she was right. I hadn’t even thought of it. I saw stuff like that in the sex store and I always just thought it was a bit weird. I always thought about how I wasn’t into that freaky stuff, not that I’d ever given it a try. But I also wasn’t into women, and here I was.

“Yes, yes, please. I want to try it. I’ll try anything.”

“I wasn’t asking permission,” she said with a smile.

She held one of my breasts and released the clamp onto my nipple, and immediately my whole body responded, writhing underneath her. It felt so strange but so good, hurting at first but quickly leveling out into the perfect pressure. She did the same to my other nipple and leaned back to look at her work. The hook of the hanger rested near my belly button.

“Perfect. Maybe we’ll have to bring this with us.”

I couldn’t wait any longer, but judging by how fast she was shutting me down, I knew I couldn’t ask for her to hurry up and touch me. My body was screaming it, from the way I ground my hips against the air, to the heavy breathing I couldn’t contain. Thankfully, she didn’t waste any time.

“Since you’ve been so good tonight, I think I’ll have to give you a proper fucking. But don’t worry, I’ll make up for it later.”

She got off of the bed and walked over to her nightstand. She pulled out a dildo, not overly large but larger than anyone I had been with. I could feel my pussy clenching and releasing, hungry at the thought of being fucked by her.

“I don’t have a strap with me, I didn’t expect that I’d have to fuck any desperate sluts while I was on my business trip.”

Michelle walked back over to the bed and pressed the dildo against my wet entrance. I closed my eyes for a moment, willing her to fuck my brains out with it, but I heard her voice.

“I said, look at me.”

My eyes snapped open, and I watched as she spit onto my pussy. I could feel the wet spit sliding down my clit and onto my already wet hole.

“What do you want me to do?”

“I need it, please Michelle.”

“Aww, you can do better than that. What do you need? Beg for it.” The dildo slid up towards my clit and then back against my opening, driving me crazy.

“I need you to fuck me, Michelle. Please, please fuck me. I want you to stretch me out. I’m so fucking wet, I need it! Please.”

“God you’re such a greedy little slut,” she laughed, pushing the dildo inside of me. I’d never been so wet like this, it slid in so easily and so deep, filling every crevice of me. “Go ahead. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a greedy little slut,” I moaned as she kept it still inside of me, pressing against my cervix. “I’m your slut, Michelle, fuck. I’m yours.”

That was enough to put her over the edge. She looked surprised, and I felt a bit embarrassed, but not enough to take away from how horny and desperate for her I was. She pulled the dildo out all of the way and then pushed back into me hard, over and over.

“That’s right. I’m going to make sure you don’t fucking forget it”

She fucked me so hard, I thought that if she continued, I could cum just from this. The way she pulled out so far and pushed back in again drove me crazy. Each time felt like too much, but I wanted more. Her wrist moved quickly, and my body bounced as she penetrated me, making the hanger bounce and pull on my nipples just enough to make me cry out with pleasure.

Her other hand started playing with my clit, rubbing slow circles, and the combination made me feel like I was going to leave my body. I wanted to throw my head back and scream and succumb to the pleasure entirely, but I had to watch her.

But watching her was just as good. I loved the way her eyes scanned my body, moving over my breasts and stomach down to my pussy, watching the way all of my muscles squeezed and released. I did feel a bit selfish because I could see in her face how desperately horny she was too. I knew she had everything planned for tonight, and I knew she wouldn’t go easy on me this time.

I tried everything I could to hold off the waves of my orgasm that were starting to rise within me. I wanted to cum, but not without her permission. I could feel the fluttering in my stomach, and the way my legs muscles started to get so tight they were starting to cramp.

“Go ahead, cum for me. It won’t be the first time tonight, you’re not going to have anything left by the time I’m done with you.”

I screamed so loud I was sure the neighbors would bang on the wall, but I didn’t care. I let go completely, pulling so hard against the restraints that I thought I might break the bedposts. I felt the wetness pouring between my legs, soaking into the sheets and under my ass.

“Good girl,” she said laughing. She didn’t stop fucking me, but she took her hand off of my clit and grabbed the hook of the hanger. A new feeling ripped through me as she pumped inside of me, my sensitive nipples stretching gently with her pull. “Go ahead, give me another one.”

I came hard again, this time different, the feeling coming from the pit of my stomach. It felt deeper, so full that I wasn’t even sure if it was an orgasm, but my body responded like it was.

“Oh my god,” was all I could manage to cry out as my body shook.

Michelle pulled the dildo out of me and set it on the bed. She straddled my stomach and gently unclamped my nipples. The pain of the blood rushing back into them made me yelp, but it quickly went away.

Even though I had just cum twice, I wasn’t done. I was still so horny. I was tired, but I wanted more.

“My turn? Maybe when you catch your breath.”


Chapter 9

“I’m ready,” I said, still panting. I wasn’t sure what I was ready for, but I couldn’t wait to keep going.

She pushed her fingers in between my lips and opened my mouth. She pressed down on my tongue, inspecting me.

“I hope you’re ready. A mouth like yours is just begging to be fucked, don’t you think?” She asked, and I nodded, unable to respond. I didn’t know what I was doing but I needed to taste every inch of her.

She sat beside me on the bed and pulled her panties off over her heels, then straddled my chest. Her hands pushed the pillow under my head away on each side, making room for her thighs, and she shuffled up to straddle my face.

Her gorgeous, expertly waxed pussy was right there, almost within distance, her pussy lips gleaming with her wetness. I thought about how that was because of me, because of how hot she found me, and it made me even hungrier for her. The scent of her drove me insane.

“Remember, I’m in charge, so do what I say. Stick out your tongue.”

I was glad for the guidance. I stuck out my tongue as far as I could. Michelle grabbed the back of my head and lowered herself onto me. It surprised me how soft her pussy was on my tongue, how sweet and savory she tasted.

She pushed her entrance against my tongue until it was inside of her. I tried to harden it and did the best I could to swirl around and fuck her with it. She moaned and pressed harder against my face, and I played around with her, pushing inside of her as much as I could as she smothered me.

Her hips moved away slightly and she rubbed against my tongue. I stayed still, letting her use me the way she wanted, keeping my tongue out like she had asked. She stopped and I felt something hard on my tongue and I realized it was her clit. I couldn’t seem to control myself then, taking it in between my lips, sucking and licking her.

“God, you don’t need any direction, do you? You were made for this.”

I groaned against her and felt her fingers grip my head harder. She held my head and picked up speed, rubbing herself quickly against my tongue, pausing every once in a while to let me suck her. My jaw started to hurt, and my face was wet, but it only made me want more. I did feel like I was made for this like it was my job to pleasure her and let her use me like a toy.

Her moans grew louder, and when I snuck a glimpse at her I noticed her head was back slightly, her eyes closed, and her mouth was open. I watched her face change as I sucked harder and harder, and then let her fuck herself against my tongue. She let go of my head and leaned back slightly, giving me a perfect view of her body, her heavy breasts bouncing as she moved. I wished I could touch her, but my arms were useless above my head.

I felt her hand on my chest and she found my nipple, pinching and pulling on it. It was so sore from being clamped earlier that the touch felt electrified, and she laughed as I moaned loudly against her clit, unable to do anything but continue, even harder than I was before. Her legs tightened around my head and one of her hands came back to grip my hair hard, keeping me in the same spot.

“Don’t you fucking stop, don’t-”

Her words faded off into noise as she came, holding my head so completely still. I had been flicking my tongue against her clit, and I didn’t dare stop, feeling her twitching and shaking over me.

She slowed and pulled away, and I rested my tongue and took a deep breath. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually been able to make her cum.

“Taylor, you made a mess of me. Clean it up.”

Her pussy moved over my tongue again, and this time her hole was so wet and the taste of her even stronger. I lapped at her like I was dying of thirst, cleaning her up. I could have stayed there all night, licking her soft lips and tasting her cum, but she moved her hips up and then moved back away from me.

I felt her hands undoing the tie above my head, and my arms were freed. They felt so weird, so unnatural now that I could move them again. There was something so comforting and safe about being restrained that I couldn’t exactly place. I felt safe having the control taken away from me.

Wordlessly she untied my feet as well. I moved all of my limbs, my body sore and exhausted from how tense I had been. She must have noticed as she paused to rub my calves. She took each one of my heels off slowly and threw them into the corner.

“Come with me.”

I got up and followed her to the bathroom. She pulled me up onto the counter, just like last night. I watched as she went over to the big bathtub and turned on the water, testing to make sure it was hot. She poured bubble bath into it and walked back over to me.

“Since you’ve been such a good slut for me I’m going to make you cum so hard it’s going to hurt. You’ll be lucky if you can make it down to breakfast in the morning.”

Michelle got on her knees in front of me. She pulled my ass to the edge of the counter, and put my legs over her shoulders. She wrapped each of her strong arms around my thighs, holding them so tightly I couldn’t move.

Her tongue licked up my crease slowly and my whole body shivered. Without holding back she sucked my clit, taking the nub expertly in between her lips and sucking it hard. I grabbed onto the tap of the bathroom sink for stability, and the corner of the counter with my other hand, my head resting back on the mirror.

She worked so quickly and precisely it was like she had a map of me. There was no testing to see what I liked, she just seemed to know. The way she flicked her firm tongue over me, and then flattened it to lap at my clit before sucking me made me realize she had done this so many times before. She was an expert.

I knew I wouldn’t last long at all. Between how turned on I was from eating her out, to how skilled she was with her tongue, I had no chance even trying to delay my orgasm. I felt my pussy squeezing and releasing hard as I came. I couldn’t move an inch from how tightly she held my hips, and she didn’t stop. My clit was over-sensitive now and I felt it twitching away from her, each touch sending a flutter through my body.

She stopped for a moment, looking up at me.

“Come on, you can do better than that, can’t you?”

She continued, and the unbearable sensitivity started to turn back into pleasure so quickly, that I felt the waves go through me again. Was I still cumming or was I cumming again? I couldn’t tell, all I knew was that I was losing control of my body, not that I had much to begin with. I was sliding down the mirror, gripping whatever I could so hard that my fingers hurt.

“Fuck Michelle, please!” I yelled, not sure if I was asking her to please stop or please continue. I never wanted to leave this state, but my body was rebelling against me, trying to crawl away from her mouth.

“I thought you said you were my greedy little slut?” She asked, her voice low, groaning. “Come on, give me just one more.”

The relief of her pausing to talk was short-lived, and she was back where she left me. Flicking her tongue exactly at the same speed that she knew would send me over the edge again. Her arms gripped even tighter. I wasn’t in control, not even a little bit, and the thought made me feel elated. She could do this to me all night until I cried or passed out, and I couldn’t do anything about it. She had a power over me that I couldn’t explain, but all I knew was that I needed it desperately.

I came for her again, this time feeling myself squirt, my juices pouring down over Michelle’s throat and breasts and onto the floor. She eased off of me gently, taking care to rub my shaking legs, and helped me sit back up a bit onto the counter. She stood up and rubbed my shoulders and my back as I came back to reality, down from the cloud I’d floated up to.

Once I started to catch my breath, I looked at her, and she was smiling at me. She leaned in for a kiss, and I could taste myself on her tongue. Even just her touching my arm made me jump with excitement. Suddenly I felt like I wanted to keep going, but I knew I couldn’t.

“Oh shit, the water,” she said, running over to turn off the tap. It didn’t flow over but it was close enough to the top that she had to let some out of the drain. I laughed at her.

“Come on, let me get you into the bath. You did so good Taylor.”

She lifted me off of the counter, one arm under my legs and the other around my back. She eased me into the tub and then got in as well, sitting across from me. Her legs were under mine, and her hand rubbed my thigh gently.

“That was amazing, Michelle. I’m… I’ve never had anything like that before. Any of it. I’ve never had anyone make me feel like that.”

“In a good way?” She asked, and I could see the concern on her face.

“Yes, of course. I feel so safe with you.”

“I’m glad, I didn’t want to push you too far, but fuck, you respond so well.”

“You didn’t push me too far. Just enough.” I placed my hand over hers and she grabbed it.

“I’m so glad.” She smiled at me. “I can’t wait to take you to my house, to my city. I want to show you off. I want to spoil you. You deserve it.”

We spent the rest of the evening laughing in the bath and washing each other off. It felt so nice to touch her, not in a sexual way, but just to be close to her. It felt so intimate without the pressure.

She dried me off, wrapped me in a towel, and took me to bed. Never in my life had I slept so soundly.
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Brittany receives a random text message from Cam, her boyfriend Tyler’s gorgeous ex-girlfriend. She wants to talk. They agree to meet up for dinner, where Cam reveals all of her and Tyler’s bad history. As the women team up to see if Tyler has changed his ways, Cam’s irresistible and dominating charm makes Brittany realize she might be just as guilty.
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Humiliated by my Lesbian Teacher: A BDSM Age Gap Story

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D2LLQMXC

Law student Emma has a new class, with the hottest teacher she’s ever seen, Mrs. Cortez. Emma is a bit too obvious with her crush, and her teacher quickly catches on. Mrs. Cortez has a punishment in mind for her student’s inappropriate behavior. Will Emma accept what she deserves?

Humiliated by my Lesbian Teacher: A BDSM Age Gap Story: is a sexy 7,000 word erotica about Emma getting used and humiliated by her hot teacher, Mrs. Cortez.
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