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Chapter 1

I stared at the text message I’d received, completely stunned.

“Hi, Brittany. You don’t know me, but I think you’ve heard of me before. I’m Cam, Tyler’s ex. Could we meet up for a chat?”

I knew about Cam. Tyler and I had been dating for 2 years, and he had told me lots of stories about her, even when I didn’t want to hear them. He said she was crazy, that she was evil, and that she ruined his life. I always wondered how much of it had been true. At the beginning of our relationship, I trusted everything he said. But after moving in together, I realized that some of the stories he wove together were easy to pick apart.

Still, he was very passionate in his hatred for Cam, and I was intrigued.

“How did you get my number?” I responded.

She replied almost immediately.

“I didn’t know who you were at first, to be honest, I was stalking his profile. But I found out we had a mutual friend, Stacey Wilson, and she gave me your number.”

Stacey Wilson, I barely even knew her. She was an old coworker I had carpooled with while her car was being fixed. I was shocked she’d given out my number so carelessly.

“Why do we have to meet? Can’t we just text?”

“I really think we should meet,” she replied. “How is Thursday? Anytime.”

I replied that I could meet her for lunch the next day. She texted me a place downtown where we could meet, and I agreed. I knew I needed to see her.

It wasn’t only that I was curious to know what she had to tell me about Tyler, but it was because of all the horrible things he had said about her. He had painted her to be a monster, and himself a saint, yet there were plenty of times in the past few months I realized that he was probably far from innocent.

Tyler and I had moved in together six months ago. He moved in with me since my place was closer to his work. The first two months were great. We couldn’t get enough of each other. It was like a dream come true. However after some time passed, he started to change.

He would come home late, act cold toward me, and get upset when I didn’t cook or clean, even though I worked too. It was far from how we started, but his change crept in so slowly that I didn’t realize how bad his behavior was getting until recently.

I wondered if that was what she wanted to tell me. That he wasn’t who he seemed. I still loved him, I figured it was just a rough patch, but her message had my head spinning.
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Chapter 2

“Babe, I’m going out for lunch with one of my friends from college. Remember Lucy, my old roommate I told you about?”

“No, not really,” he said, looking up from his phone. “But have fun.”

His voice sounded uninterested, but he gave me a quick grin and returned to his phone. I almost wanted to tell him who I was really meeting, so that I could get a real reaction from him. But instead, I left the house without another word.

As I drove to the restaurant, passing through the bright, quiet suburbs, I couldn’t help but let my mind wander. I didn’t know many details about Cam, just the vague grumblings that Tyler had told me. I hated when he brought her up because he was always grumpy afterwards.

However, one thing I couldn’t get out of my head was from the first few times Tyler and I had sex. We had great chemistry in the beginning, and I remember him asking me one time if I was into anything weird.

“What do you mean, weird?” I’d asked him.

“You know, like that fucking weird kinky shit. My ex was into it and it’s not something I want.”

It had been something I’d always wanted to explore, but not badly enough to push the issue. Also since it had been so early on in the relationship, I wanted him to like me, and I didn’t want him to be put off by reminding him of his ex.

So because of that, the only things I knew about her was that she was into weird kinky shit and that she ruined Tyler’s life.

As I walked towards the restaurant, I spotted her right away. She told me she’d be wearing a big black sunhat and a white sundress with sunflowers. It took me a moment when I saw her because even though I knew it had to be her, she was so incredibly beautiful that it took me by surprise. I didn’t think I was anywhere near her league, yet we had dated the same man.

She waved at me, her big pearly white smile and dark sunglasses inviting me over. She stood up and pulled me in for a big hug, which I found strange considering the circumstances. But when she pulled me close and I smelled her coconut body lotion and sweet-scented shampoo, I almost didn’t want to pull away.

“Brittany, I’m so glad you came, sit down.”

I sat across from her at the table. I wasn’t sure if her big hat and sunglasses were part of a disguise, or if it was just how she normally dressed.

I couldn’t believe how stunning she was. It wasn’t that Tyler was ugly, but I did wonder how he was able to get a girlfriend who was so gorgeous and put together. Everything from her perfectly shaped eyebrows to her freshly manicured nails made me feel like an amateur in front of her. I wonder if she was looking at me thinking that Tyler downgraded.

“So, what did you want to talk to me about?”

She smiled and handed me a small menu.

“We’ll get there, I promise. But I want to make sure we enjoy ourselves too. Get whatever you want, lunch is on me.”

“No, I don’t mind-”

“It’s already decided. Have you been here before? The pulled pork taco salad is to die for.”

I decided to get what she had recommended, without looking too much at the menu. I felt a bit nervous. What were we going to talk about for a whole meal? The waitress came to take our orders, and I prayed she would be quick.

“Sorry, not to go off topic even though we haven’t started yet. But where do you get your hair done? Your highlights look amazing.”

“Oh my god, thank you,” I replied, touching my hair awkwardly. “Um, I actually do my own hair. I went to school for it, but I ended up getting an accounting job instead.”

“It looks amazing. God I should get you to do my hair. I’m not sure about my stylist. Actually, could I get your opinion?”

She moved her chair over close to me. So close that I could feel her knee grazing against my thigh. I held my breath slightly, suddenly feeling even more nervous.

“I think she’s killing my hair. I mean I know it’s bleached, but…” she grabbed my hand gently, her fingernails grazing the back of my hand. I felt my hand shake slightly and tried to hide it. She lifted it to her hair. “Does it feel healthy to you?”

I felt her hair and moved a bit closer to inspect it. I held a strand in my hands, and then gently picked up another.

“It looks okay to me, you must have a good conditioning routine though?”

“I can see why Tyler likes you so much. You’re so gentle. And you smell really good.”

I felt my cheeks get hot, and I stuttered for a moment but didn’t know what to say.

“Do you like him?” She asked, moving her chair back, completely changing the subject.

“Of course, I do, you know. He’s…charming. He’s different from other guys I’ve dated. But things have been a bit different since we moved in together.”

It felt weird opening up to her like this. I didn’t even know what her intentions were. What if she told Tyler whatever we spoke about and tried to sabotage our relationship? But there was just something about the careful way she asked my questions, and her stare, that made me feel like I could trust her.

“Let me guess, on his phone all the time? Asks you for money?”

“He is on his phone a lot, but he’s never asked me for money… why would he? He has a good job. He’s still at the mechanic’s shop… I think he would have been there when you guys dated too.”

The waitress came with our drinks and some freshly baked bread rolls. She took her time dropping them off, asking how we were enjoying ourselves, and I wanted to tell her to get lost. I needed to know what Cam was talking about.

Finally, she left, and Cam leaned forward slightly, as did I.

“Look. You might already know, but at the same time maybe he has changed. I’ll just get right to the point. Tyler cheated on me multiple times. Everything from meeting up with two women to texting a few long distance. He had a gambling addiction, and when he won money he would spend it on the women. When he lost, he would ask me for money, and spend that on them too.”

I wanted to tell her she was a liar, but it made sense. He had never asked me for money but there were times when he would forget his wallet when we went out for dinner, and times when he would forget to send money for bills, like his half of rent or the internet. I never wanted to bother him for money, I figured somehow it would even out in the long run.

He always told me he hates spending money, and that his parents always instilled it in them from a young age to be conscious of their finances. Sometimes he’d judge my purchases, and I’d let him, especially as we were starting to build a life together. But I’d never seen his bank account, and he’d never told me how much was in it.

I couldn’t count how many nights he’d come home late, or the days he’d spend glued to his phone or taking calls out of the room. It had happened so much that it just became what I expected.

“Oh my god,” I said, taking a sip of my drink. “That’s…it makes sense kind of. But I’m not sure if that’s what it is. Maybe he’s changed.”

“I mean, of course, I can’t say for sure that he hasn’t changed. But if he hasn’t… I’m so sorry,” she said, grabbing my hand across the table. “Because you so don’t deserve it. You’re too good for him. I mean just in general, let alone his behavior.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate you reaching out to me. I mean…I need to be sure still. I mean no offense but I don’t know you.”

“No, I totally get it,” she said, looking down. She let go of my hand. “Has he said anything about me?”

“Honestly? He said a lot about you. But the main things were that you’re crazy, you ruined his life, and that you’re…” I paused.

“Oh my god, yeah, okay. I’m the life ruiner. And that I’m what?”

I thought for a moment, how inappropriate it was for me to blurt out what I had been about to say. But I couldn’t think of anything else.

“Kinky.”

She let out a laugh so loud that the people at the table next to us snapped their heads quickly to look at us. She slumped back in her chair, giggling.

“Oh my god. I mean, yeah. He’s not wrong. Let me guess, he told you I’m bisexual too?”

“Oh, no. He didn’t.”

“Oh,” she laughed. “Well, I am. I’m surprised he didn’t. Probably thinks that makes me crazy too. Actually, he doesn’t even know that I only date women now. Look, he thinks I ruined his life because I exposed him. I was so mad that I told everyone what he had done, including his side chicks, his mom, and his friends. I guess I did ruin his life, but he wasted 6 years of mine and my hard-earned money. I don’t want that to happen to you too.”

The waitress arrived with the food. When I saw the salad, I realized Cam was right. It had to be the best thing on the menu. I wondered if she was right about everything else.

I felt bad for her, but I also felt embarrassed. How had I fallen for someone who had such big secrets? I needed to find out if he was cheating on me.

We carried on eating and sharing stories about Tyler. We had so many notes to compare, crazy things we had done for him not realizing that he was being manipulative. I realized she was nowhere near as scary as he had made her seem to be. If anything she was a saint for dealing with what she had dealt with.

“I can’t thank you enough. I’m grateful that you reached out to me. But you didn’t have to. Why go out of your way?” I asked, taking the last bite of my food and pushing the plate away.

She gave me a look that made me think she had another motive.

“To be honest, I’m not even sure. I just saw your pictures when I was looking you up, and I just saw myself. I felt so bad. Also, I mean I just wanted to meet you because I feel like we have a lot in common.”

“Thank you,” I said, not moving my eyes away from her. I waited as if she was going to say more because I felt like there was more to it. But instead, she just smiled at me.

“Well, I have to go inside to pay.”

“Oh, I’ll come with you. I have to use the bathroom anyway.”

“Same, like for twenty minutes but I didn’t want to leave our conversation,” she said, laughing.
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Chapter 3

We walked inside the small restaurant cafe. I hovered while she paid, hoping that maybe I could split the bill with her, but she didn’t give me the opportunity.

“Bathrooms are downstairs,” she said, and I followed her through the restaurant through tables to the back, and down a set of steep stairs.

I couldn’t believe how dark it was. It was obvious that they had spent their decorating budget on the upstairs, as the downstairs was dingy and musty. We reached the door to the women’s washroom and she turned the light on. It was a small room with two stalls.

We both used the bathroom and washed our hands. I was drying my hands with a paper towel while Cam fixed her hair. Her small, black purse fell off of the side of the counter. I moved to get it, reaching down for it, not realizing that she had reached down too. Her hand grazed against mine, and I froze. She was squatted down while I was on one knee.

Our hands stayed touching, just inches away from her purse. We paused before I finally felt her grasp my hand and pull me up with her, leaving her purse on the ground. She gave me a devious look, her dark eyes studying me, and pushed me gently against the counter with her hips. Everything was happening in slow motion, and it felt as if I was her prey, but I didn’t want to stop.

She leaned toward me and I eagerly grabbed the back of her head with my free hand. She kissed me hard, her soft lips against mine as she pushed me against the counter a bit harder. I was enveloped by her sweet smell, her hair tickling my neck, as she pushed even closer against me. Her tongue slipped past my lips, exploring my mouth, and I moaned against her.

I didn’t know if I was just so deprived of Tyler’s recent few weeks of starving me of physical attention, or if I was this turned on from kissing a woman in a dirty basement bathroom, but it was undeniable that a spark was lit inside of me. She let go of my hand and ran her hands all over me, I couldn’t even keep track between her tongue flicking against mine and her hands brushing against my nipples and then down over my waist, leaving a sparking trail of electricity where her fingers had been.

Her leg snuck between both of mine, as she broke the kiss, and started kissing my neck. I felt guilt wash over my whole body so intensely, and then dissipate just as fast as her lips brushed the base of my neck.

“Fuck,” I said, a shiver going through my body, directly down to my clit. I felt my hips move slightly toward her thigh, and Cam let out a giggle.

“Who’s cheating now?” She said, and I felt my face get hot. For a moment I thought, maybe Tyler had set her up, but before I could even finish the thought, she continued. “Just kidding. Well, I guess only kind of. But this is different.”

I couldn’t help but think about how it wasn’t that different, but her lips found mine again, and her hands snaked up underneath my shirt, erasing the thought from my head.

“God you’re so fucking hot,” Cam whispered against my lips and then gently bit down on my lower lip. Suddenly she stopped, as if she felt that same wave of guilt.

“I’m sorry, shit. I promise this wasn’t my intention, I just…”

“It’s okay,” I said, taking a deep shaky breath. A mixture of how turned on I was, and the shame I felt. “It’s okay. Nobody has to know.”

I didn’t have the words for this. I didn’t have the thoughts. I was so confused, I didn’t even like women, and now I was pressed against the sink of the dirtiest bathroom I’d ever seen by my boyfriend’s ex-girlfriend. And what was even more confusing was that I wanted her more than anything.

I leaned in again, kissing her gently. I tugged on her hips that pressed against mine, pulling her closer. In my head I could hear myself protesting, but my body…

Cam laughed gently, and the noise rippled through my body, through my hip bones that hers dug into. She kissed me back, her hands now under my shirt and trailing up my stomach, over my ribs, and finally to my breasts.

“The things I want to do to you, the way I want to fuck you, like you deserve.”

Like I deserved. She knew what it was like to be with Tyler. It wasn’t much different than what I’d been used to, but our sex life hadn’t been the most exciting. I thought I’d been okay with it until I felt the way Cam’s hands touched me. The way she grasped at me desperately, passionately, like she needed my body. I’d thought maybe I wasn’t that into sex, but her hands awakened something in me that was so desperate and animalistic, that it almost scared me.

Her hands pressed my shirt up, revealing my breasts. Cam moved her mouth down to my nipple, so close that I could feel her warm breath teasing the bundle of nerves. She looked up at me, grinning, about to take my nipple into her mouth, when suddenly the door opened and someone shrieked.

I was mortified when I made eye contact with the older woman who had come to use the bathroom. Cam had pulled my shirt down quickly, but the woman had seen us.

I had a panic in myself so great that I couldn’t seem to get out the words to apologize, my face hotter than ever. But Cam just flipped her long hair over her shoulder, glaring at the woman.

“Mind your own business,” she barked, and the woman let out a sound of anger and headed for one of the stalls.

Cam grabbed her purse, her hat, and finally my hand, leading me out of the bathroom into the stairway. I wanted to get out of there before that woman came out of the bathroom, or complained to management.

“The owner’s an old family friend, don’t worry,” she said, as if reading my mind.

We headed up the stairs and she let go of my hand at the top. I walked through the restaurant, feeling like everyone’s eyes were on us, but they weren’t. I wondered if anyone thought of how long we were down there but everyone was a stranger wrapped up in their own conversations and their own lives.

“I’ll walk you to your car.”

I let her follow me over to where I had parked, and we both paused in front of my door.

“Thank you, Brittany. I had a really good time. All of your secrets are safe with me. I hope that mine are safe with you?”

Her dark, gorgeous eyes seemed to look into my thoughts, reading me like an open book. She still had that fire, the look that made me unsure if she was going to devour me or fuck me. But she gave me a sweet smile.

“Of course. Of course, they are. And thank you so much for lunch, for- for everything.”

“Text me, okay? Keep in contact. We’ll figure out if he’s up to anything.” She winked at me, and turned away, walking back to her car.


4




Chapter 4

When I got home, my mind was racing. I wasn’t sure if the shaking in my body was from being tense with anger, guilt, or from being uncontrollably turned on.

I walked into our apartment and looked for Tyler. I needed to see him, just to know that he didn’t know what I had done. I felt so stupid. Cam was his ex, his crazy ex. She certainly seemed fine to me, but I had trusted Tyler, and I hardly even knew her. I didn’t know her. She could have done that to get back at Tyler, or to get back at me. She could have told him everything that happened.

He looked up from his phone in the living room, looking the same as when I’d left him. I felt as if he would see it on me, see her lipstick on my neck, or smell her perfume when I walked into the room. But there was nothing on his face.

“Did you have fun with your friend?”

“Yeah, it was so fun. It’s been so long since I’d seen her.”

“That’s good. Where did you go?”

“Some place on the main street… plate something.”

“Plate and Pour?”

“Yes-” I started, wondering if maybe I shouldn’t have said anything at all. I’d forgotten Cam said she knew the owner. Had they gone there before, together? “Have you been there?”

“Yeah, a few years ago. I had the pulled pork taco salad.”

I felt the blood drain from my face. I wondered if he could see how sick I looked. That’s what we had eaten, what she had recommended. Had she told him the same thing? That it was to die for?

“Oh, that sounds good.” I tried to sound disinterested. “I had some kind of bacon and tomato sandwich thing.”

He looked back down at his phone, and I realized the conversation was over. He didn’t seem suspicious, but I wondered how deep he was in his thoughts right now. Was he thinking of Cam, thinking of laughing with her on the patio like I had done?


Hours passed, and the fear started to leave my body. Tyler didn’t seem to have any suspicions, and I started to convince myself that it wasn’t as big of a deal as I was making it. It was just a silly little thing, and it didn’t matter. Besides, she was a woman, and I didn’t even like women, so it didn’t count. It wasn’t like I had sex with anyone. My guilt had replaced the real issue that I was afraid to face, which was what Tyler was doing behind my back.

Before I went to bed I drew myself a hot bath, with candles, music, and bubbles filling up to the brim. I needed to sit by myself and think, and I couldn’t think of a better way to do it.

I slid into the scalding water, my skin screaming for me to jump back out. That was just how I liked it. As hot as I could stand. I got used to the temperature slowly, laying into the tub, and letting out a sigh of relief as my muscles relaxed. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so tense.

I looked down at my naked body, and all I could think of was Cam’s mouth, lingering right above my nipple, looking up at me. Fuck, I couldn’t think about this.

I needed to think about Tyler, his sneaking around, all of the connections I’d started making all day. Hell, he wasn’t even home tonight, he was at a friend’s house to watch hockey. A friend I’d never met. He didn’t even like hockey that much.

But I couldn’t help it, it was too late. That feeling crept down between my legs, hardening my nipples and my clit. I wanted to touch myself, but it was so unlike me. If Tyler had been home, I probably would have begged him to fuck me. Then he really would have been suspicious.

I wet my washcloth, soaping it up, and tried to just focus on washing my body. I rubbed it over my shoulders and collarbone, up and down my arms, but even the feeling of the cloth made my hair stand on edge. I rubbed it over my nipple, the rough, slippery surface causing me to bite my lip, and I did it again and again.

My phone buzzed, bringing me back to reality. I dried my hands and grabbed my phone off the side of the tub.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” the text message read.

I could hear her voice saying it, in my head, against my neck, sending shivers through my body. I started to type out a response, but I started to get scared again.

“You’re not going to use this against me, are you? Text messages?”

“Call me.”

I hated phone calls, but I wanted to hear her voice. I needed to. I thought for a moment about an excuse I could write, but my phone started ringing.

“Hello?” I answered, nervously.

“Are you alone?”

“Yes.”

“I really hope you don’t think I would use anything against you. I told you. Your secrets are safe with me.”

“I can’t stop thinking about you either,” I said, the words pouring out of me. I shifted slightly in the water. “All day, I can’t.”

“Wait…are you in the fucking tub right now?”

I laughed, “Yes, I just got in.”

“Oh my god, do you know what I would do to you if I was there right now?”

“Tell me,” I teased

“Are you going to do what I say?”

I almost gulped. What had I gotten myself into? For a moment I thought about pretending the call dropped. But I wanted it. I’d never been so curious.

“Yes, I will.”

“Well we should pick up where we left off, don’t you think? If I were there, I don’t think I’d be able to be gentle. I’d suck and nibble at your nipples until you were begging me to touch your clit. Until you couldn’t take it anymore.”

“Fuck,” I said and scrambled to put her on speakerphone. I needed both hands. I put her on low enough so that I could hear if Tyler came home early.

I pinched and pulled at my nipples, breathing heavy, enough for her to hear.

“Mmm, good girl. I bet you want me to touch your aching, swollen clit, don’t you?”

“Yes, please, I want it.”

“Please what? Tell me what you want. Say it.”

“Cam, I-” I moaned loudly. The way my wet fingers played with my nipples made me squirm, it was almost like torture. Not enough to make me cum, but it felt like I couldn’t take it anymore. “Please touch my clit, Cam, please. I need it.”

“There we go. You’re starting to sound like the desperate little slut that you are. If I was there I’d put you on the side of the tub. I’d slide your legs apart, actually, I probably wouldn’t need to, you’d probably already have them wide open for me. I’d wrap my lips around your clit and suck you, savoring the taste of you.”

I spread my legs under the water, refusing to get out of the hot water, but I used my hand to rub my clit. The soapy warm water and my fingers almost made it feel like a mouth was on me.

“I’d finger you as I sucked, holding you still as I rubbed your gspot.”

I used my other hand to push my fingers inside of myself, moaning from the sudden fullness.

I could hear her moaning, and it was pushing me closer to the edge. I wanted to know what she was doing, I wanted to see her, to touch her.

“And if you were lucky,” she started, gasping, “I’d let you cum.”

“Please. Please I need to.”

“Cum for me then.”

I moaned loudly as I orgasmed, the sounds of her heavy breathing and moans sending shivers through my body. I’d never orgasmed without a vibrator before, I didn’t think that I could, and this felt so much different. It was hard to pull my hand away from my clit, but it was so sensitive that I couldn’t continue. I almost felt even hornier now than I had before.

“Fuck,” she started, laughing. “That was so hot, oh my god. I didn’t know you had that in you.”

“Me neither,” I said, sinking into the tub, the water suddenly feeling cold.

“If that’s just over the phone, could you imagine what it would be like in person?”

I could imagine it, the images so vivid in my head. Every word she’d said to me I could feel on my skin. I could feel her breath as she called me a desperate slut. I could feel her mouth as I rubbed my soapy clit. I knew that she could push me to my limits, and I wanted her to.

But it had to stay like that, in my imagination only. I didn’t even know if Tyler was cheating but if he was, I couldn’t stoop to that level. I couldn’t bring that up to her, especially not now, right after having phone sex.

“I don’t think I could even imagine.”

“Well then maybe sometime we’ll have to find out. Once we, you know. Figure out what’s going on. I have some ideas about that but maybe another time would be better.”

“Yes, I can’t even think straight right now,” I said, laughing. “I should go though, I need to get out of this cold water.”

“Oops, that’s my fault.” I could hear her smile as she spoke. “Thank you, Brittany. You’ve made my whole week.”

We said goodbye and hung up the phone. I washed up, and midway through the tub draining I wondered if Tyler had come home while I was moaning too loudly to hear the front door. Another pang of guilt in my stomach. I didn’t think I could go on like this.

However, Tyler was nowhere to be found. Not until at least 3 AM. I heard him open the door to the bedroom and slip under the sheets, smelling like a perfume I didn’t own.
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Chapter 5

It was 10 PM, a few days later, and I was meeting Cam. She told me she had a spy mission for us, and to wear all black. I did as she said, pulling on an all-black outfit of sweatpants, a cropped t-shirt, and a pullover hoodie. I figured that maybe if I dressed down, wearing baggy clothes, she wouldn’t want me so badly. Because I wasn’t sure that I could say no to her.

Tyler was out with some friends, and I had hoped we wouldn’t be spying on him. Not only because I didn’t think I could handle seeing him with another woman, but also because it felt a bit silly. Like a scene from a movie that didn’t work in real life.

I waited for the text from Cam and went downstairs to meet her. She had pulled up in her car, a sleek low car matching our black outfits. I got in the passenger seat, the smell of leather and new car greeting me as I closed the door behind me.

I had only met Cam once, but she had dominated all of my thoughts and fantasies over the last few days. If I laid down in bed, I imagined her on top of me. If I leaned my hips against a counter, I imagined her behind me, pushing me, grabbing me from behind. But somehow her presence and the way she looked was even more powerful and alluring than I had remembered.

I felt so stupid now in my baggy clothes, seeing the way she wore tight pants and a shirt with a silver zipper pulled down so low that I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her chest. Her hair was pinned up in a big bun, and her face looked so sharp and defined, with cheekbones and a jawline that I knew I wouldn’t get out of my head for days. Her big dark eyes had a smokey liner, and the way she looked at me with them made me feel like she was an authority figure.

“Hey babe,” she said, her eyes scanning over me, not seeming to even care about the outfit that now seemed so big and frumpy. “Hope you don’t mind being a passenger princess.”

I laughed and pushed my hair over my shoulder. “I actually kind of hate driving, so this is fine by me.”

“So… the plan. Maybe I’ll talk while we drive. But let’s find a drive-thru first because I need a coffee.”

I didn’t work the next day, and I needed all the energy I could get for whatever we were doing, so I agreed. We turned into the coffee shop across the road, and Cam bought us two large coffees.

“Alright,” she started, driving towards the main part of town. “So I’ve been kind of busy doing some digging. Tyler is going to some kind of event tonight, I think. He liked a post from someone else saying that they were DJing at this new bar, and someone said they’d see him there.”

“Oh my god, how did you even find that? I’m on there looking all the time.”

“It’s a gift, I swear. Plus we still have some mutual friends. Where did he say he was going tonight?”

“To his friend’s house to play some new football video game.”

She paused and took a sip of her coffee.

“Look. He might be at his friend’s house doing that. This is a gamble. If he is at this club, I’m also fine with us not sticking around to see what he’s up to. I mean, when I found out what he was doing to me… it tore me apart. I don’t want you to have to witness anything if you don’t want to. We could even just go for a drive if that’s not what you want to see.”

So this was the kind of spy mission I’d feared. But I couldn’t shake the curiosity. I wanted to prove her wrong in a way. I wanted to go there, see that he wasn’t inside, and then go home and leave this whole thing alone.

But if he was there, I needed to know, and I didn’t want to find out alone.

“No, I want to know. But shit I didn’t know we were going to a bar. I’m dressed like a college boy.”

Cam laughed loudly.

“No, you’re dressed like one of those hot girls going to a spin class at 6 AM. And don’t worry, we’re not going in. That’s the last place I want to go. I don’t want any chance of us being seen. We can just see if his car is there, and leave. Or we could stick around for a bit and see if…” she paused, not wanting to say it out loud. “If he leaves with someone.”

“We’ll stick around for a bit then. If you don’t mind.”

She shot me a glance but agreed. I wondered if she thought I would be more sensitive as she had been in the same situation. I was sensitive, but with her help, I knew I could get through it. If he was even there, to begin with.

We pulled up to a bar that looked more like a chain restaurant, packed with cars and people in the parking lot, girls in heels sharing vapes with men who held onto them, pressed up against cars.

“Does he still drive that stupid old blue car? You’d think for a mechanic he would- shit!”

We both saw his car, and it was unmistakably his. Blue, with a half torn off skateboard sticker on the back, and a big dent in the right passenger door. We circled and I was grateful for Cam’s tinted windows.

Part of me wished we had dressed up. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like, Cam and I hand in hand, walking up to Tyler.

But, he still hadn’t done anything wrong. Maybe the plans changed, and his friend wanted to go out. Or he brought up the event to his friend and they decided to check it out because the DJ was a friend.

Our third time circling the parking lot, the car directly behind his pulled out. It was fate. Cam pulled in quickly, and we stared at the back bumper of his car.

“To be honest, I’ve never done this before, but I think we just sit here.”

I laughed. I needed to.

“He won’t recognize your car?”

“No, it’s pretty new. And honestly, I think for spies we are parked way too close. He’ll probably notice us before the car. But with the lights off in the dark it’ll be pretty hard to see.”

“Good. Maybe he will see us.”

Cam smiled, not sure if I was bluffing or not. I wasn’t sure either. I couldn’t tell where my sadness ended and my anger began, but it was all too early anyway. He was still innocent.

“Well, we could be here for a bit, but I’ll turn the car off now.”

The lights in the car stayed on for a few minutes, but finally fully dimmed, leaving us in darkness. There was the light from the bar, and the few streetlights, but where we sat was in shadows.

“I’m sorry about the other night, by the way. I just couldn’t stop thinking about you, and when I heard your voice… I should be giving you space with what you’re going through.”

“Please don’t be sorry. I wanted that too, I mean in some ways it was like I needed it. I know it’s wrong but I just can’t help it. There’s something about you.” I said honestly. I wasn’t sure how else to put it.

“Well, I shouldn’t have called you a slut.”

I almost spit out my coffee as I laughed.

“That was probably my favorite part.”

It was true. The way she had said it, so matter of factly. It did something to me. I fantasized about it all week. I wondered what she could do to me if that was only just a little taste. I was curious about what other nasty things her tongue could say, or do. But it was so wrong of me to think that way.

“Really? I hadn’t checked in with your boundaries, or what you liked or anything. So I just felt bad. But if you liked that, I mean. Remember, I’m the crazy kinky one. There’s a lot more where that came from.”

“Like what?” I asked, and knew I was pushing too far.

“I’m the type that would rather show than tell,” she said lower, her eyes drinking me in as she leaned back in the seat, stretching.

“Just a little preview, I’m curious.”

“You’re too much,” she said, and I felt bad. I knew I was leading her on. I was guiltier than Tyler at this point.

I thought I’d pushed her too far, but I could tell by her eyes and the way she licked her lips for a moment, thinking. Deciding if this was the leap she wanted to take.

“You want to know what I’d want to do to you?”

I nodded eagerly.

“I’d want to make you mine. I’d want to treat you like my own personal slut. My fuck toy. I’d want to spank you and tease you and tie you up and fuck you until the only word on your lips is my name, and the only taste on your tongue is me. I’d want to make you cum over and over again until you begged me to stop. You’d forget Tyler even existed.”

Her words were like electric shocks, each zap coursing through my body, making me feel alive. I stumbled over the words in my head, as she watched me, her grin making me even more nervous.

“I mean, of course, that’s just an example. But I know you’re not interested. You’re straight, aren’t you? I know you love Tyler.”

“For the past few days, I’ve had thoughts I’ve never had before. Constantly. All I can think about is your hands on me, your lips, your hips pressing into mine. I can’t fucking sleep at night without imagining you on top of me. I don’t know what’s going on, but everything you said… I-”

“Fuck,” Cam said, as the lights on Tyler’s car blinked as it was unlocked.

We both sunk into our seats, watching intently while hoping not to be seen. I was more upset about him interrupting our conversation than I was with his behavior.

But then I saw him, and her behind him. A girl I didn’t recognize. Maybe his friend’s girlfriend? But there was no friend, and then she was pressed against the car as he kissed her, her long blonde hair trailing down the door of that stupid blue car of his.

“Let’s get out of here. Unless you want to get out and confront him. I’ll come with you. Or I can do it for you.” I could hear the bite in her voice, even though it was low and steady.

“No, it’s okay.”

I took out my phone to snap a couple of pictures, making sure to get his license plate in the frame too. It took everything in me not to get out of the car, but I didn’t want to do it like this. He could have his fun tonight, and I’d have mine.

“Yeah, I’m so over this. You’re right, we should leave.”

“Disgusting,” she said, turning the car on.

Part of me wanted him to see me sitting there with her and then driving off, unable to confront us. They looked over at us, surprised at the light, but the headlights seemed to drown out our faces, because they went back to what they were doing, one of his hands up her shirt and the other between her legs.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have even planned this whole thing. It was stupid.”

“It’s okay. I’m okay. I’m just glad I know, I almost just feel relieved.”

“Well, I’m happy you’re taking it well, but I still feel bad. Do you want me to drop you off at home?”

“Oh my god, no. Anywhere else.”

Cam let out a laugh that was almost like a sigh of relief. “My place then?”

“Is it desperate if I say yes?”

Another laugh, but this time, she put her hand on mine. Her warm touch made my whole body melt, and I realized I wouldn’t be able to stop myself if anything started between us. If we were at her house, behind closed doors…

“I mean, I’ve already called you desperate once. It’s not a word I like to throw around.”

Desperate little slut. I could recall her saying through the phone as I moaned and squirmed.
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Chapter 6

After driving through a few subdivisions, we made it to her house. I realized there were no other cars in the driveway.

“Do you live alone here?”

“Yep,” she said, putting the car into park and turning it off. “I bought the house last year. Best thing I’ve ever done.”

I followed her into the house, walking through the dark as she fumbled for a light switch.

“Sorry, I wasn’t expecting company. I hope it’s not messy.”

Her house was far from messy. It was minimalistic and modern, each piece of furniture, artwork, and decor appeared to be meticulously planned. Her kitchen was visible through the living room, and it looked like it had never even been used.

“Oh my god, your house is beautiful.”

“Thanks. It was a lot of work. If you want to sit down I can grab us drinks.”

She turned to leave, but I didn’t move. Instead, I touched her arm gently, and she turned back surprised.

“Did you hear what I said earlier? Before we got cut off?”

She did that thing again, licking her lips and narrowing her eyes like I was her dinner. She took a step closer, grabbing my hand.

“Of course, I heard you. Is that why you wanted to come here? Because you can’t stop thinking about me? Because you want to know what it’s like?”

“I… it’s not like I want to use you or anything like that, I just-”

“You’re not using me, I want what I said I wanted. But I don’t want to take advantage of the fact that you’re feeling a certain way after seeing what we saw tonight.”

“I felt this way before we saw them.”

“You want me to be gentle?” She asked, her fingers delicately pushing the hair out of my face.

“No. I need to feel something. Like you said. I need to be what you want.”

Her fingers moved from my hair to my neck, gently dragging down over my throat. I swallowed hard under her touch.

“I’ll do as I please then. If that’s what you want. But if there’s anything at all that you don’t want to do, or if you want to stop, tell me and we’ll stop right away, okay? I’m serious, I won’t be upset or anything. Ask questions if you want, I don’t mind.”

“Okay. I promise.”

“Good girl. I like it when people listen to me. Now go upstairs, the second door on the right. I’ll be up in a minute. The bathroom is the first door on the right.”

She turned to walk to the kitchen, and I scrambled up the stairs to wait for her.

I walked up the dark stairwell, regretting leaving my phone at the front door. I didn’t want any interruptions, phone calls, or to be reminded of Tyler, but I wish I had a light on me. I found the first door, the bathroom, and checked my hair and my minimal makeup in the mirror. I wished I’d dressed up, or at least put on a matching bra and panties, but I wasn’t even wearing anything underneath the baggy clothes.

I took a deep breath and found the bedroom. It was already dimly lit with LED lights that lined the ceiling in a warm color. I didn’t bother turning the main light on. I wondered if this was her bedroom or a spare. It felt like hers, but I didn’t want to look inside the dresser drawers or closet. Everything was clean, and clutter-free, and a big king-sized four-post bed was pushed up against the wall, in the center of the room, with two clean nightstands on either side.

I could feel my hands shaking with nerves. I sat down on the red quilted comforter on the firm bed and felt like an imposter.

There was a knock on the door, and then Cam entered, smiling at me as I sat on the edge of the bed.

“I’m so glad you didn’t undress. I like to be the one to do that part.”

She stood in front of me, one hand finding its way into my hair, and the other tilting my chin up toward her.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be nervous for long. Soon you won’t even be able to remember your own fucking name.”

She pushed me back onto the bed, her hands roaming all over me. I tried to touch her, but she pinned my hands on the bed for a moment, and then let go and continued. Her hands snuck under my clothes, and suddenly I felt so hot in the hoodie and sweatpants, my breathing quickening as she grazed over my nipples and my inner thigh at the same time.

“No bra or panties? That’s brave.” She remarked, and I only gasped in response and she pinched my nipple in between her fingers. “Now where did we leave off before?”

She pulled my hoodie and my shirt over my head, and before it was even off of me, her mouth was on my nipple, sucking and licking one and then the other, so quickly and hard that I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. The feeling shot right down to my clit, and I grabbed the sheets and moaned while grinding against nothing.

Then I felt her teeth, just a bit, and I yelled out. Not with pain, but with overwhelming pleasure. She held it between her teeth gently and moved her teeth back and forth, and then went to the other nipple and did the same.

“Fuck Cam, oh my god,” I moaned, sinking into the bed, nerves gone.

“Mmm, we’re only just getting started. Do you like it that much?” She asked in my ear, and I shakily agreed, my hips moving up desperately.

“Yes, Cam. Please.”

“Wow, listen to you beg like a little slut,” she pressed harder. “Tell me you want me to fuck you.”

“Please. I want it.”

“No. Do what I say. Tell me.”

I felt embarrassed, but I couldn’t stand the way my clit throbbed painfully. I had no idea how this worked.

“Cam, I want you to fuck me, please fuck me.”

She quickly pushed her hand under my waistband, leaning over me, her hair trailing onto my breasts. She rubbed her fingers against my wet slit, making them moist, and then dragged them over my clit. It happened so quickly, I wondered how many times she had done this. I threw my head back, opening my legs and grinding against her fingers, begging her to move faster.

“See how easy that is if you just listen?”

I ground myself against her hand, but almost as quickly as it had appeared, she pulled it away.

“But that’s too easy. I’m not just going to fuck you. You’re going to have to earn that.”

I whined, but I had figured that would be the case. It was too good to be true, to be allowed to orgasm so quickly. After everything she had promised, I knew there was so much more in store that I wanted to experience.
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Chapter 7

Cam walked around the bed near where the headboard was. She pulled out a leather strap with a cuff on the end that was attached to the bedpost. I hadn’t seen it when I came in, but it must have been tucked into the mattress.

“Come here, babe. Lay down on your back.” She said gently, her tone surprising me.

I did as she said, extending my left arm so that she could fasten the leather cuff to my wrist. She did the same to my left foot, and as she pulled my right foot over to fasten as well, suddenly I felt the rush of what was happening to me. My legs were spread and I could not close them. She could do anything she wanted to me, and I wouldn’t even be able to squirm away.

As she fastened my final arm and I tested how much I could move, something happened to me. I had already been turned on, but this was a different level. The anticipation and adrenaline filled my body and spread through my skin like a fire. With every breath I settled into the feeling as it spread, my clit and nipples so hard that they ached.

“Good girl,” she said softly, teasing me with her fingers running down my stomach. I squirmed the best I could as that ticklish feeling filled my body, but I couldn’t move far. She laughed. “Now you really are my little fuck toy. I can play with you however I want-” her hand moved lower, tracing circles on my inner thigh, “And you can’t do anything about it.”

All I could do was moan and squirm, my hips moving on their own. I needed her to touch me, to do anything to me.

Instead, she took her hands off of me. She watched me for a moment, enjoying the way my body twitched, the small little movements I could make to try and relieve the painful throbbing of my hard clit. I was so wet I could feel the air on my pussy, cooling and contributing to my agony.

Cam nonchalantly pulled her shirt over her head. Like she was getting undressed after a long day. I wanted to be the one peeling off her clothes, but all I could do was watch as she moved without any urgency, like I wasn’t laying there like a meal forgotten on the table. She reached up and took out her bun, letting her long golden hair fall in waves over her shoulders. Her leggings came off next, slowly, peeling off of her, leaving her in a lacy matching black bra and thong.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” I said, almost salivating. I’d never thought I would be attracted to a woman, but it was as if I was looking through different eyes. Everything about her turned me on, from her dark eyes to her soft lips, her gorgeous perfect body, and her breasts. I needed to see all of her, I needed to touch her, but all I could do was watch.

All she did was smile at me and walk over to one of the nightstands beside the bed. She pulled out a small pink vibrator, and got on the bed, straddling my leg.

“Mmm, look how wet you are, Brittany. And we haven’t even started. Maybe you truly are meant to be tied up and used like a little slut. Don’t you think so?”

She gently dragged the vibrator over my pussy. It was off, but even that feeling of her rubbing it into my juices made my hips writhe.

“Yes, I do,” I said, my voice shaky.

“I’m just curious… I want to see how far I can push you.”

She turned the vibrator on and pressed it against my clit. It was so fast, the vibrations rattling through me. My whole body went rigid, and my mind blank. All I could do was moan and gasp.

“Wow, someone’s sensitive, huh?”

My legs started to shake. I couldn’t answer her, but I didn’t need to. I was so close to cumming, I couldn’t hold it. As soon as I started to give in to the waves pulling me forward, she pulled the vibrator away.

It was like a shock to my system, going from so much stimulation to none. My muscles clenched over and over again, almost enough to push me to the edge, but not quite. Cam laughed, pushing the vibrator into my wet hole, teasing me.

She crawled up beside me, kneeling on the bed, her hair hanging over me. She pressed the vibrator against my lips, and without even a thought I opened my mouth, licking and tasting my own wetness. Savoring it like it was dessert. She watched me as I sucked it clean.

“You like the taste, slut?”

I nodded the vibrator in my mouth still. She removed it.

“Good.” She said softly, watching me still. She put the vibrator on the nightstand.

Finally, I watched as she slowly took off her bra, unhooking it from the back, and sliding each strap over her shoulders. My mouth gaped as I took in her full body, watching as her breasts moved as she leaned to pull her thong down her legs and over her feet. I licked my lips. I wanted to taste her, any part of her.

“Next time I think I’m going to have to blindfold you and gag you,” she started as she straddled me. “That way I can push you to your fucking limits.”

She leaned down, pushing her breasts into my face, and without even having to think I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked. I felt her body pressed against mine, sliding, pushing against mine. She moved and I did the same to her other nipple, sucking and licking and doing anything to her that I could. She let out a small moan.

“Wow, you’re so eager.”

I moaned in response and felt her body tense as I did. Cam moved her body up more, rubbing against me. She pushed forward and I stuck out my tongue, letting it trail as she dragged her body over me. I licked from under her breasts down to her lower stomach, before she stopped.

“Maybe you’ll be better than this than I thought.”

She positioned her pussy over my mouth, not close enough for me to touch her. My mouth was watering from her intoxicating smell, her sweat and wetness just inches away from my tongue. I just wanted her to use me, and she would, and I wouldn’t have any choice.

“Stick out your tongue.”

I did as she said, and she lowered herself. She rubbed her hard clit on my tongue, and then moved her hips forward so that I could taste her pussy. She pressed further, my tongue dipping inside of her and I licked and savored her. I pushed my tongue in and out of her hole, the warmth enveloping my tongue. She pushed back again, moaning this time as my tongue pressed firmly against her clit. She ground herself against the tip of my tongue.

I felt her hands grab my head, and she pushed even closer. I parted my lips and sucked on her hard clit, the bundle of nerves passing in and out between my lips and I sucked harder and harder. She pulled on my head, demanding more.

“Fuck Brittany. You’ll be lucky if I untie you after this. I might just leave you here so I can fuck your face whenever I please.”

The thought sent a wave of pleasure through me, as she used my face like this. I imagined this being my purpose, just existing as a mouth for Cam to fuck. I moaned loudly around her, and she shivered.

Suddenly she pulled away, and for a moment I thought maybe I did something wrong. But instead, she turned around, pushing her pussy back toward me. I sucked and licked at her clit, having a bit more freedom to move my head, and I almost screamed with surprise as she played with my nipples. I moved my hips, begging for anything as each movement on my nipples shot between my legs.

Her hands left again, and I felt so helplessly horny, wishing she wouldn’t have stopped. But suddenly I felt her body pressed against mine, hands on my inner thighs, and her tongue swiped across my clit.

“Oh my god!” I cried out and felt her laughter against me. She pulled away.

“You better not fucking be stopping.”

I quickly continued, her hips grinding back towards me, as her soft tongue licked my clit. Then I almost had to stop again as I felt her suck my clit hard, but I did everything in my power to continue. I knew that if I stopped she would too. My aching swollen clit finally had some relief, and I had never felt anything so good.

I’d had a few experiences in the past with some of my exes, where they’d maybe give me a quick, misguided lick for a minute before fucking me, but this was completely different. Paired with the fact I couldn’t move or resist, and the enchanting pussy in my face, I didn’t want this to ever end.

But I knew it would because we were both getting close. I needed her to let me cum like this, the orgasm that tempted me already felt so different than any I’d had with a vibrator. It was soft, real, and intimate. It was slower but stronger, building up in waves. I tried so hard to keep my mouth busy, even though it hurt, even though it was so hard as I moaned like my life depended on it. Her moans vibrated around my clit as well, sending me further and further. I picked up the pace even more, trying to keep up with her hips as they moved quickly.

Her thighs were holding my head now, as she practically rode my face. She stopped sucking me, and I realized she wasn’t able to anymore as she was cumming. The lack of contact from her mouth wasn’t as agonizing this time as I still felt her there, breathing and moaning in between my legs, gripping my thighs as if they were handlebars. She came hard, her screams making me realize that I had done this. I had been able to make her cum. Her wetness dripped down onto my face. She slowed her movements but I continued, until finally, she jerked away from my mouth, the feeling too strong.

I figured she would leave me hanging again, but her lips were quickly back on me even stronger this time. I felt my clit being pulled and sucked, and her fingers dove inside of me, tugging inside of me. I couldn’t reach her pussy anymore, so all I could do was scream and moan.

“Please, please cam, fuck, I’m almost there,” I cried, expecting her to pull away, but she didn’t. My legs tried to close but couldn’t, tensing again so hard that I thought they might cramp.

Suddenly I came hard, pushing through my orgasm, feeling myself squirt liquid over Cam’s fingers and between my legs. She continued, making sure to push out every drop with her fingers and tongue. Now I was jerking and twitching away from her touch, but she didn’t stop. I was so loud I felt bad for her neighbors, but I didn’t care.

After such a big release, normally I would be so tired and over it. But because she had continued, I felt myself ready for another orgasm. But this one, she didn’t let me have. She pulled away from me, pushing back up onto her knees. She turned around again, straddling my head like she had done before.

“I want to watch you lick my pussy. Go ahead. Clean up the mess you made.”

I lapped at her eagerly, cleaning her and tasting her sweetness. I pressed my tongue inside of her again, swallowing every bit of her wetness and cum until there was nothing left.

“Wow, you’re better at that than I thought you’d be. I think I will have to keep you,” she teased. “I’m going to need you to stay nice and wet for me though.”

Staying wet for her would be no problem, even if I was completely cleaned up. But I was so turned on but the intense slickness inside of me made even just my muscles clenching feel like fingers were still there.

I knew we weren’t done, but it did worry me as she got up and started to uncuff me from my restraints. It was so strange to move again, feeling like suddenly I had so much freedom that I’d never considered before.

“Don’t get used to it,” she said, as if she had read my thoughts. “Crawl down to the end of the bed here.” She asked, standing at the foot of the bed where my ankles were.

I did as she said, and she directed me, turning me around on my knees. I was embarrassed at how wet I was, my thighs, my pussy, and the bed were all soaked. She fastened my ankles again, a bit looser as I knelt on my knees. Grabbing both of my hands she pulled them behind my back. I felt her putting a cuff around my wrists, binding them together, and another one on my forearms so that I couldn’t even move my arms a little bit.

The way my breasts jutted out in front of me made me feel so helpless, and she quickly took advantage of it, grabbing my breasts from behind me and playing with my nipples as she sucked on my neck.

Her lips made their way to my ear, tugging on my earlobe with her teeth.

“I’m going to fuck you hard, the way you deserve. The way he never could.”

Chills went through my body at her words. I needed it, I needed to be fucked.

“Please, Cam. Please fuck me.”

She ignored my pleas, still tugging on my nipples. Each time was harder than the last, the way she pinched them between her fingers and rolled them back and forth, and the harder she did it, the more it drove me crazy.

“Maybe I should do something about these too since you seem to like it so rough.”

“Yes,” I agreed, not even sure what she was suggesting.

She disappeared again and returned with something cool that she pressed against my nipple. I looked down and saw a clamp, and watched as she slowly put it onto my nipple, tightening a small screw gently until I threw my head back onto her shoulder, moaning. She did the same to the other one, making sure they were secure, and then she flicked them with her fingers. I let out a yell, a delicious mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through me.

“Fuck, Cam, fuck.”

“Is that okay?”

“Yes, fuck yes it feels so good.”

“Good, because they’re staying.”

She pushed me forward gently, guiding me down so that my head and shoulders rested on the bed, my ass sticking up into the air. My clamped nipples felt incredible as they pressed against the bed, and I couldn’t help but rub them back and forth. She pulled my legs so that they were open more, but I was closer to the bed.

“You’ve been good to me, Brittany, but it doesn’t erase the fact that you’ve been bad tonight. I mean you’re still in a relationship, and here you are, letting me tie you up, eating my pussy, cumming all over my nice sheets…”

Her hand rubbed my ass cheek and then her fingernails dug in gently. I moaned.

“So I’m going to make sure I fuck you so hard you can’t walk tomorrow. Tyler’s going to know you cheated as soon as he sees you, when he smells you. That’s what you deserve, slut.”

Her hand came down on my ass, spanking me, sending prickles of hot pain over my skin, but then it turned into pleasure, my clit harder than ever. My muscles squeezed and tensed. I needed something inside of me.

“I do deserve it, please Cam. Please.”

That was when I realized that she must have been wearing a strap-on. I had thought maybe she was just going to finger me or use the vibrator again, but I felt her grab my hips with both of her hands as the head of a dildo slid against my entrance. I tried hard to fuck myself with it, to take it inside of me, but she only laughed and continued teasing the entrance. I moved around as much as I could, my head pressed hard into the bed, my nipples aching with pleasure from each movement.

When I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she finally pushed inside of me, filling me completely. I cried out loudly, I was so full. She stayed for a moment, rocking the tip of the dildo against my cervix, making sure I was taking as much as I could, and then she pulled it out all the way again.

I started to whine and beg, thinking she was stopping after making me feel so good, but she quickly pushed back into me, her hands gripping my legs hard and she thrust into me over and over again. She fucked me harder than I’d ever been fucked before, filling me even more than I’d been filled, and I realized that I could probably cum just from being fucked like this.

She grabbed my arms, pulling my torso back upright so that I was kneeling again. She gripped my arms and my hip and pulled my body back, using me to fuck the dildo. She barely moved as she slammed my hips back onto her over and over. My breasts bounced, the clamps swinging and pulling with each movement.

She started thrusting into me again, and this time one of her hands found my clit. She rubbed it as she fucked me, her lips finding my ear again.

“I wonder what Tyler would say if he saw you being fucked properly. I wonder if he’d realize he wasted his time fucking these other bitches when he could have had all of this to himself.”

I shivered as her raspy voice and breath tickled my ear. I couldn’t hold on much longer, I was screaming now, not even sure which part of me felt the best.

“Go ahead, cum for me, slut. Cum while I stretch and fill your fucking cunt.”

I couldn’t breathe, or think or speak as I came, her words ringing through my head. I was so loud but I couldn’t be quieter if I wanted to. My whole body shook and I could feel my squirt pouring out of me, making the dildo even more slick as she continued to slam into me. I was drooling, my mouth open as I rode the waves of my orgasm. My whole body tried to move but she held me still, rubbing my clit and fucking me. I knew I was cumming again, or maybe I still had been, not sure where one orgasm ended and the other began.

Finally, she pushed into me one final time and held there for a moment, slowing her hand that rubbed me, bringing me down gently from the cloud I was on. She held me tightly for a moment before slowly pulling out of me.

I focused as she held me, catching my breath. I pushed my head back on her shoulder again, laughing with a complete release and relief of everything I’d held inside of me for so long.

“Holy fuck,” I said, as she gently undid the restraints on my arms.

“You did so well.” She kissed my neck and my cheek gently. I felt her hands move to my breasts. “This is probably going to hurt.”

“It’s okay,” I said, holding my breath.”

It did hurt as she took the clamps off, even though she did it as slowly and gently as possible. The blood rushing back into my nipples stung, and she held her palms over my nipples gently to ease the pain.

“Sorry.”

She undid my ankles, and I collapsed onto the bed onto my back. She laid beside me, hands on my body, rubbing my skin and my hair.

“That was amazing,” I said, pushing her hair over her shoulder. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“I was worried, I thought maybe I went a bit far for your first time-”

“No, that was perfect. I couldn’t have imagined anything better.”

She leaned in to kiss me gently. Cam seemed almost timid now, her touch so different than how it had been before, loving and gentle.

“God you’re so perfect. I know we’ll probably have to get you home soon, but I wish you could stay the night.”

“I can stay the night. Fuck it.”

She smiled at me, and we lay there for a bit. I could have fallen asleep, I was so tired.

Cam gave me a towel to have a shower if I wanted, and I decided that I probably should. I thought about inviting her in with me, but I was so tired, I just wanted to get it over with.

After my shower, I slipped into some of Cam’s pj’s, a pair of shorts with pink clouds on them and a matching shirt. I found my phone downstairs. To my surprise, even though it was 3 AM, there was no text from Tyler. He must have still been out.

I didn’t care anymore. I couldn’t. All I could taste and smell, even after brushing my teeth and showering, was Cam. She was all I wanted, and I’d never been so sure and at peace with that.

We fell asleep in another bedroom, which ended up being hers. She held me as we cuddled under the sheets, talking about nothing until we both fell asleep.
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Chapter 8

The next morning, I could tell Cam was worried. She had this look and carefulness that I’d never seen before.

“Are you going to be okay today?” She asked, as I rolled over and kissed her on the cheek.

“Oh my god, yes. I will be fine.”

“Are you…going to tell him?”

“About you? Or what we saw?”

“Both.”

I thought for a moment, wondering what the best approach would be. I knew for sure I was going to tell him that I caught him cheating and that it was over. Part of me wanted to send him a picture of me and his ex-girlfriend lying in bed together after not being home all night. I wanted to do that and never go home again, never see him again.

“I want to tell him about you, but I don’t want to live with him after he knows. I’ll have to get my stuff, break the lease… all of that. Or kick him out. I mean I’ve paid more rent anyway.”

“You can do whatever you like, and I support you. Even if you need to stay here longer, hell, if you need to move right in here. Not like in a weird way, I just mean I have a lot of room. I’d give you all the space you need and there’d be no pressure. You’d have your own room. He can start paying his own rent.”

“Are you serious?”

“Of course. I’ll help you move too if you want. But absolutely no pressure. Or you can just break up with him and wait for him to find a place.”

The answer was easy. I wanted out. I didn’t even want to look at him after what he’d done, and that was only one thing. What else had he done from my back? How many women had he slept with and then slept with me after?

I checked my phone. It had been on silent, but there were eight missed calls and tons of text messages. Messages like “Where the fuck are you?” and “Hello???”. I let out a sigh. I wanted out now. Imagining that I could wake up somewhere so safe and calm where I was appreciated made me so excited. It could be temporary, or maybe it would turn into something more.

“If you’re sure…absolutely positive… when would I be able to move in?”

“I’m off today and tomorrow if you want out now. But next week is good too if you need more time.”

I stared at her in disbelief. She just smiled, knowing how crazy she sounded. How crazy this was for both of us.

“Today?” I asked, and she kissed me.

“Of course. Anything for you.”

We both got dressed, me in my clothes from the night before and Cam in jeans and a white shirt. I was getting ready to go home and tell my boyfriend that not only had I caught him cheating, but that I was breaking up with him, moving out, and moving in with his ‘crazy’ ex-girlfriend who had fucked me so hard the night before, I forgot who he was. And I’d never been happier.


Also by Faye Rose

[image: Humiliated by my Lesbian Teacher: A BDSM Age Gap Story]

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 behaviour. 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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Humiliated by Lesbian Friends: A Rough First Time Fantasy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CT44VHKH

Stressed out Katie is getting ready for a relaxing weekend with her best friend Zoey. At a last minute change of events, their old friend ex-mean girl Kennedy is coming too. After accepting a dare from Kennedy, Katie goes a bit too far, signing up for a steamy, rough night that dares to prove to Katie that she is only a toy for her friends. Will she be able to handle what Kennedy and Zoey have in store for her?

Humiliated by Lesbian Friends: A Rough First Time Fantasyis a 8,500+ word sexy BDSM story about Katie getting humiliated and dominated by her two friends on vacation.
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