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The Babysitter Gets Tongue

◆◆◆

“Hey, Ella.”

A vaguely familiar face waved enthusiastically at me from across the coffee shop. I ducked quickly, immediately feeling ashamed of myself because I wasn’t sure who it was, but hid anyway.

I’d popped over to Bean Cafe for a sneaky caffeine fix, leaving my boyfriend lazing in our hotel room. I wanted peace and quiet, so I ignored whoever it was, even when the corner of my eye noticed her enthusiastic approach.

I finally looked up when the girl’s face was almost in mine, and her coffee slid onto my table.

“Ella? Is that you?”

I squinted at her, initially feigning surprise. The beautiful young woman looked pleased to see me, so I racked my brain, desperately recalling old memories. Then, boom! When recognition came, mixed feelings followed, and shame cemented me to the floor while she leaned in to hug me.

“Oh my god, Sasha, I’m sorry I didn’t recognize you.”

“I knew who you were right away, Ella. Yours is a face from my childhood that I shall never forget, nor do I wish to.”

I loved babysitting Sasha when I lived at home. She was always well-behaved and went to bed when I asked her to, albeit after at least one story. After I cuddled her for a while, she slept through the night until morning, something her Mom said she never normally did.

Her parents paid me well and never came home drunk. Her Dad gave me a lift home without strings attached or wandering hands.

When I moved away to college, I lost touch with Sasha, so it was a pleasant surprise to bump into her at Christmas while visiting my parents. I was thrilled to see the cute little girl I once knew now, a blossoming young woman. 

I pointed at the seat opposite.

“Would you like to join me, Sasha?”

“Okay, but I can’t stay for long. Mom and Dad return from their vacation tomorrow, and I promised to decorate our tree and home for Christmas.”

She sat down for a minute and stayed for an hour, as always happens when catching up.

While we chatted, I relaxed with the young woman I’d last known as a ten-year-old girl. She had the same gorgeous features: an innocent smile and long blonde hair begging to be tied, plaited, or braided. Her inquisitive nature was unchanged, and the glowing warmth I had enjoyed in the child radiated from her beautiful adult soul.

Sasha had grown into a beautiful woman with a twinkle in her eye, which cost me another hour and two more coffees. I messaged my boyfriend at our hotel, pleased when he told me to chill and enjoy catching up.

Sasha seemed happy to see me and asked about my life, how college had been, about my job, and boyfriends. She admitted to not having much interest in romance so far but didn’t rule it out in the future.

“I’m keeping myself for someone special.”

“Do tell me about them, Sasha.”

“I have a long-term love interest. I don’t have time to explain about it right now because I must dash.”

“Do you need help at home? You must be running late.”

“If you mean help decorating the tree - yes, please, Ella.”

When we stepped outside, a chilly wind caught us, and I saw ice everywhere. We linked arms to stay on our feet, laughing when sliding precariously across sidewalks caked with hard-packed ice that kids had made worse by slipping across them.

A ten-minute walk home to Sasha’s place became half an hour of exhausting giggles and slips.

I froze before we reached her family home and was glad to stand with my ass, soaking up warmth from a roaring fire that spat and crackled in a house full of Christmas cheer.

Once warm, I tossed aside my jacket, wearing a skirt and blouse I’d thrown on, appropriate for the hotel and a dash across the road but useless for a hike in the snow.

“Would you like a coffee, Ella?”

“Try stopping me.”

As she left the living room, I watched Sasha’s tight ass cheeks jiggle beautifully, wrapped in a thin cotton skirt. I smiled, shivered, and felt my nipples engorge, becoming obviously solid and visible through a light blouse. I shook my head, turned, and stepped closer to the fire, rubbing my hands, dismissing any arousal as an anomaly.

As I glanced around a familiar living room, I felt happy and was whisked back to my younger babysitting years when I snuggled Sasha on a sofa and watched Christmas tree lights twinkle in a dark living room.

I scanned a room filled with boxes and got excited about dressing the tree, eager for my young charges return.

While Sasha worked her magic with a coffee capsule machine, I unpacked gleaming baubles, twinkling lights, and an enormous fairy to top their seven-foot tree. I heard steaming and squirting in the kitchen and figured she would return soon.

Over the next two hours, we laughed, drank coffee, and expertly dressed the tree. The Harrods window staging team couldn’t have done a better job than we did. In the end, Sasha was left with a large tree-topping angel, staring up at the ceiling, looking concerned as to how she could mount it.

She looked at me beseechingly, holding out the angel.

“I hate heights, Ella. Can you do the fairy, please?”

“Of course I can. It will be like the old days.”

“When you babysat me?”

“Yes.”

“Goodie.”

It felt like I was back babysitting Sasha. Her wide eyes brimmed innocently with delight. She knew I would do anything for her, so I checked that the stepladder was properly locked off and took my first step.

I climbed a rickety stepladder, reaching the top before realizing my skirt and thong left little to the imagination should Sasha inadvertently glance up and catch an eyeful.

It’s Sasha, and she won’t care.

I rocked precariously atop the ladder because seven feet feels more like fifty when you’re up there.

When I slipped and almost fell, Sasha grabbed my knees and steadied me. My heart stopped, and I screamed, looking down at her confident face with a great deal of appreciation.

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

“You’re welcome, Ella.”

She smiled at me, confidently tapping my legs while nodding, urging me to go on. From her angle, I knew Sasha must have a perfect view of my barely covered shaven pussy. My engorged lips would be visible through a thin gusset that felt warmer than it should, tingling gently in dampness.

Without pubic hair, the outline of my slit would be very evident. Perhaps she would even notice a moist line belying my arousal.

Sasha didn’t seem phased, even though, on one downward glance, I caught her very clearly upskirting me while gently pulling her bottom lip in a most extraordinary sign of sleazy sluttiness. If the young girl enjoyed what she saw between my legs, I didn’t care, so I continued placing my life in her hands.

When I leaned forward too far and wobbled again, one of Sasha’s hands slid up my leg, firmly gripping an upper thigh. I felt flushed and aroused because her fingers held me steady while strumming and stroking softly, suggesting they could do so much more.

She won’t be able to stop my fall.

I stretched higher but still couldn’t reach the top of the tree. It was getting warmer up there and down below, particularly inside my panties. I longed to return to my hotel room for the warm tongue and stiff cock waiting for me in bed.

“I need to reach higher Sasha.”

“I’ll hold you, go on.”

I stretched, tensing my whole body so much that a tiny bead of my shame soaked through my gusset and escaped, dribbling down my thigh. A silken finger raced along my thigh, trapping the tawdry morsel before tracing a sticky trail to its source. I wriggled and jerked in shock when Sasha slipped aside my panty gusset before sliding a digit deep inside my pussy hole.

Sasha swirled her finger around inside my pussy, and scooped as much cream as she could load up before retrieving a thick coating of my nectar and disappearing like a thief in the night.

Did that fucking happen?

I froze, then heard a noisy lick, suck, then popping sound below me.

“Yummy.”

My head snapped down, and I saw Sasha grin like a cat that got her cream.

My cream… well, she’s swallowed it, so technical, it’s hers now.

“No, Sasha! You fucking didn’t just do that… did you?”

“Damn right I did, Ella.”

“Sasha? What the fuck!”

“Don’t ‘Sasha’ me when you’re the one dribbling with ‘please fuck me’ juice. I smelled your pussy leaking like a broken faucet an hour ago. You’ve driven me mad.”

“Sorry, umm. What do you mean?”

“Don’t give me ‘sorry umm’ either, Ella. Get down here so I can lick your pussy properly.”

I descended the ladder unsteadily, step by step, growing more excited and damp by every rung. She slipped her fingers into my panty waistband and tore them down, peeling the damp cotton underwear past my ankles and off before I reached the last rung.

My mind exploded, and plenty of red lights and alarms went off, but instead of further discouraging Sasha, I felt foggy with desire, heady with arousal, and determined to fuck the girl I’d babysat a hundred times.

Fuck her, Ella, she’s old enough now.

Oh, that sounds so fucking wrong, Ella!

Fuck!

As I stepped off the ladder, Sasha was already naked and lay down on the carpet, gripping my wrist. She guided me in like the delivery of my pussy to her mouth was crucial, tearing my knees apart, wriggling around vigorously on the rug to get accuracy and the access she rabidly wanted.

Sasha spread my legs wide, cupping both calves in her gentle but firm hands, holding me steady so I could straddle her mouth perfectly with soaking wet, swollen, pouting labia filled with promise and flavor.

I descended at both ends, sitting gently on Sasha’s lips, feeding her my pussy while bowing forward to eat her cream bun.  When she spread my swollen pussy lips apart with clawing fingers, feeding from me, I did the same, thumbing her labia wide before plowing my tongue up and down a sweet, creamy, pink furrow.

I trembled from head to foot, baking in hormonal-induced arousal that burned through my reproductive organs, encouraging my choices. My muscles twitched wildly, super fueled by adrenaline, and every sinew strained. 

Oh, Sasha, I want you so much.

Her young, legal pussy tasted divine, driving me to hunt deeper inside her tight pink hole with a tongue that cramped achingly, licking her while she returned the favor, fervently enjoying my juices coating her mouth.

I felt deliciously disgraced, gently pressing my face into Sasha’s pussy, clenching my lips around the base of a quivering, sticky clitoris her parents had paid me to protect for so many years.

I fingered Sasha, gently exploring her pussy, fleshy lips, solid clitoris, and quivering fuck hole, plunging my fingertips inside her sticky, tight love tunnel. I clawed open her anal whorl, darting my tongue into the bright pink sphincter, enjoying how she gasped and wriggled with delight as I licked inside her back passage.

I harvested copious sticky cream from inside Sasha’s tight, pulsating pussy hole, sucking my fingers clean after each full scoop lined my throat before returning for more.

I used my elbows to haul her thighs back further, immersing my face deeper into Sasha’s pussy, licking and sucking her clit while nose fucking her trembling pussy hole.

I rode the stormy wave of her orgasm while she licked me higher onto its crest, sucking my clitoris hard, gently humming a tune of love along that swollen, sensitive nerve to a point deep inside me.

When Sasha slid a pussy cream-coated finger deep inside my puckered anus up to her second knuckle, she fingered my rectum, massaging the soft tissue walls while feasting hard on my clitoris.

I moaned like a whore and exploded into a frisson of orgasmic excitement, cramping my toes as they curled so tightly it hurt.

I felt hedonistic and wanted to scream with joy and never stop licking Sasha’s perfect tight, young pussy. I recalled what she had said about preserving herself for a particular person.

Then it hit me.

She wanted me all along.

Sasha loves me.

Oh fuck!

I noticed the desperation of her tongue as she flattened it, plowing my slit up and down, sucking and swallowing every drop of my sweet, sticky hormones. Sasha signaled her carnal desire, driving me totally off the edge of an orgasmic cliff. I muffled an unrestrained, passionate scream with my lips buried amid her labia, driving her wild as her fleshy, sticky petals vibrated.

I descended from the cliffs of rapture, controlled by her tongue, dashing delightfully on the rocks below, preparing for the next pleasure wave Sasha would slam into me.

With both thumbs, I stretched Sasha’s swollen, quivering labia wide open, then gently brushed the tip of her sticky pearl nub with my tongue, dragging it from side to side, increasing my speed, adding a circular motion and more pressure the louder she moaned until she bucked wildly, like a bronco, riding a blissful climactic ridge on the end of my tongue.

I wedged two fingers and a thumb, plunging them deep inside her pussy, and she squeezed back hard, almost crushing my digits. I coordinated my tongue work with hers, and we rose to a tumultuous orgasm together, shuddering like lovers who’d fucked each other for years.

We devoured each other's pussy, cleaning and savoring every drop of tawdry liquor. My imagination ran wild with outrageous desire, polluted mildly by a burning sense of guilt. It had been so long since I’d felt such incendiary passion in lovemaking.

When we eventually disengaged and stood up, I recovered my composure and collected our clothes from the floor, passing hers before slipping back into mine. I stepped close, hugged my young lover, kissed her deeply, and lost myself in the endless love radiating from her eyes.

“Do you feel weird, Sasha?”

“Not even slightly.”

“I was your babysitter for years.”

“You were a fabulous babysitter. I loved you then, and I love you now, Ella.”

She leaped into my arms, like the child I remembered, kissing me gently and lovingly but now with tongues and lips ablaze, passion exploding, and opportunity knocking. Sasha’s lips seared her name deep into my heart, and I knew it would be there forever.

We stared excitedly at each other, giggling without awkwardness. I scanned the room, noticing our romp had set our work back, and felt guilty.

“We’d better get this tree fixed, or you’ll be scolded tomorrow.”

“There’s no rush. Mom and Dad are away for the whole Christmas break, skiing.”

I eyed Sasha suspiciously as her grin widened, and she gave herself away. I’d been played by a professional.

“What? Don’t look at me like that. Ella. I’ve wanted to make love to you for years.”

“Oh, you planned all of this?”

“I had this all figured out and put my plan into action the moment I saw you in the coffee shop. I know you pretended not to see me, but I wouldn’t let you disappear again.”

“You’re so much naughtier these days, Sasha!”

“Perhaps you should do something about that. I still have my homework, a wooden ruler, and school uniform.”

“I really must.”

Sasha wrapped her arms around my neck and flashed her beautiful hazel eyes at me. I saw romance, desire, and love writ large on her face and knew what we started wouldn’t end yet.

“Can you stay for Christmas and babysit me for two weeks, Ella?”

“I have a boyfriend lying waiting in our bed at the hotel.”

“Can he stay here, too?”

“Only if you share yourself with him, Sasha. You’ll need to decide quickly because I must tell him what we did.”

“I’ve never fucked a guy, and you are my first lover.”

“In that case. It looks like my boyfriend is in for a treat.”


Instructing Olivia

◆◆◆

It was raining when I was dumped at the estate driveway entrance four miles from Granger Hall. Kate Granger was overseas on her gap year but gave me a number to message the estate staff when I was half an hour away, which I did. Then my driver put his foot down, so I arrived five minutes early.

What a cunt.

He bundled my expensive Tumi luggage onto a muddy track, where his car had chewed up an otherwise lush grass verge in a rush to abandon me.

“Fucking wanker!”

I flicked a finger after him just because it made me feel better.

Daddy sent me to Granger Hall to become a lady. After he caught me in our stables being fucked by four grooms, he was on the phone to a family friend, Catherine Granger, minutes after I sealed their cum inside me, wriggling into my panties, chasing Daddy back to the house.

I recalled our conversation after he slammed down the phone.

“Richard Granger is away for two weeks on business, and Kate is also gone abroad, so Catherine has time to dedicate to your discipline, Olivia.”

“Fuck you, Dad.”

“Sweetheart, don’t try that with Catherine. Were your mother still alive, you wouldn’t have gotten away with it.”

I resisted, which was instantly an act of utter futility. Dad took away my phone, stopped my allowance, and forbade me from riding the horses or grooms. He was about to expel me from the house when I agreed to come to Granger Hall… I mean, how bad could Kate’s mother be?

I scanned the gravel driveway towards Granger Hall and saw a pickup truck speeding my way. The truck slewed violently to a halt nearby, scattering gravel everywhere and scaring the shit out of me.

Hello!

The driver that hopped out was young, dishy, and tall. He wore ranch-hand style, faded jeans, and a figure-hugging blue waterproof jacket that gave him a luscious outdoor look. He hurried across to me and gripped my luggage, pointing at the passenger door.

This is much better.

“You’re early. Get in the truck.”

Nice ass.

He didn’t seem pleased to see me, which surprised me because I usually make a good first impression just by being beautiful and having a great figure most guys would readily fuck.

Calm down, sunshine; I’m a few fucking minutes early.

“Sorry, the driver put his foot down after I messaged.”

“Mrs. Granger wants you to attend orientation immediately.”

“Orientation?”

“Yes. Do you understand the word?”

“Ahh, I see.”

Another sarcastic fucker.

He gunned his truck along the Granger’s private land, slewing through gravel corners until we arrived at their pristine modern stables.

The Grangers kept a dozen thoroughbreds, half stallions, and half broodmares. Every one of those beasts was a beauty. As we strolled past each stall, I became more impressed and was reminded of my stables that were also home to a fuck team who had beautifully defiled me.

I became aroused and felt a familiar warming in my panties as I recalled sucking one guy’s six-inch cock while two more, slightly longer and thicker, filled my fuck holes. Chewing on the testosterone-laced air as we browsed the Granger beasts didn’t help my horny condition.

I jumped out of my skin when a man dressed in riding gear stepped out from inside what had seemed an empty stall.

“I’m Gabriel.”

No, you aren’t. You’re a smoldering beast of a man that should fuck me right now.

“I’m Olivia.”

Nice to fuck you.

He squinted at my outstretched hand with disdain until it wilted back to the side of my body. Gabriel’s laser beam eyes scanned me from the floor upwards, passing judgment somewhere around my tits.

“Slut!”

“What the fuck did you just say?”

“Shut up, Olivia. Follow.”

He slashed the air with a stiff riding crop, pointing out things for me to remember later. He strode briskly while I jogged alongside, becoming increasingly worried. I was shown everything required to muck out, feed, and groom the horses.

I put an inch in the step, stepped in front of him, and calmly placed my palm on his chest. I composed myself, took a deep breath, and gave Gabriel my cutest expression, a winning smile and come-to-bed eyes.

“I don’t do any of this shit at home, Gabriel. We have people.”

“So do we.”

“Where the fuck are they?”

“They… are you.”

Gabriel marched around me, and I chased because of limited options. He stopped beside the proudest, wildest stallion I’d ever seen, and I couldn’t help stroking the big guy. His inky black eyes followed and challenged me.

I felt thrilled with an accompanying delicious but undignified arousal. I would have loved riding the stallion, crushing my swollen clitoris into a solid leather saddle until orgasm, or relieving menstrual cramps by rocking back and forth while he galloped. 

Being among such magnificent animals felt incredible, but being within reach of Gabriel’s cock was a moist pussy tingling time. I looked from him to the stallion, deciding the latter was more likely to allow me to ride him.

You’d impregnate all the girls here if there were a decent fan blowing your seed around.

“That’s Beauty. Kate’s horse.”

“Out of bounds to me?”

“Out of bounds to all sluts .”

“Fuck off.”

“Get over there. Into Rex’s stall.”

I followed his riding crop slash, outraged and whimpering at such harsh and unkind treatment.

Inside Rex’s stall, Gabriel circled me like an eagle tracking a midmorning morsel in a cornfield. I felt vulnerable because he was much bigger than me, and it was getting dark, just like his smoldering eyes that unsettled me.

“Undress, slut.”

“You’re out of your fucking mind.”

“Get your clothes off now, or fuck off back to where you came from.”

“Are you serious?”

“You are here to be taught a lesson, not mollycoddled like some fucking child. Take your clothes off or leave.”

We eyeballed each other until I accepted there was no escape and blinked first. It was either run back to Daddy and be humiliated there for years or let the Riding Master school me for ten minutes.

Please impregnate me.

My mind swam, mixing my reality with a fantasy I dearly preferred. I’d reached a life junction and needed to make a choice. I wanted to fuck Gabriel and have his babies. I definitely wanted to be a good girl for him, but I needed an incentive. Something like his cock rubbing my wet slit would be fine.

I reluctantly undressed while Gabriel switched on the heat lamps above Rex. When I stood proudly in my underwear, looking beautiful, I was ready to be fucked, but I doubted a run-up and down Gabriel’s cock was in my pussy’s future.

I’ll do a smoldering riding master any day.

I winced, knowing my soaked-through panties finally gave way, and a tawdry bead of my shame dribbled down a thigh while I prayed Gabriel had a massive cock.

“Mount Rex.”

For a horrible fleeting moment, I stared at the horse’s steaming, solid, almost two-foot-long semi-hard cock, and Rex whinnied as though he laughed at me. I looked at Gabriel, terrified, and regretted having unclothed because now, a quick getaway was impossible.

I licked my lips and folded my arms to hide the solid nipples that Gabriel could see. My face felt like a contorted, lewd mess, and I frowned, bursting with a question.

“What is it, Olivia?”

“You mean sit on the horse naked, right?”

“Lay across his saddle area. I want you to feel his heartbeat in your chest.”

When I leaped up and balanced myself across Rex’s back, Gabriel passed a rope underneath the massive stallion. He tied off my wrists and then roped my ankles to them, pulling tight until I was wrapped around the horse like a saddle.

“I can’t move at all.”

“That’s the point, Olivia. Do you have a safe word?”

“Yes.”

It had been some time since I’d played with pee, paddles, and handcuffs, but I would never forget my safeword.

“It’s Anteater.”

“Use it if you need it.”

“What’s the game, Gabriel?”

“Thrash the slut.”

“What the fuck?”

He shoved his head around the stall’s corner and shouted.

“Mrs. Granger. Olivia is ready for orientation and attitude adjustment.”

“Fucking attitude adjustment? What the fuck is that, Gabriel?”

“It’s orientation.”

I strained to look for Catherine, who must stop the travesty. I twisted, but Gabriel’s knots were tight, and no amount of my vigorous wriggling revealed anything.

“Don’t struggle, dear.”

“Catherine Granger?”

“I haven’t seen these buttocks for ten years.”

“I was thirteen. Thank fuck you are here. The help has gone nuts. Look at me.”

“You’re in good shape, girl. Gabriel seems to have started well. I think we ought to let him carry on.”

“What’s going on, Catherine?”

“Your orientation, dear. We’ll drive those demons out.”

“Drive?”

“Okay… thrash, Olivia.”

Cold steel brushed my thigh when she sliced my panty briefs off with scissors, slipping them from underneath me.

Suddenly, my ass was bare, and Rex’s stiff horse hair ground hard into my pussy, stimulating already swollen labia while gently bristling against the protective hood of my clitoris. I twitched excitedly and repeatedly, feeling vulnerable, aroused, and wet beyond caring.

Someone, please fuck me.

“Rex has you now, dear. Gabriel will administer the correct attitude; hang in there, girl.”

I felt shocked and embarrassed, wriggling almost violently to escape and confront the woman who stole my last shred of dignity by popping a butt plug in my anus.

“You need to fuck off, Catherine. My father will go fucking crazy when he hears about this.”

Continue, please! That plug feels exquisite.

I could but dared not use my safe word for fear my delight might end. At the same time, resistance was essential, or my absolute slutty nature would be entirely bared for all to witness.

I loved it but couldn’t tell anyone.

“Begin thrashing the girl Gabriel.”

Stroke {Smack}

I jerked and howled like a wolf when Gabriel’s riding crop seared my sensitive skin, electrifying, triggering an adrenaline rush, and sending me wild. I clenched my ass cheeks tightly, squeezed the pain out, and furrowed my brows, puffing both cheeks in case that might help.

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

“Fuck!”

“Potty mouth, Olivia… come on, be a good girl!”

“I’m fucking trying.”

Gabriel swiped me twice more, explaining that it was retribution for my potty mouth. Each lash struck my sweet spot with a sniper-like aim, precisely where my ass cheeks met the top of my thighs.

I screamed - but never uttered my safe word.

“What the fuck!”

“Stop swearing, Olivia.”

“It fucking hurts, though.”

Fuck, I sound bratty.

My ass cheeks and thighs were on fire. Delicious, deep, searingly hot welts rose from where the equine master stroked me with aplomb.

That hurt nicely.

My heart raced, matching Rex’s solid thud vibrating through my midriff, teasing my reproductive organs.

When pain racked me, I’d bitten him instinctively and tasted the raw stallion with bestial hormones sweating into his coat. It drove my desire, flicking a carnal switch inside me.

Stroke {Smack} — “Quit”

Stroke {Smack} — “The!”

Stroke {Smack} — “Potty!

Stroke {Smack} — “Mouth!”

The last stroke almost broke my back when lightning coursed through my body, spasming every muscle, and I saw stars. I screamed, tensed, bucked, and thrashed around, desperately trying not to escape my tormentor.

Still, no safe word was uttered. Rex turned and looked studiously at me.

What is it, Rex? What should I do?

His eyes told me to calm the fuck down and enjoy my time in his saddle, so I did. I was in control because uttering a single word would command this delightful punishment to end. I was a sleazy slut and stallion combined, appreciating Rex was only trying to help a poor girl out.

Equal pleasure matched my pain, and I screamed unrestrained ecstasy, rejoicing with a deep tingling inside my pink cathedral. I shuddered gently, then violently, soaking Rex’s coat with an involuntary squirt of my unicorn pee, then another and two more until I could smell him and me together.

Stroke {Smack}

“Argh! Argh…. oh… please, d-don't stop.”

“She’s cum, Mrs. Granger.”

“Keep going. Thrash her until you break the naughty child inside.”

Yes, please.

I drifted off into a meditative state, hitting my psyche's upper atmosphere when dopamine and endorphins transformed me. If released, I’d stagger around first, gain my composure, then gallop through the estate, barking at the moon, fucking everything with a cock.

I proudly thrust my butt upwards, begging Gabriel for more.

Stroke {Smack}

“She’s presenting beautifully, Gabriel. I believe we may be close to some measure of success here.”

“She smells successful, Mrs. Granger.”

I bit into Rex’s coat, spat out his hair, tossed my head, and declared myself victorious. Catherine approached my front, rifled my hair with bony fingers, gripped hard, and lifted my head.

“Have you learned your lesson, Olivia?”

“No more potty mouth. Got it!”

I’ve fucking learned how to earn myself an incredible thrashing.

“Help her down, Gabriel.”

Gabriel untied my restraints and then helped me dismount. Rex looked impressed, and I smiled at him while rubbing my ass welts, delighted, secretly scratching them to elicit more delicious pain.

“Take these and clean up.”

Gabriel handed me a box of tissues.

“Clean what?”

“It happens to everyone the first time. Don’t be ashamed.”

I glanced down and saw my engorged, saturated labia with a stream of pussy cream trickling down my thighs. I cleaned by dabbing my pussy and legs with scrunched-up tissues, then I searched around everywhere, looking for something to wear.

Catherine Granger shook her head.

“You’re not finished, girl.”

“What do you mean?”

“Is my chair ready, Gabriel?”

He slid a low orange color padded stool beside Rex. Its front tubular steel legs were splayed outwards, creating a gap between two elastic seat straps underneath which Gabriel placed a cushion. Mrs. Granger gripped the forward-leaning bull bars, checking they were firm.

“Is t-that, f-for…”

“A queening seat for you to pay your respects to me? Yes. Get on the floor and consider where you are in the food chain, girl.”

“The floor is covered in horseshit.”

“Precisely where you belong, naughty little slut.”

“I can’t lay down.”

“The floor is clean. All you can see is fresh bedding straw. You might pick up a few bugs, but you’ll be done in no time if you work hard.”

I shivered with anticipation, knowing I desperately wanted to dine on Catherine Granger’s pussy. While she undressed, I leaked arousal like a fountain and was grateful when Gabriel forced me downwards with a hand clenched around my neck.

I caught one final glimpse of the tall woman with long salt-and-pepper hair.

She’s fucking beautiful for a woman in her fifties.

I slid underneath the queening stool, long past worrying about bugs in the straw. I settled in, excited to munch on such a distinguished pussy.

It mesmerized me when Catherine Granger’s swollen labia descended into position, perfectly parted and presented by her throne. The twin elastic bands stretched wide and low, perfectly cupping her ass cheeks, presenting a luscious, hairy pussy through the slit between elastic panels.

“Open your legs wide and lift your knees.”

I obeyed Gabriel without question and soon felt the delightful repeated tap of a tiny leather triangle from the end of a jumping bat riding crop tease my mons and labia majora. He slapped softly at first, sending a rush of blood into my lady garden.

When Gabriel rubbed and spanked my clitoris hard, I jerked excitedly. This was the most incredible turn-on of my life, and I thoroughly enjoyed having my pussy thrashed by a man who knew how.

“Argh.. f-fu- oh my!”

While Gabriel tapped, I lifted my mouth towards a hot, perfectly trimmed bush with glistening, swollen pussy lips hidden under that furry layer. My meal was perfectly presented for munching through the queening stool gap.

Catherine’s feminine aroma was glorious, and when I licked her sticky thigh, she tasted like sweet nectar. My taste buds were electrified while my nostrils flared, sucking in more of my lover’s tawdry scent. Within seconds, she’d hard-wired me to her, able to command me into whatever she would have me do.

I belonged to Catherine Granger for as long as she would use and command me.

I slid my tongue past Catherine’s curly whorls, parted the tight, creamy slit, and prodded her pussy hole to break its surface tension, releasing the sweet sleazy juices pooling at her sphincter. With my mouth wide open, I sucked both her hairy, tasty labia inside, sloshing gently, harvesting her cream.

Catherine looked down, smiling affectionately, and I frowned back, feeling awkward and delightfully ashamed at how easy I was to dominate. With a mouthful of pussy, I was in no position to speak, even when spoken to.

“Good girl, Olivia, you’ll make a fine lady.”

In those words, I submitted, and the universe celebrated my natural place. Catherine Granger had bested me with a sound thrashing issued by her riding master and her pussy lips anointment. She could have emptied her full bladder down my throat, and I would have swallowed it all, willingly, no, enthusiastically.

“If you are a good girl, I’ll arrange for you to visit often, Olivia.”

I was her bitch forever and realized Catherine had orchestrated my arrival to ease me into becoming her companion when her husband Richard was away on business. I felt ascendant and wanted more to prove my worth.

I licked her perineum, tracing the tip of my tongue back and forth a few times nervously. I felt Catherine grip her handles more tightly while she wriggled a little, opening up her anal whorl expectantly.

I felt terrified, never having kissed, never mind licked someone’s puckered hole before. Here I was, eager to utterly debase myself in front of a man with a woman I’d last met when I was ten years old.

“Don’t be afraid, Olivia, you can do it. And I guarantee you’ll feel so much better afterward.”

“I want to rim you so badly.”

“In your own time, girl, and make sure to enjoy the moment of your utter debasement. It’s so important to get these kinks square and understood in your mind.”

I’d rimmed no one until that moment and shuddered in pre-orgasmic bliss, anticipating ticking off another taboo. Gabriel’s tapping on my clitoris and shaven pussy lips was all the encouragement I needed to realize the utter delight of my submission.

I closed my eyes and went for it, sliding my tongue across Catherine’s puckered anus that felt like licking cobblestone ridges.

“Ooooh! Good girl!”

I opened my eyes, basking in my obedience, thrusting my tongue in and out of her warm rectum, massaging its soft tissue walls. Gabriel paused the spanking of my pussy, and reached down with both hands, prising Catherine Granger's ass cheek much wider apart.

I felt grateful for his help in demeaning me.

I lifted my head, demonstrating absolute commitment to rimming Catherine Granger, stiffening my tongue to slide it deeper inside her warm, soft, tissue-lined back passage. I enjoyed the feel of her tight asshole and how the sphincter gripped my tongue, degrading me to a point where I no longer felt anger or spite, only love and the need to be obedient.

“Good girl, now get back onto my pussy and lick me all the way, Olivia.”

I felt secure, commanded by a woman who would keep me safe from myself. Catherine rocked forward, presenting the most beautifully engorged sticky pearl, rising from its protective hood.

A teardrop of ambrosia dripped from her clitoris onto my tongue, spurring me on.

“You’re beautiful, Mistress.”

“You’re delightful, Olivia.”

Catherine reached down, gripped my hair, and pulled my head into her pussy.

In less than two hours, I’d transformed from a bratty child into Catherine’s compliant slave. Gabriel’s impressive clitoral spanking and the warm, wet, soft, and plump pussy presented for my delectation sent me soaring above planet Earth, observing humanity from a happier place.

I sucked her sticky pearl-hard clitoris, burying my nose into Catherine Granger’s tantalizingly velvet labia. I clenched my lips and formed a vacuum around my lover’s nub, inserting a finger into her pussy, feeling ecstatic when she squeezed back hard, almost like a welcoming handshake.

My tongue dragged her clitoris from side to side, and she buckled in the queening chair. I hooked my finger forward, found the rough g-spot patch of tissue that would send her nuts, and rubbed it gently.

Catherine bounced violently in the chair, and Gabriel offered a hand to steady her, slapping my clitoris with the other holding the crop.

Fuck… I’m winning.

I sent Lady Granger soaring to orgasm mountain while Gabriel returned the compliment on me. I crushed his riding crop between my legs while he tore apart my clit with its leather triangle.

While I orgasmed massively, I ate my Mistress like a lioness descending on a wounded gazelle. When she squirted, I encompassed her entire pee hole, sucking and swallowing as she filled my mouth.

“Good girl. I’ll add regular pee play to the activity list.”

I gulped hard, determined not to waste a drop of her precious nectar while mine spilled freely onto the concrete floor.

In post-orgasmic bliss, she rocked gently back and forth in her elastic pussy hammock, finally using her fingers to present all pink parts for cleanup.

When Catherine stood, I lay on the floor exhausted, licking my lips while savoring her cream. She smiled sweetly at me, then walked away, and I felt a pang of loss.

“Dinner is at seven. Don’t be late, Olivia.”


The Teacher’s Pet

◆◆◆

I meandered around the supermarket aimlessly until I finally spotted her. I snuck up carefully behind, not wishing to startle my prey, but I so badly wanted to surprise the lady that I burst into a fit of stifled giggles.

She spun around from the fruit counter, eyeing me carefully to determine my threat potential. I pointed to her hand and carried on giggling.

“You have a lovely pair, Miss Redpath.”

“Pardon?”

The attractive English teacher in her late thirties studied me momentarily, ignoring a pear she’d been weighing in her palm, selected from the fruit counter in a supermarket. When she recognized me as a former student, Miss Redpath replaced the fruit and approached with a beaming smile.

“Kate Hamilton! Oh, I see what you did there. Naughty girl!”

She laughed, shook my hand, and hugged me, seemingly pleased that I had shown up in her life after such a long time.

“It’s been six years since I took your class, Miss Redpath.”

“How have you been, Kate?”

“Have you got time for a coffee and catch up, Miss?”

“It’s Jane to you now since you aren’t my student anymore. I live just around the corner, and the coffee is much better in my library if you have time to spare.”

“I do have plenty of time. Bumping into you has made my day.”

We strolled out of the supermarket, laughing and chatting, reminiscing while strolling to her house. Miss Redpath had been my favorite teacher in High School. English was my best subject, and she was someone I wholly related to and was inspired by.

“How are you enjoying KPR Aerospace?”

“You know where I work?”

“I know you’re on the management fast track there. I looked you up using LinkedIn.”

“It’s boring as fuck… oops! Sorry! Potty mouth!”

“Miss Hamilton! Oh, I’m kidding. We’re both adults now. You’re what? Twenty now?”

“Twenty-three. Fifteen years younger than you.”

“You know my age, Kate?”

“Yes.”

Her house was a beautiful five-bedroom Georgian style, nestled in a leafy cul-de-sac. The red brick, all-symmetry house, with white marble columns out front, wooden shuttered windows, and three wide, curved steps up to a grand entrance, had a beautifully manicured ornamental garden and a short, private driveway.

She let us inside, and I immediately fell in love with her home. I took a moment to admire everything along the way as I followed Jane, enjoying the polished wooden floor planks, which exuded an aroma of beeswax, the fabulous artwork prints on the walls, and a comforting tick-tock of an old grandfather clock in a home that seemed otherwise silent. 

“You wait in the library, just down the hall, and I’ll be along in a moment. Is Cappuccino okay?”

“It’s my favorite.”

I browsed a library that could rival a small town’s. Filled with the classics of my youth, Little Women, Kes, and the complete works of Chaucer were among thousands of books set uniformly on polished, dark wooden mahogany shelves that ran floor to ceiling on every wall. The books were mainly hardback, leather-bound, and probably original. I picked one at random and read its spine aloud.

“The Clerk’s Tale.”

“It’s a spicy one. It’s all shackles, floggings, and St Andrew’s Crosses, Kate.”

Jane pressed her ass against the door, forcing it open as she entered the room backward, carrying a fully laden silver tray. I skipped over quickly, holding the door, and she smiled, lighting up my world.

“That book wasn’t on our curriculum.”

“More’s the pity because no consent was required in those days.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sexual consent… it wasn’t something people cared about in the fifteenth century.”

She handed me a cappuccino with a smiley chocolate sprinkle face, then took hers and looked wistfully out of the window. I thought Jane wished for a time machine to whisk her back to Italy Circa 1492.

I sipped my coffee, enjoying its seductive effect as my body surged on a caffeine high. Miss Redpath turned and grinned at me.

“Shall we finally deal with your misbehavior, then, Kate?”

My neck snapped sideways to the door, and I stared, thinking someone else called Kate had walked into her library. My fingers trembled, and I saw the surface of my cappuccino move with my nerves.

“Umm, err… who are you talking to, Miss?”

“You, of course, Kate.”

My hands ran cold when my heart pumped blood away from them and into my legs, preparing me for a sprint to the door. My heart thumped resoundingly, trying to tear my rib cage open to escape, with or without my body trailing behind.

“Oh fuck!”

“Yes, sweetheart, do tell me.”

“You knew what I did?”

“Of course, I knew what you did.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“That you stole from me?”

“Yes.”

“Did you come here to fix your misdeed?”

“Umm, yes, but how is that possible?”

“With your tongue and lips between my legs, dear. Let’s face it, you always wanted to.”

“Jesus Christ, you’re fucking kidding, Miss Redpath?”

“No.”

I leaped to my feet, stumbling sideways, spilling most of my cappuccino before setting the cup down awkwardly on a silver tray. My whole body trembled in tune with my shaky hands, and I glanced in every direction, mapping all possible escape routes.

In the end, I stared at her defiantly, even though she had accurately nailed me.

“Are you fucking serious?”

“Oh, sit down, Kate. That’s why you came here, isn’t it?”

Jane winked and grinned mischievously with a beautiful twinkle in her eye. My cheeks flushed, and my body warmed as I shifted my weight awkwardly from one foot to another. I stopped myself from frowning and pulling my lip because those were dead giveaway signs that my inner slut was stalking the respectable woman I wanted to be.

“God no, why on earth would you think that, Miss?”

“Are you going to lie to me, Kate?”

“No.”

“You didn’t just randomly bump into me at a supermarket miles from where you live. Why did you come here?”

I sighed and came to terms with the fact I was finally coming out. Jane was right in that I came to her town specifically to see her again, keen to discover something important about myself.

I looked down with tears welling in my eyes, and I sniffed, feeling ashamed and frightened.

“I wanted to see you again.”

She stepped closer, slid a finger under my chin, and raised my head, eyeballing me. Jane looked kind-hearted, welcoming, and accepting of me.

“Do your parents disapprove of you?”

“Yes.”

“Ahhh, some honesty at last. You are safe here, baby girl.”

“Thank you, Jane.”

“You were always my finest student, except for one incident. You should never have stolen my book.”

“I gave it back.”

“You slipped it into my handbag like a thief in the night, taking no responsibility for your poor behavior.”

“You just said that you knew it was me.”

“Of course, I knew it was you. Nobody loved books as much as you.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I know you are, but if you want to revisit my library, we must fix this misdemeanor.”

“By me licking your pussy?”

“Time spent on your knees in prayer will be good for you and maybe elicit forgiveness.”

“You are presuming a great deal about me, Miss.”

“Are you looking for answers, Kate?”

“Yes.”

“Come now, stand up, girl.”

I stood before my English teacher and felt like the teenager she’d once taught. I admired her immensely, especially how she put down unruly kids in class. We had four lessons of forty minutes a week with Miss Redpath, and you could be sure that after each lesson, every boy in the class raced to the toilet cubicles afterward. Each took less than a minute to wank their cocks and empty a load into tissues.

Miss Redpath was inspirational in every sense.

She admired me now, eyeing my figure from my toes to the top of my head, catching my eye, smiling lovingly and reassuringly.

“Did you come here for a reason other than to make love to me, Kate?”

“Whoa, fuck!”

“Why don’t you explain yourself, sweetheart? Help me understand how I got this all mixed up. Are you a lesbian?”

“I don’t know.”

“I know how we can find out, sweetheart.”

“How?”

“You could make amends, but you must ask for it; consent is important these days.”

My mouth was parched, and I couldn’t move my swollen tongue properly. I had never fucked a girl, let alone a woman with the refinement and beauty of my former English teacher. My mouth bobbed open and shut uselessly while my panties warmed, and I leaked my shameful arousal into a sticky gusset.

In the end, I blurted, almost shouting, defying my inner decency, allowing the slut who wanted to free me to prevail.

“Okay, it’s true, I want absolution.”

“Why don’t you slip out of that summer dress then?”

I felt entranced and knew this was why I’d sought Miss Redpath out. We’d had a connection in school, and I had crushed heavily on her. She’d always behaved impeccably, and I knew now that the beautiful soul inside her would be a place where I could curl up and be protected.

I needed respite in so many ways. Ambiguity about my sexuality was challenging me. Work had become too much, and the queue of people outside my door shirking their responsibility grew every day. I needed an escape, and slipping my head between Jane’s legs would be such an incredible adventure.

I undressed slowly, embarrassed and ashamed, shivering in her draughty library, wearing only a lacy French set, wireless triangle bra, and high-waisted briefs.

“Beautiful, demure, and wearing functional underwear, exactly as I would expect from you. Pirouette for me, please, Kate.”

I did as she asked, a little awkwardly for the first time. The second time around, I enjoyed my naked exhibitionism in front of a woman I respected deeply. A dribble of my arousal leaked through inadequate panties, shooting down my thigh, alarming, then exciting me.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Kate.”

“So are you, Miss.”

“I saw your white cotton panties once when you crossed your legs a little too lackadaisically in class.”

“I saw yours a few times.”

Miss Redpath stepped closer, kneeled, and smiled up at me. With a single finger, she traced a line along my panty-covered slit from bottom to top, scratching a fingernail in a circle where she felt my clitoris engorging.

I gasped and arched my back wildly while my body quivered like the ground around a volcano erupting. My pussy thrust forward, almost touching my teacher’s lips. She inhaled deeply, and I saw, to my utter shame, that her nostrils flared excitedly.

Jane slid her thumbs into my panty waistband, easing her fingers inside and around until spreading sharp nails evenly across my ass. She cupped my firm, silken cheeks tightly before raking incredible welts when she cleaved my ass crack wide open.

I moaned and squirmed in her hands, luxuriating in a molten chasm of burning desire, having my deepest, most carnal needs fulfilled.

“Is this why you came here?”

“This and-.”

“And what sweetheart?”

“I desperately want to see you and start something.”

“Do you want to fuck me?”

“More than that, Jane, so much more.”

“As in, date me?”

“Oh my… yes, please.”

Jane slid my panties down silken thighs until my gusset stuck where it sucked firmly against both swollen, drenched labia. I felt ashamed, but my lover smiled, pulling harder until the sticky fabric peeled away from my wanton, freshly shaven fuck hole.

I stepped out of my panties, which Jane set aside after making a very close inspection and sniffing deeply.

With Jane’s trembling lips inches from my pussy and her nostrils flaring like a rampant dragon’s, another trickle of shame dribbled down my right thigh. I gasped when her tongue trapped that errant, tawdry sweet teardrop, and then I gently held her head to keep my balance while she licked up my thigh to the source, gently kissing my swollen pussy lips.

“You have an exquisite flavor, Kate.”

Jane teased my swollen labia with her fingertips, tracing a line along my slit. She smelled me again like I was a fabulous bouquet of flowers, whimpering in delight before licking each fleshy petal from bottom to top. I shimmered in the light of my true sexuality, ascending to my truth, something denied to me for so long.

When she stood and brushed her lips against mine, it paralyzed me, and I felt intoxicated, tasting my sweet pussy.

This is exactly why you came here, Kate Hamilton, you slutty fucking Princess, and she’s been expecting you.

Jane stroked my back, butt cheeks, and thighs with sharp, tantalizing fingernails, and I became a whole body frisson of trembling excitement. She circled me slowly as if I were prey, hunting down the lesbian I so badly wanted to become.

I prayed she would eat my pussy, so I closed my eyes, imagining my former teacher defiling me. My breathing became labored, and both knees felt weak as my body waited expectantly, praying to be taken.

She kneeled behind me and slid both hands between my legs, spreading them apart and exposing me.

“I feel vulnerable and a little afraid.”

“It’s a punishment which doesn’t work if it’s all fun. Do you consent to performing cunnilingus on me, Kate?”

“Yes.”

“Have you done it before?”

“Never.”

“Do you remember the title of the book you stole?”

“Pride and Prejudice.”

“You were always a proud girl. Now is the time for you to come out.”

“I am very sorry I stole the book.”

“Never apologize twice for the same thing, Kate. If someone doesn’t accept your apology the first time, then it’s worthless.”

“I’m also sorry I have denied my true self.”

“You are out now.”

Even now, she taught me. Miss Redpath kissed me gently, moving the strands of my blonde hair away from my face. Her lips caressed mine, and her tongue explored me, planting soft kisses along my neck, then my cheeks, and finally my lips. Her palm stroked my naked breast, kneading gently before delicate fingers tweaked my nipples, and I felt electrified, panting noisily.

My heart thumped joyously as my body shimmered in an ocean of happy hormones.

“Ohhh… ahhh, that feels so good, Miss.”

“Shhh, now Kate. Focus on being contrite and becoming your authentic self. Close your eyes for me.”

“Yes, miss.”

“That’s a good girl.”

Jane tickled her fingers down my torso into my nether regions and rubbed a swelling, sticky clitoris expertly, pressing down from above as if popping her out of from puddle of protective skin before dragging my sticky nub from side to side.

She slid her fingers up and down my creamy slit, coating each digit with my sticky nectar before bringing a load up to feed herself, making sure I watched.

Jane tasted me a few times, and I watched her consume my feminine power and heard the gentle lapping of her tongue, enjoying devouring my cream from her fingers. She was gentle with me, and I didn’t want her to ever stop.

“I always wanted to finger you in my classroom.”

“I wanted you, too, Jane, but I doubt it would have ended well.”

“I know, but what fun that would have been.”

“Shall I start now, Miss?”

“I need you highly aroused before you go down on me, Kate.”

I planted my forehead on hers while Jane finger banged me. She knew when I was about to orgasm because my knees buckled, and I panted like a doe running from a wolf, trembling almost as much. Miss Redpath caught me before I fell, wrapping an arm firmly around my back.

She stopped fingering me, leaving my body cresting on the edge of climactic heaven.

Jane moved away slowly and seductively while I felt desperate to continue finger fucking myself. I refrained, quivering vigorously, staring at her, goggle-eyed, licking my lips, wanting to fuck my teacher so desperately that I tasted her arousal in the back of my throat.

When she sat on a beautiful light brown, calf leather sofa, I knew my time to make a choice had come.

“If you want to eat pussy, crawl to me and take it, sweetheart. Come and lick my pussy and see how you like girls.”

I got down on my knees and crawled towards Jane, lifting her skirt hem while she smiled affectionately, making no attempt to bar me. She wore no underwear and had a perfectly shaven pussy.

Jane spread her legs wide, and her glistening labia pouted at me, swollen from her arousal and heavily laden with sweet nectar. Miss Redpath spread her legs even wider, cocking one thigh over a sofa arm while resting the other on my shoulder.

I descended onto her pussy like a starving lioness on an antelope. My aim was perfect, and my English teacher bucked violently around the leather sofa when I kissed her clitoris. I peeled her pussy lips wide apart with my thumbs, plowing my tongue the entire length of her slit, scorching in a fiery pit of delight.

I swallowed her sweet nectar and knew immediately that Jane was my perfect lover. The burning sensation that seared across my tongue was all the hard wiring needed for me to know that I was all lesbian. My fears and troubles melted as Jane’s effervescent pussy cream dissolved into my soul.

“Argh! Kate, that feels so wonderful!”

“You’re moist, sticky, and taste wonderful, Miss.”

She gently spurred her heels into my back, encouraging me to shuffle closer to enjoy the bounty of her lady garden.

“I’m glad you shave completely, Miss. It makes my work down here much easier and a lot more fun.”

“You’ve done this before, Kate, you fucking whore.”

“Only in my dreams. I promise.”

I lapped hungrily at her swollen, sticky labia, teasing her slit wide open with a curved tongue while she gripped my ponytail, hoisting her favorite teacher’s pet back up onto her clitoris every time I went lower to harvest her juices. In my exaltation, my mind replayed a thousand dreams from a thousand nights since I’d last seen my favorite teacher.

I clenched my lips gently around the base of her clitoris and sucked hard, drawing it free from its protective hood. With a stiff tongue, I dragged her swelling nub from side to side, humming a tune into it, making sure the blood flowed quickly, engorging her.

I nibbled gently, drew my tongue back, and brushed rapidly across the end of her nub, hardening it. I stayed on her clitoris, playing a gentle symphony until her crescendo approached, and then licked gently down her slit, allowing her climactic storm to calm before returning to her love button.

I used a finger and thumb from each hand to peel aside her pussy lips, stretching her clitoris wide and isolating it so I could rub my nose there while licking her pink, creamy furrow.

“Oh, my, f-fuck. I wish your detention sessions could have been like this.”

She pulled my hair upwards, and I knew she wanted me to share her flavor, so I kneeled higher and moved in for an important kiss.

“I’m serious about seeing you again, Jane, if that’s what you’d like.”

“I’m so glad you went shopping today, Kate.”

Her kiss melted my heart before our lips brushed together like two hot air balloons pressing against each other. It was the most incredible kiss of my life as her energy and vitality surged through me, surfing the waves of my hormones reaching every part of my body. 

Jane whimpered, and I felt ecstatic groans escape from the back of her throat as she writhed desperately when I reached down and pinched her sticky, swollen clitoris between a finger and thumb while French kissing her deeply.

Our tongues entwined, and mine felt as right exploring inside her mouth as it did when nestled deep inside her sweet, creamy pussy. It was as though I’d wanted her for years but denied myself the pleasure. I strummed Jane’s swollen labia gently with all four fingers brushing her slit in a line, occasionally sliding two of them deep inside. She shuddered, and I kissed her wantonly, pushing Miss Redpath as close to a climax as I could.

She bit my bottom lip passionately, electrifying me, and I jolted, gasping involuntarily while she smiled, her eyes forever locked with mine.

“Oh fuck! Kate, I’m sorry.”

“What for Jane?”

“That we didn’t do this years ago.”

“Don’t worry, darling, we’re doing it now.”

I returned to her clitoris, sucking it hard, flicking her sensitive, treasured pearl until a volcanic climax built inside my English teacher. She gripped my head between her powerful thighs, trying to drag me inside her.

When she exploded in her first orgasm, Miss Redpath tried to escape, but I overpowered her, clamping her butt to the leather sofa while sucking her clitoris.

When I felt a pee jet squirt, I took her first salvo on my chin, quickly slipping my lips down and swallowing her juices. I puckered my lips firmly onto her pee hole while she rode my face, streaming more nectar into my mouth than I thought possible.

Her jets of cum, splashed down my throat, coating and burning my tonsils, filling my mouth until I gulped. Some dribbled out of my clenched lips, soaking my chin, but I didn’t care - I finally knew I would love being a lesbian.

Jane tried to wriggle off my tongue, but I wouldn’t relent and pulverized her clitoris, forcing a three-finger wedge deep inside her pussy. She tensed every muscle in her midriff and thighs, trying to crush my knuckles and grind my sinews to dust, but I kept thrusting in and out fucking her harder.

Jane was determined to win our wrestling match inside her pussy, but my money was on me.

“Kate, that feels so fucking amazing, but please, you must stop!”

I sealed her mouth with my hand, stifling her ecstatic screams, and licked her pussy more gently, focusing on her labia, bringing my lover down from an orgasmic peak gently rather than dropping her into an abyss. Her saliva soaked my palm, seeping through my fingers. Drool dribbled down her cheeks and chin while she gagged in a glorious orgasm, biting my finger hard, getting no complaints from me.

When Jane was spent, I crawled into her arms, laying beside her on the sofa, basking in the warmth of her love and kindness. She pulled over a throw blanket from the sofa back, making sure we were both covered, and snuggled me lovingly in her arms, holding me tight, kissing gently while I whimpered happily into her warm breasts.

“Am I forgiven for stealing your book?”

“Yes, and you get a gold star.”

“I only came back to borrow the book again.”

“You can stay here as long as you like, Kate.”

“I will.”


The Editor

◆◆◆

Email : 25-Feb-2024 To: Gianna

You have one final chance to rescue the project, Gianna; find help.

I glimpsed her email out of the corner of my eye as I breezed through the office and instantly knew she would be afraid. It was Gianna Collins’ workstation, and although I never caught who the sender was, I didn’t need a second glance because the message was expected. The Editor was back; this time, my intern was the target.

I figured Gianna knew I’d clocked her because she panicked when our eyes locked, and she hurriedly clicked off her email client.

“Hi, Gianna.”

“Hi, Miranda. Did you enjoy a good lunch?”

“Warmish coffee, soggy BLT sandwich lacking mayo, and the walled areas around the pond and picnic tables were crammed because it was sunny, so I walked around while I ate. Not ideal, but good enough.”

Three interns worked for me at our publishing house, and I always wondered why Gianna was the only one permanently tied to her desk. She was the most conscientious of all staff members and my favorite.

Gianna sought my approval by working hard, but that was a poor reason not to enjoy her lunch break. It was likely why she had a near-perfect figure despite her seemingly sedentary lifestyle. In contrast, I maintained a similar stature by running and working out daily to keep my carbs at bay and tighten everything up.

And boy was I tight, not having been fucked for a long time.

Gianna had two years under her belt working for me, throughout which time we had formed a friendship, so we were in sync and enjoyed one another’s company. That friendship aside, she had an incisive mind and implemented excellent workflow, both reasons why I gave her our most ambitious recent project.

She followed me into my office, wearing a cute face, nervously clicking her fingers.

“I have been issued a pre-summons. A warning, so to speak.”

“Has The Editor reached out?”

“Yes. Just now, actually.”

“I caught a glimpse of your email and saw you hide it quickly.”

“I never thought I’d be next, and it was a surprise because I still have time to fix my mistake.”

“You have nothing to fear, Gianna. Yours was an honest mistake.”

She cringed, knowing her mistake was significant, fixable, but still a monumental error. Everyone in the building knew my star pupil had erred.

“I lost control of the whole project, and now I’ll be punished. Can’t you help me, please, Miranda?”

Her eyes filled, and I knew her shame was more about losing her dignity from having made an enormous mistake than receiving an email to face the music. The Editor was a consequence that Gianna had incurred, as had others before her, and now the pre-summons had been issued, her countdown clock began.

“I have one final chance to get this right over the weekend, Miranda, or The Editor will deal with me. Can you help, please?”

“I’m too busy right now, sweetheart, but I can recommend a friend. However, if they agree, you’ll need to take all the project work with you to meet them. Their office is at the waterfront near Pier Sixteen.”

“I’m fucking scared, Miranda.”

“Nobody else was harmed when The Editor disciplined them. I think you are worrying unnecessarily.”

“Nobody else will talk about what happened when they were summoned. It’s the unknown that scares me.”

“Shall I find someone else to take on the project instead of you? That is one way out of a meeting with The Editor.”

“No. I lost control, so I should be the one to rectify the mess I caused.”

“Good girl… always own your shit, Gianna.”

“I don’t get who is doing this or why?”

“The Editor is someone from management upstairs, and since we are a publishing house dealing with erotica, horror, and noir fiction genres, they think it’s funny to meter out discipline in a mysterious way.”

“Has The Editor ever emailed you, Miranda?”

“This all started when our internship program began, sweetheart. Besides my two girls and one guy down here, there are eight more in our publishing house.”

I stared at Gianna and saw that she was scared because she trembled uncontrollably. At twenty-two years old, my assistant was young and a little inexperienced, but even so, work shouldn’t do that to anyone. I stepped closer and cupped her cheek, wondering whether I should tell her the truth.

Her eyes implored me, so I caved in.

“I shouldn’t say this, Gianna, but yeah, I’ve met The Editor too.”

“What happened?”

“I can’t say. Part of the punishment is that we squirm, not knowing what will happen.”

“Did you get hurt?”

“Not at all, and I don’t think that is the intention.”

“What should I do, Miranda?”

“Go see my friend and make a deal with them. Perhaps if they help you, resubmitting the project work duly corrected will call off the dogs.”

Gianna looked nervous all day but called the number I gave her, running to my office in the late afternoon, waving a pink Post-it note.

“I have an appointment. I called repeatedly with no luck, and then they answered on WhatsApp.”

“Okay… well, good luck.”

Gianna squinted at me with an expression of utter disbelief. She was torn between anger and fear.

“I know you are my line manager but-”

“But what, Gianna?”

“I can’t go in there alone.”

“Why not?”

“I’m fucking terrified, and I told your friend that as well. I’m not going alone, Miranda. I don’t know them, and all they are is the friend of a friend.”

“Shall I come with you?”

“Fuck, yeah… please. I’m glad you offered because, for a minute, I thought you might leave me dangling.”

“Don’t use your potty mouth here, honey; it sets a poor tone. We’ll meet at your place around seven.”

I’d had plans for the evening, and this would disrupt them, but Gianna was in a bad way, and I couldn’t let her fail. The Editor wasn’t so awful, and frankly, I felt a little noir mystery was a far better way to deal with our work and performance problems than firing people.

When she left my office, Jeff, from copywriting and editing, strolled in, having admired Gianna’s cute ass cheeks that were outlined in her pencil skirt when she bent over to pick up a pencil. He cocked his head toward my intern and smiled.

“I hear she is next up for a thrashing.”

“I thought these things were kept secret, Jeff.”

“Yeah… really? You know that nothing around here is kept a secret.”

“Who is The Editor?”

“I can’t answer that, Miranda.”

“Come on, you work upstairs. Which one of the guys wears the mask?”

“I’m not convinced it’s just one person, but I like my job, so I’ll keep my mouth shut.”

“Put the word around that if anyone fucks with Gianna, they’ll deal with me.”

“Is she going to correct the mistake?”

“She’s trying to, Jeff.”

“She has just one more chance to figure things out over this weekend, and then, on Monday morning, Gianna will belong to The Editor.”

“Oh fuck off, and stop making it sound so sinister.”

“Fear is part of the punishment for getting things wrong around here, Miranda. You know that.”

“Yes, I do. What an amazing company philosophy we have.”

“Sarcasm is a low form of wit.”

“I’m being ironic as well.”

“That’s the same thing.”

“Don’t tell Ricky Gervais that.”

I left work with a distraught Gianna in my wake. She collected her files and every edited manuscript copy of the project, with enough notepads filled with her scribblings to cram a suitcase. 

M.J. Priestley’s twelve-book series proposal was an unwieldy project, but I was sure Gianna was up to it. She made a mistake mixing up review versions and now the various book drafts were assorted. More than seven thousand manuscript pages were mingled in the wrong order.

I lazed in my shower at home, soaping in a luxuriant lavender lather, thinking about my conversation with Jeff. If more than one guy in the editorial department was taking credit for being The Editor, it could mean they were using the moniker to lure young male and female staff members into a tawdry tryst.

From experience, I was confident The Editor worked alone. That solitude struck me with sadness when I toweled myself dry in a bedroom that used to have a husband in it. After fifteen years of marriage, Jonathan left me for a younger woman, but I could hardly blame him because I would have enjoyed sleeping with his new lover as much as he did.

Plenty of dating offers or hookups flooded in after I was divorced because I had wealth from running the agency side of the publishing business, managing author accounts, and getting everything in shape for final proofreading upstairs. I’d also retained my slender figure and good looks, never having been ravaged by childbirth, breastfeeding, or housewifery.

I met Gianna at her apartment building. She looked relieved, and I helped load all the boxes and files into the trunk of my car. It was dark, and although the waterfront area was refurbished and relatively modern, many units hadn’t been taken up, so it was lonely and felt ominous at night.

I parked outside a smart-looking single-story building in a visitor slot and helped my intern gather her belongings from where we had stowed the unwieldy boxes of project work in my car’s trunk.

“Did you bring an electronic version of the manuscripts and project work as well, Gianna?”

“Yes, I have everything on a thumb drive.”

“Let’s go inside then.”

The door was unlocked, so I opened it and let Gianna pass first into a small hallway that flickered into life when we activated motion sensors.

“It’s the first door on your right.”

She nudged the door open with her shapely ass and wandered inside, gasping at the cavernous writer’s study.

“Wow.”

“Do you like it?”

“Miranda, this is spectacular. Where is he? Your friend, I mean.”

“He is me, sweetheart… I am the friend of your friend.”

“Whoa… shut the front door. Your friend is you?”

“Yep, but that stays between us. This is my sanctuary. I sometimes come here for weekends to write and escape the world.”

I had an expansive, highly polished ebony desk with two Mac Pro thirty-two-inch display screens on it. The processor unit was built into a rack along with my file server and internet hub. The only clutter on my desk was a mouse and a tiny white keyboard.

Gianna kicked off her heels, scrunching her toes into my thick, cream-colored carpet. The whole study was a library, floor to ceiling, wall to wall, perfectly joined beautiful mahogany wood shelves, home to hundreds of books.

“It’s perfectly lit in here, Miranda.”

“Halogen bulbs produce a whiter light that is perfect for reading, and the sharpness ensures good page illumination.”

“You’ve thought of everything.”

“Dump your files off at the planning table.”

I had a large table at the end of my study with two comfortable leather executive swivel chairs for planning sessions.

“Do you bring other people here, Miranda?”

“A few, but it’s rare.”

We dropped everything off at the table, and Gianna turned, eyeing me with more than an ounce of trepidation. I smiled disarmingly and nodded towards a small bar and hospitality area.

“This is not how I expected to spend my Friday evening. Perhaps you can pour us a glass of wine each. I have a nice Gewurztraminer chilling in the fridge.”

“I have until Monday to get this sorted.”

“I know.”

When we clinked glasses, I saw a tiny sparkle of fun in her eye and a vivacious smile. Gianna seemed happy; I guessed that was because we were forging ahead with fixing her problem.

“Where is the bedroom, Miranda? You must have one here.”

“Through that door. Take a look inside. The bedroom suite is as luxurious as here; I have a couch for friends to sleep over, a massive slate-walled and floored wet room with spot lamps, and a rainfall shower.”

“May I shower now, please? I didn’t get time after leaving the office.”

“Of course. Did you bring a change of clothes?”

“No.”

“I have a closet. Help yourself. Towels are in there, too.”

I lay out her color-coded files using OCD spacing, each color representing a different manuscript. She had an immense task because pages were swapped between the books. I was convinced someone sabotaged Gianna because there was no chance this could have happened for any other reason.

I heard Gianna shuffle back into the room behind me.

“It’s a fucking mess, sweetheart.”

“I did it on purpose.”

“Holy fuck… what did you just say?”

I spun and saw Gianna in her naked glory. Her youth had tightened everything perfectly, and gorgeous, solid red nipples topped two ample breasts that pointed upwards at me. She looked demure, beautiful, and sexy, biting her bottom lip while spreading both legs wide, offering me a complete view.

I admired her perfectly shaped, shaven mons with glistening, swollen pussy lips that curved in beautifully at the bottom, forming the start of her tight vertical slit that disappeared at the top into a rippling puddle of sticky pleasure.

“I know you are The Editor, Miranda.”

My heart thumped, I felt cold, goosebumps shimmered, and my head buzzed. I frowned and felt queasy because my secret was out.

“How did you find out?”

“One of the girls told me.”

“They were all sworn to secrecy… everyone who has been here promised not to reveal me in exchange for my help.”

“I can’t say who told me, but I can explain why.”

Gianna’s nakedness roused my libido. Since Jonathan had left, all I craved was pussy, a return to my lesbian roots before taking a husband. I felt aroused by the first I’d seen in years with her beauty, firm buttocks, and glistening labia, all of which had not been revealed to me for nothing.

“Tell me what you know about me, Gianna?”

“I know you never touched any of the other girls. They said you started The Editor persona to prevent unnecessarily harsh punishments and protect the interns.”

“Too many people around here were being fired or seduced, even the guys. We’d become a revolving door of good staff, and I was convinced sexual impropriety would become a problem in litigation.”

“So you made a pretense of issuing harsh and anonymous punishment through The Editor and brought the girls here to fix their mistakes.”

“Not only the girls. I helped the boys, too.”

“But you never slept with a single one, Miranda.”

“That’s not why I did it.”

“I want to be different.”

“Why?”

“Because I love you. I’ve watched you for two years, protecting me, teaching, and spending time to do the best you could for everyone. I want that strength in my life because I am wayward.”

“You don’t seem a naughty girl.”

“I can be, and that gets worse when I date girls my age.”

“What are you saying, Gianna?”

“I want to date you and hope this leads to much more.”

“You’re naked right now, and that seems to have surpassed dating.”

“Do you have feelings for me, Miranda?”

“Yes. Two years of being your friend has also caused me to have an affection for you.”

Gianna strolled toward me like a catwalk model, never averting her sultry eyes from mine. When she stopped, I smelled her womanly scent, a mixture of Yves St Laurent, a soap she used from my shower, and her pussy.

“I see you found my perfume.”

“I see you can smell my arousal, Miranda.”

“Do you think fucking the boss is a good idea?”

“It’s the only idea I have right now.”

“What about your project?”

“A very light pencil marking is in the bottom left corner of every page. It shows the book number first, a slash, and then a page number. It will take me an hour maximum to reorganize everything; then it’s all perfect.”

“I don’t understand why you went to all the trouble.”

“I want you, Miranda.”

“Why not ask me on a date?”

“This way is much more fun.”

Her nipples were like solid steel studs when she leaned in. Her full, red lips trembled, and I saw dilated pupils with a flushed scarlet speckling ripple across her cheeks. Gianna looked every bit in love as she’d claimed, and that was my last straw, as a bead of arousal soaked through my panties, burgeoning as it slipped down my thigh.

Her lips brushed mine like a suggestive warm night’s breeze wafting through open windows in a Tuscan castle. I was a frisson of excitement when Gianna probed my mouth with a soft, electrifying tongue while entwining my fingers with hers.

Her intensity broke through my forcefield, and Gianna stole the kiss she desired. I felt lust, then a yearning desire, and finally, something more passionate than my husband had ever evoked in me.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, Gianna.”

“I’m about to get a lot more disobedient, that’s for fucking sure.”

She practically tore off my clothes, planting passionate kisses on my lips while I carefully stepped where she led in a meandering path to my king-sized bed. I cupped her breasts, rolling both nipples between my index fingers and thumbs. She gasped and kneeled for a moment, peeling down my panties, revealing a soaking wet pussy.

“You have beautiful pubic hair.”

“I keep them tight, but I see you have none.”

“I check the browser history on your computer. I work for you, remember. You dwell mostly on images with shaven pussies, so I groomed mine today, especially for you.”

“I feel ashamed.”

“You smell wonderfully ashamed, Miranda.”

Gianna stared into my crotch wide-eyed, licking her lips while shaking like a leaf. I had never felt more desired in my life, and I was pleased when she stood and kissed me again. 

When our naked bodies blended like sheets made of silk, and we held hands, I only wanted Gianna.

Office politics and age gaps were at the back of my mind when my new girlfriend led me to my bed. She pushed me back playfully onto an expensive Egyptian high thread-count cotton duvet, wagging a finger in the air.

“I’ve been a very naughty girl and should be punished accordingly, Miranda.”

“Nobody ever got punished here, sweetheart. The most that happened was when our colleagues slept on the couch. They came here for help, and I gave it, as I would have to you, without strings attached.”

“I know, but I want to pray for you.”

“Then my altar is open for your silent enjoyment, honey.”

Gianna kneeled, staring into my eyes with absolute love etched on her face. When she pressed her hands against the inside of my thighs, I could swear the young woman gulped and inhaled deeply, flaring her nostrils before spreading my legs wide open.

She plowed my slit, parting both swollen, creamy labia, plunging her tongue through my wiry forest like cavalry sything their enemy’s lines. Gianna slurped my nectar from the bottom of a smoldering furrow to the throbbing clitoris that had already engorged.

Gianna clenched her lips around my solid nub and chewed gently, enjoying the sticky mess of tasty hormones only a woman could provide.

I rifled my fingers through her hair, enjoying how Gianna splayed my pussy lips wide open, using two thumbs to spread them. She fucked my hole with her tongue, plunging it repeatedly inside me, swirling around until a thick coating of my tawdry juices was harvested.

When she withdrew her tongue, Gianna lifted her head and made a show of savoring me before swallowing.

“Give me a minute, please, Miranda.”

“What is it?”

“I have something for you… for us.”

“Please fuck me, Gianna, somehow. I need you to do that. It’s been such a long time.”

“If you want more, you’ll bend over first, Miranda.”

She pulled away and watched me wriggle off the bed and position myself, bending over until I touched my toes. Gianna strolled to a bag she had brought, rummaging around before retrieving something.

I watched from the corner of my eye and saw her step into something. I guessed it was a harness when she tightened leather straps on steel buckles.

I couldn’t see correctly, but her essence and my vulnerability made for sizzling arousal. I leaked from a throbbing pussy that needed a girl’s latex cock, which I assumed she had just strapped on

“I’m going to fuck you now, Miranda.”

Her cock head nuzzled the entrance to my pussy, widening and sucking the soaking wet hole, creating a vacuum. Her dildo felt massive, judging by the amount of my hole its smooth glans pressed against. I was ready and desperately wanted Gianna to fuck me hard with whatever she’d strapped on.

She slid the strap-on cock head inside my pussy, inch by inch, stretching my love tunnel until bottoming out against my cervix. I crushed the latex-vibrating toy, rolling my head and flicking my hair wildly.

Gianna stretched my fuck hole so far that I leaned forward to escape, placing both palms against the mattress, steadying myself. She’d almost split me in half, and it felt painful but satisfying.

I tried to relax my pussy, but well-toned pelvic floor muscles squeezed back hard on the solid latex, overjoyed, welcoming a new friend to a much-unloved passage.

“Argh! Argh! F-fucking h-h-hell!”

Gianna gripped my hips firmly, pulling my pussy onto her giant cock, stretching me wide while riding my fuck hole like a stallion would naturally service his favored in-season broodmare. I surfed wave after wave of heavenly pre-orgasmic pleasure as my muscles tensed and tendons stretched until they cramped, crushing the latex cock she fucked me with.

It felt like a long overdue internal massage of my under-used pussy, and my reproductive organs sighed, delighted to re-enter the game of love in my authentic lesbian self.

“If I had balls, I would be balls deep inside you, Miranda.”

“How big is the toy?”

“Eight inches. I’m dialing up the vibration now.”

I gripped the duvet, dragging it into and underneath me while crawling onto the bed on all fours. Gianna fucked me exquisitely with metronomic stroke and consistent depth.

“It feels so good, Gianna.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“We will make such a great couple, and I promise not to be the cause of any trouble at work.”

“Please, honey… just fuck me.”

She slid her latex cock out of my throbbing pussy, then fucked me hard, thumping her hips back and forth like pistons on a locomotive driving through a tunnel. Gianna’s dildo slipped in and out of my slick pussy, eliciting my pleasure, and I grunted hard, ascending to a place of joy and comfort.

“Can I look into your eyes when you orgasm, please, Miranda?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

Gianna removed her cock, and I rolled over, pulling my legs back from behind the knees, while she lined up her massive strap-on to my swollen, wet slit.

I shuddered in ecstasy, gazing excitedly at my lover, ensuring my expression conveyed the feelings I had for her. Gianna stopped momentarily, and I knew this loving tryst wasn’t a one-night-only performance from the look she flashed.

She does love me.

Gianna slid her latex cock back inside my pussy slowly. I squeezed hard, enjoying the relentless feel of being stretched by my girlfriend’s will. She gripped my knees for leverage, grinned mischievously, and continued fucking me relentlessly.

“You’ve creamed this dildo up nicely, Miranda.”

“I c-c-can’t s-see anything. Am I d-do-doing well?”

“You have it all, sweetheart. I feel proud of you.”

“It f-feels so g-good, Gianna!”

“You’ll see how much you’ve taken when you clean this cock up with your tongue.”

She lifted one leg onto the bed, forcing my thigh backward with her shin, pounding eight inches of latex into my pussy like a jackhammer.

“Argh! Argh Argh! Oh my, Oh f-f-fuck!”

I squirted an orgasm around the thick base of the dildo when she bottomed out deep inside me. Unicorn pee soaked my thighs, probably the bed linen, and I was convinced Gianna must feel it, too. I raised onto my elbows and inched away from her cock in fun and delight amid an explosive climax.

Gianna gripped my ass, pulling my drenched, throbbing slit onto the solid latex while pounding harder, smiling affectionately at my delightfully contorted face.

“You must be properly stretched, or you’ll feel sleepless tonight, Miranda.”

“Keep going, please, because I need a good sleep.”

“I won’t stop fucking you.”

Gianna kept on fucking me with the verve of an urgent new lover, and I was amazed at her consistent stroke, pace, and depth. I felt the dildo rub gently against my cervix, keeping me perfectly perched on the shuddering ridge of a tempestuous, head fucking climax.

Gianna slowed down when I reached for her hands, yielding because I had orgasmed way beyond my limit. My energy was spent, and I felt satisfied.

She stopped fucking me, slipping her strap-on cock out of my dripping slit. Gianna struggled desperately with straps and buckles and tossed her cock aside before falling into my arms and cuddling while I shuddered in the afterglow of the best sex I’d enjoyed in years.

Gianna was a patient lover and waited for me to be ready to reciprocate. As we lay in one another’s arms, basking in a sheen of love, I felt so pleased about her deceit.

“It seems The Editor will retire soon, Gianna.”

“Who will protect the interns?”

“I’m starting my own publishing business. That was always the purpose of this place. In the adjoining office space, I have workstations, a rest room, a creative cave, and everything needed for fifty staff.”

“You’ve been building for a while, Miranda.”

“Yeah, and now is the right time to break away.”

“Why now?”

“Because I finally have someone in my life who makes me want to be better.”


A Tongue In The Dark

◆◆◆

It was too dark to know whose fingers slipped up my skirt, dancing softly on my skin like a concert pianist tinkling the ebony and ivories. They woke me, but I was only half asleep anyway, and now, I had a choice to make.

I didn’t care who was feeling me up because I felt horny as fuck. My panties were mildly damp from dancing with my husband, Mike, all night.

As they traced a gentle line around my knee, halfway up my thigh, then back again, I pretended to sleep, having crashed on a colossal L-shaped leather sofa with an adjustable back. Other revelers, including my husband, slept on the same sofa, finding space where they could as his sister’s birthday party fizzled out.

Whoever carefully maneuvered my legs around and off the sofa, placing a thigh on each of their shoulders, was on their knees and wanted more than my sister-in-law had offered at an excellent evening buffet.

I was wide awake and sober because dancing, not alcohol or weed, was my poison.

When soft, warm lips kissed my right thigh just above the knee, and a damp tongue licked my silky smooth skin, I consented by virtue of being awake and strenuously refusing to object.

My tongue and lips lover didn't know that I was conscious and traced a line up my thigh, planting soft, loving kisses along the way.

I murmured, whimpered, and played along, pretending to sleep and dream while my reproductive organs trembled wildly, advancing the tiny tickle of an orgasm that might wet the sofa and reveal the slut buried deep inside me.

In my faux sleep, I even twisted slightly, spreading my knees wider apart by pushing my ass forward, desperate for a warm tongue on my clitoris and for a surreptitious lover’s lips to suckle my swollen pussy.

A body behind me moved, and the tongue between my legs halted less than an inch from my pussy. A warm hand reached across my body and rested lightly on a breast. It was a man who rolled closer, yawned, then settled, purring lightly.

My lover’s lips finally sealed the deal, kissing my clitoris gently while their tongue licked the sticky mess coating there and elsewhere. I celebrated my choice to go commando, albeit the original intent was to fish around in my handbag for a pre-positioned treat, handing my husband a pair of soiled panties as a tease, then fuck him in a hallway closet or spare bedroom.

A soft, long, flat tongue gently plowed my swollen pussy lips apart, expertly licking the sweet cream from a tight split in my bun. Two palms pressed my upper thighs apart, and, to my horror, I felt sharp fingernails rest on my skin.

It’s a fucking girl!

I’m cheating on my husband with a girl.

And Mike is somewhere nearby.

I panicked and went dizzy from a rush of blood to my head, but couldn’t stop myself from enjoying when she clenched the base of my clitoris tightly between her sticky, warm lips, wringing out my pleasure through the nerve cluster that reached deep inside my pussy. I gasped, then quickly covered that sound by purring, almost snoring, making it seem like I was sleeping.

The hand resting on my breast moved, and I involuntarily reached for it, needing something more tactile in this secret, tawdry relationship between me and an excellent head between my legs. 

I almost cried out when the man’s fingers entwined with mine, squeezing encouragingly because I felt my husband’s wedding band. I choked lightly, restraining an almost overwhelming orgasm when my girl lover curled and pointed her tongue, poking it inside my sticky fuck hole, releasing the juices pooling there.

The man holding my hand was Mike, his ring had confirmed it. Two gold bands with a Celtic scroll inlaid between them. It was a match for mine, and I’d know it anywhere, even in the dark, while a stranger gave me head.

Oh fuck.

What have I done?

I couldn’t undo, disengage, or otherwise stop the tongue dragging my sticky, hard nub from side to side without creating a fuss, followed by a call to the police, so I maintained our sleazy ruse, even enjoying how my husband lovingly stroked the back of my hand with a thumb while I throbbed, tensed and felt my orgasm rising.

My muscles tensed, and I gripped her head with little credibility remaining in my sleep deception. She had captured me with an excellent tongue, soft, warm lips, and hot breath that felt like a tropical breeze.

My lady lover was an expert cunnilingus practitioner, accomplished in forcing a girl to cum, and I was her easy target. When she sucked my clitoris, brushing her tongue rapidly across its tip, I exploded in a tumult of pleasure and hedonistic shame, jerking my ass vigorously, forcing my pussy into her mouth while she held me tight, and my husband squeezed my hand reassuringly.

I squirted unicorn pee, she swallowed, and I frowned, disgusted with myself for being such a total cheating slut. My husband hushed me, and I wasn’t sure whether he was awake or asleep but suspected the latter when he clenched my hand tightly.

When her lips puckered and a light kiss goodnight on my anus was offered as a parting gift, I couldn’t be more satisfied or ashamed.

My lover gently placed my legs back on the sofa, lifted a fleece blanket, and covered me, making sure I was wrapped up warm before kissing me goodnight on the forehead. Mike snuggled closer, seeking warmth, spooning me beautifully as the last ripples of an incredible orgasm he hadn’t given me coursed through my trembling body.

I slept incredibly well and woke feeling refreshed and content. I rolled over and stared into my husband’s beautiful, wakened face. Mike grinned, hugged me tightly, and we kissed before rising to help ourselves to a buffet of coffee and croissants provided by our host.

Four other bodies on our sofa woke and rose slowly, stretching, yawning, and fixing unruly hair, ruffled dresses, or their pants that had twisted.

I had to know who my lover was, so I deliberately and suggestively caught the eye of every girl, one by one, smiling at them, hoping the lips and tongue that so ably entertained me would make themselves known.

Bitch.

Come on.

Show yourself.

Please.

No sign was given, and it was time to leave, so I headed for the door with my husband, hugging and kissing his sister on the way out of her front door. When Mike went on ahead, my sister-in-law held me close, whispering.

“You were cold last night, Alice. I lay a blanket on you for warmth. Was that okay, sweetheart?”

I gulped nervously, feeling incredibly aroused, and saw her pupils were dilated when I stared into her eyes. She smiled beautifully, winked, and raised one eyebrow, pulling on her bottom lip.

“Thank you, Elise. It was more than okay, and I hope you’ll do it again real soon.”

“Oh, I shall… have no fear on that score, Alice.”
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The Surrogate

Dive into a captivating literary journey, a mesmerizing novel spanning 140,327 words.

Many books have been written about the relationship between a Surrogate and her client. Few are so romantically steamy or filled with intrigue as this.

A fresh take on an emotional tsunami consumes the souls of Billionaire Victor and valedictorian law student Amy amid international intrigue and a mystery so exciting the story can only be described as an erotic thriller.

A baby’s life is at stake from the moment Victor posts his advertisement to secure surrogacy services using natural methods to fertilize. Will Amy fit the bill and deliver the child Victor craves, and who, or what lurks in the shadow with menacing intent?

Can a man who wants no wife obtain the child he desires, while a woman who is willing to leave after birthing enjoys a career free from raising a family?

Hotwife Hooker: Book One

Welcome to the rewrite of Hotwife Hooker. Those who bought the original can update their copy to this new one, without a further purchase.

The story is extensively rewritten, so I hope you enjoy it.

Emma needs money to buy a car for her husband. It’s not just about a BMW because she feels her and husband Steve deserve a life upgrade, and she has the body, mind and beauty to give them that easily.

Our naughty housewife can’t tell her husband that she has joined a hooker service, run by her friend Tiffany, who has quite a register of similar oversexed yummy mommies wanting money and a damn good fucking while their husband’s are out of the family home.

Tiffany calls Emma. Four guys are willing to pay top dollar for our new Housewife Hooker if they can all enjoy her together.

Slutty Realtor

Hi reader, kindly note that this is a second edition, full rewrite with a different story ending to the first edition previously sold as Slut Realtor's Journal ASIN B0C548RZ7F.

Tiffany is the top-performing realtor in town. She’s also beautiful, promiscuous, and unsure whether she likes boys, girls, both, or more than one at a time.

Our slutty realtor doesn’t use sex to close deals, but cock and pussy seem to find her every time she makes bank or escrow. She’s writing it down as a journal of days tracking sales, sexual partners, and fun times.

Can a beautiful, upwardly mobile girl driving a supercar find true love, and if so, who?

Female Led Love

Have you ever imagined what an in-person blind date might be like if you could swipe one way to head for the bedroom or the other to part company as friends?

Jess, a forward-thinking bar manager, is inundated by Alpha females who need submissive boyfriends. Isla, perhaps the most exquisite, seeks female-led love rather than absolute domination and servility from her man.

Oliver, a lovely Delta guy, wants to submit.

Find out what happens on their date night.

A Burning Desire

Every night after Scarlett enjoys a night out with friends, husband Frank inspects her panty gusset lining for evidence of her infidelity, his deepest desire.

She goes along with her husband’s surreptitious, tawdry inspection, knowing he will find nothing. Despite Frank’s pleas to become a cuckold, Scarlett isn’t convinced it is the right thing to do.

Can Frank handle watching his wife being fucked by other men?

Will Scarlett be protected in a divorce if she steps out of their marriage to give her husband what he wants?

What if Frank wants his wife to stop midway?

There must be rules and a serious discussion. Find out how Scarlett and Frank discuss and solve their cuckold dilemma.
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