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Excerpt: Public Submission











The woman tied to the cross fell into a kind of trance. She seemed to relish every lash of the whip. Something about the way her body writhed with pleasure after every stroke sent heat between my legs. And Marissa’s body against mine was making me hot.



As if on cue, Marissa's hands wandered down my hips and up to my chest, pulling me harder into her. I trembled. She leaned in close. I could feel her breath on my neck.



She brought her lips to my ear. “As you watch them. Where do you see yourself? Holding the whip? Or at the other end of it?”



“I want…” I trailed off as Marissa caressed my breasts over my dress. “I want to be her.”



Marissa slipped her hand inside the top of my dress. Her fingertips brushed against my already hard nipples. Feeling bold, I pushed myself back towards her, grinding against her body.



She grabbed my breasts hungrily, teasing my nipples with her fingertips.
 “So this is what you want? To be bound, spanked, and used in front of everyone until you can barely stand?” …
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Learning to Submit










I knocked on my neighbor’s front door, package in hand. I had just moved into the building and I hadn’t met my next-door neighbor properly yet. We’d passed each other in the hall a few times, and exchanged brief hellos, but that was all. I knew very little about her. She was older than me but I wasn’t sure by how much. And she came across as very prim and proper. Between that and the age difference, I had no interest in getting to know her. I doubted that we had anything in common. But now, circumstances had forced us to meet.

The door swung open. A tall, tanned woman stood in the doorway, her long dark hair flowing loosely down her shoulders. She was wearing a short, black robe, belted at the waist. Her black bra peeked out the top. Her feet were bare.

“You must be my new neighbor.” Her full lips formed into a smile “I’m Marissa.”

“Tara,” I replied.

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you Tara. Why don’t you come inside?”

I’d planned to simply give her the package and leave, but something about Marissa made me feel like I couldn’t refuse her invitation. And it couldn’t hurt to get to know her since we were neighbors. I followed her into her apartment, her shapely hips swaying as she walked.

“This is for you. It was delivered to my place by accident.” I handed the package to her.

“Thankyou.” Placing the package on the coffee table, Marissa sat down in an armchair. “Why don’t you take a seat?”

Marissa and I chatted for a while about our respective lives. About her job, my college courses, hobbies, relationships. She was polite and warm, but had a sternness about her that made me feel a bit like I was being interrogated.

I examined her as we talked. Now that I had a chance to look at her properly, I could see that she was an attractive woman. Full, red lips. Generous curves. Long, toned legs. I had never found a woman this much older than me attractive before.

And her voice. It was smooth and sweet, somehow gentle and commanding at the same time.

Marissa stopped speaking. Did she ask me a question?
 I had been distracted. I played with the hem of my dress and tried to think up something to say to fill the silence.

Fortunately, Marissa saved me the trouble. “How rude of me. I haven’t even offered you anything to drink. What would you like? Coffee?”

“Nothing for me thanks.” It was time I got going.

“No, I insist.” She smiled sweetly.

“Coffee is fine.”

“I’ll be right back.

I sat back in the armchair and twirled a lock of my long blonde hair around my finger, wishing that I hadn’t left my phone in my apartment. I looked around the room. It was underwhelmingly ordinary.

Marissa was taking a while. I got up and stretched. My eyes fell upon a door at the side of the room. It was open just a crack. Bored and curious, I walked over to the door and peered inside.

The room was dimly lit, but I could make out a wooden structure in the centre of the room. It was a large cross, about 7 feet tall, and shaped like an X. Why would Marissa have something like that in her house?
 I opened the door wide and stepped inside.

My mouth dropped open. The room I entered could only be described as some sort of dungeon. The walls were lined with shelves and racks holding with all sorts of sex toys. The centre of the room was filled with all sorts of unfamiliar furniture and equipment made of wood, metal and leather. And at the end of the room, away from it all, was a high-backed chair made of dark wood, sitting on a raised platform. The large, solitary chair seemed deliberately placed to overlook the room.

I walked over to the shelves and examined the display of toys. One shelf held a variety of dildos in different shapes, sizes, and colors. Another shelf held only butt plugs, ordered by size. Another, various types of vibrators. On the far wall, an assortment of ropes, cuffs and chains hung from metal hooks. Next to me was a rack of whips, crops and paddles. I ran my hands along them, breathing in the scent of leather.


Were people actually into this sort of thing?
 Sure, I wasn’t exactly adventurous when it came to sex. But I simply couldn’t understand why anyone would want to be spanked, or whipped, or tied up. And I couldn’t imagine how anyone could find it pleasurable. But something about being in this room sent my heart racing.

At the centre of it all was the big wooden cross. I was drawn to it. A closer look revealed that it was made of dark, heavy wood, and was tilted back slightly. At each end of the X, there was a leather cuff attached to a metal ring. It was obviously designed to restrain someone, to hold them in place while Marissa did all kinds of dirty things to them...

“It’s very naughty of you to go snooping around someone else's home.”

I jumped. Turning around slowly, I saw Marissa standing in the doorway, hands on hips. Her robe had fallen open, revealing the lacy bra and panties that she was wearing underneath. Her breasts threatened to burst from her bra. I was frozen in place, unsure of whether I should apologise or to keep my mouth shut.

She walked over to where I stood. “See something you like?”

I stood dumbly in front of the cross, trying hard not to stare.

“Why did you come in here?”  

“I was just…” I trailed off, unsure of the answer.

“Curious?”

“No!” I said reflexively.

“I’ve been standing at the door for a while now. Watching you.” Marissa picked up a long, thin riding crop off the rack on the wall and tapped it against her palm. “I saw the way you looked at that cross. Saw the way your hands lingered over those whips. You wouldn’t still be in here if you weren’t curious. You wouldn’t be here if this didn't excite you.”

Marissa pressed the end of the crop into the hollow at the base of my neck and stepped in closer to me. I took a few steps back until I hit the cross behind me.

“Then what is it? Why do you deny the way you feel? I know you’re attracted to women. I can tell by the way you look at me.”

I blushed. I didn’t think I was that transparent.

“Are you scared?”

“No!” My stomach was filled with butterflies. But it wasn’t from fear.

“I don’t mean of all this.” Marissa pressed the riding crop harder into my neck. “Are you’re scared? Scared that you might like it? Scared that deep inside you’re just a submissive little girl who wants to be bound, and spanked, and taken? Scared to give in to your desires?”

“No.” My voice wavered. “I’m not like that.”

Marissa slid the crop down my chest and between my breasts, sending a shiver through my body. “Everyone thinks that they know themselves until they're at the end of my whip. Everyone thinks that they’re strong. But they all end up on their knees before me, begging me for more.”

I tried to ignore the subtle spark between my thighs. Marissa reached out and lifted my chin up with her fingertips and stared into my eyes.

“You want this. Tell me I’m wrong.” Her face was inches from mine.

“You’re…” I closed my eyes for a moment. “You’re...not.”

A faint smile crossed Marissa’s lips. “Well then. Since you seem so fascinated by my cross here…”

She ran her hands up the dark wood of the cross. Reaching up above me, she unbuckled the leather cuffs at the top of the X, her body brushing against mine.

Marissa smiled seductively, her intentions clear. I looked back at the dark cross looming over me. Was I really going to allow myself to be strapped onto this thing?
 The situation seemed so unreal. It was like I was in a dream.

“Turn around,” Marissa ordered.

I was expecting to be bound face forward. But this way, I would be blind what was happening behind me. Blind to what was coming. I took a deep breath and turned around to face the cross. Marissa took my wrist in her hand and pulled it up and out gently, then fastened the cuff around it. She did the same with my other wrist.

“Let me make sure these are nice and secure.” She stepped behind me, out of view.  Anxious, I turned my head to track her movement.

“Don’t worry.” Marissa spoke softly into my ear. “You’re safe with me.”

Pressing her body against mine, she reached up with both hands and pulled at the chains linking the cuffs to the cross, testing them. Her breasts pressed into my back. I felt myself getting hot.

“Spread out your legs.”

I obeyed. Marissa slid her hands down the backs of my thighs and calves. A shiver went through me. She buckled the cuffs tightly around my ankles. My legs were spread out wide, but they still pulled at the restraints. The leather of the cuffs rubbed against my skin.

Marissa straightened up. “How does that feel?”

“Fine,” I murmured.

“Good. One more thing. You are to address me as Mistress. And if I give you an instruction, you are to respond with ‘Yes, Mistress’.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I told myself that I was just playing along with her game.

“Now, your safeword is ‘Red’. If you want me to stop at any time, just say it. Red.”

My heart thumped harder in my chest. What we would be doing that would require a safeword?
 “Yes, Mistress.”

Marissa smiled. “You learn quickly.”

Her eyes roamed over my stretched out, spread-eagled body, penetrating through my clothes. As I stood there, unable to move, my neck twisted around to keep her in view, I couldn’t help but feel like I was her prey.

Marissa’s smile vanished. She tapped the riding crop against her palm. “Now, I’m going to have to punish you for coming in here. That was very naughty of you.”

My stomach dropped. It was unnerving how quickly Marissa went from warm and gentle to hard and strict. I eyed the riding crop in her hand warily.

“Yes. We will start with the crop. But I think it’s best if we try them all out.” She gestured toward the rack of whips and paddles. “To see which one elicits the best response.”

Leaning in close, Marissa ran her hands down to the hem of my dress and pulled it up around my waist, exposing my red panties. I was suddenly very aware of how thin my dress was, and remembered that I hadn’t bothered to put on a bra today. I turned to look at her.

“Eyes forward. Unless you want me to blindfold you.”

“Yes, mistress.” I obeyed instantly. The only thing worse than not being able to see her behind me was not being able to see anything at all.

Marissa ran her hands up the backs of my legs and slipped them beneath my panties. She bunched the back of my panties in her fist and tugged them up and back, pulling them between my cheeks like a thong. They squeezed tight around my mound.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes Mistress.” My voice quivered.

Marissa leaned in and spoke softly into my ear. “Just remember, there can be no pleasure without pain.”

I looked intently ahead. I heard her bare feet pad against the wooden floorboards as she took a step back. Then, the whistle of the crop through the air.


Crack!


“Ahh!” I cried out as pain pierced my skin. It slowly subsided, leaving a tingling sensation behind.


Crack!
 The other cheek this time. I let out a soft whimper.

“Hmm, I don’t think this is very effective. Let’s try something else.”

I heard Marissa’s footsteps as she walked to the rack on the wall. Flicking my long hair out of my eyes, I snuck a glance in her direction. She selected a long, thin cane made of what looked like bamboo from the rack. I turned my head back quickly as she turned back towards me, my heart racing. The anticipation was far worse than the pain. But I had to admit that both were exhilarating.

“Let’s try the cane.”

I gritted my teeth. The cane whooshed through the air. Crack!
 The other cheek. Crack!
 The solid cane stung even more than the crop. But I was bolstered by the adrenaline rushing through my veins. I barely made a sound.

“Nothing? Hmm.”

Again, Marissa went over to the rack. This time she selected a hard, flat wooden paddle.  Again, she swatted me on both cheeks. I hissed as the paddle hit with a solid thunk. The dull pain diffused across my cheeks. My skin tingled. It felt kind of...good.

“Hmph. Let’s try another.”

Marissa’s eyes searched the rack. Finally, she selected an intimidating looking leather whip with countless tails attached to its short handle. My eyes widened. She stepped behind me.


Crack!


I let out a howl. That hurt!
 It was like 100 tiny needles had pierced my skin. The stinging turned into a diffuse burning. It penetrated through me and into my core.


Crack!
 She brought the flogger down hard on the other cheek. A moan escaped my lips. Marissa let out a sound of satisfaction.

“It looks like you’re the most sensitive to my flogger here. It’s my favorite.” She dangled the tails of the whip over my stinging skin. “I just love how flexible it is. It can get into places that the others can’t.”

She struck me again, this time across the crease between my thigh and ass cheek. I gasped. The tendrils of the whip wrapped around my inner thighs, dangerously close to my pussy. I felt my face getting hot as I realised how much this was turning me on.

Marissa repeated this a few times, relishing in my pain. I found myself getting lost in it, descending into a kind of trance. She gave me one last, hard strike across the back of my upper thighs, then placed her hands on my sore, hot cheeks, caressing them gently.

“As much as I’m enjoying your delicious cries, I think you’ve been punished enough.”

I didn’t want her to stop. But I didn’t know if I could take any more.

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Marissa’s gentle words seemed at odds with her sadistic behaviour.

“No, Mistress.” I murmured. Her hands felt cool against my burning skin.

One hand still on my cheek, she slid her hand down my crack and between my thighs. She stroked my lips through my panties. A wet spot had already formed.

“You see, being submissive is in your nature. Even if you don’t know it, your body does. You want nothing more than to be under the heel of a strong, dominant woman.”

Marissa slipped her other hand between my body and the wooden cross. She ran her hands up to my chest underneath my dress and grabbed at my bare breasts, kneading them gently. I murmured. Her fingers searched out my nipple. She pinched it hard with her fingertips. I moaned.

“Do you see now? Sometimes pain makes pleasure even sweeter.”

With her other hand, Marissa drew the handle of the flogger all the way up the inside of my leg, then over the top of my panties. She pushed them aside and slipped a finger into my folds. I moaned softly. Something hard pressed against my entrance. Then suddenly, it was inside of me.

I gasped and turned to look. Marissa had slipped the handle of the flogger into my pussy. She began to slide it in and out slowly. I could feel the textured weave of the handle around my entrance.

“Mmmn...”

As Marissa thrust away, I felt myself falling into a trance again, overwhelmed with pleasure. Just as I felt myself nearing the edge, she pulled the handle out. I tried to push myself back towards her, wanting it inside me again.

“No. Like pain, time makes pleasure so much better.”

I whimpered, acutely aware of the hollow hunger deep inside. Marissa ignored my protests. She walked around behind the cross so that she was standing in front of me, and reached up to brush a stray hair out of my face.

“Now, I’m going to have you attend to me. Unfortunately, that means I’ll have to release you.”

Marissa reached down and unbuckled my ankles, then undid the cuffs at my wrists. I turned around to face her, shaking out my stiff muscles. I ached from both the spanking and my limbs being stretched to their limits. I twisted around to look at my asscheeks. There were angry red welts across them.

“Let’s get you out of those clothes.” Marissa looked me up and down, hunger in her eyes. “Take off your dress for me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

My inhibitions gone, I reached down and pulled the dress over my head, revealing my pert breasts and pink, pebbled nipples.

“Now your shoes. And your panties.”

I kicked off my sandals and shimmied out of my now soaked panties. I was completely naked.

“There. Now you’re attired much more appropriately.”

Marissa’s piercing gaze made me feel even more exposed. I resisted the urge to cover myself up with my hands.

“Turn around in a circle for me. Slowly. I want to see all of you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I could practically feel Marissa’s eyes on my body as I turned. My still sore ass cheeks were bright red. My nipples stood up on my breasts. As I turned back to her, her eyes zeroed in on my chest.

“I have just the thing for those perfect little breasts of yours.”

Marissa went over to the shelves at the side of the room and picked up a black, rectangular jewelry box. She opened it wide so that I could see what was inside.

Laying on a velvet cushion was a long, fine, silver chain. It almost looked like a necklace. However, at either end of the chain was a delicate silver clip.

Marissa squeezed the clamps open and closed a few times. “Now, this will hurt at first. But you will get used to it.”

She took my nipple between her fingertips and guided it into the clamp. It snapped shut, hard. I let out a loud gasp. Without giving me time to recover, Marissa placed the second clamp. I exhaled sharply as pain lanced through my nipples.

“Those look lovely on you.” She cupped my breasts. “They’re made of platinum to be both strong and beautiful. Custom made. Only the best for my girls.”

I gritted my teeth. Gradually, the sharp pain settled into a more bearable ache. And I found myself with a matching ache between my thighs.

“Come with me.” Marissa tugged on the chain and walked backwards.

I was forced to follow her like a dog on a leash, my breasts pushed out in front of me. She pulled me up onto the platform at the end of the room and stood before the chair as if it were her throne.

“Kneel before your Mistress,” Marissa commanded, pulling the chain downwards. “Hands behind your back.”

I was forced to obey. She held the chain up in front of my mouth, pulling my breasts upwards. I winced.

“Open your mouth. She placed the chain across my teeth and pushed my chin shut. “Good. Don’t move.”

My face flushed as I knelt before her, the chain between my teeth pulling my nipples up and forcing my chest out. Marissa slipped her robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. She reached around her back and unclipped her lacy bra, tossing it to the side. Her nipples were dark and hard on her soft, tanned breasts. I desperately wanted to touch them but knew that I couldn’t without her permission.

“You can let go of the chain.”

I released the chain from between my teeth, its weight tugging my nipples downwards. Marissa hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her hips ever so slightly.

“Take these off. But keep your hands behind your back.”


How was I supposed to do that?
 I knelt there for a moment, confused. Then I realised why Marissa hard allowed me to let go of the chain. I looked up at her. Her face wore an expression of mild amusement.

I leaned forward and bit down on one side of her panties, tugging it down past the curve of her hip with my teeth. I twisted around to the other side and did the same. Bit by bit, I worked her panties down her hips and thighs.

Finally, they fell to Marissa’s feet. Her bare, glistening pussy was right in front of my eyes. Forgetting all about my sore, clamped nipples, I found myself craving a taste of her.

She pushed aside her panties and sat down on the edge of her throne. “I want you to pleasure me. Show me how much you want me.”

Marissa parted her legs slowly. I shuffled forward on my knees, breathing in her intoxicating scent. I slid my tongue up the length of her slit, coating it in her juices. Her hot pussy was like nothing I’d tasted before. She murmured with pleasure as I lapped at it hungrily.

“Mmm, yes.” Marissa grabbed onto the arms of her throne and leaned back.

I darted my tongue into her folds, seeking out her clit. I swirled my tongue over her tiny nub, eliciting moan after moan. She arched herself forward into me. I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked gently.

“Oh yes. Just like that.”

Marissa rocked her hips towards me, thrusting into my mouth. I licked and sucked, attuned to the slightest reaction from her body, and found a rhythm that made her gasp and quiver.

“Oh yes. Oh yes!”

Marissa’s thighs locked around my neck and she threw her head back, a silent moan forming her lips into an O. I felt her body shake as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Watching her—feeling her—in the throes of her orgasm made me throb with lust.

I licked at her pussy in light, languid strokes until her body stilled. Her hands uncurled, releasing their grip on the arms of the throne. Looking down at me, she pulled my chin up with one finger.

“Being submissive suits you so well. All that girls like you want is to be told what to do, to be punished if you’re naughty, and be rewarded if you’re good. And you’ve been very
 good.” Marissa looked down at me approvingly. “I think you’ve earned a reward. Stand up”

Marissa rose from her throne. I stood up, my knees sore from the hard-wooden floors.

“Would you like me to take those off?” She gestured towards my chest.

“Yes, Mistress!” The pain from the clamps had increased. Now that I wasn’t distracted, it was becoming unbearable.

Marissa yanked at the chain, pulling the clamps off my breasts. I gasped as the blood returned to my nipples. It hurt even more now that they were off.

“Let me help you.” Marissa reached out and caressed my breasts with her hands, running her palms over my swollen nipples. “Now, I think you’ve earned a little pleasure.”

She sashayed over to the cross in the centre of the room, beckoning me to follow her. I obeyed. She spun me around so that my shoulders were up against the cross. Marissa cuffed my wrists and ankles to the cross, this time so that I was facing outwards.

Marissa walked over to wall of toys. “Let’s see. Which of these shall I choose?”

She dragged her fingers along the shelf, her eyes sweeping over her collection. Her fingers stopped in front of a large, black dildo. The matte dildo had a sculpted look, with ripples and ridges along its length.

“This one will do quite nicely.”

Marissa reached into the drawer below her and pulled out a set of leather straps. With a practiced hand, she slipped the dildo through the ring where the straps converged and stepped into them, fastening them around her waist and ass. She walked back over to me, the dildo protruding menacingly from between her legs. The throbbing between my legs deepened.

Marissa pressed herself against me. I could feel the heat of her body and the hard shaft pushing into me. She slid the dildo between my pussy lips, rubbing its length along my slit. I murmured softly. She ran her hands all over my restrained body, from my hips and ass to my breasts and erect nipples. In my heightened state of arousal, my skin felt hypersensitive. Her touch was like electricity.

Still sliding the shaft along my slit, Marissa snaked her hand down my stomach and to my clit. She strummed at it with her fingertips. I moaned.

“Would you like your reward, my pet?”

“Yes Mistress.” My voice was barely whisper. I needed her inside me.

Marissa took the dildo in her hand and guided the head to my entrance. I arched myself out towards her as much as I could. She pushed the dildo inside me, slowly. I gasped as it entered me. Marissa began to pump in and out, slow and deep, filling me completely. I moaned. Her breasts pressed up against mine with every thrust.    

“Mmm, god...” I rocked my hips, my spread-eagled body straining against my bonds.

Marissa thrust harder and faster. I fell into a trance, overwhelmed by sensations. The pleasure between my legs. The ache of my nipples and ass cheeks. Marissa’s body, hard against mine.

“Oh god! Oh-”

Pleasure exploded deep within me, flooding my entire body. I closed my eyes and threw back my head, letting out a long, low moan. I bucked against the cross as Marissa pumped away in long, hard thrusts, drawing out my orgasm for what seemed like an eternity.

I hung limply from my bonds in a daze, my head bowed and my chest heaving. When I opened my eyes, Marissa was sitting in her throne in front of the cross, legs crossed, the strapon gone.

“Tell me. Did you enjoy that?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I can’t quite hear you?”

“Yes. Yes Mistress.”

“I seem to recall you saying that you weren’t that type of girl. Is that still what you believe?”

“No, Mistress. No.”

Smiling, Marissa got up and walked back over to me. She brushed her hand along the curve of my jaw and pushed my hair out of my face, tucking it behind my ear.

“What do you think now? Of all this?” She gestured around the room. “The pain. The pleasure. Do you love it? Do you crave it?”

“Yes Mistress. I do.”

“Are you sure? I went easy on you since it’s your first time. Next time I won’t be so gentle.”


That was her being gentle?
 And, next time?


Marissa read my mind. “Yes, next time. As you can see, I have quite the collection. And I’d love to test it all out on you. That is, unless you don’t want to.”

“No, Mistress!” I blurted out. “I mean, yes. Yes, I want to!”

She smiled. Holding my face in her hands, Marissa planted a soft, gentle kiss on my lips. She tasted sweet. Finally, she released me from my bonds. I fell into her arms, weakly. She sat me down on a bench at the side of the room.

After taking some time to recover, we got dressed and left the room. On the way out of her house, I noticed the package sitting on the coffee table. I had forgotten all about it.

“Thank you for bringing this over. I’m so glad that we finally got to know each other, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I replied automatically.

Marissa smiled. “I think we’re going to see a lot of each other from now on. In fact, how about you come by on the weekend?”

“I’d love to.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I mean, yes, Mistress.”

“Much better. Next time you forget, I’ll have to punish you.”

“Yes Mistress!” I replied, supressing a grin.
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Trained by My Lesbian Coach










“Again,” Coach Andrews ordered.

I let out an exasperated groan. It was late in the evening, and I’d spent the last hour repeating the same basic training drill. Coach Andrews served the ball. I hit it, backhand, over to her side of the court, aiming for the far left corner. Over and over, until my muscles ached and I was out of breath.

Again, Coach Andrews served the ball to me. Giving in to my frustration, I smacked the ball so hard that it soared up above her head and over the fence.

“That’s enough,” she said sternly. “There's no point continuing if you're going to behave like this. We’re done.”

I stalked off the court, resisting the urge to throw my tennis racket at the ground. So far, every single training session that I had with Coach Andrews was like this. We’d spend hours running basic exercises that I had been doing since I was five. And the next day, we’d do the exact same thing.

I wasn’t a five anymore. I’d spent my whole life training hard to achieve my dream of becoming a professional tennis player. And I was just a few tournament wins away from ranking high enough to join the pro circuit. Which meant sponsorships deals, and being recruited by the best coaches and trainers. And eventually, a chance to play among the best at the grand slam tournaments. I was so close.

And yet, my new coach was treating me as if I was a novice. It was infuriating. My old coach had to quit unexpectedly, but had called in a favor to get Coach Andrews to take over. And she had given Coach Andrews a glowing recommendation. My old coach had expressed frustration at my temper and lack of self-control. So maybe she thought Coach Andrews would be good for me.

She was definitely wrong. Coach Andrews and I had clashed at every turn. She was strict and relentless, and pushed me to my limit every single training session. But that wasn’t the problem. I was used to pushing myself, even though Coach Andrews took it to a whole new level, and almost seemed to enjoy watching me struggle. No. The problem was that Coach Andrews treated me like a spoilt child. She talked down to me whenever I made a mistake or lost my temper. Which only made me angrier and put me off my game even more.  

I cursed. Giving in to my anger, I threw my racket at the wall. It bounced off it and fell at the feet of Coach Andrews beside me.

She shook her head. “You need to learn to control your temper. And that mouth of yours. You’re never going to make it if you throw a tantrum every time things don’t go your way.”

I scowled at her. She sighed.

“Look. I know you think I’m too hard of you. And I know you’re frustrated at me for making you run these basic exercises over and over. But I know what I’m doing. I’ve coached plenty of players who’ve gone on to go pro. And you’re far more talented than them.”


Was that a compliment?
 Coach Andrews had never acknowledged my skills before. I couldn’t help but feel wary.

She picked up my racket and handed it to me. “Come with me and I’ll rub down your muscles. And we can talk about it.”

“Fine,” I conceded.

I grabbed my gear and we walked into the clubhouse. It was night time, and we were the only people left in the building. Even the janitors had gone home. We walked through the hall and into one of the rooms next to the gym. The small room was mainly used by trainers. It contained only a massage table, drawers and shelves containing first aid supplies, and a freezer full of ice for injuries.

“Get undressed,” Coach Andrews said.

I waited for her to leave so that I could strip off my gear.

“We’re all girls here, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.” She turned to the fridge and pulled out a bag of ice.

Sighing, I turned my back to her and slipped off my tennis skirt and top. After a moment of hesitation, I pulled my sports bra over my head. It felt so good to free my breasts after a day in a constricting sports bra. I left my panties on.

“Are you done?” Coach Andrews asked impatiently.

Stalling, I retired my blonde hair up into a ponytail, then turned and climbed onto the massage table, my arm across my chest. Coach Andrews was rifling through her bag. I propped myself up on my elbows, watching her. She produced a bottle of oil and two scented candles.

“To help you relax,” she said.

I narrowed my eyes. I didn’t think Coach Andrews was the type for scented candles. Or to care about my comfort. It all seemed out of character. But this sudden display of warmth from her made me wonder if I’d misjudged her.

I watched Coach Andrews as she lit the candles. She wasn’t an unattractive woman. A former tennis player herself, her body still showed traces of her time as an athlete. In her tight tennis dress, I could see that her body was fit and toned, but softer than my own. And far more curvaceous than my slender frame.

Coach Andrews lit the candles, filling the room with the scent of vanilla. She pulled her long blonde hair out of its ponytail and shook it out.

“Lie down.”

I obeyed. I felt the drip of the oil on my skin. The coconut smell of the oil mingled in with the scent of the candles. Coach Andrews pushed her hands up my oiled back firmly.

“So, Tara. Do you think you have what it takes to succeed? And are you really willing to put in the work required? The professional circuit isn’t for the faint hearted.”

I bristled. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t think I could make it. I wouldn’t have trained my ass off since I was 3 if I wasn’t serious.”

“Ok, ok. Just relax.”


It’s hard to relax when you’re questioning everything I worked for
 , I wanted to say. Instead, I closed my eyes and tried to relax as she kneaded away at my tight muscles. The oil on my back had a warming effect, and the scents in the air were calming. I sunk into the table beneath me, my anger and tenseness dissipating. For a while, neither of us spoke.

“Let’s try that again. How far are you prepared to go to win? What are you willing to do?” Finishing with my back, Coach Andrews began to massage her way up my legs, starting from my calves.

“Anything.” I murmured. “Anything.”

“Are you sure? It won’t be easy.”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

Coach Andrews slid her hands up my thighs and pushed up my panties, uncovering my firm, toned ass cheeks. “Then you’re going to have to work with me. And you’re going to have to trust me. Completely.”

She dug her fingers hard into my flesh. Her hands felt good on my sore, aching muscles. Really good. A moan escaped my lips.

“Do you think you can do that for me?”

“Mmm, yes.” I was melting under her touch.

Coach Andrews massaged her way down my inner thighs. I felt a spark between my legs as her fingers brushed my soft, sensitive skin. Her hands seemed to be creeping higher and higher. My muscles tensed.

“Relax Amy. Don’t fight me.”

My breath caught in my chest as her fingers brushed across my mound over my panties. What was happening?
 Maybe it was just my imagination. I pushed the thought out of my mind and tried to think intently about tennis.

But Coach Andrews continued, running her fingers lightly down the middle of my lips. Sensing no resistance, she ran them back up again, harder, pushing my panties into my slit.

“As your coach, it’s my job to know your body inside and out,” she said. “To know it even better than you do.”

Pushing my panties aside, Coach Andrews slipped a finger between my lips and stroked gently, teasing my clit and entrance. I murmured with pleasure. I was becoming slick and wet under her fingers. She pulled on my shoulder gently. I rolled onto my back obediently.

“I need to know what makes your body likes, and what it wants. To know what you want. To know what you need.”

Slowly, Coach Andrews peeled back my panties and drew them down my legs. I lay on the table, my heart pounding and my naked body on display for her. She reached over to the bag of ice and pulled out a single ice cube.

“What you need is a coach who will push you whether you want to be pushed or not. One who won’t take no for an answer. One who will test your limits.”

Coach Andrews slid the cube of ice up the inside of my thigh. I gasped as the cold ice bit into my skin. She skimmed it over my pussy lips and back down the other thigh, then left it to rest just above where my lips met. It began to melt from the heat of my body, sending ice cold water dripping down my slit. I quivered.

She reached into the bag and got out another ice cube. Coach Andrews drew the ice up the middle of my stomach and to my chest. She circled it around my breasts, deliberately leaving my hard, pebbled nipples untouched. I let out a sound between a moan and a groan.

“Do you agree with me? Is that what you need? Am I what you need?” She skimmed the ice over my nipple.

I shivered with delight. “Mmm, yes.”

Coach Andrews swirled the cube over my other nipple. It melted slowly, sending chilly water trickling down my breasts. Her hand wandered back down between my thighs and into my folds. I murmured softly. The icy pain seemed to amplify the pleasure of her touch. My breath grew heavy.

“If that’s what you want, I need you to obey my every instruction without question. Can you do that for me?” She stroked harder and faster, her fingers dipping inside me teasingly.

“Yes,” I whispered, consumed by the heat that was building deep within me.

Her hands stopped, and she took a step back. “Then let’s get started.”  

I groaned in frustration. I wanted her fingers inside me so badly.

“Roll over.”

I rolled onto my stomach impatiently.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I twisted around to look at her. She held a rolled-up bandage in her hand.

“Wait, what are you-?”

Coach Andrews spanked me across my bare ass cheek.

“Fuck!” I cried, mostly out of shock.

She slapped the other cheek. “Didn’t you agree to obey my instructions?”

“Yes but-”

“Then put your hands behind your back.”

I obeyed, stunned into submission. I twisted my head around to look as Coach Andrews bound my forearms together with the bandage, one on top of the other at the small of my back, leaving my asscheeks uncovered. She spanked them again, for no reason at all. I cursed under my breath.

“It’s time that I did something about that filthy mouth of yours.” She picked my panties up from the table. “Open up.”

“But-”

As soon I opened my mouth, Coach Andrews shoved my panties inside. I let out a muffled cry. My mouth was filled with the taste of my sweat, and I could smell my faint scent.


What the hell?
 My entire body grew hot. Coach Andrews had done a complete 180. I’d been right to be suspicious of her behavior. It had all been a ploy to get me into this position. And now, I was at her mercy.

I should have been furious. I should have fought back. But as I lay on the table, bound and panting, my ass cheeks stinging, I realised that I didn’t want to resist her. I was so drunk with lust that I would put up with anything just to have her between my legs again. And something about being tied up and powerless was making me even wetter. I craved her touch even more now that she was being rough.

“Are you done with your little tantrum?” Coach Andrews asked, disdain on her face.

As usual, her words threatened to send me into a rage, and my immediate reflex was to protest. But Coach Andrews expression made it was clear that doing so would get me nowhere. Taking a few deep breaths, I gritted my teeth and nodded.

“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Coach Andrews brushed my hair out of my face. “Eventually you’ll come to see that everything I do is for our own good. Now, where was I?”

She reached over to the table at the side of the room and picked up a scented candle.

“You thought I was too hard on you before? Now you’re going to experience what it’s really like to have your limits tested.” Coach Andrews held her hand out, palm up, and tilted the lit candle over it. A drop of molten wax landed on her skin. She didn’t even flinch.

“I’m going to push you until you think you can’t go on. Then I’m going to push you some more, until you break. And then I’m going to mould you into the obedient, submissive girl that you should be.”

My eyes grew wide as she held the candle over my helpless body.

“Lie back down,” she ordered.

I obeyed, heart racing. Face down, with my head held in place by the hole in the massage table, I was blind to what was coming. With no warning at all, a drop of hot wax fell onto my back. I gasped. The wax burned! I felt it slowly cool and harden, sticking to my skin. Another drop. I writhed on the table.

“Hold still,” Coach Andrews commanded.

I obeyed. I sucked air through my teeth as she drew a long streak of wax across my skin. Coach Andrews dribbled the wax all over my back and bound arms, painting me like a canvas. My skin beginning to tingle and burn all over. I closed my eyes, drinking in every sensation.

“I’ve seen how much you push yourself out there. It takes a certain type of person to work that hard. Someone who isn’t afraid of a little bit of pain. Someone who craves on it.”

Coach Andrews dribbled the wax across my still stinging ass cheeks, allowing it to trickle into my crack. She dripped it along the crease at the top of my thighs. Wax dripped between my legs and onto my mound. I gasped.

“Turn over,” she commanded.

I rolled onto my back awkwardly, my arms trapped beneath me. The wax on my back and thighs cracked and crumbled. Coach Andrews dribbled wax across my stomach and breasts. It trickled onto my nipples. I whimpered. My nipples hardened along with the wax.

Her other hand crept down my stomach and between my thighs. By now, I was dripping wet. Coach Andrews slid her finger between my lips, grazing past my clit and down to my entrance. She circled it with her fingertip, teasing me. I quivered.

Coach Andrews tipped the candle over my stomach. Simultaneously, she slipped a finger inside me. The drop of wax fell as she drove her finger into me, hitting that sweet spot deep inside. I moaned into my panties.

Dribbling the wax across my upper thigh, Coach Andrews pushed another finger in. She pumped in and out, all the while drizzling wax on my bound, helpless body. I moaned, gasped, and bucked wildly on the table, mad with pain and pleasure.

“Are you going to behave from now on?” Coach Andrews asked me. “Are you going to keep that hot head of yours under control?”

I nodded furiously. I was so close.

“Are you going to obey me?”

I nodded again and squeezed my eyes shut. So close! Still thrusting her fingers in and out of me, Coach Andrews tilted the candle over the top of my slit. The hot droplet hit me where my lips met, the slowly cooling wax trickling down into my fold.

My muffled cries rang out through the room as I went over the edge. Pleasure sprang from deep within me and flowed through my entire body. My back arched and my fingers curled, scrabbling at the padded table beneath me.

I fell back down, chest heaving. The table beneath me was wet. I opened my eyes. Coach Andrews had a satisfied expression on her face.

“Who would have thought that you’d give in so easily? Maybe you’re not as tough as you act.”

Her comment should have angered me. But I was too weak to muster up a retort. At the same time, I felt an intense rush. It was almost like the rush I got when I was on the court, but far better. I wanted more.

I needed more.

“I’m not done with you yet,” Coach Andrews said, reading my mind. “But first, I’m going to need you to do something for me.”

In one smooth motion, Coach Andrews pulled her tennis dress up over her head and dropped it onto the floor. I stared unashamedly at her perfect, toned body as she walked towards me, her wide hips swaying.

“Sit up,” Coach Andrews ordered.

I obeyed, mesmerised. She unwrapped the bandages from my arms. I flexed and rolled my stiff muscles.

“Are you truly committed to training under me? Do you submit yourself to me in entirely?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

Coach Andrews unhooked her sports bra and slipped it off her shoulders. Her dark nipples stood up on her generous breasts. She slipped her panties down her legs and flung them across the room.

“Then show me.”

She pushed my shoulders down onto the table. With cat-like grace, Coach Andrews climbed up onto the massage table and straddled my prone body. Her bare, glistening pussy hovered above my stomach, and her breasts hung down towards my face invitingly.

“Do you want me to free your mouth?”

I nodded emphatically.

Leaning down towards me, she pulled my spit soaked panties out of my mouth. Before I had the chance to take a breath, Coach Andrews pushed her breast into my mouth, filling it again. I sucked at it hungrily, swirling my tongue around her nipple and nibbling at it with my teeth.

“Mmmm. Harder.”

I obliged, biting down on her soft breast. Moaning, she shoved them into my face harder, smothering me in her chest. The faint scent of her sweat filled my nose. I sucked and bit all over her breasts, eliciting soft murmurs.

She pulled away. “Now comes the real test.”

Coach Andrews crawled further up my body until she was kneeling over my head. I could smell her musky scent. She lowered herself onto me, her lips smothering my face. I tipped my head back to free my nose, breathing her in.

“Show me what that mouth of yours can do.”

I opened my mouth wide, filling it with her slick, hot pussy. I pushed my tongue between her lips and lapped at her slit, my nose digging into her clit. She tasted smooth and salty and sweet all at once. I swirled my tongue around her entrance and darted it inside of her. Moaning softly, she rocked her hips back and forth.

“Mmm, yes.”

Coach Andrews leaned forward, shifting herself so that her clit in my mouth. I circled it firmly with the tip of my tongue.

“Oh, yes, like that.” She rocked her hips faster, riding my face, her large breasts bouncing.

I licked and sucked greedily, hooked on the taste of her, getting almost as wet between my thighs as she was. Her entire body began to tremble.

“Yes, keep going. Yes!”

Leaning down on all fours, she let out a cry as convulsions racked her body. Her back arched and she pushed herself hard into me as I stroked her whole pussy with my tongue. Her body gave one final shudder and her breathing slowed.

Coach Andrews shuffled backwards and leaned down over my stomach, look of satisfaction on her face. “Looks like that mouth of yours is good for something other than yelling and cursing.”

I bit back a retort.

“Nothing? Looks like my training is paying off.” She climbed off the table gracefully and slipped her dress back over her head. “Since you’ve been such a good student, I think it’s time I showed you how I reward my favourite athletes when they perform well. Come with me.”

Coach Andrews picked up her bag. I hopped off the table and grabbed my clothes.

“Leave them. You won’t be needing any clothes just yet.”

I followed her into the gym, suddenly very aware of the possibility that we weren’t the only people who had stayed back late. Coach Andrews led me to a corner of the gym which was filled with boxing equipment.

“Hmm…” Her eyes fell on the punching bag hanging from the ceiling. “This should do quite nicely.”

I stood by, puzzled, as she grabbed a long skipping rope from a hook on the wall. Coach Andrews pulled a bench across the floor until it was underneath the boxing bag. She detached the bag from the hook in the ceiling, and threaded the rope through it.

“Stand there.” She pointed to the ground in front of her. “Raise your arms above your head.”

I obeyed. The rope dangled ominously above me. Still standing on the bench, Coach Andrews tied the rope around my wrists, first binding them together, then securing them to the hook.

It was a precarious position. My arms were stretched high above my head. If I stood flat footed, my arms and shoulders began to feel the strain. I could stand on my toes to relieve them, but it caused my calf muscles to burn. I settled for something in between.

Stepping down from the bench, Coach Andrews circled my strung up frame, examining me from every angle. “Not bad. Your body is in ok shape. It will be even better once I’m done with you.”

She ran her hands all over my body. My skin was still covered in hardened wax. Coach Andrews groped at my breasts hungrily, her fingers brushing my nipples. She rolled them between her fingertips, then pinched them, hard.

“Mmnn!” The heat between my legs grew.

“It’s time for your reward,” Coach Andrews said. “Consider this an incentive for winning your matches.”

My heart raced. If tonight was anything to go by, her ‘reward’ would be more torture than pleasure. But then Coach Andrews did something surprising. She got down on her knees.

“Don’t get too cocky. This is the only time you’re going to see me kneel.” She reached around my body and spanked me on the ass.

I yelped. Coach Andrews pushed my knees apart. I spread my legs out wide, throbbing with anticipation. She grabbed my asscheeks firmly and pulled me towards her.

Leaning in, she licked up the inside of my thigh and over my mound in one long stroke. Coach Andrews brushed her tongue over the outside of my pussy lips with infuriating slowness. I struggled to keep my balance, my leg muscles strained. My entire body ached.

Coach Andrews grabbed my cheeks harder, pressing her fingers deep into my asscheeks. She wrapped her lips around my slick pussy lips and sucked them, one after the other. I quivered. Finally, she parted my lips with her tongue and slid it my slit. I moaned, arching myself out to her.

“Mmm, f-.” I bit my lip, holding back a curse.  

Coach Andrews licked up and down the length of my slit firmly, then probed for my clit with her tongue, flicking it gently. She pursed her lips and sucked my entire clit hungrily.

“God, yes...” Her hot, wet mouth felt amazing on my swollen pussy.

Coach Andrews stood up. “Now that you’re all warmed up…”

I hung from the hook, limp and powerless, as she turned to grab something from her bag. I whimpered, desperately wanting my hunger sated.

Coach Andrews pulled out the bottle of oil from earlier. I was so distracted by the throbbing down below that it barely registered when she covered her entire right hand in oil.

“I’m a fair woman. I reward my athletes for their obedience and dedication. And I’m going to give you a reward that you’ll never forget.”

She snaked her hand down to my clit and strummed it with her thumb. With her other hand, she slipped two of her fingers inside of me, and began pumping in and out. I let out a loud moan.

“Let’s see if I can fill that ravenous pussy of yours.”

Coach Andrews slid a third finger in. I gasped as it filled me up. But then she pushed in a fourth finger.

“Mmmn, fuck!”

Thankfully, Coach Andrews ignored my curses. I spread my legs out as wide as I could. I was practically on my tiptoes. My stretched, bound arms ached, and my calves burned. I didn’t know how much more of this I could take.

But Coach Andrews wasn’t done. Squeezing her fingers together, she pushed her thumb inside me. She eased her knuckles past my entrance and she slid her entire fist in.

A silent gasp escaped my lips, my mouth forming a wide O. I felt so completely full. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced. All I could do was hang there as Coach Andrews pumped her hand in and out, rolling and rocking it inside of me. My walls clenched and unclenched involuntarily, pushing against her hand. I relaxed my walls, yielding to her.

Her finger still working away at my clit, she pumped her fist faster and deeper, flexing her palm and fingers. I felt like I was going to explode! My breath grew ragged and my head went cloudy, lost in a fog of building pleasure. It didn’t take long for me to go over the edge.

“Oh fuckkkk…”

I screamed wildly as I was hit with the most intense orgasm of my life. Pleasure erupted deep within me, ripping through my entire body. I could feel my walls pulsing against Coach Andrews hand as her fingers moved frantically on my clit and inside me, coaxing every last drop of pleasure out of me.

I hung limply from the ceiling as Coach Andrews pulled out her hand. It was dripping with my juices. She held her arm up before me.

“Open up.”

I opened my mouth lazily, in a haze of post orgasm bliss. Coach Andrews wiped her hand across it, then stuck her fingers into my mouth. I licked and sucked greedily, coating my tongue with my taste. She wiped what remained across my breasts, then sat down on the bench, leaving me to dangle in the air.

“I hope you’ve learnt something tonight. This is only going to work if you submit to my authority completely. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Coach,” I replied weakly.

“Good. Work with me, and you’ll go far. And you’ll reap the rewards in so many ways.”

Coach Andrews untied my wrists, freeing me. I collapsed onto the bench. I felt as if I’d played 100 tennis matches. But Coach Andrews didn’t allow me even a moments rest.

“Now, I need to prepare you for the tournament. I’ve made a list of things that you need to work on, and have prepared an intensive training program for the rest of the week.” And just like that, she was back in coach mode.

I closed my eyes, her voice fading into the background. I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“You have what it takes to succeed, Amy. If you put in the hard work, you’ll be up there with the best in no time.”

And she was right. For the rest of the week, I obeyed Coach Andrews without question. She pushed me even harder than before, and I was more focused than ever. The following week, I won the tournament. And I was rewarded generously for it. A few more tournaments, and I had the attention of sponsors and scouts. And several of the best coaches made offers to train me.

But I stuck with Coach Andrews. Her training sessions continued to leave me aching and breathless. She pushed me hard, and tested my limits in more ways than one, until I thought I would break.

And I loved every fucking moment of it.
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Public Submission










We got out of the cab and stepped onto the sidewalk. I looked around. The dingy, poorly lit street was totally deserted. The windows on the shops had thick metal bars over them.

“Is this the right address?” I asked Jessie. We were supposed to be going to an exclusive club. This didn’t look like the kind of place where any sort of club would be located, let alone an exclusive one.

“Don’t worry, we’re at the right place. It’s a bit hidden away. Underground.” There was a hint of a smile on Jessies face.

I raised my eyebrows at my friend. I couldn’t help but feel like there was something she wasn’t telling me. Jessie had been begging to come to this club with her for weeks. She was always trying to get me to join her on her crazy nights out, which usually involved wild parties and expensive nightclubs. More often than not, they ended with her in the bed of some guy or girl she’d met that night.

And Jessie was always telling me that I needed to have more fun. To be more spontaneous. And I had to admit, she was right. It had been a while since I really let loose. I had turned 21 a few months ago and had barely taken advantage of it. So, after weeks of Jessie pestering me, I finally gave in. I’d spent hours getting ready because Jessie had insisted that I wear something ‘sexy and black.’ In the end I had chosen a tight black mini-dress and glossy black heels. I hoped it was suitable for whatever this place was.

“This is it.” Jessie pulled open a battered black door between two shops.

We made our way down a dark set of stairs to a small foyer. A set of ornately carved wooden doors loomed before us. I could hear the thumping of bass through the door.

“Are you ready?” Jessie gave me a cheeky smile.

I sighed. “Sure.”

She pushed the door open and we walked inside.

My eyes widened. One look at the crowd told me that this wasn’t your average club. Many of the clubgoers, were simply dressed in black dresses like Jessie and I, or dark suits. But about half of the crowd was dressed in kinky fetish wear. Leather pants, lacy corsets, latex bodysuits. There were people wearing collars, and harnesses, and even ball gags. Quite a few women and men were barely wearing anything at all.

And the decor matched the crowd. The small club was like a cross between a gothic mansion and some sort of dungeon. Ornate Victorian furniture sat around the edges of the room.  The walls were black, and the carpet was deep red. The dim lighting only added to the dungeon-like atmosphere.

“Jessie? What is this place?”

She gave me an apologetic look. “I might have forgotten to mention that this is a BDSM club.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Ok, I didn’t forget. I just didn’t tell you because I knew you wouldn’t come if I did.”

“You’re right about that,” I said. “There’s no way I’m going in there.”

“You’re already here, you might as well check it out. Just for a little while.” She batted her eyelids at me. “C’mon Emma! Live a little. Explore your wild side.”

I looked around the room again. I had to admit, I was a little bit curious. And it wasn’t like I was some sort of straight-laced prude. But BDSM wasn’t something I’d ever considered exploring. However, as I looked around the room, I found myself intrigued.

I sighed. “Ok, fine. I’ll stick around. But the moment you ditch me for some guy, I’m outta here.”

Jessie smiled. “Deal. And who knows, you might even enjoy yourself.”

I rolled my eyes. Jessie dragged me off towards the bar. After we got our drinks, we settled back, listening to the music and watching the crowd. I spotted men and women on leashes, and people brandishing whips. One woman wore nothing but a black tape over her nipples in the shape of an X.

And there were unusual pieces of furniture set up around the room. 6 foot tall crosses. Benches and tables with heavy metal cuffs built in. All sat unused. But the night had just begun. As time went on, I noticed people getting a lot freer. The nipple tassels came off, the handcuffs went on, and the whips came out. People started dancing, their half naked bodies pressing against each other. A petite woman climbed into a cage and was locked in by a man who appeared to be her Master.

It was all so bizarre. But I had to admit, it turned me on a little bit. Why were so many people into this? Getting tied up and restrained, spanked and whipped, dominated and owned. And all in public?

“Earth to Emma.” Jessie waved her hand in front of my face.

“Hmm?”

“Let’s go dance!” Without waiting for an answer, she dragged me off to the dance floor.

We joined the swarm of half-naked bodies moving rhythmically to the beat. Jessie and I danced together wildly, losing ourselves to the music. When she was swept away by a shirtless man in leather pants, I remembered my vow to leave as soon as Jessie went off with some guy. But I was actually enjoying myself. This crowd of kinky strangers was bringing out my wild side. Live a little
 , Jessie had said. So I danced alone, dissolving into the crowd of anonymous revellers. It felt incredibly freeing.

After what seemed like hours, I left the dance floor in search of something to drink. As I stood by the bar, I scanned the room for Jessie. I found her in a corner practically fucking that guy in the leather pants. Sighing, I took a sip of my drink and returned to watching the crowd.

“Looks like your friend has abandoned you,” someone said next to me.

“Yeah, this happens a lot.” I turned. Leaning casually against the bar was a gorgeous, dark haired woman. She wore a high waisted leather pencil skirt and a leather halter neck top, with strappy stiletto heels. It was the perfect balance between stylish and kinky.

The woman smiled. “I’m not complaining. It gives me a chance to talk to you.”

I found myself staring at her. She was older than me, and taller, with a slender frame and long tanned legs. Her deep red lipstick made her full lips look even more luscious. The tight leather outfit hugged her generous curves. Her breasts threatened to burst from her top.

“Marissa,” she offered. Her voice was smooth and velvety.

“Emma.”

“First time here?”

“How did you know?”

“It’s the way you watch the crowd. With a kind of fascination that only newcomers have.” She gazed at me from under her long, dark lashes. “And with a desire to be part of it.”

I wasn’t sure about that. “How about you? Come here often?”

“Oh yes. I’m something of a regular. All of this? It’s my world.” I felt Marissa’s hand on my arm. “The beautiful young women are just a bonus.”

A shiver went through me. Marissa’s dark eyes seemed to bore into me. There was something compelling about her. Something magnetic.

“Why did you come here today Emma?”

“My friend dragged me along.” That was only half true. By this point, I had chosen to stay. I had to admit, was here because I wanted to be. “She’s always telling me I need to loosen up a little. Have some fun. So that’s what I’m doing.”

“Life is much more fun when you give in to your wild side.” Marissa looked around. “So, what do you think of this place? And everything that goes on here?”

“I don’t know. It’s all very…different. But not in a bad way,” I added.

“Are you curious? About all this?”

“A little,” I admitted.

Marissa leaned in close and spoke to me in a low voice. “Why don’t you come with me? We can take a look around. And I can show you what all of this is about.”

My heart raced. It wasn’t like me to go off with some stranger. But I had to admit that I found Marissa was sexy as hell. Well, Jessie did say that I needed to be more spontaneous.
 I smiled at her. “Sure.”

I followed Marissa past the dance floor to the other side of the room. The music was quieter here. A small crowd had gathered in a corner. Marissa guided me into the middle of the crowd and stood behind me. I peered through the heads in front of me.

Set up in the corner of the room were some of the strange pieces of furniture I had seen earlier. Except now, it was being used. A woman wearing nothing but a corset, thong, and leather boots was tied to a large wooden cross, her back to the crowd. Her ankles and wrists were bound to the cross with rope. Next to her stood a man dressed in head to toe leather, with a long whip in his hands. He cracked it in the air theatrically as the woman struggled in her bonds. It had to be all for show. But still, it made me hot.

The man took a step back and gestured to the crowd to give him more space. Everyone shuffled backwards. The weight of the crowd pushed my body against Marissa’s. I felt her hands around my waist.

She spoke into my ear. “I saw you dancing out there. You looked so wild, so carefree. Like you let a long-repressed part of you take over.” Marissa slid her hands down to my hips. “Isn’t life more fun when you just let go? Give into your desires?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“This? What we’re watching? This is the ultimate form of letting go. Of losing control. Watch.”

The man with the whip spoke softly to the woman on the cross. She nodded to him. He took a step back.


Crack!
 The whip whooshed through the air and snapped on the woman’s back. She let out a cry. Crack! Crack! Crack!
 The whip snapped against her back again. She cried out and her body quivered.

I watched, transfixed. I had no interest in the man holding the whip. But the woman? I watched her intently.

Marissa spoke again. “Don’t be fooled by her cries. She is enjoying this. Or rather, she will be once she reaches the point where the pain transforms into something else.”

Marissa was right. After a while, her cries grew softer. She seemed to fall into a kind of trance. By now, the woman on the cross seemed to be enjoying it. She no longer shrunk away from the whip. She seemed to relish every lash. Something about the way her body writhed with pleasure after every stroke sent heat between my legs. And Marissa’s body against mine was making me hot.

As if on cue, Marissa's hands wandered down my hips and up to my chest, pulling me harder into her. I trembled. She leaned in close. I could feel her breath on my neck.

Marissa brought her lips to my ear. “As you watch them. Where do you see yourself? Holding the whip? Or at the other end of it?”

“I want…” I trailed off as Marissa caressed my breasts over my dress. “I want to be her.”

Marissa slipped her hand inside the top of my dress. Her fingertips brushed against my already hard nipples. Feeling bold, I pushed myself back towards her, grinding against her body.

She grabbed my breasts hungrily, teasing my nipples. “So this is what you want? To be bound, spanked, and used in front of everyone until you can barely stand?” Marissa pinched my nipples between her fingertips.

My answer was a moan. I reached back and grasped her leather clad thigh. In the dim light and the press of the crowd, I hoped that no one could see us. With one hand still on my breasts, Marissa slid her other hand over my stomach and down my thigh to the hem of my dress. I trembled with anticipation. She pulled my dress up and slipped her hand inside my panties. I leaned back against her and closed my eyes.

Marissa slid a finger into my slit, stroking up and down gently. “So wet already. Is this turning you on this much?” Her low, smooth voice was mesmerising.

“Mmm, yes…” My thighs quivered. I no longer cared if anyone was watching.

“Then let me show you. Right here, right now. Let me show you what it’s like to be that girl up there.”

My heart thumped hard in my chest. Here? In front of everyone? I wanted Marissa so badly. I wanted her to do all those things to me. She had already shown that she could make me melt with the slightest touch. I wanted more.

“Will you let me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

The crowd went silent. I opened my eyes. The pair using the cross was done. The man untied the last of the ropes around the woman’s wrists and practically carried her away. The crowd broke out into hushed murmurs. Everyone looked around, waiting for someone else to take the ‘stage’.

“Let’s go.” Marissa took my hand and pulled me through the crowd. It seemed to part before us. We reached the front of the crowd and stood before the collection of equipment arranged in the corner.

Marissa walked among the furniture slowly, grazing her fingers over each piece. She stopped before a wood and leather contraption. “Let’s start with the bondage horse.”

I could see where it got the name ‘horse’ from. It was a waist high wooden bench with leather covered padding on the top and sides. The sides sloped downwards and had small platforms attached to each side. Each of the four platforms had a leather strap attached to them.

“It’s also called a spanking bench. And I’m going to show you why.” Marissa ran her fingertips along the soft leather. “Go ahead.”

Keenly aware of the watching crowd, I climbed onto the bench, resting my forearms and shins on the arm and leg rests on the sides. I knelt on all fours with my chest against the top of the bench and my thighs hugging the sides. The horse was facing the wall. I tried not to think about the view the crowd had of my ass and the back of my spread-out thighs.

Marissa took the straps and fastened them tight around wrists and ankles. I tried to move my arms and legs. The restraints held fast. I was stuck here, bound to this bench with my ass sticking out. And Marissa could do anything she wanted to me in front of everyone.

She ran her hands along my back and down my hips. “This wonderful piece of equipment puts your body in the perfect position for me to spank that lovely ass of yours.”

I felt her hands at the hem of my dress. Marissa pushed it up my hips. I was only wearing a thong underneath, so my ass cheeks were bare.

“Well this makes things easier.” She gave my ass a firm slap.

I yelped in surprise. My face grew hot as I remembered the watching crowd.

“If I’m going to give you a good spanking, I’m going to need a little extra help.” Marissa turned to a table by the wall. It held a variety of spanking implements. Whips. Canes. Paddles. She waved her hands over the selection before settling on a flat wooden paddle.

Marissa slid the paddle down my back and over my ass cheeks. The wood felt smooth against my skin. I twisted my head around to look at the crowd and was shocked to see that it had tripled in size. I wasn’t sure why so many people suddenly flocked to watch us. But it was like everyone in the whole club had come to watch me get spanked and humiliated by Marissa.

She leaned down and whispered into my ear “Are you ready?”

I took a deep breath. “Yes.” My heart pounded in my chest. I steeled myself and waited for the paddle to fall.


SMACK!


“Ahh!” I cried out, more from shock than pain. The impact had been so hard, so forceful. It left behind a dull stinging sensation. I found myself hugging the cushioned horse.


SMACK!
 Harder this time. I bit my lip to keep from crying out. The hot sting was sent shivers through me. It felt kind of…good.


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
 Over and over. My ass cheeks were starting to burn. But it only fed the growing fire between my thighs.

And Marissa knew it. After one last spank, she put down the paddle and massaged my stinging cheeks with her hands. “Did that turn you on? Being spanked in front of everyone?” Before I could answer, she ran her finger down my slit from behind, pressing the wet fabric of my panties into my folds.

I murmured softly, overwhelmed with sensation. Pleasure. Pain. I trembled. It was like my senses were amplified. Even her light touch over my panties felt incredible. Marissa pulled my thong to the side, exposing my glistening pussy. I felt a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. Could everyone in the crowd see how wet I was?


I forgot all about it when Marissa slid her finger inside me. I let out a sound between a gasp and a whimper. She slipped another finger inside. My pussy practically sucked them in. She thrust her fingers in and out, curling them downwards towards that sweet spot inside me. I moaned. She was fucking me with her fingers in front of everyone! And it was so fucking hot.

Marissa slid her thumb down beneath me, pushing it between me and the bench. She slipped it into my folds, searching out my clit. Darts of pleasure went through me as she strummed it with her fingertip. I moaned wildly, unable to contain myself.

“We can’t have you coming just yet, can we?” Marissa pulled her fingers out of me. “That was just the warm up.”

I groaned. Marissa had gotten me all wound up only to stop before I could come? Unlike the spanking, this felt like torture. She put down the paddle and, one by one, unfastened the straps securing me to the bench. Finally able to move, I got up and stretched out my limbs.

But Marissa wasn’t done with me yet. “Let me help you get out of that dress. I want everyone to see you. All of you.”

I turned around, heart racing. Marissa reached out and unzipped my dress. I slid it down past my hips and let it fall to the floor. I wasn’t wearing a bra, so my breasts were revealed for all to see. My already pebbled nipples stood up on my chest.

“That too.” Marissa pointed to my thong.

I slipped my hands into my waistband and shimmied out of my panties. I was completely naked before the crowd, save for my heels. Having so many eyes on my body made me feel even nakeder.

“Now it’s time for the real show to begin.” Marissa walked over to the side where a small black duffel bag sat against the wall. She reached inside it and rummaged around until she found what she was looking for. She turned back towards me. Dangling from her fingertips was a large black strapon.

With an experienced hand, Marissa stepped into the straps and fastened around her waist. The strapon stood up from between her legs erotically. It moved as she walked, now a part of her body. The sight alone was enough to make me ache between my thighs.

“Do you want me to fuck you in front of all these people?” She moved in close.

“God, yes...” I could feel the strapon pressing against me. I was practically dripping.

Marissa spun me around so that I faced the side of the horse. She pressed her body against mine. I could feel the strapon pushing into the space at the top of my thighs.

“Bend over.”

I obeyed. Marissa shifted her hips, sliding the shaft along my lips, teasing me. I pushed myself back towards her, desperate to have the hollow between my thighs filled.

“So eager.” She pulled away. “How about we make this a little more fun?”

I twisted to look at Marissa. Her eyes scanned the crowd. I looked out over the onlookers. They all watched us intently as if watching performers on a stage.

My eyes landed on a familiar face. I froze. My friend Jessie stood in the front row, draped over the shoulders of a man wearing nothing but leather pants. My face grew hot. Had she seen the whole thing?
 Getting tied up, spanked and fingered in front of strangers was humiliating enough. But in front of my friend? That was so much worse.

“You.” Marissa’s voice boomed out over the crowd. “Would you like to come up and help me?”

My stomach dropped. She was pointing at Jessie. Marissa beckoned forward. Jessie removed herself from the shirtless man, and with a sultry smile in my direction, she joined Marissa next to me.

“You’re the friend who brought Emma here tonight, aren’t you? Did you know that she was such a dirty girl?” Marissa asked.

Jessie smirked. “Oh yes. I always knew she had a wild side just dying to come out.” She spanked me hard on the ass with her hand.

I gasped. I couldn’t believe Jessie was doing this to me. She spanked my other cheek. It only made me even more turned on.

“Well it’s certainly out tonight. So why don’t we have a little fun with her.” Marissa pulled Jessie close and whispered into her ear.

Jessie nodded, a mischievous smile on her face. My stomach dropped.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Marissa said. “You’re going to lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck you.”

Before I could even process Marissa’s words, Jessie reached under her dress, pulled her panties down her legs and dropped them on the bench beside me.

“But,” Marissa continued, “you have to make Jessie here come before you do.”


What?
 That was impossible. Marissa had been toying with me half the night. I was so on edge. But the hunger between my thighs made me desperate enough that I would do anything.

“Because I’m feeling generous, I’ll make this a little easier for you.” Taking her place behind me, Marissa ran her hands over my still aching ass cheeks. “You can start on Jessie first.”

“See, I told you that you were going to have fun tonight.” Jessie seemed to relish my humiliation. She took her place in front of me. With a coy look on her face, she pulled up her skirt, revealing her bare pussy. “Do you want to taste me?”

“Yes,” I murmured, red faced.

Jessie reached around and spanked me again. I whimpered.

“Say it.” Jessie had a wicked gleam in her eye.

“I want to taste your pussy,” I said breathlessly.

“That’s more like it.” With a satisfied smile, Jessie stepped forward and propped her foot up on the leg rest at the side of the horse, opening herself up to me.

Jessie’s faint scent flooded my nostrils. Her pussy was slick with her juices. I opened my mouth wide and licked up her folds in long strokes, savouring her sweet taste. She moaned. I ran my tongue up to her clit lazily and drew slow circles around it with my tongue.

“Mmm, yes…” She placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me harder into her.

With my tongue still dancing over Jessie’s hard red nub, I pursed my lips and sucked gently. A tremor went through her body. She murmured loudly and began to roll her hips against my mouth.

“I think that’s enough of a head start.” Marissa grabbed onto my hips and slipped the strapon dildo between my lips. “Are you ready?”

My desperate moans were muffled between Jessie’s legs.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” Marissa pressed the head of the dildo against my entrance and pushed it inside me with one powerful thrust.

I gasped as it slid inside. Marissa began to pump it in and out slowly. I could feel my walls clenching against her as it hit my sweet spot over and over. I moaned, forgetting all about Jessie and the audience.

“Don’t get too worked up. You have to make me come first.” Jessie grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling me towards her.

I buried myself between Jessie’s thighs, focusing all my energy on her pleasure. I licked and sucked frantically as her fevered moans grew louder, devouring her with my mouth.

“Mmm, fuck! That feels so good!”

Behind me, Marissa thrust deeper and faster. It was driving me wild. If Jessie didn’t come soon, I was going to explode.

Jessie gripped her hands tighter around my hair. “Oh fuck! I’m gonna-” Her words were cut off by her cries of pleasure. Her hips bucked and shook against me as her orgasm rippled through her body. “Oh fuck…” Chest heaving, she pulled away.

Marissa took this as her cue to ramp things up. “Looks like you’ve earned your reward.” Still thrusting away, one hand on my hip, she produced the paddle, seemingly out of nowhere.


SMACK!



Fuck!
 My skin was set alight again. SMACK!
 Over and over. My moans grew longer, my breath more labored. I felt the heat inside me building up slowly. One more stroke of the paddle was all it took.

“Oh god!” I let out a wild cry as pleasure erupted deep inside me, flowing through my body like lava. It was like the whole night’s pleasure and pain all concentrated into one hot, intense orgasm.

As my pleasure receded, I leaned down against the bench, eyes closed and breathing hard. I could hear the low murmurs of the crowd. I had forgotten all about them in my blissful state. But all my shame about having people watch me had dissipated. I was left with only pure satisfaction.

After a moment’s rest, I opened my eyes.

“Looks like she’s finally recovered.” Marissa said.

“Wow.” I was still breathless. “That was incredible.”

“We really gave them a show.” Marissa handed me my clothes. “And so did your friend here. She’s is a natural at this. She reminds me a little of myself.” Marissa smiled at Jessie.

The look on Jessie’s face told me that she had enjoyed herself too. As I got dressed, I couldn’t help but wonder. Was this going to make things weird between us?
 We walked off to the side, leaving the equipment free for the next pair. Everyone seemed eager to use it after watching us.

“Before you go.” Marissa produced a small rectangular business card and pressed it into my hand. “In case you want to do this again sometime.”

“Thanks,” I murmured. I still felt like I was floating outside my body.

Jessie took my hand and dragged me towards some seats at the edge of the room. For whatever reason, she was bursting with excitement. I flopped down into the chair, exhausted.

Jessie looked at the card in my hand, her eyes wide. “Did she just give you her number?”

“I guess?” I looked down at the card. It had Marissa’s name and a number printed on it.

“God, you’re so lucky. Do you have any idea who that was?”

“Marissa?”

“Mistress
 Marissa. She’s a big name on the scene. Why do you think you had such a big crowd?”

“How do you even know this?”

“What do you think all those wild parties I go to are?” Jessie shot me a cheeky grin. “Anyway, I was going to warn you about her when I saw you two talking. She has a reputation for preying on hot young women. But I decided to let you find out for yourself.” She smiled smugly. “Aren’t you glad I didn’t interfere?”

“Yeah. That was pretty amazing.” I admitted.

Jessie smiled and snuggled in close to me. “Does that mean you’ll come again next week?”

“Sure.” I was already looking forward to it.

“Although…” Jessie slid her hand up my arm. “We don’t have to wait until the next party. I’m no Mistress Marissa, but I know how to do things with a pair of handcuffs that would drive you wild.”


Was she suggesting what I think she was?
 I stared back at my friend. She was dead serious. Before today, a proposal like that from Jessie would have shocked me. And I’d definitely have turned her down. But after what we’d just done, in front of a crowd of onlookers, my inhibitions had been stripped away. And I wanted more.

I smiled. “Sure. As long as there’s no one watching this time.”

“Deal.” Jessie pushed me up against the chair and kissed me, hot and hard.
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Erica’s Adult Toy Shop










“Kate? Are you even listening to me?”

“Hmm?”

I looked up at Mandy. Her arms were crossed, and her face wore an impatient expression.

“I said, that waiter was pretty hot, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, sure.” I hadn’t even noticed the waiter. I’d been more focused on the third cup of coffee that he’d brought me.

“God, no wonder your sex life is in such dire straits. You don’t even notice when guys are checking you out.” Mandy was far more invested in my love life than I was.

I rolled my eyes. “You know that I don’t have time for relationships right now. Especially with how work has been lately.”

This was the first Saturday in months that I wasn’t working. And to be honest, if I hadn’t already made plans with Mandy I probably would have gone in.

“Who said anything about relationships?” Mandy shot me a cheeky grin. “Nothing wrong with some casual, no strings fun. Seriously, when was the last time you had sex?”

“I can’t even remember,” I admitted. “It’s been far too long.”

“God, I don’t know how you do it. I can’t imagine going that long without having sex. Sure, I can take care of myself, but it’s just not the same.”

I took a sip of my coffee. “Well actually, lately I haven’t even been able to make myself...you know...”

Her eyes widened. “So you’ve gone all this time without having a single orgasm? No wonder you’re so high strung.”

“It’s not like I haven’t tried! I just can’t quite get there.”

“What? Not even with a vibrator?” Mandy said loudly.

I looked around the cafe. The waiter from earlier was staring in our direction. I lowered my voice to a whisper.

“I don’t have one. I’ve never even used a vibrator before.”

“Seriously? We need to fix that right away.”

“I’ve never needed one in the past. And even if I wanted one, I wouldn’t know where to start.”

Mandy sighed. “I’d love to help you myself, but clearly you need specialist attention. Here, let me see if I still have it...”

Mandy rummaged around in her purse for a moment and pulled out a small black business card with silver writing. She handed it to me. The silver, flowing script read:




Erica’s Adult Toy Shop







“What’s this?” I eyed the card warily.

“What do you think?” Mandy smiled. “It’s a sex shop downtown. Erica is basically a sex toy expert. And she always goes the extra mile to help out her customers. I get all my stuff from her.”

It didn’t surprise me that Mandy had a regular sex toy supplier. “I don’t think this kind of place is for me. I don’t know anything about this sort of stuff.”

“And that’s why you need to go to Erica’s. She’ll help you out. If she can’t help you with your problem, no one can.”

I sighed. “Fine. It can’t hurt to stop by next time I’m downtown.”

“You won’t regret it. Trust me.”













* * *



On the cab ride home, I couldn’t stop looking at the business card. A sex shop?
 It wasn’t like I was some sort of prude. But the idea of going to a shop filled with all sorts of kinky sex toys was intimidating. Not to mention talking to the sales clerk about my sex life. But I was getting desperate.

Sighing, I told the cab driver to take me downtown.

When I got to the address, I was faced with an unmarked door which opened up into a set of stairs. Was I in the right place?
 As I lingered at the door, it swung open. Two women walked out, arm in arm, black shopping bags in their hands. I could tell by the way that the shorter of the pair hung off the other that they were a couple. The tall woman whispered into the others woman’s ear, eliciting a smile. As they passed me, the tall woman looked me up and down and shot me a knowing smile.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and went up the stairs.

I opened the inner door to a brightly lit room with black walls and dark red carpet. Shelves and displays filled with all sorts of sex toys were arranged around the room. Dildos, vibrators, handcuffs, whips. Sexy lingerie and kinky leather and latex outfits. There were even some porn DVDs and magazines that looked like they had been there since the 90’s.

There was only one other customer in the store. She stood at the counter having an intense conversation with the sales clerk. Was she Erica? She had long, dark hair that was dead straight, and bright red lipstick that stood out against her pale skin. She wore black knee-high heeled boots, and a tight black dress.

I looked around the shop casually, trying to look nonchalant. I found myself staring at a display case filled with alien looking of glass objects on a velvet cushion. The intricate items were of all different shapes and sizes, making it hard to tell what they were for. Some looked like dildos, while others seemed far too wide to fit inside, well, anywhere.

The woman at the counter left the store, a bag in her hand and a smile on her face. It was just Erica and I left in the room.

I approached the counter. “Hi, are you Erica?”

“That’s me,” she replied. “And you are?”

“Kate.”

“What can I do for you, Kate?” She smiled seductively.

“A friend recommended you to me. I mean, your shop.”

“Oh really? And what did this friend say about me?” Erica leaned down on the counter, her crossed arms framing her generous breasts.

“Just that you know really know your stuff. And are very helpful.”

“She’s not wrong. I’m happy to assist you in any way I can. And you clearly need help. I take it you don’t have much experience with sex toys?”

“That obvious, huh?”

“You’ve been looking at butt plugs for half an hour. No one needs that long to pick a butt plug.”

My eyes widened. “That’s what those were?”

Erica laughed. “I wouldn’t recommend most of those for beginners. Maybe something on the smaller side would be more suitable.”

“Oh, I’m not looking for a butt plug,” I said hastily.

“What is it you’re looking for?”

“A vibrator. I think.”

“Just to use by yourself?”

I nodded.

“What kind? Something powerful? Small and discreet? Clit stimulation or internal stimulation? Or both?”

“I don’t know. To be honest, I’ve never even used one before. I wouldn’t know where to start.”

Erica paused. “Let’s try it another way. Why did you come in here?”

“Well, you see…” I sighed. “I can’t remember the last time I had an orgasm and I was hoping that I could buy something to help.” The words rushed out of me uncontrollably.

“Hmm, that is quite the problem. It’s never as straightforward as ‘buying something’ that will fix everything. But I think I can help you. It won’t be easy.”

Erica locked her gaze onto mine. I felt myself growing hot. After a moment, she glanced up at the clock on the wall.

“Oh, are you closing? I can come back another time.” I was suddenly feeling anxious.

“No, it’s fine. In fact, this is perfect. With the store closed, I can offer you some more one on one attention.”

“I don’t want to be any trouble.”

“It’s no trouble at all. I never let a customer leave unsatisfied.”

Without giving me a chance to protest, Erica walked to the front door and flicked the lock closed. She flipped the ‘open’ sign over and pulled down the blinds.

“Now, let’s get started.”






* * *



“Come with me.”

I followed Erica over to a wall covered in lingerie.

“As I was saying before, simply buying a toy isn’t going to solve your problem. There is more to being able to orgasm than just having the right tools. You need to be in the right mindset.” She flicked through a rack of matching lingerie sets. “You need to feel sexy. And a big part of feeling sexy is looking sexy.”

Erica pulled a matching bra and panty set from the rack and held it up to examine it. The lingerie in her hand could barely be classified as underwear. The bra was made of sheer, almost transparent, fabric and black lace. The tiny panties would barely cover my ass. Not that it mattered since they were made up of the same sheer fabric of the bra.

“This should fit you quite nicely.” Erica handed the lingerie to me. “Why don’t you put these on?”

“Where should I…?”

“Right here is fine. There’s no one in here other than us. And I’ve seen it all.”

Erica watched me as I stripped off my jeans and top. I turned away from her and unhooked my bra. I removed the sheer bra from the hanger and slit it onto my shoulders, fastening it at my back. My dark nipples were hardening under the soft lace. As I slipped out of my panties, I swore I could feel Erica’s eyes on my bare cheeks. I picked up the lace panties. My heart skipped a beat.

The panties were crotchless.

“Is something the matter?” Erica asked.

“No.” My voice wavered as I slipped the panties on.

“Show me.” Erica said.

As I turned back to her, wearing nothing but the sheer lingerie, I realised that it wasn’t self-consciousness that was making my heart race.

“Here. Take a look at yourself.”

Erica guided me towards a full-length mirror to the side. She placed her hands on my shoulders and leaned in close to me from behind. I could feel the heat radiating from her skin and her breath on my neck.  

Erica raked her eyes down my body, then looked up at me through the mirror. “So, how do you feel? Sexy? Powerful?”

I looked at myself in the mirror. The tiny bra and panties didn’t leave much to the imagination. But I looked far sexier in the lacy lingerie than if I’d been naked.

“Dressed like that, you could make men fall to their knees. Women too.” Erica pressed her body against mine.

My heart raced. I could feel her breasts pushing into my back. Her hands crept forward and down over my chest. I felt heat rushing between my thighs. She slipped her fingers beneath the thin fabric of my bra, caressing my breasts and brushing gently over my nipples. I murmured with pleasure. With one hand still on my breasts, she slid her hand down the centre of my stomach slowly. I watched our bodies in the mirror, trembling with anticipation.

Erica whispered into my ear. “Or maybe you’re the one who belongs on your knees.”

Grabbing me by the shoulders, she pushed me into a chair next to the mirror. “I want you to show me how you play with yourself. Show me what you like. Show me what gets you wet. And then I’ll see what I can do.”

My heart pounded even harder. Was I really doing this in front of her?
 Something about her had me hypnotised, had made me pliable and obedient in her hands.

Erica watched as I spread my legs slightly, sliding my hand down to the split in my panties. I slid a finger up and down my slit, brushing my clit and entrance gently. I was warm and wet. But knowing that someone was watching me kept me from relaxing.

“Close your eyes,” Erica said. “Pretend that I’m not here.”

I obeyed. Dragging my finger up to my clit, I drew slow circles around it. Erica’s presence hung in my awareness, but with my eyes closed it wasn’t distracting. It was actually kind of thrilling. I slid my other hand down and teased my entrance, then dipped a finger inside. I murmured softly.

“Let me help you.”

I opened my eyes. Erica was leaning down over me on the chair. She took my wrists and placed them on the armrests, then ran her hand up my thigh. I shivered as her fingertips brushed my soft, sensitive skin. She parted my lips with her fingers. I crumbled.

“Mmmm…”

Erica stroked my clit lightly. “Isn’t it far better to have to have someone else take over? To just let go?”

“Mmm, yes…” I arched myself up towards her, moaning.

“I’m glad that you agree.”

I felt Erica’s hand at my wrist, then something hard and cold around it, accompanied by a metallic click. I opened my eyes in time to see Erica cuffing my other wrist to the chair with another set of handcuffs. I was both too stunned and too distracted by the ache between my thighs to resist. Before I knew it, I was bound to the chair.

“What are you doing?” I pulled at my wrists experimentally. I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Taking control.” Erica traced a line up the centre of my chest and neck, and pushed my chin up with her fingertips. “I’ve come across a lot of women like you. Who just can’t seem to let go. What you need is someone who will take control from you. Someone who will make you submit. And only then will you get the release that you crave.”

My heart raced as she spoke. No.
 That wasn’t me. But I couldn’t deny the way I became putty in her hands. I couldn’t deny wanting to obey her every command. I couldn’t deny how the fire between my legs had flared the moment that the handcuffs snapped shut around my wrists.

“Now that I have your undivided attention, it’s time for me to really begin.” Leaving me cuffed to the chair, she walked over to a display case on the wall. “You came here looking for a vibrator, so why don’t we start there?”

Erica unlocked the case and slid the door open. The case was filled with a wide variety of vibrators. Bullet vibrators, vibrating dildos, rabbit vibrators, and a few other kinds that didn’t look like vibrators at all.

“I’m going to demonstrate some different types of these on you. And we’ll see which one makes you scream the most.” Erica pulled out a small bullet shaped vibrator. “We’ll start with this one.”

She pressed a small button on the bottom of the bullet. It began to vibrate furiously, filling the air with a low buzzing sound.

“The bullet vibrator. Perfect for clit stimulation. And it really packs a punch.”

Erica turned it off again. Slowly, she slid it down my stomach, over the panties and down into my slit. The metal felt like ice on my warm lips.

Erica slid it back up to my clit. “Would you like me to turn it on?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say please.”

“Please! Please turn it on.”

Smiling, she turned the bullet on and it sprung to life. I gasped as the vibrations rippled through me. How could something so small be so powerful?
 I moaned, my pleasure growing.

Erica turned the vibrator off. I groaned.

“I don’t want you getting too excited. I’m just getting started.”

She reached into the display case again. This time she pulled out a long, slim vibrator which curved up and had a thick knob at the end.

“This one can be used for both external and internal stimulation.”

Erica turned the vibrator on and slid it up to my clit. I moaned as vibrations flowed into me. It felt almost as good as the bullet.

“The head creates intensely focused vibrations. Sure, you can use it on your clit. But let me show you where it really shines.”

Erica slid the slim wand down to my entrance and pushed it inside. I was so wet that the thin vibrator slid in effortlessly. She pushed it in deeper until the knob hit that sweet spot inside. I cried out, overwhelmed by the concentrated vibrations. It felt amazing.

But after an infuriatingly short time, Erica pulled the wand out of me. I whimpered.

“You seemed to like both of those equally. I have just the thing for you.”

Yet again, Erica reached into the case. She selected a large rabbit vibrator. It had a thick shaft and a smaller arm shaped like a rabbit.

“Now this one is great because it stimulates the clit and g-spot at the same time. But this isn't just any rabbit vibrator. This one is special.”

Erica held it up before me and pressed a button. The rabbit ears came to life, vibrating furiously. She pressed another button. The shaft of the vibrator started thrusting up and down into the air.

I gaped at the vibrator in her hand. Although I didn’t know much about vibrators, I had no idea that they could thrust! Would it feel the same as being fucked?

Mercifully, Erica had the same idea. With the vibrator still turned on, she slipped it between my thighs, pressing the thrusting head against my clit. I moaned, spreading my legs even wider, desperate to have it inside me. She pushed the head against my entrance and slipped it in deep.

I gasped. I could feel the vibrator thrusting inside me! Erica pushed it in further. My walls tightened around it. The rabbit ears hit my clit, sending waves of pleasure through me. I was closer to coming than I’d been in months. I moaned and clutched at the arms of the chair.

Erica switched off the vibrator and pulled it out. “Well now I have something I can work with.”

I groaned. I was so close! Didn’t she understand how much I needed this? It had been ages since I last came. I felt like if I didn’t come soon, I was going to burst!

“I told you this wasn’t going to be easy. But since I’m feeling generous, I’m going to give you something to keep your mind off things. And since you seemed so interested in these earlier…”

Leaving me cuffed to the chair, Erica walked over to the display case that I had been looking at earlier. The butt plugs. She drummed her fingers along the shelf, examining them one by one, then selected one of the smaller plugs and brought it back to where I was sitting. Erica held it up before me. The clear glass plug was graduated, with a small head that widened and tapered into a larger bump, on and on until a final huge bump at the base.

“I suppose I’ll have to uncuff you. You’ll behave, won’t you?”

I nodded, my eyes still fixed on the bulbous butt plug. Erica uncuffed my wrists. I stretched out my arms.

“Take those off.” She pointed to my panties. “The bra too.”

I slipped off the panties. Although they were crotchless, they weren’t backless. I unhooked the bra and slid it off my shoulders. I was completely naked. And Erica still had all her clothes on. The hungry look she gave me made me feel even nakeder.

Erica reached around the back of the counter and pulled out a black bottle. “Turn around and get down on your hands and knees.”

I knelt down and put my palms on the red carpet, the heat between my thighs flaring. I had never been interested in having anything in my ass before, but right now, I was up for anything. And I had to admit, I was a little curious.

“So quick to obey.” Erica walked around behind me. “So eager and ready.”

I felt a trickle of cool liquid fall between my cheeks. Erica slid her finger up and down my crack. Gently, she probed at my asshole with a wet, lubed finger.

“Relax,” she said.

I obeyed. Gradually, her light, teasing motions began to feel good. She pushed her finger inside slowly. I gasped. My hole seemed to swallow it right up. She slid it in further, spreading the lube inside me.

“I think you’re ready.” Erica pulled her finger out.

I turned to watch as she covered the glass butt plug with lube, making sure to get inside all the ridges and crevasses. My heart raced. Surely she wasn’t going stick the whole thing inside me?
 Although it was smaller than the other butt plugs, it was much bigger than a finger.

“Remember what I said. Relax.”

Before I had a chance to process her words, I felt the base of the glass plug against my asshole. Erica pushed it firmly, until the first ridge slid past the resistance at my entrance.  

I sucked air through my teeth. It didn’t hurt. But the feeling was so unexpected. Just as I was getting used to the sensation, Erica pushed on the plug again. It was sucked in deeper.

“Mmmn...” I felt so full!

“I think we can do better,” she said.

Erica pushed the plug in one more bump. I moaned. She pushed it in another. My walls resisted, but it finally slipped in.

“There,” she said, satisfied. “That should help keep your mind off things.”

She was right. I was completely consumed by the sensations the plug was causing inside me. I could feel it shift around with every movement.

“Why don’t you take a look?” Erica said.

Still on my hands and knees, I turned so that my back was towards the mirror, and twisted my head around.

Less than 2 inches of the plug protruded from my ass. I knew that Erica hadn’t pushed it in all the way to the base, but I was surprised by how much of it was inside me. And seeing myself on my hands and knees before Erica, the plug protruding obscenely from my ass, made me throb even more between my legs. But Erica wasn’t about to grant me what I wanted.

“Now it’s my turn to have a little fun,” she said. “And since you’re already on your knees…”

Erica grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up around her waist. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Do you want to taste me?” Her bare pussy glistened with her juices.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Go ahead.” Erica leaned back against the counter and spread her legs apart.

I leaned in, breathing in her scent. I slipped my tongue between her lips and up her slit in one long, slow stroke, savoring her taste. My tongue sought out her clit. I stroked it gently.

“Mmm, yes. Make me come.” Erica grabbed the back of my head and pressed it hard into her.

I licked and flicked my tongue, responding to her reactions, searching for the perfect rhythm. She moaned and quivered when I found it.  

“Your fingers. I want them inside me.”

I slid a single finger up to her entrance and plunged it inside her. She moaned. I slipped another finger in and began pumping in and out, curling towards her g-spot. At the same time, I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked gently.

“Mmmm, fuck…”

I thrust in and out, my mouth and fingers working in tandem. Something about giving her this much pleasure made me even more turned on.

“Oh fuck!” Erica cried.

Trembling, she gripped my hair hard. She threw back her head and let out a cry, consumed by pleasure. I licked and sucked and pumped away as her body convulsed.

“Oh god…”

Erica released her grip on my hair, chest heaving. She leaned heavy against the counter. I knelt before her patiently as she recovered.

She gestured for me to stand. I got up obediently. Erica ran her hands over my curves and pulled me in close to her. I could feel her breasts pressing against mine through her thin dress. She pulled my face towards her and kissed me hard and deep, devouring me with her lips and tongue. Her taste mingled in our mouths.

“I’ve kept you on the edge for long enough,” she said. “Now it’s time for me to give you what you came here for.”

Pushing me back against the counter, Erica strolled over to a large glass display case in the centre of the room. Inside was an armless, legless mannequin. And strapped around it’s hips was a large, pink dildo.

“You seemed to enjoy being fucked by that thrusting vibrator. But I think I can do better.”

My eyes widened. The dildo was barely above average sized, but with the plug in my ass, it would be a tight squeeze. The prospect of being so filled made me nervous and excited at the same time.

Erica unlocked the case and eased the strapon off the legless mannequin. She slipped her legs into the leather straps and fastened them tightly around her waist. As she walked back over to me, the dildo bobbed up and down responsively. It was like an extension of her body. Somehow, it didn’t seem incongruous on her curvy, feminine figure.

“Bend over the counter,” Erica ordered.

Before she even finished her sentence, I was leaning on the counter, bent at the waist, my plugged ass sticking out behind me.

Erica caressed my ass cheeks with her hands. “Such a lovely ass.”

She spanked me across my cheeks.

“Ahh!”

She spanked me again. I moaned as the plug moved around inside me. She over and over, until my cheeks burned. Then she pushed her body against me. The dildo nestled itself into the gap between my thighs. I pushed back towards her even more.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” Erica asked, rubbing my red ass cheeks with her palms.

“God, yes!”

Erica drew the dildo backwards, sliding it between my pussy lips, then pressed it against my entrance gently.

“Please!” I begged. “Please fuck me!”

Grabbing the shaft with her hand, Erica pushed the dildo past my entrance. I gasped. With the dildo deep inside me and the plug in my ass, I felt so incredibly filled up. Slowly, she began to thrust in and out. A moan escaped my lips. She reached down to my chest and cupped my breasts in her hands. She pinched my nipples with her fingertips.

“Mmmn, fuck!”

Erica pumped harder and faster. I rocked my body backwards into her, meeting her with every thrust. One hand still at my chest, she reached down between my thighs and slid a finger down to my clit. Still thrusting away, she stroked my nub with her fingertips. Pleasure built and built inside of me. I closed my eyes and gripped hard on the edge of the counter.

“Oh fuc-”

I let out a primal cry as I was hit with an earth shattering orgasm. I threw back my head and my body bucked wildly on the counter as Erica continued to thrust in and out, her fingers working at my clit and nipples. All of my pent-up frustration flowed out of me and was replaced by pure, concentrated ecstasy.

When I came back to my body, I was leaning heavy on the counter, weak and panting. The strap on and butt plug were gone.

“That was incredible,” I said, breathless.

Erica had a smug look on her face. “What did I tell you? I never let my customers leave my customers unsatisfied.”

“Do you do this for all your customers?”

“Only the ones who need it. And clearly, you needed it.”

“I’m not going to argue with that.” I hadn’t felt this good in months.

After taking some time to recover, I got dressed to leave.

“This is for you.” Erica handed me a black shopping bag. “It’s on me. You weren’t the only one who had a good time this evening.”

I took the bag from her and peeked inside. It was a brand new rabbit vibrator, complete with thrusting action.

I smiled. “Thanks.”

“No problem. That should help you in a pinch. But if you really need to, you can always come see me again.”

I smiled. Something told me that I would definitely be coming back.






* * *



I met up with Mandy for coffee a few weeks later.

“You look happy. Finally get yourself some action?”

“Something like that.” I wrapped my hands around the warm coffee mug.

“I take it Erica was able to help you?”

“Yeah, she was incredible.”

“What did I tell you? She’s amazing.”

We moved on to other subjects. But I couldn’t shake the question that was at the back of my mind. Finally, there was a lull in conversation.

“So, uh,” I took a sip of my coffee, “how exactly did Erica help you when you went to her shop?”

“Well you’ve seen it for yourself, haven’t you? She’s just knows so much. She helped me pick out the perfect toy, and gave me some great advice on how to use it.”

“That’s all?” I ventured.

“Well, yeah. What else was she going to do?” Mandy narrowed her eyes. “What did she do with you?”

“Pretty much the same thing,” I said hurriedly, smiling into my coffee cup.
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* * *



I pressed the buzzer for Ms Greene’s apartment, black box in hand. I shivered. All I was wearing under my coat was a short strapless dress and red heels. My chestnut hair hung loose around my shoulders. As always, I wore the silver choker around my neck.

Ms Greene’s voice came over the intercom. “Come on up.” The lobby door clicked open.

I reached her apartment, my heart pounding, and opened the door. The penthouse apartment was lushly decorated. The living area was filled with modern glass and leather furniture, and abstract art hung from the walls. The large glass windows provided a stunning view of the city lights below.

Ms Greene sat in the middle of the room, reclining casually in a leather armchair. She wore a short silky dressing gown, belted at the waist, and pair of thigh high stockings. I could see through the sheer gown that all she wore underneath was a pair of lacy panties. Her rosy nipples were visible through the fabric. Her lips were a deep red, and her hair was sculpted into perfect waves.

“Did you bring it?” she asked.

I nodded and placed the box on the coffee table.

Ms Greene kept her eyes fixed on me. “Did you use it?”

“No, Ms Greene.”

Her expression didn’t change. I couldn’t tell whether she was happy or disappointed.

“Bring me the rope over there.” Ms Greene pointed to a coil of thick red rope hanging from the back of a chair. I brought it over to her.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

I turned so that my back was to Ms Greene. I heard her stand up behind me. She pulled my arms back firmly, arranging them so that my elbows were at 90 degrees and one forearm was on top of the other. She pressed them into my back, straining my shoulders.

Making no effort to be gentle, Ms Greene wrapped the rope around my arms in a complex pattern. With a practiced, efficient hand she tied not only my wrists, but also my forearms and upper arms. When she was done, I couldn’t move my arms at all.

“Relax,” Ms Greene ordered. I obeyed. My bonds immediately became more comfortable. She spun me back around roughly.

“Let’s get you out of that dress.”

With my hands bound, I was powerless to stop her as she pulled the stretchy mini dress down past my breasts and hips. I wasn't wearing a bra, so I was left in nothing but my panties.

Ms Greene turned me around and pushed me towards the leather couch. There was a mirror on the wall in front of me. I saw that my bonds had forced me into a pose that pushed my chest out. My hard nipples stood up on my breasts.

I turned my body so that I could see my back in the mirror.  An intricate series of knots and loops circled my forearms and wrists. Ropes tied around my upper arms crisscrossed across my back.

Ms Greene pushed me backwards onto the couch, so that I was lying across it face up.  

“Tell me. Have you been good?” Ms Greene sat down next to me and slipped the silky robe off her shoulders, exposing her bare, pale breasts. Her nipples were pink against her cream skin. “Have you obeyed my instructions?” She ran her hands up my hips to my naked chest, brushing my nipples with her fingertips.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” My skin felt hypersensitive. Her touch was like electricity.

“First, let’s see if you’ve been telling the truth.”  Ms Greene ran her hands down my thighs. “If you really haven’t come in over a week, you’ll be wet and ready.”

She slipped her fingers between my thighs. My panties were soaked though. “Looks like you have been good.” She slid her hands to my hips “Do you want me to end your punishment?”

“Yes,” I murmured. “Please, Ms Greene.”

“Hmmm.” Ms Greene grabbed the sides of my panties. I lifted my hips so that she could slide them off. She pulled my knees apart, hooking one of my legs over the back of the couch and forcing the other to the floor. She shifted on the couch so that she sat between my open legs, holding them apart with her body.

Ms Greene drew her fingertips up the soft skin of my inner thighs. I quivered. She slid her hands up further until they almost touched my mound. I thrust my pelvis out to meet her fingers.

“No. Let’s make things a little more fun.”

Ms Greene grabbed the black box from the table and carefully pulled out the chrome, pebble shaped vibrator.

Without turning it on, she slid it down my bare stomach and between my thighs. It felt cold against my hot lips.

“Would you like me to turn it on?” She slid it between my folds to my clit.

“Yes, Ms Greene!” I felt like I was on fire.

Ms Greene turned on the vibrator. I let out a gasp. Strong vibrations surged into my clit and through my whole body. My thigh muscles tried to clamp shut, but her shoulder and knee were braced against them, holding my legs apart. My hands tried to push her away, but they were bound behind my back. I couldn’t move.

Ms Greene slid her other hand up my stomach and groped at my breasts. She grabbed my nipple and rolled it between her fingertips. I whimpered softly. Slowly, the vibrations became less jarring, and then transformed into pure, concentrated pleasure. I moaned.

“You know,” Ms Greene began, “I didn’t actually say that your punishment was over.” She turned up the vibrator. I gasped. “You’re still not allowed to come until I say so.”

I let out a groan. She pinched my nipple, hard. I moaned. The heat between my legs grew. After not being allowed to come for so long, I felt like I was going to explode!

Then Ms Greene turned the vibrator up to the highest setting.

“Ahh!” I took a series of deep breaths. “Please! Can I come?” I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold back the flood for just a bit longer. “Please, Ms Greene!”

“Yes. Come for me.”






* * *





The complete Lesbian Surrender Series is available now on 
Amazon!
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Wild Lesbian Submissions: Domination and Submission Erotica Bundle



Want bondage? Punishment? Innocent young women, tied up and spanked into submission by dominant lesbians?

Find all this and more in this kinky collection of lesbian erotica. These deliciously dirty stories are guaranteed to leave you hot, wet, and begging for more, just like the women in these books!


This erotic story collection is available now on
 
Amazon!
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Hot Lesbian Seductions Erotica Bundle



Want older women seducing younger women? Innocent college coeds? First-time lesbian experiences? Find all this and more in this sizzling collection of lesbian erotica. These naughty stories are sure to leave you hot and wet.


This erotic story collection is available now on
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Lesbian Surrender Series




“You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.”


As personal assistant to Ms Greene, Anna will do anything to satisfy her boss’s needs. So Ms Greene decides to allow Anna to serve her in a more intimate way.

But the dominant Ms Greene demands complete submission. Anna is pushed to her limit as Ms Greene lures her deeper and deeper into a world of bondage, punishment, and control. Everything comes to a head when Ms Greene invites her sadistic mentor to share Anna with her.

Did innocent Anna take on more than she can handle? How far will Ms Greene take her power games? Will Anna break, or will she embrace her role as her boss’s sub?

Book 1: 
Serving My Boss



Book 2: 
Submitting to My Boss



Book 3: 
Dominated by My Boss




Or find the complete series bundle
 
here!
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