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"Bend over. I’m gonna give you what you snowflakes need: An old-fashioned spanking."

Sloane


Bullied

College wasn’t going the way Haley had planned. The classes were tough, the homework never ending, and the students were nothing like the ones back home in New York. Here they were overwhelmingly white, a mix of corn-fed bros and tradwife girls with names like Liam and Charlotte, the total opposite to Haley’s all-black, alt-goth, band tees and side-swept bangs style. She was an outcast, a nose-in-her-books loner who eked out an education by keeping her head down and ignoring the things she heard people saying about her. And that might’ve worked, Haley might’ve been able to make it through 4 years of this if not for one major problem.

Haley had a bully.

Yes, 18 years old and Haley had a goddamn bully, a tall blonde sorority bitch named Sloane who had singled her out almost immediately. In exchange for “protection” from being the laughingstock of everyone on the Greek Quad, Haley had to pay Sloane weekly dues, anywhere between $10 and $50 bucks, the amount slowly notching up the more often Sloane shook Haley down. Occasionally Sloane would miss or forget a week if Haley was able to stay off her radar, but lately Sloane had been tracking Haley down at all her usual study haunts to embarrass her in front of everyone as she demanded payment.

Haley was hiding out in the legal stacks today, finishing up her organic chemistry homework. Class was in two hours and she was cutting things close. Footsteps clacked towards her and when Haley looked up to see who was making so much noise, her stomach sank at the sight of Sloane strutting towards her.

“Well, well, well,” said Sloane, arms folded across her chest. “Look who’s ducking me.” Her voice was uncomfortably loud for the quiet library stacks; thankfully Haley was the only one on this sub-level.

Well, not anymore.

“I’m not ducking you,” said Haley, keeping her head down. She looked away from Sloane and fidgeted. “I’ve got a big orgo assignment I need to finish and–”

“Let me see,” said Sloane, snatching the papers away from Haley.

“Hey, that’s mine!” cried Haley.

“You can have it back for $75,” said Sloane.

“$75… what? You said $50 last time.”

“That was last time, before you were ducking me. Think of this as a late payment fee.” Sloane’s smile was wide and grating.

Haley fumed. She was so tired of this. “What am I even paying for?” she asked, frustrated. “I still get made fun of. I still see people pointing and making jokes.”

“Just imagine how much worse it could be,” countered Sloane. She held out her hand. “$75.”

“...I don’t have it,” said Haley. “I’m doing my orgo work, I told you.”

“You don’t have anything?” Sloane asked flatly.

Haley hesitated for a moment and shook her head. “Please, I really need those papers.”

“Let me see your wallet,” said Sloane.

Haley wrenched her lips to the side and took out her wallet. It was connected to her belt by a long chain. Sloane snatched it up and tore open the Velcro, looking inside. Disappointment spread across her face. She handed the wallet back to Haley and looked down on the mousey girl in black with narrowed eyes.

“See?” said Haley. “I told you. Now please, give me those papers…”

“Something isn’t adding up,” said Sloane. She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “You’ve gotta have some cash on you. But where would a weirdo like you keep her money?”

Sloane moved before Haley could react, a speedy hand reaching for Haley’s chest. That hand slapped hard against one breast, flattening the bra and crumpling up the bills Haley had stashed inside.

“I knew it!’ cried Sloane victoriously. “Those itty bitty titties were looking a little too perky… well perky for you, anyway.”

Haley tried to squirm away as Sloane reached in under her baggy Queens of the Stone age tee and snatched the bills out from Haley’s bra, fingers brushing her skin. Haley’s skin went hot and she could feel the blush rising in her cheeks, but she did everything she could to fight it back. Whatever happened, she couldn’t let Sloane find out about that secret.

Sloane threw the bills on the table and counted them, straightening them out as she went. “$5, $10, $40… you’re $20 short,” said Sloane.

“Just take it,” said Haley, shrinking back in her chair as she adjusted her shirt. “I’ll get you the rest later, okay? I just need to finish my assignment.”

“Nope,” Sloane said chipperly. She waved the papers high above Haley’s head. “I’m taking these too. As payment.”

“No! Please, please, please, I can’t redo all this work, I’ve got class in less than two hours! I’ll give you even more later, okay? I’ll give you another $20 on top.”

Sloane savored Haley’s desperation. “Hmmm, no thanks. I like these pages. Looks like you put a lot of hard work into them. Maybe I’ll go use them as toilet paper so I can wipe my ass with your hard work…”

Haley’s pulse raced. What the fuck was she going to do? She’d been working on this assignment for days and if she handed in nothing–or what little nothing she could put together in two hours–she’d almost certainly get a failing grade for the assignment. Organic chemistry was hard enough as it was, but a zero on an assignment would make it that much harder to scrape through class with anything better than a C. Fuck.

“...orrrrr maybe I can get my payment another way,” suggested Sloane.

“Another way? How?” asked Haley.

Sloane thought about it for a moment. “I don’t appreciate you ducking me. And I really don’t appreciate you lying to me. I think we need to do something about that.” She sat down in the chair next to Haley and fanned herself with Haley’s papers. She nodded to Haley’s notebook. “I want you to write ‘Sloane is the best. She’s pretty and smart and cool and I wish I were her.’”

Sighing through her nose, Haley reached for her pencil. Sloane knocked it off the table before she could get it.

“Oops. You dropped that. Better pick it up,” said Sloane.

Haley bent down to get the pencil and Sloane kicked it away, under the table. Mindful that she was wearing a skirt, Haley kept the hem against the backs of her legs as she crawled under the table to get the pencil; Sloane jabbed her in the butt through her skirt with the toe of her high heel shoe, making Haley flinch and bonk her head on the underside of the table. Sloane snorted with laughter.

“You’re such a little loser,” she said. “You’re lucky I’m standing up for you with the Greeks. They’d rip you apart if I didn’t.”

Haley found her pencil and clumsily climbed out from under the table. Trying not to be too huffy puffy, she wrote the sentence Sloane had dictated to her: Sloane is the best. She’s pretty and smart and cool and I wish I were her.

Sloane appraised the work, but she didn’t seem satisfied. “You know, you might be too smart for something like that. Yeah, you can write those words, but I bet you aren’t really feeling them, you know? That’s the thing, with smart people you can’t really go at their brains, you need to go at their bodies.” Sloane slapped the table. “Bend over.”

“W-what?” asked an exasperated Haley.

“Bend over,” repeated Sloane. “I’m gonna give you what you liberal New York snowflakes need: An old-fashioned Midwestern spanking.”

“Come on, stop messing around,” said Haley. She reached for her papers and Sloane pulled them away.

“I’m not joking around.” Sloane’s voice was growing sterner. She grabbed the papers with both hands, threatening to rip them in half. “And if you keep talking back to me, I’m going to tear these up right in front of you. Got it?”

Haley’s eyes went wide. She nodded and held her tongue.

“Okay then. Bend over the desk.”

Reluctantly, Haley stood up and leaned herself down onto the desk, turning her head away from Sloane so she didn’t have to look at her bully. Sloane fixed that, lifting Haley’s head to make Haley face her smug, grinning visage. She patted Haley’s bottom.

“Let’s see what kind of panties goth girl likes to wear,” said Sloane.

She flipped up Haley’s black pleated skirt, revealing a striped pink thong. Sloane gasped.

“Are you actually wearing something… girly?” she asked. She plucked the fabric wedged between Haley’s ass cheeks and pulled to get a better look; in turn, the front of Haley’s panties pulled against her pussy and Haley’s cheeks started burning up with blush. Sloane let the fabric snap back and ran her hand down one cheek. “You know, your butt’s actually not half bad. If you weren’t dressed up like some dykey cartoon character, you might actually get a date.”

At the mention of “dykey”, Haley froze. Sloane could see something had changed in Haley, but she didn’t seem to know what. She gave Haley a quizzical look before smirking knowingly.

“Don’t cream yourself, I said ‘not half bad’. Though who knows, maybe after you’ve taken your spanking it’ll look even better.” While she was still seated, Sloane readied her hand against Haley’s ass. “Here we go.”

Sloane’s hand landed like hot fire on Haley’s backside and she squealed in shock and pain. Sloane put a finger over her lips and shushed her.

“This is a library, young lady,” she said mockingly. “Keep your voice down. And don’t forget to say ‘thank you’ after each spank, otherwise we’re going to be here a long time.” Sloane gave Haley’s ass another quick, hot smack.

“Thank you,” Haley coughed out.

Sloane spanked her again.

“Thank you.”

And again.


“Thank you.”

And again.

“Thank you.”

Worryingly, along with the hot blush in her cheeks and the sizzle spreading across her ass, Haley could feel another source of warmth, this one between her legs as she began to get wet. She prayed Sloane couldn’t tell and begged to any god that would listen that she wouldn’t get so wet that the scent of sex became unmistakable in the low-ceilinged, cramped legal library stacks. Sloane spanked Haley again, very hard this time, and Haley couldn’t keep her cry in.

“Thank you,” she blubbered out.

“Fucking baby,” sneered Sloane. Another hard spank, this one raining down on Haley’s cheek like a hot stone.

“T-thank yo-you.”

“You’re so pathetic. Just a wimpy, fucking baby who mopes around with her vintage tee shirts and her chunky shoes and her gay fishnets.” Sloane grabbed the inside of Haley’s thigh and pulled at the weave of one of her stockings. The fishnet tore and before Haley could react, Sloane spanked her on the ass again.

“Th-th-thank you,” said Haley, on the verge of tears from how painful the spanks were getting.

“Th-th-thank you,” mocked Sloane, repeating her anxious stammer. Spank. Spank. Spank. Spank. Spank. Haley’s tears broke and ran down her face. “AHEM. Where’s your gratitude?”

“Thank you,” said Haley. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”

Haley hadn’t realized it, but she’d lost count. Sloane hadn’t. She took Haley’s papers and rolled them up tightly, using them to spank Haley again.

“You missed a thank you!” she snarled.

“Thank you! Thank you!” said Haley.

Sloane threw the papers on the desk, not caring how they flew everywhere. She stood up and picked up the money she’d taken out of Haley’s bra, counting it again while Haley remained bent over, red-assed and teary-eyed.

“Next time I come for my money, you’d better have all of it,” said Sloane, conveniently leaving out what “all of it” might mean next time. She gave Haley’s ass a final flinch-inducing pat and clacked away, humming We’re in the Money as she made her way towards the stacks elevator.

Haley collected herself. She wiped her face dry and sat down, jumping as she felt how sore and tender her ass was. Her assignment papers were all there, thankfully, but as she tried to focus on finishing her work, she was distracted by how damn wet she was. She could smell her own pussy so thick in the air it made her worry about other people passing through and smelling it too, but worse than even that was how her mind kept rubberbanding back to Sloane. Tall. Blonde. One of those perfect cupid face’s with the retrousse nose and pouty lips. She thought about Sloane’s swervy, strong-shouldered frame and the way her hand felt as it landed on Haley’s ass. Firm. Strong. In control.

Sheepishly, Haley slipped off to the nearest restroom and shoved herself into a narrow stall. While listening for other students, she teased herself to a body-shaking orgasm while indulging in a deranged fantasy of being with Sloane–being under her, being taken from behind, having Sloane’s lips and tongue edging her towards a helpless, uncontrollable climax…

She finished her orgo assignment but only dropped it off before faking that she had an illness, slinking back to her room to wonder what the hell she was going to do about the relentless bully who Haley was horny as hell for.


Reveal

For the next few weeks, Haley got ahead of this mess by simply mailing an envelope to Sloane’s on-campus address each week with $50 in it. It was humiliating to have to schedule a shake down of herself but at least this let Haley focus on classwork without worrying about Sloane tracking her down in some library basement somewhere. And for a few weeks this seemed to satisfy the bully. Losing the money stung–it was all coming out of Haley’s savings she’d put together for school–but then again, $200 a month for peace of mind was at least some arrangement she could live with.

Then the unthinkable happened. Sloane came to Haley’s dorm room.

There was a knock at 4pm on a Thursday, while Haley was scrolling TikTok and listening to music, a My Chemical Romance mix she’d been listening to since she entered high school. Haley wasn’t expecting any visitors and opened the door without even checking the peephole. There stood Sloane, dressed in athleisure wear–a gratuitously tight pair of pink yoga pants and a midriff-baring oversized gym hoodie with cutoff sleeves. She had a bag slung over her shoulder and looked like she had just come from a workout.

Sloane pushed Haley back into her room. “Inspection time!” she announced, closing the door behind her. “Gotta make sure you’re actually alive, you know, because I keep getting these envelopes in the mail that could be from anyone.”

Sloane took a look around the room, smirking at the posters on the wall and at Haley’s desk that was cluttered with textbooks and trinkets and secondhand CDs she’d bought at a garage sale the summer before college. Sloane picked up one of the CDs.

“You listen to this crap?” she asked, holding up the Smashing Pumpkins CD. “It’s fucking ancient.” She tossed the jewel case down indelicately and then began opening up Haley’s desk drawers.

“Hey! What are you doing?” asked Haley.

“I told you, it’s inspection time,” said Sloane. She pulled open each drawer for a second before slamming it shut. When she got to the bottommost drawer, Haley jumped forward to keep it closed. Sloane gave her a shocked, amused look. “Let go,” she said.

“No,” insisted Haley. She knew what was in that drawer and knew that the second Haley saw it, there was no way she wasn’t going to make a big deal. “You get your money from me every week. Isn’t that enough for you? Just leave me alone.”

Sloane tugged on the drawer, but Haley held it closed with all her strength. “Move. I wanna see what’s in there,” said Sloane.

“No,” said Haley.

Sloane snorted. “Now I really wanna see what’s in there.”

The girls struggled for a minute, with Sloane pulling and Haley pushing, until Sloane faked Haley out, acting like she was going to pull the drawer open only to turn her attention to Haley instead, pushing her over towards her bed. Haley lost her balance and landed on her rug while Sloane went back to the drawer, opening it to reveal the bevy of vibrators and sex toys stashed inside.

“Oh. My. God. You perv!” cried Sloane gleefully. Haley’s face burned with shame. “Look at all this… I don’t even know what half these things are.”

She pulled out a glittery dildo that was colored with a gradient from cotton candy pink to blue raspberry, one of Haley’s favorites. Sloane tossed it on the bed. Next came the rainbow glass bubble dildo, and then her mini Hitachi, and then her jeweled metal butt plug, and then her thumb cuffs. Sloane stopped there, but Haley was well aware of how much more was in the drawer. She couldn’t bring herself to look at her bully.

Then Haley remembered she’d left something else in there too. Fuck.

“And what is this…” wondered Sloane as she plucked the graphic novel out of the drawer. It was called Sunstone, an erotic comic that started as a web series before being published into an actual graphic novel. The main characters were both female and were in an S&M relationship of dominance and submission. Sloane leafed through the book. “Oh my god. Ohmygod. This is filthy. And not exactly a testament to family values, either.”

Haley hung her head. “Please don’t tell anyone,” she begged. “If people know I’m… if they find out…” She couldn’t bring herself to finish her thought. Sloane had no such reservations.

“People finding out you’re a carpet-munching little queer is probably going to ruin your semester, isn’t it?” asked Sloane snidely.

“Please,” begged Haley.

Sloane sat down on Haley’s bed, continuing to flip through the graphic novel. She extended out one worn tennis shoe. “I was just doing circuits at the gym,” explained Sloane. “Now my feet are killing me. Get over here and give me a foot massage.”

Haley was in no position to argue. She shuffled over to Sloane and undid the laces of her shoe, allowing her to slide it off. Immediately she was struck by the smell of gym sweat and wet sneakers, recoiling in surprise.

“Peeee-yew, that stinks,” said Sloane. She wrinkled her nose in disgust at the smell of her own sweaty foot. She pushed her sole into Haley’s face. “Take a whiff.”

Haley breathed in the intense aroma of Sloane’s wet sock. It was very, very pungent and beneath the locker room smells, she also caught a hint of lotion and perfume and of Sloane herself, the pheromonal twang of it stirring something between Haley’s legs. Sloane peeked at her over the top of the comic book.

“Take my sock off… with your mouth,” she said.

There was a beat of hesitation as Haley pingponged from being ashamed to aroused. Sloane wiggled her toes tauntingly underneath her gym sock.

“I’m waaaaiting,” she said.

Haley craned her neck to reach the edge of Sloane’s sock, grasping it between her legs. She tugged at it, having to really work to peel the wet, stinky sock off her bully’s foot, passing the heel and her arch and then pulling it right off her wiggling toes. Sloane lowered the comic to look at Haley with the sock in her mouth, a viscous grin on her face.

“You look like a puppy,” she said, brows raised. “I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, you little freak?” She turned the comic towards Haley, showing off one of the two-page spreads featuring intricate, elaborate bondage. “Put a collar and leash on you and walk you around the quad. I’m sure you probably have some of that stuff in your perv drawer. Is that what you want?”

Haley shook her head, but she couldn’t deny that even the threat of something so public humiliating and controlling was making her wetter and wetter.

“Then put my sock in my shoe and start massaging,” said Sloane, going back to reading the graphic novel.

For the next 15 minutes, Haley massaged Sloane’s fragrant foot, rubbing her arches and pressing her toes into the tender pressure points. Degrading though it was, Haley was completely focused on the long-toed, elegant foot in front of her, her massaging getting harder the hornier she got. Now and again, Sloane would give a breathy little sigh of approval and when she’d had enough of the first foot being rubbed, she made Haley take off her other sneaker and sock and massage that one too. As Haley did, Sloane kept the first foot on the floor, with her toes pointing up and under Haley’s skirt. Sloane toed Haley’s pussy, pressing her big toe against her wet panties firmly and insistently, like she was impatiently pressing the button for an elevator that never came.

“God, you’re such a queer,” said Sloane, a mean smile in her voice. “I can feel how wet you are just by having my foot in your face. Do you have any idea how much of a living hell your life would be if this got one? Emo girl doesn’t just wear dad rock tee shirts and study all day, she’s also gay and not only that–she likes to be treated like a little bitch. You’d never live it down.” Sloane put the comic book down, keeping her place. She leaned forward and grabbed a handful of Haley’s hair, forcing Haley to look right at her. “It’s a good thing I’m so nice, isn’t it?”

Haley nodded as best she could under Sloane’s tight grip. “Yes,” she said with a dry swallow.

Sloane’s pouty lips curled into a grin. “Let me hear you say it: Sloane is so nice to me.”

“Sloane is so nice to me,” repeated Haley.

“She’s my favorite in the whole wide world.”

“She’s my favorite in the whole wide world,” said Haley as Sloane pushed her toe against her crotch.

“I would do anything Sloane asks me to.”

“I… I would do anything Sloane asks me to.” In the back of Haley’s mind, she realized there was more truth to that statement than she wanted to admit.

Sloane took her foot out from under Haley’s skirt and raised it, presenting her toe to Haley. “Look, now you got me all wet,” said Sloane. “Suck it clean.”

Haley closed her eyes and wrapped her lips around Sloane’s big toe, tasting sweat and her own pussy.

“Keep your eyes open,” said Sloane. “And look at me.”

With Haley’s eyes locked on Sloane’s, she swirled her tongue around the big toe and sucked on it, just able to see the bright pink nail resting against her upper lip. Beyond aroused by now, Haley started to rock her hips back and forth without realizing it, and when Sloane saw what she was doing, she took her toe away.

“Uh nuh nuh,” she said.

She then turned her attention to the toys she’d taken out of Haley’s drawer, picking up the thumb cuffs and glittery dildo. Figuring out how the cuffs worked, Sloane opened them up and made Haley put her hands behind her back, cuffing them together by her thumbs. She reached under Haley’s skirt and pulled her panties down to her knees, placing the base of the glittery dildo in the catch of the fabric and its head against Haley’s wet, leaking lips. Satisfied with her setup, Sloane sat back on the bed and put her toe back in Haley’s mouth, ordering her to keep sucking.

Haley sucked and rocked and rode the dildo while Sloane watched with a pompous look on her face. The dildo had little trouble sliding into Haley’s pussy and soon enough she was riding it fast and hard, puffy breaths blowing out of her nose as she worshiped her bully’s feet.

“Don’t you have any self-respect?” asked Sloane. “I push you around, I take your money, and you get fucking dripping when I’m around? Forget being a puppy, this is lower than that. I don’t know what this is. But don’t worry, I’ll come up with a name for whatever you are.”

Sloane swapped feet several times, making Haley suck her toes and lick in the spaces between them until it tickled, wiping her wet soles off on Haley’s face when she’d had enough. Then she reached down and took the glittery dildo back, holding it up like a teacher ready to give an important lesson.

“This is a penis,” explained Sloane, as if it wasn’t Haley who’d bought the thing in the first place. “Now a faggoty queer girl like you probably doesn’t know this, but most normal women know how important it is to be able to properly fellate a penis. That’s how you keep a man happy. Here, let me show you how to do it in case you ever have to…”

Sloane shoved the pussy-slicked dildo in Haley’s mouth, going back deep and fast. Her gag reflex triggered hard and she started to cough violently, Sloane not letting up until Haley pulled away gasping.

“See? Look how behind you are,” chided Sloane. “Again.”

She grabbed a handful of Haley’s hair and shoved the dildo in her mouth again, pushing it even deeper. This time, when Haley tried to pull away, Sloane didn’t let her. Tears welled up in Haley’s eyes and her stomach sucked up against itself. She spasmed and Sloane released her so she could double over with aching dry heaves, the wet coughs sounding like she was clearing pneumonia out of her system.

“Again,” demanded Sloane, waiting for Haley to pick herself up.

Haley gasped for breath. “Please,” she said. “I can’t, I can’t…”

“You can and you will, you fucking dyke.”

“Please, no…”

Having had enough resistance, Sloane grabbed Haley’s hair and forced her up. She shoved the dildo down her throat again, pumping it this time to get a gulug-gulug-gulug sound out of Haley as she bounced from not being able to breathe to desperately trying to get a hold of herself. Sloane pulled the dildo out and lightly slapped Haley in the face with it, the saliva clinging to it thick and viscous.

“See? Practice makes perfect,” said Sloane with gratingly saccharine cheer. “If all you do is eat pussy all day, you’ll never learn how to be a good girl and open up your throat.” Sloane shifted her hips forward and put the base of the glittery dildo against her crotch. “Your turn. I want to see you get this whole cock in your mouth.”

Haley looked up at Sloane, her vision blurry with tears. Sloane tapped the base of the phallus.

“To here,” she said. “Get your lips to here and I’ll give you a treat. Because I’m so nice, remember?”

Treat or not, Haley knew Sloane wouldn’t stop until she’d done what she said. Gasping again and trying to get a handle on her body’s reflexes, Haley brought the dildo into her mouth. She inched her way down it, Sloane’s freshly-manicured finger tapping the entire time, until she got to about as far as she could go without gagging. Her eyes darted up at Sloane in futile hopes of receiving mercy.

“‘Almost’ doesn’t count,” said Sloane, sounding like she was quoting some past authority figure. “Don’t make me push you the rest of the way, queer. I was just starting to think you aren’t totally pathetic.”

In a split second moment of drive and desperation, Haley forced herself down the length of the dildo. Her throat tensed up as she did and she couldn’t hold her position long, but it was enough to earn a surprisingly encouraging cheer from Sloane, who didn’t even mock her as Haley crumpled backwards into another fit of coughing and choking. Sloane set the dildo aside and stood up.

“Here’s your treat,” Sloane said as she turned around. Her fingers slipped under the waistband of her hot pink yoga pants and she rolled them down her thighs, taking her sweat-soaked panties with them. She bent over. “Eat it, you little bitch.”

Haley did not need to be told twice. She practically dove into Sloane’s warm, sweaty ass, licking her pussy from behind like she was having her first meal after months of fasting. Haley was ravenous and delirious and wouldn’t–couldn’t–stop. Sloane’s remarks faded, giving way to sighs and then moans. She picked up the mini Hitachi and revved it on, holding it to herself while Haley continued to lick for dear life. Maybe it was Sloane’s perfume or something else, but she tasted like wet jasmine and tuberose and neroli, a heady, hedonistic taste that drove Haley nuts. She licked until her tongue hurt and until Sloane brought herself to a tight, groaning orgasm, shoving her hips back in Haley’s face the entire time. Then, done with being pleasured, Sloane pulled up her panties and yoga pants and nudged Haley away.

“New rule,” said Sloane as she put her socks and sneakers back on. “You bring me my money in person, every week. To my dorm room–Carlton, 241, every Thursday night at 8. And you wear this and no panties.” Sloane held up the stainless steel butt plug with the jeweled base. “Maybe I’ll inspect you, maybe not. Maybe I won’t even be there. But if I catch you dressed any other way, there will be hell to pay. Got it?”

Haley nodded. “Yes,” she said.

“You can be more polite than that,” said Sloane. “How about: ‘Yes, Princess.’”

“Yes, Princess,” Haley croaked out.

“Better.” Sloane picked up her gym bag and went to the door. She stopped there and spoke over her shoulder: “And I think I’ve figured out an appropriate name for you too–carpet cleaner. Til next time.”

Sloane let the door slam shut, leaving Haley on her knees with her thumbs still cuffed behind her back and her face slathered in Sloane's juices. It was going to be a pain in the ass getting out of the cuffs by herself, but even worse than that, Haley was so horny she could barely stand it.


Payday

The week went by at a snail’s pace. Haley kept thinking about her secret–her former secret–that the one person who had relentlessly targeted and bullied her now knew. But of course it wasn’t just that Sloane knew, it was how she’d responded that stuck with Haley. Yes, Sloane had mocked and teased her… but she’d also egged Haley on and even toyed with her, before letting her pleasure Sloane with her tongue. Was this just a predator having some fun with their prey? Or was there something more to Sloane than Haley thought?

She considered how quickly Sloane had latched onto her. Like she knew something was different about Haley beyond the clothes and her style. Could it be? “Gaydar” was a joke today compared to how Haley heard it used to be used, but if there was any truth to it–any sense that other queer people had some mystical sixth sense about who else was gay–then maybe that explained Sloane’s interest in Haley.

The thought was intriguing, but terrifying. Sloane had made Haley miserable for months and that was before she found out about Haley’s sexual identity. What would she be like now that knew?

Thursday arrived with dread and anticipation both. Haley got ready to go over to Sloane’s dorm room, having no idea what she’d find there. She put the money she “owed” in an envelope and got dressed, eschewing her usual skirts for a pair of black jeans, just in case this was a setup–a very real possibility; it was a lot harder to pull down someone’s pants than it was to look up a skirt. Haley skipped the panties and lubed up the plug, feeling it pleasantly stretched her as she tucked it up her bottom.

On the walk to Carlton, Haley could feel the plug with every step. It was titillating and embarrassing, in an exciting way, and even though she had jeans on, Haley felt like everyone all of a sudden had x-ray vision and could see beneath the denim. She reached the dorm and went up to the second floor, taking a deep breath in front of Sloane’s door. She knocked and waited…

…and waited…

…and waited…

…and then the door swung into a room larger and darker and more maturely decorated than Haley’s own. Sloane stood there–alone, thankfully–dressed in a long-sleeved, starched white shirt, high-waisted black pants, and a long, plaid tie that hung off her full bust and went right down to her crotch. Her hair was tied up in a tight blonde bun that brought out the severity of Sloane’s features.

The thought popped into Haley’s head without invitation: Yep, this girl’s gay.

“Close the door,” Sloane said. Once it was shut she continued: “You have my money?”

Haley held up the envelope, heart pounding.

Sloane took a few steps back and sat down in one of those big, overstuffed university-issued armchairs that she had draped with faux furs to give a more elegant look. She spread her legs wide. “Put the envelope in your mouth and crawl over here with my money, carpet cleaner.”

Haley put the envelope between her lips, tasting paper, and got down on her hands and knees. She crawled towards Sloane, feeling the metal plug in her ass and the denim of her jeans brush against her cheeks and Sloane stroked the inside of her own thigh, as if petting an imaginary penis. A chuckle rose up out of her as Haley neared and when Haley was close, she got up on her knees and leaned her head forward in offering.

Sloane snapped her fingers and crooked a finger. “Bring it to me, bitch. All the way.”

Haley shuffled forward on her knees until she was right up against the armchair, Sloane closing her legs on either side of her. Sloane took the envelope and opened it up to count the money in front of Haley.

“$10, $20, $30, $40, $50… it’s all here. But I want two $20s and a $10 next time. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Princess,” said Haley, nodding.

Sloane put the money back in the envelope and tossed it on the floor, like it was nothing. She softly took Haley’s chin in her hand and looked down the ski slope curve of her nose at her.

“What to do with you,” mused Sloane. “In the right light, you’re kinda cute, in that shy weird girl way. You’d never make the sorority circuit but guys… they’re less discerning. Frat guys especially. We already know you can deepthroat a dick if you put your mind to it. I bet I could make some money off that mouth of yours. What do you think? $10 bucks a blowjob, put you blindfolded and leashed down in some frat basement for a few hours… I bet I could $300, $400 a night off your mouth.”

Haley looked at Sloane with fear in her eyes. Her bully was a lot of things, but even for Sloane this was beyond her limits. Of course, they were quickly slipping past reality and into roleplay and Haley could feel Sloane testing the waters, seeing how far she could push and have Haley still play along.

“Please, Princess… don’t make me do that,” said Haley.

Sloane stroked her imaginary member, one side of her mouth cocked into a smile. “Yes, maybe it’s better to leave your mouth free. This way the guys can hear you moan. Stand up and pull your pants down. I want to make sure you did as you were told.”

As Haley rose, Sloane tilted her head back against the armchair, clearly enjoying the show. Haley turned around and unzipped her jeans, sliding the denim down her ass.

“Bend over,” said Sloane.

Haley bent at the waist and a moment later felt Sloane’s hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks wide. Sloane tapped the jeweled base of the plug and then gripped it, testing to see how tight it was in Haley’s ass.

“This might be a little too pretty for you. We don’t want you getting a big head, carpet cleaner–unless you’re taking a few big heads to make me some big money. Maybe one a  little more appropriate for you. One that says slut, maybe. Or dyke.” Sloane slapped Haley’s ass with a firm, cupped hand. “Why are you still wearing clothes? Take them off.”

There were nerves and a little giddiness to Haley as she stripped in front of Sloane. She shed her shoes and jeans, her graphic tee, and the bra underneath it, feeling shy as Sloane looked her up and down appraisingly. She twirled her finger.

“Around again. And bend over.”

Haley turned and bent again and Sloane grabbed the base of the plug, pulling.

“Don’t let me take it,” she instructed Haley.

But that was easier said than done. Haley had to clench her ass tightly to resist, and even with herself clenching as much as she could, Sloane continued to pull, wrenching the plug side to side while steadying her grip with a hand on Haley’s ass; Haley could feel herself losing the battle, her intimate muscles stretching as Sloane wiggled and wiggled and wiggled.

“Hold it in,” warned Sloane. “If you don’t want me thinking you’re some fuck-happy slut looking for the first cock she can ride, hold it in.”

Haley moaned as Sloane wiggled the plug in firm circles, forcing Haley’s ass to open and relax for her. Her legs shuddered as Sloane pulled the plug out with a tut-tut-tut and then Sloane wrapped the plug in tissues and put it on the floor. She smacked Haley’s ass.

“Not good, carpet cleaner. Not good. If you are going to conduct yourself like a cock-hungry whore, I’m going to treat you like one.”

There was a nudge on Haley’s backside as Sloane pushed her so she could stand. She grabbed Haley’s hair and dragged her towards her desk, and only then did Haley see there wasn’t a single thing on it, the entire surface having been cleaned off before she arrived. Curious. Sloane pushed her over the desk and then patted its hard, cool surface.

“On your back,” said Sloane.

She didn’t wait for Haley to comply before she started getting things ready, clearly having started this too before Haley arrived. She pulled out a tangle of belts she’d stashed between her bed and desk and once Haley was resting in an awkward, leaned back position on the desk, Sloane lifted one of her ankles to the back of Haley’s thigh and used a belt to fasten her that way. She used another on the other side, and then two more thinner ones around her knees. Next, Sloane belted Haley’s wrists together and put them over and behind her head. Again, Sloane took her time looking Haley up and down, her eyes settling greedily on the fine patch of pubic hair over her pussy. There was something to that look of Sloane’s–not just a greediness, but an oh-so-slight lip bite too, like Sloane was looking at something she’d envied for a long time. She breathed out through her nose.

“Since you can’t control your holes,” said Sloane, unbuttoning her high-waisted, pleated pants. “I’ll control them for you.”

Under the pants Haley saw it: There was no imaginary penis, there was a real one–well, a real strap-on, that is–and it was already threaded through a leather harness that Sloane was wearing. Sloane kicked off her pants and let the dick jut out, all smooth and purple and bulbed. She started to stroke it as she stared at Haley with half-lidded eyes.

“I think we need to dress you up a bit after all,” said Sloane, letting go of the mock cock so she couldn't open up a drawer.

She took out two padded clips, the kind used to hang delicate to not damage the material, and tweezed one open, holding it over Haley’s nipple while Sloane teased it erect. Then Sloane lowered the clip on it and let it close. It pinched Haley’s nipple but was more pressure than sharp pain. Then came the other clip on the other nipple and Haley gasped with the twin sensation.

“Moaning already?” asked Sloane with a smarmy chuckle. “I do have neighbors, you know. But I'm sure we can do something about that…”

Sloane left Haley there while she went to her closet, digging around for a pair of crumpled-up, worn panties. She brought the bundle of white lace back to Haley and popped it in her mouth to gag her; Haley tasted the same tastes as when she'd eaten Sloane out, the now-familiar scents arousing her. Going back to the drawer, Sloane took out a black Sharpie and popped its cap dramatically.

“And time for a little decorating,” she said.

The writing began on each breast. “Pinch me” one read, Haley having to work out the lettering upside down, and on the other side, Sloane wrote “Slap me”, giving Alice in Wonderland -esque instructions. Sloane slapped one tit accordingly, just hard enough to make Haley yelp into the panty gag. Then she moved down to her belly and in big, bold letters wrote “SLUT”. On the insides of Haley’s thighs, Sloane wrote “Use me” with an arrow pointing towards Haley’s pussy and “Don’t be gentle”. She capped the Sharpie and put it away, leering down at Haley eagerly.

“Much better,” said Sloane. “Now everyone will know how you deserve to be treated.”

Sloane took both padded clips and turned them, as if she was tuning a radio to the exact station of when it started to really hurt. She let Haley squirm for a few moments before she turned her attention to Haley’s pussy, cupping it with her hand to feel the warmth and wetness of her.

Sloane grinned. “It feels like you’re in heat. Is that right? Rock against me if I’m right.”

Achy, bound, and humiliated, Haley rolled her hips against Sloane’s hand; she had never wanted to be bullied so much in her life. Sloane rubbed her palm on Haley, still wearing that smug grin of hers, and let a thumb slip down so that Haley could brush her clit with it. She started to roll her hips harder and felt how the belts around her legs made it so hard to keep her balance and get a rhythm going at the same time. Sloane’s thumb glided back and forth and she crooked a finger to allow it to gently dip between Haley’s wet lips, exciting Haley all the more. The desk was moving with her uncoordinated hip rocking now, getting a laugh out of Sloane.

“You’re such a deviant little freak,” said Sloane. Compared to her other insults and put-downs, this one was surprisingly void of ill intent. “I bet if I offered to let you live in my room, under my bed, so I could take you out and use you whenever I wanted it, you’d probably cream yourself…”

Haley nodded. She was beyond the point of being shy now, too horny and too high on finally getting to let her secret out that she no longer felt the weight of her long-held reservations. Sloane’s finger dipped in deeper and was joined by another, the two scissoring opening inside Haley while Sloane teased her swollen clit with her thumb.

“I’d only pull you out when I need something. Foot massage? Time to get Haley. Need to take my frustration out on someone? Time to get Haley. Want my pussy licked without even having to say thank you? Time to get Haley.”

The rocking was hard enough to make the desk thump up against the wall, the noise joined by a steady moan from Haley through the gag. Sloane wore an expression that was taunting and amused and began to stroke her strap-on again, letting Haley know what was soon to come.

“And when you went off to your nerdy chemistry and physics classes, everyone would still think you were the same weirdo freak girl in black… but underneath all that, you’d be exactly as I want you. A plug up your ass, a vibe in your snatch, writing all over you that says shit like, ‘I ♥ Pussy’ and ‘Sloane’s dyke slut’ and you would have to sit there, knowing all that was keeping people from knowing what you really are is just a few thin layers of fabric…”

A sheen of sweat broke out across Haley’s body and her face was flushed from the strain of throwing herself against Sloane’s fingers. Sloane pulled her hand away from Haley and used the wetness to lube her strap-on, rubbing its bulbed head on Haley’s glistening pubic hair, Haley looking up at her with brows knitted together and a shy-but-wanting look in her eyes. The phallus pushed against her. There was a slight pressure at first that made Haley groan. Sloane grabbed Haley’s thighs and sunk herself deeper in, going all the way slowly and then slowly out again, working to make the strap-on nice and slick. Once it was, began thrusting with a sensual, sultry roll, much more like the way a woman might ride a cock instead of how a man might try to fuck to get his rocks off as soon as possible. Or so Haley thought. Haley had never been with a guy–the closest she’d been was a clumsy makeout session years ago–but then again, she’d never been with a girl either, however this is always how she’d imagined it’d be: teasing, slow, rhythmic, like some body-entwined taboo dance.

While Haley’s head was thrown back and her eyes shut tight, Sloane reached for something else from the desk. It was black plastic paddle hairbrush and while Haley wasn’t looking, Sloane slapped the smooth side down on her inner thigh, getting her attention again. Haley’s eyes opened just as Sloane dragged the bristles down Haley’s skin, the sensation as ticklish as it was tormenting.

“Eyes on me,” demanded Sloane. “Got it?”

Haley nodded.

“Huh? I can’t hear you,” said Sloane.

“Yeff Prinfeff!” said Haley through the bundled up panties.

Sloane rode Haley faster, peppering her thrusts with the occasional spank from the hairbrush on her thighs and hips and breasts, delighting at the little flinching jumps she extracted from Haley. But once Sloane’s thrusting became too intense–this definitely seemed like the way a guy fucked now–she set the hairbrush down and grabbed Haley’s thighs for support. She nodded at Haley’s hands.

“Play with yourself,” Sloane told her.

Haley lowered her belted wrists down to her crotch and teased her clit as Sloane’s body smacked into her, the heavy thrusts making even Haley’s small breasts jiggle obscenely and Sloane’s bounce in her white dress shirt, her tie having been long thrown over her shoulder to keep it from getting in the way. Haley was on the edge in no time and looked at Sloane desperately.

“Cah I cahm?” she asked through the gag.

Sloane gave her a confused look. “What?” she asked, breaths heavy.

“Cah I cahm, cah I cahm Prinfeff?”

Sloane pieced it together: Can I cum? She huffed a laugh. “Cum for me, you pussy-eating little queer.”

Haley erupted into a back arching, muscle straining orgasm, groaning loudly into Sloane’s panties as she trembled, the strap-on buried deep inside her. She tried to keep her eyes on Sloane through it, but couldn’t–it was shatteringly intense, filling Haley’s head with a smash of color and garbled thought. She lost control of herself, shaking and moaning and writhing at the end of Sloane's strap-on, and when she finally got her senses back, she found herself looking sleepy-eyed up at Sloane, who was gently sliding the dildo out of Haley. Sloane said nothing as she got down on her knees and, with uncharacteristic quietude, started to lap and nibble at Haley’s freshly-fucked pussy.

The licks were tentative at first, the motions of someone tasting something for the first time, and then bolder, more eager, and it struck Haley in her heady state that this licking was less to try to make Haley feel good–although it did–and more about Sloane getting to explore Haley’s body with disarming tenderness. Her tongue flitted along the cleft of Haley's thighs and up to her clit, nearing it but leaving that too-sensitive part of Haley untouched. At the same time, Sloane snaked a hand down to shed the strap-on harness and play with herself, her licking becoming sloppier and more eager the closer she came to climax. By the time she was in the throes of her personal pleasure, she was burying her face in Haley, going wild with her tongue while using her nose to rub Haley’s clit back and forth.

Sloane sat back and focused on her breathing afterwards, still on her knees and out of sight of Haley. She eventually picked herself up and cleaned herself off with a towel, getting rid of her pants and fixing her look in the mirror to match her usual half-preppy, half-bitchy style. Taking another belt, she threaded it through Haley’s bound wrists and pulled them behind her head, securing the new belt on the desk’s leg. Then she dug a two-pronged vibe much like the one Haley had–and looking new, as if Sloane has just purchased it for tonight–and slotted one end into Haley’s pussy, inching the other into her ass with the help of Haley’s own wetness. She turned the vibe on.

“Be back later,” Sloane said, nonchalantly. “Try to keep your voice down.”

And then Sloane left Haley that way, going off to her Thursday night plans while Haley was teased relentlessly by the vibrator. If it was indeed the same model Haley had, it would last over two hours without needing to be recharged.

Haley wondered how long she would have to wait before the thrumming stimulation took over and her thoughts turned into a sex-drenched blur.


Breaking Point

Sloane returned some twenty minutes after the vibe had died, tipsy and in a rotten mood. As if Haley was nothing more than some tangle of wires and extension cords to deal with, Sloane undid the belts and practically ripped her panties out of Haley’s mouth. She tossed Haley her clothes.

“See ya,” said Sloane, a slight slur in her speech.

“Did something happen…?” asked Haley, feeling emboldened to speak up after their earlier tryst.

“Get the fuck out of my room, dyke,” snapped Sloane. It was a mean dig, a punch in the face in the form of words.

Haley dressed, not even bothering to take her plug with her, and slinked out of Sloane’s room, hearing the door slam behind her. What the hell had happened? She walked back to her room feeling like a popped balloon, all the kinky, unexpected fun of the last few hours suddenly turned to shit. She couldn’t even make it the whole way before she burst into tears and sat down on a stone bench on the quad, crying her eyes out as the university clock neared midnight.

The next few days were gray and stomach churning. Haley didn’t eat, she didn’t sleep, and she missed half her classes, not caring what it did to her grades, spending day and night turning the situation around and around in her head. Sloane was gay–or at least not totally straight–that much was obvious. But she was also closeted, more closeted than even Haley. Haley wasn’t sure if she’d go as far as to say Sloane was self-hating, but something was definitely amiss.

Where had Sloane gone after she’d played with Haley? Most likely out drinking with her usual clique of sorority girls and frat boys. Who knows what happened then. Whatever it was, it had soured Sloane’s mood and made her want nothing to do with Haley when she returned.

Haley couldn’t believe it. She was starting to feel sorry for the woman who had bullied a couple hundred dollars out of her by now and had treated her like trash. It wasn’t fair. How was it that the most insensitive, inconsiderate people always got to have their feelings cared for, but girls like Haley–gay little girls who didn’t want to bother anyone and just wanted to feel normal for a change–always got the short end of the stick?

“I’m so fucking stupid.” That became Haley’s mantra for the next 72 hours, the only thing she felt any confidence admitting to herself. She’d somehow let herself fall for the bitchiest, meanest, most stuck-up cunt she’d met in her life and got exactly what she deserved for it. Haley was so wrapped up in these thoughts that she didn’t even notice it when she was walking to the cafeteria one afternoon and passed by Sloane and her Greek friends at an outdoor table.

“Look, it’s the first pledge for the new sorority, Virgin Autistic Goth,” said Sloane. The guys and girls around her laughed.

Haley stopped, more out of surprise than defiance, but her hesitation gave Sloane an opening to rag on her even harder.

“Yeah, she’s desperate to get into VAG, I heard,” said Sloane. More laughter followed.

One meathead jock said, “Yoooo a lezzie sorority would be hot. Just a buncha girls going down on each other 24/7.” He made an obscene gesture with his tongue.

“Lesbians aren’t actually hot though,” the girl next to Sloane said. She had one of those fake Kardashian looks, with lip fillers and too much makeup. “They’re all dusty butch trolls. Like Rosie O’Donnell.”

Sloane’s expression sank for the slightest split second, her eyes looking glassy and uncertain. Haley caught it before she hardened her stare again and rage flared up inside her.

“And you look like a baboon’s ass with those fake ass lips.”

The guys hollered a loud “Ohhhhhh!” in unison while the Kardashian-alike seethed. “Shut your goblin mouth,” she said.

“Bet you can’t do that unless there’s a dick in it,” countered Haley.

There was another loud holler and one of the guys clapped his hands together, overcome with laughter. The Kardashian-alike stood up and marched towards Haley to get right up in her face. Without warning, she grabbed Haley’s hair and twisted, bending the smaller girl over and shoving her towards the lawn. Haley looked at Sloane who, unseen to her friends, was wide-eyed with shock.

“I’m gonna make you eat dirt, you busted bitch,” said the Kardashian-alike.

“There still won’t be as much shit on my face as there is on yours,” managed Haley.

The guys were really going nuts now, loving the chaos of it all. One of them called out for a catfight and it seems like the Kardashian-alike was really going to do what she said when Sloane stopped.

“Yo, cool it Olivia,” said Sloane. “She’s not worth getting suspended over.”

Olivia gave Haley a shove and then let go of her. She stormed back to her seat, cursing under her breath.

Haley stood there for a minute in actual defiance, staring down each member of the group and ending on Sloane. She opened her mouth to speak, ready to out Sloane there and then, but she stopped as sudden horror spread across Sloane’s face.

“Leave me the fuck alone,” Haley said as if to everyone but really speaking to Sloane and Sloane alone.

It was a long slog to Thursday. Haley barely left her room, terrified of encountering Sloane or any of her cronies again, going over in her mind again and again what she would say if such a thing happened. She debated what to do about Sloane’s “protection” money–surely that ship had sailed and would be in for hell on Earth for at least the rest of the semester, if not the rest of her time at the university. Maybe she’d have to transfer. Just the thought of that headache made her want to crawl under the covers and never come out again.

At 7pm on Thursday, a full hour before her money would’ve been due, there was a knock on her door. She cautiously crept to it and looked through the peephole, in no mood to be surprised. It was Sloane. Haley started to back away, ready to pretend she wasn’t home, and then Sloane called out:

“I can see your shadow in the peephole,” she said. “Open the door.”

“What part of ‘leave me the fuck alone’ did you not understand?” asked Haley.

Haley heard Sloane sigh and then a moment later an envelope was slipped under the door. It was fat and when Haley opened it up she saw there were hundreds of dollars inside.

“I don’t want your money,” said Haley, ready to shove the envelope back under the door.

“It’s your money,” Sloane said. “Come on. Open the door.”

Haley debated it for a few heavy seconds and against her better judgment opened the door. Sloane stepped inside, looking contrite.

“I want to talk to you,” Sloane said.

“Yeah, I kind of figured that,” said Haley. She’d had enough of tiptoeing around her bully.

But when Haley gave Sloane the chance to speak, she said nothing.

“You didn’t have trouble finding your words the other day,” spat Haley, voice dripping with acid.

That snapped Sloane right out of it. “I have a reputation, you know. I can’t just throw it away because… because…”

“Because you like pussy?” asked Haley.

Sloane exhaled through her nostrils.

“You can’t even admit it, can you? How fucking deep in the closet are you?”

“How deep am I? You’ve been running around like the loneliest girl at the dance, afraid to even look at me, and then the second I touch you make the entire legal library stacks reek of pussy.”

Fuck. So Sloane was able to smell Haley. She chewed on her lip, the call out putting her on her back foot. It took her a minute to get herself together again.

“Who cares about your reputation?” It wasn’t an accusatory question, but a probing one. “Seriously, those people are jerks.”

“They’re my friends,” said Sloane. “And you sure seemed to think I was a jerk not all that long ago.”

“Maybe I still do,” said Haley.

“No you don’t,” countered Sloane.

Whatever else Sloane was, she was right about that. “Why are you here?” asked Haley.

“Because…” Sloane mulled her words, twisting her lips from side to side as she summoned the wherewithal to speak. Her eyes drifted away from Haley and became unfocused. “...because I actually like your gay ass.”

It was the closest to an “I’m sorry” that Haley thought she was going to get right now, but she still couldn’t resist sticking it to Sloane: “I like your gay ass too.”

Sloane laughed to herself. “They’re going to rip me apart if they find out I like girls,” she said, so quietly Haley could barely hear it, yet loudly enough to make sure it wouldn’t be missed if Haley was listening.

“They’re bullies,” said Haley. “Bullies back down when you stand up to them.”

“So how come you never stood up to me?” asked Sloane.

It was Haley’s turn to go quiet. The answer was obvious to both of them, with no need to say it out loud again: Haley didn’t stand up to Sloane because she wanted to see Sloane, even if it cost her cold, hard cash and her pride.

Haley changed the subject. “I have this cool thing I’ve never used…”

“Oh, yeah?” asked Sloane.

Haley opened her “perv drawer” and dug all the way to the bottom, pulling out something she’d bought on a vape-induced spending spree at the start of the semester, when she’d first had the freedom to do whatever she wanted without fear of her parents coming into her room. It was a pair of twin collars, connected by double-ended bolt snaps, and the point of it–at least if the fancy pictures and descriptions was to be believed–was that two people could be locked face-to-face together and made to do… things. Like many of the kink items Haley had bought, buying it was most of the excitement, but for this one she might finally be able to put it to use. She showed it to Sloane.

“We, uh… we put it on, and we…”

Sloane took it from her and unclipped one of the collars. She wrapped it around Haley’s neck, buckled it closed, and then did the same with the other collar around her own neck. She took a step forward, closing the gap between her and Haley. With Sloane close enough that her breasts brushed Haley’s, Sloane fiddled with the bolt snaps, working them until she was able to get them joined at the neck, their faces so close they had no choice but to be touching chins.

“Keep your mouth closed,” Sloane told Haley.

Sloane kissed Haley’s closed mouth, flicking her tongue along her lips while she reached up and under Haley’s tee shirt, slipping her fingers underneath her bra to tease and tweeze her nipples. She took a step to the side, forcing Haley to walk with her, and then another, towards Haley’s bed, until Sloane was lying and forcing Haley to lie with her. Sloane continued her aggressive, tongue-prying kissing, fingers giving Haley a hard squeeze before sliding off her breasts and around to her back. Her nails raked Haley’s skin as she trailed down to grab her ass under her long, heavily pleated skirt possessively, savoring how Haley squirmed with her rough touch.

She gave Haley a playful spank. “Fuck me,” she whispered into Haley’s ear.

“Wh…w-what?” asked Haley.

Another spank, firmer this time. “Pretend you’ve got a cock on and fuck me,” insisted Sloane.

Haley nervously rolled her hips against Sloane, getting a rhythm-setting spank to spur her on. She imagined wearing a strap-on that was sliding into Sloane, filling her, stretching her, and it gave Haley a way to put all her frustration of the last week–and the weeks before–into something. She humped harder. And harder. And harder, until Sloane was grunting from the force of it, Haley’s face now cheek to cheek with Sloane’s so her strained breaths sounded right in Sloane’s ear. Sloane humped back and then the two were grinding against each other, pussies getting wetter and wetter. Sloane kept a tight grip on Haley’s ass and Haley, lust-drunk and wanting, ran her hands through Sloane’s thick, blonde hair, fingers pressing against her scalp.

Then Haley went to the bolt snaps and undid them. Sloane looked on in confusion as Haley took the collar off her own neck and then Sloane’s and went digging through her drawer again, this time pulling out another collar that was pink and covered in rhinestones. She set it on the bed and hiked up her skirt to pull her panties right off before wrapping the twin collars around each thigh feverishly, like a woman inspired. She handed Sloane the pink collar.

“Put it on,” she said, breathing hard.

The idea of what Haley was up to slowly came into focus as Sloane put the collar on and Haley directed her head between her thighs, clipping the bolt snaps onto the pink collar so that Sloane’s face was trapped against Haley’s crotch. She spread her legs, causing what little slack there was to tighten and Sloane’s face to be pushed into her. Sloane began to lick.

For twenty minutes, Haley eased her legs to let Sloane rest and then forced her back to service, unable to believe she was the one pushing Sloane around for a change. It felt good. Very, very good. Sloane seemed to enjoy it too and even in her compromised position found a way to exert her own power, teasing Haley to the edge before backing off, again and again and again. By the time Haley came, she was holding Sloane’s face against her, riding her perfect little retrousse nose and pouty lips like she was her own personal living sex toy. When it was Sloane’s turn to be pleasured, she eschewed the cuffs and sat right on Haley’s face

They ended up as a half-naked heap on Haley’s bed, both tasting of the other and all cuddled up like exhausted kittens. Sloane stroked Haley’s back under her shirt.

“Fuck it,” said Sloane. “Let them think whatever they want to think. I’m tired of… everything.”

“It’ll be okay,” Haley said, assuring her.

“No, it won’t. But I’ll deal.”

They stayed that way for more than an hour, stroking and petting and leaning against one another. Haley wondered about the future, about what would happen if she was really out in a place like this. She wasn’t looking forward to it. Then again, maybe it was time for a change and, like all changes, with the bad comes the good.

You just have to hold on long enough to see it arrive.

THE END

WANT MORE LESDOM EROTICA? WRITE TO M.L. PAIGE AND SHARE YOUR FEEDBACK AT: eroticawritermlpaige@gmail.com











Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...




—————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

—————————————

[image: Chastity Checkup]

—————————————

This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist


—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia














Also by M.L. Paige:
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For more happily-ever-after lezdom...

[image: The Velvet Chain]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Love is about the ties that bind.




Meet Izzy Evans, a junior analyst working 60 hours a week for an investment firm on Wall Street. Like all diligent junior employees, Izzy wants to get ahead--even if it means she has to go out and schmooze with senior bankers and executives at clubs like The Velvet Chain, a nightlife hot spot in Lower Manhattan featuring all manner of titillating entertainment.




But what the men at Izzy's firm don't know--and what she has never told anyone--is that Izzy likes the female entertainers at The Velvet Chain just as much as the men do. It's there that she first sets eyes on the copper-haired, alabaster-skinned Mistress Embers, a woman who possesses the exotic beauty and steely confidence Izzy has been wishing for her entire life.




Immediately, Izzy falls head over heels for Mistress Embers though what Izzy doesn't know is that Mistress Embers--a.k.a. Sadie Taylor--has taken a liking to her too. When all the leather and lace settles, will Izzy still be the same mousy woman working 12

—————————————

For sensually degrading lezdom...

[image: Roommate's Revenge, Slut Transformation]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

From bookworm to bimbo. Veronica’s finally had enough of Brenda’s judgy, prudish attitude. But simply telling Brenda off or humiliating her in front of the college cool girls isn’t enough for Veronica–she wants a juicer revenge. So she’ll pretend to be Brenda’s friend and subtly nudge her, encouraging Brenda to adopt slutty, airhead behaviors that will make her one of the most popular sluts on campus. However, Brenda’s transformation will come at a steep price…

—————————————

For lezdom and femdom together...

[image: Bound Boytoy for His Ex's New Girlfriend]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Lost & bound. What’s worse than getting dumped? How about getting dumped for a woman? That’s life for Alan now that his girlfriend Grace has broken up with him, all because he wasn’t daring enough in bed. But when his ex’s new lover Inge gives Alan a chance to be part of their kinky tryst–as long as he does what he’s told–he’ll surrender himself to Inge’s playful bondage and her teasing games, discovering a side of himself–he never knew existed…

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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