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  Foreword



Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net
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Chapter 1

  
  




As soon as my door clicked shut, I realized I’d forgotten my key.




It was Saturday night, and I was just getting ready to relax. All day I had been out running errands and catching up with some friends. I had a movie ready, my pjs on, and I’d realized I was out of popcorn.




I lived in an apartment building in a small city, and the great thing about my street was that there were convenience stores everywhere. I’d often just throw a coat on, regardless of what I was wearing, and run down quickly to one to get whatever I needed. Today I was so quick that I didn’t even grab my key.




“Shit, shit, I’m so stupid.” I said, tugging on the doorknob. Hoping that maybe it was just stuck. But I knew for a fact the door always locked itself automatically. It was a great feature to have in a building that had some break-ins in the past, but I always knew that someday, I would forget my key.




Frantically, I called my landlord, and there was no answer. Then I searched on my phone for locksmiths. After calling a few, I finally got a hold of one. I explained what happened in a panic, pacing in front of my door. He took my address and phone number.




“Now it’s no problem, young lady,” the man’s booming voice roared through the phone. “But I’ll let you know we are swamped. Saturdays are always busy. It will be a few hours…hopefully.”




I wanted to scream, but I could only blame myself. I thought of offering extra money, but didn’t have a chance before he started to end the call.




“You’re on the list. We’ll call you in a bit,” he ended, hanging up the phone.




In a bit. A few hours. What was I going to do? I wanted to be close to home for when they arrived, but I couldn’t sit in the hallway for hours.




I figured I might as well at least go to the store. Maybe I could stall there for a bit. I turned to walk toward the elevator when one of my neighbor’s doors opened.




A stunning woman around my age stood at the doorway wrapped in a white silk robe. She looked at me through big eyelashes, her dark brown eyes scanning my face. Her beautiful blonde hair fell down in soft waves over her shoulders. She looked as if she had stepped out of a magazine.
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Chapter 2

  
  




“Hey babe, I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to listen in, but I heard that you got locked out?”




“Yes, oh my god. I’m sorry if I was loud. I’m just frustrated.”




“No, no, it’s okay. It happened to me a few months ago. They take forever. Are you going to a friend’s house?”




“I’m not too sure yet. I was just going to get popcorn, when-” I laughed. “I’ll probably just wait at that coffee place on the corner or something.”




“Well, I have popcorn here, and I’m totally not doing anything. Actually, I got stood up. Movie date.” She laughed awkwardly. “So if you want to hang out here, you can just do your own thing or whatever. I totally don’t mind.”




I thought for a moment, not about going in, but about the fact that she’d gotten stood up. I looked at her, wondering who could do that to someone who looked like her.




“Who would do that to you?”




“That’s what I’m saying! Maybe they died.”




We started laughing, and I felt almost like I knew this woman already, and staying with her for a bit would be so convenient. I figured if it got weird, then I could always make an excuse that one of my friends had gotten back to me.




“You know what, yes. I think I’ll take you up on that, if you don’t mind.”




“What, the date? Or the offer to come over?” She smiled, and I felt my face get hot.




“Umm, I-”




“Just kidding,” she laughed. “Come on in! Oh, by the way, I’m Kendra.”




“Millie,” I replied, following her through the door.








  
  3

  
  
  
Chapter 3

  
  




I walked into her apartment and I couldn’t believe that we lived in the same building. Her place was immaculate and completely renovated. She had ignored the no painting rules, and definitely had more space than I did.




“Oh my god your place is amazing.”




“Aw, thanks! I’m actually an interior decorator.” She said, smiling. “Please make yourself at home, help yourself to the fridge, whatever. I might still watch a movie in a bit if you want to join.”




“Yes, that would be great!” I figured maybe if we watched a movie, time would go by faster and it wouldn’t be awkward. Besides, it was what I’d planned to do, anyway.




“I was going to watch this new cheesy romance thriller type of thing, since this girl was into horror movies, but I’m definitely willing to just pretend I didn’t already pay for it and watch something else.”




“Girl?” I said, feeling confused. What was she talking about?




“Yeah, the girl that stood me up. Oh sorry, I guess I forgot to clarify. That’s not like a problem, is it?”




“Oh my god, no, no,” I said, finally connecting the dots. “No, I just didn’t think that they would be, that you would be…”




“Into women?” She laughed. “It’s okay. I get that a lot.




“Sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed.




It definitely wasn’t a problem for me, because I’d never really been sure about myself. My whole life I’d dated men, but I could never quite decide about women. I could never tell if I felt attracted to certain women, or jealous. Eventually, I decided that it wasn’t worth exploring, because it would be too weird, and it was too late. I was 25, and I figured if I were to be with a woman this late for my first time, they would probably think that I was too inexperienced.




But I didn’t know what to think, especially after meeting Kendra. Was I jealous of her beautiful apartment, her perfect hair, and her gorgeous body? Or did I want her?




Not that I would have a chance. Even though I’d never dated a woman, I knew she was out of my league.




“Let’s watch the movie, since you already paid for it.”




“Don’t you want to watch a trailer for it? Just in case it’s not your thing?”




“It’s okay. My night has been full of surprises so far,” I said, laughing. “How bad can it be?”
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The movie was awful, but it was so bad that it was good. The first character to die let out such a bad fake scream that we both couldn’t stop laughing. We kept pointing out little inconsistencies, and before I knew it, we were both kind of enjoying it.




Kendra’s apartment was quite cold, but I didn’t want to be rude and say anything. But after about half an hour I couldn’t help but shiver. Kendra paused the movie immediately.




“Oh my god, I’m so sorry! It’s so drafty in here. It’s like the one thing I can’t get the landlord to help with. He gave me a space heater, but I’m always scared I’m going to leave it on. I can grab it,” she said, and got up.




“No, it’s okay! I’m fine really.”




“No, I’m getting cold too. I can just grab a big blanket maybe instead.”




“Yeah totally, a blanket is fine by me.”




She got up to grab a comforter out of the closet, and suddenly I felt kind of nervous. I’d almost forgotten in the dark how attractive Kendra was, and sharing a blanket seemed so intimate. But I knew I was being ridiculous. Just because she was into women didn’t mean she would just throw herself at anyone. Especially not me.




The comforter that she returned with was big, so I felt relieved. She climbed onto the couch, holding it open for me to scramble under with her. We still had to get a bit close, but I sat up straight, hands on my lap, stiff as a board with nervousness. I didn’t want to accidentally touch her and have her think I was being weird.




However, as the movie went on, we both shifted positions a few times. Her warm leg brushed against mine, skin to skin, and it felt like an electric shock. She didn’t say anything, and I realized she didn’t seem to care as much as I did.




The characters in the movie were staying in a cabin in the middle of nowhere. One couple in the movie, a frat boy and a gorgeous cheerleader, were alone in a room.




“Oh my god, they’re so going to get slashed,” Kendra said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.




But instead they started making out, and nothing was being censored. I could feel my breathing hitch slightly as we watched. The cheerleader took her shirt off, her perfect breasts on display, and her boyfriend grabbed her wrists and pinned her against the wall.




“God, that’s so fucking hot,” Kendra said, readjusting herself in her seat.




She was right; it was hot, and it kept going. The woman whimpered and moaned as her boyfriend handcuffed her wrists together and bent her over the bed. Seeing the woman begging and moaning made it impossible to focus. I felt a shiver through my body.




“Damn,” I said, trying to break the silence. It felt tense with both of us watching the scene so intensely.




“Fuck, that could have been me tonight.” Kendra laughed, “Well, I mean, not the woman, but the guy.”




It still could be you tonight. I wanted to say. I was shocked I’d even thought of saying something like that. Watching the scene under the blanket with Kendra was making me feel so aroused that my mind was betraying me.




“That’s so hot,” I said, not sure how to respond.




“Wait, what is? The movie or me?”




I had meant that the scene was hot, but then realized how it could be taken. It sounded like I could have been talking about how hot it was that she would be in that position, handcuffing someone and dominating them, just like in the movie.




“Both,” I said, and then wished I could take it back. What if she thought I was being creepy or something, hitting on her while she was doing me a favor?
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We watched as the masked murderer broke in to attack the couple, ending the scene before it got too steamy.




“Oooh, interesting,” Kendra said, and I could feel her eyes on me as I continued watching the screen. “Have you ever…done anything like that?”




My heart started beating faster. I was relieved that she didn’t seem to think I was being creepy, but now I was nervous. I was no good at flirting, if that was even what was happening, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t stand to change the subject.




“No, I haven’t. I’ve always wanted to, like, so badly. But it’s never really come up.”




“No way, what? You never told anyone what you wanted?” 




She had turned to face me, her leg touching mine again, and I didn’t move away. I wasn’t even sure if she realized she was touching me. Her face certainly didn’t show it, but how could she not notice? Her warm skin burned against mine.




“I mean, I have before, just once, but my boyfriend at the time thought it was weird that I’d want to be, you know, like tied up or told what to do, or whatever. He said it was too extreme. So I didn’t bring it up again.”




I turned to look at her and instantly wanted to turn away again. She was so stunningly beautiful even with her long hair up in a relaxed bun and her baggy sweatshirt over her date clothes.




“What a shame, that’d be… sorry, actually nevermind. I don’t want to be weird or anything.”




“Oh my god, no, please. Say whatever you want. I don’t mind.”




“I was just gonna say that would be so hot. Watching you get what you’ve wanted for so long…” she paused, for a moment, studying my face to decide if she could continue. “…watching you get what you deserve…”




I moved my leg closer against hers. The screams from the TV faded, and all I could hear was my heartbeat and breath as I stared into her eyes.




“What do you think I deserve?”




”Do you really want to know?” She moved in even closer.




“Tell me.”




“I think maybe… you deserve to be punished for being such a foolish little slut. Locking yourself out of your apartment, wearing only your pjs…” Her hand found it’s way to my knee and gently rubbed up the side of my thigh. I couldn’t help but moan as her fingernails dragged lightly over my skin.




“You’re right, I do…”




“You like that, huh? Being called a slut?”




I felt her hand move closer to my inner thigh, and I opened my legs desperately. I liked being called a slut because that’s exactly how I felt.




“Yes, fuck, I do,” I whined, as my thighs trembled, waiting for her to touch me. I couldn’t believe what was happening.




“God, you’re so fucking easy. I wish I knew that just across the hall this whole time was someone so needy.”




I jumped as her fingers rubbed softly against my pussy, my hips moving back against her hand. I felt like I was melting into the couch as she rubbed against me, her thumb teasing my clit as two of her fingers pressed lazily against my entrance.




“You know I’m not going to give it to you this easily, right? You’re going to have to earn it.”




She stopped moving her hand, and immediately I lifted my hips to rub myself against her. My clit was so hard it was throbbing, and I didn’t care about anything but the feeling of her skin against mine.




“I’ll do whatever you tell me, please…”




“Are you being for real right now? You’re not just messing with me, right?” She asked, but I could tell she already knew the answer.




“I mean, I don’t know what I’m doing, but fuck, I’m so turned on right now.”




“If you’re serious, I can do whatever you want. Tell me about all of those fantasies you have,” she said softly, rubbing my clit again. “We can totally stop if it gets weird or you’re not into it, but this isn’t the first time I’ve done this.”




“I-fuck, I don’t know. I’ve just always thought it would be so hot to be teased and pushed to the limit, and not able to do anything. What you said earlier about me getting locked out was the hottest fucking thing I’ve heard in my life.”




She leaned in closer, one hand still slowly drawing circles over my clit while her other hand rested on my head, pushing my hair back.




“You think that was hot? That’s the problem with you. You’re such a braindead whore that you’d let a stranger call you names and degrade you, and you just open your legs even wider, isn’t that right?” She asked, picking up speed, my legs spreading even more.




“Yes, oh my god.”




“I think I’m going to use you as my own personal slut for the night, at least until I’m satisfied. If you do a good enough job, I’ll make you cum so hard you won’t want to go home.”




She sat back and then pulled at my hips, and I followed her direction, getting up. She pulled me onto her lap, so that I was straddling one leg, and she lifted her foot up onto the coffee table, elevating her thigh between my legs. I was only wearing thin cotton pyjama shorts so I could feel her right against me. The only thing shielding my pussy was the hard seam in my shorts.




“You can start by grinding your desperate pussy against my leg. I want to see how badly you want this.”








  
  6

  
  
  
Chapter 6

  
  




She didn’t need to say anything else. I was so turned on by how she was talking to me and looking at me I would do anything she said. It kind of felt a bit humiliating, but that turned me on even more.




I found the right spot where the seam rubbed my clit just right, and even though my empty pussy was begging to be touched, it still felt good to grind. I gave her a bit of a show, but I was so distracted watching how Kendra bit her lip. I could see how intently she watched my hips and stomach moving with the rhythm of my thrusts. I brought my hands up to take my shirt off, but she stopped me.




“Wait, just one second.”




She leaned forward, her hand resting against my lower back, steadying me, and grabbed her glass of water off of the table. She sat back and took a small sip.




“Don’t be mad,” she said with a laugh, and poured the water slowly over my chest.




I wore a cropped, slightly baggy white t-shirt, and hadn’t worn a bra or even a sports bra. The water was cold and I couldn’t help but let out a moan as the water soaked my shirt and the wet fabric clung to my breasts. My nipples were already hard, but now they were so hard it almost hurt, and I wanted to touch them so badly.




The rest of the water pooled down onto my shorts and Kendra’s leg. I looked down and realized I could see right through my shirt. I wanted to wipe off the water, but the discomfort of being so wet and cold made my hips move faster.




Kendra laughed and lifted her hands to my breasts. She ran her fingers over both of my wet nipples, smiling as I moaned, thrusting against her thigh even faster. She pinched them lightly through the fabric, and then slowly, harder and harder, watching my face. The harder she pinched, the more I needed to thrust against her, the feeling making me lose control.




“Mmm, you like that, don’t you? You like a bit of pain?”




I nodded quickly, unable to find the words.




But it wasn’t enough. My pussy was so wet, but I knew I could do this all day and never be fully satisfied. I realized that was why she was making me do this.




I was just about to whine and beg for her to touch me when she grabbed my ass with both of her hands. Her nails dug into my skin, making my pussy throb even harder, and she moved me back and forth over her leg, moving her thigh against me. It felt so much better than what I could do on my own, and she was so much faster. So fast that I could feel my breasts bouncing against the heavy, cold fabric of my shirt.




“Kendraaaa, oh my god, fuck” I moaned. I had a moment of panic. Kendra, that was her name, right? But then the fact that I wasn’t even one hundred percent sure of her name made me feel even sluttier. 




Nothing could have prepared me for my night to change so drastically.




“Good girl, you remembered my name. I’m shocked,” she said, laughing. “Pretty good for a slut that is grinding on a stranger’s knee.” She laughed, and then let go of me. “Stand up.”




I did as she said, climbing off of her slowly and onto my feet. It was hard to remove myself from her, because I wanted to continue, but I knew it wouldn’t lead to anything. I was ready for whatever she had in store for me, and at this point, I didn’t really care what she did to me for me to get what I wanted.
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I followed her through her clean, perfect apartment, all the way to the bedroom. She gave me a quick tour as we walked, telling me where her bathroom and office were. I couldn’t believe how different her apartment was from mine, even though we were on the same floor.




Her room looked like a magazine, the bed in the center of the room with a rug underneath and a trunk at the end. Her room was minimal, the way a room should have been, not like mine, full of clutter and distractions. There was a set of patio doors that led out to the balcony, which in my apartment was located in the living room.




Kendra didn’t waste any time. As soon as we walked into the room, her hands were on me. She grabbed me by the waist and kissed me hard, her body pressed up against mine. Just like in the movie, she pushed me against the wall, her hands pinning my wrists as her tongue licked at my lips.




She broke the kiss and moved down my neck, her warm mouth sucking and kissing my neck roughly as she made her way down past my collarbone. She moved my wrists together so that she could pin them with one hand, and then moved her free hand to my shirt, pushing it up over my breasts. Before I had even registered that the wet fabric was up around my chest, her lips found their way to my nipple, sucking hard as her free hand played with the other.




I squirmed eagerly against her, my hips grinding desperately against nothing as the feeling from my nipples radiated down between my legs, making me go even crazier. It felt so intense that I thought for a moment that if she continued, she could even make me cum, but it still wouldn’t have been enough. I was so close, my pussy so wet that my closed legs made my clit slip between my folds as I squirmed, almost enough to make my legs shake.




She suddenly pulled away, her one hand still holding my hands tight, but she let go of my breasts. I felt her breath against my ear as her free hand rubbed light circles over my stomach.




“I wanna turn you into a fucking mess, so that you’ll do whatever I say.”




“Fuck, I am. I am a mess. I’ll do anything, please.” I begged, my whole body moving against hers, my hips reaching towards her.




“I know you said you had a boyfriend, but have you ever fucked a woman before?”




“No, no, I haven’t. Tell me what you want, I’ll do it.”




“Just tasting your lips makes me want them on my fucking cunt. I want to fuck your face until you’re begging for me to stop. I bet you’re good with your tongue, aren’t you? Lots of practice?”




She was right, in a way. My favorite thing to do with my ex boyfriend was to give him head. It felt like the closest I could get to being dominated by him. But I did not know what that would be like with a woman, and I didn’t care.




“Yes, please use my mouth. I’ll be good, I promise. Just tell me what to do, please.” 




She leaned back and looked at me for a moment, biting her lip slightly as her eyes narrowed. I could tell she was thinking and planning, and I wish I knew what was going on in her head.




Slowly she hooked her fingers around the top of my pyjama shorts, still deep in thought as she watched me. I wondered if she was trying to figure out if I was going to change my mind, but she didn’t say anything. She pulled my shorts down, and I stepped out of them, and before I’d even moved, her hands were on my skin, grabbing my ass and hips, exploring me.




“Bed. Get on the bed,” she blurted.




I walked over and got onto her big, king sized bed. Her thick duvet cover cushioned comfortably under my knees as I knelt, sitting back on my legs. She had walked over to one of her dresser drawers, looking for something. I heard a clink of metal, and saw her turn around happily, handcuffs in her hand.




She walked back toward me; the cuffs swaying lightly in her hands, hanging off of her pinky finger.




“You sure you want to go through with this?” She asked, pausing in front of me. “There’s so much I want to do with you, but I want to make sure you tell me if things are weird or you want to stop.”




“I promise I will tell you, but I want it. You make me feel so fucking good. I don’t care what you do.”




She smiled and then crawled behind me on the bed. I felt her grab onto my forearms and pull them back behind me. She put the cuffs on me, clicking them quickly, and before I knew it, I couldn’t move my arms more than a few inches.




Instantly, I could feel my nipples throbbing as my breasts jutted out in front of me. She must have somehow known, because the first thing she did was reach around and pinch my nipples in between her fingers.




“Well, you’re fucking mine now. Maybe when I’m done with you, I can leave you out in the hallway and let the locksmith take these off of you. How does that sound?”




“Fuck, that’s so hot.” The thought made me moan loudly as she tugged on my nipples. The idea of her leaving me outside of her apartment, naked and tied up when she was finished using me, made my whole body shiver with excitement. I imagined the neighbors seeing me, stripped and used like the slut that I was.
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Kendra crawled in front of me and sat back, her gorgeous long legs sprawling out of her short black skirt. 




She spread her legs slowly, watching me closely as she wriggled out of her black, lacy panties. She rubbed her hand slowly up her inner thigh, teasing me as I watched, almost salivating.




“Looks like you are just a hungry little lesbian slut,” she said, lifting her skirt.




She ran her index finger up the middle of her perfect wet slit. I needed to taste her.




“Come on.”




Kendra laughed as I tested the restraints to see how much I could move my arms. I wanted to crawl to her, but I couldn’t. I leaned in toward her, and she reached up to the back of my head with one hand, her other hand steadying my shoulder. She lowered herself to me and then leaned back again, her legs open wide. She leaned back on one elbow, propped up by her pillows, and her other hand held my hair in a fist, securing my head in her hand. I could barely move on my own, just waiting for Kendra to guide my tongue to her pussy.




She didn’t wait; her shaking legs gave away her own excitement. She pulled me down towards her, her hips grinding lightly against my outstretched tongue.




The position that I was in forced my breasts against the bed, slightly rubbing against the fabric while my ass was up in the air. The position made my pussy wetter, and combined with her hand holding my head to her slit, I was sure I could do this all night.




I moaned against her as she pulled my face even closer. She let me explore her with my tongue, and I did, lapping at her wet hole. She tasted so good, and it was even better knowing that she was so turned on by me. I wanted badly to fuck her and feel her tighten around my fingers, but being denied that turned me on even more. It wasn’t about what I wanted; it was about letting her use me however she wanted.




“Mmm, you like how that tastes, straight girl?” She asked, and I moaned against her in agreement. She tasted sweet and clean, and I couldn’t get enough of her slick pussy.




She guided me up toward her clit, and with little help, I found her hard nub. I swirled my tongue around her, watching the way her hips jumped slightly whenever my tongue passed over her. She increased the pace without me having to do anything, moving my head back and forth and thrusting her hips slightly as I licked.




I decided I’d try sucking her clit to see how she reacted. I wondered if I could make it feel as good as I thought it would. I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked, increasing the pressure and then letting go to lick her, and then starting over again. She gripped my head even harder, pulling me even closer against her clit.




“Fuck, don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop,” she moaned loudly.




I wished I could see her face as she shook around me, burying me in her pussy. I wanted to see what she looked like when she was close, so I could see exactly what I was doing on her face. My jaw was almost getting sore from moving my mouth, even though it hadn’t been that long, but the discomfort made my clit throb. The position I was in was so uncomfortable, nothing to support me except my shoulders and knees, and my breasts pushed up against the bed. But I wouldn’t stop even if she let go. I just wanted so badly to please her, so that I could see what she had in store for me.




“Yes, fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum,” she cried, her legs shaking even more now and her muscles tightening. She held my head now so close to her I couldn’t move or let go. All I could do was continue to suck her as she used my mouth to get off.




She pulled my head back, and I looked up at her. Her hair was stuck to her, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes half lidded as she panted. She helped me up, so that I was sitting on my knees again.




She smiled at me, and then rubbed her hand over her soaked pussy, wetting two of her fingers with her own cum until I could see them gleaming with her juices. She got up onto her knees as well and lifted her fingers to my mouth. I opened my lips, and she pressed them into my mouth. I sucked them, licking them clean, putting on a show as she watched me.




She pressed them deeper, in and out, fucking my mouth with her fingers. Then she pressed them down on my tongue, opening my mouth and pulling down my bottom lip. I could feel my drool running down over my breasts.




“Fuck, you’ve got such a perfect slut mouth, Millie. I could get used to this.”




She took them out of my mouth and wiped my lip.




“Me too,” I said eagerly.
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I was so horny now that I needed to be touched more than anything. Every time I felt the pull of my arms behind my back, my whole body stood on edge, my nipples and clit feeling like a heartbeat. I was so wet that I could feel it between my legs, my empty pussy begging for any contact. I almost wanted to go back to just rubbing against her thigh, because at least it was something.




“I think it’s your turn. I think you deserve something for doing such a good job.”




“Please, Kendra.”




“Stand up,” she said, getting off of the bed.




I swung my legs around and off of the bed, and stood up. I saw her digging through her top drawer again, looking for something.




“I think maybe I should fuck you just like you’re used to,” she said, and laughed.




She pulled out a dildo, one that wasn’t crazy huge, but much larger than anyone I’d ever been with. I wanted to drop to my knees and beg her to fuck me with it, my brain not having any inch of self control left. But I used whatever self control I had left to let her lead the way.


“Yes, I’ll do whatever you say, Kendra, please.”




She smiled at me mischievously.




“Follow me.”




She walked over to the other side of the room, where the patio doors were that led out to her balcony. She opened the curtains, and for a moment I thought she was going to make me go outside, where I could see the early March snowflakes gently falling in the dark.




We were on the tenth floor, so I knew nobody could see us, as there weren’t even any apartment buildings around. No one could see us from the ground, or from other balconies, but I still felt so exposed with the curtain open.




“Come here, babe,” she said, touching my shoulder and bringing me closer to the door. I could see our reflection in the window, making me feel even more on display. I couldn’t look at us together like that. It was almost surreal.




“I want you to press yourself up against the window while I fuck your brains out. Don’t worry, no one can see you, I think. Although they might hear you.” She said with a smile.




I didn’t need to be asked twice, knowing at this point I would do anything even just to feel her hand on my shoulder for longer. I almost wished someone would see me, so they could see how good of a slut I was being for Kendra. I did as she said, pressing my breasts and shoulders against the cold window.




I gasped at the feeling of the cold, not because it was too cold, but because it made my nipples harder than they’d ever been. My whole body had been so hot, so the coldness of the glass was such a relief. My forehead pressed against it and the glass started to fog up from my hot breath.




Kendra tapped my inner thigh, and I opened my legs wider, without needing any instruction. Her lips found their way to my neck, her hot breath against my skin making me melt even more into the cold glass. One of her hands gripped tightly onto my waist, her body pressing against my side, while the other hand held the dildo that she pressed lightly against my entrance.




“Is this too much for you?” She asked, her voice almost growling the words.




“No, no, it’s not. I want more, please.” My voice echoed against the glass.




She took that as a cue to push the dildo past my entrance. I opened my legs even wider, moaning loudly. 




“God, you’re so fucking wet, I can just keep pushing,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. She did keep pushing, the dildo stretching and filling my sensitive hole.




“Yes, yes, Kendra, oh my god. Fuck me, please.”




She did as I said as soon as I said it, pulling the dildo out and pushing it back inside me, deeper every time until I could feel it against my cervix. I felt so full, even just the feeling of her pushing made my legs shake. I felt so vulnerable, pushed against the window, being fucked by my neighbor.




“Do you usually let strangers fuck your face and then stretch you out like this?” She asked against my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.




“No, oh my god, no,” I moaned, as she fucked me faster. “Just you, fuck.”




“Wow, so I guess you’re just a slut for pussy then, aren’t you?”




“Yesss,” I moaned, not able to control my volume as she fucked me faster.




“You know, I wonder what the neighbors will think. We share a wall with Mrs. Kelvin, don’t we? And she’s so nosy. I bet she’ll see you later walking back to your apartment after hearing you being fucked so good all night.”




“I don’t care. Oh my god, I hope she fucking hears, fuck.”




Kendra’s hand let go of my waist and slipped down my stomach to my clit. I felt her rub her fingers expertly, finding my clit right away and rubbing and teasing it as she pumped the dildo in and out of me. It felt so good I had to remind myself to hold back, because I didn’t want it to end.




But I couldn’t hold back. Her hot body against mine, lips sucking at my earlobe, and her fingers hard against my clit now, rubbing me hard was enough to push me over the edge. I didn’t want to cum; I wanted to feel this way forever, but I couldn’t hold it if I wanted to.




I felt my legs tense, my moans getting so loud I didn’t even care if people on the street could hear me.




“You better fucking cum for me,” Kendra said in my ear, and it was more than enough to push me over the edge. 




I felt the orgasm rip through me, my juices soaking down over the dildo and her hand and onto my thighs. My clit became so sensitive as she continued to rub me, making sure I came every bit as I twitched over her fingers. She pulled the dildo out so slowly, my pussy gripping against it tightly until she pulled it out completely.




“Mmm, good girl. I wish I could have seen that from the other side of the glass,” she laughed.




I heard her drop the dildo, and then there was a slight tugging at my wrists. She unclasped the handcuffs and then dropped them to the floor as well with a loud clink. She pulled at my shoulders, bringing me off of the glass, and turned me around. Her hands explored my body, her eyes following them, as she seemed to savor me. Her fingertips glided over my skin, from my breasts down my stomach and hips to my ass, as she pushed my back against the window.




“Fuck, you’re so hot… I don’t even want to stop.”




I knew Kendra was enjoying tonight, but the idea that she thought I was hot gave me butterflies. I had kind of thought in a way she was settling for me, since her date had bailed. But it seemed like she actually was into me.




I didn’t want to stop either. I’d been so afraid to cum because I thought it would end things, but it seemed to unleash a part of me that was so hungry and desperate that I was willing to keep going.




“Me neither. I want more. This is the best night I’ve had…like, ever.”




“Me too,” she said, smiling, and then leaned in to kiss me.




She kissed me softly at first, but I felt one of her hands on my breast. She played with my nipple, and I couldn’t help but kiss her harder, like I needed it. I opened my mouth and let her explore me with my tongue as I moaned in response, her fingers pinching my sensitive nipple.




I remembered my hands were free now, too. There was no need for me to even think. I touched her immediately, my hands pushing up her shirt and finding her breasts, holding them in my hands and rubbing teasingly oven her nipples. She groaned against me and then pulled my hands away from her. Then she leaned in, rubbing her breasts against mine.




“God, you’re so hot. I think I might need to rinse you off. What do you think?”




I wondered where she was going with this, but didn’t bother to question. I didn’t care because at this point, I would do anything.




“Yes, I think you should.”
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She stood back and finally peeled off her clothes, slowly. I couldn’t stop looking at her. How was I finding a woman so hot? I couldn’t take my eyes off of her large breasts and hips, her perfectly curved body. She looked like a painting. I felt speechless, and all I wanted to do was touch her.




“Come,” she said, smiling, as if she was reading my thoughts.




She led me to the bathroom, where she had a tub much larger than the one in my apartment. The lights were dimmed but bright enough to see.




“I have an idea, kind of like a game,” she started. “I think you’ll like it, but I’m not sure…”




“I don’t care. I trust you. You’ve made me feel so good tonight, there’s not much I won’t do.”




She walked over to the tub and ran the water, feeling to make sure the temperature was right.




“Is this okay?” She asked, grabbing my hand gently and holding it under the tap.




“Yes, it’s perfect.”




“Good. Can you sit in the tub for me, against the back?”




I did as she said, climbing into the perfectly clean white tub. The tub was curved at the sides, so sitting at the back let me rest my back slightly against the angled tub, comfortably.




Kendra reached up and pulled down the shower head, moving the dial on it.




“So,” she said, sitting on the edge of the tub, shower head in hand. “It’s kind of like a game. Have you ever, like, masturbated with a shower head before?”




“No, mine’s attached.”




“Okay, well, I am going to use this on your clit, which is going to feel, well, you’ll see. I’ll stop when you can make me cum. Sound good?”




“Yes… but I’m sorry,” I said, embarrassed. “How do I make you cum?”




“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” she said with a grin.




She pulled my legs apart, using her foot to hold my thigh open. Her other leg stretched out over the side of the tub, opening her pussy up completely. I was close enough that I realized I’d be able to finger her and play with her clit with my hand. I started, not able to wait for the game to start, just happy to touch her.




She was still so wet, and I plunged my fingers inside of her, watching as she gasped slightly at the feeling. She waited a moment, letting me wet my fingers inside of her and rub over her hard clit. It was so nice to see what I was doing and watch how she was reacting.




It was as if she was letting me get a head start, which ended as soon as I went back to fingering her pussy. She let out a moan as soon as my fingers slipped inside of her and reached back to turn the water on.




She held the hard stream of water against my clit, and I knew immediately this game wasn’t fair. It felt like someone was holding a vibrator against me. I almost forgot what I was supposed to be doing, my brain turning to mush as the stream of water pulsed furiously against my clit.




“Fuck, Kendra, oh my god,” I moaned desperately as I fingered her faster. I watched as she smiled and bounced slightly against my fingers, her breasts bouncing as I curled my fingers inside of her.




It happened so quickly, but I was already close to cumming, and I knew she wasn’t. I squirmed, trying to close my legs to stop myself, but I knew I wasn’t allowed. I came hard, my body shaking as the orgasm rippled through me.




“Keep them open,” she said, noticing I was trying to bring my free leg over. My clit was so over-sensitized, my legs so tense and stiff, but I knew it would not end soon.




That was when I realized I needed to pick up the speed. I moved my wet fingers to her clit, rubbing her quickly. I watched as her face changed, her eyes almost closing and her legs opening even more. But I couldn’t focus anymore. I felt like I was floating away, the feeling on my clit so strong that I couldn’t help but cry and beg wordlessly. I wanted to cum so badly, but I needed to focus.




“What? Are you going to fucking cum again, you needy little slut? What about me?”




“I can’t, I can’t help it, fuck,” I cried, my legs shaking uncontrollably as I tried to keep them open.




I wasn’t even sure anymore if I was cumming or not, the feeling of intense ecstasy not even changing. I focused everything I could on rubbing her clit, feeling relief only when I started seeing her getting closer. Her hips moved against my hand and the shower head occasionally slipped away from my clit, the only thing stopping me from closing my legs.




“Please, Kendra, come for me, please.” I was almost screaming at this point as another strong wave rolled through me and didn’t end, my legs jumping as she pushed them open with her foot again.




Finally, I watched as her face changed and she picked up speed.




“Right there, yes, yes Millie, fuck.”




She pulled the shower head off of me as she came hard, shaking over my fingers. I felt in another universe, so overstimulated and so turned on, but seeing her cum felt almost as good as cumming repeatedly. She was so hot when she let go, her delicious moans and blushing body made me feel like I was cumming too.




She stood up, setting the shower back to the regular setting, putting it back in its holder and letting it run normally. Then she grabbed some body wash off of the side of the tub and drizzled it over my body. Her hands glided across me as she washed me, rubbing me all over, even nonchalantly grazing over my breasts and across my pussy. She got in with me, rubbing her own body against my soapy skin, gliding against me as she leaned over me.




“I’m so glad my date stood me up. You are a million times better.”




“Oh my god, me too. And also my door… I might have to lock myself out more often,” I laughed.




“Trust me, after tonight you’re welcome over here any time. It’s going to be hard enough to watch you leave.”




I was still so turned on, from the way she was rubbing my body with hers, slowly, the water dripping over the two of us. I was pretty sure I’d be turned on for days. But I felt so satisfied and so complete.
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We rinsed off and Kendra helped me stand up, my body feeling so tired. She dried me off, and then did the same to herself.




We went into her room and found some new pyjamas for me to wear, since mine were still wet from the water she poured on me. She changed as well and then we went back into the living room, crawling under the blanket. She laid back on the couch and pulled me in, holding me and rubbing circles on my shoulder as we continued watching the movie.




We talked briefly about ordering food, but before we knew it, we both dozed off in each other’s arms before we could decide what to order.




A few hours later, we woke up to the sound of my phone ringing. I scrambled off the couch and over to the floor where my jacket had fallen. I took the phone out of my pocket.




“Hello?”




“Hey there, Millie? I’m here to fix the lock, I’m just heading to your apartment. Are you around?”




“Yes, I’ll be right there.”




Kendra came over and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in close for a hug after I hung up the phone.




“Do you want me to come with you?” She asked.




“Oh my god, no, it’s okay. You’ve done so much for me already. You should go to sleep.”




“Okay,” she smiled. “You’ve done so much for me. I can’t believe how tonight turned out. You’re incredible.”




I laughed, “Um, likewise, I still can’t even think straight. I don’t think I will for days.”




“Or ever again.”




We both laughed, and she kissed me lightly. I grabbed my jacket and headed out to wait for the locksmith.




The heavy door closed loudly behind me, despite my best efforts. I walked out into the bright hallway and I wondered if the neighbors were running to their doors to peek through the peephole to see who was leaving Kendra’s apartment. To see who was making all the noise. In reality, it was 2am, and everyone was probably asleep, but I liked to think that they were looking at me, knowing everything that we’d done that night.
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