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Affair with my Lesbian Bully

The mountains were beautiful, but today my heart feels as cold as the snow that blanketed the pines. I stood on the cabin porch, hands wrapped around a steaming mug, watching my breath cloud in the crisp morning air. This annual trip with my hometown buddies used to be sacred; four days of hiking, drinking, and reminiscing without judgment. Until Andy decided to bring his new girlfriend, Marcy.

“Enjoying the view, Billie?” Her voice sliced through my moment of peace like an expensive stiletto. “I’m surprised you’re up so early. I figured hogs like you hibernated in winter.”

I didn’t turn around. “Good morning to you too, Marcy.”

I heard the click of her designer boots on the wooden porch as she came to stand beside me. Everything about her was perfect: her cashmere sweater that probably cost more than my rent, her blonde hair somehow styled despite being in the middle of nowhere, her manicure still flawless after three days at the cabin.

She leaned against the railing, and I couldn’t help but notice how her sweater stretched across her chest. Marcy had the kind of body that made men stupid and women jealous—full breasts that seemed to defy gravity, a tiny waist with a round ass, and legs that went on forever. It was infuriating.

Everything about Marcy screamed old money and entitlement. Her snow pants probably cost more than my entire winter wardrobe, yet she complained about the “rustic accommodations” every chance she got. The worst part was how she looked at me like I was some fascinating specimen she couldn’t quite categorize.

I turned away and took a long sip from my mug, trying to ignore the way my body responded to her presence. Sure, I didn’t have her polished look. My flannel shirt was worn at the elbows, and my jeans had seen better days. My short, practical haircut didn’t require an hour of styling each morning, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d worn makeup. But so what? I could start a fire with wet wood, fix an engine in the dark, and carry my own weight on a fifteen-mile hike without complaining. Could she do any of that?

“Beautiful day,” she said with faux cheerfulness. I could smell her expensive perfume even in the mountain air.

“It was,” I muttered, thinking back to yesterday when she’d “accidentally” spilled hot chocolate on my favorite shirt at breakfast. The boys had laughed it off as clumsy, but I’d caught her smirk.

The memory of her whispered “butch” comment when I’d changed into my thermal henley made my jaw clench. Or how she’d cornered me in the kitchen last night while the guys were playing cards, pressing me against the counter to reach for a wine glass, her breath hot against my neck as she’d murmured, “Careful, Billie. Your little obsession with me is showing.”

I hadn’t slept well since we arrived, replaying each subtle dig, each moment of humiliation that somehow never registered with Andy or the others. They were all too busy laughing at her jokes and offering to carry her daybag on hikes.

“You know, Billie,” she cooed, her voice honey-sweet with poison underneath, “you could really be pretty if you tried. I have some makeup in my bag that would work with your… unique features.”

I gripped my mug tighter, watching a cardinal land on a snow-covered branch. Three more days of this. Three more days of watching my friends fawn over this woman who looked at me like I was something she’d scraped off her overpriced hiking boots.

“Unique features,” I muttered under my breath as she walked away, hips swaying like she owned the place. And in many ways, she did. I thought back to dinner last night, how she’d made that crack about my flannel shirt being “so frumpy 90s mom” and everyone had laughed – even Damon, who’d known me since we were kids. Not one of them had noticed the way my smile had frozen in place.

It had been the same all weekend. When I’d burned the pancakes slightly, she’d sighed dramatically and said, “Some women just aren’t made for the kitchen,” and Andy had kissed her forehead like she was so adorable. When I’d suggested a hike to Eagle’s Peak, Marcy had pouted about the difficulty, and suddenly we were all doing the easier trail instead.

I drained the last of my coffee and stared at the empty driveway. The guys had left before dawn, eager to hit the slopes early. “Just you girls here today,” Andy had said with a wink, like he was doing me a favor. As if a day alone with Marcy was some kind of gift.

The cabin door opened and closed behind me. “I made mimosas,” Marcy announced, returning to the porch holding two flutes of orange liquid. “I figure we should make the best of our girl time.”

I raised an eyebrow. “It’s 9 AM.”

“It’s vacation,” she countered, thrusting a glass into my hand.

“What’s your deal anyway, Billie?” she asked, eyes narrowing. “You’ve barely said two words to me this entire trip.

“Nothing personal,” I lied. “I’m just here to relax.”

She laughed, a tinkling sound that somehow managed to be condescending. “Is that why you glare at me every time I touch Andy?” She leaned closer, her expensive perfume invading my senses. “Or is it that you wish you were touching me instead?”

My mimosa splashed over the rim of my glass. “Excuse me?”

“Oh please,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “I’ve seen how you look at me when you think no one’s watching.”

My face burned despite the cold. “You’re delusional.”

“Am I?” Her hand brushed against mine, sending an unwelcome jolt through my body. “I think you hate me because you want me. That’s usually how it works with girls like you.”

Something inside me snapped like a taut wire. I slammed my drink down on the railing, juice splashing over the edge.

“Girls like me?” I spun to face her, my voice trembling with rage. “You’ve been nothing but a condescending bitch since the moment you arrived. You’ve criticized everything from my clothes to my cooking, manipulated everyone into changing our plans, and now you have the audacity to suggest I want you?”

Marcy’s eyes widened for a split second before her lips curled into a smirk. “My, my. The kitten has claws.” She stepped closer, invading my personal space. “You’re cute when you’re angry, you know that? All flushed and breathless.”

“Stop it,” I hissed. “This isn’t high school. Your mean girl act isn’t working on me.”

“Isn’t it?” She trailed a perfectly manicured finger down my arm. “Your pulse is racing. I can see it right here.” Her finger pressed against the hollow of my throat.

I swatted her hand away. “I don’t want you. I despise you.”

“Hate and lust are closer than you think,” she whispered, backing me against the railing. “I’ve seen how your eyes linger on my breasts when you think I’m not looking.”

“You’re delusional,” I repeated, but my voice sounded weak even to my own ears. My back pressed against the wooden rail as she moved closer still.

“Am I?” Her breath smelled of oranges and champagne. “Then push me away.”

I should have. God knows I should have. But when her lips brushed against mine, tentative at first and then demanding, something inside me ignited. I kissed her back fiercely, my hands fisting in her cashmere sweater, pulling her against me.

Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and I moaned involuntarily. She tasted expensive somehow, like forbidden fruit. Her hands slid under my flannel shirt, cold fingers against my warm skin.

“I knew it,” she murmured against my lips. “You want me so badly it makes you hate yourself.”

I pulled back, breathless, my mind reeling. What was happening to me? My hands were still tangled in her expensive sweater, my body pressed against hers.

“I don’t…” I started, but couldn’t finish the thought. Did I hate Marcy, or had I been fighting against this attraction all along? The line between loathing and desire suddenly seemed blurred beyond recognition.

“You don’t what?” she asked, her voice husky as her fingers traced the waistband of my jeans. “Don’t want this? Your body says otherwise.”

I bit her lower lip hard enough to make her gasp. “Shut up,” I growled. “Just shut up.”

I should have pushed her away. I should have maintained some dignity. Instead, I grabbed her by the hips and spun us around, pinning her against the railing. Her eyes widened in surprise, then darkened with lust.

“You’ve been driving me crazy,” I admitted, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

“I know,” she said with a smirk that should have infuriated me but only made me want her more.

My hands found her breasts, kneading them roughly through her sweater. She arched into my touch, her head falling back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. I attacked it with teeth and tongue, wanting to mark her perfect skin. Wanting to hurt her, just a little.

“Inside,” she gasped. “Take me inside.”

We stumbled through the door, a tangle of limbs and desperate hands. I pushed her against the wall of the entryway, my thigh pressing between her legs. She ground against it shamelessly, her breathing ragged.

“God, Billie,” she moaned as I gripped her hips roughly, pinning her to the wall. Her perfect hair was mussed now, her lipstick smeared across her mouth and probably mine too.

I yanked her cashmere sweater up and over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that made my mouth water. Her breasts spilled over the cups, nipples visible through the delicate fabric.

“Is this what you wanted all along?” I panted, dragging my teeth down her neck while my hands worked at the button of her designer jeans. “To torment me until I snapped? Was this your plan?”

She laughed breathlessly as I shoved a hand down the front of her pants, finding her already wet through her silk panties.

“You’re so fucking full of yourself,” I growled against her collarbone. “Do you get off on being so mean? Making me feel like shit in front of my friends?”

Her head fell back against the wall as I pressed my fingers against her clit through the damp silk. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice husky with desire. “I loved watching you get all flustered and angry. Your eyes get so dark when you’re mad.”

“You’re such a bitch,” I muttered, but I was already dropping to my knees, yanking her jeans down her long legs.

“Maybe,” she agreed, stepping out of her pants and kicking them aside. “But I’m the bitch you’re about to fuck.”

I froze, suddenly remembering Andy. My best friend since childhood. The guy who’d trusted me to spend a day alone with his girlfriend.

“Wait,” I said, my fingers still hooked in the lace of her panties. “What about Andy? He’s my friend, and you’re his—”

Marcy’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she looked down at me, her fingers tangling in my short hair. “What Andy doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” she purred, tugging my face closer to her panties.

I should have cared more. I should have stopped. But the scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, and my body throbbed with need. I was too far gone, drunk on the power of having this perfect woman trembling before me.

I pressed my face against the front of her panties, inhaling her scent before mouthing her through the silk. She whimpered, gripping my hair tightly.

“I’ve wanted this since I saw you chopping wood the first day,” she confessed as I hooked my fingers in her underwear and slowly dragged it down. “All sweaty and intense. I wanted to see what it would take to break your control. What it would be like to get fucked by a total dyke like you.”

The word ‘dyke’ hit me like a slap, but instead of recoiling, something primal ignited in me. A slow, dangerous smile spread across my face as I looked up at her.

“A dyke, huh?” I growled, my fingers digging into her thighs. “Let me show you exactly what it’s like to get fucked by a dyke like me.”

Her pussy was perfect, of course it was. Waxed smooth and glistening with arousal. I looked up at her as I ran my tongue slowly through her lips, savoring her sharp intake of breath.

“Teasing’s not so fun when you’re on the receiving end, is it?” I asked, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue but never quite giving her the pressure she needed.

“Please,” she whispered, her hips bucking forward.

I stood abruptly, grabbing her wrist and pulling her toward the couch. “Get on your hands and knees.”

To my surprise, she obeyed without question, positioning herself on the leather sofa, her ass in the air, looking back at me over her shoulder with a mixture of challenge and desire.

I stripped off my flannel and t-shirt, then knelt behind her on the couch. I ran my hands over the perfect globes of her ass, squeezing hard enough to leave marks. She moaned, pushing back.

“You’ve been asking for this all weekend,” I said, raising my hand and bringing it down hard on her ass. The sound of the slap echoed through the cabin as a pink handprint appeared on her pale skin.

Marcy yelped, but pushed back against me. “Again,” she demanded.

I spanked her other cheek, harder this time. “Look at you,” I growled, smacking her again. “The perfect princess, begging to be spanked by the butch you’ve been tormenting.”

Her moan was half pleasure, half shame as I continued, alternating cheeks until her ass was glowing red. My palm stung, but the sight of her writhing beneath me was worth it.

“Is this why you’ve been such a bitch to me?” I asked, landing another stinging slap. “You needed someone to put you in your place?”

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing back against my hand. “God, yes.”

I pushed two fingers inside her, feeling her clench around me immediately. She was tight and hot, her inner walls gripping my fingers as I began to thrust.

“You’ve been driving me crazy all weekend,” I admitted, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that made her gasp. “Every time you bent over in those tight jeans or stretched so your sweater rode up…”

“I knew you were watching,” she panted, rocking back against my hand. “I did it on purpose.”

I added a third finger, stretching her, loving the way she gasped at the fullness.

“Are you going to cum for me?” I asked, my voice rough with desire.

“Yes,” she moaned, her arms trembling as she struggled to hold herself up. “Please, don’t stop.”

I felt her pussy tightening around my fingers, her breathing becoming more erratic. She was already close, so close, and then I pulled my fingers out completely.

“What the fuck?” she gasped, looking back at me with wild eyes.

I smirked, watching her squirm. “You think I’m going to let you cum that easily after how you’ve treated me?” I ran my wet fingers up her spine, leaving a trail of her own arousal. “You’re going to regret being such a bitch to me, Marcy. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll have cum so many times you won’t remember your own name.”

“Please,” she whimpered, her hips moving desperately, seeking contact. “I need it.”

“Beg me,” I demanded, tracing light circles on her inner thighs, never quite touching where she needed me most.

“Please, Billie. Please fuck me. I’m sorry I was mean to you. Just please—”

I plunged my fingers back inside her without warning, making her cry out. She was even wetter than before, practically dripping down her thighs. I curled my fingers against her g-spot while my thumb pressed against her ass.

“Oh god,” she moaned, rocking back against my hand.

I saw her hand snake between her legs, reaching for her clit, but I grabbed her wrist and yanked it away.

“Did I say you could touch yourself?” I growled, landing a hard slap on her already red ass.

She cried out, her back arching beautifully. “I’m sorry! Please, I need to cum!”

“You’ll cum when I let you,” I said, resuming the steady thrust of my fingers. I leaned over her back, my breasts pressing against her as I whispered in her ear. “And you’re going to thank me for every single orgasm.”

I reached around with my free hand and finally gave her what she needed, circling her clit with firm, deliberate strokes while my fingers continued their relentless pace inside her.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her whole body tensing. “I’m going to—”

“Cum for me,” I commanded, pressing down on her clit and curling my fingers simultaneously.

She exploded around my hand, her inner walls clamping down as she screamed my name. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the couch, but I didn’t stop. I kept up the pressure, riding her through her orgasm and straight into another one.

“Too much,” she gasped, trying to squirm away, but I held her firmly in place.

“We’re just getting started,” I promised, withdrawing my fingers only to flip her onto her back. Her face was flushed, her perfect hair a tangled mess, and her eyes were glazed with pleasure. I’d never seen anything so hot.

I dropped down, positioning myself between her trembling thighs, and wasted no time I dragged my tongue firmly across her swollen clit while thrusting two fingers deep inside her still-pulsing pussy. She was soaked, her juices coating my chin as I devoured her.

“Oh god, Billie, wait—I can’t—” she gasped, her hands flying to my head, trying to push me away. Her oversensitized body bucked beneath me, attempting to escape the intensity.

I wasn’t having it. I locked my arms around her thighs, using my strength to hold her in place. Her legs were trapped open by my broad shoulders as I buried my face deeper between her lips. The taste of her was intoxicating—sweet and musky and everything I’d fantasized about while hating myself for wanting her.

“Please, it’s too much,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in my short hair, alternating between pulling me closer and trying to push me away.

I growled against her clit, the vibration making her yelp. I wasn’t stopping. Not now. Not when I finally had perfect, pristine Marcy writhing beneath me, completely at my mercy.

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” she cried out as I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with my tongue while curling my fingers inside her. Her thighs trembled violently against my shoulders.

I looked up over the plane of her stomach, past her heaving breasts, to see her head thrashing from side to side, her blonde hair wild across the couch cushions. Her makeup was smeared, her lipstick long gone. She looked thoroughly debauched, and I’d never been more turned on in my life.

“Please, I can’t take any more,” she begged, her voice cracking.

I released her clit with a wet pop. “Yes, you can,” I insisted, my voice rough with desire. “And you will.”

I returned to my task with renewed vigor, lashing her clit with my tongue while my fingers found that rough patch inside her. Her back arched off the couch as another orgasm ripped through her, her inner walls clamping down on my fingers like a vise.

“Billie!” she screamed, her entire body convulsing.

Only then did I slow down, gentling my touch as I eased her through the aftershocks. I placed soft kisses on her inner thighs, watching as she struggled to catch her breath.

“Holy shit,” she panted, one arm flung across her eyes. “I’ve never… that was…”

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My own body was on fire, my jeans uncomfortably wet between my legs.

“What happened to thanking me?” I reminded her, my voice husky.

Marcy’s eyes fluttered open, a blush spreading across her cheeks as she looked up at me. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a vulnerability I hadn’t seen before. “That was… incredible.”

I couldn’t help but smirk. “You’re welcome,” I said, running my fingers along her inner thigh, enjoying how she shivered at my touch. “You take direction well when you’re not being a complete brat.”

Despite her multiple orgasms, I wasn’t satisfied. My body ached with need, my clit throbbing painfully against the seam of my jeans. I’d never been this turned on in my life. Looking down at Marcy, her perfect body flushed and glistening with sweat, her designer underwear dangling from one ankle, I knew I wasn’t done with her yet.

“We’re not finished,” I said, my voice husky and low. “I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson about being such a bitch to me.”

Her eyes widened, a mixture of exhaustion and arousal flickering across her face. “What more do you want?”

My mind raced with possibilities. I’d left all my toys at home—never imagining I’d need them on a cabin trip with friends. But I needed something more than just my fingers. I needed to fuck her properly, to make her feel me deep inside her.

“Don’t move,” I ordered, standing up on slightly shaky legs. The throbbing between my thighs made it difficult to think clearly.

I stumbled to the kitchen, yanking open the refrigerator door. My eyes landed on exactly what I needed—a thick cucumber, still wrapped in plastic from the grocery store. I grabbed it, tore off the plastic, and ran it under hot water in the sink, washing it thoroughly.

When I returned to the living room, Marcy had shifted to prop herself up on her elbows. Her eyes locked onto the cucumber in my hand, and her mouth formed a perfect “O” of surprise.

“You can’t be serious,” she said, but I could see her thighs pressing together, her breath quickening.

“Dead serious,” I replied, stripping off my jeans and panties before kneeling back on the couch between her legs. “Spread your thighs.”

She hesitated for just a moment before slowly opening her legs. Her pussy was swollen and pink from my earlier attention, glistening with her arousal.

“Have you ever been fucked with something this big?” I asked, trailing the cool, smooth vegetable along her inner thigh.

She shook her head, biting her lower lip. “No, but I… I want to try.”

“Good girl,” I praised, surprised at how much I enjoyed her compliance.

I rubbed the cool tip of the cucumber against her entrance, coating it in her wetness. My core throbbed with need as I watched her eyes widen when she realized what I was about to do.

“You want this, don’t you?” I growled, teasing her opening with the thick vegetable.

“Yes,” she whispered, spreading her legs wider.

I moved between her thighs and held the cucumber firmly at my crotch, using it as an extension of myself. With my other hand, I guided the tip to her entrance and pressed forward, watching her face as the thick girth began to stretch her open.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, her back arching as I pushed the first few inches inside her. “It’s so big…”

“Too much?” I challenged, pausing my advance.

Her eyes met mine, defiant even in submission. “Don’t you dare stop.”

That was all I needed. I thrust forward, driving the cucumber deeper inside her. The sight of her taking it, her pussy stretching around the thick green shaft, was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. I held it firmly at my crotch, moving my hips as if it were actually part of me.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. “Fuck me harder, Billie.”

I established a rhythm, pulling back and driving in, watching her face contort with pleasure each time I filled her. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and I couldn’t resist leaning down to take a nipple in my mouth, sucking hard as I continued to pump the makeshift dildo into her.

“You like being filled up, don’t you?” I panted against her breast. “Being stretched open and fucked like this?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, her hips rising to meet my thrusts. “I’ve never… never felt so full.”

I angled the cucumber slightly upward, making sure it hit her g-spot with each stroke. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her head thrashing from side to side.

I grabbed her thighs and pushed them wider apart, my nails digging into her soft flesh as I drove the cucumber deeper inside her. The power I felt was intoxicating—watching this woman who’d tormented me, who’d looked down on me all weekend, now writhing beneath me, begging for more.

“Take it all,” I demanded, thrusting harder, watching her eyes roll back. “You wanted the butch to fuck you? This is what you get.”

“Yes,” she cried out, her body jerking with each thrust. “Oh god, Billie, don’t stop!”

I was drunk on dominance, on the sight of her perfect body responding to my every move. Her designer bra was still hanging off one arm, her expensive perfume now mixed with the raw scent of sex. I’d reduced this polished princess to a quivering mess, and I’d never been more turned on in my life.

“Look at you,” I growled, angling the cucumber to hit that spot inside her that made her scream. “Taking it so well. Is this what you needed all along? Someone to put you in your place?”

Her hands flew to her breasts, pinching her own nipples as she arched beneath me. “Yes! Fuck me harder!”

I obliged, driving into her with punishing force, feeling the resistance of her body give way to slick heat. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the cabin, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

“I bet Andy can’t fuck you like this,” I taunted, rotating the cucumber slightly with each thrust. “I bet he can’t make you scream like I can.”

“No,” she gasped, her eyes flying open to meet mine. “Nobody’s ever fucked me like this.”

Her admission sent a surge of satisfaction through me. My own clit throbbed painfully, desperate for attention, but I ignored it. This was about power. About showing this woman exactly what I could do to her.

I watched her face intently, slowing my pace deliberately. Each slow thrust revealed more of the cucumber before I pushed it back inside her, mesmerized by how her body accommodated its thickness. Her pussy lips stretched beautifully around the green shaft, glistening with her arousal. The sight was hypnotic.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I murmured, rotating the makeshift dildo slightly as I pulled it almost all the way out, then slid it back in with agonizing slowness. “Look at how your pussy just swallows it up.”

Marcy whimpered, her hips bucking upward, trying to force a faster pace. “Please, Billie. Don’t tease me.”

I reached down, my thumb finding her swollen clit. I circled it lightly, barely making contact.

“More,” she gasped, her hips bucking upward.

“No,” I whispered, keeping my touch featherlight. “I think I like watching you squirm.”

I continued the slow, torturous thrusts with the cucumber while my thumb barely grazed her clit, applying just enough pressure to tease but not enough to satisfy. The power was intoxicating; having this woman who’d looked down on me now completely at my mercy.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need to cum again.”

“Do you?” I asked, slowing my thrusts even more, making her feel every inch as I dragged the cucumber almost all the way out before pushing it back in with deliberate patience. My thumb flicked across her clit in quick, light touches that made her whole body jerk.

“Yes! God, yes!” Her fingers twisted in the couch cushions, knuckles turning white.

“I don’t know,” I said, enjoying every second of her desperation. “Maybe you should apologize first. For all those little comments. For making me feel like shit in front of my friends.”

Her eyes flew open, wild with need. “I’m sorry,” she gasped as I pressed my thumb against her clit for one brief, tantalizing moment before returning to barely-there touches. “I’m so sorry for being a bitch to you.”

“And?” I prompted, twisting the cucumber slightly as I pushed it in deeper.

“And for making fun of your clothes,” she panted, her chest heaving with each breath. “For spilling that hot chocolate on purpose. For calling you butch like it was an insult.”

I rewarded her confession with slightly more pressure on her clit, circling it with purpose now, but still not giving her what she needed.

“Keep going,” I demanded, maintaining the slow, deep rhythm with the cucumber.

“I was jealous,” she admitted, her voice breaking as I flicked her clit again. “Of how comfortable you are with yourself. How everyone respects you. I wanted your attention, and I didn’t know how else to get it.”

Something shifted in my chest at her words, but I pushed the feeling aside. This wasn’t about emotions; this was about power and release.

“Please, Billie,” she whimpered, her hips writhing beneath me. “I can’t take anymore. Please let me cum.”

I suddenly stopped, pulling the cucumber out completely. Her body clenched around nothing, and she let out a frustrated cry.

“What the—why did you stop?” she demanded, propping herself up on her elbows, face flushed and hair wild.

I smirked, running my hand possessively down her thigh. “If you want to cum again, you’re going to have to work for it.”

“What do you mean?” Her voice was breathless, desperate.

“Stand up,” I commanded, moving to sit on the couch.

She looked confused but complied, her legs shaky as she rose. I positioned myself in the center of the couch, legs spread, and held the slick cucumber upright at my crotch.

“You want to cum?” I asked, stroking the makeshift dildo with one hand. “Then ride it.”

Her eyes widened, darting between my face and the cucumber I was holding firmly at my groin. “You can’t be serious…”

“Dead serious,” I replied, patting my thigh with my free hand. “Back facing me. I want to watch that perfect ass bounce while you fuck yourself on it.”

A blush spread across her chest and up her neck, but I could see the desire in her eyes. She bit her lip, considering for just a moment before turning around.

“That’s it,” I encouraged as she backed up between my spread legs. “Now lower yourself onto it. Slowly.”

Marcy reached between her legs, positioning herself over the cucumber. I held it steady as she began to sink down, a long, low moan escaping her lips as the thick shaft stretched her open again.

“Fuck,” she gasped as she took the first few inches. “It feels even bigger this way.”

I wrapped my free arm around her waist, steadying her as she continued to lower herself. “Take it all,” I whispered against her back, placing open-mouthed kisses along her spine. “Show me how badly you want to cum.”

Her thighs trembled as she sank fully onto the cucumber, her ass coming to rest against my pelvis. I could feel the heat of her body against mine, her back slick with sweat as it pressed against my breasts.

“Now move,” I commanded, keeping the cucumber firmly in place. “Fuck yourself on it.”

She began to rise and fall, tentatively at first, then with increasing confidence. The sight of her perfect ass bouncing up and down as she impaled herself on the thick shaft was mesmerizing. I kept one hand on the base of the cucumber, the other moving to grip her hip, guiding her movements.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, my voice husky with desire. “Ride it like you mean it.”

She leaned forward slightly, changing the angle, and cried out as the cucumber hit her g-spot. “Oh god, right there!”

Marcy found her rhythm, her body moving with growing confidence as she rode the cucumber. Her movements became more fluid, more purposeful as she worked herself on the makeshift dildo. Her head fell back against my shoulder, blonde hair tickling my neck as she bounced with increasing abandon.

“God, yes,” she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “It’s so deep this way.”

I watched, mesmerized, as her body rose and fell. The sight of her taking control of her pleasure while still being completely at my mercy sent waves of arousal through me.

“Look at you,” I whispered in her ear, my voice husky. “Fucking yourself so well on that cucumber. Such a good girl.”

“Billie,” she gasped, my name falling from her lips like a prayer. “Oh god, Billie.”

Her desperate moans of my name sent electricity down my spine. I tightened my grip on her hip, helping guide her movements.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, nipping at her earlobe. “Show me how badly you want to cum. Work for it.”

She reached down between her legs, fingers seeking her clit, but I caught her wrist.

“No,” I commanded, pulling her hand away. “You don’t get to touch yourself yet.”

She whimpered in frustration but didn’t argue, instead channeling that energy into riding the cucumber with renewed vigor. Her thighs strained with effort as she bounced faster, taking the full length with each downward motion.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I need to cum.”

“Earn it,” I growled, biting the juncture where her neck met her shoulder. “Show me how desperate you are.”

Marcy moaned, her movements growing frantic. Sweat glistened on her skin as she worked herself on the thick shaft, her breathing ragged. I could feel her trembling against me, so close to the edge.

“Tell me how it feels,” I demanded, my free hand sliding up to cup her breast, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

“Full,” she gasped, grinding down hard. “So fucking full. I’ve never—ah!—never felt anything like this.”

Her confession sent a surge of satisfaction through me. I twisted her nipple harder, making her cry out.

“And who’s making you feel this way?” I asked, my voice low and dangerous in her ear.

“You are,” she moaned, her hips moving in desperate circles now. “You, Billie. Only you.”

I rewarded her with a gentler touch, rolling her nipple between my fingers as my other hand kept the cucumber firmly in place. I could feel her getting close, her movements becoming erratic, her moans higher-pitched.

“That’s right,” I purred, my lips against her ear. Without warning, I slid my hand between her trembling thighs, finding her swollen clit with practiced ease. I circled it firmly with my middle finger, applying the perfect pressure.

“Cum for me now, Marcy,” I commanded, my voice thick with authority. “Let go and fucking cum on this cucumber while I touch you.”

She shattered instantly, her body convulsing as my fingers worked her clit with confident, relentless strokes. Her inner walls clenched around the makeshift dildo as she screamed my name, her head thrown back against my shoulder, throat exposed and vulnerable.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, not letting up on her clit even as her body bucked wildly against mine. “Give me everything.”

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure wracking her perfect body as I held her firmly against me. I could feel her juices running down the cucumber, coating my hand and thighs as she came harder than before, her muscles spasming uncontrollably.

When she finally started to come down, gasping for breath, I didn’t stop. I kept rubbing her oversensitive clit, my movements now slower but no less deliberate.

“No more,” she pleaded weakly, trying to squirm away. “I can’t take another one.”

“Yes, you can,” I insisted, my voice brooking no argument. “And you will. You’re going to cum again for me right now.”

Her body was so responsive, so primed from multiple orgasms that it took almost nothing to push her over the edge again. My fingers worked her clit expertly as I whispered filthy encouragements in her ear, telling her how beautiful she looked coming apart for me, how perfect her body felt against mine.

“Oh god, Billie!” she cried out as another orgasm ripped through her, this one so intense that her entire body went rigid before collapsing boneless against me.

I finally relented, gently easing the cucumber out of her and tossing it aside. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her body still trembling with aftershocks. I wrapped both arms around her waist, holding her steady as she struggled to catch her breath.

For several moments, we stayed like that, Marcy’s back pressed against my chest, both of us breathing heavily. My own need had reached a painful intensity, my clit throbbing desperately for attention after watching her come undone so completely.

“My turn,” I growled, gently pushing her off me. My voice sounded strange to my own ears—rough and commanding in a way I’d never heard myself speak before.

Marcy turned to face me, her perfect makeup completely ruined, her hair a wild tangle around her flushed face. Something about seeing her this way, completely disheveled because of me, sent another rush of heat between my legs.

“On your knees,” I ordered, positioning myself on the edge of the couch. “Now.”

Her eyes widened, but she didn’t hesitate. She slid gracefully to the floor, positioning herself between my spread thighs, looking up at me with an expression that was both submissive and eager.

“I need your mouth,” I told her, leaning back and spreading my legs wider. I was so wet I could feel it soaking the couch beneath me. “Show me what that smart mouth of yours is really good for.”

Marcy licked her lips, her eyes locked on my exposed pussy. “I’ve never… with a woman before,” she admitted, her voice small.

I tangled my fingers in her blonde hair, pulling her face closer. “Then it’s time you learned.”

I guided her head between my thighs, gasping as her warm breath hit my sensitive flesh. My entire body was wound so tight I felt like I might snap. After watching her cum multiple times, after dominating her so thoroughly, I needed release with an urgency that bordered on pain.

“Lick me,” I commanded, tightening my grip in her hair. “Taste what you’ve done to me.”

She hesitated for just a moment before extending her tongue, taking a tentative swipe through my pussy lips. The sensation, even that light touch, made me hiss with pleasure. I was so sensitive, so ready.

“More,” I demanded, pulling her closer.

Marcy grew bolder, her tongue exploring me with increasing confidence. She moaned against me, the vibration sending shivers up my spine.

“God, you taste amazing,” she murmured against me, her hands gripping my thighs to steady herself.

I looked down at her, this perfect woman on her knees before me, her face buried between my legs, and felt a surge of power unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Her tongue found my clit, circling it experimentally, and my hips bucked involuntarily.

“Yes, right there,” I gasped, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Just like that.”

She was a quick learner, responding to my body’s cues with growing skill. Her tongue flattened against my clit, providing the perfect pressure as she lapped at me with increasing enthusiasm.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair, tightening my grip until she gasped against my flesh. The sensation sent electricity shooting through me.

“That’s it,” I growled, yanking her head back just enough so she could see my face. “Look at me while you eat my pussy.”

Her blue eyes locked with mine, dark with desire and something else—submission. It was intoxicating seeing her this way, on her knees, her perfect face between my thighs, waiting for my command.

“You’re going to make me cum with that pretty mouth,” I told her, my voice thick with dominance I never knew I possessed.

I guided her face back to my clit, using her hair as reins. She moaned against me, the vibration making my hips buck involuntarily.

“That’s right,” I hissed, grinding against her face. “Use your tongue. Faster.”

I began rolling my hips, setting the pace, fucking her face with deliberate strokes. Her tongue flattened against my clit as I moved, giving me the perfect friction. The wet sounds of her mouth on me filled the cabin, punctuated by her muffled moans.

“God, you look so good with your face buried in my pussy,” I panted, watching her through heavy-lidded eyes. “Is this what you wanted all along? To be put in your place?”

She hummed an affirmative against me, the vibration sending sparks through my core. Her hands gripped my thighs tightly, not to push away but to steady herself as I rocked against her mouth.

“Such a good little princess,” I taunted, increasing the pace of my hips. “Taking it so well.”

Marcy responded by sucking my clit between her lips, applying just the right pressure to make me see stars. For a novice, she was learning quickly, taking cues from my body’s reactions and the tightness of my grip in her hair.

“Fuck,” I gasped, feeling the tension building at the base of my spine. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I could feel my orgasm approaching, my thighs beginning to tremble. I tightened my grip in her hair, holding her firmly in place as my hips moved with increasing urgency.

“I’m going to cum on your pretty face,” I warned, my voice breaking with need.

She moaned in agreement, her eyes still locked with mine as her tongue worked feverishly against my clit. The sight of her, this woman who’d tormented me all weekend, now eagerly pleasuring me was too much.

My orgasm hit with the force of an avalanche. White-hot pleasure coursed through me as I cried out, grinding shamelessly against her face. My thighs clamped around her head, trapping her in place as waves of ecstasy washed over me. I couldn’t control myself anymore, just rutting against her like an animal in heat, using her beautiful face for my pleasure.

“Fuck, Marcy,” I gasped, my fingers tangled in her hair, pushing her harder against my pussy. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop.”

She moaned against me, the vibration sending another jolt through my already sensitive clit. Her hands gripped my ass, encouraging my movements as I rode out my climax against her eager tongue.

I looked down and nearly came again at the sight—Marcy’s eyes closed in bliss, her face glistening with my pussy juices, completely surrendered to my needs. My hips bucked involuntarily as her tongue continued its relentless attention.

“That’s it,” I panted, rolling my hips in slow circles now as the intensity began to ebb. “Lick it all up. Every drop.”

Marcy’s eyes fluttered open, meeting mine with a hunger that made my stomach clench. She gave my pussy one long, deliberate lick from entrance to clit that had me shuddering all over again.

“You taste so fucking good,” she whispered against my thigh, planting soft kisses there while I caught my breath. “I could do this all night.”

I looked down at her, my chest heaving, my body still tingling from the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced. There was something so satisfying about seeing her like this; her perfect face smeared with my arousal, her expensive hair a tangled mess, those blue eyes looking up at me with newfound respect.

I reached down and traced my thumb across her swollen lower lip, smearing the wetness there. “Who’s the dyke now?” I growled, a deep laugh rumbling from my chest.

Marcy’s lips curled into a knowing smile as she leaned into my touch. “Still you,” she whispered, turning to place a kiss on my palm. “But I’m starting to see the appeal.”

We stared at each other for a long moment, the air between us charged with something new, something beyond the hatred and lust that had driven us to this point. I knew without either of us saying it that this wasn’t going to be a one-time thing. The thought of maintaining our antagonistic facade in front of the guys while secretly fucking each other senseless made my pulse race all over again.

“The guys will be back in a few hours,” I said, my voice still husky from exertion. “We should clean up.”

Marcy nodded, but made no move to get up from between my thighs. Instead, she leaned forward and placed a surprisingly tender kiss on my inner thigh. “This changes things,” she murmured against my skin.

“Does it?” I asked, trying to sound casual despite the way my heart hammered in my chest.

She looked up at me, her expression uncharacteristically vulnerable. “You know it does.”

I ran my fingers through her tangled blonde hair, gentler now than I had been before. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I guess it does.”

Marcy rose to her feet, wincing slightly. I felt a surge of pride knowing I was responsible for her discomfort. She stretched like a cat, completely unself-conscious about her nudity now. I couldn’t help but admire her body, the red marks my hands had left on her perfect ass, the slight tremor in her legs that betrayed how thoroughly I’d worn her out.

“I’m going to shower,” she announced, gathering her scattered clothes. “Care to join me? We could both use some cleaning up.”

The invitation in her eyes was unmistakable. I glanced at the clock—we had time before the guys returned from their ski trip. Plenty of time.

“Lead the way,” I said, rising from the couch on slightly unsteady legs.

As she turned and walked toward the bathroom, hips swaying with deliberate provocation, I knew we were crossing a threshold. Whatever this was between us, hate, lust, something more complicated…it had only just begun.
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All of Janessa’s previous shorts in one massive bundle! Available in e-book & paperback.

This 16 story lesbian mega bundle has everything you’ve ever dreamed of in your wildest fantasies. From shy, closeted woman daring to explore their first taste of another woman, to taboo age gap fantasies where older women teach their younger lovers exactly how incredible pleasure can be, to the intoxicating thrill of BDSM that pushes boundaries and shatters inhibitions—every page will leave you dripping in sapphic bliss.

[image: Trapped with my Lesbian Crush]

Trapped with my Lesbian Crush

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FTSRTLJW

Shy, small-town Amy has been secretly crushing on the cool, tattooed punk girl in her building for weeks, convinced someone like Gwen would never notice her. Gwen has noticed, and she’s determined to not let Amy hide from what she so desperately wants anymore.
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Penny is quiet, shy, and barely two weeks into working for the glamorous influencer who everyone online worships. Brooke is bold, magnetic, and used to getting exactly what she wants—and tonight, what she wants is Penny.

One confession changes everything. The boyfriend? Fake. The brand? A façade. Behind closed doors, Brooke is hungry, restless, and ready to break all her own rules. And when she finally pulls her nervous assistant into her lap, Penny learns just how dangerous it feels to be seduced by her famous, untouchable boss.
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