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Light
gleamed off the skin-tight black latex sleeveless bodysuit she
wore, showing off her gorgeous curves. Her long blond hair hung
loose down to her shoulder-blades, her full red lips pouted at
catching sight of me looking at her. I could almost feel her eyes
sliding down my own short red latex dress and down my smooth legs
to my black PVC stiletto boots. Her eyes flicked up to my crotch
and I knew she was wondering if I wore anything underneath. Her
quick breaths made her breasts rise and fall, straining against the
tight black material. I’d enjoy playing with them. With
her.

Slowly I
stalked towards her, my heels clicking on the hard floor, watching
her nervously lick her lips. She knew what she was in for, what she
desperately wanted – me to take her to levels of pleasure she
hadn’t known existed before our first session last week. But I had
a surprise for her this time.

I walked
round her, taking in the sweet curve of her ass cheeks, her full,
firm breasts, the way her excited nipples pushed against the
skintight material, her blond hair contrasting with the black
latex, the handcuffs securing her arms behind her back.

A chain
around her sweet ankles secured to a floor-ring meant she couldn’t
walk in her black stiletto heels, only move her legs apart - just
how I wanted it.

The
bodysuit she wore had a front zip that went all the way from her
throat down to between her legs. I stood in front of her, looking
into her eyes, letting her know she was in my presence. I loved
doing this to subs – showing them I was in charge, that their
pleasure depended on my giving it to them.

Turning
my back on her I walked over to the wall of my personal BDSM
dungeon and brought back a metal chair, placed it in front of her,
then sat in it. Crossing my legs I straightened out a stiletto boot
towards her.

“Do you
want to be my bitch?” I asked.

A flush
came to her cheeks. She knew exactly what she wanted, but the shame
of her deepest desires prevented her from saying it out
loud.

I’d let
it go, this once. But she needed to know her place. “Get on your
knees and lick my boot.”

She
hesitated momentarily then, with her arms held behind her back
carefully got onto her knees in front of me. Her pink tongue came
out from between her red lips and she gently licked the shiny black
PVC of my stiletto boot.

“Suck
the heel.”

She
glanced at me then moved her head so her mouth was in line with the
stiletto heel. Her kissable lips opened and she slowly took it into
her mouth.

I let
her slowly slide it in and out, watching it get wet with her
saliva. I could imagine her lips against my own lips, against my
breasts, against my clit. Could she smell my own musky excitement?
Time to move on.

“Good,
girl. Now stand up.”

I
watched as she obediently struggled back to her feet.

Getting
up from the chair I replaced it back against the wall and then
walked up to her, so close that my own latex-encased nipples gently
rubbed against hers. She shivered. She was hot, and I was going to
make her hotter. Her scent mixed with the latex smell, exciting me.
I wanted to lick her all over, but didn’t want to rush
things.

I leant
forwards as if heading in for a kiss, she bent her head to one side
in anticipation, but I stopped just out of her reach. Close enough
to feel her excited breath, but not so that our lips could touch.
She gave a quiet moan of frustration.

I
brought my hands up to show her what I held - a black latex choker
with ‘bitch’ picked out on in diamante stones.

“Do you
want to be my bitch?” I whispered.

She
looked down, again fighting against the shame of her needs and
desires.

“Yes,”
she almost silently breathed out.

“Louder.
Do you want to be my bitch?”


“Yes.”

“Say
it.”

“I want
to be your bitch.”

“Good
girl.”

My hands
went round her smooth neck and fastened the choker around it. I
raised her chin with my forefinger and brushed my lips against
hers. Her tongue darted out nervously licking her own lips, then
she coyly glanced up into my eyes, her long black lashes
accentuating her beauty, knowing she was my bitch.

I wanted
to feel her breasts so I brushed my left hand against her soft
blond hair then, reaching behind her head, grabbed a handful and
pulled her head back exposing her smooth neck and the black choker
around it. She gave a little cry and I pressed my right forefinger
against her soft red lips, quietening her. She opened them slightly
and the tip of her tongue gently licked it. She wanted me. So
much.

Still
looking into her eyes I stroked her neck with the back of my
fingers, feeling her nervously swallow, then down over her firm
left breast. Her already hard nipple got harder as one after
another of my fingers forced it down, only for it to spring back
up.

Her body
gave a shiver and she closed her eyes as the feelings washed
through her. I knew where they’d end up, as I could already smell
her musky scent. It made me excited, and I jerked her head back to
hide my own sensuous shiver of delight, and to show her she was
under my total command.

I moved
my right hand over the smooth black latex around behind her and
quickly slapped her left ass cheek. She gave a cry of surprise and
her eyes opened as she jerked against me, pushing her breasts
against mine. They were firm, and just pleading me to play with
them.

Another spank and she opened her lips wanting me to kiss
her, begging me
to kiss her.


“Please,” she whispered, sounding almost frightened as if I
wouldn’t.

But I
wasn’t going to obey her. Instead I brought my right hand up and
let her eagerly lick my fingers, her warm, wet tongue playing with
them. I could imagine her lips against the more sensitive ones
between my legs, her tongue giving me so much pleasure. That would
come later.

I took
hold of the zip lying in the base of her throat and slowly drew it
down. How firm were her breasts? How soft the skin? How red would
they go when I used my crop on them?

With her
arms held behind her back her breasts were already forcing
themselves against the shiny skintight black latex. I let go of the
zip when it was in line with her nipples and breathed in the humid
air released from her cleavage.

Freeing
her hair I stroked the tops of her pert breasts with both hands,
feeling the soft smooth skin, then started pinching it between my
thumb and forefinger, watching the faint red marks slowly fade. She
squirmed, trying to get away from the pain, but there was no escape
from me. Her red lips opened and she gave little gasps of pain with
each of my pinches.

I
stopped and walked behind her, standing with my legs against the
backs of hers. I was slightly taller than her in my stiletto boots
so her secured hands pressed against my own hot sex.

With one
hand I reached round, sliding it over the smooth latex and found
the zip, then resumed slowly pulling it down, while I wound the
other into her blond hair and turned her head to look at one of the
many mirrors my dungeon had. The one I forced her to look at showed
what I was doing – teasingly releasing her pert breasts. I slowed
and then let go of the zip as the dark aureoles around her nipples
came into view – I wanted her hard nubs to feel the release of the
taut latex against them.

The
mirror showed her nipples slowly being pulled apart by the friction
against the latex, then she gave a gasp as they suddenly sprang
back as the top of her bodysuit opened.

Letting
go of her hair I slid both hands around her pert breasts and
stroked them from their base to the hard nipples, feeling the soft
skin and hard nubs. She leant back against me, her head on my
shoulder. She cried out as I grabbed her breasts and cruelly
squeezed them, digging my fingers into their firmness.

I let
them go and slapped the underside of her right breast, then her
left, feeling them bounce them back into my hands. She cried out
with each slap on her sensitive skin.

This was
but the start.

After
another painful grasp I let them go and walked over to where I kept
my whips and paddles and crops. I felt her eyes on me, wondering
which one I’d select to punish her with.

She gave a little gasp of fright as I picked up the short
crop and some plastic clothes pegs. She knew her breasts would be
in for a lot of action, as they had been the first time she’d
experienced what I could make her feel.

Walking back to her I put the pegs into a little breast
pocket I had on my tight red latex dress and flexed the crop
between my hands, showing her how bendy it was, how much spring it
had.

Her full red lips were slightly open and her breasts quivered
delightfully with anticipation. I stood in front of her and slowly
stroked the crop from her cleavage over her left nipple and used it
to push the latex bodysuit off it to
reveal its full beauty. Then I repeated the action with her right
breast.

I bent
forwards and slowly ran my tongue from the base of her right breast
up to her nipple. Gently I played with it, pushing it from side to
side, up and down, then, pursing my lips around it, sucked it,
feeling it in my mouth, rubbing my tongue against its
hardness.

Her body
quivered with pleasure, then I took the hard nub between my teeth,
gently biting it, and pulled it towards me.

I
released it and she gave a gasp as it snapped back. Then I moved to
her left breast and repeated the lick and suck and bite and
release.

Her
excited nipples pointed straight towards me and, holding the crop
in my right hand, I stuck the top of it between her breasts,
enjoying the look of excitement and fear on her face as she knew
exactly what I planned to do, and that she couldn’t do anything
about it.

“What
are you?” I asked.

“Your
bitch,” she whispered, fear coloring her voice.

I nodded
and gently moved the crop side to side, making her pert breasts
wobble. Slowly I increased the speed and began slapping the crop
against the inside of her breasts. She grit her teeth and her whole
body trembled as the mix of pleasure and pain washed through her.
The slapping sounds echoed around my dungeon.

Faint
red marks began to show on the insides of her breasts and I
stopped. Her breathing was quick, her head hung down, her blond
hair cascading over her shoulders.

I
reached forwards grabbed her right nipple and quickly twisted it. A
shot of pain flashed through her and she flung her head back with a
cry.

I was in
charge, and she knew it.

With a
backhand the crop slapped the outside of her right breast, then I
followed up with one to her left breast.

Moving
close behind her I slid my left arm around her gorgeous body and
pinched her left nipple, using it to lift her breast up, then began
cropping the underside of her left breast. She cried out and her
body jiggled against mine with each slap of my crop on her
sensitive breast skin.

I
stopped and, as I like to do things equally, I moved behind her so
that my left hand could reach her right nipple. But before taking
hold and lifting it up I played with it, toying with her, taking it
between my fingers and letting it go, so she wouldn’t know when I’d
begin cropping the underside of her breast. It was almost a relief
for her when I did actually use it to lift her breast up and
punished the underside of it with my crop, reddening the soft
skin.

I
stopped and her head hung down again. I gripped her sweaty blond
hair pulling her head back and hissed, “Open!” She opened her mouth
and I stuck the shaft of the crop in so she’d hold it for
me.

I walked
round to her front to see how her punished breasts looked. The
redness was slowly fading and I took my time gently stroking them,
running my hands over her sensitive nipples. They looked so
delicious I decided to lick and suck them again.

I knew what she did for a living – she was one of those adult
TV chat girls wearing lingerie or short, shiny dresses, waiting for
men to pay to call them and talk dirty. But we both knew what she
really needed was the female touch to really let go -
I was the one playing
with her sexy breasts, licking and kissing her sensitive nipples,
not them.

I looked
into her fearful eyes as I slowly took out a plastic clothes peg
from my breast pocket. Opening and closing it I moved it towards
her left breast. She watched it like it was a venomous snake
approaching her. She turned her body away from me trying to avoid
having her left breast punished even more, but I slapped her right
breast showing her I was in charge.

She
closed her eyes as I slowly stroked the plastic peg over her
breasts, watching them tremble with the knowledge of what was going
to happen.

I used
the peg to gently nip at the reddened skin, enjoying watching her
gasp around the crop shaft in her mouth as yet more pain fired
through her gorgeous body.

With one
hand I gently stroked the underside of her left breast and then
quickly fastened the peg to the skin. She gasped again at the
pain.

I played
with her breasts with the second peg and fastened it close to the
first one.

She
could guess where the next one was going and I used it to tug at
the soft skin underneath her right nipple, watching it redden,
before letting it hang in place. I placed the fourth one close to
it. Her nipples must have felt like they were on fire as she cried
out when I flicked them with my red nails.

She
needed more. And there was also the special surprise I had in store
for her.

Standing
in front of her I took hold of her black latex bodysuit’s zip and
pulled it lower down her sexy body. The pierced bellybutton I’d
seen on TV appeared.

Just
before her sensitive clit was exposed I stopped. She moaned in
frustration, thrusting her still-covered crotch towards me, wanting
me to touch it, to bring her to orgasm.

Slowly I
smoothed the tight latex away from her body, fully exposing her
smooth skin.

“You
want me?” I whispered.

“Yes!”
she said, around a mouthful of crop.

“What
are you?”

“Your
bitch!”

“Good
girl.”

Reaching
up I took the crop from her mouth and gently touched the pegs
attached to her soft breast skin before sliding it down between her
thighs, but making sure not to touch her sensitive sex. Her breath
caught, knowing what I was going to do.


“Please!” she whispered fearfully.

Gently I
stroked the insides of her thighs with the bendy black crop,
enjoying the sight of her leg muscles tremble.

I
started tapping the inside of her right thigh.

“Legs
apart, Bitch,” I ordered.

Her sexy
red lips opened slightly as she knew what would happen. Slowly she
slid her shiny black stilettos apart, opening her legs and giving
my crop more space to move. More space to give her sensuous
pain.

My taps
on the inside of her right thigh increased in strength, reddening
the skin. She closed her eyes, trying to ignore the hurt I was
causing, but it was no good as I gave a hard, painful slap straight
up between her legs, hitting her sensitive sex a hard slap through
the black latex. She jumped and screamed at the sudden,
excruciating pain. Then I began slapping the inside of her left
thigh.

When the
red skin matched on both inner thighs I began stroking her sex up
and down with the crop, listening to the sound it made against the
metal zip, and enjoying the sight of her rubbing her hot, wet sex
against it.

“What
are you?” I whispered.

“Your
bitch,” she moaned in reply, her eyes fluttering as she rode the
heat flowing around her body.

I
stopped stroking her sex with my crop and crouched down in front of
her. I teased her, slowly pulling the zip over her clit and
sensitive lips, smelling her musky excitement, then between her
legs and up to the end.

Her
black latex bodysuit was now only around the tops of her thighs and
upper arms, her gorgeous breasts and hot, wet sex fully
exposed.

She
thrust her crotch towards me wanting me to pleasure her. I stood
back up and held my crop between her legs, ready to inflict more
sensuous pain, but my own red latex dress felt uncomfortably
hot.

I lifted
the shaft of my crop up until it went between her sensitive lips
and said, “Close your legs, Bitch.”

She
shuffled her stilettos together, closing her legs and holding my
crop between her wet lips.

Reaching
up to the zip fastener on my latex dress I pulled it down, feeling
the cool air against my own sweaty breasts and body. When my dress
was fully released I let it fall to the floor, standing in front of
her in only my calf-high stiletto boots. Her eyes roved over my
body, taking in my breasts and shaved sex. As I knew she would, she
ground her thighs against each other and gently thrust her sex
towards me trying to get more pleasure from the crop held between
her legs. She moaned softly.

I took
the crop’s handle and slowly slid it up and down between her lips,
against her wet sex, watching as the shaft glistened with her
juice.

“Open
your legs, bitch.”


Obediently she shuffled her stilettos apart. When there was
enough room I gently began tapping her sensitive lips and clit,
watching her leg muscles twitch with each touch.

Reaching
down with my left hand I used my fingers to spread her lips apart,
exposing her rich pink flesh, then tapped it with my crop.
Reflexively she moved her crotch back away from the pain I was
giving her, but I pinched her sensitive clit between my thumb and
forefinger. She gasped a breath out and closed her eyes, shivering
as painful orgasms flowed out from her clit like lava over a
mountainside.

Still
pinching her clit I gently pulled it forwards to resume my taps on
her exposed flesh.

Bending
down slightly, and avoiding the plastic pegs still attached to her
soft skin, I took her right nipple in my mouth and sucked on it,
flicking it with my tongue, feeling her body trembling at what I
was doing to her.

Her red
lips looked too inviting to resist so I let her nipple go and
kissed them. She opened her eyes in surprise, tears leaking from
them at the pain and intense feelings running amok throughout her
body.


Desperately she kissed me back, forcing her tongue into my
mouth, her breath burning on my cheek, her body vibrating as orgasm
after orgasm fired through her.

It was
time for her surprise.

Our
tongues slid against each other for the last time as I pulled away.
She looked at me, confusion in her eyes. I smiled back.

I let
her clit go and stopped cropping her sensitive pink flesh. She
sagged slightly, drawing in a deep, relieved breath.

Slowly I
crouched down with her right leg between mine and lay the wet,
musky-smelling crop on the floor. Taking hold of her tight right
ass cheek with my left hand, I reached up and slowly pushed two
fingers on my right hand up into her dripping wet sex.

She
gasped and trembled as my fingers slowly violated her most private
area, the entrance to it trying to close against them.

When
they were in as far I they could go I slowly drew them out,
stopping with my fingertips just inside the entrance.

“What
are you?” I whispered.

“Your
bitch!” she almost screamed back.

I slowly
forced my fingers, wet with her juice, back up into her, feeling
her left ass cheek tremble. Looking up I saw her gorgeous breasts
vibrate as I forced her to have another orgasm.

“Come in
now!” I called out.

She
gasped in surprise and looked down at me, wondering what I was
doing. I felt the entrance to her sex try to close around my
fingers as fear washed through her.

The door
into my BDSM dungeon opened and a gorgeous brunette wearing only
strappy black stiletto heels and a long see-through black lace
belted gown opened it and walked in.

I
continued finger-fucking my sub as the new arrival clicked
sensuously up to her, their eyes locked together.

 

My sub
moaned and I knew she’d had yet another orgasm as more of her sex
juice wetted my fingers and hand. She knew who the new arrival was
as she worked at the same adult TV station - it was one of the
other gorgeous girls who appeared on TV wearing lingerie or tight,
shiny dresses.

The new
arrival removed the pegs from my sub’s sore breasts and began
licking and kissing them, while I continued finger-fucking
her.

It was
time I had some orgasms myself so I let go of my sub’s right ass
cheek and made much better use of my hand by deliciously
finger-fucking my own hot, wet sex with two fingers, watching two
gorgeous girls kissing each other, and licking and sucking each
other’s breasts.

Definitely better than
TV.
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The Court of Crows series

 


Blackmailed Assassin – the Court of Crows #1

 


Who do the Court of Crows use to carry out their
judgements?

Me.

Why do they use me?

Because they know I will do anything to get Callie
back.

 


Killing monsters is all very well but you don’t understand
the meaning of the word ‘monsters’ until the Court of Crows use
you.

 


The Court of Crows is not something you want to experience
more than once. But you have no choice if they want something from
you.

You have no say about where they send you, or even
when they send
you.

 


This time the Court is split on a judgement.

Will I get Callie back?

Does home still exist?

Are you sure?

 


Black Fragments - the Court of Crows #2

 


The Court of Crows has splintered.

Will they now leave Evie alone?

Think again.

 


An envoy for one of the factions arrives to say that we must
repair the Court. I’d much prefer it no longer existed, but Evie
agrees and where she goes I go, as well as Din, our flying
cat.

 


Just how are we meant to repair the Court?

And if we do, will it ever forgive us?

 


 


Splinters – the Court of Crows #3

 


A seemingly accidental encounter in Victorian London
threatens not just the

Court of Crows-sanctioned assassination Callie and I are
on,

but also the love between us.

 


Have my feelings for Callie merely been implanted in me by
the Court so they could

blackmail me into being their killer?

 


How can I discover the truth when reality is
whatever

the Court decides?

 


 


Trilogy

 


The Court of Crows is not something you want to experience
more than once. 
But you have no choice if they
want something from you.
You have no say about where
they send you,
or even when they send you.
Do the job they give you and
hope they bring you back. 


The townsfolk turn a blind-eye to a
lesbian couple (and their flying cat) living on the outskirts, but
we’re the first they call if there’s a monster that needs
killing. 


Life would be far sweeter if the
Court also left us alone.

 


Contains Blackmailed Assassin, Black Fragments, and
Splinters

 


 


Steampunk

 


The Inexplicable Adventures of Miss Alice
Lovelady.

 


 


Mr
Tok - Miss Alice Lovelady series #1

 


 


A murderous attack at Queen Victoria’s Annual Inventor’s
Exhibition is the latest in a series by the mysterious Mr Tok.
Because of the danger posed to Her Majesty the Government is on
high alert.

 


The secret Department Sir Percival (connoisseur of Cossack
Horserider Weekly) and I, Miss Alice Lovelady

(seeker after Sapphic love), work for inform us we must
forego further aetheric

experimentation and put a stop to Mr Tok’s homicidal
activities.

 


But, even with the aid of the dour Departmental liaison, can
we also prevail against the offensive

capabilities of flightless birds?

 


 


The Caspian Star - Miss Alice Lovelady series #2

 


 


A new age of peace is ushered in by the inaugural visit to
Britain of the Russian royal family in their

state airship, the Czar Nicholas.

 


Sir Percival (plus guest – me!) has been invited to the
occasion and I look forward to viewing the ship’s
interior

designed by Gustav Faberge using (rumour has it) at
least two fortunes in gold and gems, as well as the

world’s largest sapphire, the Caspian Star. Sir Percival is
looking forward to

viewing certain other
things.

 


However, during the visit we discover that all is most
certainly not well with the Russian royal family, and find
our

lives threatened at every turn after uncovering a dastardly
plot against Queen Victoria.

 


But, trapped on an airship flying high above London, how can
we prevent an ancient horror from being

unleashed upon Her Majesty?

 


 


Katherine - Miss Alice Lovelady series #3

 


 


Katherine, my lover, has disappeared.

 


The only clue to her whereabouts are two empty envelopes
addressed to her at a town

she’s never mentioned.

 


What is her connection with Mistress Velda’s Emporium of the
Arcane Arts, and

the town of Southend-on-Sea?

 


But why, before my search for her has even begun, does a
stranger leave a note

telling me to forget her?

 


What danger will I find by following my heart?

 


Miss Alice Lovelady’s First Omnibus of her Inexplicable
Adventures

 


Contains Mr Tok, The Caspian Star, and Katherine

 


 


Erotica

 


 


Detention Domination

 


Detention at college is meant to be mind-numbingly boring. I
was there because of a fight over my gorgeous red stilettos I wore
that day. But this detention was like nothing I’d ever had before,
because it was where the teacher I had a secret crush on and the
College Principal gave me my first taste of lezdom punishment. And
I wanted more.

An erotic lesbian BDSM story.

 


 


Office Crush

 


The penultimate day of my temping job at the office was
brightened by the arrival of Kirsty. She needed to know everything
about the accounts I’d been dealing with, but it was her body under
the sexy clothes and stiletto heels that I was more interested in.
Was she also into girls, like me? The party taking place on the
following night was going to be the last time I saw her, and I
decided I’d dress as sexily as possible to find out if she liked me
as much as I liked her.

An erotic lesbian story.
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