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  Chapter 1

  
  




I stared at the door like it might grow teeth and swallow me whole.

It was huge—industrial, black, and bolted into the brick of a narrow alley that smelled like wet pavement and old secrets. No signs. No neon lights. Just the door. I had the address right. I’d triple-checked it before I left my apartment. And again in the Uber. And again when I turned the corner and saw it looming in front of me like a test I hadn’t studied for.

My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I wasn’t even sure what I was doing here. I mean, I knew what I was doing here, but I also really, really didn’t.

I hadn’t knocked yet. My fist hovered in the air like my body was stuck between two realities. The one where I turned around, went home, and ordered Thai food like I always did when I felt lonely and slightly reckless. And the other… where I knocked.

I shifted on my feet, sweating under my coat even though it was freezing. I’d picked the least interesting outfit I owned—a gray coat, tank top, black jeans, sneakers. I didn’t want to look like I belonged here. I wanted to be invisible. I wanted to undo the online form I’d filled out two nights ago after two glasses of wine and a deep scroll through some subreddit that made my chest ache and my thighs clench.

God. What was wrong with me?

I lowered my hand, already starting to back away when the guilt hit—heavy and fast. She was probably waiting for me. I’d confirmed the appointment. I’d even replied to her email to say I’d be on time. She had clearly blocked off time in her schedule, and here I was, chickening out in front of a metal door in the dark like some suburban virgin about to throw up at a frat party.

Which, honestly, was not far off from my actual college experience.

I sighed and leaned against the cold brick wall, closing my eyes for a second. Maybe I should’ve talked to someone about all this first. But I didn’t have anyone I could talk to about this. Not about the lesbian part. Not about the… other part.

I first realized I was a lesbian when I was twenty. Before that, I’d just assumed I was being modest. Chaste. Good. That’s what good Christian girls were supposed to be, right? Not thirsty. Not fast. Not the kind of girl who flirted or fantasized or felt anything remotely scandalous. And when I didn’t get flustered around boys, I thought it meant I was virtuous.

Spoiler alert: I wasn’t. I was just not into boys.

The realization came like a whisper, not a thunderclap. I’d been watching some French film with subtitles, not really paying attention, until this scene came on—two women, fingers tangled in each other’s hair, kissing like they’d die if they stopped. Something in me cracked open. It felt like warm light pouring into a cold, dark place I hadn’t even realized existed.

And then I did what I always do—I ignored it.

That’s sort of my specialty. Repression with a smile.

I went on to date a few guys—mostly quiet, artsy ones who were just as emotionally unavailable and probably as far in the closet as I was. They never pushed, and I never offered. It was like dating ghosts. Comfortably distant. Kissing was fine, but we never went further. Being touched made me feel like I was wearing someone else’s skin.

Now I was twenty-eight, and still technically closeted. No real queer friends. No queer community. Just a handful of bookmarked Tumblr posts and an online library of bookmarked fantasies I never talked about out loud. 

Most nights, those thoughts only came out in the quiet. After a glass of wine. Or two. After the world had gone to sleep and the hum of my apartment felt louder than usual. I’d check that the front door was locked—twice. Make sure the blinds were shut tight. Not because anyone could see in—my window faced an alley and my only neighbors were my cats—but because the secrecy had become part of the ritual.

I’d curl up on the couch with my laptop and scroll through subreddits for women who liked women, adult sites that actually cared about consent and chemistry, blogs full of soft porn and even softer longing. I wasn’t looking for anything specific. I just wanted to feel something I couldn’t name. Sometimes it was desire. Sometimes it was ache. Most of the time, it was both.

I’d see women who looked like they knew exactly what they wanted—strong women, confident women, women touching other women with tenderness or intensity or both—and I’d feel something twist deep inside me. A hunger. A jealousy. A sadness I couldn’t explain.

But I never acted. I never messaged anyone. Never went out to a bar or a meetup or even made a profile on a dating app. I was too scared. Too unsure. Too used to keeping this part of myself behind glass, like something fragile and forbidden.

Until a couple nights ago.

That night, something had snapped. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the silence in my apartment or the way my body felt too full of feelings I couldn’t contain. But I’d typed “dominatrix for women” into a search bar and ended up on a sleek, minimal website with the name Mistress Dita written in crimson script.

I scrolled. I stared. I reread every word like it was some kind of spell.

She described herself as intuitive. Safe. Patient. Her photos weren’t pornographic—they were powerful. A woman dressed in black leather, standing with one hand on her hip and a look that said she’d been watching you long before you noticed her. I felt something coil in my stomach just looking at her.

So I booked.

Well. I thought I had. It didn’t feel real until now. Until this door.

I glanced at the time. I was two minutes late. Crap.

Okay. Just knock. You don’t have to go through with it. You can knock, say you’re sorry, say you changed your mind, and go home with your dignity.

I raised my hand again, knuckles trembling.

And then—before I could talk myself out of it again—I knocked.

The sound echoed in the alley like a gunshot.

I froze.

Ten seconds passed. Then twenty.

The door opened with a hiss of warm air and quiet music from inside. And standing there, framed by dim light, was a woman who looked exactly like her photos—except more alive. Taller. Realer. Dressed in black, yes, but not cartoonishly. Her posture was perfect. Her eyes were calm, calculating. Not unkind, but not exactly friendly either.

She looked me over once, head to toe, and then met my eyes.

“You must be Lily,” she said. Her voice was velvet and steel.

I swallowed hard. “I—um—I think I made a mistake. I’m so sorry.”

Her expression didn’t change.

“Why don’t you come inside and tell me about this little mistake of yours?” she asked, though it sounded more like a command.

I hesitated. My feet didn’t move. My brain was screaming at me to run.

But my body—the part of me I’d ignored for nearly a decade—took one step forward.

And then another.
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The door shut behind me with a quiet finality, and the sound seemed to echo straight down my spine. I was in.

Immediately, I was wrapped in warmth and a faint, unfamiliar scent—leather, maybe, and something floral beneath it. The hallway ahead was dim but clean, the walls painted a rich, calming gray. Soft music played from somewhere I couldn’t place. It was nothing like what I expected.

Mistress Dita walked ahead of me in slow, confident strides. Every movement she made was controlled, like her body belonged completely to her and she knew exactly what it was capable of. I, meanwhile, was trying not to trip over my own feet.

My legs wobbled with every step.

I kept my eyes low, but curiosity got the better of me.

The hallway branched off into open doors, each room lit in low, moody tones—reds, purples, shadows that flickered like candlelight. One room had a massive canopy bed draped in gauzy fabric, thick ropes coiled neatly on the wall like art. Another had a mirrored floor and a strange silver chair that looked like it belonged in a sci-fi movie. One room was nothing but padded walls and soft lighting, with a single thick mat on the floor.

My heart pounded harder. Each room whispered something I didn’t understand yet.

Mistress Dita said nothing as she led me farther down the hall, finally stopping in front of a larger, darker room. She stepped aside and motioned me in with a tilt of her chin. I swallowed hard and stepped inside.

The room looked like a movie set. Tools hung in neat, deliberate rows on the wall—floggers, paddles, cuffs, masks, some things I didn’t even have names for. There was a wide leather bench in the middle of the space, straps dangling from the sides, and a few pieces of sleek black furniture that had the air of both elegance and menace.

But across from it all was a simple black couch. Deep. Plush. Almost inviting.

“Sit,” she said, her voice low but firm.

I did, awkwardly, perching on the edge like I might need to bolt.

She stood in front of me, arms crossed over her chest, watching me with a gaze that felt like x-rays—calm, focused, unblinking.

“Now,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “Why don’t you tell me how a trembling baby deer ended up on the doorstep of my sanctuary tonight?”

The couch suddenly felt too soft, like it might swallow me whole. I blinked up at her, then looked down at my hands in my lap, twisting my fingers into each other.

“I… I don’t know,” I muttered, barely able to meet her eyes. “I just—I panicked. I almost didn’t come.”

She said nothing. Just watched.

“I’ve never done anything like this. I’ve never even said this out loud.”

Still, she waited.

“I grew up somewhere where… people like me didn’t exist. Or weren’t supposed to. I kept it down so long I started believing it wasn’t even real.”

My laugh came out rough and shaky.

“I’ve spent my life pretending to be something I’m not, pretending I don’t need…whatever this is. Then I’d drink too much wine and end up on Reddit at 1 a.m., feeling like a freak.”

I looked up at her, breath caught in my throat.

“Then I saw your site. Booked it in a haze. And then spent the last few days panicking. I feel stupid. Like I don’t belong here.”

Her gaze didn’t soften. It didn’t need to. It held me.

“You do belong here,” she said. No warmth. No doubt. Just fact.

She watched me for a beat.

“You’re scared. Doesn’t matter.”

Her gaze burned a hole through me, never wavering.

“I don’t do hand-holding. You came here. That’s the only part that matters.”

A gloved hand reached out and tilted my chin up—firm, deliberate.

Her eyes locked on mine. Cold. Controlled. Unshakable.

“You want this?” she asked.

I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

“Then take off your coat.”
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I stood, awkward and unsure, and slid my coat off my shoulders. It pooled around my feet. The room felt colder without it. My fitted tank top clung to me, and I suddenly became hyperaware of every inch of skin it left exposed—my collarbones, the curve of my arms, the faint outline of my bra.

Dita stepped back and circled me. Her gaze wasn’t soft. It wasn’t searching for permission.

She looked like she was taking inventory.

“Small,” she murmured, mostly to herself. “Tense. Shoulders drawn up like you’re bracing for impact.”

She moved behind me, slow and deliberate.

“No muscle tone. You don’t take up much space, do you?”

My breath hitched.

“Pretty little thing, though. Soft in all the right places. I wonder if you even know what your body’s for.”

She came around to face me again. Her eyes dragged down over my chest, my stomach, my thighs. Not leering—measuring.

“I bet no one’s ever taken their time with you,” she said. “Touched you like you’re worth it. Like you can take more than just whatever someone’s willing to give.”

I wanted to flinch, but I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Her gloved hand came up and tilted my chin. My skin burned where she touched me.

“You came here because something inside you is starving,” she said. “I can see it all over you. So stop pretending you’re not hungry.”

And God help me, I was.

Her words hung in the air between us, heavy and undeniable. I felt my face flush hot with shame—or was it desire?

“Say it,” Dita commanded, her fingers still firm on my chin. “Tell me you’re hungry.”

I tried to look away, but her grip tightened. “I can’t—”

“You can,” she cut me off. “And you will. You didn’t come all this way to lie to me.”

The truth bubbled up inside me like something molten, dangerous. “I’m hungry,” I whispered, my voice barely audible even to my own ears.

Dita’s lips curved into the slightest smile. “Louder.”

“I’m hungry,” I said, the words scraping my throat raw.

“For what?” Her face was inches from mine now, her breath warm against my lips. “Be specific, Lily. What are you starving for?”

My whole body trembled. This was the question I’d never allowed myself to answer, even in the darkest, quietest moments alone. But here, under her unflinching gaze, the truth had nowhere to hide.

“I want…” I swallowed hard. “I want to know what a woman tastes like.” The words tumbled out, and once they started, I couldn’t stop them. “I’m dying to taste—to know—I’ve thought about it so many times, imagined it, but I’ve never—”

“On your knees,” she interrupted, her voice like silk over steel.

I hesitated only for a heartbeat before sinking down, my knees hitting the floor with a soft thud. From this angle, she loomed above me, powerful and certain.

Dita’s gloved hand stroked my hair, almost tenderly. “Good girl,” she murmured, and the praise sent a shiver down my spine. “So eager to please.”

She stepped back, just out of reach, and began to unbutton her fitted black shirt—one button, then two, revealing a sliver of pale skin and the edge of dark lace beneath.

“Is this what you want?” she asked, her fingers pausing on the third button. “To taste me? To put that pretty mouth of yours to work?”

I looked away, my cheeks burning. “I… yes. That would be… nice.”

“Nice?” Dita’s laugh was low and dangerous. She stopped unbuttoning her shirt, fingers frozen on the third button. “I don’t do nice, Lily. And I don’t accept vague answers. Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want to…” My voice faltered. The words felt stuck, forbidden. “I’d like to do…things with you.”

Dita’s eyes narrowed. “Too polite. Too careful.” She crouched down, bringing her face level with mine. “You filled out a form listing desires most people never admit even to themselves. You walked through my door. Now you can’t even say what you want?”

“I’m not used to saying these things out loud,” I whispered.

“Then get used to it.” Her tone left no room for argument. “In this room, you will name your desires precisely. No hiding behind politeness. No euphemisms.”

I bit my lip, heart hammering against my ribs.

“What do you want to see first?” she prompted, her finger tapping impatiently on that third button.

“Your…” I swallowed hard, my eyes still glued to the sliver of cleavage she’d revealed moments earlier. “Your chest.”

Dita’s eyebrow arched. “My chest? Am I at a doctor’s appointment?”

“Your breasts,” I managed, the word feeling foreign on my tongue.

“Better.” She remained still, waiting. “And?”

The pressure built inside me, a decade of repressed desire fighting to break free. “I want to see your tits,” I finally blurted, then immediately covered my mouth with my hand.

A smile spread across Dita’s face—not warm, but satisfied. “There she is,” she murmured. “The real Lily, hiding beneath all that propriety.”

She straightened up, towering over me again. “Since you asked so nicely…” Her fingers returned to the buttons, working them open one by one with deliberate slowness. “Have you thought about this before? Imagined what I might look like underneath?”

I nodded, transfixed by each inch of skin revealed.

“Words, Lily. Use your words.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “I’ve thought about it.”

The last button came undone. Dita let the shirt hang open, revealing a black lace bra that contrasted starkly against her pale skin. I couldn’t look away.

“And?” she prompted. “Is reality meeting your expectations?”

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered, the inadequacy of the word striking me as soon as it left my lips.

She shrugged the shirt from her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms before tossing it aside. The movement was fluid, confident—a woman who knew exactly how to command attention.

“Look at you,” she said, watching my reaction. “All wide-eyed and speechless. Is this the first time you’ve seen another woman like this?”

“I-I… no, I mean, yes, but not like…” My words stumbled over each other, tangling into incoherence.

Dita’s laugh was low and rich, like expensive whiskey. “Look at you, falling apart at the seams.” She turned slightly, reaching behind her back. “Would you like to see more, little one?”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words as her fingers worked the clasp of her bra with practiced ease.

“Oh, this is delicious,” she purred, holding the loosened bra in place with one hand while the other traced the edge of the lace. “You’re practically vibrating. But I need to hear you say it.”

The bra hung precariously, threatening to fall with each subtle movement of her body. She was toying with me, dangling what I wanted just out of reach.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Please what?” She tugged the strap down one shoulder, then back up. “Be specific. I told you—in this room, you name your desires.”

I swallowed hard. “Please show me your breasts. I want to see them so bad.”

“Good girl.”

Slowly, deliberately, she let the bra fall away. The black lace slipped down her arms, revealing full, heavy breasts with dusky rose nipples. They weren’t perky or girlish—they were a woman’s breasts, lush and mature, marked with the subtle lines of life and gravity.

A sound escaped me—half moan, half gasp—unbidden and raw.

“There it is,” Dita murmured, satisfaction coloring her voice. “That’s what honesty sounds like.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. “Do you want to touch them?”

My hands trembled at my sides. “Can I?”

“You can ask properly.”

I licked my lips, mouth suddenly dry. “May I please touch your breasts?”

Dita nodded once, a queen granting a royal favor. “Stand up.”

I rose on unsteady legs, my eyes never leaving her chest. When I hesitated, she took my wrist and guided my hand to her breast. The first touch sent electricity shooting through my fingertips.

“Soft,” I whispered, almost to myself.

“What did you expect?” There was amusement in her voice.

“I don’t know. I never let myself think this far.” My thumb brushed across her nipple, and it hardened beneath my touch. The response was intoxicating.

“You’re allowed to look now,” she said, her hand still wrapped around my wrist. “You’re allowed to want.”

My other hand rose of its own accord, cupping her other breast. The weight of it in my palm felt right in a way nothing ever had before.

“I’ve wasted so much time,” I admitted, voice cracking.

Something inside me snapped—like a dam breaking after years of pressure. My fingers curled into Dita’s flesh, kneading and squeezing with an urgency I barely recognized as my own. A groan tore from my throat as I pulled her closer, my mouth finding her nipple without conscious thought. I sucked hard, desperate, my tongue circling the hardened peak as my hands clutched at her like I might drown without her.

“Oh my,” Dita chuckled above me, her voice rich with mockery. “Look at the proper little virgin now. So greedy. So desperate.” Her fingers tangled in my hair, not pulling me away but holding me in place. “Is this what you’ve been hiding all this time? This animal hunger?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t stop. My mouth moved to her other breast, teeth grazing the sensitive skin, drawing another laugh from her.

“Pathetic,” she whispered, but her hand guided me closer. “Can’t even control yourself for five minutes. I’ve seen starving dogs with more restraint.”

Her free hand slid down between us, pressing firmly between my legs. I jerked at the contact, a whimper escaping around her nipple.

“Jesus,” she breathed, fingers pressing harder against the seam of my jeans. “You’re soaked through. I can feel the heat radiating from you.” She traced slow circles, the pressure exquisite even through the thick denim. “Did you flood your panties just from a glimpse of my tits? Or have you been wet since you knocked on my door?”

I pulled back, face burning, thighs clenching around her hand. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t apologize,” she cut me off, her fingers continuing their torturous path. “Your body is the only honest part of you right now. Embrace it.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes, mortification warring with the pleasure coursing through me. My hips betrayed me, rocking against her hand.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Dita said, her voice gentler but still commanding. “Desire is natural. Hunger is natural. Your only shame should be denying it for so long.”

Her fingers found the button of my jeans, popping it open with practiced ease. “May I?” she asked, the first time she’d sought permission rather than demanding it.

I nodded, still unable to speak.

“Words, Lily. Always words.”

“Yes,” I whispered, then stronger: “Yes, please.”

Her smile was predatory as she slid the zipper down. 

“Now we’re getting somewhere.”
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The cool air hit my exposed skin as she tugged my jeans down my hips. I shivered, not from cold but from the vulnerability of being undressed before her still-calculating gaze.

“Step out,” she commanded, and I obeyed, kicking the jeans aside.

“The tank top next,” Dita said, her voice low and commanding. “Everything off. I want to see all of you.”

I hesitated only briefly before crossing my arms and pulling the thin fabric over my head. My simple cotton bra followed, then—after a deep breath—my underwear. I stood before her completely exposed, fighting the urge to cover myself with my hands.

“Arms at your sides,” she instructed, circling me slowly. “Don’t hide from me.”

I let my arms hang limp, hyperaware of every goosebump rising on my skin, every imperfection I’d scrutinized in mirrors. The air felt charged against my naked flesh.

Dita’s gaze traveled over me methodically, assessing rather than leering. Strangely, her clinical appraisal made me feel safer than I expected. There was no judgment in her eyes—only evaluation.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So small. So delicate.”

Next to her statuesque form, I felt diminutive, unfinished. Her body told stories—curves that spoke of abundance and power, skin marked with the elegant passage of time. Mine seemed so plain in comparison, lacking her commanding presence.

“You’ve been hiding this body away,” she continued, stopping directly in front of me. “Keeping it locked up like a secret.”

I swallowed hard. “I guess I have.”

Her gloved hand rose to my collarbone, the vinyl cool against my flushed skin. “Such a waste.”

The gloved finger traced a deliberate path downward, the sensation igniting nerves I didn’t know I had. Between my breasts, lingering just long enough to make me ache for more. Down the center of my stomach, which tightened involuntarily beneath her touch.

Lower still, past my navel, her eyes never leaving mine. I knew where she was headed, but nothing prepared me for the jolt when her finger slipped between my folds and flicked lightly across my clit.

My knees gave way instantly. A gasp tore from my throat as heat rushed to my face. Only Dita’s quick reflexes prevented me from collapsing, her free arm catching me around the waist.

“Sensitive little thing, aren’t you?” she murmured, amusement coloring her voice. “One touch and you’re already falling apart.”

I clutched at her shoulders, struggling to regain my balance as aftershocks rippled through my body. My face burned with embarrassment, but something else too—a heady combination of relief and hunger.

“I—I’m sorry,” I stammered, mortified by my body’s instant reaction.

“Sorry?” Dita’s laugh was sharp and mocking, her eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. “Oh, that’s precious. You’re apologizing for your body doing exactly what it’s supposed to do.”

She guided me backward until my legs hit the edge of the couch. With gentle pressure, she eased me down onto it, my naked skin sticking slightly to the material. I felt utterly exposed—splayed open, vulnerable.

“Let’s see just how sensitive you really are,” she purred, crouching between my trembling thighs.

Her gloved finger returned to my center, this time with deliberate precision. She flicked lightly—once, twice—against my swollen clit, the contact so brief it was maddening.

“Please,” I whispered, my hips instinctively rising to follow her retreating touch.

“Please what?” Another flick, another jolt of pleasure-pain that made me gasp. “More? Less? You don’t even know what you’re begging for, do you?”

She was right. I didn’t know. Each teasing touch sent electricity shooting through me, but never enough to satisfy the building ache. Just enough to remind me of how desperately I needed more.

“Look at you,” she continued, her voice dripping with contempt as her finger delivered another torturous flick. “Twenty-eight years old and you’ve never felt a woman’s touch. Never known what these hands could do to you.”

The vinyl of her glove whispered against my most intimate flesh, and I whimpered. It wasn’t just the physical sensation—though God, that was overwhelming enough—it was the knowledge that this was real. A woman was touching me. Seeing me. Testing my limits.

“Your body’s so honest,” Dita observed, her eyes locked on mine as she continued her maddening rhythm. Flick, pause. Flick, pause. “So responsive. So desperate. You’re practically weeping for me.”

I couldn’t look away from her face, couldn’t hide from the knowing in her eyes. Each touch was a question I didn’t know how to answer, each pause a test I wasn’t sure I could pass.

“I wonder,” she mused, her free hand coming up to grasp my chin firmly, forcing me to maintain eye contact as she continued her torment below. “How long have you been dreaming of this? How many nights have you touched yourself, pretending it was a woman’s hands instead of your own?”

The question hit deeper than her fingers ever could. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes—not from pain but from the raw exposure of having my most private fantasies spoken aloud.

“Too many,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

“I thought so.” Her smile was victorious, predatory. “And now that you’re here, now that you’re finally getting what you’ve been craving all these years—how does it feel?”

Another flick, harder this time, making me cry out.

“Amazing,” I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily with each precise flick of her finger. “It’s—God—it’s amazing.”

My body twitched and writhed beneath her touch, every nerve ending electrified. I couldn’t control the way my back arched, the way my thighs trembled. Each touch sent shockwaves through me, building and building until I felt like I might shatter.

“Please,” I whispered, surprising myself with the words that tumbled out next. “Can I… I want to taste you too.”

Dita’s movements stilled. She raised an eyebrow, a cruel smile playing at her lips.

“Oh? The little virgin wants a taste already?” She laughed, the sound both musical and mocking. “Aren’t you adorable. So eager to put that innocent mouth to work.”

Despite her mockery, her hands moved to the zipper at the side of her skirt. The sound of it sliding down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room.

“You think you’re ready for that?” she asked, letting the skirt pool at her feet. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of her black lace panties. “You think you’ve earned it?”

She slid them down her thighs with deliberate slowness, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair. I couldn’t look away. My mouth salivating as her sweet scent hit my nostrils.

“Well?” she demanded, stepping out of the discarded undergarments. “Tell me exactly what you want to do. I want to hear those filthy thoughts you’ve been hiding.”

I swallowed hard, my face burning. “I want to… I want…”

“Specifics, Lily.” Her voice was sharp, commanding. “No more hiding.”

“I’ve fantasized about it,” I admitted, the words breaking free like water through cracked stone. “Eating a woman out. Tasting her. Burying my fucking face in her and making her cum with my mouth.”

The confession hung in the air between us. I expected to feel shame, but instead, a strange relief washed over me. The truth was finally out.

“Have you now?” Dita’s smile widened. “And do you think you’d be any good at it? Or would you just fumble around like a teenager in the back of a car?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. “But I want to try. God, I want to try.”

“Well then,” Dita said, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr. “Let’s see what you can do.”

In one fluid movement, she stepped forward and planted one foot on the couch beside my hip. Her thigh framed my face, her sex hovering just inches from my mouth. The scent of her arousal hit me like a drug, musky and sweet and undeniably feminine.

She rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, the glistening pink of her opening so close I could feel her heat on my face. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? This is what you’ve been dreaming about?”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe. The sight of her—so open, so raw, so real—was overwhelming. Her dark curls were damp, her folds swollen and slick. I’d seen this in videos, in photos, but nothing prepared me for the reality of a woman’s sex right before my eyes.

“Well?” she prompted, circling her hips again. “Cat got your tongue?”

Something primal took over. I surged forward, my hands gripping her thighs as my mouth found her center. The first taste exploded across my tongue—tangy, sweet, complex—and I moaned against her flesh, the vibration making her grip my hair tighter.

I had no technique, no plan. I licked and sucked and explored with desperate enthusiasm, letting instinct guide me. My tongue traced her folds, dipped inside her, then flattened against her clit. Each movement drew different sounds from above—sharp intakes of breath, low hums of approval, occasional chuckles at my obvious inexperience.

“Slower,” she commanded, guiding my head with her hand. “Use the tip of your tongue on my clit. Yes—like that.”

I followed her instructions blindly, drunk on her taste and the power of drawing those sounds from her. When I sucked her clit between my lips, she gasped and ground herself harder against my face.

“Good girl,” she purred, and the praise sent a flood of wetness between my own thighs.

Her movements became more insistent, her hand holding me firmly in place as she rode my face. I was drowning in her, suffocating in the most exquisite way, and I never wanted to come up for air.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice strained with pleasure. “So eager. So hungry.”

I was. Ravenous. Years of denied desire channeled into this one act of worship. My jaw ached, my neck strained, but I couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop. This was communion. This was revelation.

Dita’s fingers clenched in my hair, wrenching my head back so she could see my hungry eyes then slamming me forward into her wet heat. The sudden force made me gasp, but my surprise was swallowed by her flesh as she ground herself against my face.

“That’s it,” she hissed, her voice dropping to a dangerous growl. “Be a good little slut and take what I give you.”

She rocked her hips brutally, using my mouth, my face, my tongue as nothing more than a tool for her pleasure. My nose pressed hard against her pubic bone, making it difficult to breathe, but the restriction only heightened my arousal.

“Look at you,” she sneered, yanking my head back just enough for me to gulp air before shoving me back against her slick folds. “Your first time tasting pussy and you’re already addicted. Pathetic.”

I moaned into her, the vibration making her grip tighten painfully. The degradation in her voice should have humiliated me, but instead it sent electric pulses straight to my core. I was dripping, throbbing, desperate.

“This is all you’re good for,” she continued, rubbing herself shamelessly across my lips, my chin, my cheeks—marking me with her scent, her essence. “A pretty little toy for me to use. Is that what you wanted? To be used like the worthless little dyke you are?”

“Yes,” I gasped during a brief moment when she loosened her grip. “Please—”

She cut me off by pressing harder, suffocating me with her pussy. “I didn’t say you could speak. Your mouth has one purpose right now.”

I surrendered completely, letting her control everything—the pace, the pressure, the angle. My world narrowed to the taste of her, the smell of her, the sound of her pleasure building above me. Nothing else existed beyond this moment, this room, this act of submission.

My hands clutched at her thighs, not to push her away but to steady myself, to ground me in the storm of sensation. Her skin was hot beneath my fingers, muscles flexing as she worked herself against my face.

“That’s it,” she panted, her movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. “Fucking take it. Show me how badly you needed this.”

I did need it. More than air. More than sanity. I lapped at her hungrily, drunk on her taste and the power of drawing those sounds from her throat. The tiny part of my brain still capable of thought marveled at how natural this felt, how right.

“You think you’re special?” she taunted, her voice growing tighter as her pleasure built. “You think you’re the first repressed little angel to kneel before me? To worship my cunt like it’s salvation?”

The crude word sent a shock through me, but I didn’t falter. If anything, it spurred me on, made me work harder.

“Fuck, you’re so eager to please,” Dita growled, her hips grinding more insistently against my face. “You want to make me cum with that virgin mouth, don’t you? Want to feel my cunt pulsing against your tongue?”

The filthy words sent shockwaves through me, each syllable like a physical touch between my legs. My own arousal pooled beneath me on the sofa.

“That’s it,” she snarled, voice dropping to a dangerous rumble that vibrated through my skull. “Suck my clit like you’ve been dreaming about it your whole fucking life.”

I moaned against her, the sound muffled by her flesh. The degradation in her voice should have mortified me, but instead it was intoxicating—like finally hearing thoughts I’d never dared articulate.

“You like that, don’t you?” Dita hissed, noticing how I trembled at her words. “Little church girl gets wet when I talk dirty. Such a fucking hypocrite.”

I whimpered, pressing my thighs together desperately as heat flooded between them.

“Look at you,” she continued, her breathing growing ragged as she rode my face. “Squirming like a bitch in heat just from eating pussy and hearing filth. Bet those Sunday school teachers never saw this coming.”

My entire body flushed with a mixture of shame and desperate arousal. Each crude word stripped away another layer of my carefully constructed propriety.

“I’m going to fucking use your face,” she growled, her movements growing erratic. “Going to cum all over these innocent lips. Mark you as mine. Ruin you for anyone else.”

I clutched her thighs harder, pulling her closer, silently begging for more—more of her taste, her words, her dominance.

“That’s it,” she panted, grinding harder. “Fucking take it. Show me how badly you want my cum.”

Her fingers twisted painfully in my hair as her body tensed. “You’re nothing but a hungry little slut,” she snarled. “My slut now.”

Something in her voice broke open, sending liquid heat rushing through my veins. I wanted to be her slut, her toy, her anything. The realization was terrifying and liberating all at once.

When her orgasm hit, it was like a storm breaking. Her thighs clamped around my head, her body shuddered violently, and a string of filthy praise poured from her lips. I drank her in greedily, my own body trembling with unfulfilled need.

As the aftershocks subsided, she loosened her grip on my hair but didn’t step away. Instead, she looked down at me with amused satisfaction, taking in my flushed face and swollen lips glistening with her arousal.

“Look at you,” Dita purred, releasing my hair completely and stepping back. “Such a mess.”

I slumped back against the couch, chest heaving, face slick with her essence. Every breath pulled her scent deeper into my lungs. My lips tingled, my jaw ached, and I’d never felt more alive. The taste of her lingered on my tongue—tangy, rich, intoxicating—like nothing I’d ever experienced.

I ran my tongue across my lips, savoring the last traces of her, not wanting to waste a drop. My body hummed with electricity, every nerve ending alive and singing. Despite my own desperate arousal, a profound satisfaction radiated through me.

“I did it,” I whispered, more to myself than to Dita. A laugh bubbled up from somewhere deep inside me—half disbelief, half triumph. “I actually did it.”

The realization washed over me in waves. I’d made this powerful woman cum. Me—closeted, careful Lily who crossed at crosswalks and apologized when other people bumped into her. I’d brought Mistress Dita to a shuddering climax with nothing but my eager mouth and desperate desire to please.

My fingers trembled as I wiped at my chin, feeling the slickness there. Evidence. Proof. This wasn’t a fantasy or a dream. This was real.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Dita asked, her voice neutral now, the earlier heat replaced by cool assessment.

“God, yes,” I breathed, unable to contain the smile spreading across my face. “That was… incredible.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “You look different.”

“I feel different.” The words tumbled out before I could analyze them. “Like something inside me just… unlocked.”

The chains I’d wrapped around myself for years—the careful restraint, the constant vigilance—had shattered. In their place was something wild and bright and undeniable. A truth I couldn’t stuff back into the darkness.

Dita nodded, a knowing look in her eyes. “It often happens that way. The first taste of freedom is the most intoxicating.”

Freedom. That was exactly it. In this dimly lit room with a woman I barely knew, I’d found a liberation no church, no therapy, no amount of self-help books could ever provide. I’d stepped into my truth and found it didn’t destroy me—it completed me.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice cracking with emotion.

Dita’s expression softened almost imperceptibly. “Don’t thank me yet. We’re just getting started.”

She extended her hand, helping me to my feet. My legs wobbled beneath me, still weak from the intensity of the experience.

“Now,” she said, her voice regaining its earlier edge as her eyes raked over my naked, trembling form. “Let’s see what other sounds I can draw from that pretty throat of yours.”








  
  
  Chapter 5

  
  




“Turn around,” Dita commanded, her voice shifting back to that dangerous edge. “On your hands and knees.”

Without hesitation, I turned and positioned myself as instructed, palms flat against the cool fabric, back arched. The position left me utterly vulnerable, my most intimate parts exposed to her gaze. I felt a trickle of wetness slide down my inner thigh, evidence of my arousal impossible to hide.

“Look at you,” Dita murmured, her gloved finger tracing the path of that betraying droplet. “So wet you’re dripping down your legs. And we’ve barely begun.”

Her touch was feather-light as she explored me from behind, fingers dancing along my exposed vagina without providing any real pressure. Each teasing caress sent sparks of pleasure racing up my spine, making me push back instinctively, seeking more.

“Such a pretty cunt,” she purred, the crude word making me shiver. “So pink. So eager. So fucking wet.”

I whimpered as her finger circled my entrance, dipping in just enough to make me gasp before withdrawing completely.

“Please,” I whispered, the word escaping before I could stop it.

Without warning, Dita’s hand fisted in my hair, yanking my head back painfully. The sudden shift from gentle teasing to brutal control sent a shock of adrenaline coursing through my system.

“Did I say you could speak?” she hissed, her grip tightening.

Before I could respond, her other hand came down hard on my exposed ass, the crack of gloved palm against flesh echoing in the room. I cried out, more from surprise than pain.

“Is this what you really wanted?” Another sharp slap, harder this time. “To be treated like the worthless little slut you are?”

The third strike landed where thigh met buttock, sending a jolt of pain-pleasure straight to my core. I bit my lip to keep from crying out again.

“Answer me,” she demanded, giving my hair another vicious tug.

“Yes,” I gasped, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. “Yes, this is what I wanted.”

“Pathetic,” Dita sneered, delivering another stinging blow that made me jerk forward. “Spent your whole life pretending to be so good, so pure. And look at you now—ass in the air, pussy dripping, begging to be used.”

“You think you’re special?” Another slap, another gasp torn from my throat. “You’re just another repressed little whore who needs to be put in her place.”

My skin burned where her hand had landed, the pain blooming into something more complex—a heat that radiated outward.

“Count for me,” Dita demanded, bringing her hand down again with even greater force. “Every. Single. One.”

“One,” I choked out, my voice breaking.

Another blow landed, harder than before, the sting radiating across my flesh.

“Two,” I gasped, tears now flowing freely.

Dita established a punishing rhythm, each strike more intense than the last. Her grip on my hair tightened with each blow, keeping my head wrenched back at a painful angle that exposed my throat. I counted through sobs, my body jerking with each impact, yet I made no attempt to escape her brutal attention.

“Eight,” I cried, my voice ragged.

“Good girl,” she purred, the praise cutting through the haze of pain. “Taking your punishment so well.”

By the time I reached fifteen, my ass and thighs were on fire, sensitized to even the slightest touch. Dita paused, her breathing slightly elevated from the exertion. I heard a soft rustling sound behind me but couldn’t turn to look with her fist still tangled in my hair.

Without warning, two fingers plunged deep inside me from behind, the sudden intrusion making me scream. The sensation was overwhelming—not just the fullness but the knowledge that she was inside me, touching places no one else had ever reached.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Dita growled, her fingers driving into me with merciless precision. “You’re soaked. Your tight little cunt is practically sucking my fingers in.”

Her pace was relentless, each thrust forcing small, broken sounds from my throat. The vinyl of her glove was gone; I could feel the heat of her bare skin as she curled her fingers to find that spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“Is this what you needed all along?” she taunted, her voice dark with satisfaction. “To be finger-fucked like a whore while you’re bent over and crying?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t form coherent thoughts as she worked me over, her fingers moving with practiced skill.

“Answer me,” she demanded, tugging my hair sharply.

“Yes,” I sobbed, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Yes, God, yes.”

“Look how easily you break,” Dita continued, her fingers never slowing their brutal pace. “All those years of denial, and it took what—an hour with me to reveal what you really are?”

Her thumb ground against my clit with every thrust, creating a counterpoint of pleasure to the delicious burn of penetration. My legs trembled, threatening to give out entirely as tension built in my core.

“You love this, don’t you?” she hissed, leaning close enough that I could feel her breath on my ear. “Love being used like a fucking toy. Love having your hair pulled while I fuck you with my fingers.”

“Yes,” I whimpered, beyond shame now.

“I’m going to ruin you,” Dita whispered, adding a third finger without warning, stretching me in a way that made me cry out—pain and pleasure so intertwined I couldn’t separate them. “Going to train this tight little cunt to take whatever I give it.”

The fullness was overwhelming. I’d never felt so completely filled, so utterly possessed. Her fingers drove into me relentlessly, each thrust deeper than the last, her palm slapping against my sensitive flesh.

“You feel that stretch?” she purred, twisting her wrist to widen her fingers inside me. “That’s nothing. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be begging to take four fingers. Then my whole fist.”

The image made me clench around her, my inner walls gripping her fingers in a spasm of desire and fear.

“Oh, you like that idea?” She laughed, the sound dark and knowing. “Of course you do. Dirty little sluts always want more.”

She curled her fingers again, finding that spot that made me see stars, and began a merciless assault on it.

“One day,” she continued, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper, “when you’re properly trained, I’m going to bend you over just like this and fuck you with my strap. Going to split you open on something thick and hard until you’re screaming my name.”

My entire body trembled at her words, at the vivid picture they painted.

“But not today,” she said, her fingers never slowing their brutal pace. “Today you’re too tight, too new. Today you just get my fingers. And you’re going to cum all over them like the desperate little slut you are.”

She emphasized her words with a particularly deep thrust that made me cry out.

“Say it,” she demanded. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m—I’m a slut,” I gasped, the words burning my throat even as they sent a flood of wetness around her fingers.

“Whose slut?”

“Yours,” I sobbed. “I’m your slut.”

“That’s right,” Dita purred, her approval washing over me like a drug. “My slut to train. My slut to use. My slut to fuck until you can’t remember your own name.”

Her fingers worked inside me with relentless precision, stretching me open, claiming territory no one had ever explored. The sensation was overwhelming—too much, too fast, too deep. My body convulsed around her invasion, muscles clenching and unclenching without my control.

“Look at you,” Dita murmured, her voice softer now but no less commanding. “Taking it so well. Opening up for me.”

I tried to respond but could only produce a strangled moan. My thoughts scattered like birds, unable to form coherent patterns. Every nerve ending fired simultaneously, creating a cacophony of sensation that left me dizzy and disoriented.

“Breathe for me,” she instructed, her rhythm never faltering. “Deep breaths.”

I gasped, trying to follow her command, but my lungs spasmed with each thrust. My vision blurred at the edges, tears streaming down my face not from pain but from pure, unadulterated overwhelming pleasure.

“That’s it,” Dita praised, her free hand stroking down my spine. “You’re doing so beautifully.”

My thighs trembled violently, threatening to give out entirely. The pressure built inside me—coiling, tightening—but instead of cresting into release, it plateaued into an excruciating limbo. I was suspended at the edge, unable to fall.

“I can feel how close you are,” she whispered, her fingers curling wickedly inside me. “Your body’s fighting it. Still trying to control everything.”

A broken sound tore from my throat as she hit a particularly sensitive spot. My arms gave out, cheek pressing against the cool fabric as my back arched impossibly deeper.

“Let go,” Dita commanded, her voice velvet-soft now. “Surrender to it.”

But I couldn’t. My body had locked up, overwhelmed by sensations it had never experienced, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Each thrust pushed me further into a state beyond thought, beyond language, beyond self.

“Such a good girl,” she purred, leaning over me so her breasts brushed against my back. “Taking everything I give you.”

My muscles contracted around her fingers in erratic pulses. I was panting, drooling, completely undone—and still, release hovered just beyond reach.

“I love watching you like this,” Dita continued, her breath hot against my ear. “So raw. So honest. No more hiding.”

She pressed her thumb firmly against my clit, and a strangled cry escaped me. My hips bucked wildly, seeking something—more pressure, less pressure, I couldn’t tell anymore.

“Cum for me,” Dita whispered, her voice hypnotic in my ear. “Let me see you break.”

Her fingers twisted inside me, curling against my front wall with brutal precision while her thumb pressed hard against my clit. The dual sensations collided like lightning inside my body, short-circuiting every thought, every inhibition.

My back arched impossibly further as my mouth opened in a silent scream that suddenly found voice—a primal, guttural sound I’d never heard myself make. It tore from somewhere deep and hidden, ripping through my throat as my entire body convulsed.

And then—wetness. Sudden, shocking, violent wetness flooding between my legs, gushing over Dita’s hand, spattering the couch beneath us. The release was explosive, uncontrollable, my body ejecting a forceful stream that seemed to go on forever.

“Holy fuck,” Dita gasped, genuine surprise coloring her voice. “Would you look at that.”

I collapsed entirely, a twitching, sobbing, drooling heap. Mortification and ecstasy battled within me as I felt the evidence of my release cooling beneath my trembling thighs.

“I—I’m so sorry,” I stammered, trying to catch my breath. “I don’t know what happened, I’ve never—”

“Hush,” Dita commanded, slowly withdrawing her fingers from my pulsing center. “Don’t you dare apologize for that.”

She moved around to where I could see her face, holding up her hand. It glistened in the dim light, dripping with clear fluid.

“You squirted for me,” she said, something like pride in her voice. “Your first time.”

“I didn’t know I could do that,” I whispered, staring in wonder at the evidence. “I thought it was just… porn stuff. Made up.”

Dita laughed, the sound warmer than I’d heard from her before. “Oh, it’s very real. And not everyone can do it.” She leaned closer, her eyes gleaming. “You’ve been holding back your whole life, haven’t you? In every possible way.”

I nodded weakly, still trembling from aftershocks.

“Look at the mess you’ve made,” she said, gesturing to the wet patch beneath us. “All that repression, all that control—and now look at you. Completely undone.”

She ran a finger through the wetness on my inner thigh, then brought it to my lips. “Taste yourself,” she commanded softly. “Taste your surrender.”

I opened my mouth obediently, letting her slip her finger inside. The taste was different than I expected—lighter, cleaner than the wetness I was familiar with from my own explorations.

“Good girl,” she murmured, removing her finger slowly. “Now tell me how it feels.”

I blinked up at her, trying to organize my thoughts.

“Free,” I whispered, the word tumbling from my lips like a revelation. “I feel completely free.”

My body still quaked with aftershocks, muscles spasming without my control. I gulped air, struggling to steady my breathing as waves of pleasure continued to roll through me. The weight of decades of repression had lifted, leaving me lighter than I’d ever felt.

Dita’s expression softened as she moved beside me, her fingers threading gently through my tangled hair. This touch was different—tender, almost affectionate—as she stroked my hair in slow, soothing motions.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured, her voice a warm caress. “Such a brave girl, surrendering so completely your first time.”

I leaned into her touch like a cat, desperate for the connection, the approval. My eyes fluttered closed as her fingernails lightly scratched my scalp, sending pleasant shivers down my spine that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with comfort.

“I never knew it could feel like this,” I admitted, my voice hoarse from screaming. “Like I’ve been living behind glass my whole life, and someone finally shattered it.”

Dita continued her gentle ministrations, occasionally smoothing a damp strand of hair from my forehead. “Some women spend their entire lives never experiencing what you just did. Never allowing themselves that release.”

I opened my eyes to find her watching me with an expression I couldn’t quite read—something between satisfaction and genuine warmth.

“The body knows what it needs,” she continued, her thumb brushing across my cheek. “Even when the mind refuses to listen. Yours has been screaming for attention for a long time, hasn’t it?”

I nodded, too exhausted for embarrassment. “I thought I was broken. That something was wrong with me because I couldn’t…” I trailed off, unable to articulate the emptiness I’d felt for so long.

“You’re not broken,” Dita assured me, her voice firm but gentle. “Just awakening.”

She helped me shift into a more comfortable position, supporting my weight as my limbs refused to cooperate. I felt boneless, liquid, as if my entire being had melted and was slowly reforming into something new.

“Rest now,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my temple in a kiss so light I might have imagined it. “The journey has just begun.”

I settled against her, my head on her shoulder, her arms around me. In this strange room, with this woman I barely knew, I felt safer than I had in years. The world outside—with its expectations and judgments—seemed impossibly distant.

“Thank you,” I murmured, the words inadequate for the transformation I’d undergone.

Dita’s soft laugh vibrated against my cheek. “Oh, Lily,” she said, her voice rich with promise. “We’re only getting started.”

Her touch grounded me. Her presence ignited me. And in that moment, I understood—this wasn’t the end of something. It was the beginning.
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            Best friends don’t cross that line… do they?

Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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            One runaway bride. Two irresistible women. One night that changes everything.

Kelly was supposed to be on her honeymoon—but instead of saying I do, she bolted. Alone in paradise, she meets Alicia and Ronnie, a flirty, fun-loving older couple who take her under their wing. Watching them ignites something deep inside her… something she’s never let herself explore.

One wild night. No more doubts. A confession she can’t take back.

Lucky for her, Alicia and Ronnie are more than happy to help her figure out exactly what she’s been missing.


          

        
      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Thirst Trapping my Lesbian Bully: Lesbian Enemies to Lovers Erotica]
          

        

        
        

    

  








          Thirst Trapping my Lesbian Bully: Lesbian Enemies to Lovers Erotica
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DJ7BWW3C
            
          

        

        
          
            For years, Sarah has been the target of Kyla’s relentless bullying. Now, at the same college, the tension between them simmers hotter than ever. When Sarah finally tells off her tormentor using a provocative photo, the lines between hate and desire blur in ways neither of them expected. What starts as a battle of wills ignites into something far more dangerous and irresistible. In this sizzling tale of revenge and passion, secrets are exposed, and the ultimate power struggle takes a turn neither woman saw coming.
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