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  Chapter 1

  
  




Hunger.

There’s no other word to describe the feeling.

It sits low and restless in me, coiled like something alive, something that’s been starved too long. The shower drums water over my shoulders, sliding over my skin in steady, hypnotic lines, but it can’t quiet my thoughts. I’ve spent days trying to force myself back into my old life. Smiling in the right places. Speaking in safe tones. Pretending that night with Mistress Dita was just… a fluke. A strange, drunken accident.

But it wasn’t.

That night cracked something open in me. Split me right down the middle and let the air in. Now every second in the dark feels suffocating.

The water starts to cool, goosebumps prickling along my skin. I shut it off, step out, and grab a towel. My reflection in the fogged mirror looks unfamiliar. Lips swollen from biting, cheeks flushed, eyes darker than they should be. My pulse kicks when I realize I like how I look this way.

I tell myself I should dry off, put on sweatpants, and eat something mindless in front of the TV. But my hands are already reaching for the lotion, already smoothing it over bare skin that tingles under my touch. My body knows where I’m going before my mind admits it.

I open my closet and stare at rows of muted, sensible clothes. Cardigans. Jeans. Button-downs that say “nothing to see here.” My fingers skip past all of them and stop at the short black dress buried in the back. The one I bought on a dare from myself, telling no one.

I pull it out. Hold it against me. The fabric is smooth and thin, almost indecent. When I slip it on, it clings like it knows my secrets. I can see the soft swell of cleavage, the curve of my hips, the long line of my thighs.

The makeup comes next. A bold, dark red on my lips. Liner sharp enough to make my eyes look dangerous. My hands shake a little, but the trembling isn’t all fear.

When I step into my heels, my stomach twists. I don’t know if I’m walking toward a new beginning or a mistake I’ll regret, but I can’t stop myself. I grab my coat and step outside, the night air wrapping around me like a dare.

Every step toward the subway makes my pulse hammer harder. My breath catches on the cool breeze, my skin alive with goosebumps. Anticipation and fear curl together in my chest, hot and dizzying.

I don’t tell myself where I’m going. I just let the hunger lead.




The bass hit me in the chest before I even stepped fully inside. Heat rolled out from the doorway, the air thick with sweat, perfume, and something darker. My eyes adjusted to the dim red glow, catching flashes of leather, vinyl, and bare skin moving to the beat. The place throbbed with energy, every body pressed too close, every look lingering too long.

A booth to my left caught my attention. A woman in a skintight corset was straddling another, her mouth locked in a deep, hungry kiss. Fingers tangled in hair, a low moan swallowed by the music. My pulse jumped. I couldn’t believe it was happening out in the open, that no one was pretending not to watch. Some were watching openly, even smiling.

I swallowed hard and kept moving, trying to appear like I belonged here, like I wasn’t brand new and vibrating with nerves. The crowd shifted and someone stepped into my path. She was tall, broad-shouldered, with a crisp jawline and hair slicked back so perfectly it gleamed under the lights. Her black shirt clung to her chest, her leather pants hugging her hips in a way that made it hard to keep my eyes up.

Her gaze swept over me slowly, taking her time. “You’re new,” she said, voice smooth and low enough I felt it in my stomach. “And nervous. I can smell it.” She smiled. Sharp, knowing.

My mouth went dry. “I—Is it that obvious?”

She tilted her head, studying me like she could see straight through the little black dress to every secret underneath. “Only to someone looking closely. And I’m looking very closely.”

Bodies press in on all sides as she took my hand and led me deeper into the club. The air thick with sweat and perfume, but she moves like she owns the space, like the crowd parts just for her. One hand finds my hip, fingers curling there like they’ve always belonged. The other slides down my arm, slow enough to make me shiver, before catching my hand again and drawing me closer.

She doesn’t ask if I can dance. She makes me. Guiding my body into the rhythm, her thigh slotting between mine in a way that feels both intentional and effortless. My breath catches. I’m trembling, but it’s not enough to stop me from moving with her, letting her lead like she’s done this a hundred times before.

Her touch is confident, almost proprietary, tracing the curve of my hip and the small of my back. Every brush of her skin against mine sends a hot spark up my spine. She leans in, her mouth close enough that I can feel her words even though I can’t hear them over the music.

I melt into her, unable to hold myself apart. My fear is still there, pounding in my chest, but so is something darker, hungrier. The kind of need that makes me forget where I am, who I’m supposed to be.

Her hand stays firm on my hip, moving me through the crush of bodies like I’m hers already. My pulse is a mess, heat pooling low in my belly, but underneath it is that thrum of panic, the quiet voice reminding me I don’t belong here. Not in this world of leather and skin and brazen touches. Not with someone like her.

She leans down, lips brushing the shell of my ear. Her breath is hot and wicked as she murmurs something so filthy I can barely process it. The words hit me like a lightning strike, sharp and electric, sparking straight through my core. I’m frozen. My face burns. My legs feel like they might give out.

She uses the moment, tilting my chin up with her fingers. And then her mouth is on mine. Confident, claiming, tasting of heat and danger. The kiss is deep before I can think, her tongue sliding against mine, her hand tightening at my waist like she’s holding me in place.

I want it. God, I want it so badly it scares me. My hands curl into her shirt, ready to pull her closer, to surrender completely.

But something inside me jerks back. Too much, too fast. I break away, breathless, heart pounding, shaking like I’ve been caught doing something forbidden.

Before she can say anything, I slip through the crowd, the air from the open door hitting my face like a slap. Out on the street, I’m gulping cool air, my pulse still thrumming with music and her touch, but all I can think is run.

I don’t look back to see if she followed. I already know I wouldn’t survive if she did.
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The night air cuts sharper with every block I put between myself and the club. My heels click against the pavement, too loud, too fast, like they’re trying to drown out the thoughts spinning in my head.

What the hell is wrong with me?

I had it. Everything I’ve been secretly craving for years right there, breathing against my skin, holding me like she knew every dirty little thing I’ve ever dreamed about. And I ran. Just like always.

My hands curl into fists, nails digging into my palms. I tell myself I’m not angry. I’m not frustrated. But I can feel the storm building in my chest, the churn of shame and hunger and something I can’t quite name. My mind replays her kiss, the heat of it, the way her fingers had pressed into my hip like she’d never let me go. Every step feels heavier.

I’m not even paying attention to where I’m going. The streets blur together. Dim pools of streetlight, the hum of traffic, the occasional hiss of a bus. I drift like I’m sleepwalking, lost inside the whirlwind of wanting and fear, chasing the echo of a moment I didn’t have the courage to hold on to.

It’s only when I stop that I notice the silence. No cars. No neon signs. Just the soft drip of water from somewhere overhead and the faint glow of a single light down a narrow alley.

My breath stops. I know this place.

The brick walls are familiar, the smell of rain on stone, the way the shadows seem to fold in around the doorway at the end. My stomach flips and the storm inside me goes deadly still.

I’ve walked here without even realizing it. To her.

Mistress Dita’s door waits in the half-light, dark and solid and somehow alive.

I don’t move. Not yet. I just stand there, heart pounding, wondering if this is fate or if I’ve finally lost control of myself completely.

I stand frozen, heart hammering against my ribs, caught between the urge to run and the pull to stay.

Suddenly, the door opens just a crack and a thin plume of smoke curls out. Mistress Dita slips out, the glow of a clove cigarette lighting her face in the dim light. She leans casually against the wall, exhaling smoke like she owns the night.

Her eyes find me almost instantly, sharp and amused. She smiles. A slow, knowing curve of her lips.

“Well, well,” she says softly, voice dripping with that cool, dangerous calm I can never quite match. “Look at you. Like a lost puppy.”

She takes another slow drag, then flicks the ash to the ground. “I wasn’t expecting company tonight.”

I don’t know what to say. My throat tightens and my legs give way. I collapse onto the stoop beside her, my hands covering my face as tears spill out.

It all pours out. Fear, shame, hunger, and the aching emptiness left by the night I ran.

Dita doesn’t move away. Her presence is quiet but fierce, like a lighthouse in my storm.

“Tell me,” she says, voice low and patient. “What happened?”

I’m broken, exposed, and somehow home.
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“I went to a lesbian sex club,” I blurted out, the words tumbling from me like stones. “It was dark and loud and I danced with a woman and she kissed me and I wanted it so badly I couldn’t breathe, and then I just… ran.”

Dita took another long drag of her cigarette, the ember glowing bright in the darkness. She didn’t look surprised, just attentive, her eyes steady on mine as I continued.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me. That night with you—it changed something. I can’t go back to who I was, but I don’t know how to be… this.” My hands gestured helplessly at my dress, my makeup, the evidence of my failed courage.

“She touched me like she owned me,” I whispered. “And I liked it. But then I panicked and bolted, and somehow ended up here instead.” I wiped at my face, mascara smearing across my fingers. “I don’t know why I can’t just… stay. Why I always have to run.”

Dita exhaled a stream of smoke, watching it curl into the night air. Her silence stretched until I thought she might not respond at all. Then she pushed off the wall, standing over me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“You’re a fucking mess, Lily,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind. Her eyes narrowed as she flicked her cigarette away. “Come inside.”

It wasn’t a request. I stood on shaky legs, following her as she unlocked the door. The familiar scent of her place—incense, leather, and something distinctly Dita—wrapped around me. She didn’t turn on the overhead lights, just a single lamp that cast the room in amber shadows.

Dita’s grip on my wrist was gentle but firm as she led me to the center of the room. The amber light caught the tear tracks on my cheeks, making them glisten.

“Just look at you,” she tutted, shaking her head. “Absolutely wrecked. Stay still.”

She disappeared into another room, returning with a box of tissues. I stood frozen, feeling small and exposed under her gaze as she came closer. Her fingers were cool against my chin as she tilted my face up.

“Close your eyes,” she commanded softly.

I obeyed without hesitation, feeling the gentle pressure of the tissue against my skin, wiping away mascara and tears. Her movements were methodical, almost tender. 

“You’re going to ruin your pretty face if you keep crying like this,” she murmured, her voice a low rumble that vibrated through me.

I should have felt humiliated, being cleaned up like a child, but something about Dita’s careful attention made me feel… protected. Seen. The panic that had chased me through the streets began to subside, replaced by a strange calm that settled over me like a weighted blanket.

When she finished, she stepped back, her eyes traveling slowly down my body, taking in the short black dress that suddenly felt both too revealing and not revealing enough. A slow, dangerous smile spread across her face.

“Well, well,” she said, her voice dropping an octave. “Look at you in that little dress. You didn’t wear that to run errands, did you, Lily?” She circled me, her gaze appraising. “No, that’s the kind of dress a woman wears when she wants to get fucked. Hard.”

My face burned hot enough to light the room. “I didn’t… I wasn’t…”

“Don’t lie to me,” she said, but there was humor in her voice, dark and rich. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up.” She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume. “That’s why you run. Because you’re afraid of how much you want it.”

My throat tightened. She saw through me so easily, peeled back my layers without effort. It was terrifying. Exhilarating.

“I don’t know how to stop running,” I admitted, the words barely audible.

Dita’s eyes locked with mine, something fierce and uncompromising in her gaze.

“Then I’ll teach you,” she said, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “It’s time to strip down, Lily. Break down your walls. Literally.”

Before I could process her words, she moved behind me. I felt her fingers at the zipper of my dress, the cool brush of her knuckles against my spine as she dragged it downward in one fluid motion. The fabric loosened, slipping from my shoulders and pooling around my ankles in a whisper of black silk.

I gasped, arms flying up to cover myself. The air in the room felt suddenly cold against my exposed skin. I stood there in nothing but my black lace underwear and heels, vulnerability washing over me in waves.

“I… I don’t need to do this,” I stammered, face burning hot. “I know I don’t have an appointment. I shouldn’t have come here. I’m sorry.”

Dita laughed, the sound rich and cruel and somehow thrilling. She circled around to face me again, her eyes traveling over my body with predatory appreciation.

“It’s too late for that,” she said, one finger tracing the line of my collarbone. “You showed up on my doorstep, little one. Crying. Desperate. Now I’m doing what needs to be done.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. I should have been afraid. Maybe I was. But something else was rising beneath the fear, something hungry and reckless that made me stay rooted to the spot.

Dita turned away, walking into a shadowed corner of the room. I heard the sound of wheels against hardwood floor, and then she emerged, pushing something large and wooden before her.

My mouth went dry. It was a stockade—medieval-looking, with holes for the head and wrists. The wood was polished to a dark shine, the metal hinges gleaming in the low light.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. My mind raced with confusion and a terrifying spike of arousal that made my knees weak.

“What… what is that for?” I finally managed, my voice barely audible.

“For you,” Dita replied simply. She positioned it in the center of the room, adjusting it with practiced ease. “For the part of you that keeps running.” She looked up, eyes glittering. “Sometimes the body needs to be restrained before the mind can be free.”

I swallowed hard, heart thundering in my ears. “I don’t think I can do this.”

“You already are,” Dita said, straightening. She approached me again, her movements unhurried, confident. “And you will.”
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The wood was cool against my cheek, my wrists locked in place on either side of my head. The position forced my back to arch, my body bent at the waist with nowhere to hide. My ankles were spread wide, cold metal cuffs biting into my skin, chains rattling whenever I shifted my weight. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t run. Could barely breathe through the panic and strange exhilaration flooding my system.

Dita’s heels clicked against the hardwood as she circled me, each step deliberate and unhurried. I couldn’t see her face anymore, just glimpses of her legs when she passed in front of me. The vulnerability was overwhelming. I felt naked despite still wearing my underwear, exposed in a way I’d never experienced before.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her voice rich with satisfaction. “Finally still.”

My breath came in short, shallow gasps. The wood of the stockade pressed against my throat when I tried to swallow. I felt her hand on my back, fingertips trailing down my spine, and I shivered uncontrollably.

Dita moved to stand in front of me, bending slightly so I could see her face. Her expression was hungry, predatory, her eyes drinking me in.

“Now,” she said softly, “tell me about what happened at the club again.”

“I went to this place downtown,” I started, words tumbling out in a nervous rush. “There were people everywhere, dancing and kissing and touching each other. I didn’t know what to do but then this woman approached me and we danced and she kissed me and I got scared and ran and somehow ended up here and…”

“Shh,” Dita pressed a finger to my lips, silencing me. “Slower. I want to hear about the woman. The one who touched you. The one who made you run to me.”

I took a shuddering breath, feeling the collar of the stockade press against my throat. “She was… tall. Taller than me.”

“Details, Lily.” Dita’s voice hardened. “I want to see her through your eyes. What did she look like?”

“She had short hair,” I said, my voice small. “Slicked back, dark. Strong jawline. She wore a black button-up shirt, sleeves rolled to her elbows. Leather pants that fit her like… like they were made for her. Her shoulders were broad. She moved like she owned the room.”

“Better,” Dita nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. “And how did she touch you?”

The question sent heat flooding through me, pooling low in my belly. I closed my eyes, unable to meet Dita’s gaze.

“She put her hand on my hip first,” I whispered. “Her grip was firm. Confident. She knew exactly where to touch me, how much pressure to use. When we danced, she pulled me in and took the lead.”

“And how did that make you feel?” Dita’s voice dropped lower, her eyes narrowing as she watched me. “When she took control like that?”

I swallowed hard, the wood pressing against my throat. “It made me… I felt…”

“Don’t lie to me,” Dita warned, circling behind me where I couldn’t see her. “I want the truth, Lily. How did it feel when she decided where your body would go, how you would move?”

“Good,” I whispered, closing my eyes in shame. “It felt good. I liked not having to think.”

Dita’s laugh was soft and dangerous. “And what did you want her to do to you? This stranger with her strong hands and leather pants?”

The question sent a jolt through me. “I don’t know.”

“Liar.” Her palm came down on my ass with a sharp crack that made me yelp. “Tell me what you wanted. The dirty truth.”

“I wanted her to touch me,” I gasped, the words spilling out. “I wanted her hands under my dress.”

“Where?” Dita pressed, her voice merciless. “Be specific.”

“Between my legs,” I admitted, my face burning. “I wanted her fingers inside me. I wanted her to push me against a wall and make me take it.”

“Good girl,” Dita purred, moving to stand in front of me again. “Have you fantasized about women like that before? Strong women who take what they want?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“Use your words,” she commanded.

“Yes,” I whispered. “For years.”

“Years?” Dita smiled wickedly. “So all this time, while you’ve been playing the good girl, you’ve been secretly dreaming about being dominated by women? About being on your knees? Having your hair pulled?”

Each question made me burn hotter with humiliation and arousal. I couldn’t look at her.

“You like dominant women, don’t you, Lily?” she continued, her voice teasing and cruel. “You want to be used and controlled. Taken.”

“Yes,” I admitted, barely audible.

“I can’t hear you.”

“Yes!” I said louder, my body trembling.

Dita moved behind me again, her hands suddenly on my back, unhooking my bra with expert fingers. Before I could protest, she yanked it down, the straps digging into my arms where they caught at the stockade.

“Look at you,” she murmured, circling to the front again. “All exposed and nowhere to hide.”

My breasts hung free, nipples hardening in the cool air. I wanted to cover myself but couldn’t move my hands. The vulnerability was excruciating and thrilling all at once.

Dita’s hands were on my breasts before I could prepare myself, fingers suddenly pinching my nipples with cruel precision. The shock of pain made me gasp, my back arching involuntarily against the restraints.

“Who else?” she demanded, twisting harder. “Tell me about the other women you’ve fantasized about. The ones who made you wet just thinking about them taking control.”

“I can’t,” I whimpered, the pain blurring with a shameful pleasure that radiated through my body. “Please, Dita.”

She tugged sharply, making me cry out. “That’s not the answer I want, Lily. Every little girl has her first crush. Tell me who made you realize you wanted to submit.”

Her fingers tightened, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core. Tears sprang to my eyes as she twisted again, the sensation hovering in that perfect space between agony and ecstasy.

“My English teacher,” I finally gasped, desperate for relief. “Senior year of high school.”

Dita loosened her grip slightly, but kept her fingers on my tender nipples. “Go on.”

“Her name was Ms. Winters,” I continued, words spilling out between shallow breaths. “She was tall, always wore these tight pencil skirts and button-up blouses. Her hair was always in this perfect bun, and she wore these reading glasses that made her look so… stern.”

“And what did you imagine her doing to you?” Dita purred, her fingers resuming their torturous attention, pinching and pulling until I moaned.

“Nothing at first,” I admitted, shame coloring my voice. “I didn’t understand what I was feeling. I just knew I wanted her attention. I’d stay after class, ask for extra help.”

“But eventually you figured it out,” Dita pressed, one hand sliding down my stomach, making me tremble. “Tell me what you wanted her to do to you.”

I bit my lip, trying to hold back, but her fingers pinched harder, making me sob with confused pleasure-pain.

“I wanted her to bend me over her desk,” I confessed, the words rushing out in a heated tumble. “I imagined her hiking up my skirt, pulling my hair. Making me call her Ms. Winters while she… while she fucked me from behind.”

Dita laughed, low and satisfied. “Did you touch yourself thinking about it?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my face burning. “Almost every night.”

“Look at you now,” she murmured, one hand still working my nipple while the other traced the waistband of my panties. “All grown up and still desperate for a strong woman to put you in your place. To teach you lessons.”

My body was on fire, need coursing through me like electricity. The humiliation of confession only seemed to heighten every sensation.

“Did you ever act on it?” Dita asked, her fingers

“Of course not!” I cried out, my voice cracking. “She was my teacher! And I’m a coward. Always have been.” My chest heaved against the stockade, shame burning through me in waves. “I never did anything about it. I just… fantasized. And then graduated. And kept on hiding.”

Dita’s fingers stilled, her palm now resting flat against my lower back. The sudden gentleness was almost more unsettling than the pain had been.

“A coward,” she repeated, her voice thoughtful. “Is that what you think you are?”

“I know I am,” I whispered, tears threatening again. “I’ve spent my whole life wanting things I was too afraid to reach for. Even tonight…I finally got what I wanted and I ran away.”

She moved to stand in front of me again, bending down so our eyes met. Her gaze was piercing, searching, like she was excavating something buried deep inside me.

“Let me tell you something about cowards, Lily,” she said, her voice surprisingly soft. “Cowards don’t walk into sex clubs wearing fuck-me dresses. Cowards don’t let strangers kiss them on dance floors. And cowards certainly don’t show up at my door in the middle of the night without an appointment and a deposit.”

Her fingers brushed a strand of hair from my face, tucking it behind my ear with unexpected tenderness.

“What you are,” she continued, “is afraid. There’s a difference.”

“I’m going to fuck the fear out of you,” Dita announced, her voice matter-of-fact, as if she were stating her plans to make dinner. She stepped away, moving behind me where I couldn’t see.
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I strained against the stockade, trying to turn my head, but it held me fast. All I could hear was the sound of drawers opening and closing, items being moved around. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might break through my ribs.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice small and shaky.

Dita didn’t answer. The rustling continued for several more seconds before her footsteps approached again. When she came into view, my breath stopped in my throat.

She stood before me wearing just her panties and a harness with a large, intimidating dildo jutting from between her legs. 

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

I hesitated, eyes wide, staring at the silicone appendage that now hung level with my face.

“I said open.” Her voice dropped to a dangerous whisper.

My lips parted, almost of their own accord. Before I could take another breath, she thrust forward, pushing the dildo into my mouth. The sudden intrusion made me gag, my eyes watering instantly.

“That’s it,” she murmured, one hand gripping my hair tightly. “Take it all the way in.”

She began to move her hips, pushing deeper with each thrust. I struggled to breathe through my nose, my throat convulsing as she hit the back of it.

“Look at you,” she taunted, her rhythm steady and relentless. “Little Lily, so proper on the outside, so desperate to be used. Is this what you wanted from your teacher? To be on your knees, choking on her plastic cock?”

Tears streamed down my face, but something molten and shameful was building inside me. Each thrust sent a jolt of arousal straight through my core. I couldn’t deny it anymore. I wanted this. Needed it.

“You’re nothing but a dirty little slut,” she continued, her voice thick with contempt. “Running away from what you want, pretending to be something you’re not.” She pushed deeper, making me gag again. “But your body knows the truth. It always has.”

My knees trembled. I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything but take what she gave me. The powerlessness was terrifying and intoxicating all at once.

“Admit it,” Dita growled, thrusting deeper. “Tell me you love being used like this.”

I tried to speak, but the thick silicone filled my mouth completely. All that came out were garbled moans, saliva dripping down my chin and onto my bare breasts.

“What was that?” Dita taunted, tightening her grip on my hair. “I can’t quite hear you, Lily.” She continued pumping into my mouth, watching my face with cruel amusement. “Say it louder. Tell me how much you love choking on my cock.”

My jaw ached. Tears streamed down my face. I tried again to form words around the intrusion, but only managed unintelligible sounds that seemed to amuse her even more.

“Poor thing. Can’t even speak properly with your mouth so full.” She thrust once more, hard enough to make me gag, then suddenly withdrew completely.

The sudden emptiness was shocking. My mouth hung open, raw and tender, drool connecting my lips to the glistening toy in a thin, obscene strand.

“I want to be used!” I screamed, the words tearing from my throat before I could stop them. “Please, Dita, I need it! I’ve always needed it!”

The confession echoed in the room, hanging in the air between us. I couldn’t believe those desperate words had come from my mouth. But there was no taking them back now.

Dita’s smile was vicious as she slapped the wet dildo against my cheek, leaving a trail of my own saliva across my skin.

“Good good,” she purred, the double word making my stomach flip with strange delight. “Finally some honesty from the scared little girl.”

I felt her move behind me, the stockade still holding me firmly in place. My breath trembled as her hands slid down my hips, fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties. She yanked them roughly to the side, the fabric cutting into my flesh.

“I’m going to fill you up now,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Every inch.”

Without warning, she thrust forward, the dildo stretching me open in one brutal movement. The size was overwhelming, so much larger than anything I’d ever felt before. My legs trembled violently, threatening to give out entirely as my body struggled to accommodate the intrusion.

“Oh god,” I gasped, the words barely recognizable through my ragged breathing.

She gripped my hips harder, steadying me as she began to move. Each thrust sent shockwaves through my body, pain and pleasure melting together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The stockade kept me perfectly positioned, unable to escape the relentless penetration.

“Look at you take it,” Dita growled, her nails digging into my flesh. “Your body knows what it wants even if your mind is still catching up.”

My moans grew louder, more desperate with each thrust. The shame that had been burning through me transformed into something else entirely. Pure, unfiltered need. I stopped fighting it, surrendered to the sensations crashing through me.

“Please,” I begged, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for. More? Mercy? Something deeper I couldn’t name?

“Please what?” Dita demanded, slowing her pace torturously. “Use your words, Lily. Tell me exactly what you need.”

“Harder,” I sobbed, the word tearing from somewhere primal inside me. “Fuck me harder.”

Her laugh was dark velvet against my skin. “There she is. The real Lily, finally coming out to play.”

She complied immediately, driving into me with renewed force. The slap of her body against mine filled the room, punctuated by my increasingly frantic cries. My knees buckled completely, the restraints now fully supporting my weight as she claimed me.

“You like being my little whore, don’t you?” Dita’s voice slithered into my ear as she slammed into me. Her fingers dug into the flesh of my ass, kneading and squeezing with each brutal thrust. “Answer me when I talk to you.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “God, yes.”

She laughed, the sound dark and rich. “Look at you, taking it so well now. Such a good little slut for me.”

The stockade held me firmly in place as she pounded into me, the wood creaking with the force of her thrusts. I couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the overwhelming sensation of being completely filled, completely owned.

“Your ass jiggles so good when I fuck you,” she purred, bringing her hand down in a sharp slap that made me yelp. The sting bloomed across my skin, hot and electric. “Does that hurt, baby? Do you want me to stop?”

“No,” I sobbed, pushing back against her as much as the restraints would allow. “Please don’t stop.”

Another slap landed on the opposite cheek, harder this time. I screamed, the pain shooting through me like lightning, somehow making the pleasure even more intense.

“Such a greedy little thing,” Dita taunted, her rhythm never faltering. “Who would have thought proper little Lily would love being spanked while getting fucked from behind?”

Her words burned through me, shameful and thrilling. Each filthy syllable pushed me closer to the edge.

“I bet all your coworkers would be shocked to see you now,” she continued, punctuating her words with another stinging slap. “Bent over and begging for more. What would they think if they could see their sweet, innocent colleague dripping wet while taking my cock?”

I moaned, unable to form coherent words anymore. My world had narrowed to the point where our bodies connected, to the exquisite fullness and the building pressure inside me.

“You close, baby?” Dita asked, her voice dropping lower as her hands gripped my ass harder, fingers digging in deep enough to bruise. “You going to cum for me like a good girl?”

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Please, I’m so close.”

She slowed suddenly, her thrusts becoming shallow and teasing. I whimpered in frustration, trying desperately to push back against her.

“Beg me,” she commanded, delivering another sharp slap that made me cry out. “Beg me to let you cum.”

“Please,” I sobbed, abandoning all dignity. “Please let me cum. I need it so badly. Please, Mistress, please.”

The title slipped out without conscious thought, but I felt Dita’s reaction immediately—a slight pause, then a low, satisfied chuckle.

“That’s right,” she growled, resuming her punishing pace.

“That’s it,” she commanded. “Cum for me, Lily.”

Her words shattered something inside me. The pressure that had been building exploded outward, waves of pleasure crashing through every inch of my body. I screamed, the sound raw and primal, tearing from my throat as my entire being convulsed with release.

“Good girl,” Dita praised, her thrusts gentling as I quivered around her. “That’s it, let it all out.”

My legs trembled violently, the stockade the only thing keeping me upright as the orgasm rippled through me. Sweat slicked my skin, tears streaming down my face as I gasped for breath. The world had narrowed to this single point of ecstasy, this perfect moment of surrender.

Just as the intensity began to fade, just as I thought I might collapse completely, Dita’s grip on my hips tightened again. Her rhythm picked up, slow at first, then faster, harder, more insistent.

“We’re not done yet,” she growled, the words vibrating through me like electricity. “Not even close.”

“I can’t,” I sobbed, my body still hypersensitive from the first orgasm. “It’s too much.”

“You can,” she insisted, her thrusts growing more forceful. “And you will.”

The renewed onslaught sent shockwaves through my oversensitized nerves. What had been pleasure now bordered on delicious pain. I felt myself building again, impossibly fast, my body responding to her command like it belonged to her.

“Look at you,” she purred, one hand sliding around to pinch my nipple cruelly. “So obedient. So perfect for this.”

I moaned, the sound breaking into something like a sob as the pressure built again. My mind emptied of everything except sensation—the fullness stretching me open, the sting of her nails digging into my flesh, the wood of the stockade pressing against my throat as I strained against it.

“Who do you belong to right now?” Dita demanded, her voice hard and breathless. “Tell me.”

“You,” I cried out again as she pounded into me relentlessly. “I’m yours, Mistress!”

Dita’s hand came down hard across my ass, the sharp sting making me yelp. The pain radiated outward, somehow intensifying the pleasure building inside me.

“Such a good little slut,” she crooned, her voice dripping with cruel amusement.

She slapped my other cheek even harder, the sound echoing through the room. My skin burned where her palm had landed, but I pushed back against her, silently begging for more.

“Look at you,” she laughed, delivering another stinging blow that made my eyes water. “So desperate for it. So hungry.”

Without warning, her hand snaked around my waist, fingers finding my clit with unerring precision. She began to rub hard, tight circles against the sensitive bundle of nerves while driving the dildo in with brutal force.

“Oh god,” I screamed, the dual sensation overwhelming me completely. My entire body convulsed, caught between trying to escape the intensity and pressing into it. “It’s too much!”

I tried to jerk my hips away, the pleasure so sharp, but the stockade held me firmly in place. There was nowhere to go, no escape from the relentless stimulation.

“Don’t you dare run from it,” Dita commanded, her fingers working me faster, harder. “Take it all. Every sensation. Every bit of pleasure I give you.”

My legs trembled violently as I sobbed, caught in a storm of overwhelming sensation. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, could only feel as she pushed me beyond what I thought my body could handle.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice a dangerous purr in my ear. “Let go. Surrender to it.”

Her fingers pressed harder against my clit as she thrust the dildo in at a new angle, hitting something deep inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“I can’t,” I wailed, tears streaming down my face. “Please, I can’t take anymore!”

“You can and you will,” Dita insisted, her rhythm never faltering. “Stop fighting it. Stop running. Just feel.”

Something in her words penetrated the haze of sensation. Stop running. Wasn’t that what I’d been doing my whole life? Running from what I wanted, from who I was, from pleasure that frightened me with its intensity?

I forced myself to stop struggling, to lean into the overwhelming sensations instead of trying to escape them. The moment I surrendered, everything changed. The painful edge of overstimulation transformed into something transcendent, pleasure so intense it felt like I might shatter into a million pieces.

“That’s it,” Dita praised, feeling the change in my body. “Good girl. Let it consume you.”

I couldn’t control it anymore. My entire body seized, muscles clenching, thighs quivering as the pleasure crested beyond anything I’d felt before. The wave hit with such force that I screamed until my voice broke, raw and primal, surrendering completely to the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” I chanted, gasping for air as my body convulsed.

Something was happening, a pressure building impossibly within me. I couldn’t stop it. Didn’t want to stop it. My vision blurred, tears streaming down my face as Dita’s fingers worked relentlessly against my clit, her thrusts never slowing.

“Let it go,” she commanded, her voice cutting through the haze. “Give it to me, Lily.”

The pressure broke. I felt a hot rush between my legs, a release unlike anything I’d experienced before. I was coming apart, literally gushing around her strapon as she continued to pound into me. The sound was obscene, wet and unmistakable, my release soaking us both.

“Fuck yes,” Dita hissed, her free hand gripping my hip tighter. “Look at you, squirting all over my cock like the perfect little slut you are.”

I couldn’t respond, couldn’t form words as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My throat felt raw from screaming, my body limp and boneless, held up only by the restraints and Dita’s strong grip.

Time seemed to stretch and contract. I wasn’t sure how long I hung there, trembling and gasping, as aftershocks rippled through me. Eventually, Dita’s movements slowed, her fingers gentling against my oversensitive flesh.

“Time to clean up your mess,” Dita said, sliding out of me with agonizing slowness.

I whimpered at the sudden emptiness, my legs trembling so badly I could barely stand. Before I could catch my breath, she circled around to face me, the dildo glistening wet in the dim light.

“Look what you did,” she taunted, holding it inches from my face. “You made quite the mess, didn’t you? I’ve never seen anyone squirt that hard.”

My face burned with humiliation and lingering pleasure. I tried to look away, but she gripped my chin, forcing me to face the evidence of my release.

“Clean it,” she commanded, her voice brooking no argument. “Every. Last. Drop.”

I hesitated for only a second before opening my mouth. She pushed the dildo between my lips, the taste of myself sharp and tangy on my tongue. I closed my eyes, sucking obediently as she moved it in and out.

“That’s it,” she purred, watching me intently. “Such a good little slut. Who would have thought proper little Lily could cum so hard she’d soak the floor? I bet none of your boring boyfriends ever made you squirt like that.”

When she finally pulled it from my mouth, I gasped for air, my lips feeling swollen and used.
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Dita unfastened the harness and let it drop to the floor with a soft thud. Her movements were unhurried as she walked behind me, the key to the stockade jingling in her hand.

“You’ve earned a reward,” she said, unlocking the mechanism. The top half swung open, finally freeing my head and wrists.

I straightened slowly, my back aching from being bent for so long. Before I could rub my sore wrists, Dita was already unlocking the ankle cuffs, her fingers surprisingly gentle against my skin.

When the last restraint fell away, I swayed slightly, my body still humming with sensation. Dita caught me by the elbow, steadying me with a firm grip.

“Not done yet,” she said, leading me across the room to a plush leather couch. She sat down, leaning back against the cushions with casual confidence. Spreading her legs wide, she reached down to pull her blank panties to the side.

“My turn,” she said simply, gesturing to the space between her thighs. “Get to work.”

I didn’t hesitate. My legs carried me forward before my mind could catch up, my body knowing what it wanted even if my thoughts were still scattered. I sank to my knees between her spread legs, my hands finding her thighs automatically.

I plunged forward, burying my face between Dita’s thighs, my hands gripping her legs tightly as I pulled her sex against my mouth. The first taste of her hit my tongue like lightning, salt and musk and something uniquely Dita that made me moan against her flesh. I licked hungrily, desperately, as if I’d been starving for this my entire life.

“Good girl,” she purred above me, her fingers threading through my hair, guiding me where she wanted me. “Show me how grateful you are.”

I dragged my tongue through her folds, exploring every inch of her. Her wetness coated my chin, my cheeks, my nose as I pressed deeper. The scent of her arousal filled my lungs, intoxicating me further. I couldn’t get enough, couldn’t taste enough, feel enough, be enough.

Her thighs tightened around my head when I found her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue. I could feel it swelling under my attention, hardening as I licked and sucked. Her fingers tightened in my hair, the slight pain only spurring me on.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her hips rolling subtly against my face. “Just like that.”

I lost myself in the rhythm of pleasuring her, alternating between broad, flat strokes of my tongue and focused attention on her clit. Her taste grew stronger, her wetness increasing as I worked. I slid my hands beneath her ass, lifting her slightly to get a better angle, pulling her even more firmly against my eager mouth.

“Look at me,” she commanded suddenly, yanking my hair until I raised my eyes to meet hers.

The sight nearly stole my breath—Dita above me, lips parted, cheeks flushed with pleasure, eyes dark and hungry as they locked with mine. She held my gaze as I continued licking, watching every flicker of emotion cross my face.

“Don’t you dare look away,” she warned, her voice thick with arousal. “I want to see your eyes while you worship me.”

I nodded against her, maintaining eye contact as I doubled my efforts. My tongue circled her clit faster, harder, drawing a low moan from her throat. Her grip in my hair tightened painfully, but I welcomed it, the sting grounding me as pleasure threatened to overwhelm us both.

I slid one hand from under her ass, trailing my fingers through her wetness before slowly pressing two inside her. Her walls clenched around me immediately, hot and slick. I curled my fingers upward, searching for that spot that would make her come undone.

“Fuck,” she hissed when I found it, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. “Right there.”

I kept my fingers pressed firmly against that spot, massaging it in rhythm with my tongue on her clit. Her breathing grew ragged, her hips moving more insistent.

“Yes,” Dita growled, tightening her grip in my hair until tears sprang to my eyes. “Fucking worship me like the goddess I am.”

She yanked my face deeper between her thighs, her wetness coating my cheeks, my chin, my nose. I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care. The taste of her was intoxicating, addictive. I lapped hungrily at her clit, moaning against her flesh as she ground herself against my face.

“That’s right,” she hissed, her voice low and dangerous. “Show me how much you love being my little plaything. Show me how grateful you are for what I’ve given you.”

Her words sent shivers down my spine, each filthy command making me wetter. I doubled my efforts, swirling my tongue around her swollen clit before sucking it between my lips.

“Fuck, just like that,” she panted, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. “Keep your fingers right there and suck harder.”

I obeyed instantly, curling my fingers more firmly against her inner walls while increasing the pressure of my mouth. Her taste grew stronger, her wetness flowing freely as I pleasured her. I was drowning in her, and it was heaven.

“You were made for this,” Dita taunted, her voice growing breathless. “Look at you, on your knees where you belong, face buried in my cunt like it’s your only purpose in life.”

I moaned in agreement, the vibration of my voice making her hips jerk against my mouth. I wanted nothing more than to please her.

“Such a good little slut,” she continued, her grip in my hair almost painful now. “Who would have thought the scared girl who showed up crying on my doorstep would be such a natural pussy licker?”

Her words should have humiliated me, but instead, they filled me with a strange pride. Yes, I was good at this. Yes, I wanted it. Yes, I belonged exactly where I was, on my knees before her, worshipping her with every part of me.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she warned, her hips moving more urgently against my face. “I’m going to cum all over that pretty face of yours, and you’re going to thank me for it.”

I whimpered with need, my own arousal building again just from the act of pleasuring her. My jaw ached, my scalp burned from her grip, but I never wanted it to end. I wanted to stay forever between her thighs, breathing her in, tasting her, making her feel good.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped suddenly, her back arching. “Right there, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop.”

I threw myself into Dita’s pleasure with an intensity that surprised even me. My fingers curled deeper inside her as my tongue worked relentlessly against her clit. Something primal took over—I wasn’t just pleasuring her, I was devouring her. My free hand pushed against her inner thigh, spreading her legs wider, opening her completely to my hungry mouth.

A sound rose from my throat that I barely recognized. A deep, animal growl that vibrated against her flesh. I couldn’t control it any more than I could control the desperate way I was feeding on her wetness, like I might die if I couldn’t taste every drop.

“Listen to you,” Dita laughed breathlessly above me, her hips rolling against my face. “My little kitten turned into a wild animal.”

I responded with another growl, my fingers pumping faster as I sucked her clit harder. My jaw ached, my wrist cramped, but I couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t stop. The taste of her was intoxicating, the feeling of her thighs trembling against my cheeks utterly addictive.

“Such a hungry little thing,” she purred, grinding harder against my mouth. “Who taught you to eat pussy like this? Or is this just your natural talent coming out to play?”

I couldn’t answer even if I wanted to. My world had narrowed to the slick heat against my tongue, the tight grip of her around my fingers, the musky scent filling my lungs. I was lost in her, consumed by a single-minded determination to make her come undone.

Her hand tightened in my hair, pulling me exactly where she wanted me. “Right there,” she commanded. “Don’t you dare move.”

I stayed obediently in place, my tongue flattened against her clit, applying steady pressure as she rocked against me. My fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot that made her thighs shake.

“Such a good little slut,” she praised, her voice growing tighter. “Making me feel so good after I fucked you senseless.”

I moaned in agreement, the vibration making her gasp. My free hand gripped her thigh harder, nails digging into her flesh as I held her open for my hungry mouth.

Suddenly Dita threw her head back with a gasp, her thighs clamping around my ears as she ground herself hard against my mouth. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, could only stay there as she used my face like I was nothing more than a tool for her pleasure. And God, I loved it.

“Fuck, yes,” she hissed, rolling her hips in tight circles. “Just like that, just like that.”

Her wetness coated my chin, my cheeks, my nose as she rubbed herself all over my face, marking me with her scent. I stayed still, tongue extended, letting her take what she needed. My hands gripped her thighs tightly, not to control but to steady myself as she rode my mouth with increasing urgency.

“So fucking good,” she moaned, her voice tighter now, higher. “Such a perfect little toy.”

I felt her thighs begin to tremble, felt the subtle changes in her wetness, in her taste. She was close. So close. Pride surged through me. I was doing this. I was making her lose control.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded, though I hadn’t moved. “Right there, right fucking there.”

Her movements grew more frantic, her hips bucking against my face as she chased her release. I dug my nails into her thighs, holding on as she ground herself harder against my tongue.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her back arching. “Fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m—”

Her words dissolved into a long, low moan as her body went rigid. I felt her pulse against my tongue, felt the rush of wetness as she came hard against my mouth. Her thighs clamped around my head so tightly I thought I might pass out, but I didn’t care. I stayed exactly where I was, lapping gently as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

As Dita’s climax subsided, I couldn’t bring myself to stop. I continued to gently lick and kiss her, savoring every lingering taste, every subtle tremor of her thighs against my cheeks. My tongue moved slowly now, reverent, as if I were worshipping at an altar.

“God, you taste so fucking good,” I whispered against her wet flesh. “I could do this all night.” The words tumbled from me without thought, raw and honest. “I love how you taste on my tongue… love feeling you cum against my mouth.”

I looked up to find Dita watching me, a smug smile playing across her lips. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, satisfied yet still hungry.

“Listen to you,” she laughed softly. “Such filthy words from such a pretty mouth.”

Before I could respond, she reached down and grasped my arms, pulling me up with surprising strength until I was sprawled across her body. Her fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my face to hers. Her mouth crashed against mine in a kiss that was all heat and possession, her tongue pushing between my lips to taste herself on me.

I moaned into her mouth, my body melting against hers as she explored me thoroughly, licking and sucking at my tongue, my lips, the corners of my mouth where her wetness still lingered. The kiss was dirty, primal, lacking any pretense of romance and I loved it. It felt like being claimed, marked as hers.

When she finally released me, I instinctively nuzzled into her chest, my cheek resting against the soft swell of her breast. I could hear her heartbeat, still slightly elevated from her orgasm. Without thinking, I pressed closer, seeking the comfort of her warmth.

To my surprise, Dita didn’t push me away. Instead, her arms came around me, one hand stroking my hair in slow, rhythmic movements. The tenderness was unexpected after the intensity of what we’d just shared, but I sank into it gratefully, my body still humming with pleasure and newfound contentment.

“You need to stop running, Lily,” she said after a long moment, her voice softer than I’d ever heard it. Her fingers continued their gentle path through my hair. “Every time you get close to what you really want, you bolt. Like tonight at the club. Like the first time you came to me.”

I tensed slightly, but her hand kept its steady rhythm, soothing me despite the uncomfortable truth of her words.

“There’s an entire world of pleasure waiting for you,” she continued. “Experiences you’ve only dreamed about. Things that would make tonight seem tame by comparison.” Her fingernails scraped lightly against my scalp, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. “But you have to stop being afraid of your own desires.”

“I don’t know how,” I admitted, my voice small against her skin.

“Yes, you do,” she replied.

I stayed quiet, the truth settling like a weight I could no longer ignore. She was right. I did know deep down. I just didn’t want to admit it to myself.

Dita’s hand slipped under my chin, tilting my face up so I had to meet her eyes. There was no judgment in them, only fierce certainty.

“You’re not alone anymore, Lily. You don’t have to hide.”

The night stretched between us—soft and quiet, full of unspoken promises. I let myself breathe, really breathe, for the first time in years.

Slowly, I leaned into her, feeling the sharp edge of my fear soften against her steady presence. Whatever came next, I was ready to face it.

Because now, I was done running.
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            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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            Leslie is young, eager, and in way over her head at her first corporate job. The deadlines are brutal, the expectations impossible, and the only thing more dangerous than failing is the woman watching her every move.

Diane is older. Confident. Unshakable. She doesn’t play nice, doesn’t explain herself, and definitely doesn’t hide the way she looks at Leslie when no one else is around.

One late night, the tension finally snaps.

What follows is raw, filthy, and nothing like Leslie ever expected. It’s not romance. It’s not sweet. It’s the kind of encounter that leaves her legs shaking and her mind wrecked. The kind she’ll think about every time she sees Diane across the office pretending like nothing ever happened.
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            Ava and Zoe have been thick as thieves since forever, but life got messy. Zoe got married, Ava got lost in her own world, and suddenly they weren’t talking anymore. Now Zoe’s freshly divorced and they’re back together for one adults-only weekend at their childhood summer camp.

Ava’s here for the nostalgia and a fun girls’ trip. Instead, Zoe’s glances feel like invitations or maybe Ava just wants to believe they are.

When Zoe makes a move that turns everything upside down, Ava has to decide if risking their friendship is worth all the heat and hunger that’s been waiting to explode.

A weekend of campfires, late-night dares, and a crush that won’t quit. Sometimes the best stories start with the friends you thought you knew.
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