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Breaking in Lucy

I could hear the music before I even found the door. Low, bass-heavy, the kind of beat that vibrates in your ribs and makes you question if you’re already drunk or if the world is just a little off-kilter. The stairs leading down were narrow and grungy, like they’d been mopped maybe once in the last decade. My boots stuck a little with each step, and I had to force myself not to turn around and run back to the safety of my apartment.

What the hell was I doing here?

I gripped the railing like it might give me courage, pretending I belonged, pretending I wasn’t the most clueless baby gay in the entire city. Fresh out, new to everything, and I’d decided to start with… this. An underground lesbian club whispered about like an urban legend. Most people probably eased in with a Tinder date or a Pride bar crawl. But no, Lucy had to take the shortcut straight into depravity.

At the bottom of the stairs, a woman leaned against a podium. The host. She looked me over like she already knew everything about me—what I wanted, what I didn’t know I wanted, how badly I was shaking inside. Her lipstick was dark, her smile sharp.

“First time?” she asked, voice sly, almost sing-song.

My spine tried to stiffen, but it was more like a half-hearted slouch. “No,” I said, way too quickly. “I mean…yeah. Maybe.”

She chuckled, holding out her hand for the cover charge. I shoved bills into her palm like I was passing off contraband.

Her fingers curled over mine briefly, warm and sure. “Relax. Have fun. Nobody bites unless you want them to.” Her wink made my face go hot.

I gave her what I hoped was a confident smile. “I’m not that nervous.”

She laughed outright at that, stepping aside so I could pass. “Of course you’re not.”

And then the hallway opened up, the music swelling, voices rising, and I realized I had officially stepped into the kind of place you don’t come back from unchanged.

My steps faltered as I descended into the main floor. The full force of it hit me all at once. The heat, the noise, the sheer overwhelming presence of so many queer bodies in one space.

Women. Everywhere. Women loving women openly, brazenly. Big butch women in leather with arms that could pin me against a wall. Femmes in gothic makeup and tight corsets that pushed their breasts up and together in ways that made my mouth water. Nonbinary folks sporting mohawks and elaborate harness systems that crisscrossed their chests and groins in intricate patterns.

The air was thick, almost difficult to breathe. Sweat glistened on bare shoulders, on the small of backs where shirts rode up. Bodies pressed together on the dance floor, grinding in rhythm to music that seemed to pump through the floor itself. The scent of perfume mixed with arousal hung in the air, unmistakable and intoxicating.

I needed a drink. Desperately.

I squeezed between two couples making out against a wall, muttering apologies they couldn’t hear over the music. The sticky floor clung to my boots with each step. By the time I reached the bar, my shirt was already clinging to my back with sweat.

“What can I get you?” The bartender leaned forward, her voice cutting through the noise somehow. She had an undercut, tattoos crawling up her neck, and the kind of confident smile that made my knees weak.

“Something strong,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Surprise me.”

Her eyes lingered on mine as she nodded. “First timer. I can tell.” Her hands moved with practiced efficiency, pouring liquids together. “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

The way she said it made heat pool between my legs. She slid a bright blue drink toward me, her fingers brushing mine as I took it.

“Thanks,” I managed, taking a sip. It was sweet but burned pleasantly on the way down.

Before I could move away, a woman pressed against my back, reaching past me for her drink. Her breasts pushed against my shoulder blades, her hips flush against my ass. She didn’t move away after grabbing her glass.

“Sorry,” she murmured in my ear, not sounding sorry at all. Her breath was hot against my skin. “It’s crowded tonight.”

I turned slightly, finding myself face to face with full lips painted dark red. Her eyes were heavily lined, hair cascading down in waves. She wore a mesh top over a black bra that barely contained her.

“I’m Lucy,” I said, my voice coming out embarrassingly breathy.

“Jade,” she replied, her eyes traveling down my body without any attempt at subtlety. “First time here?”

“Is it that obvious? Everyone keeps asking me that.” I asked, taking another gulp of my drink for courage.

“Painfully obvious,” Jade replied with a laugh. She took another step closer, eliminating what little space remained between us. Her thigh slipped between my legs, the pressure against my center making me gasp. “But I like that. Fresh meat.”

I nearly choked on my drink. “I… um…”

“Relax,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “I won’t do anything you don’t already desperately want me to.”

Her hand found my waist, fingers slipping beneath the hem of my shirt to trace circles on my bare skin. Each touch sent electricity through my body, my nipples hardening beneath my bra.

“You’re gorgeous,” she said, pulling back just enough to look at my face. Her eyes were predatory, hungry. “I bet you taste even better than you look.”

My cunt throbbed at her words. I’d never been spoken to like this, never had a woman be so direct about wanting me. Fantasy was one thing, but the reality of Jade’s body against mine, her fingers now tracing up my ribs, was overwhelming.

“I…” I struggled to form words as her thumb brushed the underside of my breast. “I haven’t done this before.”

“Done what?” Jade asked, her other hand now resting possessively on my hip. “Been to a sex club? Been with a woman?” Her lips pressed against my neck, tongue darting out to taste my skin. “Been fucked properly?”

The word ‘fucked’ in her mouth made my knees weaken. I leaned back against the bar for support as her hand cupped my breast fully, thumb grazing my nipple through my shirt.

“Any of it,” I admitted, my hips involuntarily pressing forward against her thigh.

“Mmm,” she hummed against my throat. “Virgin pussy. My favorite.”

Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers dipping just beneath the waistband of my jeans. My breathing became shallow, my entire body hot and aching for her touch.

“I want to take you to the bathroom,” she said, her voice low and filthy. “Bend you over the sink. Pull these tight jeans down just enough to get my fingers inside you.”

I moaned softly, imagining her behind me, her fingers pushing into my dripping hole.

“Would you like that?” she asked, her teeth grazing my earlobe. “Want me to make you cum for the first time? Show you what you’ve been missing?”

My body screamed yes, but something in my brain flashed warning signals. This was too fast, too much. I’d imagined my first time with a woman would be special, not bent over a bathroom sink with a stranger.

“I…” I pulled back slightly, trying to gather my thoughts despite the throbbing between my legs. “I’d like to look around a bit first,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “Maybe catch up with you later?”

Jade’s smile was all teeth, but she released her grip on me. “Sure thing, baby gay. I’ll be around.” She trailed a single finger down my arm. “Don’t keep me waiting too long.”

I nodded, clutching my drink like a shield as I slipped away from her. My body was still thrumming with want, but I needed to catch my breath, needed to see what else this place had to offer before diving in headfirst.

The main floor opened up to a series of hallways, each marked with different colored lights. I followed the red one, drawn by curiosity and the persistent ache between my legs. The music faded slightly as I moved deeper into the club, replaced by different sounds: moans, gasps, the unmistakable wet sounds of sex.

I pushed through a heavy velvet curtain and froze.

The room was bathed in crimson light, illuminating a scene that made my breath stop. Women were everywhere, naked or partially clothed, fucking on every available surface. On a large platform in the center, a woman with short platinum hair was strapped to a St. Andrew’s cross, her legs spread wide as another woman knelt between them, face buried in her pussy.

“Fuck, yes, right there,” the bound woman cried, her body arching against her restraints. “Make me cum on your fucking tongue.”

I couldn’t look away. The woman on her knees was working her mouth with obvious skill, her hands gripping thick thighs, keeping them spread open. Around them, other women watched, touching themselves or each other.

My clit throbbed painfully as I watched the woman on the cross cum, screaming as she climaxed against her partner’s mouth. The woman between her legs didn’t stop, continuing to lick and suck until the bound woman was trembling with what was clearly a second orgasm.

I took a long swallow of my drink, the alcohol burning a path to my stomach. I moved further into the room, trying to appear casual as I passed a couch where three women were tangled together in a mess of limbs. One was facedown, ass in the air as another woman fucked her with a strap-on dildo, the wet slapping sounds of their bodies meeting making my own cunt clench with need.

The third woman was beneath them, her face buried between the legs of the one wearing the strap. They moved together in perfect rhythm, sweat glistening on their naked bodies.

“First time here?”

I spun around to face the voice, nearly spilling my drink. A woman towered over me, broad-shouldered and imposing. Her leather vest hung open, revealing a generous expanse of bare skin underneath. No bra, no shirt, just muscled flesh and two small nipple rings catching the red light. She had to be in her forties, with short salt-and-pepper hair and a jawline that could cut glass.

“I asked if it’s your first time here, little one,” she repeated, her voice deep and commanding.

“Is it that obvious?” I managed, my eyes flicking down to the thin chain in her hand, following it to… oh god.

At the end of the leash knelt a woman with vibrant green hair cascading over her bare shoulders. She wore nothing but a black leather collar, a tiny skirt that barely covered her ass, and knee-high boots. Her breasts were full and round, nipples painted with some kind of glitter that caught the light when she breathed.

“I’m Vic,” said the butch woman, giving the leash a gentle tug. “And this is my pet, Chloe. Say hello to the nice girl, pet.”

“Hello,” Chloe purred, looking up at me through thick lashes. Her lips were plump and glossy, and her tongue darted out to wet them as she eyed me. “You’re pretty.”

My clit pulsed with need as I watched Vic’s free hand slide possessively into Chloe’s green hair, gripping it tight enough to make the woman gasp.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sounds of sex surrounding us.

“We’ve been watching you,” Vic said, her eyes traveling slowly down my body. “Haven’t we, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Chloe replied, her eyes never leaving mine. “You looked so innocent. So… untouched.”

Vic’s smile was predatory. “Would you like to join us? Chloe here is exceptionally talented with her tongue. Aren’t you, pet?”

“The best, Mistress,” Chloe said, her hands sliding up her own thighs, inching her already tiny skirt higher. “I can make her scream.”

My mouth went dry at the suggestion. I’d never even kissed a woman before, and here I was being offered what was clearly an experienced pair. My hesitation must have shown on my face.

“Not ready to participate?” Vic asked, her voice softening slightly. “That’s alright. You can watch, if you’d prefer. Chloe loves an audience, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Chloe moaned, arching her back to push her breasts forward. “Please let me show her.”

I swallowed hard, nodding before I could overthink it. “I’d like to watch.”

Vic’s smile turned wolfish as she tugged on Chloe’s leash. “On your hands and knees, pet. Show our new friend what you’re hiding under that excuse for a skirt.”

Chloe immediately dropped to all fours, turning so her ass faced me. My breath caught in my throat as Vic flipped up the tiny skirt, exposing Chloe completely. Her pussy glistened in the red light, swollen and wet, with neatly trimmed hair.

“Look at this beautiful cunt,” Vic said, her voice dropping to a husky growl as she ran two fingers along Chloe’s slit. Chloe whimpered, pushing back against the touch. “So fucking wet already. She gets this way when she knows someone’s watching.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Vic spread Chloe’s pussy lips with her fingers, showing me the glistening pink inside. My own pussy throbbed painfully in response, my panties soaked through.

“See how puffy her lips get when she’s aroused?” Vic continued, circling Chloe’s entrance with her middle finger. “And this tight little hole… it can take four of my fingers when she’s really worked up.”

Chloe moaned, her back arching deeper. “Please, Mistress.”

“Not yet,” Vic scolded, delivering a sharp slap to Chloe’s ass that left a red handprint. The sound made me jump, but Chloe only moaned louder. “I’m showing our friend what a perfect fuck toy you are.”

Vic’s fingers moved higher, circling Chloe’s clit. “Look at this swollen little button. So sensitive.” She flicked it lightly, making Chloe’s entire body jerk. “Sometimes I can make her cum just from blowing on her clit. Other times…”

Her hand moved back, a finger pressing against Chloe’s asshole. “This tight little hole needs attention too.”

My legs felt weak as I watched Vic push her finger slowly into Chloe’s ass, the muscle stretching around the invasion. Chloe groaned, her hands fisting against the floor.

“Have you ever touched another woman’s pussy, Lucy?” Vic asked, looking up at me while continuing to finger Chloe’s ass.

I shook my head, unable to form words.

“Would you like to?”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “I… yes.”

Vic withdrew her finger and beckoned me closer. “Come here. Feel how wet she is.”

I moved forward on shaky legs, kneeling beside Vic. The scent of Chloe’s arousal hit me—musky, sweet, intoxicating. Up close, I could see how her pussy pulsed with need.

“Touch her,” Vic commanded softly.

I reached out, my hand trembling as my fingertips made first contact with Chloe’s slickness. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Velvety soft, yet firm, and so incredibly wet. A small gasp escaped my lips as I gently traced the outline of her pussy.

“That’s it,” Vic encouraged, her voice low and husky in my ear. “Feel how fucking wet she is for you. Spread her open, baby. Don’t be shy.”

My fingers explored with cautious curiosity, sliding along her swollen lips. The heat radiating from her core was intoxicating, and the way her body responded to my touch with subtle quivers and soft moans made my own clit throb painfully.

“Use two fingers,” Vic instructed, watching my every move. “Spread those pretty lips apart so you can see her hole. That’s where she needs to be filled.”

I followed her directions, using my index and middle finger to part Chloe’s pussy lips. The sight of her pink, glistening entrance made my mouth water. Her wetness coated my fingers, making them glide effortlessly across her sensitive flesh.

“Look at that fucking beautiful pussy,” Vic growled. “See how her hole clenches? She’s desperate to be filled. Run your finger around it, tease her a little.”

I circled Chloe’s entrance with my middle finger, marveling at how it pulsed and contracted. Each light touch drew a whimper from her throat, her hips pushing back, seeking more pressure.

“Now find her clit,” Vic said, reaching down to guide my hand. “Right up here. This little swollen button is the key to making her scream.”

My fingers slid upward, finding the firm nub protruding from its hood. The moment I touched it, Chloe let out a sharp cry, her whole body tensing.

“Gentle at first,” Vic cautioned, her breath hot against my neck. “Circle it slowly. Feel how stiff it gets when you play with it.”

I obeyed, making small, deliberate circles around Chloe’s clit. It hardened further under my touch, and her juices seemed to flow even more freely, coating my hand.

“That’s it. You’re a natural,” Vic praised. “Now slide a finger inside her. Feel her tightness grip you.”

Hesitantly, I positioned my middle finger at Chloe’s entrance, pushing forward slowly. The sensation of her warm, wet channel enveloping my finger made my breath stutter. Her inner walls clenched around me, pulling me deeper.

“Fuck,” I whispered, unable to contain my awe.

“She’s so fucking tight, isn’t she?” Vic grinned, her hand now resting possessively on my lower back. “Add another finger. Stretch that hungry pussy.”

I slid a second finger into Chloe’s soaked pussy, feeling her inner walls stretch to accommodate me. The sensation of her hot, slick flesh gripping my fingers was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Her wetness coated my hand, dripping down my wrist as I pushed deeper into her.

“That’s it,” Vic praised, her voice suddenly closer. “Curl your fingers, like you’re beckoning someone.”

I followed her instructions, curling my fingers against Chloe’s front wall. The response was immediate, Chloe’s back arched sharply and she let out a guttural moan.

“There it is,” Vic murmured. “Her sweet spot. Rub it in circles.”

Before I could respond, I felt Vic’s solid presence behind me. Her body heat radiated against my back as she knelt, her thighs bracketing mine. Her hands slid around my waist, rough palms dragging up my ribcage under my shirt.

“Keep fucking her,” Vic commanded, her breath hot against my ear as her hands found my breasts. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I gasped as she roughly squeezed my tits through my bra, her calloused fingers pinching my nipples hard enough to make me cry out.

“Look at you,” Vic growled, tugging my shirt up to expose my bra. “Playing the shy little virgin, but the second you get your fingers in a wet cunt, you’re fucking dripping for it, aren’t you?”

Her hands worked under my bra, shoving it up to fully expose my breasts to the cool air. My nipples hardened instantly as she rolled them between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching and pulling with just enough force to make me whimper.

“You like that, don’t you?” she said, twisting one nipple until I gasped. “You’ve been wanting this for so long. Tell me how bad you’ve wanted it.”

“I… I don’t…” I stammered, trying to focus on fingering Chloe while Vic’s hands worked my sensitive nipples.

Vic bit down on my earlobe, sending shocks of pleasure-pain through my body. “Don’t lie to me. Tell me how long you’ve been dreaming about women’s bodies. About touching wet pussy. About getting fucked by someone who knows what they’re doing.”

“Forever,” I admitted, my voice breaking as Vic pinched both nipples simultaneously. “God, forever.”

“What were you hiding from?” Vic demanded, one hand sliding down my stomach to press against my mound through my jeans. “All this time denying yourself what you really need.”

“I was scared,” I confessed, rocking my hips against her hand. “Scared of how much I wanted it.”

“Well, baby, you don’t have to be scared anymore,” Vic purred. “Show me how much you want it. Fuck my pet harder.”

I increased my pace, driving my fingers deeper into Chloe’s dripping cunt. The wet sounds of my fingers pumping inside her filled the air as her inner walls clenched around me. Each thrust made Chloe cry out, her voice growing higher and more desperate.

“Harder,” Vic commanded against my neck, her teeth scraping my sensitive skin. “Make her feel it. Curl your fingers up against that spot that makes her scream.”

I obeyed, finding that spongy patch inside Chloe and pressing firmly against it with each thrust. My wrist ached from the awkward angle, but the pain was nothing compared to the thrill of feeling her respond to my touch. Chloe’s moans turned to desperate cries as I fucked her faster, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds as my fingers plunged in and out.

“God, yes,” Chloe gasped, her arms trembling as she struggled to hold herself up. “Right there, fuck, don’t stop!”

Vic’s hand slid from my breast down to the waistband of my jeans. She popped the button open with ease, her fingers deftly lowering my zipper.

“Let’s see how wet you are,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “I bet your little cunt is soaked just from fingering my slut.”

Her hand pushed past my underwear, fingers immediately finding my pussy. I gasped at the first contact, my hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Fuck,” Vic groaned, her fingers sliding through my wetness. “You’re fucking drenched.”

Her middle finger found my clit, circling it with firm pressure that made my knees weak. I struggled to maintain my rhythm inside Chloe as pleasure shot through my body.

“Keep fucking her,” Vic reminded me, her teeth nipping at my earlobe. “Don’t you dare stop until she cums all over your hand.”

I redoubled my efforts, thrusting into Chloe with renewed vigor while Vic’s fingers worked magic on my clit. The dual sensations of fucking and being touched overwhelmed me. My mind went blank except for the primal need to fuck and be fucked.

“That’s it,” Vic encouraged, her fingers moving faster on my sensitive bud. “You’re a natural. Look at how she takes your fingers. Look at how she begs for it.”

Chloe was indeed begging, a stream of filthy pleas falling from her lips as she rocked back against my hand.

“Please, please, I’m so close,” she whimpered. “Fuck me harder, make me cum, please!”

I added a third finger, stretching her pussy wider.

The stretch of her around my three fingers made Chloe’s pussy clench and spasm as I pushed deeper inside her. I fucked her harder, my forearm burning with the effort, but I couldn’t stop. Not when she was making those sounds. Not when Vic’s fingers were working magic on my clit, drawing tight circles that sent lightning through my veins.

“Fuck her like you mean it,” Vic growled against my neck, her teeth grazing my skin. “Make her cum all over those pretty fingers.”

I curled my fingers upward with each thrust, hitting that spongy spot that made Chloe’s thighs tremble. Her wetness coated my hand, dripping down my wrist as I pounded into her.

“Oh god, oh god, right there,” Chloe panted, her arms giving out so her face pressed against the floor, ass still high in the air. “I’m gonna fucking cum, don’t stop, please don’t fucking stop!”

Vic’s fingers moved faster between my legs, her other hand roughly pinching my nipple. The dual sensations were too much—the feeling of Chloe’s pussy gripping my fingers, the slick heat of her cunt, Vic’s calloused fingers working my clit with relentless precision.

“You’re both such good girls,” Vic murmured, her voice husky with arousal. “My pet taking those fingers so deep, and you, getting your first taste of pussy. Does it make your cunt wet, feeling how tight she is around your fingers?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hips bucking against Vic’s hand. “God, yes.”

Chloe’s moans grew higher, more desperate. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers as her orgasm hit, her whole body shaking violently. She screamed, a primal sound of release that echoed through the room, her pussy pulsing around my fingers as she came hard.

The sight of her cumming, combined with Vic’s relentless pressure on my clit, pushed me over the edge without warning. My orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave, my vision blurring as pleasure exploded outward from my core. I cried out, my body convulsing as Vic’s fingers continued their merciless circles, drawing out my climax until I couldn’t breathe.

“That’s it,” Vic purred, slowing her movements as I trembled against her. “Good fucking girl.”

My fingers slipped from Chloe’s soaked pussy as my body went limp, my head falling back against Vic’s shoulder. We stayed like that for a moment, all three of us panting, sweat-slicked and trembling.

That’s when I saw her.

Jade sat a few feet away, watching us with that predatory smile. Her eyes locked with mine, dark and hungry. She’d been there the whole time, watching me get my fingers wet.

Jade had her legs spread wide on the leather chair, her fingers making slow circles over her exposed clit. Her free hand cupped her breast, pinching her nipple as she watched me with half-lidded eyes.

“Fucking hell,” she purred, her voice carrying across the small space between us. “You’re a fast learner, aren’t you? Never touched a pussy before and now you’re making them squirt like you’ve been doing it your whole life.”

My body still hummed with the aftershocks of my orgasm, but seeing Jade touching herself while watching me sent fresh arousal flooding through me. Her fingers glistened with her own wetness as she continued to rub herself, never breaking eye contact.

“Are you hungry, Lucy?” Jade asked, her tongue darting out to wet her bottom lip as she spread her legs even wider. The pink flesh of her pussy gleamed in the dim light, swollen and slick.

I couldn’t find my voice. My mouth watered at the sight of her exposed cunt, my body responding instinctively to what I now knew I wanted. I simply nodded, my chest heaving with each breath.

Vic’s hand squeezed my shoulder once before releasing me. “Go on, baby gay,” she murmured, her voice rough with amusement. “Time to taste your first pussy.”

Chloe crawled forward on her hands and knees, nuzzling against my leg briefly before looking up at me with glazed eyes. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. “Go get her.”

I stood on shaky legs, my jeans still unbuttoned and hanging low on my hips. My nipples pebbled in the cool air, my bra still shoved up above my breasts. I should have felt exposed, vulnerable. Instead, I felt powerful. Emboldened by the way these women looked at me, by the way Chloe had cum on my fingers, by the hungry look in Jade’s eyes.

I crossed the space between us with newfound confidence, my eyes locked on Jade’s wet fingers as they continued to circle her clit. When I reached her, I didn’t hesitate. I bent down, grabbed her face between my hands, and kissed her hard.

Her mouth opened instantly, her tongue sliding against mine as she groaned into my mouth. She tasted like whiskey and something darker, something uniquely her. I sucked her bottom lip between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to make her gasp.

“Fuck,” she breathed against my lips. “Not so innocent after all.”

I dropped to my knees between her spread thighs, my hands gripping her knees to push them even farther apart. Up close, her pussy was a work of art—plump outer lips framing delicate inner folds that glistened with her juices. Her clit stood proud from its hood, swollen and begging for attention.

“I want to eat your pussy so fucking bad,” I whispered, staring up at Jade with undisguised hunger. “I need to taste you right now.”

Her eyes widened slightly, perhaps surprised by my directness. A slow smile spread across her face as she leaned back, draping one leg over the arm of the chair to open herself completely to me.

“Then do it,” she challenged, her fingers sliding through my hair before gripping it tightly. “Show me what that pretty mouth can do.”

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned forward and ran my tongue along the entire length of her slit in one long, slow lick. The taste exploded across my tongue. Tangy, musky, slightly sweet and unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My eyes fluttered closed as I savored it, my brain struggling to process the intensity of finally tasting another woman.

“Fuck,” I groaned against her flesh, “you taste so fucking good.”

I dove back in, my tongue exploring every fold and crevice of her pussy like I was mapping uncharted territory. I lapped at her entrance, gathering her wetness on my tongue before moving higher to circle her clit. Her hips jerked when I made contact with the sensitive spot.

“That’s it,” Jade encouraged, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Suck on my clit. Gentle at first.”

I wrapped my lips around her swollen clit, applying light suction as my tongue flicked back and forth across it. The sound Jade made was animalistic; a deep, guttural moan that vibrated through her body and straight into mine. My own pussy clenched in response, fresh wetness gathering between my thighs.

I lost myself in her taste, in the wet sounds of my mouth working her pussy, in the increasingly desperate noises she made. I alternated between broad strokes of my flattened tongue and precise flicks against her clit, learning what made her gasp and what made her thighs tremble.

“God, yes, right there,” Jade panted, her hips rising to meet my mouth. “Fuck, you’re a natural at this.”

My entire world narrowed to the taste of her on my tongue. Fuck, she was delicious. So much better than I’d ever imagined in all those lonely nights touching myself. Her wetness coated my chin, dripped down my neck, and I didn’t care. I wanted more. Needed more.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” I moaned against her pussy, barely lifting my mouth to speak. “You taste so goddamn good.”

I buried my face deeper between her thighs, my tongue seeking every drop of her. My hands gripped her ass, pulling her closer to my hungry mouth. I couldn’t get enough. Each swipe of my tongue sent more of her juices flowing, and I lapped them up greedily, drunk on her taste.

“That’s it, baby,” Jade panted above me, her fingers twisted in my hair. “Eat that pussy like you’ve been starving for it.”

And I was starving. My whole life I’d been starving without knowing what I was hungry for. Now I knew. This. This slick heat against my tongue, these soft lips parting for me, this raw feminine power pulsing beneath my tongue.

I sucked her clit into my mouth again, harder this time, circling the swollen bud with my tongue. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her back arching off the chair.

“Fuck, yes,” she hissed, grinding against my face. “Right there, don’t stop.”

I slid two fingers inside her without warning, curling them upward like Vic had shown me. Her pussy clenched around me instantly, hot and tight and perfect. I pumped my fingers in rhythm with my tongue, feeling her inner walls grip me, feeling the spot inside her that made her cry out when I pressed against it.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her hips bucking wildly against my face. “I’m gonna cum, don’t you dare fucking stop.”

I worked her harder, faster, desperate to feel her cum on my tongue. I wanted to make her scream, wanted to own this moment completely. My jaw ached and my fingers cramped, but I didn’t care. Nothing mattered except the taste of her, the feel of her pussy gripping my fingers, the sounds she made as I pushed her closer to the edge.

When she came, it was with a guttural scream that seemed to echo off the walls. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers so hard I could barely move them. Her clit pulsed against my tongue as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. I didn’t stop, didn’t let up, drawing out her orgasm until she was pushing my head away, too sensitive to take any more.

I sat back on my heels, panting, my face glistening with her wetness. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, staring up at her with undisguised pride.

Jade reached down, her slender fingers wrapping around my wrists as she pulled me up. There was something graceful and predatory in her movements, like a cat toying with its prey. Her lips found mine, soft and tender, tasting herself on my mouth as she kissed me deeply.

“Mmm,” she hummed against my lips. “Good girl. Such a good fucking girl. You eat pussy like you were born for it.”

My body vibrated with pride at her praise, my cunt still throbbing with need. I melted against her, our breasts pressing together as she continued to pepper my face with soft kisses.

“For your first time, that was fucking incredible,” she whispered, brushing hair away from my face.

We stayed like that for a moment, her hands stroking my back, both of us breathing heavily as we came down from the high. My lips felt swollen, my jaw sore in the most satisfying way. I could still taste her on my tongue, could still feel the phantom sensation of her pussy clenching around my fingers.

Jade pulled back slightly, her eyes dark and hungry as they swept over my body. “You know what I’d really love now?”

“What?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “I want to watch you get fucked. Hard.”

I blinked, not sure I understood. “What do you mean?”

“Rocket!” Jade called out, her eyes never leaving mine.

I turned toward the sound of approaching footsteps, my breath stopping in my throat. A figure stepped through the doorway, completely naked except for the most intimidating strap-on I’d ever seen. It jutted out from between their legs, thick and long and glistening under the dim lights.

Rocket was tall and lean, with short cropped hair and a confident stance. My eyes traced over their body, taking in the flat chest with two neat scars running beneath their pectorals. Their skin was covered in intricate tattoos that wrapped around their arms and torso like living art.

“Lucy, this is my friend Rocket,” Jade said, her hand sliding possessively down my back to cup my ass. “Rocket, this is Lucy. She’s new.”

Rocket nodded at me, a slow smile spreading across their face. “Hey there. First time at the club?”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the massive dildo strapped to their hips. It had to be at least eight inches long and thick enough that I wasn’t sure I could wrap my hand around it. My pussy clenched at the sight, a mixture of fear and arousal flooding through me.

“Is that… are you going to…” I stammered, unable to form a coherent sentence.

“Only if you want it,” Rocket said, their voice low and smooth. They stepped closer, the silicone cock swaying slightly with each step. “And I can see how badly you want it.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I stared at the massive silicone cock between their legs. I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. Was it that obvious? I hesitated, weighing my desire against my inexperience.

“Yes,” I finally whispered, the single word carrying the weight of years of repressed longing. “I want it.”

Rocket nodded, their expression softening slightly. “Take your pants off for me, baby. Let me see what I’m working with.”

My fingers trembled as I pushed my jeans down my thighs, the denim sticking to my skin where my juices had soaked through my panties. I kicked them aside, then hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear, sliding them down in one fluid motion. The cool air hit my exposed pussy, making me shiver.

I moved to a nearby padded bench, laying back with my legs dangling off the edge. My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched Rocket approach, their eyes fixed on my exposed pussy. I’d never felt so vulnerable yet so powerful at the same time.

Jade appeared at my side, her fingers brushing hair from my face. “Look at this pretty little virgin pussy,” she cooed, loud enough for everyone to hear. “So pink and perfect, just waiting to be stretched for the first time.”

I felt my face flush hot with embarrassment and arousal as Vic and Chloe gathered around, all eyes on my spread legs. Chloe still wore nothing but her collar and tiny skirt, her nipples visibly hard as she stared between my thighs.

“God, you’re fucking soaked,” Vic observed, her voice thick with approval. “Dripping down your thighs already and we’ve barely touched you.”

Rocket positioned themselves between my legs, strong hands gripping my thighs to spread them wider. The head of the dildo brushed against my inner thigh, leaving a cool, wet trail from the lube they’d applied.

“Such a good girl,” Rocket murmured, one hand sliding up to test my wetness. Their fingers slipped through my folds with ease, drawing a gasp from my lips. “So fucking wet. You really have been waiting for this your whole life, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips lifting involuntarily as their finger circled my entrance. “Please, I need it.”

“Listen to her beg,” Jade said with a wicked smile, her hand now cupping my breast possessively. “Such an eager little slut for her first time.”

“Virgin pussy is the sweetest,” Chloe added, dropping to her knees beside the bench.

The tip of Rocket’s strap-on pressed against my entrance, the cool silicone a stark contrast to the heat radiating from my core. I gasped as they applied gentle pressure, the thick head stretching me open bit by agonizing bit.

“Breathe, baby,” Rocket murmured, their hands gripping my thighs firmly. “Relax and let me in.”

I forced myself to exhale, trying to relax my muscles as the first inch slid inside. The stretch burned in the most delicious way, my body fighting the intrusion even as I craved more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my back arching off the bench. “It’s so big.”

“Look at that hungry cunt taking it,” Vic growled from somewhere to my left. “Swallowing up that fat dildo like she was made for it.”

Rocket pushed forward slowly, giving me time to adjust as each inch filled me more completely than I’d ever been filled before. I spread my legs wider, tilting my hips to take more, desperate to feel completely stuffed.

“That’s right,” Chloe purred, her hand stroking my hair. “Open up for it. Your pussy was built to be stretched.”

“Fuck, you should see this,” Jade announced to the growing crowd. “Her tight little hole is getting so stretched around Rocket’s fat strap. Pink and perfect.”

I whimpered at her filthy words, a fresh flood of wetness easing Rocket’s slow penetration. The burn of the stretch gave way to a fullness that made my entire body sing with pleasure. When I felt their hips finally press against my thighs, I knew they were buried to the hilt inside me.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped, my inner walls clenching around the intrusion. “It’s all in. I took it all.”

“Good fucking girl,” Rocket praised, grinding their hips against me without pulling out, letting me feel the full length buried inside.

Jade leaned down, her face hovering above mine. “How does it feel, baby? Having that big dildo stuffing your virgin pussy for the first time?”

Before I could answer, she captured my mouth in a searing kiss, her tongue pushing past my lips to claim me completely. Her hand found my breast, pinching my nipple hard enough to make me cry out into her mouth.

Rocket began to move, pulling out halfway before sliding back in with a smooth thrust. The drag of the thick shaft against my inner walls sent sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more.

“Harder,” I begged when Jade released my mouth, my hands gripping the edges of the bench for support. “Please, fuck me harder.”

Rocket’s hands gripped my hips with bruising force, fingers digging into my flesh as they began to pick up speed. Each thrust came harder, faster than the one before, driving the thick silicone deeper inside me. My body jolted with each impact, the bench creaking beneath us.

I couldn’t focus on the others anymore. My world had narrowed to the delicious friction of Rocket’s strap stretching me open, filling me so completely I could barely breathe. My moans grew louder, more desperate, each thrust pulling sounds from me I didn’t know I could make.

“That’s it, baby,” Rocket growled, their pace relentless now. “Let everyone hear how much you love this strap.”

I arched my back, my body seeking more, wanting to be split open, wanting to be ruined. My hands flailed, searching for something to anchor me as pleasure built to nearly unbearable heights.

Jade appeared above me, her eyes dark with hunger as she watched my face contort with ecstasy. She bent down, her lips finding my neck, teeth scraping against my pulse point before sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

“Everyone’s watching you get fucked,” she whispered against my skin, her hot breath making me shiver despite the sweat coating my body. “All these women seeing what a perfect little slut you are, taking that huge strap your first time.”

Her hands moved to my breasts, fingers finding my nipples. She pinched them hard, rolling the sensitive buds between her fingers until I cried out, the sharp pain blending with pleasure until I couldn’t tell them apart.

“Please,” I gasped, not even sure what I was begging for. “Please, fuck, I can’t…”

“Yes you can,” Jade purred, twisting my nipples until tears sprang to my eyes. “You can take it all. You were made for this.”

Rocket’s thrusts became punishing, their hips slapping against my thighs with each forward drive. The obscene, wet sounds of the dildo plunging into my soaked hole filled the air, mingling with my increasingly desperate moans.

My eyes rolled back as Rocket shifted angles, the thick head of their strap hitting a spot inside me that made white-hot pleasure explode behind my eyelids. My legs began to shake uncontrollably, my inner walls clenching around the invading silicone.

“Oh fuck, right there,” I screamed, beyond caring how I sounded, beyond caring about anything but the mounting pressure building in my core. “Don’t stop!”

Suddenly I felt a new sensation, another touch joining the cacophony of pleasure. Vic had moved to kneel beside the bench, her calloused fingers finding my clit with unerring precision. She began rubbing tight, firm circles around the swollen bud while Rocket continued relentlessly pounding my pussy.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, my back arching off the bench as lightning shot through my body. “Oh my god, that’s too much!”

“No such thing as too much,” Vic growled, her fingers pressing harder, moving faster.

My entire body felt electrified, every nerve ending firing at once. The combination of Rocket’s thick shaft stretching me open, pounding against that perfect spot inside me, and Vic’s skilled fingers working my clit was overwhelming. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, could only feel.

“So fucking beautiful,” Jade whispered, her hands still on my breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples with just the right amount of pain to heighten my pleasure. “Look at her face. She’s going to cum so hard.”

I was drowning in sensation. Three different sets of hands on my body, each one sending new waves of ecstasy crashing through me. Rocket’s strap filling me completely, stretching me to my limit. Vic’s fingers on my clit, circling faster, harder, the pressure building to something I could barely contain. Jade’s hands on my breasts, her mouth now sucking marks into my neck, claiming me.

“I can’t,” I sobbed, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes as the pleasure built beyond anything I’d ever experienced. “It’s too much, I can’t take it!”

“Yes you can,” Vic insisted, her voice firm but encouraging. “Let go, baby. Just let it happen.”

The pressure in my core built to impossible heights, my entire body tensing as I teetered on the edge of something monumental. Rocket’s thrusts became even harder, the slapping sound of their hips against my thighs filling the room. Vic’s fingers pressed directly on my clit now, rubbing in tight, unrelenting circles.

“Cum for us,” Jade commanded, biting my earlobe hard enough to sting. “Let everyone hear you scream.”

The dam broke. My orgasm crashed through me with such force that my vision blacked out, my body convulsing violently as waves of pleasure ripped through me. I screamed, the sound tearing from my throat as my pussy clenched and spasmed around Rocket’s still-thrusting dildo.

“That’s it,” Vic praised, her fingers not letting up, extending my orgasm until I thought I might shatter from the intensity. “Fucking take it.”

But they weren’t done with me. As the first wave began to recede, Rocket shifted angles, hitting a spot that sent me spiraling into a second orgasm.

My legs quivered uncontrollably, my entire body convulsing as another orgasm crashed through me. I couldn’t control the flood of wetness that gushed out around Rocket’s strap, soaking the bench beneath us and splattering against their thighs.

“Holy fuck,” Rocket laughed, their pace not faltering despite my body’s violent reaction. “Look at you squirting all over my strap. Didn’t know you had that in you, baby girl.”

I couldn’t form words, could barely breathe through the intensity of pleasure tearing through my body. My inner walls clenched and spasmed around the thick shaft still pounding into me, each thrust sending fresh waves of ecstasy radiating outward from my core.

“I can’t,” I finally gasped, my voice breaking as Rocket continued their relentless pace. “It’s too much, I can’t…”

“Tell me when to stop,” Rocket said, watching me lose control beneath them. “Just say the word and I’ll stop. Or you can take a little more, see how many times we can make this pretty pussy cum tonight.”

My mind was fractured, unable to process anything beyond the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body. Every nerve ending felt raw, exposed, hypersensitive to the slightest touch. Rocket’s strap dragged against my swollen inner walls, hitting spots I never knew existed.

“More,” I heard myself say, the word torn from my throat without conscious thought. “Please, more.”

Rocket’s grin was predatory as they adjusted their stance, gripping my thighs tighter as they drove even deeper. “That’s my good girl. Taking it so fucking well.”

Jade appeared above me again, her eyes dark with hunger as she watched my face contort with pleasure. “Look at you,” she purred, her fingers brushing sweat-soaked hair from my forehead. “So fucking beautiful when you’re getting railed.”

I reached for her blindly, needing something to anchor me as Rocket continued their assault on my overstimulated pussy. She caught my hand, bringing it to her mouth to suck my fingers between her lips. The sensation of her hot, wet mouth combined with the relentless thrusting between my legs sent another shock of pleasure through my system.

“Another one’s coming,” Vic announced from somewhere beside me, her hand still working my clit in tight circles. “Look at her face. She’s gonna cum again.”

The pressure built impossibly fast, my third orgasm hitting like a freight train. My back arched off the bench, my body seeking more even as my mind screamed that it was too much, too intense, too soon.

“I can’t, I can’t,” I sobbed, tears streaming down my temples as the pleasure bordered on pain. “Oh god, please!”

Rocket’s pace slowed, their hips easing to gentler thrusts as they noticed the tears streaming down my face. Their eyes softened with concern.

“Too much?” they asked, their voice husky but tender as they stilled completely inside me. “You want me to stop?”

I couldn’t form words, my body still trembling with aftershocks. All I could manage was a weak nod, my chest heaving with ragged breaths. The overwhelming sensations had crossed from pleasure into something too intense, too raw.

Rocket nodded, understanding written across their face. “Okay, baby. I’m going to pull out real slow.”

They eased back with exquisite care, the thick shaft sliding from my overstimulated pussy inch by inch. I whimpered at the sensation, my inner walls clenching involuntarily around the retreating silicone. When the head finally slipped free, I collapsed fully against the bench, utterly spent.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my voice hoarse from screaming. My entire body felt like jelly, limbs heavy and useless.

Before Rocket could move away, Chloe appeared between their legs, her green hair falling forward as she dropped to her knees. Without hesitation, she leaned in and ran her tongue along the length of the slick strap-on, moaning obscenely at the taste of my juices coating the silicone.

“God, you taste fucking incredible,” she purred, her eyes flicking up to meet mine as she wrapped her lips around the head of the dildo.

I watched through half-lidded eyes, too exhausted to move but transfixed by the sight of her eagerly cleaning my wetness from Rocket’s silicone cock. Her tongue swirled around the thick shaft, gathering every drop, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked the tip into her mouth. The sight was filthy and erotic, making my pussy throb despite my exhaustion.

“Such a good pet,” Vic praised from somewhere nearby, her voice thick with approval. “Always so hungry for pussy juice.”

Chloe hummed in agreement, taking the strap deeper into her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine as she bobbed her head. The message was clear: she wanted me to see how much she enjoyed the taste of me.

I tried to prop myself up on my elbows to watch better, but my strength failed me. I collapsed back onto the bench with a soft groan, my body completely drained. My thighs still quivered with aftershocks, my pussy feeling deliciously used and tender.

“Look at her,” Jade’s voice came from somewhere beside me, her tone amused and affectionate. “Completely fucking wrecked.”

Gentle fingers brushed sweaty hair from my forehead. I forced my eyes open to see Jade smiling down at me, something almost tender in her expression.

“How was your first time at the club?” she asked.

I couldn’t form words, my brain still short-circuiting from the multiple orgasms that had ripped through my body. All I could do was nod and make incoherent sounds, my limbs still trembling with aftershocks.

“Mmmmph,” I managed, trying and failing to string together a coherent sentence.

Jade giggled, the sound light and musical compared to the filthy moans that had filled the room minutes before. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on my sweaty skin, circling my nipple almost absently.

“Maybe next time you should start with something a little easier,” she suggested, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Like dinner, perhaps?”

I blinked up at her, my brain finally starting to come back online. “Are you asking me on a date?”

“Yes,” Jade replied simply, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. Her touch was surprisingly tender for someone who’d just watched me get railed by a massive strap-on in front of a crowd. “I’d like to see what you’re like when you’re pretending not to be a huge fucking pervert.”

A laugh bubbled up from my chest, slightly hysterical but genuine. “Most people do the dinner date first, then the fucking at an underground lesbian sex club later. I think we’re doing this backward.”

“I’ve never been one for convention,” Jade shrugged, completely unphased. Her fingers trailed down my stomach, making my muscles jump under her touch. “Besides, now I know you’re worth taking to dinner.”

“Is that right?” I asked, finally finding enough strength to push myself up onto my elbows. “My pussy passed the audition?”

Jade laughed, her head tilting back to expose the long line of her throat. I wanted to bite it. “With flying colors. Multiple orgasms and squirting your first time? Definitely dinner-worthy.”

I glanced around, suddenly aware we were still very much in public. The crowd had dispersed somewhat, but Chloe and Vic remained nearby, Chloe now curled up in Vic’s lap on a nearby couch. They both watched us with amused expressions.

I felt a ridiculous flush of pride at that, which was absurd considering I was lying naked and covered in my own juices on a bench in a sex club. But still, the idea that I’d somehow impressed this gorgeous woman enough to break her pattern made my chest warm.

“So what do you say?” Jade asked, helping me sit up fully. “Italian? Thai? I know a great place that does the most amazing ramen.”

“Yes,” I said, not caring what type of food we ate. I just wanted to see her again, wanted to know if this connection was real or just the product of endorphins and adrenaline and the thrill of finally admitting what I wanted. “Any of those sounds perfect.”
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Broken by the Lesbian Dominatrix Pt. 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F85RCWSQ

Lily’s been the quiet girl her whole life; shy, closeted, and terrified of what she really wants. Her nights are filled with locked doors, drawn blinds, and late-night searches for videos that make her ache in all the wrong places.

Until one click leads her to Mistress Dita, a woman who promises no judgment, no labels… just raw, unapologetic pleasure.

Nervous, flushed, and wildly unprepared, Lily books a session. She shows up shaking, ready to back out. But Dita doesn’t do soft goodbyes. With a look that melts shame and a voice that knows exactly what Lily’s been starving for, she takes control and Lily finds herself quickly surrendering to Dita’s command.

Hands, mouths, heat. Dita coaxes Lily into the kind of release she’s only dreamed about. It’s messy. It’s filthy. It’s everything Lily never thought she deserved.
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Broken by the Lesbian Dominatrix Pt. 2: Hungry to Serve

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FLYH2NBT

Lily thought she could walk away. After one intense night with Mistress Dita, she believed the craving would fade and she could go back to pretending. But when fear and desire collide, she finds herself stumbling blindly to the one place she never meant to return—Dita’s door.

Bold. Commanding. Unapologetically Hot. Dita doesn’t hesitate. She pulls Lily inside and shatters everything she thought she knew about pleasure, power and fear.

What unfolds is a raw, relentless awakening. One that will turn Lily’s world upside down and leave her desperate for more.
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Trapped with my Lesbian Crush

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

Shy, small-town Amy has been secretly crushing on the cool, tattooed punk girl in her building for weeks, convinced someone like Gwen would never notice her. Gwen has noticed, and she’s determined to not let Amy hide from what she so desperately wants anymore.

Alone in the cramped, dimly lit elevator with her crush, Amy is confronted by everything she’s ever wanted and needed but was too scared to admit. Will she play it safe? Or give in to the heat building between them?
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