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Chapter One: Caught Snooping

​It took all of two seconds to realize that my assigned roommate was nothing like me. Her side of our shared dorm room was decorated with heavy metal posters, vinyl records, and provocative pictures of swimsuit models. Every piece of bedding, clothing, and jewelry I could see was some shade of black or silver. Even her towels were black. How charming.

I heaved the last of my bags into the room and closed the door behind me. Thankfully, she wasn’t in the room right now, which gave me plenty of time to unpack and prepare myself to meet her. It felt silly to unpack my laundry bag of cherry-patterned white sheets and fluffy pink towels. It felt even sillier to string up fairy lights around my desk and arrange the half-dozen decorative pillows on top of my comforter. I stepped back after hanging up my pink towels in the wardrobe and looked at the comical split between our two sides.

My fairy lights ended right at the edge of a huge heavy metal poster featuring some half-naked woman in chainmail and black face paint. The bright, colorful polaroids of me and my friends were in stark contrast to the demonic creatures on the covers of her vinyls. One of them was a devil woman who looked like she was eating a dragon. I took one look at the stuffed giraffe on my desk and shoved him into a drawer. He didn’t need to see this.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a small splash of color in the black void of my roommate’s decorations. I sat in her desk chair and moved aside a black leather-bound book to reveal her sticker-covered laptop. Underneath stickers of band logos and eldritch horrors was a barely-visible pride flag that had clearly been one of the first ones there.

“That explains the bikini babes,” I said to myself.

“By all means, make yourself comfortable.”

I shot out of her chair and spun around to see my new roommate standing in the doorway. She wore a short black skirt, fishnet stockings, and a tight black sweater. Her hair was cut short above her shoulders and her eyes were decorated with thick eyeliner and mascara.

“Hi. Sorry. I’m Ally. But you probably know that from the forms and…”

“Liv.”

“Sorry?” I blinked my eyes in confusion.

“I’m Liv. That’s my name. Do you have an apology kink or something?” Her voice was low and soft like a lion’s purr. Just hearing her speak made my skin ripple with goosebumps.

“I… I’m sorry?”

“An apology kink. Does it turn you on to beg forgiveness from others?” Liv asked. I just stared at her with my lips stupidly parted. She raised her eyebrows like a disappointed schoolteacher, then curled her lips into a condescending smirk.

“I’m fucking wth you, it’s cool. I’ll probably end up snooping through your stuff too,” she admitted. I let out a small exhale of relief, though her threat to look through my things seemed unnecessary. She kicked off her flats and took her earbuds out of her ears before walking over to me.

“You’re cute. Are you a freshman?”

“Yeah. Is it obvious?”

“Painfully so,” Liv said with enough of a smile for me to catch her sarcasm.

“What’re you, a senior?” 

“Junior. I’m graduating this year though. Man, I can’t believe they put me with a freshman,” Liv said, shaking her head in disbelief. I sat on the edge of my bed and narrowed my eyes at her.

“Trust me, the feeling’s mutual. They do have other colors, you know.” I waved towards her evil wall of darkness.

“Black isn’t a color. It’s the absence of color.” Liv shrugged and sat in her chair with her feet up on the desk. Her skirt slipped a few inches down her thighs and I respectfully looked away. I’m surprised she still had more skin to reveal.

“Well, your lips are pink. And your eyes are blue. So like it or not, you’re just as colorful as me.”

“Really? Agree to disagree.” Liv raised her eyebrows and dramatically scanned my entire side of the room.

“Anyways, the forms say that we should have a conversation about rules in our shared space. And then we can go online and fill out a roommate agreement form together,” I said, hopeful for some common ground.

“You and your forms,” Liv chuckled. “Alright, what’re your rules?”

“Oh, um, I guess I like to be in bed by 10 o’clock. Though I usually read for another 30 minutes. With a book light, of course.”

“Of course,” Liv repeated with another healthy dose of sarcasm. “I’m usually out most nights, so don’t worry about it. You won’t hear me come back in.”

“Cool. What’re you doing most nights?”

“If I told you, you probably wouldn’t believe me.”

“I don’t know, I’ve been called gullible before so…”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” Liv interrupted.

“Well then you can tell me anything and I’ll believe you. I’m trusting like that,” I said and crossed my arms across my chest. I could tell that she was being intentionally difficult, but I wasn’t going to back down.

“Alright. I go to a sorority house and make their chapter president worship at my feet. You’d be surprised how many of those girls crave a little discipline.”

“What?” I stared at her, eyes wide. “What does that even mean?” Liv just shrugged her shoulders. We stared at each other for a few long seconds before the corners of her lips curled into a smile.

“Ha ha, very funny. Well, forgive me for trying to get to know you better,” I said, relaxing again. Disciplining a sorority president? Other women worshipping at her feet? This woman had a very imaginative mind. And a freaky one, at that.

“You’re forgiven,” Liv said seductively.

“I do not have an apology kink!” I felt my cheeks get hot. “You’re weird, you know that? I’m trying to be open minded, but most people don’t put demons on their walls and joke about dominating other women.”

“I’m not most people.” Liv shrugged again, unfazed by my retort.

“Whatever. So you don’t care if I’m up late cause you will be too,” I said, returning to our discussion. What about boys?”

“What about them?”

“Um, do you plan on having any over?” I asked.

“To do what?”

“I don’t know, to kiss and stuff.”

“Definitely not. Are you gonna be kissing boys?” Liv asked.

“No. I mean, maybe. Oh, right. You’re…” I trailed off as Liv raised her eyebrows again. I glanced over to the pride flag on her laptop and swallowed hard.

“You’re welcome to bring over whoever you’d like,” I said carefully, correcting myself. “Just leave a sock on the door and I’ll get out of your hair.”

“That’s very considerate. You can bring over all the women you’d like too,” Liv said.

“Women? I’m not… I mean…” My words got stuck in my throat. I knew my blush was visible at this point and I hated that Liv could tell that I was flustered. It shouldn’t have mattered what our sexualities were and who we brought over to our dorm. Did I look like a lesbian? Could Liv tell that I’d thought about it before?

“Earth to Ally. Hey.” Liv waved a hand in front of my face. I snapped myself out of my spiral and stood up straight. “Listen, I honestly don’t care how you live your life or what you do with who. I won’t be in here much and when I am, I won’t distract you. How’s that for a roommate agreement?” Liv asked. She rolled her chair over to me and extended her hand.

“Deal.” I shook her hand. Her grip was firm and her nails were cut short and painted black. “Although I can’t promise that I won’t distract you. I like to chat.”

“Yeah, I’ve picked up on that,” she laughed. “Oh, and let me know if you need an in at any of the sororities. I have some favors that I can call in if you want.”

“I don’t really want to join Greek life, but thanks,” I said. She gave me a genuine smile and a nod at that. If I wasn’t mistaken, that almost looked like an approval. 

“Wait, I thought you were joking about the stuff with the sorority presidents.” Liv just gave me another infuriating shrug and put her earbuds back in.

“You’re difficult, you know that?” I shouted over her music. She dramatically turned the volume up a few notches, but I saw the whisper of a smile on her lips. I sat down at my own desk and took my giraffe out of my drawer. I placed him on the desk and turned him away from the terrifying posters in a small act of defiance. If she wanted to be stubborn, then that was fine. Two could play at that game.


Chapter Two: Discovering Her Secret

​By the end of the first week of rooming with Liv, we were locked in a silent, but fierce battle for dorm room domination. My army of plushes was expanding to be a considerable force, but Liv countered the offensive by draping chains across her desk and bedframe. That was fine with me. I still had space on my wall, so my recently purchased “Remember to Love Yourself” and “It’s a Great Day to Have a Great Day” posters perfectly countered her dungeon-like aesthetic. Honestly, I was kind of excited for her to come back tonight and see them.

​Finally, a little past midnight, I heard the door quietly slide open and heard Liv walk in. I’d never actually been awake when she came back late at night. She really was good at sneaking in quietly. Our massive wardrobes stood in between our beds and the doorway, so I had to crane my neck around my bed to see her.

​“Oh,” I whispered to myself, then immediately whipped my head back to my pillow. Her back was to me and it was dark, but I got a very firm image of her outfit; or more accurately, her lack of one. She had just taken off a long overcoat and was wearing tall leather boots, fishnet stockings, a lacy thong, and a tight corset, all as black as her raven-colored hair. Her legs and back were muscular and her waist was snatched from the corset. I don’t know why, but I risked another peek and saw her struggling with the laces on the back of her corset.

​“Fucking things,” she whispered to herself. Her arms strained and twisted to reach the knot, but she couldn’t quite loosen the garment. I swallowed the instinct to offer help and instead made a loud yawning noise as I shuffled around in bed.

​“Liv?” I asked, pretending to wake up.

​“Sorry, Ally. Go back to bed.”

​“Was that an apology from you?” I asked in a fake shocked voice, then looked around the corner. “Oh!” I exclaimed as we made eye contact. She looked even sexier from the front with her breasts pushed up and her nether regions barely covered. Why was I even looking, again? I returned to my sleeping position with a smile on my lips.

​“Go back to bed,” Liv said through grit teeth.

​“Whatcha wearing?” I asked from around the corner.

​“None of your business.”

​“Whatcha doing?”

​“Trying to get these fucking… ugh,” Liv let out a loud groan. I heard her take a few deep breaths, then she walked over to my bedside. Her boot heels clicked on the pink rug-covered tile.

​“Can you get these laces?” Liv asked with her back to me. Her tone was pained and reluctant. A glimmer of excitement ran down my spine and I pushed myself to the edge of my bed to meet her. She smelled like leather and musky perfume and something I couldn’t quite place my finger on.

​“I didn’t know people still wore these,” I said as I loosened her corset. “Can you even breathe in this thing?”

​“Ahhh,” Liv out a long exhale when the garment loosened around her ribcage. “Now I can. Thanks.”

​“Of course! I’m always happy to help.” In a strange way, this felt like a victory for me. I’d been trying to win her over all week, or at least just have her open up a bit. I made a few friends in some of my classes, but I wanted to be close with my roommate. I did live with her, after all.

​“Are you gonna tell me what you were doing?” I asked. My cheerful tone made it clear that I was very awake and not sleeping anytime soon. Plus, I just helped her breathe again. The least she could do was entertain my conversation.

​“Nope,” she said. I heard her unzip her boots and slide her stockings off her legs.

​“Are you seeing someone? They can always come here, you know.”

​“Absolutely not. I’m not bringing my submissive to see your fairytale looking…” Liv stopped herself. I couldn’t help but laugh with excitement.

​“Your submissive? As in you dominate others? Sexually? Is she the sorority president?”

​Liv groaned again and stomped around the corner to face me. She had a black towel covering her breasts, which conveniently fell down to cover her sex. I found myself making eye contact with the exposed parts of her thighs and hips.

​“Ally.” I looked back up at her. Her eyes were tired and annoyed. “Enough. Go to bed.”

​“What does it even mean to have a submissive?” I asked, still cheerful. Her expression darkened and she stepped forward to tower over me. Despite her prickly personality and goth aesthetic, I hadn’t been scared of her yet. But then she put a hand next to my head and leaned in close to my face.

​“I have so many different ways to make you shut up. I’m begging you to make me use one of them.”

​Something in between fear and excitement traveled down my core and hit me straight between my legs. I opened my lips and watched her tilt her head threateningly. I closed them and she nodded once, then removed her hand from my bed.

​“Goodnight, Ally.” I felt another pulse when she said that. I liked hearing her say my name. “And thanks for the help.”

​I didn’t say anything in response because she told me not to. And when she looked over her shoulder with a little smile on her face, I knew I made the right decision.

✽✽✽

​When I woke up, Liv was reading a book at her desk with her earbuds in. I could hear the faint beat of rock music leak from her ears. 7 a.m. seemed a little early for full-volume heavy metal, but to each her own. I went to take my sheets off me and start my day, but I stopped after seeing a damp patch of linen right between my thighs. Still covered by my top sheet, I lifted my oversized t-shirt up over my hips and reached my hand down to my pussy. My skin was coated in a warm, slick layer of arousal. My sheets were too. It was then that I remembered how Liv came home last night and how she towered over me threateningly. I remembered how I laid awake far after Liv fell asleep, my mind turning with thoughts of her with beautiful women kneeling at her feet. It would be easy to just dismiss it all as pre-sleep mental wandering if there wasn’t sticky physical evidence on my inner thighs and sex. I could deal with my sexuality crisis later. I had to take a shower first.

Thankfully, Liv was lost in her own world as I went behind my wardrobe and hurriedly stripped down. I wrapped my towel around my chest and slipped out of the room to the bathroom down the hall. There were a few girls brushing their teeth, but no one was in the showers yet. I picked a stall, closed the curtain, and let the scalding-hot water pound some sense into me. So what if I got a little horny when Liv came home last night? That didn’t necessarily mean anything. It didn’t mean that I wanted to kiss girls or sleep with them or kneel at their feet or…

This shower wasn’t helping. Lathering my body in warm, soapy suds didn’t do much to purge the strange thoughts from my mind. For a split second, I considered dipping three fingers low and scrubbing my arousal out of my system, but I could still hear other students brushing their teeth around the corner and I didn’t trust myself to stay quiet. It was time for drastic measures, then. I cranked the temperature control to as cold as it could get and forced myself to endure the icy jet straight to the face. My super-heated flesh almost sizzled from the cold water as it splashed against my skin. There was almost something peaceful in the shock from the cold. My mind was blissfully blank and my body was in limbo between numbness and hypersensitivity. I took a few deep breaths in the painfully cold downpour, then scrubbed the rest of my body quickly and shut off the water. I was shivering with an uncomfortably high heart rate while I dried myself and came back to a normal human temperature.

I walked back to the dorm room and took another deep breath. Honestly, that cold shower seemed to work. My body was clean and my mind was empty. I opened the door, ready to have a very chaste, non-sexual day of studying and saw Liv leaning against her bed while staring at mine. Oh, fuck. I forgot to cover up that stupid wet patch.

“Nice posters,” Liv said as I ducked behind my wardrobe to get dressed. “The rainbows in the background are a good touch. Definitely sends the right message.”

“You like them? I thought they’d be a good compliment to your general vibe of despair and darkness.” I let out a small sigh of relief that she was talking about my obnoxious posters. Maybe she didn’t notice my bed.

“Oh, no. They’re hideous. I just meant that the rainbows make it clear what you’re looking for.”

“What do you mean?” I stepped out from behind the wardrobe in a tank top and shorts. “The only thing I’m trying to do is get some positivity in here.”

“Mhm.” Liv gave me a once-over with that slight smirk she wore whenever she was thinking something judgemental and not saying it.

“What?” I demanded.

“It’s just a lot of rainbows. And considering, well…” Liv’s eyes flicked to the damp patch on my bed, then stared straight into mine. My cheeks burned a brilliant pink and I hurriedly threw my top sheet over the patch.

“Liv. I am not….” I stumbled over my words, then angrily turned to face her. “You’re the one who goes out every night to do God-knows-what to other girls. What gives you the right to comment on my sexuality?”

“It takes one to know one.” Liv shrugged like she didn’t care about my bubbling rage.

“I didn’t realize lesbians had mind-reading powers.”

“Only the most powerful ones,” she teased in that tone that made my cheeks feel warm.

“Oh, sure. You’ve known me for a week. Go ahead, tell me how you know my sexuality better than I do,” I challenged. I crossed my arms and raised my eyebrows, expecting her to just shrug again and put her earbuds back in. 

I wasn’t expecting her to take a step forward. Or another. I took a step back and hit my bed. She took one more step and looked down at me with a wicked smile. I didn’t realize until now that she was an entire head taller than me. I had to tilt my neck to keep eye contact. My lips parted to speak but she raised her eyebrows and I shut them closed.

“I spend every night with a girl like you. Pretty blue eyes, brown hair, and an innocent little smile hiding years’ worth of unspoken filth. They all say the same thing, ‘Oh Liv, I’m not gay like you, I close my eyes when I lick pussy,’ as if their face isn’t dripping with my cum.” Liv pitched her tone up to mock mine. I was stunned. All I could do was feel her heat and smell her musky perfume.

“I love it when they say that. It gives me something to pry out of them. That’s where the real fun is, figuring out which buttons to press…” Liv lightly poked my arm. “Which switches to flip…” Liv pinched my tank top strap and snapped it against my shoulder. “And which levers to pull to get them to say those magic words…” Liv hooked her fingers in the loops of my shorts and pulled our hips together. “So the question isn’t whether or not you like girls, but what it’s gonna take for you to admit it.”

I stared back into her eyes and felt something slide into place. She certainly was right, at least somewhat, but I didn’t like how she just assumed she knew better than me. I didn’t know whether to pull her closer or push her away, but before I could decide, she stepped away from me and leaned back against her bed. My mind was a whirlwind and my body was melting, but I steeled myself and gave her the most confident glare I could muster.

“You’re right. Maybe I’m gay like you, maybe I’m not. I’m figuring that out. But what I do know is that I am not one of your submissives. I am your roommate, and if you start being a little nicer, I might be your friend,” I said. Her face softened a little and I knew I hit something there. “Tell me, how many of those do you have, huh? Does anyone know what you get up to every night?”

“That’s none of your business. Or anyone else's," Liv said, but the edge was gone from her voice.

“Oh really? Then what makes you so different from your submissives? You’re both just hiding in your secrets, scared that someone’s gonna shine a little light on you.”

Liv set her jaw and breathed through her nose. She was angry, but not because I said anything that wasn’t true. I sighed and softened my expression a bit. I really didn’t want to fight with her.

“I like you, Liv. I haven’t met someone like you before, but I’m having fun getting to know you. I like our dynamic and this stupid little decoration battle.” I waved to the spot where our walls met. “It would be a waste to just push me away cause you think I’m like everyone else. Maybe put in a little effort and I’ll surprise you,” I said, then grabbed my backpack and headed for the door. I didn’t have class for another hour, but it felt like my point would be better punctuated by a timely exit. And it felt nice to get the last word in.


Chapter Three: With Her Permission

​The sun was starting to set when I left the dining hall to return to my dorm. Fortunately, everyone else I talked to today was generally pleasant and didn’t try to convince me that I was a lesbian. Unfortunately, I was no closer to figuring that out for myself. I had never really been interested in boys, but I just assumed that my interest would come later in life; in college, maybe. I had close friendships with other girls my entire life, but none of them were romantic, or at least it didn’t feel that way at the time. But I just couldn’t ignore the gravitational pull I felt towards Liv. Even when she was mean to me, or especially when she was mean to me, I felt like I was melting. I liked it when she pushed my arm and snapped my shoulder strap and grabbed me by the waist. Maybe I’m attracted to the confidence she has in what she wants. And maybe she wants me. 

​I put that thought on hold for a moment as I unlocked my dorm door and pushed it open. Predictably, Liv was gone. She was probably with some sorority girl, spanking her or something. I put my bag on my desk and as I took out my computer to do homework, I saw a message waiting for me on one of my sticky notes. My heart jumped in my chest as I began to read.

​“Sorry for being a bitch earlier. I like you too. I still hate those posters, though. I’ll be back before midnight - Liv,” I read the note aloud in her tone. I smiled and looked out the window towards the street with the sorority houses. Why did she spend so much time with random girls that weren’t as confident as her? It could be a kink for her or she could be getting something out of it. From what little I did know about her, it was surprising that she wouldn’t want to settle down with someone who shared more of her tastes. I took a look at the divide between my pink floral print and her heavy metal poster and realized that I didn’t meet my own criteria.

​I read the sticky note again and lingered on the “I like you too” part. Did she mean it in the same way I did? Or was there something more to it? Also, she told me when she was going to be back in our dorm tonight. That meant she wanted me to stay awake for her. One way or another, I knew I needed to talk to her about what I was feeling. If the note she left me was any indication of how she felt, it was that she was open to talking at the very least. So I brushed my teeth, put on an oversized t-shirt, grabbed the half-finished fantasy romance I was reading, and waited patiently for Liv to come back.

✽✽✽

​“Hey,” Liv said as she walked through the door. I startled and closed my book. She really did know how to open that door silently.

“Hi. I kept the light on for you. It should be easier to see…” I looked around my wardrobe and made eye contact with Liv. Her cheeks were flushed and her skin had a faint shine like she’d been exerting herself. She held her overcoat in her hands, and when she hung it on a hook, her new barely-an-outfit became visible. There was still that evil corset around her waist, but it was over a small black slip dress that came down to her mid-thigh. She wore sheer thigh-high stockings and a black choker that drew my attention straight to her cleavage. Her makeup was heavy on her eyes and lips and her hair was tied back in a slick ponytail. I went to turn away, but Liv stopped me.

“It’s cool, you can look,” she said, taking off her heels and stockings.

“You don’t care if I see you naked?”

“We’re roommates. It’s inevitable. And I look good tonight. I wouldn’t want to deprive you of that.” Liv took off her choker and used a makeup wipe to start removing her eyeliner.

“You do look good,” I admitted. My huge t-shirt felt a little silly by comparison. I shifted down my bed so I could see her better, then asked, “So how was your day?”

“How was my day?” Liv repeated, then looked at me with an amused expression. I nodded. I was genuinely curious. “It was fine, I guess. I got some work done on a project and hung around here until I had to get ready for tonight.”

“What was the project?”

“Oh, really?” Liv seemed surprised at the question for some reason. “It’s stupid but I’m working on a screenplay.”

“That’s awesome! What’s it about?”

“It’s about this cult of devil worshippers set in a fantastical 1300s Europe and… you really want to know?”

“Don’t be stupid. Of course I do.” I tried attaching an insult to my affection to sneak it through. It worked. 

“Alright so there’s this nun who’s getting these insane, kinky dreams…” Liv spent the next half hour rambling about her story and all of its insane characters. She absentmindedly wandered over to me as she spoke so I could loosen her corset again, and I did it without saying a word. I kept silent as her dress fell to her ankles and revealed her full naked body. It was next to impossible to keep eye contact, but her irises were shimmering with excitement as she spoke in detail about some sadistic initiation ritual, so I focused on those and not her large, well-shaped breasts. She went to put a large band t-shirt over her head and I quickly drank in the sight of her. Her skin was pale and smooth, beautifully contrasted by her black hair on her head and the trimmed thatch on her mons. She had wide hips and full breasts with small, cute nipples. The image of her nude form was firmly imprinted in my mind long after she put her huge t-shirt on and climbed into bed.

“... And then right when they’re about to sacrifice Kara to Domina’at, the Templars burst into the altar room and there’s this insane showdown between Archmistress Vicana and Themistra.”

“What happens?” I was in my own bed now, facing her. The lights were off and I could only see her silhouette laying down with her arms crossed behind her head.

“I don’t know. I haven’t decided,” Liv sighed. “I don’t want it to be another stupid romance where the paladin of light saves her cultist girlfriend.”

“But that’s the story you’ve written. I mean, Kara does have goodness in her heart, which is why Archmistress Vicana chose her as the sacrificial initiate. And if Themistra is disillusioned with the Templars’ quest to eradicate the Domina’at worshippers, then her saving Kara would put her at odds with her holy order,” I said, hoping I had all the names right.

“That’s actually a good point. I didn’t realize you were into this stuff.”

“I’m open-minded.”

"How open-minded?" 

"Enough to hear about your night," I said. 

“You really wanna know?” Liv asked. Her voice was soft and I could tell she was a little nervous to talk about it.

“Of course,” I said, certainly too excitedly. I got myself comfortable under my covers and turned my head towards Liv to listen.

“Okay, fine. For context, I was with Amy, the president of Alpha Delta, who’s also the daughter of the Dean of Student Affairs. Last year, I got into some trouble with the wrong people and was very close to getting expelled and losing my scholarship. I knew Amy through some mutual friends and that her mom was the one presiding over my case. I also knew, though it was a pretty open secret, that Amy was a closeted lesbian with a serious submissive streak.”

“And you’re an open lesbian with a dominant streak,” I added.

“Yeah, you see where this is going. I approached her at a party, we hooked up, and then we came to an arrangement. She’d get into her mom’s system and mess with my files and I’d see her for the next six months,” Liv explained.

“To do what?”

“To earn an orgasm,” Liv said. My stomach tightened at the implication of “earning” a climax.

“How does she earn one?” I asked. My right hand trailed my waistline under my covers. I didn’t have to check to know that I was as wet as I was last night.

“There’s rules she has to follow. During the week, she isn’t allowed to masturbate or have sex or touch herself at all. She also has to hit a certain productivity threshold I set for her, things like studying, doing laundry, and working out. Then, I come over and… how many details do you want?”

“As many as you have.” I pressed three fingers to my clit and left them there. I wasn't masturbating yet, I just wanted to feel the pressure.

“Alright. Tonight I came over and she was waiting for me on her knees. She was naked and staring at the ground. I didn’t let her look at me until she told me about her productivity metrics and every time she was tempted to touch herself. She had a lot of close calls, so I decided that she needed a little discipline to earn her release. I bound her to her bed with her arms and legs stretched far to the corners, then gagged her so her housemates wouldn’t know she was being punished by another woman.”

“How did you… what did you use?” I asked. Her words felt like warm honey. My fingers twitched over my clit, aching for stimulation, but I controlled myself.

“Ropes for her wrists and ankles. Her own underwear and duct tape for her lips.”

“Oh,” I gasped in a way that did nothing to conceal how the thought of that made my pussy pulse. Having to taste my own arousal as Liv… I took a deep breath. She was just getting started, I needed to relax.

“Pretty good right? I like making girls taste themselves. It’s humiliating, but only if you’re embarrassed about being hopelessly turned on,” Liv said, describing me perfectly. “Anyways, I then put clothespins on her nipples, ribcage, and thighs for each time she almost broke my rules. It was only then that I took out her favorite vibrator and began giving her the pleasure she so desperately needed.”

“What do the clothespins feel like?” I asked. My hand was moving now in tiny circles. I couldn’t help myself. I really should’ve just masturbated in the shower this morning.

“Pinch one of your nipples and hold it there,” Liv said. I immediately obeyed, not even thinking. I used my thumb and forefinger to pinch my erect bud and felt my arousal deepen.

“Harder.” Liv couldn’t even see me, I was covered by my sheets, but she knew I wasn’t pinching with full strength. I took a small breath and tightened my grip. Sharp, fresh pain soaked into my body and mixed with the pleasure already coursing through it. I bit my tongue to keep myself from moaning, then relaxed as the pain subsided into a dull ache.

“When do I stop pinching?” I asked.

“When I tell you to,” she said. That made me melt completely. Liv waited for a moment to let the pain settle, then continued. “With all those clothespins, Amy got a fresh jolt of pain every time she squirmed or pulled at her ropes. It’s really hot, watching someone lose themselves in pleasure while concentrating at keeping the pain at bay. You understand that, don’t you?” Liv asked. My fingers were moving faster now. I’m sure the movement of my hand was visible as an outline through the sheets, but I didn’t care. I had never been so desperate for a release.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Now I didn’t just let Amy orgasm whenever she wanted to. She had to beg me for it. And you can imagine how those pleas sounded with her mouth stuffed with her own underwear. I turned the vibrator to a fast speed, one that I knew would make her cum very easily. She stopped begging to moan for a while, and I had no issue with that. If she wanted to prolong her own torment, that was perfectly fine with me. Finally, she got her senses together and mumbled a very sincere plea through her gagged lips. I told her that she could orgasm when the last clothespin was off her skin.”

“Oh… that’s evil,” I whispered. I could feel the orgasm building in my core. My chest and forehead were hot and my toes were curled. I felt like an elastic band stretched to its limit.

“Now you don’t know this, but the beauty of the clothespins isn’t the pain you feel when they pinch, but the pain you feel when they release and your blood flow returns,” Liv explained. My nipple had a dull ache by now that I barely noticed. If Liv was telling the truth, the second I removed my fingers, fresh pain would flood my aching nipple. The thought alone almost sent me right over the edge.

“I worked very slowly to release each and every part of her tender, sensitive flesh. She was so tense I could see her veins through her skin. Finally, I put my fingers on the side of the final clothespin on her nipple. Sweat was dripping off her chest as she tried her hardest not to climax without permission. I slowly released the pin and I said…” Liv paused.

“What did you say?” I asked. My fingers were a blur on my clit. I could hear how wet I was, and Liv certainly could too.

“What did I say, exactly?” Liv asked herself, pretending to forget. I let out a muffled, low hum in frustration. I needed to hear her say it.

“Oh, that’s right. I said…” Liv teased. My breath hitched and my fingers trembled on my nipple.

“Cum for me.” I released my nipple and immediately covered my mouth with my hand, stifling the gasp of pain that came through my parted lips. My climax blossomed from that seed of pain, washing warm pleasure across my body in rolling waves of bliss. I sank into my sheets as my mind went completely blank. All I could feel was pleasure so overwhelming I didn’t know if it would ever stop. Even when I pulled my fingers away from my clit, my hips kept moving involuntarily and my orgasm kept rolling. I gripped my sheets and breathed heavily through my nose until finally, the seemingly endless climax tapered out.

“Sorry,” I whispered as I came back to reality.

“You really do have an apology kink,” Liv laughed. “Don’t be sorry. I knew what you were doing. And you sounded like you needed it.

“Yeah, I was… wow.” I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling. I couldn’t believe I just did that in front of her. Because of her. With her. I turned my head and saw that Liv was looking at me with a soft, amused expression.

“I really… I really appreciate you sharing all that. Your screenplay and your domination and everything. I like listening to you,” I said.

“I like talking to you,” Liv said. She shared my smile, then tilted her head slightly. “You’re gonna overthink this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, absolutely.”

“Don’t. Just talk to me if you’re feeling weird.” 

“Really?” My heart jumped again and I felt a strong urge to crawl into Liv’s bed and give her a big hug. She’d probably kill me if I did that.

“Ugh. Don’t overthink that either,” she grumbled. I smiled to myself and pulled my blanket up to my chin. I liked it when she got frustrated like that. A minute of comfortable silence passed and a question slipped through my lips before I could stop it.

“Are you gonna… you know? Amy didn’t make you…?” I asked.

“Am I going to masturbate?” Liv asked with a tone that implied that my question was ridiculous.

“Yeah. I’m just saying that you can and I wouldn’t care. Because I did and you didn’t care. So it’s only fair…”

“Ally?”

“Yeah?”

“Go to bed.”

I shut my mouth and turned over, but I couldn’t stop smiling to myself. I thought about Liv’s body, her story with Amy, and that excited tone she got when talking about her screenplay. And then an hour later, when I was still thinking about her, I heard her sheets shuffle and soft, barely perceptible moans escape her lips. Maybe she was thinking about me too.


Chapter Four: At Her Mercy

​The next morning, I stood at the laundry machines watching my sheets spin and wondering what the hell was going on with me. In my first week of college, I ended up masturbating with my older, goth, lesbian roommate who sexually dominated a sorority president in her free time. I’d normally call my parents with difficult situations like this, but I think we’d all appreciate it if I kept this one to myself. Liv said not to overthink it, and I was really trying not to, but most of the other girls I met were busy going to frat parties and signing up for student groups. How could I not over-analyze this objectively weird roommate dynamic?

​My now-clean sheets finished in the washer, so I moved them to a dryer and paid the $1.50 that somehow wasn’t covered in my tuition. Also, Liv told me that I could talk to her if I was feeling weird about what we did. Did that mean I could also ask to do it again? Or maybe to go a little further? Would she even want to? There was only one way to find out, and the thought of initiating that conversation made my chest hurt and my stomach twist.

​I walked back to my dorm room and because it was the weekend, Liv was actually here. She was at her desk with her music blasting in her ears while she furiously typed away at her screenplay.

​“Hey,” I said to her. She obviously didn’t hear me, so I walked up to her and plucked one of the earbuds out of her ears. Liv spun in her chair and looked at me like I had just slapped her.

​“What?” Liv demanded.

​“I was wondering what you’re up to today,” I said. I could tell she was thinking about hitting me with her standard, “It’s none of your business,” but she resisted the impulse and took out her other earbud.

​“I’m gonna write for a bit and then go to dinner with a friend.”

​“Oh, nice!”

​“I do have friends, you know,” Liv said defensively.

​“I never said you didn’t.”

​“Right but… whatever. I’ll be back around 9 p.m. probably. Did you need something?”

​“Am I your type? Like do you find me attractive compared to…”

​“Yes. I find you distractingly attractive.”

​I blushed hard and didn’t know what to say. Distractingly attractive? I was expecting a much ruder answer, or not one at all. I stammered, then closed my lips and looked to her for help.

​“Are you trying to have sex with me right now?” Liv asked. My eyes shot wide and my jaw dropped.

​“No! Not right now. I don’t have any sheets on my bed,” I laughed and Liv just raised her eyebrows. She crossed her arms and gave me a smirk that said, “Good luck getting out of this one.”

​I took a few seconds to collect myself then said, “I was thinking that later tonight, you can tell me more about what you do. I’m starting to figure out some things and it helps to hear about your experiences.

​“Sure. Are you trying to masturbate again, or is this informational?”

​“Purely informational.” I looked over her shoulder at her screenplay and saw that she was writing a sex scene with Kara and Themistra. “Though I can’t say the same for your characters…”

​Liv slammed her laptop shut and gave me a dirty look.

​“They are none of your business.”

​“I’m invested in your story. Maybe you’ll let me read it when it’s done.”

​“Maybe.” Liv put her laptop in her bag and walked to the door.

​“Where are you going?”

​“To the library. Like I said, you’re distracting.” Liv gave me a once-over and a little smile, then left before I could protest any further. 




✽✽✽




​I sat on my clean sheets with my now almost-finished fantasy novel and waited for Liv to come back. She had been gone for most of the day now and I was starting to lose my mind. I was thinking about her and Amy and their twisted power exchange. I was also thinking about how comfortable Liv was with her nudity, but not her emotions. She freely admitted that she found me attractive, but it took a lot out of her to say anything nice about my personality. For some reason, I hungered for her approval. It was obviously more than a friendship at this point, especially after last night, but I didn’t know what the limits and the boundaries were.

​That’s probably why I spent forever in the shower earlier exfoliating, scrubbing, and shaving everything. I wanted to be prepared for anything, even if I didn't know what I wanted. I even put on my only matching set of underwear and wore a low-cut tank top that my mom hated, but I suspected Liv would love.

I checked the time and saw that it was 8:30 p.m. Liv was supposed to be back soon and I needed to make up my mind about what I wanted to do with her. Maybe it would help to know what was on the table. I had seen her open and close a small trunk at the bottom of her wardrobe whenever she got back from the sorority house. She most likely kept whatever sex toys and restraints she used in there, and it couldn’t hurt to see what I was getting myself into. I slipped out of bed and crossed over to Liv’s side. It felt like crossing over a stream between a bright valley and a dark forest. The corner with her wardrobe was almost completely dark and had no decorations.

I crouched low and found what I was looking for. There was a heavy box made of black walnut with steel furnishings tucked into the corner. It wasn’t locked, so I carefully undid the latch and lifted the top.

“Holy shit,” I said to myself. Whatever I was expecting, this was beyond it. There were multiple removable sections, each with their own type of toy or restraint. The top section was filled with bundles of black rope, each soft and coiled tight. There must’ve been hundreds of yards worth in there, for what purpose I couldn’t begin to imagine. The next section had leather cuffs, blindfolds, and what must’ve been the gags she was threatening to shut me up with the other night. I took out one that had a big red ball between two straps of leather and couldn’t picture how that would fit in my mouth. Then there were clothespins, clamps, whips, paddles, and other instruments that I imagine would hurt if she struck me with them. There was even a normal ruler in there, which was certainly a creative use of school supplies. The last section had a collection of vibrators, dildos, and cleaner and lube for them. I wondered which one she used on Amy last night.

​Despite the fact that I had never used any of these toys, nothing immediately jumped out to me as something scary enough to push me away. I carefully began putting everything back exactly as I found it when I heard footsteps in the hall approaching my door. It was only 8:35 p.m. and Liv was never back early. I paused to listen closer, then exhaled in relief as the footsteps passed my door. That would’ve been a nightmare if she saw me surrounded by her sex toys.

​As I began to lift the section with the vibrators back, I heard three quick footsteps then the turn of knob. Oh, fuck.

​“Hey. I finished up…” Liv stopped mid-greeting and looked down at me holding a dozen sex toys with a horrified expression. Her jaw dropped slightly, then her lips curled into her condescending smirk. She didn’t even need to say anything, I was already on the backfoot.

​“I am so sorry. Let me just put everything back, I swear I wasn’t using anything…”

​“Leave it.” Her tone was hard, but warm. I set down the section and went to stand up. “No, you can stay like that.” Her finger was pointed to the ground I knelt on. “Why don’t you crawl out of there for me?”

“Like this? Hands and knees?” I asked softly.

“Hands and knees.” She watched me with crossed arms as I shamefully crawled out of the corner and onto the rug between our beds. I looked up at her and she pointed to the ground. Obeying, I lowered my gaze. All I could see were her black heels and the fishnet stockings she seemed to always wear. Liv closed the door and locked it, then took a few steps towards me. My heart was racing like it never had before. I had to clasp my hands together to stop them from shaking. 

“You’re trembling,” Liv observed.

“Yes.”

“Are you scared of me?”

“A little bit,” I admitted. “Should I be?”

“No. Not tonight at least.” She walked over to her desk, set her bag down, then knelt down in front of me so our knees were touching. Her hand curled under my chin and lifted it to meet her gaze. A wave of chills rushed across my skin just from the touch.

“You were right when you said that you were not my submissive. You’re my roommate and my friend. Do you understand that?” Liv asked. Her other hand rested on my thigh, her thumb stroking lightly.

I nodded twice.

“Good. Now, as my roommate, going through my sex toys is a severe invasion of privacy. You agree with that, don’t you?”

“I really am sorry…”

“Of course you are,” she cut me off. “I’d be happy to accept your apology, but I just don’t know if I’m convinced yet. Honestly, you seem more excited than regretful.”

“Maybe I can do something to make up for it.” I looked between her piercing eyes and her soft, full lips.

“Oh? Like what?” Her eyes flickered to my lips, then back to my gaze. This was it. I reached up with trembling hands and wrapped them around the back of her neck, my fingertips in her hair. I ran the tip of my tongue over my lips and Liv gave me a soft, encouraging nod. My anxiety melted away and I pressed my lips to hers. She kissed me softly, her lips interlocking with mine. For such a cold woman, her touch was so comforting and warm. Her hand on my chin held me steady as we found a rhythm. Slowly, she deepened her kiss then lightly bit my lip as she pulled away. Sparks of raw sexual energy traveled down my spine from the gentle pain. She broke the kiss and looked at me with wild eyes, our foreheads touching.

“How far do you want to go?” Liv asked.

“As far as you’ll take me,” I whispered. Her eyes flashed dangerously, but my mind had been made up the second she walked in the room. I wanted everything, whatever I could handle. Liv released my chin and stood. My eyes trailed up her heels, stockings, skirt, and sweater to her sharp jaw and piercing eyes.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately. I don’t know why I did, but I felt it in my soul.

“Good. I trust that you’ll tell me if this becomes overwhelming. Can you snap your fingers for me?” I did and she nodded approvingly. “Do that and we’ll stop and take a break.”

“What if you want to stop?” I asked. 

“Then… I’ll do the same,” she said as if no one had asked her that before, then snapped her fingers to show that she could. She looked me up and down with hungry eyes, pausing on my exposed thighs and cleavage. I knew what was coming next.

​“Stand up.” I stood. “Strip.” I paused. Liv crossed her arms and looked straight at my chest. I exhaled slowly, then grabbed the hem of my tanktop and pulled it off over my head. I tossed it on Liv’s desk, a splash of pink amongst black, then hooked my thumbs in my shorts.

​“Turn around,” Liv commanded. I pivoted, then slid my shorts down and off my hips. I could feel Liv staring at my ass while I stripped for her.

​“Back to me,” Liv said. I turned again and slipped the straps of my bra off my shoulders. I must’ve been moving too slow, because Liv stepped close to me and reached behind my back to find the clasp. She kept eye contact as she loosened my bra and threw it to her desk. Her gaze flickered to my tits and I saw her gently bite the inside of her lip. Meeting my eyes again, Liv put her hands on my sides and slid them down to the waistband of my rose-patterned thong. I watched as she slid them down my thighs, knees, and finally ankles, squatting as she stripped me. I stepped out of them and Liv stood with my thong between her fingers.

​“You’re soaking wet.”

​“Yes.” I looked at my underwear and saw my arousal glisten on the fabric.

​“How embarrassing. I’ve barely touched you,” Liv teased. She threw the underwear on her desk, then sat on the edge of her bed and pointed at the floor. Now helplessly naked, I dropped to my knees at her feet and looked up for further instruction.

​“Remove my shoes.” I slid my hands up her stocking-covered calf and gently teased her foot out of one heel, then the other. I set the shoes to the side and kissed the tops of each foot before looking up at her again.

​“Good girl,” Liv purred. Those words went straight to my clit. “Why did you do that?”

​“It felt right,” I whispered.

​“Continue,” she said. I brought my lips to her toes, ankles, and calves, leaving trailing kisses up to her knees. I wasn’t thinking or making decisions, I was just worshiping the woman in front of me. I wanted to please her and appreciate every inch of her perfect, beautiful body. Liv parted her legs and I kept kissing up her thighs, my hands now grabbing handfuls of her hips. I looked up and saw that she wasn’t wearing underwear beneath her skirt.

​“Oh,” I gasped between kisses. I’d never seen another woman’s sex this close before. Her labia were smooth and folded outward like blossoming petals. There was a small shimmer of arousal dripping from her opening and her clit was swollen with want. I breathed in and inhaled her scent. She smelled like passionate kisses on a summer’s day; warm, floral, and desperate. She must’ve seen me staring, because she brought her hands to my cheeks and pulled my gaze up to hers.

​“Do you want to taste me?”

​“I don’t know how,” I admitted. The thought of using my lips and tongue to pleasure her made my arousal thicken with anticipation. I wanted to, but I didn’t want to disappoint her.

​“Just a taste. You haven’t earned my pussy yet,” Liv teased. She reached under her skirt, dragged a finger through her folds, and held it up to my lips. I looked into her eyes as I wrapped my lips around her digit and licked it clean. It was sweet and fragrant and laced with something that made my mouth water for more.

​“Not yet.” Liv read my mind and gently pushed my head away. “You want to earn it?”

​“Please.”

​“Go to my chest and choose something from each section.”

​“Every section? Even the one with the whips and paddles?” I asked. She just nodded over to her chest full of devilish toys and I got the message that she was being very serious. I went around the corner and was thankful that Liv couldn’t see me struggling with the decision-making. The first choice was obvious, as there was only rope in the first section. I set a bundle aside and looked at the cuffs, blindfolds, and gags. I don’t know why, but I felt drawn to the large red ball gag. Maybe it was because it was the only colorful thing in the box. Everything else was black, beige, or brown. I felt the stiff leather of the whips and paddles in the next section and felt too nervous to pick one up. I saw two metal clamps connected by a chain and selected those instead. I did like how it felt to pinch my nipples last night. Finally, I looked at the vibrators and dildos and had no clue what to pick. I’d never tried a sex toy like these before, so I picked the smallest toy: a curved vibrator with little ridges that was probably meant to go inside me.

​When I returned to Liv, she was sitting on the edge of her bed with her legs crossed, naked except for her thigh-high stockings. I brought the restraints and toys over to her and she smiled at my selection.

​“You went with the clover clamps. Ambitious,” she said while dangling the chain from her finger.

​“Are they gonna hurt?”

​“Maybe a little.” She set the toys aside and guided me down to her bed. She laid me down on her soft sheets, pushing my chest down and straightening my legs. I could still taste her essence on my tongue as she straddled my thighs. Her feet curled inward and pressed into my shins as she fell forward and pinned my arms to either side of my head. I struggled under her grip and she tightened it with a sinister smile.

​“You like being restrained?” I nodded and relaxed against her arms and legs. There was a strange freedom in not being able to move my limbs. I didn’t have to think about where to put my hands or how to position myself; Liv took care of that. She took care of me entirely.

​“Let’s make it official, then,” she said and grabbed the bundle of black rope. “Give me your hands.” I lifted my arms up to her, which pushed my breasts up and together. Her eyes lingered on them as she expertly looped the rope around my wrists and cinched a knot tight in the middle. I flexed my fingers and quickly realized that there was no escape. Liv pushed my hands over my head and quickly tied the knot to the bedframe above my head. No matter how I twisted or pulled, the bondage firmly held my wrists in place. I was hers to do whatever she wanted with.

​“You look pretty all stretched out for me.” Her lips found my ear as she laid next to me with a stocking-covered thigh pressed to my legs. Her right hand trailed down my cheek and collarbone to my breast, which she lightly cupped. I turned my head to her and she met my lips with a hard, passionate kiss. Gone was the soft tease from before. I had fully given myself to her now, and she was going to enjoy it. Her tongue met mine and I shamelessly moaned into her lips as her thumb grazed my nipple. She returned to it with two fingers, pinching softly at first, then twisting cruelly.

​“Ah!” I gasped into her. I felt her smile and ease her grip on my nipple. She was playing with me, testing my limits for pain as her lips pleasured mine. Her hand dipped lower across my stomach and hips, where she took a detour and grabbed a firm handful of my ass from the side. I hummed blissfully as her fingers kneaded my flesh, then trailed down to my waist.

​“Even your thighs are sticky,” Liv teased, sliding her digits across the crease of my thigh. I blushed and twisted in my bondage, but there was no hiding my arousal. I craved her touch. I wanted to feel her strong fingers slide up and down and…

​“Oh my… Liv,” I whispered as one of her slick fingers curled against my opening, then sank deep. I felt like putty in her hands. Her digit coaxed against my textured walls, curling and thrusting in light strokes. I lightly thrust my hips up to push her finger deeper, but she laughed and pulled it out.

​“So desperate.” Her words were a flickering flame in my ear. I could feel her warm breath on my cheek and her lips on my neck, kissing gently. She turned my head to look at her, then brought her finger up to her lips. It was thoroughly soaked with my essence.

​“What a very straight girl with a very straight pussy,” she said, licking her digit clean. She crushed her lips to mine again and I tasted myself while her fingers returned to my pussy, this time teasing my vulva up to my clit in light strokes. Liv wasn’t going fast enough or pressing firmly enough to get me to the edge, and I could tell that she was in no rush. She teased me like she knew my pussy better than I did. Her fingertips dipped into my well of arousal, pressed winding lines up my vulva, then swirled around my clit over and over again. She was working me up into a rhythmic frenzy.

​“Faster, please. I need… oh, come on.” As I began to beg, Liv removed her fingers and wiped my slickness on my thighs.

​“We need to do something about that mouth of yours.” Liv reached to the base of the bed and grabbed the ball gag I picked out. “You always have something to say, don’t you?”

“You like it.”

“I’d like it better if you were quiet and obedient.” Liv held the silicone ball up to my lips. I swallowed nervously. It looked like it would hurt my jaw to have that thing between my teeth.

“I don’t know if that’s gonna fit.”

“Is that right?” Liv parted her thighs and pressed the ball to her pussy, then rotated it to fully coat it with her arousal. She brought it up to my lips again and I immediately opened my mouth wide to accept it.

“Mmm, that’s what I thought,” Liv teased. She pressed it firmly between my teeth, then buckled the strap tight behind my head. I could still taste my own essence as hers blossomed on my tongue, mixing in a potent concoction of pure need.

“Mmmph,” I tried to move my tongue, but I could only speak in helpless mumbles. Liv gave me a firm kiss on my gagged lips, then sat up and moved between my legs.

“What was that? I couldn’t quite hear you.” Liv kissed my left hip, then she lightly bit my sensitive skin and laughed while I squealed into the gag. It didn’t exactly silence my noises, but it certainly did muffle them into unintelligible rambles. I understood now why I was to snap my fingers if I wanted her to stop instead of just saying something. Though I couldn't imagine ever wanting her to stop, even as she teased and humiliated me.

“You’ve never been kissed here, have you?” Liv asked. Her fingers pressed into my clit while she kissed a slow line across my mons.

“Mm mmm,” I mumbled while shaking my head no. She kissed a line up to my nipples and I heard soft clinking, then felt the cool touch of the metal clamps as she laid them on my chest.

“Oh, I’m about to spoil you.” Her lips found my right nipple and she sucked gently while she lightly teased my left with her fingers. “Which is why we should probably cool the pleasure with a little lick of pain…” Liv licked my nipple once, then closed the cold, evil clamp around my engorged bud.

“Mmmm!” I shook my chest to try and throw the clamp off, but that only made it ache worse. I watched her fearfully as her lips went to my other nipple. She licked and gently sucked it until it was firm, but I couldn’t enjoy the pleasure from it, not when I knew that the clamp was waiting for me. She kept eye contact with me as she closed the second clamp around my nipple and tugged the chain to make sure they were secure. Fire erupted in my chest and I swore loudly into the gag.

“Good girl,” she purred again. She released the chain and kissed my gagged lips. “I’ve never been with anyone who can take those. Can you?”

I looked into her eyes, which were glimmering with danger, and nodded stoically. I wanted to be strong for her. The pain was nothing compared to ripping hot pleasure her lips and fingers and words stoked in me. She smiled, then kissed her way back down my chest and ribs, taking care to kiss my clamped nipples with extra passion, before settling comfortably between my thighs. Maybe I would’ve been nervous for another girl to be so close to my pussy before today, but that anxiety had evaporated by now.

“You shaved for me, didn’t you?” Liv looked up at me as she wrapped her arms under my thighs to hold my hips.

“Mhm.”

“I’m beginning to think you wanted to get caught.” She placed a small kiss just above my clit. “And punished.” She dug her nails into my hips. “And pleasured.” She extended her tongue long and licked a broad line up from my opening to my clit, aching slow.

“Mmmm,” I exhaled softly and closed my eyes. Her tongue moved in wide arcs and her lips messily kissed me like she was making out with my pussy. Everything was slow and firm and sensual. I could feel her strong tongue flex as it circled around my clit, never directly touching it. The pain in my nipples only intensified the pleasure pounding through my system. It turned the teasing licks into powerful waves, each one threatening to cast me off into a roiling torrent.

She lifted her head for a moment and I wrapped my legs around her back to pull her back down. I might’ve been bound and gagged and at her mercy, but I was not going to be denied my pleasure. I heard her laugh softly against my pussy, then increase the speed and intensity of her tongue.

“Mmmm!” I gasped into the gag, surprised at the sudden burst. My thighs clenched around her head and my fingers pulled hard against the rope binding me to the bed. Her tongue was flat and firm as it vibrated back and forth and up and down. I didn’t even feel the orgasm coming. One moment I was shaking and moaning and curling my toes and the next I was gone. I bit down hard on the gag and clenched my abs tight as a screaming hot orgasm erupted from the tip of her tongue. It was messy and primal and so completely enveloping that I didn’t know if it would ever end.

I thought I was coming down for a moment. I was breathing normally again as Liv slowed her tongue, but then the wave came again. I could feel it approaching and there was nothing I could do but moan and writhe and lose myself in complete rapture as a second, stronger climax overtook me. Liv was directing a violent ocean with her lips and tongue, sending waves and thunder and currents straight into my already overworked clit. She used her lips to suck my clit as her tongue swirled and I came again, bucking my hips so hard the mattress slammed up and down into the weak bedframe. My breath was shaking and my chest was heaving. I couldn’t take any more. It was too much pleasure. I felt Liv preparing another onslaught of ecstasy and I knew I had to find solid ground. I snapped my fingers.


Chapter Five: Earning It

​“Earth to Ally. You okay?” Liv was at my side again with her hair disheveled and her face messy with my arousal. She had taken my gag out, but hadn’t untied me or removed the clamps yet. I knew those were going to hurt like a bitch coming off.

​“Very okay. Very, very okay,” I said in between breaths. I stretched my jaw and blinked the vision back to my eyes.

​“Do you want to be untied?”

​“Not yet. Do you have water?” Liv nodded, got her water bottle (it was black), and brought the straw to my lips. I drank greedily and exhaled hard. She ran her fingers through my hair and wiped the spit from my lips.

​“Did I earn your pussy yet?” I asked, still floating in bliss.

​“That’s what you want right now?” Liv asked in disbelief. I nodded and she laughed like she couldn’t believe it.

​“More than anything.”

​“If you insist.” Liv kissed my cheek, then got to her knees and knelt with a leg on either side of my head facing my feet. My entire vision was her full ass and perfect pussy. She was as wet as I was. The fact that dominating me turned her on this much almost made me want to cum again. And it was as if Liv was reading my mind, because I heard the vibrator I picked out whir to life, then press against my slick opening. It slipped inside me with no resistance and immediately my pussy was filled with low, wonderful rumbles. There was a curved part of the vibrator that just barely touched my clit every time I shifted my hips. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to get swept into that current again.

​“You’re not allowed to orgasm until I do. Understood?”

​“Yes.” My core was already starting to tighten from the constant pleasure.

​“Good girl.” Liv lowered her pussy to my lips and I accepted it with a warm welcome, extending my tongue long and flat like she did for me.

​“That’s it,” Liv encouraged me. She leaned forward and held onto my thighs as she rocked her hips against my face. It should’ve felt alien to have my lips and tongue completely smothered by another woman, but it was so natural that I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else. All I could smell, taste, and breathe was her intoxicating essence. It was heavenly.

​“Curl your tongue up,” Liv said in a breathy, desperate tone. “Good girl,” she said when I obeyed. I listened to her words and her moans and the tempo of her hips to find how she liked it best. Liv seemed more than happy to let me experiment with different licks and kisses, as she never stopped shifting her pussy up and down my nose, lips, and chin.

​As she rocked forward, I remembered how Liv made me cum the third time and used my lips to gently suck her clit. She stopped fucking my face and gasped in surprise.

​“Right there.” One of her hands tightened around my thighs and the other pushed the vibrator deeper into me. I had to try so hard not to orgasm as the curved, rumbling silicone found my clit. Liv tightened her thighs around my head, pressing into my ears with soft, sweaty skin. Her moans became muffled to me and she said something I couldn’t understand. I used my tongue to swirl tiny circles as I sucked and her thighs tightened even harder. Her hand left my thigh and roughly grabbed one of my clamped tits. I moaned in sweet pain, which only excited Liv further. Her breath was fast and short now. She brought both hands to my breasts and slid her fingers up to the clamps. I realized a second too late what she was about to do.

​“MMMMM!” I screamed into her pussy as liquid fire coursed through my nipples. That did it for Liv. She collapsed on my body, barely holding herself up with her arms as the vibration from my outburst sent her over the edge. Shaking in the throes of an orgasm, she reached between my legs and pressed the vibrator firmly to my clit.

​“Oh fuck,” I moaned as another wave of pure orgasmic pleasure quickly overtook me. We came together, gasping and cursing and moaning. Our orgasms melded into one. I felt her hips vibrate and her legs shake as if they were an extension of my body. I tasted her freely flowing arousal and drank like I had just discovered an oasis. All the while, my own body was suspended in bliss and aching in delicious pain. Finally, after what felt like an eternal orgasm, Liv collapsed completely. She lifted her leg to free my head, then crawled up next to me and clung to my sweaty, exhausted body.

​“Sorry about your nipples,” she breathed. Her fingers soothed the sides of my breasts and I flinched at the contact to my sensitive skin.

​“You’re forgiven,” I said in her low, seductive tone.

​“I do not have an apology kink,” Liv protested, rising off my chest to give me a death glare.

​“Well, now you really do sound like me.”


Chapter Six: Finally Hers

​Two weeks later, I sat awake in bed waiting for Liv like I’d gotten used to doing. She was finishing up her last contractually agreed upon session with Amy. Considering the amount of rope, whips, and toys she brought with her, I imagined it was going to be a particularly explosive one. I looked at our clashing walls and was happy that our war for the dominance of the room had reached a happy stalemate. My giraffe was wearing one of her spiky necklaces and her desk had a small red mushroom lamp that we found together at the thrift store. I even agreed to take my ridiculous motivation posters down if she removed the obnoxious decorative chains from her bed. We had talked about pushing our beds together to make one big one, but we liked being able to have sex in her bed and then sleep in mine. Clean sheets were one of the few things we had common ground on.

​I heard the doorknob turn and I jumped out of bed to greet her.

​“How’d it go?” I asked, giving her a small kiss on the cheek. She wiped it off but I knew she liked it.

​“It was good. Long. Lots of whining and begging. Way more than you,” Liv gave me a tired smile. I felt a small rush from the positive comparison. It had been hard over the past couple weeks to watch Liv leave to have sex with another woman, but I knew about their arrangement before I tried to sleep with her, so I did my best to keep my jealousy to myself.

​“Do you think you’ll still go over to see her? Even without the agreement?” I asked. Liv was in the middle of rolling long black gloves off her arms and she stopped to narrow her eyes at me. She knew what I was asking.

​“No, I don’t think I will,” she said after a moment and continued undressing.

​“Why not?”

​“It’s a long walk,” she said. It was my turn to raise my eyebrows skeptically. “Okay, I’d like to spend a little more time here.”

​“And do what?”

​“You’re really gonna make me say it? Like this?” She gestured to her half-stripped dominatrix outfit. I just stood there with the innocent smile that always made her fold.

​“I’d like to have just one submissive for a while. And if it were my roommate, that would be convenient…” I interrupted her with a big kiss on the lips, then two small ones on her neck. She sighed a pretty, tired moan and I turned my kiss into a teasing lick.

​“I accept,” I whispered into her ear, unable to suppress a giggle.

​“I need to shower.” Liv laughed and pushed me away. I grabbed two pink towels from my wardrobe and tossed one to her.

​“Let me help… Mistress, or Ma’am, or whatever you make them call you,” I searched for the term that Liv had her submissives call her.

​“To you, it’s just Liv,” she said and wrapped the pink towel around her chest.

​“Well, you can call me whatever you want,” I said seductively.

​“You know, that’s what I love about you…”

​“Love?” I asked, cutting her off. Her eyes rolled all the way back into her head.

​“Oh, fuck. You know I didn’t…”

​“What else do you love about me? I could name the things I love about you, if you’d like.” I smiled sweetly at her. She gave me a frustrated glare, then reached into her box and pulled out the big red ball gag she used on me whenever I was getting on her nerves. She held it up and I shut my mouth.

​“Sorry,” I whispered and obviously didn’t mean it.

​“You’re forgiven,” she said in her low voice.

​“I don’t…”

​“Oh, yes you do.”


If You Enjoyed This...

Please consider leaving a rating and a review! The support I get from readers like you motivates me to write more delicious, sapphic smut.  





Up for round two? Check out: 
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Show Me the Ropes: Best friends play a kinky game of Truth or Dare while camping on a secluded mountain. 
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Tie Me Down: Ex-lovers rekindle their fiery relationship with a tense evening of bondage, submission, and hopeful second chances. 
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Strictly Platonic: Three friends indulge in their sensual massage, bondage, and straight-to-lesbian seduction fantasies. 


About Margot Moon




I write the erotica I dream about. And it just so happens that my dreams are filled with realistic,  romantic, and deliciously kinky lesbians exploring their wildest fantasies.  

From best friends exploring their sexualities to experienced couples turning up the heat, I delve into the beautiful spectrum of sapphic relationships with a firm focus on women's pleasure, because after all, isn't that what we're all here for? 





- Margot Moon
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