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A Word From The Author


In the description for this book, I say "Some women have darker desires. They yearn to be dominated, to surrender their will, and to become the ultimate playthings in a world where pleasure intertwines with pain. They want to feel the sting of an implement expertly wielded by a harsh but caring disciplinarian. And sometimes they find budding sapphic romance along the way." 

Well, I'm one of those women. I've been practicing kink and BDSM for much of my adult life (and more recently, polyamory, although this bundle doesn't feature polyam), sharing a variety of intense experiences with other women and women-shaped people. I aim to write stories that feature the things I enjoy and reflect the experiences I have. And I hope that you can find something here that resonates with you too. Happy reading! 



My Beach Trip

Of Whistles and Unexpected Sparks

The waves looked rough, but what's life without a little risk? I pulled up to the beach, my old car's engine finally quieting. Sitting there for a moment, I took in the scene – couples setting up for a day of sun, bright inflatable toys, and the endless stretch of blue meeting the sky.

It had been ages since I'd been to the beach. Too long spent in the monotony of daily routines, office walls closing in. Today was about breaking free and finding a bit of adventure. The beach, with its wild waves and promise of liberation, was exactly where I needed to be.

I grabbed my towel and found a spot away from the crowd, a little patch of solitude. Throwing the towel down, I didn't bother to sit. No wasting time today. I was here for one thing – to feel alive, to challenge the waves that beckoned.

I glanced at the 'No Swimming' sign as I approached the water. Strong currents, probably, or maybe hidden rocks beneath the surface. But caution was for another day.

I ignored the 'No Swimming' sign and dove into the churning water. The cold hit me first – a jarring, invigorating shock, worlds apart from the balmy air of the beach. A sharp whistle cut through the roar of the sea. Really?! I rolled my eyes before turning back. On the shore, the lifeguard, arms crossed, looked like she meant business. Great.

I swam back, slower than I'd have liked, and trudged up the sand. She was waiting, her stance rigid, whistle still in hand. Even annoyed, I couldn't help but notice her – the lifeguard with russet brown skin and dark hair that framed her face in messy waves. There was something undeniably attractive about her, a kind of commanding energy that seemed to radiate from her. And those eyes, dark and focused, had an edge to them. I've always enjoyed that edge - women who can put me in my place, challenge me, make me weak. God, what am I thinking? Clearly, it had been too long since I'd gotten laid. Why am I even checking her out?  She was beautiful, sure, but also an irritating busybody, keen on spoiling my fun. And who wants that on a day like this?

"You can't swim here. It's dangerous," she said, voice firm, with no hint of a welcome-to-the-beach smile.

"I know how to handle myself," I shot back, shaking the water from my hair and shooting a saccharine smile I hoped would annoy her.

"It's not about you. It's about safety, rules." She gestured to the sign like I hadn't seen it, her eyes hardening with annoyance. Good, it looks like I was ruining her day as much as she was ruining mine.

I shrugged, trying to brush off her icy attitude. "Thanks for the concern, but I'm fine." I huffed out, kicking the sand casually. Glancing back up, I saw the corner of her mouth quirk in a satisfied smirk. Damnit, she knew she was irritating me.

She sighed, frustration clear. "Just... stick to the safe zones, okay?"

I nodded, not because I agreed, but because arguing seemed pointless.

She was the lifeguard, after all. But as I walked away, her rules and her whistle still echoing in my head, I couldn't shake the feeling that this wouldn't be our last clash.


A Small Snack

I decided to lie down in the sun for a bit and regroup. Surely she'd get distracted at some point and I could take my chance again. Or maybe I could just go in the safer waters, but honestly, I didn't drive all this way to not have some real fun.

I was feeling hungry, so I decided to make the most of the sunny day. I set up my beach gear, including a massive umbrella and a portable grill, eager to enjoy some food by the sea.

As the aroma of sizzling hotdogs filled the air, I noticed the lifeguard approaching. She wore a stern expression as she gestured towards my setup. "Hey, you can't have a grill here. It's against the rules."

I looked at her, surprised by the interruption. "Come on, it's just a small grill for some snacks. What's the harm?"

She crossed her arms, unwavering. "Rules are rules. You need to move it to the designated grilling area."

"I'm sorry, but this is totally unreasonable," I argued. "I'm not moving while I'm mid-cooking. What do you want me to do?" I shot back, challenge etched across my face.

Her reply was firm but not unkind. "You can finish cooking, but after that, you need to move your equipment to the designated area. We have to ensure everyone's safety."

I couldn't help myself. "Hey, do they have a reward for the most fun lifeguard? I'd like to vote for you." I rolled my eyes as I said it, but finished with a smile.

Her eyes narrowed, and her tone turned sharp. "You're quite the brat, aren't you? Rules exist for a reason, and I'm responsible for enforcing them. Don't test my patience."

The lifeguard's scolding had me taken aback for a moment, but as she turned and walked away, my mind started to whirl. The way she'd called me a brat, the sternness in her voice, had left me feeling hot, and I could feel a blush creep up my cheeks.

I'd always enjoyed being bratty, pushing people to see what they'd do. But it mostly left me feeling empty. Few people rose to the challenge. I'd often see hurt or confusion on their faces, and that would leave me feeling awful. And it wasn't like I tried to be a brat, it just came naturally.

But this was different. This lifeguard, this dangerously hot lifeguard didn't seem phased by my behavior. She seemed in control, maybe even slightly amused, and like handling me was as easy for her as a walk on the beach. A shiver of anticipation ran down my spine as I watched her retreating figure. As she disappeared from view, my desire to challenge her, to feel that scolding again, grew stronger. I needed to get her attention again. With a determined glint in my eye, I muttered to myself, "Well, that's not the end of it."


A Song to Remember

I remembered I had a portable speaker in my car, leftover from last weekend's stay at an Airbnb with my friends. A smirk crossed my face as an idea formed. Why not push the boundaries a bit more and see how she'd react?

Leaving my beach spot, I headed to the car and retrieved the speaker. With a mischievous glint in my eye, I scrolled through my playlist, deliberately selecting the most obnoxious, bass-heavy music I could find. I cranked up the volume and hit play.

The music blared across the beach, drawing immediate attention from nearby sunbathers. I glanced in the direction of the lifeguard tower, where I knew she'd be. I was watching for her reaction, and it didn't take long.

She emerged from the tower, her expression a mix of annoyance and determination. I couldn't help but smirk to myself as I saw her start to storm toward me, her steps purposeful and her resolve clear.  She stopped in front of me, her expression stern, and held her hand out.

"Give it to me. Now," she demanded, her voice firm and unwavering.

I couldn't help but feel a mix of thrill and nervousness as I handed her the portable speaker, reluctantly conceding. "Ava," I replied curtly, offering no more information than necessary.

Emily took the speaker and examined it briefly before turning her attention back to me. "Ava," she repeated my name with a hint of amusement. "Ava the troublemaker."

I raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at the corner of my lips. "Depends on who you ask."

She chuckled softly before introducing herself. "Emily. Follow me. We need to talk" With that, she turned and started walking toward the lifeguard tower, and I fell into step behind her, intrigued by the lifeguard who seemed unfazed by my brattiness.


The Storm

As we entered the lifeguard tower, I couldn't help but feel a nervous flutter in my stomach. The door clicked shut behind us, leaving us in the confined space. I shifted uneasily, suddenly aware of the tension in the air.

Emily gestured towards a chair. "Have a seat, Ava." Her tone was no-nonsense.

I hesitated for a moment before sitting down, my heart racing. Emily's presence was overwhelming. She remained standing, towering over me. I watched as she leaned against a nearby desk, her gaze unwavering.

And then, the scolding began. "Ava, you can't keep breaking the rules on this beach. There are safety regulations in place for a reason. What you did with the speaker was not only disruptive but potentially dangerous. People rely on us to keep them safe."

Her words carried weight, and I felt a sense of guilt wash over me. It was clear that she took her job seriously, and my actions had pushed her to address the issue head-on.

She continued "You've been nothing but a troublemaker today. Ignoring rules, disrupting the peace, and showing no regard for others. This kind of behavior is unacceptable, and it puts people at risk."

I squirmed in my seat, feeling the weight of her words pressing down on me. Just as the tension between us seemed to escalate, a sudden change in the atmosphere caught our attention. The room grew darker, and the sound of rain hitting the windows suddenly came into sharp focus. Rain poured down outside, accompanied by gusts of wind that rattled the windows. Emily and I exchanged surprised glances, neither of us expecting the storm that had seemingly appeared out of nowhere.

Then, unexpectedly, Emily's frustration shifted to concern. She muttered to herself, "Damnit, the storm wasn't supposed to hit until tonight."

I raised an eyebrow, curiosity getting the better of me. "What storm?" I asked. I hadn't checked the weather this morning, but the sky had looked far too bright to worry about storms.

Emily turned her attention back to me, her expression serious. "There's a storm approaching, and it's here sooner than expected. It's not safe for you to leave now."

I blinked, the realization sinking in. "You mean I have to stay here until the storm passes?"

Emily nodded firmly. "Yes, it's the safest option. You can't go out there in this weather."

Feeling frustrated, I started to get up from my seat, intending to leave despite Emily's warning. But before I could take more than a step, Emily's voice cut through the air. "Sit down, Ava." She commanded.

I froze and turned back to face her, reluctantly taking my seat once more. "Fine," I muttered under my breath, realizing that I had little choice but to obey.

Emily paced the small space seemingly gathering her thoughts. God, she was beautiful, even like this, all serious and cooking up a plan. Being stuck in here with a hot lifeguard wasn't the end of the world, I suppose. Her pacing came to a stop and leaned back against the desk in front of me.

"What was all of this really about today, Ava?" Emily asked, seriousness laced into her tone.

I hesitated. "I uhh. I wanted to have some fun and you wanted to spoil it?" I spat back.

Emily broke out into a soft chuckle before that serious expression fell back into place.

"No. You wanted my attention, and you thought the best way to get it was by causing a disturbance." She let the words hang.

"That's not...wait," I stammered, caught off guard by her response.

Emily didn't give me a chance to protest further. "You want a punishment, Ava?" She taunted. "Is that what you're looking for? If you want me to put you in your place, you can just ask, you know?" Her smirk was predatory.

I felt my head spin. That was exactly what I wanted, but I didn't expect to be called out so thoroughly. But looking at that beautiful smirk, I felt my defiance spike.

I couldn't help but pout playfully, my voice taking on a higher, teasing tone as I replied "Are you going to have me write lines? Pick up trash on the beach?" I looked up at her, giving my best puppy dog eyes.

Emily raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed by my suggestion. "Nice try, but not quite. Those don't seem like they'd make much of an impression on you, Ava. I think I have a better idea" She paused, her eyes narrowing in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. "You'll stay here with me in the tower until the storm passes. No distractions, no music, just you and me. And when you're ready, you'll ask me for what you really want. You want a spanking, right?" Her voice was full of self-assured confidence like there was no doubt she knew exactly what I wanted. And she was right. How was she reading me so well?


A Punishment

My playful demeanor faded as the reality of her suggestion sank in. "You can't be serious." I wasn't giving in this easily.

Emily's gaze was unwavering. "I am. It's the best way for you to learn a lesson about following the rules." Her eyes held a knowing look as she continued. "Ava," she said softly, her voice filled with certainty, "I know this is what you really want."

I did want this, more than I was willing to admit. I wanted to be put in my place, to feel discipline and authority in a way I had never experienced before. Emily's gaze never wavered as she challenged me further. "Look me in my eyes and tell me I'm wrong, Ava."

I blushed, feeling exposed and vulnerable under her penetrating gaze. After a moment of hesitation, I finally admitted in a hushed voice, "You're not wrong. I want you to punish me."

"Mm. See, that wasn't so hard, was it?" She teased. "Let's not waste any more time then. Stand up." She stalked up to me. Before I could even process what was happening, her lips were on mine, claiming me in a passionate kiss that sent a rush of warmth through my body and made my core tighten. I parted my mouth, deepening the kiss and feeling her tongue slip into my mouth maddeningly slowly. I wanted more.

I was lost in the moment, feeling my heart race and my knees weaken, focused on not breaking contact. When the kiss ended, I heard her teasing voice once more "I just wanted to kiss you before I hurt you" That predatory smile was back.

Looking into my eyes, Emily began busying herself pulling my sundress over my head. I was left standing there in my bikini, feeling exposed and vulnerable and very turned on.

"Turn around and bend over, you can hold onto the chair for support, you're going to need it. " Emily said, authority ringing out in her tone. "And from now on, you'll address me as Miss Emily, am I clear?"

"Yes, Miss Emily", I replied sheepishly. I stood up on shaky legs, turning around to assume the position and feeling even more exposed. My perky ass was on full display for her to see.

Emily lazily stroked her hand down my back, soothing me, before hooking a finger under the waistband of my bikini bottoms. "I don't think we'll be needing these." And with that, she pulled my last bit of modesty down, leaving them pooling around my ankles.

My blush was furious now. I'd never felt so exposed, so submissive, and so sexy all at the same time. I was a little nervous about what came next, but the butterflies in my stomach and the throbbing ache in my core were enough to make me desperate to see where this was heading - What it would feel like to finally be spanked.

I didn't have to wait long. Emily's hand made contact with my ass in a sharp, hard, hit. The sound seemed to reverberate through the shack, and the sting came immediately, leaving me breathless. That wasn't so bad.

Before I had a chance to prepare for the next strike, Emily's hand was already raining down on my other cheek. Another hit, just as sharp as the last and cracking the air. I gasped and squirmed away from her hand.

"Oh no you don't. You can take your punishment like a big girl, can't you?"

"Yes Miss Emily" My words came out as a moan, and I felt my cheeks flush from the embarrassment. I couldn't believe how easily my body was responding to her. I felt like a touch-starved animal, desperate for the slightest contact, even if it came in the form of a strong hand administering a spanking. My breaths were shallow, quickening with each moment. Could she tell how much this was turning me on?

Another slap stole me from my thoughts. And then another. I was sure my behind was an angry shade of red now. Emily picked up her speed, each strike landing with precision and a rhythm that seemed to resonate through my entire body.

With each slap, a jolt of unexpected pleasure coursed through me, intertwining with the sting of pain. She seemed to know just how to push the boundaries yet keep me teetering on the edge of overwhelming sensation. My breaths came in ragged gasps, and I found myself moving in sync with her rhythm, almost instinctively seeking more of this intense experience. As the pace intensified, so did my reactions. Each slap sent a wave of heat through me, igniting a deep, primal response. My whole body was on fire, but the most heat was radiating from my now sore, throbbing ass.

As Emily finally stopped, a wave of relief washed over me, mingling with an intense longing that I couldn't quite understand. "Such a good girl, taking your punishment so well for me." Emily praised, igniting a surge of pride mixed with a deep-seated desire to please her further. What was happening to me? "I think we're done with that part of your punishment. What do you think?" Her voice was still stern, but I could sense the care within.

I was relieved at the prospect of the punishment being over, yet another part craved more. I cleared my throat, wanting to be sure I delivered my response with clarity. A defiant spark ignited within me. My voice, when it came out, was laced with challenge and a hint of playfulness. "Is that all you've got?" I asked, the words almost surprising me with their boldness.

"Oh, sweetie. You're going to regret that. I can't wait" Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I felt empowered and a little scared; it was a heady mix that only furthered my arousal.


The Ultimate Tease

I felt Emily's hand glide up the back of my thigh. The sensation was gentle yet intentional, her touch firm as she traced a path closer and closer to my pussy. But every time she came close to where I wanted her fingers the most, she'd stop and start over on the other side. Each movement of her hand sent a wave of anticipation through me, my skin tingling where she touched.

I waited, almost in a trance, as her fingers moved with a purpose, her touch both teasing and assertive. The heat from her hand seemed to burn through my skin, making the heat in my core roar louder. My earlier boldness faltered under the weight of her touch, replaced by a breathless expectancy. I leaned into her touch, hoping for more.

I heard Emily's mocking laugh ring in my ears. "Feeling impatient, are we little slut?" The words left me dizzy.

"I'm not a slut!..." My breaths came out ragged "...Miss Emily!" I added her honorific before I landed myself in more trouble.

"Is that right?" I felt her finger slowly run up the inside of my thigh. "Then what's this? Why are you dripping all down your legs?" I shuddered with embarrassment and a raging need I'd never felt before. As if I couldn't get any more wanton, at that moment, I felt myself grow even wetter. I was in such a state, and this dominant woman was toying with me perfectly.

I couldn't stand it any longer. "Please touch me." It came out as a needy whine. Emily laughed.

"Touch you? But I am touching you, princess." She teased.

"No. Please Miss Emily, touch me properly. Please put your fingers inside me. Please. I need to feel you fill me."

"Well, since you begged so prettily." I inhaled, my whole body feeling taut as I waited for her touch where I needed it so desperately. I felt her firm fingers move up my thigh with determination, and this time they didn't stop as they reached my pussy. She ran two fingers up my slit teasingly. All I could think was how much wetness must be coating her fingers. After a few more teasing strokes she pushed into my entrance and I felt my mind clouded with pleasure. Almost instantly I was pushing back against her, desperate for more.

Her fingers curled around my G-spot, her fingertips massaging it so carefully, slowly. It was nowhere near enough. She seemed to be exploring me, teasing me, maybe even inspecting me. All for her pleasure. I mewled as my breaths got shallower and I heard that familiar ring of laughter in my ears.

"Such a needy little slut. Is this not enough for you?" She teased, a dangerous edge to her voice.

"No. Please. More. Pleaseeeee" I whined.

"Very well. Brace yourself." With that, I tightened my fingers around the arms of the chair, my knuckles going white with the force I was exerting. Emily picked up the speed, her fingers expertly moving in and out of my cunt, each stroke hitting the exact spot that was threatening to make me lose control.

"Please can I touch my clit, Miss Emily?" I begged.

"Absolutely not. I think you've caused enough trouble with your hands today. So no, you can keep your hands to yourself. This is a punishment, remember?" She picked up the pace again, and each thrust punctuated her words "This. Is. For. My. Pleasure. Not. Yours." Each word was synced with a deep, powerful thrust, driving her point home. The sensation was overwhelming and intense. I could feel every nerve in my body light up.

Her denial of my active participation, the clear reminder that this was about her pleasure, not mine, heightened my arousal. It was a lesson in submission, in the art of receiving, of being completely at the mercy of someone else's desires.

At that moment, I felt what I needed. Two fingers circled my clit. The little bundle of nerves, which was throbbing wildly just a second ago, was now on fire. Her firm control and relentless pace were disorienting and intoxicating. Every thrust sent waves of sensation through me, and every tight, controlled circle of my clit left me gasping, teetering on the edge.

I was so close, right on the brink, every nerve ending screaming for that final push. It was a desperate, consuming need, a craving that had taken over every sense. My thoughts were scattered, fragmented, and unable to focus on anything but the building pressure, the sweet, torturous climb toward release.

It was coming. My breath caught. I was right there, on the cusp of something earth-shattering, something that promised to engulf me.

But then, abruptly, Emily pulled away, leaving me suspended in a state of desperate need. The sudden absence of her touch was like a cold shock.  I gasped, a mewl of frustration and disbelief escaping my lips.


A Lesson in Patience

My body ached for completion, for the release that had been so close. I stood there, still bent over, bewildered and yearning, my skin tingling from where she had touched me, my heart racing. It was a cruel, tantalizing denial, leaving me hovering on the edge of an abyss I could no longer reach. I looked over my shoulder, searching for her eyes.

"Ava," Emily's gaze was sharp as she addressed me, a clear command in her tone. "This lesson is about patience, about knowing when to engage with our desires and when to hold back". Her fingers were on me again, lazily playing with my clit. "Your behavior earlier, challenging boundaries, was bratty and childish. Sometimes, we want things badly, but that doesn't mean we should act on every impulse." Her words were concise, direct. "Personally, I don't think it's fair that after your behavior today, you should get to come before me, do you?" She teased.

She wanted me to make her come? Fuck yes. I could do that. Suddenly my intense longing was replaced with another feeling entirely. To bring her as much pleasure as she just brought me, and hopefully even more.

I was nodding before the words came out. "Yes, Miss Emily. I'd love to. You're right." I wasn't making much sense, my mind was a jumbled mess of need.

Emily's mouth quirked into a wry smile "There's no thoughts in that pretty little head of yours right now, is there?" she teased gently, her voice laced with a playful edge.

Her smile widened slightly, watching me struggle to gather my thoughts, to form a coherent response. It was clear she enjoyed this moment of my disarray, the aftermath of the intense experience she had orchestrated.

"No Miss Emily, no thoughts." I smiled back.

"I thought so," Emily said, her voice resonating with a steely command that left no room for doubt or hesitation. "Get on your knees." The words cut through the air.

I found myself moving almost instinctively, obeying her command without a second thought. As I lowered myself onto my knees, a sense of submission washed over me, a surrender to her will that was both humbling and exhilarating. There was vulnerability in this position, a physical manifestation of the power exchange between us.

My gaze lifted to meet hers, finding a look of satisfaction on her face. In her eyes, there was a glint of approval, an acknowledgment of my compliance. This simple act of kneeling, of yielding to her command, seemed to solidify our roles.

Emily laced her fingers into my hair, softly weaving through my silky strands, a tender caress that lulled me into a sense of calm. But then, the gentleness morphed seamlessly into assertiveness. Her hand closed into a firm fist, gripping my hair with a decisive strength that sent a clear message of control. The sensation of her fingers intertwined in my hair, the firmness of her grip, it anchored me to the present moment, to her. I felt my head spin.

She pulled me to her center, stopping my head when it was mere inches from her swimsuit-encased pussy. Looking down at me, she moved the red fabric to the side, exposing her beautiful womanhood. There was something so primal about just moving the fabric away, like there was no time to disrobe. Like she just couldn't wait. Evidently, I wasn't the only one this was affecting.

"Beg." Her words sliced through the air.

"Please let me taste you, Miss Emily. Let me prove what a good girl I can be. That I've learned my lesson."

That predatory grin was back, and she roughly pulled me toward her pussy, keeping her grip on my hair firm. My tongue reached out instantly, desperate to taste her, to give her pleasure. I slid my tongue up the length of her slit, taking in as much of her as I could. She tasted amazing, better than anyone I'd tasted before. I couldn't get enough. My licks were coming out in a frenzy now, lapping her entrance, running up the length of her silky folds.

She tightened her grip on my hair, directing me to her clit. "Don't tease me, slut." I took to my new task enthusiastically, administering long flicks over her clit, my rhythm steady and my pressure firm.

"That's it. Don't stop honey." Her voice was a mixture of sweetness and authority, a combination that was uniquely hers.

I'd never been more focused. Every small change in her expression was a clear signal to me. Her eyes fluttered. Brief twitches at the corners of her mouth hinted at peaks of pleasure, and her parted lips occasionally let slip silent moans.

Her eyebrows would knit together briefly in a frown, then smooth out. The flush on her cheeks deepened. The subtle nods or tilts of her head guided me precisely, telling me when to press on or when to ease back, constantly directing me towards the perfect rhythm to bring her closer to climax.

And with one final flick of my tongue, it was happening. Emily's legs began to shake and she cried out. In an almost reflexive response, she pulled me closer to her forcefully. Caught in her firm hold, I found myself struggling to breathe, her pussy enveloping me just as completely as the climax enveloped her. I kept my mouth glued to her through every quiver and shake, wondering whether this was how I go. If it was, I didn't care.

Emily stepped back on shaky legs, looking down at me with warmth in her eyes. She reached out, unsticking a stray strand of my hair that was stuck to my face from the sheen of sweat covering me, and tucking it behind my ear. Bringing her hand lower, her thumb traced the curve of my lower lip before gently pushing inside. I sucked gently, happy to have her back in my mouth.

"That was fucking amazing. You're incredible" Her eyes were warm and alive at once, and I felt myself beaming with pride. After letting the moment pass between us, she continued "I suppose you want to come now?" The arching of her eyebrow and the teasing tug at the corner of her mouth brought my desperation back with force.

"Yes, Miss Emily" I sounded so ready.

"Very well, princess. You've earned it." She teased. And with that she was gone, breaking contact and leaving me feeling alone and empty without her touch.

Emily sat gracefully in the chair, her posture exuding a casual yet commanding presence. With a deliberate and inviting gesture, she patted her lap, a clear invitation. I got up from the floor, my knees feeling a little stiff from the position I had been in for what seemed like an eternity. As I straightened up, I could feel the blood slowly starting to circulate back into my legs, a tingling sensation that bordered on painful yet was strangely satisfying.

I made my way over to Emily with awkward steps, my bikini briefs still tangled around my ankles. It was finally happening. With a fluid motion, I straddled her lap. I could feel the hardness of her thighs beneath me, providing a stark contrast to the softer parts of my own body. The heat from her body was palpable, radiating through the thin layer of clothing she was wearing. My balance shifted as I adjusted my position, the movement causing a subtle friction that sent a ripple of sensation through me.

Reaching out, Emily wrapped her hand around my throat and pulled me to her mouth. Our breaths mingled, quick and heated, and I leaned in for the kiss. Emily tightened her grip on my neck and held me just out of reach with a devilish smirk on her face. After taking in my desperation for a moment, she finally kissed me. The initial contact was soft, a gentle exploration, but it quickly deepened into something more intense. Her lips were warm and insistent against mine. I moaned into her mouth, losing myself.

My hips began to move of their own accord, searching for contact, and I found it. I began to grind against her, the friction quickly getting me back to the crazed state I was in earlier, bent over and on display. Fuck, that was so slutty of me. The sudden memory of my salacious actions only heightened my arousal, and I picked up the speed, grinding harder and faster.

Emily chuckled. "Really, slut? That's how you want to come? I'm not even touching you...you're doing this all yourself."

God, it was so humiliating, but I didn't care.

"Please touch me Miss Emily, It's not enough." I whined.

She tightened her grip on my neck once again as she issued her command "Up. Let me in." Her eyes were hard.

I lifted my hips slightly, allowing her to access me, giving her room to slip her slender fingers into my core. My head spun as I felt her enter me, the pleasure dizzying, too much and not enough all at once. She curled her fingers, hitting that secret spot with perfect precision once again. I settled back down onto her, deepening her exploration. In this position, my clit ground firmly against her palm with each thrust of my hips. My eyes went wide with pleasure, flicking from my swollen pussy up to Emily's beautiful face.

"Go on. Give it to me. Give me your orgasm." Emily said, the dominant tone sending a shiver down my spine.

That was all I needed. I picked up the pace, tilting my hips, thrusting with abandon, each movement lighting up my G-spot or my clit and sending me into a frenzy. The edge was just here, rapidly approaching, and for a brief moment I worried that Emily would pull away again, but I was too desperate, too focused on my need to give that thought much attention. With one final thrust, my body tensed up, my back arched, and my fingers gripped her arms tightly as I exploded into my orgasm. I was moaning loudly, shamelessly, and grateful the storm was still raging outside otherwise we'd have some embarrassed beachgoers to contend with.

I slumped forward, my body resting against Emily's. She relaxed her body into mine and freed her hands, wrapping her arms around me. The closeness of our bodies, and the gentle rhythm of her breathing against mine, all contributed to a feeling of complete security. I could feel the steady beat of her heart, a soothing rhythm that grounded me. Her arms around me felt like a protective cocoon where I could let go of everything except the feeling of being held, and cherished.


The Calm

As Emily and I held each other in the aftermath of our intense moment, I became aware of the world beyond us changing. I felt her steady breathing as the once relentless drumming of rain softened to a gentle patter.

In the quiet that followed, the dark, brooding clouds started to part, giving way to the emerging blue of the sky. The sun, previously hidden, now cast a warm, comforting light into the room, its rays reaching out to touch us in our cocoon. There we were, wrapped in each other's arms, as the world outside moved from chaos to calm. Time seemed to stand still.

Breaking the silence, I couldn't help but revert to my playful, slightly bratty self. "Sooo. Am I banned from the beach?" I asked, putting on my best pout.

Emily's response was immediate, her tone teasing yet firm. "For now, yes. But you can keep coming back to the lifeguard tower until I'm convinced you can behave yourself out there." She winked.

At her words, laughter bubbled up between us. I guess I was going to be spending many more days at the beach.


Seduction In Leather

An Idea

As I sit at my new, larger desk, the weight of my recent promotion settles heavily on my shoulders. Chief Financial Officer is what I've been working toward for years, yet now that it's here, I feel more confined than ever. My life is meticulously scheduled and rigorously disciplined, and I thought reaching this new goal would offer a sense of achievement, and hopefully, freedom. I mean isn't that what's supposed to happen when you make it? But with each step up the ladder, my world seems to shrink rather than expand.

I need to escape this endless loop of deadlines and responsibilities. Something entirely different, and daring. With the soft hum of my laptop the only sound in my otherwise silent office, I find myself aimlessly browsing online. I stumbled upon a listicle that caught my eye: "Ten Unconventional Ways to Let Loose and Rediscover Yourself."

Skydiving maybe? No, I'm terrified of heights. Bungee jumping? That's just as bad; who wants to risk detached retinas? What about something adrenaline-pumping but closer to the ground - like white-water rafting or race car driving? Hmm, I have terrible coordination. Solo backpacking in a foreign country? No, with my sense of direction, I'd need a search party before nightfall. Fire dancing sounded fun but the closest I've come to fire is microwaving popcorn, and even that’s been a dicey affair.

The next suggestion leaps out at me: "Visit a Dominatrix." My heart skips a beat. It's a world I've always been curious about, yet never dared to explore. The very thought sends a shiver down my spine.

There's a part of me, a hidden, shadowed part, that has always been fascinated by the idea of complete surrender, of entrusting control to someone else. It's a stark contrast to my everyday life, where I am always in charge, always the one making decisions. The idea of relinquishing that control, even for a brief moment, is both terrifying and exhilarating. I can't help but wonder what it would be like to let go completely, to be led into the unknown by someone skilled in dominance and submission.

Could I do this? Did people like me really visit dominatrices? I mean, I know there's a stereotype of powerful people needing to relinquish control, to escape their commanding roles in life by submitting in private. It's almost a cliché, portrayed in movies and whispered about in hushed tones during office happy hours. But is there truth to it? And do I want to be one of those people?

With my heart pounding in my chest, I find myself typing a search for local dominatrices. Each click feels like a step further away from my constrained existence. I came across a profile of a Woman named Ava, and her photo immediately caught my attention. Clad in leather, she exuded a commanding energy that seemed to leap off the screen. She had a confident stance, a natural authority radiating from her pose. The description listed her skills as a dominatrix - Light and sensual BDSM, pain play, impact play, strict disciplinarian roleplay scenarios, latex and leather, and a special interest in humiliation.

What struck me about Ava was her natural beauty. There was an effortless allure about her, a sense of raw, unpolished elegance. Her eyes, intense and piercing, seemed to look right through the photo as if challenging me to take the step I was so hesitant about.

But what really sealed the deal for me was the queer vibe she emanated. There was a feminine grace to her, yet tinged with a masculine lilt that I found incredibly attractive. Her piercings, subtle yet edgy, added to this intriguing blend of gender expressions.

As a lesbian, finding someone queer in this context was important to me. I wanted this experience to be with someone who, despite the transactional nature of our encounter, shared a part of my identity, someone who inherently understood the nuances of queer dynamics. It made the idea of submitting to her feel more comfortable, and more relatable.

Before I can second-guess myself, I fill out a contact form for an appointment. My finger hovers over the 'send' button for a moment before I press it, sealing my decision.

The thrill of what I've just done washes over me. I've taken the first step into a world that's always intrigued me, but I've been too scared to enter. It's a leap into the unknown, and for the first time in a long time, I feel truly alive and excited for what's to come.


The Negotiation

On the day of the appointment, I'm a bundle of nerves. Every meeting feels like an eternity, my mind constantly drifting to what lies ahead. I tap my pen impatiently on the table, barely listening to my team's updates.

Their words are a dull buzz in the background of my restless thoughts.

In the middle of a project update, I snap. "That's not good enough," I interrupt sharply, cutting off my project manager mid-sentence. "We agreed on this deadline weeks ago. I expect better." The room falls silent, the team exchanging uneasy glances. I immediately regret my tone, aware of its harshness, but the apology doesn't come. My usual composure is frayed at the edges, and my patience is thin.

I can feel the tension in my shoulders as the day slowly drags on. My usual efficiency is replaced with a distracted, edgy demeanor. I'm not myself, and I know it, but I can't seem to rein in these unfamiliar jitters.

Finally, the workday ends. I make my way to Ava's dungeon, feeling uneasy. Was it right to feel this nervous? I knew I wanted this, but it was too outside my usual activities that I was worried I'd have no idea how to behave. And what if I didn't like Ava? I reminded myself that Ava's dungeon was the best in the area, according to the glowing reviews that I had nervously scoured online. As I approach the nondescript entrance, my heart races. This is it. I'm actually doing this.

After a tentative knock, the door opens to reveal a matronly receptionist, who gives me a cursory glance. "You must be new. Follow me," she says briskly, her tone slightly impatient. There's no warmth in her welcome, but then again, I didn't come here for pleasantries.

She leads me down a dimly lit corridor, the sound of our footsteps echoing off the walls. The anticipation builds with every step, a mix of fear and excitement churning in my stomach. Then, she stops in front of a heavy door and gives me a quick, almost perfunctory nod before leaving me standing there alone.

Taking a deep breath, I push the door open. The room is dimly lit, the air tinged with a scent of cinnamon. And there, in the center of the room, stands my domme. She's an imposing figure, her presence immediately commanding my full attention. My heart pounds in my chest, and for a moment, I'm frozen in place, caught in the gravity of what I'm about to experience.

This is the moment of truth, the point of no return. I step forward, closing the door behind me, ready to embark on this journey into the unknown.

As I step into the room, my domme greets me with a polite nod and a small, reassuring smile. She gestures for me to take a seat on a plush chair in the corner of the room.

"Welcome," she begins, her voice calm and measured. "I'm Mistress Eva. Before we start, it's important that we discuss some rules and understand your limits and preferences. This is a safe space for exploration, but safety and consent are paramount."

She explains the traffic light system. "During our session, you can use 'green' to indicate that you're comfortable and wish to continue, 'yellow' for if you're approaching your limit, and 'red' to stop immediately. It's essential that you communicate openly and honestly."

"Understood." I say, feeling myself relax a little. She knows what she's doing and she's not a psychopath, that's a good sign.

Mistress Eva then addresses the no-touching rule. "You are not to touch me without explicit permission. This is for both our comfort and safety. Do you understand and agree to these rules?"

I nod, feeling a bit more at ease with her calm and professional demeanor. "Yes, I understand."

"Good," she continues. "Now, let's talk about what you're hoping to gain from this experience. Are there specific activities or sensations you're curious about?"

I take a deep breath before answering, "I want to let go. I'm interested in trying some pain and humiliation, but I'm also a bit nervous about it."

"That's completely normal," Mistress Eva assures me. "We'll start slow and gauge your reactions. Remember, you're in control and can stop at any time. Is there a specific type of pain or humiliation you have in mind?"

"I'm not sure," I admit. "I guess I'm curious about spanking and verbal humiliation."

Mistress Eva nods, jotting down a few notes. "We can definitely explore those. I'll be attentive to your reactions and adjust accordingly. It's also important to discuss aftercare. After the session, I'll provide care and comfort to help you transition back. This might include a blanket, water, a gentle conversation, or just some quiet time to process the experience. It's an essential part of the experience. Does that sound okay to you?"

"Yes, it does," I reply, feeling a sense of relief at her thoroughness and care.

Ava smiles reassuringly. "Do you think you'd find it easier to let go if you weren't yourself? If you were playing another role? Or would you prefer to just be yourself?"

"I think roleplay is a good idea. I feel a little awkward about...my acting abilities?" I say shyly. "But, I think I'd probably get into this more quickly if I felt less like myself and more like I was playing a character."

Ava just nods appreciatively and I feel a blush creep up my cheeks. This negotiation was leaving me feeling vulnerable and we hadn't begun. But I guess that's what happens when you share your darkest desires with a total stranger. Mistress Ava talked me through many of the roleplay scenarios… Bad Employee, Strict Headmistress, Torture for Espionage. My blush grew deeper. We settled on Security Guard/Shoplifter. I rarely broke the rules in my real life, so the idea of playing someone rebellious made me excited.

Mistress Eva looks at me thoughtfully. "Before we proceed, it's crucial to discuss any hard limits you have. These are activities or scenarios that are completely off-limits for you. Do you have any specific boundaries in mind?"

I pause, realizing I haven't given this much thought. "I'm not sure, nothing too extreme, I guess. No marks in visible places...I have a professional job so can't have people asking questions. And... I don't want any body shaming or making fun of my appearance."

"That's absolutely respected," Mistress Eva responds immediately, her tone affirming. "Your physical and emotional wellbeing are the top priority. We will avoid any form of body shaming."

She then leans forward slightly, her expression serious but kind. "Regarding verbal humiliation, it can involve calling you names or degrading language within a consensual and pre-agreed context. Would you be comfortable with that, and if so, are there specific names or terms you're okay with? For example, some clients are fine with being called 'worthless' or 'pathetic' in a scene, but it's entirely up to your comfort level."

I consider her words carefully, feeling a mix of apprehension and curiosity. I pictured her calling me pathetic and felt a jolt in my core. "I'm good with names like that, as long as it's clear it's part of the scene."

"Understood," she replies, making a note. "We'll start gently, and you can always use your safeword if you feel uncomfortable. It's all about finding what works for you and respecting your boundaries."

Her professional and empathetic approach reassures me. I feel heard and understood, which helps in easing the knot of nervousness in my stomach. "Thank you." I sigh. "I have to say I'm feeling a whole lot more relaxed than when I turned up."

"Great," she says with a gentle smile. "Feel free to ask any questions or voice any concerns at any time. This experience is about you exploring safely and comfortably. Are you ready to begin or do you have any questions?"

I nod, feeling a mixture of apprehension and excitement. "Yes, I'm ready."

Mistress Eva stands up, extending her hand to help me up. "Then let's begin your journey."


The Devil’s Dice

Kneeling in the center of the room, I can feel the cool, hard floor pressing against my skin. My heart beats rapidly in my chest, its rhythm echoing in my ears like a drum. I can feel a slight tremor in my hands. The air around me feels charged, every small sound amplified in the stillness of the room.

Mistress Ava had left the room, telling me to kneel in the center of the floor before she left. The waiting, the not knowing what comes next, heightens every sense. I close my eyes, focusing on my breathing – in and out, in and out – trying to steady the flurry of emotions swirling inside me.

There's a part of me that's still questioning what I'm doing here, yet another part is thrilled at the step into the unknown. I'm all too aware of the vulnerability of my position, and the trust I'm placing in a stranger.

My slow deep breaths begin to calm my nerves, and the rest of the world seems to fall away, leaving only the here and now, this room, this moment of waiting, the anticipation of what Mistress Ava will bring when she returns.

Mistress Ava enters the room, her presence immediately filling the space.

The silence of the room is suddenly pierced by the sound of heels clicking methodically against the floor. With every step, my heart seems to beat in tandem.

As she reaches me, she pauses and looks down, her gaze intense but not unkind. "Kneeling was to get you into the right headspace," she says, her voice firm yet reassuring. "If you feel ready, stand up and we can begin."

I slowly rise to my feet, feeling a bit unsteady but emboldened by her presence. Our eyes meet, and in that brief exchange, there's a flicker of recognition, as if she's slightly checking if I'm ready. She gives me a small, almost imperceptible smile before seamlessly transitioning into her role.

Mistress Ava's demeanor shifts, her voice taking on a stern, accusatory tone. "Do you know why I called you in here?" she asks, her eyes boring into mine.

I shake my head, playing into the scenario. She crosses her arms, her expression one of disappointment mixed with authority. "I've been looking at the video footage," she continues, her voice stern. "You've been entering this store every week and stealing items. Jewelry, watches, even an Xbox game. The department store has had enough."

Her words are delivered with a conviction that makes the scenario feel startlingly real. I can feel a knot of anxiety in my stomach, a reaction to her accusations, even though I know it's all part of the play.

"The evidence is quite clear," she adds, moving closer. Standing this close, I'm enveloped by her scent, a captivating blend of woody amber, icy peppermint, and cinnamon notes that seems to define her presence. The smell of the leather she's wearing - the skirt, boots, and gloves - adds to the intoxicating mix. "You've been quite the little thief, haven't you? It's time to face the consequences of your actions."

Getting into my role, I look up at her pleadingly and say, "Wait. Please don't call the police. If I get one more mark on my record, I'll lose my scholarship to art school. It's my last chance to do something with my life, something meaningful." Woah, where did that come from? I could get into this.

Ava cuts me off with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Well, I guess you should have thought about that," she retorts sharply. "I mean, really? Did you think you'd get away with this forever?"

I feel a knot of desperation in my stomach, playing into the scenario. "Please, there must be something you can do," I implore, my voice laced with urgency.

Ava pauses, her gaze appraising me. After a moment, she says, "Hmmm. I can think of another type of punishment. One I would enjoy a lot, but it'll cost you."

"Please. Anything," I respond quickly, eager to follow wherever this scene leads.

Ava's voice is firm, and commanding. "Strip."

I start to protest, my mind racing, but before I can formulate the words, Ava interjects with a loud, authoritative "NOW."

Her command sends a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and excitement. I realize that I'm no longer just playing a role; I'm living in this moment, fully immersed in the experience.

I start to remove my clothes, item by item. I start with my A-line shirt and white blouse, throwing them onto the chair behind me.

"Did nobody teach you manners, young lady? Fold your clothes as you remove them. Clearly you have a lack of respect for your own things as well as everybody elses."

My blush deepened. I was being scolded like a child. It was humiliating, and yet, I could feel myself growing wetter. On shaky legs, I made my way over to the chair, quickly but neatly folding my discarded garments. Now, just left in my underwear, I hesitated, suddenly feeling shy. I never usually felt nervous about being naked. I mean, I was comfortable with my body. I had curves in the right places, a softness to my form that I'd learned to embrace over the years. But this felt different.

In just my underwear, the cool air of the room caressed my skin, making me acutely aware of every sensation. The fabric of my lingerie hugged my body, a last vestige of protection and modesty. I could feel Ava's eyes on me, not just seeing, but observing. It wasn't the act of undressing that made me uneasy; it was the context. Here, in this dimly lit room, with the aroma of leather and Ava's striking perfume filling the air, each piece of clothing removed felt like a layer of my usual persona being stripped away. The professional, always-in-control version of myself seemed to dissolve, leaving a more raw, exposed version in its place.

Locking eyes with Ava and taking a deep breath, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall into my arms before setting it neatly on top of the clothes pile I was creating. Steadying myself again, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my black lacy panties and pulled them down, setting out of them and adding them to the pile.

"Much better. Who knew a criminal could be so beautiful?" Ava said. I knew this was her way of encouraging me, offering reassurance for my obedience without breaking character. It was a kind gesture in a strange context, and I felt the tension leave my body.

Mistress Ava closed the space between us, once again maddeningly close to me. I was having to remind myself of the no-touching rule. Her high-heeled leather boots had the effect of making her a good head taller than me, and in this position, her breasts were directly in front of me, full and so perfectly molded to her form.

Her eyes flicked from mine to the pile of clothes. "Let's see what we have here." She picked up my panties, twirling them around her finger. "Why are these soaked through?" She mocked. "Maybe you're not going to dislike your punishment after all." She added, her voice dripping with amusement.

Stalking over to a table on the back wall, Mistress Ava perched against it. "I am feeling indecisive though. Have you heard of The Devil's Dice?"

"No Mistress."

"It's such a help for dealing with rebellious little sluts like you. It's a blank six-sided dice, and I get to write whatever I want on it. But I'm feeling generous. Why don't you start us off with the first three?"

"I ummmm" My words faltered as my mind spun. Knowing whatever I said would be used against me both thrilled me and left me feeling incredibly vulnerable. She was essentially asking me to write my own punishment, or half of it, to spill my sluttiest desires. "Flogging, Mistress."

"Good start. Go on" Ava's icy tone urged me to continue.

"Nipple clamps. A wartenberg pinwheel." I'd seen these items listed on her profile when I booked my appointment and to say I was curious was an understatement. 


Countdown

Ava busied herself scribbling on the die. I could see her pen on three sides before pausing and scribbling on the other three. What did she write?

She dropped the die onto the floor, and it clattered sharply, a series of quick, decisive taps echoing against the hard surface before coming to an abrupt stop.

"Crawl over to it and tell me what it says." Her command echoed through the room.

I wanted to protest. Crawl naked across the floor? That was so humiliating. The thought of doing it made my core tighten almost painfully with arousal but still found myself reluctant to do it. Was this a humiliation too far?

"May I remind you that you're in enough trouble here. One phonecall to the police department and your career as an artist is effectively over. Choose your next move wisely."

That brought me back to the moment, to the roleplay we were engaging in. It wasn't me, the Chief Financial Officer at the city's biggest Media company that was wantonly crawling across the floor. No, it was a shoplifting brat who would do anything to avoid real consequences for her actions, and was slutty enough to enjoy every minute of it. My knees were dropping before I'd fully formed the thought.

Settling on my hands and knees and feeling more exposed than ever before, I began a slow crawl toward the dice. I put on a show, wanting Mistress Ava to see my surrender, my commitment to debasing myself for her.

Coming to a stop hovering over the di, my eyes widened. "Wax, Mistress."

Mistress Ava's smile transformed into a predatory smirk. "Perfect." She walked up to a set of drawers and opened the top one, pulling out a slim red candle and a lighter. "Remember we discussed the traffic light system? What colour are you right now?"

"Green, Mistress". I replied, my voice steady. I was nervous, but the kind of nervous excitement you get from something you have high expectations of. I was desperately curious to see how the hot wax felt against my skin.

"Good. If anything changes, please let me know immediately," Ava instructed, her tone firm yet caring. "Communication is key here."

"Absolutely, I will," I assured her, nodding to reinforce my commitment.

Resuming her character, Ava coolly issues her next command "Go and retrieve a plastic sheet from the wardrobe."

I walk over to the wardrobe, a sense of curiosity mingling with my nervousness. Opening the doors, I'm immediately struck by the array of items inside. My eyes dart across various roleplay outfits – there's a police uniform, complete with a badge and handcuffs, a nurse's outfit with a pristine white apron, and even a flight attendant's ensemble with a neat scarf tied around the collar.

Alongside the outfits, there are an array of BDSM items. Leather cuffs with polished metal buckles catch the light, alongside neatly coiled ropes in various thicknesses. There's a collection of paddles and whips, some leather, others in different materials, each with a different texture and weight. I notice a set of metal clamps and a variety of collars, ranging from ornate to simple.

I find the plastic sheet, folded neatly among these items. As I pull it out, I can't help but feel a rush of adrenaline. The sight of these objects, so starkly contrasting with my own orderly, controlled world, sends a thrill of excitement mixed with trepidation through me.

"Hurry up," Ava calls out, snapping me back to the present. "Place the plastic sheet on the ground and lie on top of it."

I unfold the sheet with trembling hands and spread it on the floor. The plastic crinkles under my touch, a stark, clinical sound in the otherwise soft room. I lay down on it, the plastic is cool and slightly sticky against my skin. Lying there, waiting for Ava's next instruction, I feel exposed yet strangely liberated.

Ava approaches with the lit red candle, the flame casting a warm glow in the dimly lit room. She holds it steadily, her eyes fixed on mine, gauging my reactions. The first drop of red wax falls, landing on my chest. The sensation is startling - hot but not unbearable, and sharp. I draw in a breath, the heat dissipating almost as quickly as it arrived, leaving a solidifying trail of wax.

She tilts the candle again, and this time the wax drips onto my nipple. The heat is more intense here, a stinging sensation that sends a jolt through my body. I tense for a moment, then relax into the feeling, the initial shock giving way to a curious mix of pain and pleasure. She moves on to my other nipple, dripping a little more wax this time. I cry out, but then moan as the sting transforms into a sensual heat.

Ava continues, the red wax now trailing down to my thighs. I didn't expect the skin on my thighs to be so sensitive. Each drop is a hot kiss against my skin, a fleeting burst of heat that melds into a warm, lingering tingle. I was starting to feel hot all over now, especially at my center. My clit was throbbing with each lingering sting.

I looked down, the wax forming a colorful pattern across my skin, a vivid red that stands out starkly against my flesh. Throughout the process, Ava watches me closely, her movements deliberate and controlled.

Blowing out the candle, Ava looks into my eyes. "You did exceptionally well for your first time with wax. I planned to stop after a few drops just to give you a taste of what it's like, but you seem highly responsive to pain. You're one of those rare people who can convert pain into pleasure almost instantly."

I smiled, feeling proud and empowered. "I loved it, Mistress." It was the truth. She matched my smile, giving me a knowing look.

"On your knees. Time to roll the die again. Flick it with your tongue"

I scrambled to follow her order, now eager to see what came next. I was acutely aware again of my embarrassing predicament - on my hands and knees and flicking The Devil's Dice with my tongue, allowing whatever it landed on to seal my fate. I rolled the die somewhat awkwardly and crawled over to it without having to be asked this time. "Flogging, Mistress."

"Excellent. Back on the sheet. It's time to remove this wax." Ava mused.

I wasn't sure what Ava meant until I saw her positioned over me, tall and commanding and completely dominating my view, holding that intimidating ebony leather flogger. I studied the tails. They looked flexible, soft, and cut in wide strips.

She held it with one hand firmly on the handle and the other gripping the tails tightly together as she raised it. Then she brought it down on my chest, a sharp swish echoing through the air before it hit my skin. There was pain, but it was much less sharp than the wax, almost thuddy. The noise that accompanied it was much more dramatic though. I was tempted to say this implement was the BDSM equivalent of all bark and no bite, but I soon felt a deep heat spread through my chest, reaching beyond where she'd just hit.

As Ava continued her onslaught with carefully placed strikes, my body lit up. I was on fire, every nerve ending alive and desperate for more. Looking down, I could see my skin was now an angry shade of red, most of the wax on my chest having been chipped away. Focused, Ava worked on the remaining specks of wax that covered my chest and thighs until all that was left was the bright rouge canvas of my skin.

My breaths were coming in heavy now. I was practically gulping the air. Not from pain, but from feeling consumed by a heat that was engulfing my body and going straight to my pussy. I'd never been so turned on by not being touched properly, where I needed it the most.

Ava dropped the flogger to the floor. I took a moment to look at her. She was covered in a thin film of sweat that seemed to make her shine.

"My turn to roll the die." Her smile looked wicked. She kicked the die across the floor, her heels clicking as she chased it. Her lips quirked into a smile. Without telling me what it said, she opened the wardrobe and quickly selected something. "Close your eyes." She said before making her way back over to me.

The next thing I felt was a sharp prickly sensation over my nipple. The wartenberg pinwheel! I gasped, letting the sensation sink in. Each pin seemed to pierce into my skin. Mistress Ava pressed more firmly now, rolling the pinwheel harder over my nipple. "That's it, breath through it." I took a deep breath. "Good girl."

She started on my other nipple, repeating the same movements. I began to squirm, stuck between wanting to escape the methodical sting and chasing it. "You're taking your punishment so well."

Mistress Ava stopped abruptly. "Your turn. If you can think clearly enough to get on your knees take your roll. You look like an animal in heat." She said, taking in my lust-crazed state. I hadn't realized my hips were moving of their own accord, humping the air, desperate for contact. I blushed with embarrassment and steadied my hips. I could do this.

My legs now shakier than ever, I crawled over to the die and flicked my tongue, sending it tumbling a little way across the floor. Chasing it eagerly, I announced "Nipple clamps, Mistress."

Without a word, Mistress Ava slid her perfectly manicured hand into the pocket of her leather skirt and pulled out a pair of nipple clamps connected by a sturdy metal chain.

"Kneel. Present your tits to me, arms behind your back." She commanded.

I obeyed immediately, locking my forearms together at my lower back and arching, presenting myself for her. Mistress Ava bent at the waist, her hair falling next to my face. She pinched my left nipple between her index and middle finger, making it stand to attention. Then she placed the tip of my nipple between the clamps. Looking into my eyes, she tightened the clamp. "Give me a colour."

"Green, Mistress." I almost moaned.

"Good." With a wicked smile, she twisted the screw again, tightening the clamp painfully. I inhaled sharply. Ava repeated the process on my other nipple and I was left breathless, struggling to steady myself through the pain. But after a few breaths, the pain started to dull and was replaced by a low buzz emanating from my nipples. My nipples felt like a direct cord to my pussy, and one that was now being constantly stimulated.

"Let's see what my little shoplifter has in store for her next, shall we?" Ava said, kicking the die once again. Studying the words, she laughed. "Oh, I think you're going to enjoy this one. Or at least, I know I will, and that's the important thing here, right? You're here to absolve yourself of your crimes by giving me amusement."

"Yes, Mistress. I want to please you. And I really don't want to go to jail" The first half of my response was sincere; I did want to please her.

"That's what I thought. The die says 'Edge'. I know your hands are skilled in the art of five-finger discounts, but I want to see what else they can do. Bring your slutty fingers to your pussy and bring yourself to the edge. Don't you dare come."

My blush was furious this time. Having something done to you felt entirely different from doing it yourself. She was asking me to masturbate for her pleasure, and it was beyond humiliating. And yet, the ache in my pussy was stronger than ever.

Ripping my eyes from hers and averting my gaze, I brought my hand down to my center. I traced my fingers through my folds. Fuck, I was so embarrassingly wet. I don't think I'd ever been this wet in my whole life.

"Look at me while you play with your cunt, slut."

Her words sent a spike through my clit. I brought my eyes back to her, feeling more exposed, vulnerable, and desperate than ever before. Two fingers traced tight circles around my clit. Once, twice, and then over and over again. I was already close. God, this wasn't going to take much time at all. I couldn't help but moan. The pulsating in my core, Ava's commanding presence towering over me, and my lewdly exposed naked position were all too much. I felt a wave start to build, it was seconds from consuming me. I ripped my hand from my pussy and let out a whimper.

"Good girl. So disciplined. You'd do well to remember this moment next time you're tempted to take something that isn't yours. Because let me be clear; your orgasm is mine. Your release belongs to me."

I nodded, my hips thrusting into the air.

"That's five out of six. Are you ready for six?" Ava said.

"Yes Mistress, I'm so ready" I replied confidently.

"Excellent. The last instruction on the die is Countdown." Ava looked alive, and predatory, like she was toying with her prey. "It's simple really. I'm going to hold a vibrator against your clit, and you'll have 30 seconds to come. If you can't manage it, then you don't come." She smiled wickedly.

I felt panicked. 30 seconds!?! Was that even possible? I'd certainly never come that quickly before. But given my current state, it seems possible, at least. Still, I knew it wouldn't be easy.

"That seems unfair Mistress" I pouted, looking up at her pleadingly.

"Unfair? You've got some nerve in your current situation. It seems very fair. I don't have to give you this opportunity at all. I could always take it away if you're not up to the challenge?" Her tone was icy now.

"No, no. Please. I want to. I can do it. Please give me the chance to come, Mistress." Desperation was laced into my words.

"Very well, but only because I'm feeling generous. Go stand against the wall, facing it" Ava pointed to a blank space on the wall behind me.

I hurried to obey, running to the wall and stopping abruptly as I reached it.

"Eager little slut, aren't we?" I heard her heels clicking behind me. Why did she always walk so slowly? And why did it always make me tremble with need?

"Your pouty little stunt has disappointed me, so I'm going to make this a little more challenging." With that, Ava brought her hand to the wall in front of me. "You see this coin? I want you to hold it to the wall using only your nose. If you let it fall, I stop. Understood?"

Oh god. She can't be serious. Only I knew she was, and I also knew that protesting any further would only land me in hotter water.

"Yes, Mistress" I replied softly.

With the coin now firmly held against the wall with my nose, I moved my hips back a little, eager to show my enthusiasm for what came next. At that moment I heard a soft buzz fill the room, and then a louder one, as Ava selected a more intense setting.

"Brace yourself, slut. Focus on the task."

I couldn't see what Ava was doing, my view was limited to the wall inches from my face, but then I felt it. Ava reached around and pressed the Hitachi magic wand to my pussy, and my clit came alive at once. The vibration was immediately intense. I'd used vibrators before, but this one seemed to rumble rather than buzz, sending deep waves throughout the entire region.

"25."

Fuck, I needed to focus. I stilled my thoughts about the sensations and focused on everything else - the smell of Mistress Ava, her dominating energy, the feelings of humiliation, all the pain I'd just experienced, and how what once hurt now hummed in pleasure.

I could feel my orgasm nearing, my core coiling tighter. My breaths were coming in faster now, my heart hammering in my chest.

"10."

I wish she wouldn't do that, it's distracting. Maybe that was the point. She was making it harder, challenging me. I felt defiance surge through my bones.

I ground my hips forward, chasing a firmer contact, and Mistress Ava responded, pressing the magic wand into my center with a dizzying force.

"3," Mistress Ava whispered, her voice laced with control as she maneuvered the magic wand, intensifying the sensation that coursed through me. My body reacted instinctively, my breaths coming in short, rapid gasps as I pushed against the relentless vibration.

"2," she said, a hint of satisfaction in her tone. Her movements were calculated, expertly keeping me suspended in a state of exquisite torment. She thought she was going to win this game.

"1," she finally uttered the word barely more than a breath. I screamed, The tension that had been building reached its peak, overwhelming my senses, consuming me entirely in the moment. As the wave of climax washed over me, I was barely aware of anything else. There was only the sensation, the sound of my own heartbeat in my ears, and the distant, grounding presence of Mistress Ava guiding me through the intensity of the experience.


Aftercare

Lying on the plush sofa, wrapped in a soft, warm blanket, I feel a sense of calm washing over me. The intensity of the session still lingers in my body. Ava sits beside me, her presence comforting and grounding.

"Are you okay with everything that happened?" Ava asks gently, her voice filled with genuine concern. I nod, still processing the whirlwind of emotions and experiences. It's hard to articulate how I feel, but 'okay', or rather 'content' seems to fit, at least for now.

"You did really well," she reassures me, her tone encouraging. It's strange, but hearing those words from her makes me feel a sense of accomplishment. It was like she was validating my bravery.

She hands me a plate of cookies and a glass of water. "Here, eat something and stay hydrated. It will help get your energy back." I take a cookie, its sweetness grounding me further, anchoring me back to reality. I take a sip of water and then gulp down half a glass, not realizing how thirsty I am until the water touches my lips.

"You can sit here for as long as you need," Ava continues, her voice soft. "There's no rush. Aftercare is just as important as the session itself. It's okay to take your time to reorient yourself."

I lean back against the cushions, feeling her warmth beside me. At this moment, there's a tranquillity that contrasts sharply with the controlled chaos of my daily life. I feel a sense of release, a liberation not just from physical restraints, but from the mental and emotional ones I've been carrying.

As I sit there, with Ava's reassuring presence beside me, I realize that this experience was about more than just seeking an adrenaline rush or escaping my routine. It was a journey into self-exploration, a daring step into understanding and accepting parts of myself I've never dared to acknowledge before. And as I slowly drift back to my reality, I know I'll be back.


The Dinner Party

The Invitation

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, sweat forming on my brow, and my breath coming in faster as my muscles tightened.

"Come on, Harriet, you've got this!" Jack encouraged, his grin wide as he glanced at me. "Just a few more miles to go."

I glared at him, trying to catch my breath enough to speak. "Easy for you to say. We're not all psychopaths who run for fun."

He chuckled back, "I'm a psychopath? You iron your bed sheets"

"What? How would you even know that?" The hill was getting steeper now and I knew I wasn't going to manage this conversation for much longer. Seriously, how is he doing this?

"I notice everything!" Jack playfully huffed out.

I rolled my eyes, knowing that our runs together were less about his marathon training and more about our friendship. We had been through so much together over the years, and Jack, and more recently his husband James had always been there for me. It was a bond that felt unbreakable.

As we slowed down to a jog, Jack's face lit up with excitement. "So, Harriet, I've got some news. James and I are hosting a dinner party this weekend, and I want you to come."

Now that was some good news; I love a dinner party. "Oh, that sounds fun! I'd love to."

But before my enthusiasm could fully take hold, Jack's mischievous grin turned wicked. "Good. Because I need one extra person. Oh, and by the way, Lily is coming."

He didn't give me a chance to respond, as he suddenly picked up the pace and sped off ahead, leaving me standing there, shocked and breathless. Lily, the one person I had been avoiding for years, was going to be at that dinner party. My heart raced once more, but this time, it was with a different kind of anticipation.

Lily and I had a complicated history. Or rather, a terrible history. Because of me. It started in high school. Lily was different; confident and full of life, but in all the ways I hated. She was everything I felt I couldn't be, excelling in classes effortlessly, popular, and vibrant. She wasn't popular in the conventional sense, like I was, with a broad, superficial circle of acquaintances. Instead, she was genuinely liked, and integrated into various communities—band, debate club, volunteer work. My jealousy and insecurities twisted into resentment. I lashed out, cloaking my envy in cruelty, trying to tarnish her shine. I was lost in my own inadequacies, and she became the target of my frustration.

And target her I did. I would roll my eyes and whisper when she spoke in class, trying to undermine her confidence. I made snide remarks about her being a teacher's pet or a try-hard. I sometimes laughed at her for being too enthusiastic. I'd mimic her in an exaggerated way to entertain others. And any time our social circles would cross over, I'd make sure she wasn't invited to whatever was going on and that she knew it was me. I wanted to send a clear message that she wasn't welcome.

For the most part, Lily seemed unphased or even amused at my antics, but that just fuelled me more. Now almost 15 years on, I'm deeply embarrassed about how I acted. After much reflection (and help from my therapist), I know exactly where that bizarre hatred, and it was hatred, was coming from. In my eyes, Lily had committed the gravest sin - she was unapologetically herself, and that was something my younger self could never be.

More specifically, Lily was an out lesbian and had been as long as I could remember. I was also a lesbian, but it took me much, much longer to figure that out. Looking back, I had a big fat crush on her and showed it with childish bullying. And now I was going to have to see her again. No, this couldn't happen.

Six months ago Jack had quit his corporate accountant job and decided to become a gardener. This new chapter started with Jack working at a local garden center, owned by Lily. The two had become close, with Jack going to game nights at Lily's, and hanging out with her on the weekend. Truthfully, I was getting a little jealous of her edging in on my friendship.

I got it together and raced after Jack, catching up to him as we approached the next hill.

"I'm not coming!" I said with an air of finality.

"Oh yes, you are. Come on, you can't avoid this situation forever; you'll have to see her at some point. Plus a dinner party is nice neutral ground."

"Why do I have to see her at some point? Because she's your new bestie? Because you two are bonding over being plant gays?" My words came out a little icier than I expected.

Jack laughed. "Okay you might want to leave that attitude at home if you're trying to show off your new nice girl image." He picked up the pace. "And you're my best friend and always will be, so stop sulking. Come to the dinner party, have some fun. You've been so busy at work recently you've hardly left the house."

Jack was right; my life had been decidedly less fun the last few months.

"I don't think getting humiliated, rightly, by someone I used to bully will be fun for me Jack. I mean call me crazy but I can't see this working out" I said, more calmly this time.

"That's not what's going to happen. It was a million years ago. You're coming. Come on, I need you there...with your famous peach cobbler" His expression turned to pleading. Damnit. He knew those puppy dog eyes always worked on me.

"Fine. But I want to be as far away from Lily as possible. Opposite end of the table" I lay out my terms.

"Done." Jack's face split into a wide grin.


The Dinner Party

Tonight was the night. I'd spent most of the last week in constant dread about the dinner party. I must have looked up 40 different peach cobbler recipes, suddenly and inexplicably for the first time in my life, doubtful that my 'throw it all together' method wasn't going to be good enough. I mean it just made sense right? If I could just make the perfect cobbler, all would be forgiven. I was losing my mind.

When I wasn't worrying about making an award-winning dessert, I was pressing Jack for information. It had started off casual - what's the dress code? Do I need to bring anything?... Does Lily still hate me?

Jack was no help. He'd mentioned me to Lily casually, like if she'd asked what he was up to at the weekend and we'd spent it together. And Lily had always responded lightly and casually, according to Jack, which he argues is a good sign.

I'm less convinced. It could be a terrible sign. Either she hates me so much I just don't warrant her attention, or she doesn't know that Jack's best friend Harriet is the same Harriet who made her life hell. I was desperately worried it was the latter.

I'd settled on my outfit for the night. A sexy blush pink dress that clung to my body in all the right places. The fabric was smooth and hugged my figure, with a delicate slit up the thigh adding a hint of sexiness. The neckline dipped just enough to be enticing, and the soft color complimented my skin tone beautifully, making me feel both elegant and irresistible. I knew I looked hot. If Lily did still hate me, the least I could do was make it that little bit harder for her. God. What am I saying? Do I still have a crush on this woman after all these years?

Who am I kidding? I knew I did. In between my catastrophizing over the last week, I'd been periodically checking Lily's socials and studying her photos. She had a kind of radiant confidence that shone through in her pictures—effortless, warm, and impossible to ignore. Her style, her smile, it all just screamed 'I've got it together', and there I was, getting sucked into the glow, feeling both envious and awed.

And there was more. I found a comment on one of her photos that aroused my suspicion. It was a photo of Lily in a leather dress, looking dangerously hot and smirking into the camera. It made me blush just looking at it. A little comment underneath it read "I'd recognise those tattoos anywhere, RougeNightmare" And a kissing face emoji. Lily replied with a shush face emoji, a finger pressed to closed lips, conveying secrecy and a hint of playfulness.

To say I found it intriguing is an understatement. It sent me on a frenzied investigative journey. It turns out, that username, RougeNightmare, is one Lily uses elsewhere. A simple search showed a comment by a user with that name and Lily's photo on some website where people can ask questions and get community answers. The question was about how people go about finding BDSM events. RougeNightmare, or Lily, replied 'Through Fetlife - a social networking site for BDSM, fetishism, and kink communities. Just click on the events tab and type in your location, and it'll come up with a list of different events in your area".

My heart raced reading that comment. I could feel myself growing hot. Did Lily use the same username on Fetlife?

That was two days ago now. I had a Fetlife account myself, a mostly inactive one. I tried to get more involved in the community aspect of BDSM a few years ago after Cora broke up with me. BDSM was a huge part of our relationship, and letting go of that connection was deeply painful. But I also didn't want to close that chapter of my life or have it belong to her.  So I decided to keep my account and occasionally explore, hoping to understand my own desires better and maybe, eventually, find someone new with whom I could share that intense, intimate connection.

It took all my willpower not to fire up the website and search for Lily. I wanted to, desperately, but it felt like an invasion of privacy. I mean, I'd probably already done that with my internet stalking so far, but this felt different - too personal, too intimate. I was crossing a line that shouldn't be crossed, delving into a part of her life that was not mine to explore without her consent.

Plus, I already had enough reasons to be nervous about the dinner party. I didn't need images of a half-naked or fetishwearing Lily floating through my head alongside a list of her kinks. No, I had to give myself some shot at surviving this hell dinner.

My phone buzzed, and a brief glance at the screen told me my Uber was outside waiting. I put the final touches to my lipstick and headed for the door. Oh well, it was happening.

As I walked up to Jack's door, a mix of nerves and excitement buzzed through me. I knocked, and the seconds following it seemed to stretch. But the moment the door swung open, Jack's laughter spilled out, instantly easing my tension. He pulled me into a warm hug and then dragged me down the hallway towards the dining room. Everyone else was already here, seven others, most of whom I was already friends with, a guy I didn't recognize, and then Lily. My pulse spiked at the brief glimpse I took at her. Oh dear.

There was a roar of noise from the table, the party already in full swing. I relaxed and turned my attention back to Jack. Okay, I could just get myself a drink and find somewhere to casually sneak in relatively unnoticed. But before I could make my move, Jack got everyone's attention with a dramatic "Guys!". My heart sank. What the fuck is he doing?

"Most of you know Harriet, but if you don’t, she's my best friend, an environmental lawyer, knows everything there is to know about the Titanic, and makes the best peach cobbler you've ever tasted!"

Everyone laughed. Even Lily. I wasn't looking at her but she's always had this timbre in her laugh that's unmistakable—a rich, melodic quality that you can feel as much as hear.

"No pressure for the cobbler then," I said playfully. "And hi everyone" I smiled at the room. It's okay; I could fake this. "I should go put this in the refrigerator actually", I said, turning to exit the room. Jack grabbed it out of my hands and said "No, I've got it. You go sit down and I'll get the starters ready"

"Okay," I said, slightly annoyed he rumbled my getaway. Turning back to the room I noticed only one seat was free, the one next to Lily. No. This wasn't the deal. I wanted minimal interaction. I would only survive minimal interaction; she hates me, and she has every right to. She doesn't want to sit next to me either.

I marched after Jack.

"I said opposite side of the table!!" I whispered as I caught up with him.

He looked at me like I'd just asked how he likes to eat puppies. "What was I supposed to say? Noone sit here, we need to keep it free so Harriet can be as far away from Lily as possible? Get back in there you weirdo."

Rolling my eyes, I walked back into the room, feeling more nervous this time. I slowly, and as casually as I could muster, walked over to the empty seat next to Lily. She was engaged in a conversation with Kelly, something about how to keep Peace Lilies alive. I turned to my right, the guy I didn't know was looking at me expectantly. He extended his hand and said, "I'm Robert, Jenny's boyfriend." He paused for a moment, then added, "I work in data entry. It's about as exciting as watching paint dry, but it pays the bills." His tone was dry. "Have you seen the movie Titanic? It's good" Oh wow. This was going to be hard work. This man seemed painfully boring. No hope for Robert saving me then.

Just as I was about to confirm I had, in fact, seen Titanic the movie, I felt a warm hand gently but firmly clasp my forearm. Immediately, a rush of heat coursed through me, my heart pounding rapidly against my chest. My breath hitched slightly, and a tingling sensation radiated from where the hand touched, spreading through my limbs. My stomach fluttered with nerves and excitement, a cocktail of anticipation and anxiety that left me momentarily dazed.

I turned my head to look at her. It was the first time I'd really looked at her tonight, or well, in 15 years. She was breathtaking. Her silver hair, streaked with shades of blue, framed her face, enhancing her piercing eyes. She sat there, curvy and confident, in a black cocktail dress that hugged her figure and stopped just above her knees, the neckline revealing more than a hint of cleavage. Intricate tattoos snaked along her arms.

She exuded a quiet, calm authority, sitting there with a warm smile directed at me. Internally, I froze, feeling like a deer caught in headlights. Her beauty, coupled with that serene confidence, left me breathless and momentarily lost in awe. My heart raced, and I felt a wave of admiration and intimidation wash over me.

"So Harriet, you're an environmentl lawyer? That sounds interesting. What are you working on at the moment? Or is it top secret?" Her voice dropped to a low whisper with the last question, her lips curling up into a playful smirk.

Oh god. She definitely doesn't know who I am. Do I tell her? No, I can't just tell her now. Imagine. While we're waiting for the starters? And where are the starters?! It's okay, I can do this.

"I uhh. Yeah, it's kind of a big one actually. I can't say too much, but you know the story, a large corporation accused of violating environmental laws and causing substantial ecological damage. I'm still in the research stage"

Wow. I sounded pretty good then. I can definitely do this.

"Sounds like a busy week then, you deserve to have a good night," Lily said warmly, giving my arm another squeeze and sending that buzz through me again.

"Yeah. Busy week. Monday was super busy actually. But it was also the first day of the month and a Monday, that doesn't happen often. Kinda cool."

Maybe not.

Lily's face broke into a smile. "That is cool."

At that moment Jack walked back into the room with two plates and rallied James to go grab two more. Placing the goats' cheese tart down in front of me, Jack said "I see you two are getting on", trying to contain his glee. Why was I friends with this guy again?

"Can you blame me?" Lily said with a dangerous smirk, dragging her eyes to me with a flash of intensity, before dropping them briefly to my chest, and back up to Jack with a warm smile. "I mean it's not every day I get to grill someone on the Titanic"

Jack rolled his eyes. "I didn't sit my hot single friends next to each other so they could talk about the Titanic. Don't be boring at my party." And then he was gone. I knew it! I knew I wasn't sitting here by accident. Honestly, this guy.

“I don't intend to be boring. What about you?" Lily said, her tone light but with a hint of teasing, her eyes holding a playful spark. Internally, I felt a flutter of excitement, her flirtatious demeanor stirring something within me. I smiled, feeling a warmth spread across my cheeks, and replied with a touch of coy humor, "No. I don't either."

Lily might not remember me, but my god she's hot. And she's openly, unashamedly flirting with me. And it's been such a long time for me. I decided I was going to have some fun. I leaned back slightly, allowing my posture to relax, subtly opening my chest. My dress shifted, discreetly accentuating my cleavage. I locked eyes with Lily, giving her a look that was a mix of curiosity and challenge, a slight, knowing smile playing on my lips. My body language was an invitation, a playful acknowledgment of the tension between us.

In response, Lily's eyes widened perceptibly, a spark igniting within them as she caught the shift in my demeanor. Her lips curled into a predatory grin, a silent, exhilarating acknowledgment of the game afoot. Her gaze intensified.

"Behave and eat your food," Lily commanded in a quiet yet authoritative tone, her words carrying an underlying suggestion that she wasn't too invested in my obedience on this point.  Her calm dominance stirred something in me, a mix of defiance and desire.

Two could play that game.

"Yes, Lily," I whispered, my voice soft yet laden with an unspoken promise. I lifted my gaze slowly, allowing my eyes to meet hers in a look of submissive challenge. My eyelids fluttered slightly, a silent testament to the flirty, yielding nature of my response. My open posture, an offering, and the slight tilt of my head all spoke of my acquiescence and the playful, flirtatious submission I offered her. At that moment, every inch of me seemed to hum with quiet, eager anticipation, an invitation laced with vulnerability and an implicit understanding of the game we were both playing.

It had been so long since I played this game, but it was coming back to me naturally. I had been in a 24/7 total power exchange dynamic with my ex-girlfriend Cora for many years, but that all ended when Cora left me for a job opportunity on the other side of the country. I was willing to do long distance, to move if necessary, but Cora thought it was best if we ended things. I later found out her trips to the New York office were about more than securing that career bump - she'd been attending events, scoping out the kink scene, and starting a new relationship with some poor unwitting woman. It tore my world apart.

Yet here I was, years later, the raw wounds of betrayal having slowly healed into scars. Submission isn't just a game or an escape; it's a deeply personal voyage into the very core of your being. To submit is to strip yourself of defenses, offer up your innermost fears and desires, and trust that they will be held with care, respected, and cherished. It's a silent promise of safety and understanding, a bond that transcends the physical and ventures into the emotional and spiritual.

It is not about loss of control but rather the deliberate gifting of it, a powerful and intimate exchange that necessitates an unwavering trust. It's about knowing that your vulnerabilities will be protected, your boundaries respected, and your deepest desires explored with a reverence that matches the level of your surrender. In the hands of a trusted partner, submission becomes a sanctuary, a space where the noise of the world falls away. I thought I had that with Cora, but I didn't. She turned a beautiful thing ugly.

Of course, here, at the dinner party, there was a much more casual form of submission at play. We weren't delving into those deep pools of surrender but rather testing the waters. We were flirting, hinting at our needs and how they might be met. I was flirting with Lily, and she was flirting with me, and it felt as dangerous as it did exciting.

I broke eye contact just as I saw Lily's eyes become hard. I'd awakened something in her. Good.

The next 5 minutes or so were uneventful, both of us getting involved in the discussions around the table, not wanting to draw attention to our little game, and ending up with an unconsenting audience having a front seat to whatever was happening. The conversation had switched to vacation destinations, and Jenny excitedly announced she and Robert were visiting Vietnam next month.

"You've been to Vietnam, haven't you Harriet?" Jack said, encouraging me to get more involved. I glanced up, feeling the conversation shift to me, and nodded slowly.

"Yes, I... I went backpacking there in my early 20s," I started, my voice steady at first. It was an adventure that felt like a lifetime ago, yet vividly etched in my memory. "The landscapes were breathtaking, and the culture was so immersive," I continued, my words painting the briefest picture of my travels.

As I recounted my journey, I felt Lily's hand casually rest on my thigh. The unexpected touch sent a jolt through me, causing my speech to falter. Her fingers were warm, the pressure light yet undeniably present. I drew a quick, almost imperceptible breath, feeling the heat of her gaze upon me. My mind raced for a moment, caught between the memory of distant lands and the very immediate sensation of her hand. Gathering my composure, I cleared my throat softly and resumed, "The street food was incredible, and the people... so welcoming." My voice carried a new, subtle tremor.

Jack saved me by continuing the conversation. "Whenever Lily shares her traveling stories it makes me want to pack up and go."

"Well, don't go for too long," Lily chimed in smoothly, her hand still resting lightly on my thigh, "No one can keep the African violets quite as alive as you can." she added with a smile, her words drawing a light chuckle from the room, easing the tension I felt building within me.

With the attention successfully shifted away, Lily leaned in closer, her breath teasing the edge of my ear as she whispered with a deliberate, intoxicating slowness, "Pull yourself together, Harriet. I've barely started."

The underlying promise in her words sent a shiver down my spine, her tone a mix of a challenge and a caress that seemed to echo long after she had spoken. Her presence was overwhelming, a tangible force that I felt enveloped in, and her command, though quiet, resonated with an intensity that left no room for doubt. We were indeed just at the start of whatever game this night would bring.

I squirmed slightly under her touch, a soft, almost imperceptible moan escaping my lips as I murmured a breathless, "Okay."

Across the table, Jack began to rise, "Let me clear these plates and check on the main," but Lily quickly interjected, "You've been working hard, Jack. Relax a bit; Harriet and I will clear away the starters." Her tone was decisive, brooking no argument.

I tried to act casual, but I've never acted so quickly in my life. I moved around the table, stacking plates and cutlery with an efficiency that betrayed my inner turmoil, all while trying to keep my composure under Lily's watchful gaze. After watching me for a few moments, she also jumped into action, and soon we were making our way down the hall to the kitchen. I was leading, acutely aware of her presence just steps behind me. The tension hung heavy in the air and I could almost feel the weight of her gaze on my back, scrutinizing every movement, every subtle sway. It was as if her eyes were tracing paths along my spine.

I placed the plates down on the countertop and took a steady breath, my eyes locked in front of me. I could hear the click of Lily's heels approaching behind me, echoing with each step. She put her plates next to mine, her body positioned directly behind me, and her lips just inches from my ear.

"Well well, aren't you a responsive one?" Lily said, her voice like syrup and razors, her left hand coming to rest on my side and slowly moving up.

"Is this okay?" she asked, her voice taking on a lighter, almost teasing quality, as if she were playfully probing, yet behind the casual inquiry lay a genuine search for consent.

"Green." I said, my voice dissolving into a soft chuckle, signaling the BDSM traffic light system I knew she would be familiar with - 'green' for go, 'yellow' for slow down or I'm approaching my limit, and 'red' for stop.

"Yes. It's more than okay. Please touch me." I continued, the last sentence came out as a breathless, needy plea.

Lily's response was a low, predatory chuckle, a sound that seemed to vibrate with understanding. "Clearly, we have more in common than I thought," she replied, her voice smooth with an edge of dominance.

"You want me to touch you? With all your friends in the next room waiting for their dinner?" Her voice took on a steely authoritative timbre, each word measured and deliberate, and she brought her lips tantalizingly close to my ear, "You impatient little slut."

A low whine came out of my mouth.  I needed her to touch me. My skin felt electric, every nerve alive and yearning for her contact. A warmth spread through my body, pooling in the pit of my stomach and igniting a fierce, throbbing desire that radiated outwards. She was barely touching me and I was barely able to contain myself.

I hadn't felt a pull to someone be this strong before. Sure, I had steamy encounters, sometimes entire relationships, but this felt different. I was responding in a primal, visceral way that left me breathless and craving more. My entire being seemed attuned to her, every look, and every touch amplifying the connection that seemed to forge deeper with each passing moment. Did she feel it too?

"I...I can't help it. Please" I whispered.

My nipples were hard now, almost painful, and piercing through my dress.

"No. You can't, can you, kitten?" Lily brought her hand up to my left nipple and toyed with it. It started slowly, her fingertips tracing circles around areola, before cruelly pinching my nipple between her fingers. I gasped, the pain flowing in, but then transforming into a spike of pleasure running through my core. "Give me a color"

"Green." I whispered, then more strongly "Neon fucking green."

"Language, Harriet," Lily admonished with a stern tone. At her words, a shiver ran through me, a mix of chastisement and excitement, acknowledging her control and my place in this charged dynamic. I bit my lip, a silent, submissive acknowledgment of her reprimand. "Turn around. Let me see what my new toy has to offer."

I turned around on shaky legs, locking eyes with my perfect tormentor. Lily's gaze held a dominant glint, potent and commanding, as a palpable charge passed between us. In that prolonged look, the air seemed to throb with anticipation, our connection a live wire of unspoken promises and desires.

Lily took two steps back, increasing the space between us, but never breaking our eye contact.

"I see your mind is still working well enough to follow simple instructions, despite the state you're in. Are you ready for another simple instruction, princess?"

"Yes Lily." I replied firmly. I was so ready.

"Mmm. I thought so. Stand right there, widen your legs apart, and lace your fingers behind your head" I did as she asked without hesitation, keen to show my obedience and desperate for her to touch me properly, where I needed it most. The ache I had been feeling since her hand wrapped around my forearm at the dinner table was now roaring. I could feel my clit throbbing, my panties becoming slicker than they ever had before from such little contact.

This position only furthered my predicament. It felt deliciously and overtly submissive. Lacing my fingers behind my head brought my chest forward, putting my breasts lewdly on display, my painfully hard nipples leaving no question of my intense longing. Having my legs spread made the ache between my legs intensify because it drew my focus to my core, I could feel the cool air on my inner thighs, and I knew my wetness had spread there. I felt needy and ready.

As Lily took her time scanning every inch of my body, I stood there, exposed and vulnerable under her intense gaze. Anticipation built within me, a crescendo of internal tremors and heightened senses, each second stretching out interminably. My heart raced, pounding a fierce rhythm against my ribcage as I waited, the air thick with expectation. A cocktail of anxiety, desire, and an almost unbearable sense of exposure swirled within me, leaving me dizzy with a need for whatever came next. Her deliberate scrutiny made me acutely aware of every inch of myself, every curve and contour laid bare, intensifying the nakedness of my vulnerability.

After a few moments, Lily's gaze softened into an appreciative smile, almost a smirk, as she took in my stance, my vulnerability. "You're beautiful. Fierce," she said, her voice laced with quiet intensity. The words hit me with the force of a physical touch, her affirmation igniting a glow of pride and pleasure amidst the swirling maelstrom of my nerves. Her smile seemed to acknowledge the strength it took to stand before her, and in her eyes, I saw not just desire, but respect.

Lily closed the gap between us with deliberate, slow steps. The distinct click of her heels marked her methodical advance like a huntress closing in on her prey. Each sound reverberated, sharp and commanding, mirroring the escalating beat of my heart. With every click, the space between us shrank, the anticipation coiling tighter within me.

"Do you know how you look right now? You look like a touch-starved animal just desperate to feel something, anything, to lessen that ache." Lily said.

As she finally closed the gap, her fingers found my chin, firm and commanding. She tilted my face upwards, pulling me into an intense kiss. It was a collision of heat and need, her lips pressing against mine with fervor. It was a deep, consuming force that drew the breath from my lungs and left me dizzy with want. Her assertiveness, the deliberate way she claimed my mouth, left no room for doubt — this was a kiss of passion, but also of possession.

Her thigh pressed between my legs and I felt my mind start to spin. That thick, warm thigh gave me just enough pressure to take some of that ache away but somehow intensify it at the same time. I moaned into her mouth as I pressed my hips forward, chasing the pressure; asking for more. Lily broke the kiss.

"Oh, my poor little pet wants more? Is this not enough for you?" Lily mocked, her penetrating gaze freezing me in place and making me cease my movements. She raised an eyebrow, daring me to respond, her expression pure amusement and superiority.

"No, Lily. It's not. I need more." I looked up at her with pleading eyes, the slight height difference between us making me feel even more vulnerable and exposed. My eyes were seeking her approval or perhaps mercy in her gaze.

She nodded appreciatively, one corner of her lip curling up.

"Oh, that's just too bad. You know I can't give you any relief right now, don't you? You're going to have to wait like the patient little slut I know you can be."

I couldn't take much more of this, and yet I want all of it. My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions - frustration, anticipation, and a deep, aching desire. Each word from Lily was a taunt, exacerbating the need that throbbed through me. Lily was unknowingly and expertly playing on one of my top kinks with this game - tease and denial. I understood the game well, and it only intensified the pulse at the core of my being. Lily's refusal was a clear assertion of control, and my mind raced with thoughts of what might come next, the promise of eventual satisfaction making the current denial all the more powerful.

I heard footsteps approaching down the hallway, getting louder as they grew closer. Lily's eyes were boring into mine, intense and unrelenting, holding me captive in their gaze. But just as the footsteps were about to reach the door, Lily broke our intense eye contact and stepped back, creating a sudden, startling space between us. She transformed in an instant, her posture relaxed and casual as she turned to face the door just as it swung open.

As Jack entered the room, he glanced between us with a curious look.

"How's the main coming along?" he asked, his voice casual but interested.

Lily, now the picture of nonchalance, turned to him with an easy smile. "We were just about to get it out of the oven," she replied smoothly, her voice betraying none of the intensity that had just filled the room moments ago.

"I'll help with that," Jack offered, stepping further into the kitchen and rolling up his sleeves.

Lily gave a nod of appreciation before turning her gaze back to me, her eyes softer now. "Harriet, why don't you go sit back at the table? Jack and I will finish up here." Her voice was gentle, yet firm, a subtle push guiding me back into the social setting of the dinner party, away from the charged intimacy of our moment alone.

"Sure thing," I said, my voice sounding more normal than I expected.

The remainder of the dinner passed uneventfully, the air filled with the clinking of cutlery and the warm buzz of conversation. Everyone shared stories, laughed, and complimented the array of dishes. My peach cobbler, in particular, was a huge hit, earning praise from around the table and requests for the recipe. The tension that had filled the kitchen earlier seemed like a distant memory.

As the night drew to a close, the other guests began to gather their things, offering thanks and goodbyes. I looked around for my phone, realizing it was time to order an Uber. "I guess I should call for a ride," I murmured, more to myself than anyone else.

Lily, who had been saying farewell to the last of the guests, overheard and turned to me, a subtle offer in her eyes. "I can give you a ride home if you'd like," she said, her voice casual yet inviting, a faint echo of our earlier intensity lingering in the air between us.

A genuine smile broke across my face, warmth spreading through me at the thought of spending a few more moments alone with her. "I'd like that," I responded, my voice tinged with happiness and anticipation. After the events earlier tonight, I was pretty sure I'd see Lily again, but knowing I didn't have to wait made me happy.

I gathered my things and said goodbye to Jack and his husband James, thanking them for a lovely evening. Jack, with a smug expression, winked at me and murmured, "Good luck,". He clearly knew something was going on. Knowing him, this was probably his plan all along. 


The Car Ride

Smiling and waving goodbye to Jack and James, I stepped out of the house with Lily, the door closing behind us with a definitive click. It felt like the closing of a chapter, the noise and warmth of the party sealed away, leaving us in a quieter, more intense world.

Immediately the air shifted, feeling cooler and sharper as if acknowledging the change in our private dynamic. I could feel Lily's eyes on me, intense and calculating, sending a shiver down my spine as we walked to her car. The world seemed to recede, leaving just the two of us.

"Go ahead, that's my car there," she commanded crisply, her voice slicing through the tension as she gestured towards a sleek midnight blue vehicle. I moved forward, my steps deliberate, keenly aware of her gaze tracking my every move. Then, as I reached the car, her voice cut through the silence, "Stop. Turn around" I halted immediately, the words ringing with authority.

I pivoted, my back pressing firmly against the cool car door. Lily advanced, closing the remaining space between us, her eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that seemed to pierce right through me. Then, she pulled me into a kiss, surprisingly gentle compared to the earlier fervor in the kitchen, a contrast that only heightened its impact. But as the kiss deepened, I felt her hand glide up, fingers weaving into my hair, gathering it into a firm grasp. She asserted her control, guiding my head, dictating my every movement. With a sudden, deliberate tug, she broke the kiss, tilting my head back to bare my neck, leaving me vulnerable and at her mercy - exactly how I wanted to be.

Her hot mouth made contact with my neck, first with slow kisses that trailed from the base of my neck up to the curve of my jaw, and then more intensely. Was she biting? Sucking? Oh fuck. Lily was marking me. Marking her territory, making me her new toy. My head was spinning.

"There we go. A little slut like you wouldn't want to go home without any battle scars, would she?" Lily teased.

Wait. I was going home? Really going home? The thought sent a wave of panic through me, a sudden, desperate fear of our night ending too soon.  The night couldn't just end; not now, not when every nerve in my body was alive and desperate for her.

Lily's response to the visible panic on my face was a low, cruel chuckle, a sound laced with amusement and a touch of malice.

"What's up, angel? You're not ready for it to be over? You're not satisfied? Come on, make your case." She taunted, her voice dripping with mock concern and a sultry command. The challenge in her tone was clear, pushing me to respond, to express the depth of my need, all while she stood back, reveling in the power she wielded. Her smirk said it all – she knew the effect she had, and she was enjoying every moment of it.

My voice trembled slightly as I gathered my courage, "Lily, I... I've never needed someone to touch me as much as I need you right now." My voice became a needy plea as I continued, urged on by the predatory glint in Lily's eyes. "I've been wet since your arm grabbed mine at the table." I could feel myself going red, bright red, as I offered myself up, declaring every embarrassing detail about my raging need. "If you'd have given me another minute in the kitchen, I'd have been coming all over your thigh."  I finished, my face now flushed with embarrassment, a warm tide of crimson sweeping across my cheeks and my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

That seemed to satisfy Lily. A slow, gratified smile spread across her face, her eyes betraying a glint of approval. There was a victory in her expression.

"My place it is then. Get in the car." Lily commanded.

I let out a relieved sigh and hurried into the car. Settling into my seat, I composed myself. I needed to get it together. My body was responding like someone who'd never been touched before. Or like Lily said earlier, like a touch-starved animal.

As Lily slipped into the driver's seat, I watched her quick, assured movements. She started the car and pulled away smoothly. I noticed how she handled the vehicle with confident ease, navigating the streets with precision. Her relaxed posture contrasted sharply with the keen focus in her eyes as she commanded the road ahead. Each maneuver she made was smooth and skilled. It made me wonder what other things she was skilled at.

As I looked out of the window I took in how quiet the world seemed. I wasn't sure what time it was, but I knew it was late. Most people's days were over, and yet it seemed the most exciting part of mine was yet to begin.

At that moment, Lily placed her hand on my exposed upper thigh and slipped her fingertips underneath the hem of my tight dress. She squeezed my thigh firmly, before edging upwards, her pace slow and methodical. I could feel her fingers so close to where I wanted them most. Every fiber in my being was telling me to shift my position, to move my hips forward and chase that contact. But I didn't move. No, Lily was having her fun, and I needed to let her.

Luckily, I didn't need to wait long. I felt her fingertips brushing along the front of my panties. My head spun with a dizzying mix of anticipation and arousal, every touch sending ripples of excitement to my core. I felt it tighten, a knot of longing and desire winding ever tighter with each subtle stroke of her fingers. What noise did I just make?

"I can feel how wet you are through your panties, did you know that? They're absolutely soaked. I can smell your arousal too." Lily said and pulled her fingers away, leaving me breathless. She brought her fingers up to my mouth and issued a firm command "Suck."

My face grew even hotter. How was that possible? I opened my mouth, ready to accept Lily's fingers. I wanted to show her just how skilled I was with my mouth, to make her wonder what it would be like to use my mouth for her pleasure. I needed to make this good.

I grabbed her hand and guided her fingers into my mouth, twirling my tongue around both of them before slicing my tongue between them, lapping up every drop of my need. Then I sucked gently as I continued to massage her fingers with my tongue, pulling her further into my mouth.

"Good girl. Such a good slut for me." Lily's words echoed into the silent car, and I felt my hips moving as if they had a mind of their own. Oh god, where did all that composure go?

And just like that, her fingers were gone. I felt alone, empty. I needed more.

"Let's play a little game. We're about a minute, maybe two, from my place. I want you to play with yourself. If you can make yourself come before we pull into my driveway, you get to taste me tonight, if you can't, you don't. That should be an easy enough task for a desperate little slut like you, right?"

I turned my head sharply towards Lily, eyes wide in disbelief. She couldn't really want me to do that, could she? And what if I couldn't? I needed to taste her.  My heart hammered against my chest, a flurry of emotions swirling within me—fear, excitement, desire—all tangled together.

"You're wasting time, princess. About 60 seconds now." Lily looked so pleased with herself.

A frenzied urgency took hold of me as I scrambled to comply with Lily's command. My movements were hurried and slightly clumsy, my hands trembled slightly, fumbling as I gathered my dress around my hips and plunged my fingers into my panties. Normally, if I was touching myself for someone, I'd take the time to tease them. I'd rake my hand up my thighs and slowly stroke my lips, spending several minutes before I even touch my clit. But not right now, I didn't have time.

I gathered some wetness quickly and brought my fingers up to my clit. Fuck, I was so wet. I don't think I'd ever been this wet before. I traced tight circles around my clit, feeling it come alive quickly. Okay, this wouldn't take long, I was already so close. I could feel the edge fast approaching. My body tensed, every nerve alight and screaming, as I teetered on the brink of overwhelming release.

"STOP," Lily's command rang out, sharp and commanding, slicing through the air and cutting straight to my core. The single word echoed in the charged silence, an undeniable order that halted me instantly, freezing every frantic impulse. That word demanded immediate obedience, and I found myself obeying instinctively, breathless and waiting, suspended in the sudden stillness of her command.

I opened my eyes slowly, feeling that edge ebb away with every breath, my fingers now still. We were in her driveway, and I took in everything I could see. Her house was sophisticated yet undeniably homely. The garden was a riot of color, with various flowers blooming in an organized chaos that spoke of care and attention. The entire scene exuded a sense of comfort and style, a perfect reflection of Lily's own blend of authority and warmth. I blinked, taking in the sight, a part of me still reeling from the sudden stop, the rest of me curious and eager to step into the world that was distinctively hers.


Truth or Dare

As I stepped out of the car, reality hit me like a freight train. The reality of entering Lily's home, the space that was so uniquely hers, was suddenly daunting. The memory of our high school days, of my cruel behavior towards her, flooded back, filling me with a deep sense of shame and guilt. I was suddenly wracked with doubt, unsure if I could continue the night without confessing the truth. I knew, then, that I had to tell her, to reveal the ugly past.

Lily turned to me with that predatory smirk, a look I'd come to know so well throughout the evening, but it faded as she caught sight of the worry etched deep in my expression. Her tone softened, and her demeanor shifted to one of genuine concern. "What's wrong? You know nothing will happen here that you're not comfortable with, right? And we don't have to do anything tonight. We can just talk, and I make a mean hot chocolate."

Taking a deep, steadying breath, I met her eyes, the gravity of my decision weighing down every word. "Lily, we need to talk," I said, my voice grave, laden with the weight of a confession that could change everything.

"Okay, let's talk." Lily said, sensing the seriousness in my tone and matching it.

Lily led the way into the house, her steps confident and sure as she ushered me towards the living room. She gestured towards the large, inviting sofa as she continued past it, her voice floating back to offer me a glass of water. "Water?" she asked, already heading towards the kitchen. "Yes, please," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, my nerves making me parched.

As I settled onto the sofa, its size seemed to magnify my anxiety, each cushion a reminder of the comfort and security I felt nowhere in myself at the moment. The room was quiet, the soft rustle of the house settling only amplifying the loud drumming of my heart. I felt swallowed up by the silence and the enormity of what I was about to do.

I could hear Lily's footsteps getting closer as she approached. She placed the glasses of water down on the coffee table with a gentle clink and took a seat opposite me, her demeanor calm but her eyes suggesting she knew something significant was troubling me.

"So, what did you want to talk about?" she inquired, her tone light. Her posture was open, inviting me to share, yet the anticipation of my confession tightened around my chest like a vice.

I took a deep breath, feeling the air expand in my lungs. It was perhaps the deepest breath I'd ever taken in my life, and yet I couldn't seem to get enough air. Where did all the air go?

"Look, Lily. I'm not just Harriet, your employee's best friend. I'm Harriet, the girl who bullied you in high school. That Harriet. The girl who made fun of your hair, disinvited you to parties. Do you remember that Truth or Dare at Mike's party? I made you go up Theo and pretend to be madly in love with him. He was mortified. I told Mrs Sinclair you cheated on that math test when I knew you didn't, and you got detention. " I said, averting my eyes as I finished.

Lily's expression shifted from relaxed to one of shock, her eyes widening as the weight of my confession settled in. She reached for her glass, taking a slow, deliberate sip of water as if buying time to process the revelation. Then, setting the glass down with a quiet clink, she met my gaze, her eyes piercing yet not unkind. "Harriet. I know. Of course, I know. You thought I didn't know who you were?" Her voice was even, a mix of disbelief and a hint of sadness, as she acknowledged the past I had just laid bare between us.

My heart stuttered in my chest, Lily's calm acknowledgment catching me completely off guard. "I...yes. I mean. Why are you being so nice to me if you knew?" I stammered out, confusion lacing my voice. My mind raced, trying to reconcile the composed woman in front of me with the memories of the girl I had tormented. My eyes searched hers, desperate for an answer, for any clue as to why she'd approach me with kindness despite everything.

"Harriet," Lily began, her voice steady, "I remember things differently. Yes, you were mean, but even then, I could tell there was a lot of hurt underneath all that bravado. What you did wasn't okay, and sometimes it bordered on cruel, but we were kids. It wasn't as bad as you remember it. Theo was mortified because he was gay and panicked at the idea of having to reject me in front of everyone. We laughed about it afterwards. And honestly, I don't even remember that detention.  I guess part of me always assumed you acted out because you had a crush on me and didn't know how to deal with it." Her words were measured, a hint of warmth breaking through as she offered me a perspective I had never considered, a narrative far removed from the guilt and shame I had carried for so long.

Relief washed over me, mingled with sadness. "I did have a crush on you," I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper. "But it took me a long time to figure it out, years after high school." I felt a weight lift, yet the ache of regret remained, pressing down with the gravity of all the things I'd done and the years lost. "I envied you, Lily. You were out and proud, everything I couldn't bring myself to be. You seemed so sure of yourself, and I was just... lost, acting out against you because I couldn't face what was really going on inside me. I realise you view it differently, but I want you to know I'm deeply sorry for how I acted. You deserved better." I looked down, the words spilling out, a mix of relief at the confession and sadness for the girl I used to be and the hurt I had caused.

Lily listened intently, her expression softening as I spoke. "Harriet, I appreciate your apology, and it means a lot to hear you say that. We all have things from our past we're not proud of. What matters is who we are now, and who we're trying to become." She paused for a moment, a thoughtful look crossing her face. Then, with a slight tilt of her head and a more playful glint in her eye, she added, "And for what it's worth, I always thought there was a bit of a spark between us, even back then. Maybe it's time we explore that, now that we're both a little wiser and more honest with ourselves." Her words were affirming and reassuring, and a little flirtatious.

A smile bloomed across my face. "I'd like that," I replied, my voice carrying a playful yet sincere tone. "Can we continue what we started in the car?" The words felt charged.

"Eager for something, are we?" Lily replied with the dominant edge back in her voice.

"Yes. One million percent yes." The words came out fast and a little louder than I expected.

"Hmmm. How about another game of Truth or Dare?" Lily's voice dipped into a captivating tone, laced with a playful yet commanding energy. Her eyes locked onto mine, a challenge and an invitation all rolled into one.

I nodded enthusiastically and Lily chuckled.

"No. Use your words, pretty girl. And from now on, when we're alone, you address me as Mistress." Lily's words and presence commanded the room, drawing me in.

"Yes, Mistress. Let's play." A sense of peace washed over me. I felt centered and focused entirely on her and the role I was embracing. The tension of anticipation transformed into a serene readiness, a quiet acceptance of the power she held, and my willing vulnerability in her presence. It was both grounding and liberating, an anchor in the storm of emotions that had been our night.

Lily sighed contentedly at my response, and I hoped that calm was washing over her too.

"Good girl. Those words sound so right coming out of your pretty little mouth." She paused before adding "Truth or Dare?"

I stammered, thinking up my response. What would she have me do? If I picked dare, I was sure she was going to make me do something slutty and embarrassing that would drive me wild. And I wanted that, oh how I wanted that.

"Dare, Mistress." I sounded confident.

"Strip. And kneel in front of me, your hands resting on your thighs." Her command took the air out of my lungs and I could see the corners of her mouth curling into a predatory smirk. "What, princess? You thought I'd go easy on you?"

I felt a deep blush start on my chest and creep up my cheeks with fury. I guess I did think she'd go easier than this, but I respected that she didn't. We were both experienced at this game, after all. I stood up slowly, my hands reaching for the hem of my dress and pulling it up over my thighs, up my torso, and over my head. I stood in front of her in my underwear, a purple mesh bra that did not attempt to disguise my rock-hard nipples, and my matching panties. As I looked down, my blush grew even deeper. I had an unmistakable wet patch on my panties.

As if sensing my embarrassment, Lily spoke up, her voice firm and reassuring "You're fucking gorgeous. Continue."

Taking a few tentative steps, I knelt before Lily. The act felt deeply intimate, a physical submission that echoed the mental and emotional surrender I was experiencing. It was an act of trust, a silent offering of myself to her, and as I settled onto my knees, I felt a profound sense of connection to the moment, to her, and to the part of myself that I was revealing.

Lily reached out and ran her fingers through my hair, grounding me with her touch. As she continued to stroke my hair, I felt a wave of calm wash over me, a sense of security and acceptance in her presence. The simple act communicating care and control all at once.

I looked up at her playfully, a coy smile tugging at my mouth "Truth or Dare?"

She laughed menacingly. "Oh darling, that's not the game we're playing. Truth or Dare?" Oh. My. God. I was going to be doing all of it. She wants me to put on a show for her, or bare my soul, all for her amusement. She is wicked and brilliant. I felt heat raging at my core.

"I uhhh. Truth.". I whispered, accepting my fate.

"Has that needy little brain of yours taken over? You seem to be forgetting to call me 'Mistress'" Lily said, her voice laced with ice.

"Sorry Mistress!" Fuck. I did, didn't I?

"You will be. You're going to pay for that once we finish our little game." Came Lily's firm reply. "Now for your 'Truth'. Close your eyes." My body obeyed immediately, slipping into a trance. "What did you think about last time you made yourself come? Be detailed."

Wow. She really wasn't going to make this easy for me.

I was now sure my face was a shade of red that had never been invented.

"I...." My voice cracked as I began. "I thought about. About a woman. She comes into my room when I'm playing a video game on my computer, and she starts playing with me. I have to be quiet because I have my headset on, but she makes it so hard. She tells me to spread my legs and she puts...puts two fingers inside me and fucks me so slowly, not enough for me to really get close. And then she uses her other hand to play with my clit, until I'm struggling to hold it back, but she knows I can't come without her permission, and I can't ask for it because everyone will hear. So I'm stuck. I'm stuck between coming without permission or pushing her away, which I don't want to do."

"And what do you do, little one?"

"I push her away. I have to. I want to be a good girl, and good girls don't come without permission."

"No. They don't." Lily said. "Is there more? Or is that where you come? When you push her away?" She pressed.

"Sometimes I come then. Other times it's what comes next. She looks into my eyes as she turns off my computer. She tells me I'm a good girl for not disobeying her, even though I haven't come in eight days. And then she says that as a reward, I get to make her come. She grabs my hair into a fist and directs me to my knees on the floor, and then she uses my mouth. Pulling me into her center, my tongue desperately trying to maintain contact in all the right spots as she roughly grinds against my mouth, taking what she needs."

Lily's eyes went wide, like a predator locking onto its prey, intense and focused. "Such a wanton little slut. Such a filthy mind." She leans forward and her breasts practically spill out, those huge, soft tits just inches from my face. My mouth starts to water. "Truth or Dare?"

"Dare, Mistress."

"I thought you'd say that." Lily had never looked as radiant as she did right now. She was strumming with potent energy, her smile a captivating curve that promised both delight and danger. "Go retrieve your panties and lie down here" She pointed to the rug I was kneeling on, only a little further back. "Lie back on the rug and spread yourself for me."

I hurried to do as she asked. What was going to happen next? What was she going to do? I had no idea, but I knew I didn't want to waste any seconds before finding out.

Assuming the position, I felt small and exposed, and so desperate to be touched. Lily stood up, towering over me, her eyes, sharp and assessing, surveying every inch of me, leaving me feeling utterly exposed yet strangely secure under her gaze. She was an embodiment of power and poise. I couldn't help but take in her imposing figure, the way that dangerously hot sleek black dress hugged all of her curves. I wasn't sure I'd survive this.

Lily lowered herself, kneeling between my legs. She reached up with a graceful motion, gathering her hair in her hands and pulling it back from her face. Each strand slipped effortlessly into place as she collected it, revealing more of her striking features and the intense focus in her eyes. She leaned slightly, picking up a hair clip from the coffee table with a fluid movement, and secured her hair into place.

Then she leaned over me, and all I could see was her face above mine. With her hair pulled back, every line and angle of her face was on display, from the arch of her brows to the firm set of her jaw. Her eyes, a deep and piercing gaze, held a power and a softness that drew me in. She moved in to kiss me, and I leaned up to meet her lips, desperate for contact. A soft, slow chuckle escaped her mouth and she moved her lips away, instead placing them next to my ear. I could feel her hot breath against my skin, a teasing whisper of warmth that sent shivers down my spine. Her proximity was intoxicating.

"Take care of these for me, won't you?" Lily said wickedly. I felt her pressing some cloth against my mouth. My panties! She was gagging me with my soaked panties. A jolt of arousal shot through my chest and down to my core, igniting a fire in my sorely throbbing clit. A low whine, now muffled, escaped my mouth.

Lily took her time working down my body. The next sensation I felt was a hot tongue encasing my nipple, sucking gently before taking it between her teeth and tugging. She alternated between my nipples, making them sore and ever more aroused with each cruel lick and bite. I needed more. My hips started to rise looking for contact, any contact, but it wasn't coming. Lily's laughter rang in my ears.

She shifted lower. Finally. The relief at knowing what was coming coursed through me.

Flicking her eyes up to me and holding my gaze, Lily extended her tongue and trailed one slow lick at the crease where my thighs met my center. So close, but not where I needed it. She edged inwards, a flat hot tongue smoothly running up my outer lip on one side. My whole body shook. She repeated the same motion on the other side. It felt so good, and yet it wouldn't be enough. I need her tongue on my center, on my clit. And she knew it.

Lily continued her merciless teasing as I gasped for breath. Every time her tongue got close to my clit, she'd start again somewhere else, my opening, sucking my inner lips, sometimes even starting back at my thighs. I was going crazy.

And then I felt it, one light, far-too-light, flick over my clit. "It's coming, slut, you better brace yourself". I curled my fingers into the rug, nodding furiously.

With that, Lily switched from cruel teasing to expertly focused rhythmic laps. Each flick over my clit was the perfect pressure, getting me ever closer to that release I needed. I felt the tightness in my core coiling tighter and tighter as I approached the edge, a frenzied drum that was about to burst. My breaths came in quick, shallow gasps, my entire being focused on the imminent climax that seemed to draw nearer with every heartbeat.

I felt Lily's fingers wrap around my nipple and twist harshly, the sharp pain bringing me back to the moment. I need to ask for permission. She knew I was about to explode, and I needed her approval.

"Please can I come?" I called out, but it left my mouth as a jumbled mess of muffled words, none of them distinct. My heart was pounding now, I could feel it in my ears.

"What was that, angel? I can't hear you." Lily said, breaking that delicious contact and smiling wickedly.

This time I said each word carefully, being careful to annunciate as much as possible "Please can I come?"

At that, Lily reached up and pulled the panties out of my mouth. "Again. Louder. Address me properly" Came her hurried commands.

"PLEASE CAN I COME, MISTRESS?" I shouted.

"Come for me," Lily said, finality punctuating her words.

As Lily's tongue lapped over my clit, again and again, I screamed out, the release hitting me like a tidal wave. My body shuddered under the force of it, every muscle tensing and then spasming in quick succession. The world narrowed down to this single, explosive moment of pure, unbridled sensation.

My orgasm seemed to last longer than any I'd had before, and as it ebbed away and I returned to the world, I felt spent and dazed. I could feel the cool air settling on my sweat-streaked face as my breaths started to slow.

I opened my eyes to find Lily over me again, this time with tenderness in her eyes. Her gaze searched mine, soft and concerned, seeking silent confirmation that I was okay. Her eyes held a depth of emotion, a mix of satisfaction and a protective warmth that enveloped me. It was a look that cradled me in reassurance, her presence a steady comfort as I slowly came back to myself.

"Let's get on the sofa, okay?" Lily said warmly. She stood up and offered her hands to help me up. We moved together, her arm around me as we settled onto the soft cushions of the sofa. Once seated, she pulled me close, wrapping me in an embrace that felt like a sanctuary. Her fingers brushed through my hair, grounding me with every stroke.

"You did amazing. I'm very proud of you," Lily murmured, her voice a soft, comforting presence. She gently nudged a glass of water towards me, her other hand offering a small chocolate snack. "Hydrate and have a little sugar; it'll help," she advised, her tone caring yet playful.

As I took a tentative sip, Lily chuckled, the sound light and filled with genuine amusement. "Well, that was a lot more fun than the last time we played Truth or Dare," she joked.

I couldn't help but smile, still nestled close to her. "It certainly was," I agreed, my voice still a little weak.

After a moment, Lily's expression softened, turning more serious but still radiating warmth. "Can I take you on a real date?" she asked, her eyes locking onto mine, a romantic charge crackling between us. It was a simple question, but it hung in the air, heavy with possibility and the promise of something new and beautiful unfolding between us.

I gazed back at Lily,  her question hanging between us. The warmth in her eyes, and the hopeful yet vulnerable tilt of her smile, all made my decision easy. "Yes," I replied, my voice steady and sure "I'd love that."

"Good." Lily's face broke out into a wide smile. "Plus, I owe you a punishment. Just how many times did you forget to call me 'Mistress'?" That playful dominance was back, and I couldn't wait to see it many more times.


The End

Hey sapphic kinksters! Sign up to my newsletter for the latest updates on my stories. 
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