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Foreword

Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net


I

Dominated and Punished by B&B Host

Carmen is moving to a new town, but has to stay at a B&B before her apartment is ready. Upon arriving she is enthralled with the older, beautiful host, Mrs. Slade. When Carmen finds a pair of handcuffs in her guest room, her mind goes wild with desire, wondering what it would be like to try them on. However before she can, Mrs. Slade catches her with them. Carmen turns them in, but then she can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have Mrs. Slade use them on her. Will she find a way to seduce the sexy innkeeper into giving her what she desires?


Chapter 1

I’d been on the road for days, and I was completely exhausted. I was driving across the country for a job in a small town on the coast. The job offer had been unexpected, and despite my usual fear of change, I had accepted it. The money and benefits that they’d offered were too good to refuse, so I found an apartment and packed up everything I had, setting across the country towing a small trailer containing my entire life.

I left a few days earlier, just in case something was to happen during my trip. However, to my surprise, everything had gone smoothly. My car was running great, there was barely any traffic, and even though I was tired, I could still drive all day without getting too bored. There was too much to look at and think about, that the trip completely flew by. I arrived in the small town of Camville three days before my apartment would be available.

After the long drive, I was completely drained, so I treated myself by booking a few nights at a bed-and-breakfast in a beautiful location by the water. I figured it would be cozier than a hotel.

It was only early afternoon when I pulled up to the house I’d be staying in for the next while. It was an enormous house with a wrap-around porch on the bottom floor and a spacious balcony on the second floor. The house looked as if it were out of a magazine. It was perfectly painted white with a blue trim, matching the endless stretch of ocean thirty yards away. A freshly painted white fence lined the perimeter and beautiful pink and blue flowers ran along either side of a long brick pathway to the door

I was able to park my car without the trailer obstructing anything in the long driveway, and I hauled my overnight bag over my shoulder. I walked toward the house, making it almost to the front porch, when a woman opened the door.

“Carmen?” She asked, stretching her hand out.

I felt almost embarrassed standing in front of her. I was twenty-five, and she had to be at least twenty years older than me, and she was absolutely stunning. Her long hair looked like it was freshly cut, her clothes were crisp and tailored perfectly, and the way she carried herself made her seem so confident and professional.

I wore oversized sweatpants and a t-shirt, and I hadn’t brushed my hair in days. I held onto my overnight bag as if it were a life raft, and the bags under my eyes were so heavy I knew they were there without even having to look in a mirror.

I suddenly felt nervous as I reached out to grab her hand, but she didn’t show any signs of being shy at all.

“Yes, I’m Carmen. Nice to meet you, uh-”

“My name’s Mrs. Slade. Come on in,” she said, holding the door open for me.

As I stepped past her into the immaculate bed-and-breakfast, I got a whiff of Mrs. Slade’s intoxicating perfume. I looked around and everything looked just as put together and perfect as she was. Everything was decorated immaculately with local souvenirs, coastal decor, and fluffy blankets and pillows. The walls were a bright teal colour, and the furniture was mostly white.

“Since you already paid online, I can escort you right to your room,” she said, walking toward the stairs. “I understand you’ve had a long drive, so if you’d like, you can rest for a while and I can give you a tour anytime later tonight.”

“That would be amazing, thank you,” I said, feeling relieved. I wanted nothing more than a shower and a fresh outfit.

We walked up the stairs to the fourth floor, and she led me to a room in the corner facing the ocean. There was an enormous window showing the stretch of bright blue water, and I suddenly felt so relaxed and relieved. I really had made it all the way to Camville.

“We aren’t too busy right now, as you have probably noticed. A week ago, it would have been a full house. So if this room isn’t suited to your liking, I’d be happy to move you.”

“Oh my god, no, this room is incredible. Thank you so much.”

“No problem, hun. There is a mini fridge and kettle in your room, and the shower is just down the hall. I’ll be in the garden for most of the day, so come and get me whenever you like. I look forward to showing you the property.”

She shut the door softly and as soon as I heard it click, I dropped by sore body onto the comfortable bed, maybe a bit too hard. I heard something drop and a clank of metal. I was mortified. Had I broken the bed? I jumped up quickly and walked around to the source of the noise and didn’t expect to see what was on the ground.

A pair of shiny handcuffs had fallen onto the hardwood floor. I couldn’t help but laugh, feeling relieved that I hadn’t broken anything. The handcuffs must have been attached to the bedpost. I wondered how no one found them while changing the bed sheets, that were clearly freshly washed, but I figured they must have slipped down. I checked the other bed posts and there was nothing to be found.

The thought of taking them to Mrs. Slade was so embarrassing. I wouldn’t be able to leave them behind after my stay because she might think they were mine. I decided I would take them when I left and dispose of them.

I laid back down on the bed again, and I couldn’t help but let my mind race. I wondered what the last person who stayed here was feeling like, bound to the bed. What it would feel like to give up all control and let someone do whatever they wanted to you? I put my arms over my head, pretending I couldn’t move them, and I felt a shiver run through my body. My nipples felt hard, and I couldn’t help but squirm as the desire spread through my body.

I snapped out of it. I had to unpack and have a shower. Scrambling out of bed, I tried to leave my thoughts behind, but my body still felt heightened by my unfulfilled need. I was extremely horny. Even just the feeling of my clothes brushing against my skin made my hair stand on end, but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about it. Not until later, when I was sure I wouldn’t be heard.


Chapter 2

After I showered and got my luggage organized, I finally headed downstairs to the backyard. I was worried it was too late, as the sun had started its slow descent to meet the horizon, but Mrs. Slade sat at a small table in her garden. I made my way through a set of patio doors in the kitchen and walked out to meet her.

She didn’t turn, and I didn’t want to scare her, so I cleared my throat and she turned around.

“Oh my goodness, I’m glad you came downstairs. This book is so good, I could have stayed here all night.” She stood up and smoothed her skirt with her hands. Her hair, in the golden light of the sun, looked like a halo around her.

“So, this is the backyard, as you can see. The garden is dying down now, but we have some apple trees down at the end of the yard, so please help yourself.”

“Thank you.” I said, smiling. “I think I might take you up on that offer tomorrow.”

“I’ll be making pie this week, oh speaking of-” she started, motioning for me to follow her into the house.

“So I serve breakfast at 8am, but you can eat anytime. There will always be enough for everyone. We also have snacks in the fridge you can have whenever you like, and there’s a pamphlet in your room with a list of all the local restaurants.”

We entered the kitchen through the patio door, and instead of walking behind me to slide the door shut, she leaned past me, close to my shoulder. I could smell her perfume again, and I could feel myself freeze with her so close to me. There was something about her that made me so nervous, but not in a bad way. I felt like I wanted to impress her.

”The kitchen is fully stocked. Please make yourself completely at home. Normally I would ask that you go out for your meals, but since it’s so quiet, I don’t mind if you cook here. There is one other family, but they are heading out tomorrow morning.”

She showed me the rest of the house, and it was even bigger than I’d thought. The first level had quite a few places to relax and hide out. There was a hot tub out another back door, and she said I was welcome to use it. She showed me a few places that were off limits, like the part she shared with her husband on the second floor.

We returned down to the first level, and she leaned against the banister while I stood on the first step.

“Oh hun, you’re going to love Camville,” she said and reached out to grab my hand. I stopped myself from jumping with surprise, as I’d been so focused on her. Her hand was warm, and the way she looked up at me made me feel strangely embarrassed.

“Thank you. I think I am going to.” I replied. She smiled and removed her hand.

“Well, I know it’s early, but I think I am going to head into my room and do some reading. If you don’t feel like driving, there are some delivery places pretty close by. Please don’t hesitate if you need anything at all, just knock on my door. My husband is away tonight, and I don’t mind being disturbed. Although, if he were here he probably would mind,” she said, laughing.

“Thank you so much for everything.”

“No problem, hun. I’ll see you in the morning.”

I headed up to my room to order food, watching as Mrs. Slade disappeared onto the second floor.


Chapter 3

I ordered a stir-fry from a local restaurant, treating myself to the more expensive price tag. I sat in bed with the lights dimmed, eating and watching tv. The feeling of comfort was so overwhelming that I kept forgetting I was in a strange new place. It was such a big relief to finally relax.

It was dark outside now, and even though I knew the other family was back, the house was so big that I couldn’t even hear them from my room. Initially, I’d been worried about the B&B. I thought it would be awkward staying so close to others, but instead I felt like I was at home.

I stood up to get ready for bed, and when I turned the light on, the first thing I saw on the dresser was the handcuffs. The feeling of desire from earlier washed over me. I picked them up and held them in my hands. The cool metal against my skin didn’t help, and I could feel myself getting warmer in response.

I wanted to try them on.

I just wanted to feel them on me, and know that I couldn’t break free. There was a bit of a weight to them, and I wondered how it would feel around my wrists. I wished there was another pair so that I could tie my ankles to the bedposts. I thought of how it would feel to be spread out and unable to do anything about it.

I knew it was ridiculous to handcuff myself, but the release was easy enough to access, and I just wanted to know how it would feel. I decided to wash them first. Even though they seemed spotless, it made me feel strange not to make sure they were clean.

I had to brush my teeth anyway, so I took my bag to the bathroom with the handcuffs inside. It was the only me on the fourth floor, but I figured it’d be best to be safe. I ran them under warm water and washed them thoroughly with soap, doing my best to make sure they didn’t clink against the porcelain sink. I put them on the counter and got ready for bed.

I left the bathroom and jumped when I saw Mrs. Slade in the hallway. She wasn’t close to the door, but I didn’t hear her come up.

“Oh my gosh, hun, I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m so sorry! I heard you were up, so I figured I’d-” I saw her face change slightly as she looked behind me, and suddenly I felt myself turn completely red and hot. The handcuffs were on the counter.

She cleared her throat. “Are those… yours?”

“Oh, oh my god, no.” I started, grabbing the handcuffs. “I found them in the room left behind by someone else. I was just going to wash them and…” My mind went blank. It sounded silly to tell her I was washing them for no reason.

“And?” She asked calmly. I felt like I’d expected her to scold me, but she looked strangely curious.

“Umm, and give them to you. In case they come back for them.” I gulped. I was so embarrassed, and they weren’t even mine.

She walked toward me slowly, and I could feel myself freeze again. This time, I could feel my heart beating, the sound pounding in my ears.

“You sure you don’t want to keep them?”


She was close to me now, and I noticed her robe had slipped down her shoulder, revealing her sharp collarbone and smooth skin. I tried not to look down at her, but I wanted to see what she was wearing underneath.

I felt so embarrassed, but I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about her body. It couldn’t be anything other than that I was tired and horny. I’d never been with a woman before and didn’t have any plans too, especially not someone older than me. But I couldn’t help the thoughts.

“Yeah, I’m… I’m sure.” I wondered if she could tell that I was lying.

She smiled and outstretched her hand, not breaking eye contact. I handed them to her and watched as she loosely held them around one delicate finger.

“Let me know if you change your mind. Goodnight hun.”

The look on her face puzzled me, and I couldn’t help but hold my breath as I saw the way she held them.

“Okay, thanks,” I replied. “Goodnight.”

I walked back to my room with weak knees and my face hot. I felt so stupid and embarrassed. Did she know what my true intentions were? She must have, especially from the way she acted. I couldn’t imagine having to sit at breakfast in the morning.

Before I closed my door, I looked back, but she was already gone.


Later, I laid in my bed, feeling hornier than ever. I knew I was just tired from traveling, lonely, and excited about my new surroundings. But I’d wanted so badly to feel the cuffs on my wrists, and somehow the shame of being caught seemed to make me want it even more. Every time I closed my eyes, I could see Mrs. Slade’s bare skin, her neck, down past her sharp collarbone to her prominent cleavage.

Let me know if you change your mind.

Her words rang in my head as I wondered why she had said that. I thought of knocking on her door and having her turn me around and pin me to the wall with her body. I imagined the cool metal being locked around my wrists and then her hands grabbing at me roughly, pinching my nipples, and rubbing against my clit.

I shook my head. No, I couldn’t think this way about a stranger. A woman. A married woman. I tried to go to sleep, but every time I closed my eyes, I could feel warmth spreading through my body as I imagined her lips against my ear and her body pressed against mine. I fell asleep fighting the thoughts in my head.


Chapter 4

I woke up and immediately realized I had slept in. I checked my phone on the nightstand and was thankful I hadn’t slept past noon. It was 11:15 AM. My body must have been happy to be in a proper bed after such a long drive. I woke up feeling refreshed and clear-headed until the night before came rushing back.

I shook the thoughts out of my head. I hadn’t done anything bad and there was nothing to be ashamed of, apart from sleeping in so late.

Before I went downstairs, I wanted to make sure I looked good. Not for any reason, I told myself, just because I could.

I styled my hair, put some makeup on, and pulled on a black pleated skirt with thigh high socks and a fitted white sweater. It was my favourite fall outfit, and I knew I looked good in it.

I made my way downstairs. The house was so quiet that I thought everyone was out. However, when I turned the corner to the kitchen, I saw Mrs. Slade leaning against the counter, sipping her coffee.

“Good morning, Carmen. Sleep well?”

“Yes, I did! A lot better than the car.”

“I would hope so!” She said, laughing. “How do you like your coffee?”

“Just black, please.”

She grabbed a mug from the cupboard and poured a coffee for me. Her hair was half up and half down, curling over her shoulders. She wore a cardigan overtop of a tight fitting, dark plaid dress, showing off her perfect body. I couldn’t help but stare at her until she turned around and handed it to me, smiling.

“Here you go. Take a seat.”

I grabbed a tall chair at the kitchen island, and she sat beside me. She took her cardigan off and put it on the chair behind her, and flicked her hair back over her shoulders. Her dress was quite low cut, and I found it hard to stop my eyes from wandering quickly over her skin. I looked at her and realized she had seen me. She smiled and seemed to lean slightly in my direction, and I could smell that her perfume was different today. I told myself to breathe.

We chatted for a bit about what I was going to do today, the weather, and how the trees change colour earlier here than they do out west. She told me that the house was empty, the other guests had left, and there were no more scheduled to arrive.

“But then again, you were a surprise.” She said with a grin, and then added. “A good one.”

I didn’t know how to respond, but thankfully, before I could, she changed the subject.

“Oh my goodness, I love your skirt!” She exclaimed. “What kind of material is it?”

“I’m not sure.” I said and then paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. “You can feel it if you want.”

I wanted her to touch me so badly, even if it was just to touch my skirt. I couldn’t turn it off. Even just the small talk we were sharing made me want to lean in closer to her. I could feel myself getting so turned on again, just imagining the handcuffs that were in her hands. I’d never been so unable to control my thoughts before.

She reached out and grabbed the fabric, running it between her thumb and fingers. Her wrists delicately pressed against the side of my thigh, and I felt myself moving my legs even closer to her.

“Hm, I’m not sure what it is. I can’t figure it out.”

I gasped as I felt her hand slide away.

“Maybe, um, maybe you should try again.”

This time she put her whole hand on my thigh, above my knee, half touching the fabric and half on my skin. Her warm, heavy hand felt good against my skin.

“Like this?” She asked, and I nodded.

She slid her hand up slowly, my skirt bunching slightly above her hand.

“Do you like it?” She asked, her voice low and steady. “The skirt, I mean.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. Were we talking in code, or just somehow misunderstanding each other? I needed to make sure.

“Yes, I like it. So much. I want more-” I held my breath for a moment as I felt her fingers brush against my inner thigh. “I want more of this….fabric.”

“Mmm, do you?” She was on the very edge of her chair now, her fingers now snaking so far up my thigh that I wanted to open my legs wider for her.

“I can probably get some for you. But it’s going to cost you.” Mrs. Slade’s stare was intense, her hand frozen now on my leg, just below my throbbing pussy.

“Anything.”

“Open your legs.”

I opened them right away, feeling so dirty letting a woman touch me like this. A married woman in a business. But I’d never been so horny in my life.

She ran one finger over my panties, up my slit, pressing hard against me. She rubbed her finger over my clit quickly, watching me jump.

“You like being told what to do, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied quickly.

I’d never thought much about it before, just like with the handcuffs, but the thought of having someone tell me what to do and take control of me sounded hotter than anything I could imagine. I knew with her finger pressed against my hard clit, I’d do anything she asked.

“I’m not sure where those handcuffs came from, but God, when I saw them behind you, I just wanted so badly to see them on you. What were you doing with them?”

She rubbed up and down over my clit, and I opened my legs more. My whole body was focussed just on her fingers, and I could feel my hard nipples pressing against my sweater, begging to be touched as well. My back arched as my hips rocked back and forth slightly toward her touch.

“I was- oh my god, I wanted to feel them on me. Just to know what it was like.”

“Wow, you were here less than twenty-four hours and you already wanted to be handcuffed like a little slut.”

She pinched my clit gently in between the fabric, rolling her fingers slightly. I wasn’t even sure how I was still in the chair. My legs felt completely like jelly. The sound of her sweet, welcoming voice calling me a slut made me want to do anything she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Slade, oh my god,” I moaned, as she slipped her fingers under my panties.

“Mm, what a treat. I’d love to cuff you up and use you however I wanted. I-”

A phone rang loudly, and we both jumped. It wasn’t the phone in the hallway I’d heard ring a few times. This was a cell phone.

Mrs. Slade stood up and grabbed her phone off of the counter. I quickly sat up and straightened my skirt, feeling like we’d been caught.

“Hello? Yes dear, yes. What do you mean? No. Right now? I’m busy. I have a guest. Yes, I know. Okay, fine. Yes, I’ll leave now. Okay, bye.”

She hung up the phone and let out a sigh.

“I’m so sorry, Carmen. It’s, uh… it’s my husband.” She seemed to let those words sit between us for a moment in the air. A reminder that she was married. “He forgot his laptop, and he’s at work, but he’s in a meeting, so I have to drop it off. I swear sometimes he does it on purpose.”

“It’s okay,” I replied. I was disappointed but, what right did I have to feel that way?

Mrs. Slade walked toward me. I sat in the tall chair, and she stood in front of me with her hands lightly on my knees.

“I’m so sorry, hun.” She said, her fingers gripping me slightly. “God, you’re so gorgeous. I’ll make it up to you later if you still want. He won’t be home until late, if he is at all. I won’t be back for at least a couple hours.”

She looked like she was going to kiss me, and I wanted to taste her lips so badly. But her phone buzzed again, and she let out another annoyed sigh.

“It’s okay, there’s lots I should do today anyway,” I replied, but it was a lie. “I’ll be home. I mean, I’ll be here later.”

She smiled and said goodbye, rushing upstairs to grab the laptop. I knew I should feel guilty, but I only wanted her more.


Chapter 5

I spent the afternoon downtown, walking around the piers and checking out the open shops. The tourist season had winded down, so some places were closed. The smell of freshwater and the open ocean made me feel airy and light. I was so excited by my new surroundings and the beauty of the harbor, but I could not completely focus.

I still felt wet, even just at the thought of Mrs. Slade. I’d had sex many times, but nothing had been as hot as even just the feeling of her hand on my leg in the kitchen. She knew what she was doing, and knew what she wanted, and I wanted nothing more than to be wanted by her. I felt like I was in a daze, walking down the beautiful boardwalk, thinking only of my throbbing clit.

I stayed out well past when I knew she would be home, just so I didn’t seem desperate. I didn’t want her to think I was waiting around all day for her, even though that was exactly what I was doing.

I took a cab back to the B&B, and I felt my heart sink a bit when I saw there was a new car in the driveway, a big red pickup truck. I wondered if it was her husband.

I went inside, instantly feeling comforted by the familiar cottage smell and decor. I heard voices and followed them to the secluded back living room. Mrs. Slade stood with two other people, a man and a woman, in their late fifties.

“Hi Carmen. These are our new guests. They just arrived today. Suddenly. Isn’t that great?” Mrs. Slade asked, with the worst fake smile I’d ever seen. The couple beamed at me from across the room and waved.

“Yes, that’s amazing. Nice to meet you.” I said, laughing at Mrs. Slade’s discomfort.

The couple nodded at me and told us both that they were going to sit in the garden and then order dinner later. They asked if we wanted to join, but we both quickly declined. I could feel Mrs. Slade’s eyes all over me, and I wondered if the couple noticed the tension in the room.

“I’ll show you that painting you were interested in, Carmen,” Mrs. Slade said, and without a beat I nodded. I couldn’t wait any longer. The new guests headed up to their room to check out the menu, and I made my way over to the stairs to meet Mrs. Slade.

“Hey, hun,” she said, and put her arm on my shoulder. Even her light touch made me go crazy. “We don’t have to do anything, you know that, right?”

“I know, but I want to,” I said in a whisper, worried the guests would hear us.

Mrs. Slade smiled, and I followed her up the stairs to her floor. This one differed from the others. There was just one door, almost like an apartment building.

She opened the unlocked door, and I followed her inside. It looked just like an apartment too, except it was decorated in a distinct style from the rest of the house. It was almost as if we were in a whole different house altogether.

I looked around at the beautiful apartment, and I saw signs of her husband everywhere. I saw his sneakers by the door, his trousers folded over an ironing table, and a man’s jacket over a chair. But I didn’t care at all, which was completely unlike me. It was like something had been unlocked within me, and all I cared about was the throbbing between my legs.

She made her way over to a big gray cozy looking couch, and motioned for me to follow. I sat down and she sat beside me. She turned her body to mine, legs crossed, and her hand rested on my knee, her thumb drawing circles on my leg. My leg felt tense under her touch and I tried to relax myself.

“God, you’re so gorgeous,” she started. “I’ve been thinking about this all day, but I just want to make sure you don’t feel pressured.”

“Not at all, I… I haven’t really done this before, but I want to.”

“Okay, well, you can stop at any time. If you’re uncomfortable, just tell me to stop and I will, even if it’s something small, okay?”

“Okay, I will.”

Mrs. Slade leaned in toward me, putting her fingers under my chin, and turned my face up towards hers. She kissed me slow and soft, and even just her chaste kiss made me want to moan. I’d never been so desperate. I kissed her back like I needed it, and she did too.

She broke the kiss, and I felt her hand move.

“Do you like things rough or a little softer?”

“Rough,” I replied, and I instantly felt my face flush. I’d never told anyone that I’d fantasized about all sorts of things that I know my friends or past partners would have probably found strange.

“Mm, good. Me too. What do you think about what I said earlier? About me using you, however I wanted.” She asked, her hand making its way up my thigh and back down again, driving me crazy.

“I can’t stop thinking about it. I… I want it, please.”

“Good. Because that’s what I’m going to do,” she replied, without missing a beat. “You’re going to do what I say, and you’re going to love every minute. I’m going to have you begging me to fuck you, and if you’re lucky, I will. Stand up.”

I stood up as I was told, and she turned on the couch to face me. I felt embarrassed as she looked up at me, unsure of what to do.

“Nice and obedient,” she laughed, and sat back as if she was watching TV. “Take your clothes off.”

I felt like I was on a stage, nervous and excited. I took my sweater off quickly and pushed my skirt down to the floor, stepping out of it and kicking it to the side. The easy part was done.

“More,” she nagged. I knew what she wanted, but now I felt the stagefright.

I reached behind to undo my bra and slipped my arms out. It dropped to the floor, and I instantly felt my nipples harden even more. Mrs. Slade’s eyes burned into me, but before she could say anything, I reached down to my thong and pulled it down to the floor as well.

“Spread your legs,” she demanded, sitting up straight.

I did as she said, stepping my feet apart. I watched as she sucked the tips of her fingers for a moment, getting them wet. She placed them right on my clit and slid them back and forth slowly. Every time she passed over my hard nub, I felt a jolt rush through my body as my pussy and nipples throbbed. I tried hard not to moan, worried about being heard.

“Now, if you’re good for me, I’ll give you what you want, okay? I’ll give you more than what you want. But if you’re not good?” She removed her fingers. “Then you get nothing.”

I wanted to beg her to keep touching me, but I knew better.

“I’ll be good, I promise.” I said, hoping she would continue, but she smiled and stood up. She walked behind me and I her open a drawer.

“Hands behind your back,” she demanded.

I put them back eagerly, excited to finally feel the handcuffs on me. I could hear the metal clinking in her hands, and the next thing I knew, the cool, hard cuffs were around my wrists.

Finally, it sunk in. I was completely naked in a married woman’s apartment, bound by cuffs, and I’d never been so wet in my life.

“Come here,” she said, and led me around to the side of the couch. “Bend over.”

I did as she said and she guided me so that I was laying over the arm of the couch. My breasts pressed against the couch seat, my nipples grazing on the surface, and my forehead pressed against the cushion.

I felt so exposed with my ass in the air and my hands secured behind my back. She could do anything she wanted to me.

“Mm, now this is a sight,” she said, and I felt her hands on my ass. She grabbed me, her fingertips sinking into my skin, and I moaned loudly.

I could feel myself shaking already. Not with fear, but with anticipation. There was a change I noticed in myself. All of my insecurities and nerves were completely gone, and they were replaced with the most intense craving to be touched and fucked.

“God, you’re so wet already. What a hungry little slut.” She sunk her nails into my skin deeper, making me gasp. “You like this?”

I nodded quickly. The feeling of her fingers should have hurt, but it just turned me on. I could feel my pussy throbbing with her controlling grasp.

“Good, because you deserve it. You deserve to be punished for being so horny and desperate.” She ran her fingers down the back of my thigh, causing me to jump.

“You know how I’m going to punish you? I’m going to spank you until you’re nice and red for me. How does that sound, hun?”

“Good, it sounds good. Please.”

“First, though, I think I need to fill you up with something. So every time I hit you, you’ll be begging for more.”

Suddenly, there was something small and smooth rubbing against my pussy. I opened my legs wider, hoping she would slide it inside of me, but instead she got it wet and moved it backwards. I could feel it now, pressing gently against my asshole.

I’d never had anything inside me there, but I’d always been curious. The way I felt at that moment, I would have let her do almost anything. I pushed back against it, eager to feel it inside of me.

”Please…”

She pressed gently and I could feel it slide inside of me. I realized it was a plug.

“Ohhh my god,” was all I could manage, my brain feeling numb with the sensation. I could feel my pussy clenching, causing the plug to press even more, and my clit throbbed so hard I thought she might hear it.

I felt her hands back on my ass, and this time my skin felt like it was on even higher alert.

She pulled one of her hands off, and suddenly I felt her smack back down onto my ass. The hot feeling spread over my tingling skin and shot directly to my clit, causing my pussy to tighten again.

She pressed her fingers against the bottom of the plug, pushing it further. I cried out loudly, not even caring anymore if I was being quiet.

“You like having your pussy denied and ignored?” She asked, spanking me again.

“Yesss, fuck, yes I do.”

I wondered how long I could feel like this. I would have let her do this to me all night, spanking me and pressing the plug deeper while my pussy ground against the air helplessly.

“Good girl. I like a slut that knows she needs to earn her pleasure.”

She hit me again on the other side, this time even harder, and then before I could even register, she hit me again and again. My skin felt numb and red, but every time she spanked me, I wanted another. Ever hit made my breasts push forward, my nipples dragging across the couch, begging to be touched.

“Perfect,” she purred, rubbing the sore skin softly. “You’ll be red and sore because of me even after you check out in two days.”

She pushed the plug again, and then her fingers rubbed against my opening again. I couldn’t believe how wet I was. Her fingers were soaked just from touching me. She pressed them deep inside of me and they slipped in easily. Her other hand rubbed against my clit, wet with what must have been her spit. My whole body tensed as my hips rocked back against her hands.

“Yes, Mrs. Slade, oh my god,” I cried out. I was already so close to cumming, something I’d only ever done by myself. My legs shook, and I felt like she had complete control of me.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and we both jumped.

“Mrs. Slade? Are you in there? It’s Jeremy and Patty. We need help with the shower.”

“Coming!” Mrs. Slade yelled with a loud sigh. She walked around to the side of me, kneeling down beside my turned head.

“Looks like you’re going to have to wait a bit longer,” she said, smiling as I tried to catch my breath. I had been so close, I almost felt like I could have cum with only one more touch. My muscles were still tight, waiting for the release.

Mrs. Slade pressed her two fingers that were inside of me against my lips. I opened my mouth eagerly, and she inserted them. I sucked her fingers back and forth. She reached her other hand to one of my breasts, and pinched my nipple. I moaned around her finger, sucking harder as she squeezed. I hoped if I sucked her well enough, she’d ignore the guests outside.

“I won’t be gone long, but you can stay here and think about how good your pussy tastes on your tongue. Don’t move while I’m gone.”

She slipped her fingers out of my mouth and I nodded. She stood up, and I watched her perfect body walk out through the door of her apartment, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. I was thankful there were two doors for her to pass through, so they couldn’t see me.


Chapter 6

She had told me not to move, but I wanted so badly to get myself off. I could rub my pussy against the arm of the couch until I came, and then I could get back into position before she came back. But I wanted it to be her that made me cum.

I moved my hips, feeling the plug move with each grinding. The plug felt so good, but made my pussy feel so desperately empty. I bounced my body back and forth so that my nipples could rub against the couch as I thrusted.

With my eyes closed, I imagined Mrs. Slade coming back with the guests, and letting them sit and watch her fuck me. I thought about her husband walking in while she’s thrusting her fingers inside of me. All I could hear was her calling me a slut over and over, telling me how badly I deserved to be teased and punished.

I heard the door and froze, but it was Mrs. Slade coming back into the apartment. It was just her alone, and I felt a little relieved, even though my fantasy had been so enticing.

“I thought we’d been caught, but looks like you weren’t loud enough.”

There was a noise that sounded like a drawer opening and shutting, and I watched her walk back toward me with a small, silver vibrator in her hand.

“So I guess we’ll have to try harder.”

She pressed the cold vibrator against my soaked clit and turned it on. The pleasure was so intense I immediately writhed around. I opened my legs, not even caring if the sensation was too much. I buried my mouth in the couch cushion to make myself quieter.

“No,” she said sternly. She grabbed the back of my ponytail and pulled it, lifting my face off of the couch. “I want to hear you. I want you to tell me how badly you want to cum.”

The weight of her body was against mine so that I couldn’t move. All I could do was moan and shake and beg.

“Fuck, please, please let me- oh my god, let me cum please. I need it so badly, Mrs. Slade, I’ll do anything.”

Before she could reply, I came hard, my orgasm ripping through me. I felt myself cum, my pussy clenching and releasing over and over as I let go of every drop. I’d never cum so hard in my life, my empty pussy leaking over Mrs. Slade’s wrist.

She didn’t stop, and I squirmed and jumped as much as I could as she held the vibrator against me. I’d cum so hard I didn’t know how I’d be able to again, but I could already feel myself getting closer again.

She shut the vibrator off and let go of my hair. I gasped heavily against the couch. Hair stuck to my face that was wet from sweat and drool.

“Don’t get too comfortable. I haven’t gotten my turn yet.”

She grabbed my arm and shoulder, standing me back up to my feet. My legs felt like jelly. The plug still stayed in place inside of me.

“Come over here and get down on your knees,” she demanded as she led me to the front of the couch.

I knelt down on the hardwood floor while she walked back across the room. I heard the drawer open and close again. She returned and positioned where I was on the floor, but I couldn’t see what she was doing.

“I think it’s time to use all of your holes, don’t you think, slut? Sit back, slowly,” she said, tugging on my hips.

I lowered myself to the ground, sitting so close to the couch, and I felt something hard press against my pussy. It was a dildo suctioned onto the ground. I lowered myself onto it eagerly.

My pussy felt tighter with the plug in my ass, but my hole was so wet after cumming so hard that the dildo filled me quickly. I moaned as I felt the entire thing inside of me. I was completely stuffed.

She sat down on the couch, legs spread wide and looking down at me. I couldn’t see under her skirt, and I wanted more than anything to use my hands so I could push it out of the way and fuck her and taste her.

“Almost there, hun. I just want to make sure you’re fully obedient for me.”

I noticed that in her hands she held two clamps. She ran them over my nipples, the hard surface making me moan, and finally she clamped them onto each nipple, watching as my mouth opened wide with pleasure.

“Do you like this?”

Never had I liked anything more. I wanted to tell her how grateful I was to her for making me feel so good, and how I wished she could use me over and over like the slut that I was. But I could barely form a sentence.

“Yes, I love it. Please don’t stop, please.”

“Put your tongue out,” she demanded. I did as she said, my wet tongue ready for whatever she wanted.

She lifted her skirt up over her hips, revealing her beautiful, wet pussy, and before I could wait for her instruction, I knew what I needed to do. I needed to taste her. I leaned forward, and she held the back of my head, my hair in between her fingers.

She guided me to her pussy, and I licked her desperately, savouring the taste of her. She was so wet, and it turned me on to know that she was wet because of me. My clamped nipples pressed against the couch and the pulling sensation made me go crazy.

She rubbed her pussy against my tongue, up and down, and then finally pulled me in toward her clit. I sucked and licked at it, and heard her moan loudly.

“Oh my god, Carmen, yes, just like that.” She gripped my head harder against her.

“C’mon, fuck yourself. I want to watch you stuff your little pussy while you moan all over my clit.”

I did as she said immediately, bouncing up and down on the dildo. Pushing down on it hard, I fucked myself quickly, my clamped nipples rubbing against the couch even more. I couldn’t help but do as she said and moan loudly around her clit as I sucked it.

I was almost ready to cum again. It was like something inside of me had been unleashed, ready to cum over and over until I couldn’t anymore. I was almost screaming against her now as I bounced, but she held me in place. Her hand gripped tighter every time I slowed down, lost in my pleasure.

“Yes, Carmen, don’t you fucking stop,” she cried out, her thighs tightening around my head.

She shook hard and moaned loudly, and I realized she was cumming. I continued sucking her until she pulled my head back. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were almost closed and her mouth was open slightly. She looked back down at me, her hand holding my wet, cum soaked face where she could see it.

“Cum for me, now.”

I fucked myself even harder now, and with each bounce, I made sure my clamped nipples hit the couch cushion. I didn’t break eye contact, watching the way her face changed as I got closer. Without even realizing I was begging her, as if she was the one fucking me. She brought her hand down to my chin, gripping my face, and she pushed her thumb down on my bottom lip, holding my mouth open.

I came even harder this time, the waves of pleasure coming repeatedly. My legs shook so hard I wasn’t sure how I was still kneeling. I’d never squirted before, but I was sure I must have because my legs were soaked. I felt Mrs. Slade run her hand through my hair as I caught my breath and when I looked up at her; she was smiling at me softly. She let go of my head and moved her legs to the side of me, and then she slid down to kneel beside me on the floor. She put her arms around me and pulled me close to her.

“Oh my god, Carmen, that was even better than I could have imagined. Fuck.” She gently removed my nipple clamps, and I winced as the blood rushed back. “Are you okay?”

“I’m… I never knew… I could feel that good,” I said, in between deep breaths. “That was so…hot.”

She stroked my hair and then leaned in again for a kiss. It was so slow and soft, and we both didn’t care that the taste of her was all over my lips.

She broke the kiss and looked at me, lowering her hand to stroke my leg.

“I haven’t done that in so long, and now all I can think about is how much more I want to do to you.”

My mind went wild with the possibilities. I couldn’t have even imagined what we had done in my wildest dreams, so I wanted so badly to know what she wanted to do.

“Please don’t, you know, mention this to my husband. We don’t have an open relationship or anything like that, it’s just… I never get what I want.”

She didn’t elaborate further, and I didn’t ask.

“It’s okay, I won’t say anything.”

She smiled.

“Thank you. I’m going to clean up and make some dinner, if you’d like some. David will want some when he gets home later. But maybe we can go for a dip in the hot tub later, if you’re interested.”

“Yes, I’m interested,” I said, laughing.

David. It was so weird hearing the name of the man I hadn’t met. The man whose wife just tied me up and came all over my face.

Mrs. Slade wrapped her arms around me and removed my handcuffs, and my arms felt strange and heavy. She helped me up and grabbed a towel for me. I dried off my legs and got dressed. I headed toward the door and heard her call out to me.

“Carmen?” She said, and I turned around to face her. “By the way, my name’s Jennifer.”

We both laughed. It hadn’t occurred to me that her name was anything other than Mrs. Slade.

“Thank you, Jennifer.”


Chapter 7

I’d made my way back up to my room, thankfully dodging the new couple, and I cleaned myself up a bit before dinner. My legs still felt weak and my pussy felt so sensitive with every step. I changed my clothes, putting a bikini on underneath a pair of bagging sweats and a white t-shirt.

I didn’t feel hungry, but I wanted to spend as much time with Jennifer as I could before her husband got home. I made my way down to the kitchen a few minutes after I heard her begin to cook.

“Do you need any help?” I asked.

“Oh no, hun, don’t worry. This won’t take me too long, but I’m happy to have the company.”

I sat down at one of the bar stools, wincing slightly from my sore ass touching the chair. The feeling turned me on again, bringing back the feeling of her fingers digging into my skin.

I watched her elegantly move around the kitchen. A clip held her hair back perfectly. Not a single strand was out of place. Her makeup was still perfectly applied, and her clothes hung smoothly over her body. There really was no way to tell that she had just been calling me a slut with her legs wrapped around my head.

We stayed silent, but it didn’t feel strange. She could feel my eyes on her, and she’d turn around to give me a sly smile and continue cooking. There was so much I wanted to say to her and do to her, but I wanted to make sure we were alone. Even though we were both silent, the tension in the room spoke for us.

It seemed as if not much time had passed, but dinner was finished. Without asking, I started piling the dirty dishes into the dishwasher, and then washed a pot at the sink. She smiled at me as she wiped down the counters.

I was just about to turn the water off when I felt her hands slip around my waist from behind. Her body pressed against me slightly, and I could feel her breath on my neck.

“Hungry?” She asked in a whisper.

“Everything looks amazing, but I’m not hungry yet. Not for dinner.”

“Mmm, me neither. God, I just can’t get enough of you.”

She hugged me, and just the feeling of her gently squeezing me made my body tingle. Her hands slid down, her fingers teasing at the waistband of my sweatpants, and I pressed my body back against hers. I placed my hands over hers, gently guiding them lower.

However, a knock at the door broke us up in an instant. Jennifer went to answer it, and saw that it was the new couple’s food delivery. She took it from the driver and walked up the stairs to deliver it to them.

I finished drying the last pot when I heard her heels clicking into the kitchen.

“Hot tub?”

“Please,” I replied, and she laughed.


Chapter 8

The hot tub was on the porch outside of the side door. A dark wood privacy fence surrounded it with a small gate to enter. Even though it was getting dark out, there were lots of little lights around the tub and fence.

She stepped through the gate, and I followed her through. After I locked the latch on the gate behind us and turned around, I saw she was already getting undressed. I realized then that even after all she had done to me; I hadn’t seen her body. She wore a neon orange bandeau bikini top and matching bottoms. She bent over the hot tub while she reached down to take her shoes off slowly, giving me a full show of her perfect body.

I’d been to the beach many times with friends, gone swimming with a lot of different people, but never had I looked at a woman’s body like this before. I was so turned on just looking at the muscles in the back of her legs; her round tanned ass, and her smooth, freckled skin. All I wanted to do was peel her clothes off and taste every inch of her body on my tongue.

“Aren’t you getting in?” She asked, smiling at my stunned face.

I nodded and took my clothes off quickly and clumsily while she stepped into the hot tub. I followed her, sinking slowly into the warm bubbly water, my whole body instantly relaxing.

“I don’t know when David will be home, but I usually sit in the hot tub at night and he doesn’t check out here. He will probably just eat dinner and go to bed.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me over to her side of the tub. “So don’t worry.”

I couldn’t help myself. I just wanted to touch her. She sat leaning back against the wall of the tub, and I half stood, half floated in front of her. I felt for her legs and pushed my hands up her thighs slowly.

“I’m not worried,” I said, getting closer to her.

She leaned forward and put her hands behind my thighs, pulling me to her lap. I straddled her, and she grabbed my sore ass, pulling me even closer. Her wet hands slipped over my skin, her nails dragging gently behind.

I rubbed my thumbs over her hard nipples through her wet bathing suit, and she gasped. I took that as my signal to peel her bandeau down, revealing her soft breasts, and I rolled her nipples gently between my thumb and forefinger.

She untied my bikini top, throwing it over the side of the tub, and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue roamed eagerly around my mouth, and she pulled my hands off of her. She grabbed onto my shoulders and pulled my body over hers, rubbing my breasts against hers. We both moaned into each other’s mouths as our hard nipples slipped over each other’s.

Pushing my hand between us, I slid it down to her clit. I rubbed it through her bikini, earning another moan, and then pushed her bottoms to the side. I dragged my fingers from her clit down to her hole, teasing her pussy.

“Mmm, yes. Can’t get enough, Carmen?” She asked as I slowly pushed my fingers inside of her. I watched her eyes become half lidded as I curled my fingers and fucked her. I tried to do what I always wished my exes would do to me, and it seemed to work as she moaned and spread her legs even wider.

“No, I can’t get enough,” I said in a low voice, as I moved my fingers faster, curling against the soft pad of her g-spot. “I’ll do whatever you tell me. Anything. I just want you.”

I reached down with my other hand and rubbed her clit with my thumb. She arched her back as I fucked her, keeping her eyes on me.

“First, I want you to make me cum.”

I knew she was already so close, I could feel her legs quivering every time I passed over her clit. I picked up my speed the best that I could until she threw her head back and grabbed the side of the tub.

“Fuck, Carmen, don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop, oh my god,” she said, her demanding words dripping with moans as her body shook over my fingers.

She came hard; her nails slipping against the wet tiles on the side of the tub as she tried to grip. I kept up my speed, waiting for her to finish, but before I could even stop, she grabbed me and pulled me off of her. Before I knew it, she was on top of me, and my back was now against the tile.

“Next, I want you to cum.”

She untied the strings on the bottom of my bikini and pulled them off as well. She pulled me up off of the seat, my breasts being pulled out of the water, and she wrapped her lips around one of my nipples, sucking and pulling at it and pinching my other nipple between her fingertips. I moaned with surprise, louder than I probably should have, but she didn’t stop to tell me to be quieter. Instead, i could feel her smirk.

Her hands grabbed onto my ass and I moaned even more from my sore skin being touched.

“You like that, slut? You like that every time you sit down, you get reminded that you’re my little fucktoy?” She growled, switching to suck my other nipple.

My pussy was screaming for attention, my clit throbbing like a heartbeat as I opened my legs, wishing she would touch me.

“Yessss, Jennifer, I am- fuck- I am your little slut.” I cried out as she held my nipple gently between her teeth. I felt like I was going to explode, and she wasn’t even fucking me.

“Get up,” she demanded, lifting me up to the side of the hot tub. The cool air licked my skin, but I was so turned on that I still felt warm. Before I even knew what she was doing, I felt her soft tongue drag over my clit.

I laid back as her expert tongue dipped inside of me slowly, fucking my hole, and then up to flick at my clit. It felt so good I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to hang on. She sucked on my clit so hard, her mouth making a popping noise as she removed it, and then she would return.

One of her hands held my leg open, and I felt her other hand snaking down to my pussy. Her fingers pressed against my opening, but I was so wet that she could slide them inside of me easily.

“Please, Jennifer, please don’t stop, oh my god,” I cried out. She pumped her fingers inside of me and sucked me even harder. It was like she knew exactly what I wanted. I sat up to watch her, and she noticed, looking up at me with her large brown eyes.

I was so close now, my hips automatically thrusting toward her, my whole body begging for me to let go. I was just about to cum when I noticed something move slightly out of the corner of my eye. Focussing through the slats in the fence, I saw the curtains move.

I was too far gone to care what or who it was. If anything, the thought of someone watching turned me on even more. I wanted someone to see how easily Jennifer could turn me into a moaning, shivering, desperate slut.

I wondered if she thought the same as she moaned against my clit, and it completely sent me over the edge. My pussy contracted around her fingers and my legs tried to close, but she held them open, continuing until she was sure I was completely done. I watched her as her lips made a loud pop as she removed them from me, and then she looked up at me. She dragged her tongue down to my pussy and cleaned me up, licking inside of me and then licking her fingers clean.

I slowly slid my way back down into the water. Jennifer sat beside me, with one arm loosely around my leg. We both caught our breath as the jets hummed around us.

“I can’t get enough of you either,” she said, smiling. “I can’t believe you check out tomorrow.”

“Well, I’m not going too far.”

“Thank god.”

I reached for my bikini and put it back on while I was still in the water. Jennifer helped me to tie the halter behind my neck, her hand lingering on my skin.

We stayed for a while in the hot tub, laughing and talking until I could feel my fingers pruning.

I couldn’t believe how tired I was after everything, and hungry. My stomach growled and when Jennifer heard, she told me we should go inside and eat.

We dried off outside, got dressed, and walking into the house together.


Chapter 9

Once we turned the corner into the kitchen, I saw a man I hadn’t seen before at the kitchen table. He wore round glasses and had dark, slightly graying hair. He was tall, with wide shoulders, and he sat hunched over his dinner at the kitchen table.

David didn’t look up as we entered the room, and I could feel a bit of a panic in my stomach. Had he seen us earlier, or heard us? He must have only been home shortly if he was just eating now, but I still felt shameful seeing him. It was one thing to hear about her husband, but seeing him suddenly made things real.

Jennifer didn’t seem too concerned, confident in her theory that he doesn’t look for her when he gets home.

“Hey hun, this is Carmen. Carmen, this is David.”

“Hi,” I said meekly.

“Hey,” he replied, glancing at me.

“Carmen, did you want to take your dinner up to your room?”

“Yes, that would be great,” I said, relieved to have an excuse to leave.

Jennifer made me up a plate of food, reheated it, and walked me to the stairs with it.

“Don’t worry, hun,” she whispered when we were far enough away from the kitchen. “He’s just his normal self. Have a good sleep.”

“Thanks so much for everything. You too.”

I wanted so badly to kiss her, but I knew it would cross a line. She smiled at me and handed me my plate.

I made my way up to my room and devoured dinner and fell asleep before I had much time to think about what had happened.


Chapter 10

I woke up the next morning and got ready to leave the B&B. I had a shower and got ready, dressing comfortably for my moving day. Making sure I had everything, I looked one last time out at the ocean view and shut the door.

When I arrived downstairs, I heard David’s voice in a low mumble. I hadn’t realized he wouldn’t be at work. He was talking to Jennifer about something I couldn’t quite make out, but as soon as she saw me on the other side of the kitchen, she waved at me.

“Sorry hun, I’m just going to see Carmen out,” she said to David, and he let out a sigh that she pretended not to hear.

He turned around and watched as she came over to me.

“Thanks so much for staying with us. It’s been so great to meet you.”

We walked toward the front door slowly. David stayed in his chair, but watched us from the open kitchen. I tried not to stand too close to her, or to look at her for very long. If he hadn’t seen us, would he even suspect that his wife would be with a woman? Was I the first?

“No, thank you. This has been an amazing introduction to Camville.”

“I’m glad. By the way, if you ever have any visitors and you don’t want them to stay with you, give them our number,” she said, handing me a brochure.

I took it from her and thanked her. I couldn’t wait to leave, because it was so hard to pretend she was just an innkeeper.

“Goodbye, hun. I’m sure I will see you around Camville sometime!”

“Yes, I’m sure I’ll run into you at some point! Bye Mrs. Slade.”

The door clicked behind me as I stepped outside. I put my bag into the backseat of my car, forgetting how much of a mess it was from being lived in for days. I sat in the driver’s seat, holding onto the brochure. Opening it, I saw a note scribbled inside.

Carmen,

Call or text me anytime. We will work something out. I promise. xoxo

Her phone number was scrawled underneath, and I quickly entered it into my phone. I wasn’t sure what she meant by working something out, but I didn’t care. Even if I had to sneak around behind David’s back, I knew I wanted her, even if it wasn’t right.

After taking a deep breath, I turned on my car. I backed up and looked around once more at the house and saw Jennifer waving at me through the window. I waved back and pulled out of the driveway, eager to settle into this new and exciting town.


II

Claimed by Lesbian Boss

After months of being single, Olivia decides to make an account on a dating app to look for someone to hook up with. She decides to meet up with an older anonymous and dominant, Natasha, after fantasizing about being with a woman for the first time. Little did she know, the 41-year-old Natasha turns out to be the CEO of the company Olivia works for, and she’s looking for a new, naughty secretary. Will Olivia be able to prove that she’s obedient enough for the job?


Chapter 1

She was so close that I could smell her perfume. If I tried, I could probably count each one of her long eyelashes, or the freckles on her cheeks. She was so close that we should have been touching, but we weren’t.

And even though I wanted her to, she never would. Because she was my boss.

“That’s why we really need to make sure that you’re working with her the best you can. I know you can do it, but I need you to believe you can.”

Her body was leaning toward me slightly, her fingers almost touching mine as we both leaned against the desk in the hallway, my back almost against the wall. I nodded, barely listening as I tried to slow my breath.

“I know there’s been improvements since last year, and I can’t take responsibility for those when your team works so hard…”

My eyes wandered down her throat to her collarbone, and then straight back up to her face again as I caught myself. I wanted her to stop talking and push me up against the wall. The lobby was empty, but voices carried from the rooms on the opposite end of the section. I thought about what it would be like to have her pin me right here, not knowing if someone would walk by. The thrill made my heart race.

“We’ve just got to get her on the same page, and I know you’re the one who can do that. What do you think?”

I snapped back to reality.

“Yes. Thank you, yes, you’re right. I feel a lot better now though, I think… I can handle it.”

“I know you can. Anyway, I need you to finish those intro statements for the new project as soon as you can, and we’ll get things moving.”

“I’ve totally got it. I’ll do them before I leave.”

“Molly, I know I can always count on you,” she said with a big smile. “You’re always such a good girl.”

She watched me for a moment, her eyes focused on mine, and then after only a second that felt longer than a minute, she turned to leave.

“Oh, and by the way, Molly,” she said, turning back to look at me. “Whatever perfume you’re wearing is amazing.”

I blushed and thanked her nervously and watched for a moment while she walked away. When I was sure she was gone, I leaned back against the wall and let out a long sigh. How did this keep happening?

It had been about 3 months of these close encounters with my boss, Heather. They weren’t really close encounters, but to me, they felt like it. There was something about her that completely drew me in, and it felt so wrong.

I’d never had a crush on a woman before, but I was convinced that everyone in the office had to have a thing for Heather. Even when she was mean or strict with someone, they didn’t seem to complain after the scolding. I’d never heard a bad thing about her, except that she wasn’t around as much as people would have liked her to be.

There was just something about her. She was older than me, but she was so relatable that it was easy to forget about the age gap between us. She always had perfect, long brown hair, lightly curled in bouncy waves that cascaded down over whatever fancy suits and dresses she wore. I always heard her before I saw her, as her heels always clicked loudly on the hard floor.

The company I worked for was quite large, but after years of hard work, I’d made it quite close to the top. I worked in the main headquarters, and I was with a smaller staff of about 100 people that handled most of the primary operations, with Heather being our direct boss. She wasn’t the CEO or the President, but she spoke for them and handled everything while they were off in their yachts traveling the world, or taking prospective clients to sports games and five-star restaurants.

I finished my project for her, and after making sure it was perfect, I submitted it right before 5pm when my shift was over. I always did everything she said, on time and above and beyond, so that there was nothing she could say badly about me. I’d always been like that, which was how I could climb the company so quickly for my age, but for her I did everything I could and more.

I logged out, took the elevator down to my car, and drove home, trying to pull my mind back to reality and away from her.


Chapter 2

But it didn’t work. I couldn’t stop thinking about Heather. The way she was with me today was just another incident to add to the list. Another thing that I would think about before falling asleep. The week before, she told me how good I looked when we were in the elevator alone, her eyes scanning my body. A few weeks before that, she’d asked me to come to her office for a private meeting, where she actually just offered me coffee and asked me how my weekend was. There were countless times where she accidentally brushed up against me, or gently touched my arm, and I always found it so difficult to not react.

She never did anything particularly out there or too far, but she didn’t need to. My mind went wild. I filled in blanks that didn’t exist and interpreted things she said that probably meant nothing. I couldn’t help it.

“You’re always such a good girl,” I heard repeating in my head as I shut the door to my apartment.

I threw my purse down on the ground and stripped my clothes off as I walked to the bathroom. As I ran the shower and waited for the water to get hot, the thoughts grew dirtier. I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror, feeling ashamed of the way I was thinking and how it was making me feel.

There was a throbbing between my legs that I tried to ignore as I stepped into the hot water. I put shampoo in my hair and then grabbed a washcloth and body soap and rubbed at my skin. It was hard not to imagine that it was her hand, delicate and teasing, as I rubbed over my breasts and down my stomach. I wanted to stop myself, but I knew now that I couldn’t. I was so turned on that I started to not care.

I dropped the cloth and rubbed my hard clit with my soapy, slippery fingers, moaning loudly. My moans echoed back at me loudly. I turned to the shower wall and pushed my breasts against the wall. I rubbed them against the wet wall, my nipples sliding over the tiles. My legs shook as I sped up my fingers.

“Tell me you’re my little slut,” I imagined her saying, pretending it was her that had me pinned up against the wall, that it was her hand reaching around me and torturing my clit.

I could feel shampoo stinging at my eyes as I continued, which only added to my arousal and shame. I was so close that I couldn’t stop. I needed to cum.

My orgasm was right on the edge. I grabbed my nipple with my free hand, pinching and squeezing the hard nub.

Without even thinking, I heard myself out loud.

“I’m your slut Heather, I’m your fucking little slut.”

Grabbing onto the shower wall, I came hard, my legs almost giving out as I thrust against my hand. I tried to take a moment to relax, but then the stinging in my eyes started to actually hurt, now that I’d cum. Slowly, I was coming back to reality. I turned my face into the stream of water, rinsing out my eyes and cursing.

I felt more and more guilty as the orgasm faded. I was crossing such a big line, sexualizing my boss, and not only that, but moaning her name. What if my neighbours could hear and found out where I worked? Or even worse, what if I’d accidentally dialed her before getting in the shower and she could hear me?

I rinsed off quickly and scrambled out of the shower, my blurry, painful eyes guiding me carefully to the towels. I wrapped one around me and walked out to find my phone on the ground. No phone calls, no missed calls.

Still, I felt almost as bad as if I’d said it right to her face. It wasn’t right, and I knew I needed to stop right away. I needed to make myself disgusted by her. Especially because not only was she my boss, but she was also married.

I cleaned up the trail of water from the bathroom and ordered dinner. I tried to find something to do to distract myself for the rest of the night, so that I didn’t think about her.


Chapter 3

The next day when I arrived at work, I received an email that made me feel instant relief.

Hello everyone,

Just a reminder that I will be out of the office today. If you need to reach me please call, but if it is not urgent, I would prefer if you could hold off until tomorrow.

Thanks team,

Heather Ross

I was so excited, I’d forgotten she had taken Tuesdays off. I was happy because this was the new me today. The me that was going to see Heather as just another woman, just another coworker. The me today was different from the person I was in the shower yesterday, even though my eyes were still watery and irritated from the soap. Heather being gone today would be a perfect, fresh start for me to get her out of my head.

That was, until after lunch.

I had done a great job all day, focusing on work, delegating roles to my team for an assignment we were getting ready to start, and I was feeling clear-headed and confident. I barely thought about Heather at all, and whenever I did, I gently pushed her out of my mind.

But after I ate lunch and returned to my desk, saying goodbye to my coworkers, I saw an email pop up on my screen. I clicked the notification, and my heart started to beat faster.

Good Afternoon Molly,

I’m not sure if you were planning to leave early today, but if you don’t mind, could you stay until at least 4:30? I will need to have a meeting with you at 4:15pm and I don’t want to come to the office if you aren’t there.

Thank you,

Heather Ross

I knew it wasn’t really a question, but I responded anyway. My fingers shook as I typed back a quick message, letting her know I would be available.

If it were any other day, I may think nothing of it, but this was her day off, and she was coming in to see me. I wondered if she had somehow found out. In the time I waited, I tried to think of any work I had done recently to make sure I didn’t forget anything or make any mistakes. I even reread the report I sent her yesterday, checking to make sure I didn’t add anything weird. But everything was okay.

It could be that it was a good meeting, but if it were good, why couldn’t it wait until the next day?

I knew that from that moment until 4:15pm, my productivity would be completely out the window.


Chapter 4

At 4:10pm, I made my way to the elevator up one floor to her office. I tried hard to take deep breaths and calm myself for whatever was to come.

I walked down the hallway, past her empty secretary’s desk and to the door at the end of the hall. It was slightly ajar, so I knocked on it gently.

“Come in, hun.”

Hun. She couldn’t have been too upset. I opened the door silently, and she motioned for me to take a seat while she finished typing on her phone. She turned the screen off and set it down on her desk slowly, before turning to look at me.

“Are you having a good day?” She asked.

I relaxed a little bit, leaning back slightly in the chair.

“Yes, so far, so good. Are you?”

“That’s good,” she answered, ignoring my question. “Do you mind closing the door?”

I gently pushed it shut from my seat and turned back towards her. She thought about her words for a moment, pushing her long black hair over her shoulder and crossing her long legs. I tried not to look at her smooth skin or her tall heels, and I definitely knew I was not going to look at how short her skirt was. Even though it was her day off, she still dressed as professional as always.

“So, I don’t want to embarrass you, but I’ve noticed some things lately that I think it would be best to discuss. I ask, however, that our conversation stays in this room.”

I straightened out my skirt and sat up straight, trying to read her. It didn’t sound like I was fired or anything, but what did I do? Did she know?

“Yes, absolutely.”

“I’ve been getting a feeling. Correct me if I’m wrong, that you’ve been… a bit kind of… flirting with me. I might be incorrect, but I just wanted to clear the air.”

I swallowed hard. Me flirting with her? There had been a few times where I had played into it slightly, but not much. She had been the one initiating, at least from what I had thought. I felt my cheeks get hot.

“No, I mean…definitely not intentionally. I guess possibly I have without meaning to. I’m really sorry if I’ve been inappropriate in any way. It wasn’t my intention.”

“It wasn’t your intention.” She said each word slowly as she stared at me. Each word felt like a hit. “Okay. And you know that I have a husband?”

“Yes, I know.”

I was so nervous, but also a little bit angry. How could she not see how she had been with me, too?

“And that doesn’t concern you?” She asked, this time more gently.

“No, it’s not that. Of course, that concerns me. But to be honest, I got that feeling from you as well, you know, the flirting. And I guess I kind of gave it back a bit. I’m very sorry and I’ll make sure that in the future all of our interactions are only work related.”

“So, tell me, how does it make you feel? When you think I’m flirting with you?”

“I… I mean, I enjoy it,” I said and then wished I could take it back. I’d just given it away. I felt so stupid, but at least I was being honest. “But I don’t want you to think that I’m like-”

“You enjoy having a married woman flirt with you?”

“I mean, you’re not just any woman…”

“Yes, I suppose that’s correct. I’m also your boss.”

I was so, so stupid. Was I going to get written up? Or maybe I was going to get fired. After all, she came out of her way to urgently have this conversation. I felt like I was being trapped, and I couldn’t stop my words from coming out the wrong way,

I got upset with myself, but I couldn’t let it show. I’d done so much work to climb the company, and now I was getting myself into trouble. I’d always thought I’d been subtle when I responded to her, but maybe I’d been worse than I’d thought.

Heather grabbed a pen off of the desk and started fidgeting with it as she thought about what to say. I felt so helpless as she looked through me.

“I should be honest with you as well, since you’ve been so transparent with me. But I want to reiterate that this conversation does not leave the room.”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re correct. I have been flirting with you. I can’t stop thinking about you, ever since you moved to the corporate floor. Ever since you first stepped into my office to introduce yourself. The way you look at me sometimes, like you’d do anything I asked. I mean, you already do anything I ask. You’re my best employee.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I wanted to relax my body, now that I knew I probably wasn’t getting fired, but instead I felt that same tense guilt.

“I know it’s not right. I mean, you’re my employee. Even apart from how wrong that is, it’s not fair to you. I don’t want to have you feel that you can’t trust me, or that you have to do anything differently at work. But even just seeing you in that outfit…”

A shiver shot through my body. I’d never been so surprised or turned on. I wanted her so badly, and even though I knew it was wrong, and I was risking my career, I didn’t want to lose the opportunity. The way she looked at me now after getting my confession was so different. Her eyes looked hungry and wanting. This was different from the fun flirting. This was more.

“I’d do anything you asked. You know that, right? I’d… nevermind.”

“Please go on.” She replied quickly.

“I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me.”

There was that feeling again. The feeling where I could feel the shame slipping away, and the arousal engulfing me. She could have been recording me to frame me, but at that moment I didn’t care. I slid my fingers slightly up my leg, pulling my skirt along slowly, and her eyes were immediately glued to my hand.

“Anything. I mean it.”

I felt so dirty, but I didn’t care. I’d never been the type to make any kind of move. Usually I would just sit and let whatever happen, happen. Usually with guys I’d been with, I found I didn’t have to do anything. They would completely take the lead and decide what was happening and when. I knew with Heather that I didn’t have to tease, but I wanted to. And I’d imagined teasing her constantly.

“Fuck, Molly,” she said with a sigh. I could tell she had come into this meeting thinking that she was misreading me, or that she was going to put an end to things. Just like I had thought earlier today. But she couldn’t look away.

“Show me then,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “Keep going. I want to see how badly you want it.”

I’d never felt my clit pulse so hard. The feeling of doing something so wrong made me want to continue even more. I felt like such an easy slut, and I wanted to feel that way. I wanted her to know how willing I was to do whatever she wanted, and I couldn’t imagine being this open to anyone else.

I uncrossed my legs but kept them closed, leaving my skirt hiked up slightly. I brought both hands up to my breasts, feeling them and squeezing my nipples through my shirt, moaning softly. My cheeks were so hot it almost hurt, but I couldn’t stop myself. She studied me so intently, bringing the pen up to her lips and biting on the tip as she watched.

I unbuttoned my silky collared shirt but left it on, and lifted my bra up over my breasts. I used one hand to play with my nipples while I used the other hand to open my legs. I rubbed my throbbing pussy gently through the fabric of my thong, thrusting back against my fingers, watching Heather lick her lips.

“Please, Heather. I want you so badly. I’ll keep it a secret, I don’t care. I’ll do whatever you say. Please.” I begged.

I knew I was going to feel horrible later, especially when my eyes accidentally scanned over her husband’s face in the photo on the desk. I thought of how my boss would never see me as a professional again, but instead, she would always see me with my hand between my open legs as I begged for her like a desperate whore. But that’s what I was. I must have been that deep down. All I wanted was her, and I didn’t care what I had to sacrifice for it.

“Come here,” she said softly.

I stood up and walked a few steps until I was in front of her. My skirt had fallen back into place a bit, and she pushed it back up, and then hooked her fingers around my thong and pulled it down, exposing me.

“Turn around.”

I did as she said, feeling even more vulnerable. She uncrossed her legs and then pulled me down onto her lap so that I was straddling one of her legs, my wet pussy against her skin. I throbbed so hard it was almost painful.

She pulled me back towards her. Her arm wrapped around my waist, holding me in place, but her fingers also gently played with my nipple. Her other hand rested in between my legs, her thumb drawing circles on my thigh, and I felt her breath on my neck.

“God, I’ve wanted this for so fucking long,” she growled, her thumb rubbing closer and closer. “If I knew you were this willing, I would have had this talk with you a long time ago.”

Her hand was suddenly in between my legs, her fingers teasing at my hole as she made sure they were slick with my wetness. I was embarrassed by how much I was turned on already, but the thought left my head as soon as she rubbed steadily back and forth over my clit. I couldn’t help but thrust myself against her hand, rubbing my pussy on her thigh.

“Oh my god, Heather, fuck. That feels so good…” I moaned. I wished I could see her, but the breath on my neck and the way she expertly worked her hands made it hard to want anything else.

“Here I was always thinking you were such a good girl, too.”

I felt her hand move down lower. Her thumb stayed, rubbing back and forth against my clit, as she plunged two of her fingers inside of my slick hole. She fucked me with her fingers slowly, laughing as I arched my back and rocked against her hand.

“I am. Fuck, I said I’ll do anything.” I moaned as her lips grazed my neck.

“Thanks for the reminder. There’s something I want you to do, but you won’t like it.”

Fuck. What could she possibly do that I wouldn’t like? Was this a setup? I felt even more shame and embarrassment, but it transformed right into fuel for my desperation. It felt good to think that I was being humiliated.

“I’m not going to let you cum. Not yet. I want to be sure that you want this. I want to talk to you about what I want from you.”

“Heather…” I begged silently. What did she mean she wasn’t going to let me cum? The way she was fucking me with her hand, I wasn’t sure I would last much longer.

“I don’t want you to cum today, or tonight. I’ll leave an assignment for you in the morning, and I want to see you tomorrow at noon, here.”

She squeezed my nipple harder, and rubbed my clit faster, and I couldn’t imagine not cumming.

“I’m going to be thinking about you all fucking night, and I want you to do the same. Unless you think that’s asking too much?”

“No… fuck, no I can wait. I want more…”

“Me too. I want more time with you, but today isn’t right. I’m not supposed to be here.”

I wondered what she meant by that, but I couldn’t wonder enough, because I was so close that my legs started to shake. That was the moment that Heather took her hands off of me. She stood up with me and turned me around, then pulled me up slightly so that I was sitting on her desk. I had trouble catching my breath, feeling my pathetic pussy throbbing and clenching at the emptiness.

She stood in between my legs, and seeing her face made me go even crazier. Her perfect red lips almost matched the flush on her cheeks. She looked different, and she looked at me differently. Things had changed.

“I know this is wrong,” she started, her fingers back at my pussy, rubbing up and down my wet slit teasingly. “So at any time, tomorrow, now, whenever, if you want to pretend this didn’t happen, it’s okay. I would completely understand, and I promise it would not affect your job whatsoever.”

“Thank you, I…appreciate that. But I won’t change my mind. I want this so badly.” I tried to sound as sexy as I could, so that maybe she’d continue, but it didn’t work.

Instead, she brought her fingers away from me and up to her lips. She opened her mouth and sucked on her fingers as she watched me, licking my juices off of her fingers. Watching her made me salivate.

“Mmm, I promise Molly. This is just as hard for me as it is for you.”

I believed her. She’d wanted this for just as long, and now she had to wait as well.

She knelt down and picked my panties off of the floor and then pulled them back onto me, and I stood up. She fixed my bra and my shirt, and then my skirt. Her hands purposefully grazed my body.

Heather grabbed my hands and held them in hers. She leaned toward me, her lips close to mine. I was just about to close my eyes when I heard a loud phone ringing. We both jumped.

“Fuck. Sorry. It’s..um… it’s him.”

We both stayed silent for a moment as the phone rang again. I knew she wanted to ignore it, and I wanted her to as well, but she didn’t.

“Tomorrow. I promise. Oh, and here’s my personal number,” she said, handing me a piece of paper. “Text me anytime.”

Before I could reply, she was answering the phone, and I knew I had to get out of there. I couldn’t listen to her speak to her husband. I didn’t know if it was jealousy, guilt, or something else, but I needed to get out of the room right away. I grabbed my bag quickly, made sure my skirt was completely fixed, and left the room, closing the door gently behind me.

Back at my desk, I was a mess. I was so horny and happy and confused. I wanted to feel bad, especially after hearing a bit of her husband’s deep voice through the phone, but I was so full of excitement and adrenaline that I couldn’t. It was almost time to go home, but I knew I would just feel the same desperation all night long.


Chapter 5

“I can’t take it anymore.” I sent the text to Heather a few hours after I’d gotten home. I was worried about texting her, in case her husband saw or it looked suspicious, but she had said I could text her anytime.

It wasn’t an exaggeration. I tried to think about anything else, but that afternoon had been such a shock. I turned the TV on, but after a few minutes I could feel a shiver through my spine as I almost felt her lips still in my ear. I turned the TV up, and nails grazed my thigh. I repositioned myself, but I swore the woman on TV looked just like her.

“Here I was always thinking you were such a good girl, too.”

I kept checking my phone, waiting for a reply, but it had only been a few minutes. My clit was throbbing, but I knew if I even started to touch myself, I wouldn’t be able to stop.

I couldn’t believe how I was acting. I was always the type who played things by the rules. I was always afraid of getting in trouble or offending anyone. The person I was today was someone who I thought only existed in my head and in my fantasies. I couldn’t believe how bold and reckless I was.

I kept thinking about what would happen if Heather changed her mind or got caught. I knew it wasn’t worth the risk for either of us, but I didn’t care. All I cared about was the way Heather looked at me when she pinned me against her desk, the desperation in her eyes, all just for me.

I heard a ding, and I picked up my phone so fast it almost dropped out of my hand.

“Me neither. I can’t believe you had the awful idea to make us wait,” she replied with a winking face.

“If it were up to me, we’d still be there.”

Even texting gave me a bit of a rush, because it was evidence. We could get caught, or she could use it against me, or even I could use it against her. It was risky, and it made me wonder how good it would feel for someone to find out. The entire office would talk if it got out, and everyone would look at me and imagine what it was like. I wondered if maybe this was a regular thing for her. Maybe she had this disposable number, and she gave it to all the people she was cheating on her husband with.

I didn’t want to think of other people. I wanted to be the only one.

“I’m sorry. I promise tomorrow I’ll make it up to you. Then maybe this week we can find some time to just talk.”

I felt my heart flutter. Right now, I wanted her physically, but I also just wanted to spend time with her. Every time we’d spoken before, it was hard not to see her as a friend, and I wanted to get to know her even more.

“I’d like that,” I replied, and then tossed my phone to the other side of the couch, spending the rest of the night just waiting to sleep.

I woke up the next morning feeling so desperate and horny; I wasn’t sure how I would make it to noon. Most days I would press snooze a few times, but instead, when I woke up, I shot straight up out of bed. My nipples were hard, and I hadn’t even touched them, and my pussy was wet and sensitive. Even just the sheets touching my legs made me want to thrust against my pillow.

But I also knew I needed extra time to get ready. I wanted to make sure I looked completely irresistible, so that Heather didn’t change her mind. I jumped right into the shower, my hands shaking as I washed my body, biting my lip every time I touched myself.

I dried my hair and straightened it, which was already more effort than what I normally would do to my hair. I made sure my makeup was perfect. Not too much, but more than what I’d normally wear at the office. I sprayed too much perfume and slid into the tightest work appropriate dress I owned and covered it up with a long blazer. I put on a pair of black heels I had been saving for a special occasion.

I got to work early, coffee in hand, ready for whatever assignment she had ready for my morning. I didn’t know if it was going to be something serious or something related to what we had started, but nothing could have prepared me for what it entailed.


Chapter 6

There was a large manila envelope on my desk and on the front it read: MOLLY- OPEN IN PRIVATE

I looked around for a moment, happy I’d arrived early enough where not too many people were around. I sat down at my desk and opened it quickly and closed it again. I couldn’t be sure what it was. I decided to slip the envelope into my purse and go to the bathroom.

I walked in and scurried into a stall, opening the envelope quickly as soon as I locked the door. I pulled out a note and a red, smooth object.

It was a vibrator.

Molly,

Your assignment is to wear this inside of you until noon. I can control it from my phone. No one will know, promise.

I’d heard about these before, but I never imagined it would be something I’d try. I couldn’t believe she wanted me to be so desperate all night, just to tease me all morning.

But I couldn’t wait. I was so excited to feel it inside of me after waiting so long. I was already so wet that I knew I didn’t need any lube, even though there was a packet included. Taking a deep breath, I slid the smooth, oval object inside of me, carefully trying not to make a sound. I packed the envelope back into my purse and left the bathroom. It wasn’t even on yet, but the feeling of walking with it inside of me drove me crazy. I wasn’t sure how long I would last.

I had a busy morning ahead, a few phone calls to make, and a few emails to write. Thankfully, I didn’t have any in-person meetings, but the office was quite social. If any coworkers approached me, I would have to keep my cool.

I sat down at my desk and took a sip of my coffee, my focus only on the object inside of me.

At 9:30, as I was halfway through typing an email, I felt the vibrator turn on. I’d almost forgotten about it, for a while as I’d become used to the feeling, but when it turned on, I let out a gasp and looked around. With my legs crossed and my tall heels lifting my feet up slightly, it had settled right near my g spot. The vibrations were low, but steady. I leaned back in my chair, which seemed to push it right to the perfect spot where it felt incredible. I’d wanted to feel this satisfaction since the night before, but now that it was happening in public, I had to hold back.

I wanted to open my legs to relieve the pressure, but my dress was short and tight. I gripped onto the desk with both hands, trying to keep my best poker face.

Just when I got used to it, the speed went higher. I arched my back slightly, my nipples throbbing underneath the fabric of my dress, and I wanted so badly to touch them, but I couldn’t. I was worried that someone would hear the noise, but the office had enough background noise and music to drown out the vibrations. No one will know, promise.

I continued writing my email, but my brain was blank and numb. All I could think of was how badly I wanted Heather’s hands on me. I wanted her to use me, and I guess in a way she was now, but I really wanted her to know how much of a desperate slut I was for her.

My phone vibrated.

“I wish I could see you right now,” the text said. Then the vibration went even higher.

I bit my lip, but tried to make it look like I was just concentrating really hard.

“Come and look then.” I replied, but she never answered back.

I started opening and closing different windows on my computer, trying to make it look like I was busy. My phone rang. It was someone on my team, but I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I was scared of what would come out of my mouth.

Then, just as quickly as it had started, it stopped. My shoulders dropped and I sunk back into my chair, trying everything to not thrust my hips against it. I needed more.

I thought of going to the bathroom, but I needed to work. And before long, I was forgetting about the vibrator again.


Chapter 7

It was a long morning, but I got everything done. When the vibrator was on, I waited for it to stop so I could get work done. But as soon as it stopped, I wanted it back, ready to march up to Heather’s office and beg. I wondered if maybe that’s what she really wanted. Maybe she just wanted to see how far she could push me until I threw myself at her.

For a while she kept it at a low vibration, occasionally turning it up, then down again, but never off. This was the best, as I could slowly focus, but I never was driving myself crazy waiting for it to start again.

Before I knew it, it was just about noon. I locked my computer and put my things back into my purse. I stood up and smoothed my dress. Just as I turned to leave, my coworker Darren put his big hand on my shoulder.

I jumped and then turned around, and he looked at me strangely.

“What, did I spook you, Molly?”

“A little bit,” I replied, laughing nervously.

“What’s for lunch? Kerrie and Greg aren’t here today, and I hate eating alone.”

“Actually…sorry Darren, I’m busy.”

I walked toward the elevator, and he followed.

“Busy doing what, eating lunch without me?” He asked as we stepped into the elevator. He hit floor 13, where the lunchroom was, and I hit floor 20, one above us.

When he saw I was going to Heather’s floor, he looked at me strangely.

“I have a meeting with Heather. I have to talk to her about… my tax statements.”

“Wouldn’t you talk to accounting about that?”

“No, they told me to talk to her.”

The elevator moved up, and I wished it would have gone down first.

“Molly, thank you for reminding me! I need to talk to the boss about that Briggs assignment. I’ll come with you and then we can grab some lunch afterwards.”

I was mortified, but it was too late. Darren was stepping off the elevator behind me, looking like a bodyguard. I felt like I was going to lose my mind. The vibrator still continued its low drone, already feeling incredible as I walked, and I was so afraid I would lose this because of Darren.

We got to Heather’s door, and it was closed.

“She must be out.” I said, but Darren stepped in front of me.

“Heather?” He yelled, knocking. “We’re here.”

I wished the floor would open and send me down to the ground floor so I could run away.

The door opened, and Heather stood there. She looked confused and a bit worried, and I realized she probably thought Darren was there to help me expose her. I wanted to scream, but thankfully, I didn’t have to explain myself.

“Hello, Mrs. Ross. You smell good. Listen, I heard Molly had to talk to you about her tax statements, but I wanted to talk to you about Briggs since you have time.”

Heather’s eyebrow raised, and she looked like she was going to laugh, but she kept it in.

“Tax statements?” she asked, turning to me, and I nodded my head.

“Yes. Accounting told me to meet with you today, remember?”

“Well then Darren, it looks like I don’t have time to talk to you about Briggs. I have a meeting about tax statements.”

“Yes, Mrs. Ross, but it won’t take long, and then I’m going to buy Molly lunch.”

“Oh, she didn’t tell you? The tax statements are a total mess. We’re going to be working on them for hours. I’m not even letting her eat lunch because it’s so important we have the entire afternoon to work on them. I don’t even think I’ll have time to do anything else. Send me an email and hopefully tomorrow I’ll have some time to meet with you.”

Darren looked at me with a look of pity. “No lunch… sorry Molly. I didn’t know it was so serious. Sounds good Mrs. Ross, I’ll shoot you an email. Good luck.”

We said goodbye, and he headed back toward the elevator.

“Don’t tell him I’m at the new building tomorrow.” She said, smiling. “God, you had me fucking worried when he knocked.”

“I’m sorry, he like ambushed me,” I replied, laughing. The whole thing made me forget I should be nervous. If anything, Darren was a great icebreaker.

“I’m locking the floor so that the elevator can’t come back up. If anyone’s suspicious, then Darren will set them straight.”

Heather walked to the elevator and entered a code in the panel on the side. There was a loud beep, and the green light at the top changed to red. I sighed with relief. We were finally alone.


Chapter 8

I entered her office, and it looked different from the day before. The curtains were drawn, her desk was completely clear, and there was a small couch in the corner that had always been covered in boxes of files. Even the picture of her husband was nowhere to be found.

“Mind if we have a quick chat?”

“Not at all,” I replied.

Heather sat down, and it reminded me of the day before, except now things were different. There was no mystery, only suspense, as I knew she felt the same. I knew from the assignment this morning and the look in her eyes that she would not change her mind.

I was so horny I wanted to throw myself at her. It had been a long night of trying to contain myself, and an even longer morning of teasing, that I would let her fuck me in the cafeteria in front of everyone. Even just her short skirt and big heels made my mouth water and my eyes have trouble focusing. I didn’t want to talk, I just wanted to get on my knees.

“You’re still okay with this?” She asked, and I knew she already knew the answer.

“Yes, of course. More than okay with it… are you?”

“You’re all I can think about,” she replied, smiling. “But I just wanted to go over a few things. Did you listen to me when I told you not to cum?”

“Yes, even though I wanted to so badly.”

“Good. I like telling you what to do, and watching you struggle.”

I squirmed in my seat. Not only was this happening, but exactly the way I wanted. I wanted her to be in control, just like in my fantasies.

“I’ll do anything you say.”

“Just know that at any time if you want to stop, just tell me and we will, okay? I promise.”

“Okay, I will let you know.”

“How do you feel right now?”

“I’m so horny, Mrs. Ross. I’m a mess. I need you, please…”

I couldn’t wait any longer. I couldn’t let her tease me anymore, at least not while my clothes were still on and she sat so far away.

“Stand up and come here. I want you to show me.”

I walked toward her, not sure what she wanted me to do, but once I was close enough, she grabbed my hips forcefully and pushed me against her desk, still sitting in her desk chair.

“Sit down,” she demanded, and I did as she said, sitting on the desk in front of her.

She pushed my legs open, her fingernails teasing up and down my inner thighs as she watched me shake and squirm. I shivered with embarrassment at having her examine me so closely. She pushed my dress up over my hips, pulled my panties down over my heels, and then onto the desk beside me. I felt her fingers lightly graze my pussy, and I instantly started throbbing, my whole body reacting.

Her fingers found the vibrator and slowly grabbed the small end that stuck out at the bottom. She pulled it out of me slowly, and then quickly pushed it back inside. I was already so wet that it glided in so easily. I moaned as she toyed with me, spreading my legs even wider.

“You are a fucking little mess, aren’t you? I bet you’re wet like this all the time, sitting at your desk, doing the assignments I tell you to do… imagining me fucking your tight little hole like this.”

She moved faster, pushing it in and pulling it out, when suddenly I felt the vibrations turn onto high.

“Yess, fuck, Heather. Yes I am, I’ve wanted this for, oh my god. For so long.” The way she fucked me hit my g spot, making it hard to speak. I ground my hips back against her, trying to fuck myself faster.

“I wish I would have known I had a desperate little office slut this whole time. Look how fucking needy you are. But it’s not quite enough,” she said with a smile, and pulled the vibrator out of me. I could feel my wet pussy tensing, but she didn’t put it back. “I want to punish you for being so inappropriate at work, but I think you might enjoy it too much.”

“Please, Heather. Punish me. I deserve it. Anything.”


Chapter 9

Her eyes lit up, as she didn’t seem to expect me to want to go much further than what we were doing.

“Anything, she says…you sure?” Heather started. I saw her grab my panties from the desk. She rubbed them against my wet pussy, making sure they became soaked with my juices, and then smiled at me.

“Open your mouth. I’m gonna stuff it shut so you can taste your pussy while I make your ass red and sore for me. If you want me to stop anytime, shake your head.”

I’d never felt more like a desperate slut in that moment, because before she even finished her sentence, I opened my mouth wide, my tongue sticking out. I moaned as she shoved my own soaked panties into my mouth, and before she even asked, I stood up and turned around. She stood up behind me, pushing her hips up against me from behind. Her hands played with my nipples through my dress as she ground herself against me. Finally, she gently bent me over the desk, her hand instantly finding my ass cheek and pinching the skin.

I let out a muffled moan, and she laughed, pinching harder.

“Do you like that? Nod yes or shake your head no. You can tell me if you don’t.”

I nodded my head yes and pleaded for more through my stuffed mouth. I was wetter than ever that I thought I might drip, and I could also feel drool running down my chin.

For a moment, I thought through how many people had been in and out of her office. The founder, the CEO, and probably every employee in our building at one point or another had sat on one of the chairs and had a meeting or discussion with Heather. I wondered if I was the only one who’d been bent over her desk.

“God, your ass is so perfect. Do you know how hard it’s been not to stare at you when you wear those tight skirts?”

I felt her hand leave me, and then come back down, spanking me. She started gently, but I still felt a slight sting that made my pussy throb.

“Do you wear those skirts for me? So I can’t sleep at night while I think about ripping them off of you and bending you over like this?”

She hit me again, this time harder, and I nodded quickly as I stuck my ass out even more for her. I bit down on the panties in my mouth as I anticipated the next smack.

“Tell me you’re my little slut,” she said, waiting.

I tried to talk, but it was impossible to hear me. She leaned against my body, her head beside mine. I turned to look at her.

“I can’t hear you,” she said, and then took the fabric out of my mouth, throwing it to the floor. She held my hair in her hand, holding my head in place.

“I’m your slut Heather, I’m your fucking little slut.”

She spanked me again, this time much harder, making me cry out and then moan even louder.

“And what do you want?”

“I want you to fuck me please,” I begged, moving my hips. “I need it Heather, I need you to fuck me so badly.”

I could tell she couldn’t wait any longer, either. She let go of my head and stood up. She hoisted me up, and I regained my balance with her help, forgetting I had heels on. She peeled off my dress, pulling it over my head.

I didn’t think she would let me undress her, but I did it anyway, unbuttoning her dress shirt and slipping her skirt down over her hips, and to my surprise, she let me. She probably wanted to be touched just as badly as I did, so I did it slowly, brushing my hands against her nipples and thighs as I did it. I’d forgotten that I’d never done this with a woman before, but it seemed so natural. Maybe it was because I’d rehearsed doing this in my head, but none of my fantasies had even been close to this.

She opened one of the desk drawers and pulled out a strapon. She walked to the couch and I followed her. Putting it on, she sat down, and I could feel my head spin with excitement at the idea of being fucked by it. It was quite large, and this was something I knew I’d at least done before.

“Come here.”

I climbed on to her lap, straddling her, the tip of the dildo pressed against my entrance.

“Go ahead. I want to watch you fill up your tight pussy.”

This was something I could do. I didn’t even need to think about making a show out of it, because I was so turned on that I could help but moan and squirm as I lowered my hips onto it. It was bigger than what I’d been used to, but it felt so good to have my pussy stretch around the big dildo. I wanted her to grab my hips and fuck me, but instead she just watched as I slid around it, filling myself up completely.

The feeling of the dildo against my cervix was unreal. I couldn’t help but bounce up and down, fucking myself over and over again on her lap. She grabbed my breasts that were bouncing with me and leaned forward, sucking on one of my nipples.

“Fuck, Heather…” I moaned, thrusting myself even harder as the feeling of her mouth shot right down to my throbbing clit.

I steadied myself with my hands on the back of the couch and tried to pick up the pace as much as I could, crying out as I felt her play with my nipples even more, sucking and pinching them lightly with her teeth. I thought I might explode just from the feeling, but she kept me just on the edge, teasing me until I felt like my brain was leaving my body. All I could think about was her mouth and her hands as I fucked myself, my hips moving wildly.

Suddenly, she moved her mouth away from me and grabbed my hips. She lifted and turned me onto my back on the couch, still keeping my pussy full with her strap on. Then, grabbing onto me, she thrusted in and out of me quicker than I could do on my own.

“Holy fuck, Heather, please don’t stop, oh my god,” I moaned, not caring if anyone in the office could hear me now.

She didn’t seem to care either, fucking me harder than I’d ever felt before. Her thumb made its way to my clit, and she rubbed the hard nub in circles, making me throw my head back. I couldn’t wait any longer, my legs shaking.

“Go ahead, Molly, cum for me.”

It was as if she’d read my mind, and I did as she said, as if on command, feeling the orgasm rip through me as I cried and moaned loudly. She didn’t slow down and my orgasm continued, longer than I’d had before, coming in waves. Suddenly I felt a pressure inside of me, and when she pulled out it released, my juices squirting out of me and soaking the couch beneath me and my legs.

I’d only squirted once before and it was by myself, so I felt embarrassed until I saw her face. She wasn’t fazed at all, in fact she was smiling.

“Fuck you’re so hot.”

She pushed into me again, and my pussy felt so slick that it was like it was pulling the dildo inside of me. I shivered at the feeling of ecstasy still inside of me. She pulled out again and took off the strap on, climbing back on top of me.


Chapter 10

“My turn?”

“Yes, please Heather. I’ll do whatever you say. I’m just not sure what to do. I’ve never done this before.”

I dreaded the thought of using the strap on because I thought she might laugh at me. There was no way I’d be able to do that to her the same way she’d done to me. But I was willing to do anything. I wanted so badly to make her feel good and hear her moans. I wanted to make her cum, even though I wasn’t really sure how.

“Don’t worry, you can stay where you are,” she said, smiling. “I want to use your pretty mouth and see if I can ruin some of your perfect makeup. Think you might like that?”

“Yes, please,” I responded, squirming under her. I’d assumed my makeup was already running down my face. I was still worried about what I’d be doing, but the thoughts went out of my head when I watched her take off her bra, her perfect breasts and hard nipples completely exposed. Then she took off her panties, revealing her hairless and glistening wet pussy.

To my surprise, I wanted her so badly on my mouth that it felt like a craving. I licked my lips as she climbed on top of me, shuffling up to my head as I laid on the couch. She lifted my head up slightly and put a small pillow underneath, propping me up a bit. She kept eye contact with me as she spread her legs open even more and grabbed the back of my head with her hand.

I didn’t need to wait for her instruction. I opened my mouth, my tongue out, and pulled on her hips eagerly.

“Mmm, are you that hungry, slut? You can’t even wait for me to fuck myself with your face?”

I didn’t answer with words, only pulling on her hips even more. She laughed and lowered herself over me, letting me lick at her first, releasing her grip on my head. I had to struggle a bit, but I wanted to taste her so badly I didn’t care. Licking from her wet hole up to her clit, I moaned as I tasted her sweet juices on my tongue. I looked up at her and she almost looked a bit shocked. She held my head again and lowered herself completely so that I could rest my head. She moved herself over my tongue, and I held it firm, letting her rock her hips against my wet mouth.

I could feel her leg muscles tensing and releasing as she moved, teasing herself. My tongue dipped inside of her hole and I licked and circled my tongue, and I felt her shiver around me as she moved up and down, letting me fuck her with my tongue.

It felt so good to be used like this, like my face was just a tool for her pleasure. This was all I wanted. She moved her hips back so that my tongue was on her clit, and eagerly I licked and sucked, tugging with suction on her hard nub, listening to the way she responded with her low moans.

I looked up, trying to see her face, but her head was thrown back. She played with her nipples while I sucked her. I dug at her hips with my fingernails and she moaned even more, thrusting back and forth faster.

I realized I no longer had any control over what she was doing as she held my head harder and rubbed herself against my tongue and lips.

“It’s like your mouth was made for this. Fuck,” she cried, going even faster. I moaned in response, and I could feel her legs shaking.

She came hard, her clit twitching over my tongue as I continued to lick at her with my sore mouth as she held onto my head and the back of the couch. My face was wet with her juices and my spit, and I didn’t care about how I looked. In fact, it made me feel even hotter to be a mess from my boss’s pussy.

She crawled down, so that she was straddling my hips and pressed her naked body against mine. She kissed me, her tongue swirling around my mouth as she tasted herself. Her body moved against mine, her breasts teasing mine as she moaned against my mouth. I felt her hand grab my ass, and I jumped, forgetting it was still sore from earlier. I was getting so turned on again, feeling her body rubbing against mine.

She sat up and then stood up off of the couch and grabbed another pillow. She helped to lift me slightly, putting it under my tailbone, propping my hips up. Then she got back on the couch, one leg under mine, as she straddled one of my legs with one foot on the floor.

Her fingers rubbed gently at my wet pussy, and I opened my legs more. I was still so turned on, even after cumming. It felt like something had been released inside of me.

“I can’t fucking get enough of you. I wish we could do this all day,” she said softly.

“Me too. Can’t we?” I replied jokingly.

“Mmm, not today, but soon.”

She moved her hand to hold my legs open even more, and then she pressed her soft pussy against mine. The warm, wet feeling of her against me made my head go crazy, and I moved my hips against her. She thrust her pussy against mine, both of our clits rubbing up and down over each other. I’d never felt anything so good, realizing that I didn’t need much for her to bring me to the edge. I was so relaxed and comfortable that I really did want to do this all day.

She held my leg and thrusted faster and faster, both of our moans filling the quiet floor. It felt so good to both be receiving pleasure at the same time. I was so wet still, and I could feel myself getting close.

“You’re going to make me cum, fuck Heather.”

She laughed and picked up the pace, watching me with her eyes half lidded, as she was close too. I grabbed the couch hard as I felt my legs tense, and finally I let go. I couldn’t believe I’d cum twice, and it felt like it was never ending as she continued grinding against me, her own orgasm close. My clit was so sensitive that every movement made me feel like screaming with ecstasy. Her nails dug into me, grabbing at my skin as she came again.


Chapter 11

She was panting slightly, catching her breath, and she collapsed onto the couch, half on top of me. She wrapped her legs in between mine, her hand on my hip.

“Where have you been all this time?” She asked, laughing. “I wish I’d said something earlier.”

“Me too, but… well, even this is risky.”

“I know. I can’t believe we’re doing this, it’s kind of reckless. But I’d do it over and over just to watch your face while you cum.”

I felt my cheeks get hot with embarrassment.

”Me too.”

“I want to keep doing this. I mean, not just this. I want to spend time with you. But not here. I can’t risk either of us losing our jobs.”

“I agree. Or, I mean…I hate to bring it up, but your…uh… marriage.”

“Oh babe, don’t worry about that. I’m filing for a divorce. I can’t continue on in a marriage like mine when I know how good I have it with someone like you. I mean, no pressure. But I just mean that I know I can’t keep hiding this part of myself.”

“Thank god,” I said, sighing with relief. “I mean I’m sorry too, but I can only deal with so much guilt.”

“I mean, we’re not divorced yet, in case maybe you want a little guilt,” she said, laughing. “Actually, I have a meeting with my lawyer this afternoon, or else I’d stay…”

“Oh my god, of course. I mean, honestly, I should probably get back to work.”

“No way,” she said, immediately. “You’re taking the rest of the day off. With pay. I mean, I’m not going to give you any work perks like we said… it wouldn’t be right. But I think you’ve at least earned that.”

I laughed. “Okay. That’s fair.”

Her hand rubbed gently from my waist to my hip and back, and I wanted to fall asleep here. But reality was setting in. I knew we were most likely safe here for a bit, but what if someone had heard from the floor below, or one of the higher ups was on their way to this office? I got anxious, but it was hard to stay that way with the softness of her hand against my skin.

After a few minutes, she sighed and climbed off of the couch, and pulled me up to my feet.

“Stay here,” she said, and went to grab my clothes off the ground. I watched as she grabbed my panties off of the ground and slipped them into my purse, and brought everything over to me.

She pulled my dress back on me, smoothing it out over my body and sending shivers through me. She got dressed herself, and then leaned in to kiss me again, this time softly. I kissed her back, my arms wrapping around her.

She broke the kiss and shook her head.

“Please text me as much as you want. I can’t wait to see you again. I’ll let you know how everything goes.”

“Okay, thank you. And thank you…for everything. I don’t even know where to start. I’m just so…happy.”

“Me too. Oh, and shit, wait. One second.”

She left to open her desk drawer and grabbed a makeup wipe. She came back over and I sighed with relief. I’d forgotten that I probably looked like a mess. She gently wiped off my face. The feeling was so soothing and made me feel like she really cared.

“Thank you,” I said, and kissed her again.

She held the door open for me and followed me to the elevator. She punched in the code and unlocked it, the red light turning green.

“Bye babe,” she said, and watched me get into the elevator.

I was happy I had signed out of my computer and brought everything with me, because when I saw my reflection in the elevator, I thought maybe I would look suspicious with my makeup wiped off and my hair a mess. I fixed it the best I could, but I just prayed that no one would get on the elevator on my way down to the parking lot.

But deep down, I hoped someone would see me. Part of me wished my makeup was still a mess, because I wanted someone to see me after being used and fucked by Heather Ross, of all people. Part of me wanted everyone to find out that I was an office slut, willing to be fucked by a manager and a woman. But I knew deep down, the last thing I wanted was to put my job at risk. I tried not to smile, butterflies in my stomach, as I arrived at the parking garage completely unseen.

As soon as I got in my car, the fantasies started again. Except this time they felt so real. I couldn’t wait to go to work every day, waiting to see Heather try to resist me in front of everyone.


III

Humiliated by Lesbian Neighbor

Millie meant to just run to the store, but managed to lock herself out of her apartment. Dressed only in her pjs she has no choice but to wait for a locksmith. She’s not sure what to do until her gorgeous neighbor Kendra offers to let her wait inside her apartment. Millie is straight but finds Kendra enticing, especially when she finds out what it is that Kendra is really into. Will Millie let Kendra do whatever she wants for the night?


Chapter 1

As soon as my door clicked shut, I realized I’d forgotten my key.

It was Saturday night, and I was just getting ready to relax. All day I had been out running errands and catching up with some friends. I had a movie ready, my pjs on, and I’d realized I was out of popcorn.

I lived in an apartment building in a small city, and the great thing about my street was that there were convenience stores everywhere. I’d often just throw a coat on, regardless of what I was wearing, and run down quickly to one to get whatever I needed. Today I was so quick that I didn’t even grab my key.

“Shit, shit, I’m so stupid.” I said, tugging on the doorknob. Hoping that maybe it was just stuck. But I knew for a fact the door always locked itself automatically. It was a great feature to have in a building that had some break-ins in the past, but I always knew that someday, I would forget my key.

Frantically, I called my landlord, and there was no answer. Then I searched on my phone for locksmiths. After calling a few, I finally got a hold of one. I explained what happened in a panic, pacing in front of my door. He took my address and phone number.

“Now it’s no problem, young lady,” the man’s booming voice roared through the phone. “But I’ll let you know we are swamped. Saturdays are always busy. It will be a few hours…hopefully.”

I wanted to scream, but I could only blame myself. I thought of offering extra money, but didn’t have a chance before he started to end the call.

“You’re on the list. We’ll call you in a bit,” he ended, hanging up the phone.

In a bit. A few hours. What was I going to do? I wanted to be close to home for when they arrived, but I couldn’t sit in the hallway for hours.

I figured I might as well at least go to the store. Maybe I could stall there for a bit. I turned to walk toward the elevator when one of my neighbor’s doors opened.

A stunning woman around my age stood at the doorway wrapped in a white silk robe. She looked at me through big eyelashes, her dark brown eyes scanning my face. Her beautiful blonde hair fell down in soft waves over her shoulders. She looked as if she had stepped out of a magazine.


Chapter 2

“Hey babe, I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to listen in, but I heard that you got locked out?”

“Yes, oh my god. I’m sorry if I was loud. I’m just frustrated.”

“No, no, it’s okay. It happened to me a few months ago. They take forever. Are you going to a friend’s house?”

“I’m not too sure yet. I was just going to get popcorn, when-” I laughed. “I’ll probably just wait at that coffee place on the corner or something.”

“Well, I have popcorn here, and I’m totally not doing anything. Actually, I got stood up. Movie date.” She laughed awkwardly. “So if you want to hang out here, you can just do your own thing or whatever. I totally don’t mind.”

I thought for a moment, not about going in, but about the fact that she’d gotten stood up. I looked at her, wondering who could do that to someone who looked like her.

“Who would do that to you?”

“That’s what I’m saying! Maybe they died.”

We started laughing, and I felt almost like I knew this woman already, and staying with her for a bit would be so convenient. I figured if it got weird, then I could always make an excuse that one of my friends had gotten back to me.

“You know what, yes. I think I’ll take you up on that, if you don’t mind.”

“What, the date? Or the offer to come over?” She smiled, and I felt my face get hot.

“Umm, I-”

“Just kidding,” she laughed. “Come on in! Oh, by the way, I’m Kendra.”

“Millie,” I replied, following her through the door.


Chapter 3

I walked into her apartment and I couldn’t believe that we lived in the same building. Her place was immaculate and completely renovated. She had ignored the no painting rules, and definitely had more space than I did.

“Oh my god your place is amazing.”

“Aw, thanks! I’m actually an interior decorator.” She said, smiling. “Please make yourself at home, help yourself to the fridge, whatever. I might still watch a movie in a bit if you want to join.”

“Yes, that would be great!” I figured maybe if we watched a movie, time would go by faster and it wouldn’t be awkward. Besides, it was what I’d planned to do, anyway.

“I was going to watch this new cheesy romance thriller type of thing, since this girl was into horror movies, but I’m definitely willing to just pretend I didn’t already pay for it and watch something else.”

“Girl?” I said, feeling confused. What was she talking about?

“Yeah, the girl that stood me up. Oh sorry, I guess I forgot to clarify. That’s not like a problem, is it?”

“Oh my god, no, no,” I said, finally connecting the dots. “No, I just didn’t think that they would be, that you would be…”

“Into women?” She laughed. “It’s okay. I get that a lot.

“Sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed.

It definitely wasn’t a problem for me, because I’d never really been sure about myself. My whole life I’d dated men, but I could never quite decide about women. I could never tell if I felt attracted to certain women, or jealous. Eventually, I decided that it wasn’t worth exploring, because it would be too weird, and it was too late. I was 25, and I figured if I were to be with a woman this late for my first time, they would probably think that I was too inexperienced.

But I didn’t know what to think, especially after meeting Kendra. Was I jealous of her beautiful apartment, her perfect hair, and her gorgeous body? Or did I want her?

Not that I would have a chance. Even though I’d never dated a woman, I knew she was out of my league.

“Let’s watch the movie, since you already paid for it.”

“Don’t you want to watch a trailer for it? Just in case it’s not your thing?”

“It’s okay. My night has been full of surprises so far,” I said, laughing. “How bad can it be?”


Chapter 4

The movie was awful, but it was so bad that it was good. The first character to die let out such a bad fake scream that we both couldn’t stop laughing. We kept pointing out little inconsistencies, and before I knew it, we were both kind of enjoying it.

Kendra’s apartment was quite cold, but I didn’t want to be rude and say anything. But after about half an hour I couldn’t help but shiver. Kendra paused the movie immediately.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry! It’s so drafty in here. It’s like the one thing I can’t get the landlord to help with. He gave me a space heater, but I’m always scared I’m going to leave it on. I can grab it,” she said, and got up.

“No, it’s okay! I’m fine really.”

“No, I’m getting cold too. I can just grab a big blanket maybe instead.”

“Yeah totally, a blanket is fine by me.”

She got up to grab a comforter out of the closet, and suddenly I felt kind of nervous. I’d almost forgotten in the dark how attractive Kendra was, and sharing a blanket seemed so intimate. But I knew I was being ridiculous. Just because she was into women didn’t mean she would just throw herself at anyone. Especially not me.

The comforter that she returned with was big, so I felt relieved. She climbed onto the couch, holding it open for me to scramble under with her. We still had to get a bit close, but I sat up straight, hands on my lap, stiff as a board with nervousness. I didn’t want to accidentally touch her and have her think I was being weird.

However, as the movie went on, we both shifted positions a few times. Her warm leg brushed against mine, skin to skin, and it felt like an electric shock. She didn’t say anything, and I realized she didn’t seem to care as much as I did.

The characters in the movie were staying in a cabin in the middle of nowhere. One couple in the movie, a frat boy and a gorgeous cheerleader, were alone in a room.

“Oh my god, they’re so going to get slashed,” Kendra said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

But instead they started making out, and nothing was being censored. I could feel my breathing hitch slightly as we watched. The cheerleader took her shirt off, her perfect breasts on display, and her boyfriend grabbed her wrists and pinned her against the wall.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” Kendra said, readjusting herself in her seat.

She was right; it was hot, and it kept going. The woman whimpered and moaned as her boyfriend handcuffed her wrists together and bent her over the bed. Seeing the woman begging and moaning made it impossible to focus. I felt a shiver through my body.

“Damn,” I said, trying to break the silence. It felt tense with both of us watching the scene so intensely.

“Fuck, that could have been me tonight.” Kendra laughed, “Well, I mean, not the woman, but the guy.”

It still could be you tonight. I wanted to say. I was shocked I’d even thought of saying something like that. Watching the scene under the blanket with Kendra was making me feel so aroused that my mind was betraying me.

“That’s so hot,” I said, not sure how to respond.

“Wait, what is? The movie or me?”

I had meant that the scene was hot, but then realized how it could be taken. It sounded like I could have been talking about how hot it was that she would be in that position, handcuffing someone and dominating them, just like in the movie.

“Both,” I said, and then wished I could take it back. What if she thought I was being creepy or something, hitting on her while she was doing me a favor?


Chapter 5

We watched as the masked murderer broke in to attack the couple, ending the scene before it got too steamy.

“Oooh, interesting,” Kendra said, and I could feel her eyes on me as I continued watching the screen. “Have you ever…done anything like that?”

My heart started beating faster. I was relieved that she didn’t seem to think I was being creepy, but now I was nervous. I was no good at flirting, if that was even what was happening, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t stand to change the subject.

“No, I haven’t. I’ve always wanted to, like, so badly. But it’s never really come up.”

“No way, what? You never told anyone what you wanted?”

She had turned to face me, her leg touching mine again, and I didn’t move away. I wasn’t even sure if she realized she was touching me. Her face certainly didn’t show it, but how could she not notice? Her warm skin burned against mine.

“I mean, I have before, just once, but my boyfriend at the time thought it was weird that I’d want to be, you know, like tied up or told what to do, or whatever. He said it was too extreme. So I didn’t bring it up again.”

I turned to look at her and instantly wanted to turn away again. She was so stunningly beautiful even with her long hair up in a relaxed bun and her baggy sweatshirt over her date clothes.

“What a shame, that’d be… sorry, actually nevermind. I don’t want to be weird or anything.”

“Oh my god, no, please. Say whatever you want. I don’t mind.”

“I was just gonna say that would be so hot. Watching you get what you’ve wanted for so long…” she paused, for a moment, studying my face to decide if she could continue. “…watching you get what you deserve…”

I moved my leg closer against hers. The screams from the TV faded, and all I could hear was my heartbeat and breath as I stared into her eyes.

“What do you think I deserve?”

”Do you really want to know?” She moved in even closer.

“Tell me.”

“I think maybe… you deserve to be punished for being such a foolish little slut. Locking yourself out of your apartment, wearing only your pjs…” Her hand found it’s way to my knee and gently rubbed up the side of my thigh. I couldn’t help but moan as her fingernails dragged lightly over my skin.

“You’re right, I do…”

“You like that, huh? Being called a slut?”

I felt her hand move closer to my inner thigh, and I opened my legs desperately. I liked being called a slut because that’s exactly how I felt.

“Yes, fuck, I do,” I whined, as my thighs trembled, waiting for her to touch me. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“God, you’re so fucking easy. I wish I knew that just across the hall this whole time was someone so needy.”

I jumped as her fingers rubbed softly against my pussy, my hips moving back against her hand. I felt like I was melting into the couch as she rubbed against me, her thumb teasing my clit as two of her fingers pressed lazily against my entrance.

“You know I’m not going to give it to you this easily, right? You’re going to have to earn it.”

She stopped moving her hand, and immediately I lifted my hips to rub myself against her. My clit was so hard it was throbbing, and I didn’t care about anything but the feeling of her skin against mine.

“I’ll do whatever you tell me, please…”

“Are you being for real right now? You’re not just messing with me, right?” She asked, but I could tell she already knew the answer.

“I mean, I don’t know what I’m doing, but fuck, I’m so turned on right now.”

“If you’re serious, I can do whatever you want. Tell me about all of those fantasies you have,” she said softly, rubbing my clit again. “We can totally stop if it gets weird or you’re not into it, but this isn’t the first time I’ve done this.”

“I-fuck, I don’t know. I’ve just always thought it would be so hot to be teased and pushed to the limit, and not able to do anything. What you said earlier about me getting locked out was the hottest fucking thing I’ve heard in my life.”

She leaned in closer, one hand still slowly drawing circles over my clit while her other hand rested on my head, pushing my hair back.

“You think that was hot? That’s the problem with you. You’re such a braindead whore that you’d let a stranger call you names and degrade you, and you just open your legs even wider, isn’t that right?” She asked, picking up speed, my legs spreading even more.

“Yes, oh my god.”

“I think I’m going to use you as my own personal slut for the night, at least until I’m satisfied. If you do a good enough job, I’ll make you cum so hard you won’t want to go home.”

She sat back and then pulled at my hips, and I followed her direction, getting up. She pulled me onto her lap, so that I was straddling one leg, and she lifted her foot up onto the coffee table, elevating her thigh between my legs. I was only wearing thin cotton pyjama shorts so I could feel her right against me. The only thing shielding my pussy was the hard seam in my shorts.

“You can start by grinding your desperate pussy against my leg. I want to see how badly you want this.”


Chapter 6

She didn’t need to say anything else. I was so turned on by how she was talking to me and looking at me I would do anything she said. It kind of felt a bit humiliating, but that turned me on even more.

I found the right spot where the seam rubbed my clit just right, and even though my empty pussy was begging to be touched, it still felt good to grind. I gave her a bit of a show, but I was so distracted watching how Kendra bit her lip. I could see how intently she watched my hips and stomach moving with the rhythm of my thrusts. I brought my hands up to take my shirt off, but she stopped me.

“Wait, just one second.”

She leaned forward, her hand resting against my lower back, steadying me, and grabbed her glass of water off of the table. She sat back and took a small sip.

“Don’t be mad,” she said with a laugh, and poured the water slowly over my chest.

I wore a cropped, slightly baggy white t-shirt, and hadn’t worn a bra or even a sports bra. The water was cold and I couldn’t help but let out a moan as the water soaked my shirt and the wet fabric clung to my breasts. My nipples were already hard, but now they were so hard it almost hurt, and I wanted to touch them so badly.

The rest of the water pooled down onto my shorts and Kendra’s leg. I looked down and realized I could see right through my shirt. I wanted to wipe off the water, but the discomfort of being so wet and cold made my hips move faster.

Kendra laughed and lifted her hands to my breasts. She ran her fingers over both of my wet nipples, smiling as I moaned, thrusting against her thigh even faster. She pinched them lightly through the fabric, and then slowly, harder and harder, watching my face. The harder she pinched, the more I needed to thrust against her, the feeling making me lose control.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you? You like a bit of pain?”

I nodded quickly, unable to find the words.

But it wasn’t enough. My pussy was so wet, but I knew I could do this all day and never be fully satisfied. I realized that was why she was making me do this.

I was just about to whine and beg for her to touch me when she grabbed my ass with both of her hands. Her nails dug into my skin, making my pussy throb even harder, and she moved me back and forth over her leg, moving her thigh against me. It felt so much better than what I could do on my own, and she was so much faster. So fast that I could feel my breasts bouncing against the heavy, cold fabric of my shirt.

“Kendraaaa, oh my god, fuck” I moaned. I had a moment of panic. Kendra, that was her name, right? But then the fact that I wasn’t even one hundred percent sure of her name made me feel even sluttier.

Nothing could have prepared me for my night to change so drastically.

“Good girl, you remembered my name. I’m shocked,” she said, laughing. “Pretty good for a slut that is grinding on a stranger’s knee.” She laughed, and then let go of me. “Stand up.”

I did as she said, climbing off of her slowly and onto my feet. It was hard to remove myself from her, because I wanted to continue, but I knew it wouldn’t lead to anything. I was ready for whatever she had in store for me, and at this point, I didn’t really care what she did to me for me to get what I wanted.


Chapter 7

I followed her through her clean, perfect apartment, all the way to the bedroom. She gave me a quick tour as we walked, telling me where her bathroom and office were. I couldn’t believe how different her apartment was from mine, even though we were on the same floor.

Her room looked like a magazine, the bed in the center of the room with a rug underneath and a trunk at the end. Her room was minimal, the way a room should have been, not like mine, full of clutter and distractions. There was a set of patio doors that led out to the balcony, which in my apartment was located in the living room.

Kendra didn’t waste any time. As soon as we walked into the room, her hands were on me. She grabbed me by the waist and kissed me hard, her body pressed up against mine. Just like in the movie, she pushed me against the wall, her hands pinning my wrists as her tongue licked at my lips.

She broke the kiss and moved down my neck, her warm mouth sucking and kissing my neck roughly as she made her way down past my collarbone. She moved my wrists together so that she could pin them with one hand, and then moved her free hand to my shirt, pushing it up over my breasts. Before I had even registered that the wet fabric was up around my chest, her lips found their way to my nipple, sucking hard as her free hand played with the other.

I squirmed eagerly against her, my hips grinding desperately against nothing as the feeling from my nipples radiated down between my legs, making me go even crazier. It felt so intense that I thought for a moment that if she continued, she could even make me cum, but it still wouldn’t have been enough. I was so close, my pussy so wet that my closed legs made my clit slip between my folds as I squirmed, almost enough to make my legs shake.

She suddenly pulled away, her one hand still holding my hands tight, but she let go of my breasts. I felt her breath against my ear as her free hand rubbed light circles over my stomach.

“I wanna turn you into a fucking mess, so that you’ll do whatever I say.”

“Fuck, I am. I am a mess. I’ll do anything, please.” I begged, my whole body moving against hers, my hips reaching towards her.

“I know you said you had a boyfriend, but have you ever fucked a woman before?”

“No, no, I haven’t. Tell me what you want, I’ll do it.”

“Just tasting your lips makes me want them on my fucking cunt. I want to fuck your face until you’re begging for me to stop. I bet you’re good with your tongue, aren’t you? Lots of practice?”

She was right, in a way. My favorite thing to do with my ex boyfriend was to give him head. It felt like the closest I could get to being dominated by him. But I did not know what that would be like with a woman, and I didn’t care.

“Yes, please use my mouth. I’ll be good, I promise. Just tell me what to do, please.”

She leaned back and looked at me for a moment, biting her lip slightly as her eyes narrowed. I could tell she was thinking and planning, and I wish I knew what was going on in her head.

Slowly she hooked her fingers around the top of my pyjama shorts, still deep in thought as she watched me. I wondered if she was trying to figure out if I was going to change my mind, but she didn’t say anything. She pulled my shorts down, and I stepped out of them, and before I’d even moved, her hands were on my skin, grabbing my ass and hips, exploring me.

“Bed. Get on the bed,” she blurted.

I walked over and got onto her big, king sized bed. Her thick duvet cover cushioned comfortably under my knees as I knelt, sitting back on my legs. She had walked over to one of her dresser drawers, looking for something. I heard a clink of metal, and saw her turn around happily, handcuffs in her hand.

She walked back toward me; the cuffs swaying lightly in her hands, hanging off of her pinky finger.

“You sure you want to go through with this?” She asked, pausing in front of me. “There’s so much I want to do with you, but I want to make sure you tell me if things are weird or you want to stop.”

“I promise I will tell you, but I want it. You make me feel so fucking good. I don’t care what you do.”

She smiled and then crawled behind me on the bed. I felt her grab onto my forearms and pull them back behind me. She put the cuffs on me, clicking them quickly, and before I knew it, I couldn’t move my arms more than a few inches.

Instantly, I could feel my nipples throbbing as my breasts jutted out in front of me. She must have somehow known, because the first thing she did was reach around and pinch my nipples in between her fingers.

“Well, you’re fucking mine now. Maybe when I’m done with you, I can leave you out in the hallway and let the locksmith take these off of you. How does that sound?”

“Fuck, that’s so hot.” The thought made me moan loudly as she tugged on my nipples. The idea of her leaving me outside of her apartment, naked and tied up when she was finished using me, made my whole body shiver with excitement. I imagined the neighbors seeing me, stripped and used like the slut that I was.


Chapter 8

Kendra crawled in front of me and sat back, her gorgeous long legs sprawling out of her short black skirt.

She spread her legs slowly, watching me closely as she wriggled out of her black, lacy panties. She rubbed her hand slowly up her inner thigh, teasing me as I watched, almost salivating.

“Looks like you are just a hungry little lesbian slut,” she said, lifting her skirt.

She ran her index finger up the middle of her perfect wet slit. I needed to taste her.

“Come on.”

Kendra laughed as I tested the restraints to see how much I could move my arms. I wanted to crawl to her, but I couldn’t. I leaned in toward her, and she reached up to the back of my head with one hand, her other hand steadying my shoulder. She lowered herself to me and then leaned back again, her legs open wide. She leaned back on one elbow, propped up by her pillows, and her other hand held my hair in a fist, securing my head in her hand. I could barely move on my own, just waiting for Kendra to guide my tongue to her pussy.

She didn’t wait; her shaking legs gave away her own excitement. She pulled me down towards her, her hips grinding lightly against my outstretched tongue.

The position that I was in forced my breasts against the bed, slightly rubbing against the fabric while my ass was up in the air. The position made my pussy wetter, and combined with her hand holding my head to her slit, I was sure I could do this all night.

I moaned against her as she pulled my face even closer. She let me explore her with my tongue, and I did, lapping at her wet hole. She tasted so good, and it was even better knowing that she was so turned on by me. I wanted badly to fuck her and feel her tighten around my fingers, but being denied that turned me on even more. It wasn’t about what I wanted; it was about letting her use me however she wanted.

“Mmm, you like how that tastes, straight girl?” She asked, and I moaned against her in agreement. She tasted sweet and clean, and I couldn’t get enough of her slick pussy.

She guided me up toward her clit, and with little help, I found her hard nub. I swirled my tongue around her, watching the way her hips jumped slightly whenever my tongue passed over her. She increased the pace without me having to do anything, moving my head back and forth and thrusting her hips slightly as I licked.

I decided I’d try sucking her clit to see how she reacted. I wondered if I could make it feel as good as I thought it would. I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked, increasing the pressure and then letting go to lick her, and then starting over again. She gripped my head even harder, pulling me even closer against her clit.

“Fuck, don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop,” she moaned loudly.

I wished I could see her face as she shook around me, burying me in her pussy. I wanted to see what she looked like when she was close, so I could see exactly what I was doing on her face. My jaw was almost getting sore from moving my mouth, even though it hadn’t been that long, but the discomfort made my clit throb. The position I was in was so uncomfortable, nothing to support me except my shoulders and knees, and my breasts pushed up against the bed. But I wouldn’t stop even if she let go. I just wanted so badly to please her, so that I could see what she had in store for me.

“Yes, fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum,” she cried, her legs shaking even more now and her muscles tightening. She held my head now so close to her I couldn’t move or let go. All I could do was continue to suck her as she used my mouth to get off.

She pulled my head back, and I looked up at her. Her hair was stuck to her, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes half lidded as she panted. She helped me up, so that I was sitting on my knees again.

She smiled at me, and then rubbed her hand over her soaked pussy, wetting two of her fingers with her own cum until I could see them gleaming with her juices. She got up onto her knees as well and lifted her fingers to my mouth. I opened my lips, and she pressed them into my mouth. I sucked them, licking them clean, putting on a show as she watched me.

She pressed them deeper, in and out, fucking my mouth with her fingers. Then she pressed them down on my tongue, opening my mouth and pulling down my bottom lip. I could feel my drool running down over my breasts.

“Fuck, you’ve got such a perfect slut mouth, Millie. I could get used to this.”

She took them out of my mouth and wiped my lip.

“Me too,” I said eagerly.


Chapter 9

I was so horny now that I needed to be touched more than anything. Every time I felt the pull of my arms behind my back, my whole body stood on edge, my nipples and clit feeling like a heartbeat. I was so wet that I could feel it between my legs, my empty pussy begging for any contact. I almost wanted to go back to just rubbing against her thigh, because at least it was something.

“I think it’s your turn. I think you deserve something for doing such a good job.”

“Please, Kendra.”

“Stand up,” she said, getting off of the bed.

I swung my legs around and off of the bed, and stood up. I saw her digging through her top drawer again, looking for something.

“I think maybe I should fuck you just like you’re used to,” she said, and laughed.

She pulled out a dildo, one that wasn’t crazy huge, but much larger than anyone I’d ever been with. I wanted to drop to my knees and beg her to fuck me with it, my brain not having any inch of self control left. But I used whatever self control I had left to let her lead the way.


“Yes, I’ll do whatever you say, Kendra, please.”

She smiled at me mischievously.

“Follow me.”

She walked over to the other side of the room, where the patio doors were that led out to her balcony. She opened the curtains, and for a moment I thought she was going to make me go outside, where I could see the early March snowflakes gently falling in the dark.

We were on the tenth floor, so I knew nobody could see us, as there weren’t even any apartment buildings around. No one could see us from the ground, or from other balconies, but I still felt so exposed with the curtain open.

“Come here, babe,” she said, touching my shoulder and bringing me closer to the door. I could see our reflection in the window, making me feel even more on display. I couldn’t look at us together like that. It was almost surreal.

“I want you to press yourself up against the window while I fuck your brains out. Don’t worry, no one can see you, I think. Although they might hear you.” She said with a smile.

I didn’t need to be asked twice, knowing at this point I would do anything even just to feel her hand on my shoulder for longer. I almost wished someone would see me, so they could see how good of a slut I was being for Kendra. I did as she said, pressing my breasts and shoulders against the cold window.

I gasped at the feeling of the cold, not because it was too cold, but because it made my nipples harder than they’d ever been. My whole body had been so hot, so the coldness of the glass was such a relief. My forehead pressed against it and the glass started to fog up from my hot breath.

Kendra tapped my inner thigh, and I opened my legs wider, without needing any instruction. Her lips found their way to my neck, her hot breath against my skin making me melt even more into the cold glass. One of her hands gripped tightly onto my waist, her body pressing against my side, while the other hand held the dildo that she pressed lightly against my entrance.

“Is this too much for you?” She asked, her voice almost growling the words.

“No, no, it’s not. I want more, please.” My voice echoed against the glass.

She took that as a cue to push the dildo past my entrance. I opened my legs even wider, moaning loudly.

“God, you’re so fucking wet, I can just keep pushing,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. She did keep pushing, the dildo stretching and filling my sensitive hole.

“Yes, yes, Kendra, oh my god. Fuck me, please.”

She did as I said as soon as I said it, pulling the dildo out and pushing it back inside me, deeper every time until I could feel it against my cervix. I felt so full, even just the feeling of her pushing made my legs shake. I felt so vulnerable, pushed against the window, being fucked by my neighbor.

“Do you usually let strangers fuck your face and then stretch you out like this?” She asked against my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

“No, oh my god, no,” I moaned, as she fucked me faster. “Just you, fuck.”

“Wow, so I guess you’re just a slut for pussy then, aren’t you?”

“Yesss,” I moaned, not able to control my volume as she fucked me faster.

“You know, I wonder what the neighbors will think. We share a wall with Mrs. Kelvin, don’t we? And she’s so nosy. I bet she’ll see you later walking back to your apartment after hearing you being fucked so good all night.”

“I don’t care. Oh my god, I hope she fucking hears, fuck.”

Kendra’s hand let go of my waist and slipped down my stomach to my clit. I felt her rub her fingers expertly, finding my clit right away and rubbing and teasing it as she pumped the dildo in and out of me. It felt so good I had to remind myself to hold back, because I didn’t want it to end.

But I couldn’t hold back. Her hot body against mine, lips sucking at my earlobe, and her fingers hard against my clit now, rubbing me hard was enough to push me over the edge. I didn’t want to cum; I wanted to feel this way forever, but I couldn’t hold it if I wanted to.

I felt my legs tense, my moans getting so loud I didn’t even care if people on the street could hear me.

“You better fucking cum for me,” Kendra said in my ear, and it was more than enough to push me over the edge.

I felt the orgasm rip through me, my juices soaking down over the dildo and her hand and onto my thighs. My clit became so sensitive as she continued to rub me, making sure I came every bit as I twitched over her fingers. She pulled the dildo out so slowly, my pussy gripping against it tightly until she pulled it out completely.

“Mmm, good girl. I wish I could have seen that from the other side of the glass,” she laughed.

I heard her drop the dildo, and then there was a slight tugging at my wrists. She unclasped the handcuffs and then dropped them to the floor as well with a loud clink. She pulled at my shoulders, bringing me off of the glass, and turned me around. Her hands explored my body, her eyes following them, as she seemed to savor me. Her fingertips glided over my skin, from my breasts down my stomach and hips to my ass, as she pushed my back against the window.

“Fuck, you’re so hot… I don’t even want to stop.”

I knew Kendra was enjoying tonight, but the idea that she thought I was hot gave me butterflies. I had kind of thought in a way she was settling for me, since her date had bailed. But it seemed like she actually was into me.

I didn’t want to stop either. I’d been so afraid to cum because I thought it would end things, but it seemed to unleash a part of me that was so hungry and desperate that I was willing to keep going.

“Me neither. I want more. This is the best night I’ve had…like, ever.”

“Me too,” she said, smiling, and then leaned in to kiss me.

She kissed me softly at first, but I felt one of her hands on my breast. She played with my nipple, and I couldn’t help but kiss her harder, like I needed it. I opened my mouth and let her explore me with my tongue as I moaned in response, her fingers pinching my sensitive nipple.

I remembered my hands were free now, too. There was no need for me to even think. I touched her immediately, my hands pushing up her shirt and finding her breasts, holding them in my hands and rubbing teasingly oven her nipples. She groaned against me and then pulled my hands away from her. Then she leaned in, rubbing her breasts against mine.

“God, you’re so hot. I think I might need to rinse you off. What do you think?”

I wondered where she was going with this, but didn’t bother to question. I didn’t care because at this point, I would do anything.

“Yes, I think you should.”


Chapter 10

She stood back and finally peeled off her clothes, slowly. I couldn’t stop looking at her. How was I finding a woman so hot? I couldn’t take my eyes off of her large breasts and hips, her perfectly curved body. She looked like a painting. I felt speechless, and all I wanted to do was touch her.

“Come,” she said, smiling, as if she was reading my thoughts.

She led me to the bathroom, where she had a tub much larger than the one in my apartment. The lights were dimmed but bright enough to see.

“I have an idea, kind of like a game,” she started. “I think you’ll like it, but I’m not sure…”

“I don’t care. I trust you. You’ve made me feel so good tonight, there’s not much I won’t do.”

She walked over to the tub and ran the water, feeling to make sure the temperature was right.

“Is this okay?” She asked, grabbing my hand gently and holding it under the tap.

“Yes, it’s perfect.”

“Good. Can you sit in the tub for me, against the back?”

I did as she said, climbing into the perfectly clean white tub. The tub was curved at the sides, so sitting at the back let me rest my back slightly against the angled tub, comfortably.

Kendra reached up and pulled down the shower head, moving the dial on it.

“So,” she said, sitting on the edge of the tub, shower head in hand. “It’s kind of like a game. Have you ever, like, masturbated with a shower head before?”

“No, mine’s attached.”

“Okay, well, I am going to use this on your clit, which is going to feel, well, you’ll see. I’ll stop when you can make me cum. Sound good?”

“Yes… but I’m sorry,” I said, embarrassed. “How do I make you cum?”

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” she said with a grin.

She pulled my legs apart, using her foot to hold my thigh open. Her other leg stretched out over the side of the tub, opening her pussy up completely. I was close enough that I realized I’d be able to finger her and play with her clit with my hand. I started, not able to wait for the game to start, just happy to touch her.

She was still so wet, and I plunged my fingers inside of her, watching as she gasped slightly at the feeling. She waited a moment, letting me wet my fingers inside of her and rub over her hard clit. It was so nice to see what I was doing and watch how she was reacting.

It was as if she was letting me get a head start, which ended as soon as I went back to fingering her pussy. She let out a moan as soon as my fingers slipped inside of her and reached back to turn the water on.

She held the hard stream of water against my clit, and I knew immediately this game wasn’t fair. It felt like someone was holding a vibrator against me. I almost forgot what I was supposed to be doing, my brain turning to mush as the stream of water pulsed furiously against my clit.

“Fuck, Kendra, oh my god,” I moaned desperately as I fingered her faster. I watched as she smiled and bounced slightly against my fingers, her breasts bouncing as I curled my fingers inside of her.

It happened so quickly, but I was already close to cumming, and I knew she wasn’t. I squirmed, trying to close my legs to stop myself, but I knew I wasn’t allowed. I came hard, my body shaking as the orgasm rippled through me.

“Keep them open,” she said, noticing I was trying to bring my free leg over. My clit was so over-sensitized, my legs so tense and stiff, but I knew it would not end soon.

That was when I realized I needed to pick up the speed. I moved my wet fingers to her clit, rubbing her quickly. I watched as her face changed, her eyes almost closing and her legs opening even more. But I couldn’t focus anymore. I felt like I was floating away, the feeling on my clit so strong that I couldn’t help but cry and beg wordlessly. I wanted to cum so badly, but I needed to focus.

“What? Are you going to fucking cum again, you needy little slut? What about me?”

“I can’t, I can’t help it, fuck,” I cried, my legs shaking uncontrollably as I tried to keep them open.

I wasn’t even sure anymore if I was cumming or not, the feeling of intense ecstasy not even changing. I focused everything I could on rubbing her clit, feeling relief only when I started seeing her getting closer. Her hips moved against my hand and the shower head occasionally slipped away from my clit, the only thing stopping me from closing my legs.

“Please, Kendra, come for me, please.” I was almost screaming at this point as another strong wave rolled through me and didn’t end, my legs jumping as she pushed them open with her foot again.

Finally, I watched as her face changed and she picked up speed.

“Right there, yes, yes Millie, fuck.”

She pulled the shower head off of me as she came hard, shaking over my fingers. I felt in another universe, so overstimulated and so turned on, but seeing her cum felt almost as good as cumming repeatedly. She was so hot when she let go, her delicious moans and blushing body made me feel like I was cumming too.

She stood up, setting the shower back to the regular setting, putting it back in its holder and letting it run normally. Then she grabbed some body wash off of the side of the tub and drizzled it over my body. Her hands glided across me as she washed me, rubbing me all over, even nonchalantly grazing over my breasts and across my pussy. She got in with me, rubbing her own body against my soapy skin, gliding against me as she leaned over me.

“I’m so glad my date stood me up. You are a million times better.”

“Oh my god, me too. And also my door… I might have to lock myself out more often,” I laughed.

“Trust me, after tonight you’re welcome over here any time. It’s going to be hard enough to watch you leave.”

I was still so turned on, from the way she was rubbing my body with hers, slowly, the water dripping over the two of us. I was pretty sure I’d be turned on for days. But I felt so satisfied and so complete.


Chapter 11

We rinsed off and Kendra helped me stand up, my body feeling so tired. She dried me off, and then did the same to herself.

We went into her room and found some new pyjamas for me to wear, since mine were still wet from the water she poured on me. She changed as well and then we went back into the living room, crawling under the blanket. She laid back on the couch and pulled me in, holding me and rubbing circles on my shoulder as we continued watching the movie.

We talked briefly about ordering food, but before we knew it, we both dozed off in each other’s arms before we could decide what to order.

A few hours later, we woke up to the sound of my phone ringing. I scrambled off the couch and over to the floor where my jacket had fallen. I took the phone out of my pocket.

“Hello?”

“Hey there, Millie? I’m here to fix the lock, I’m just heading to your apartment. Are you around?”

“Yes, I’ll be right there.”

Kendra came over and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in close for a hug after I hung up the phone.

“Do you want me to come with you?” She asked.

“Oh my god, no, it’s okay. You’ve done so much for me already. You should go to sleep.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “You’ve done so much for me. I can’t believe how tonight turned out. You’re incredible.”

I laughed, “Um, likewise, I still can’t even think straight. I don’t think I will for days.”

“Or ever again.”

We both laughed, and she kissed me lightly. I grabbed my jacket and headed out to wait for the locksmith.

The heavy door closed loudly behind me, despite my best efforts. I walked out into the bright hallway and I wondered if the neighbors were running to their doors to peek through the peephole to see who was leaving Kendra’s apartment. To see who was making all the noise. In reality, it was 2am, and everyone was probably asleep, but I liked to think that they were looking at me, knowing everything that we’d done that night.
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Lesbian Real Estate Agent Full Series

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BZWRVR99

THE THREE PART SERIES DOMINATED BY LESBIAN REAL ESTATE AGENT NOW AVAILABLE ALL IN ONE BOOK

This naughty 25,000+ word collection features the three part series Dominated by Lesbian Real Estate Agent. Includes BDSM, age-gap, romance, and hot, sensual encounters!

Emma and her boyfriend Mark are ready to buy a house, and Emma knows exactly who she wants to deal with. London Paige, the older, sexy, and alluring woman plastered over posters and billboards in town. Emma goes alone, and during the tour London shows her a house with a dirty secret. Will Emma and London decide to make a few secrets of their own, or will Emma’s guilt get the best of her?
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Straight Women Used

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BNZ95SKG

THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!

This naughty 27,000+ word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women being punished and used, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, age-gap, sexy strangers, naughty coworkers and more!
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