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I

Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger


Straight girl Candace loves meeting up with men online for kinky hookups. But what happens when she misreads a profile and ends up at the house of a beautiful, dominant 
woman

 named Riley
,

 who promises to fulfill all of her fantasies? Will Candace decide to stay and experience pleasure beyond her wildest dreams?





Chapter 1





I
 was leaving my house to have rough sex with an online stranger. It started with one hookup, and then two, and then I started to lose count. I wasn’t meeting people every week, but over the last year when I was starting to feel stressed I would log on to the app I had downloaded called KinkMe. It wasn’t only for hookups, some people would use it as a kind of fetish dating site. But that wasn’t for me, I didn’t want to see the same person twice.





I liked to try lots of different things with people. Whether I was dominant or submissive, I usually enjoyed it. The men that I met on the site were always very polite and consensual, and I knew that because the site was known for being safe, I would be in good hands. I wasn’t in any sort of place where I wanted a relationship of any kind, not even a friendship. I just wanted to take my mind off of things with someone new and move on as quickly as possible. Plus, it was always so much more thrilling to meet with a stranger.





It was a Saturday night, and the warm summer air made me feel a sense of calm and comfort, like a blanket around me. I was usually quite jittery and nervous before these meetings but tonight I had a sense of peace washing over me. Possibly because I’d spoken with this man for a bit longer than I normally would have, or maybe because I knew that tonight I could let go and be submissive, not having to think about anything. My sales job had become quite stressful and I’d felt so overworked and mentally fatigued.





I hailed a cab and told the driver the address, and then I sent a message to the man I was meeting.






I’m on my way, I think it’ll be about 15 minutes.






I scrolled up past our previous messages. He’d asked me what I was into, and what I looked like. My profile pic was pretty mysterious and shadowy on KinkMe, as was his and most of the users on the site. I told him I had long brown hair, that I was 5’3”, 26 years old, and petite. I told him I had some tattoos which he seemed to like. I was a little curious about him because he hadn’t told me much about his physique. He just said that he had brown hair too and that he was physically fit and much taller. He told me he was 30.





When we talked about what we were into I didn’t hold back. I wanted to make sure he knew exactly what I liked and how I liked it. He was the first person I had matched with that seemed fully compatible with me sexually. He wanted to give me everything I asked for. Sometimes people wouldn’t fully register what I wanted but he had repeated my kinks back to me, promising to fulfill each one of my desires. I could feel my stomach fluttering as he responded with a ‘See you soon,’
 feeling eager to experience what he had in store for me.





The cab stopped in front of a house on the outskirts of town. It looked like a quiet home, with only a few dim lights on. I figured he must live alone, as did most people I’d met who had hosted. I thanked the cab driver and walked up the driveway to the front steps, wobbling a bit on the cobblestone with my high black heels. I’d matched them with a fitted black, strapless dress, and the warm summer breeze on my shoulders seemed to fill me with energetic confidence. I wore dark makeup on my eyes and dark red lipstick, and I felt hotter than ever and excited to dive into a new encounter.





I rang the doorbell and waited for a moment, and then a beautiful woman opened the door. My mind panicked. A woman? I must have had the wrong house.





Chapter 2





“
 C
 andace?” She asked, and suddenly I felt tricked. I’d always heard of couples pretending to be one person and then when you show up they are wanting you for a threesome, and I wasn’t into that. But it could have just been some kind of misunderstanding.





“Hi, um. I’m looking for Riley. Is he here?” I asked, and she looked even more confused.





“I’m Riley,” she said, looking at me strangely. “From the site, you know. I’m the only one here.”





“But you’re a woman,” I said, my brain slowly catching up. “Oh my god, wait. You’re Riley?”





She started laughing loudly, “I think there’s been a mistake. Do you want to come inside? We can figure out what happened.”





“Yes, thank you,” I sighed, grateful to sit down and rest my feet that were already getting sore from my heels.





I walked into her house and was shocked at how immaculate it was. It was so clean, everything looked brand new and in its place. I watched her as I followed, she was quite a bit taller than me and also wearing heels but she seemed to walk in them much more gracefully than I could. She was wearing a white crop top and a black fitted skirt. Riley was definitely fit, her long, toned legs sprawling out of the bottom of her short skirt. Her brown hair cascaded down in curls.





Riley led me into the living room and I sat down on her black leather couch. I felt almost a bit guilty for sitting on her furniture, as it looked so crisp and clean.





“Would you like a drink? I have bottled water, soda, wine, vodka, whichever you like.”





“Maybe I’ll just take a soda for now. Thank you so much.”





She smiled at me and walked to the kitchen. It was half open and connected to the living room, and she talked to me as she rummaged through the fridge.





“So Candace. Where did we go wrong here?” She asked, laughing.





I took out my phone to check the app, so I could look at her profile. “I’m so sorry. I only hook up with men, and I thought your profile was a man’s.” I scrolled until I found Riley, still thinking there might be some kind of mistake, but when I looked at the profile it clearly said woman in her bio. “I feel like an idiot. I think I must have just seen your name and profile picture. I was probably so excited about your bio being so similar to what I was looking for that it didn’t even register.”





She walked back into the living room and handed me the soda. I opened it and took a long sip realizing that the heat had started to get to me a bit.





“It’s okay,” she said, sitting down across from me in a big leather chair. “It happens. I’m guessing you’re not into women?”





“Not that I know of,” I replied. I’d never really been attracted to any women.





She sighed, “What a shame. Well, the offer is still on the table. But no pressure.” She leaned forward a bit, looking me in the eyes with her intense stare, “Just know that I could make you feel fucking incredible.”





Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I’d sometimes thought of what it would be like to have sex with a woman, but I was sure all women had thoughts like that. It wasn’t that I was entirely opposed to it but I had never had the opportunity, and it had never crossed my mind to experiment. I was always open to exploring new things but nothing this
 new. But the way she spoke, the way she looked at me, her unfaltering gaze, made me think of the conversations we’d had online. She’d promised to make me scream, telling me she would fuck me until I begged her to stop and telling me she would spank me so hard I’d have trouble sitting down for days. I thought of that Riley, the one who had promised to fulfill all of my fantasies.





I looked at her intense eyes, her sharp cheekbones, and her fit, tall body. She was gorgeous, and I knew that if I was going to be attracted to any woman it would be someone like her, someone so commanding and confident.





“I mean, I just don’t know like…how I’d be able to pleasure you.”





She smiled at me, “I’m easy to please.”





I figured at least she would have low expectations of me. My night was free, and I was already here, and I was starting to feel myself squirm with excitement already. I started to feel turned on again, thinking of all of the things that Riley had promised to do to me. They were the things I wanted and I liked, so if she could deliver them, what would it matter if she was a woman? All I wanted to do was forget about my work, and my life, and let someone dominate me.





“Okay,” I said and watched her smile get bigger. “Yeah, you know what, I’m here already. We might as well make the most of it.”





“Thank god, because you’re even hotter than I could have imagined.” She laughed. “I can’t wait to put my hands on you and make you beg me to cum.”





I gulped slightly, the feeling of pleasure washing over me. I’d never heard a woman talk to me like that and there was something about the sweetness in her voice that made me feel like she was more in control than anyone I’d been with. With most of the hookups I’d had in the past people had been quite awkward or shy, myself included, so it could take a bit before we were comfortable. Her confidence took me by surprise and made me instantly feel turned on. The darkness that flickered behind her eyes as she looked me up and down made me want to submit entirely, regardless of gender.





“Are you ready to get started, or did you want anything first? I have lots of food. Or another drink?”





I appreciated her hospitality but I was ready to get started before I changed my mind. “No thanks, I’m all good. Let’s do this.” I said, trying to mimic her confidence.





Riley smiled again and stood up out of her chair. She reached her hand out and I took it, while she helped me up. My feet felt much better after having a moment to rest. “Come with me, I’ll show you where we’re going,” she said, and let go of my hand. “Oh, and Candace?”





“Yes?” I replied.





“Keep your heels on for me.”





I nodded at her and she smiled again and started walking. I grabbed my purse and followed behind her.





Chapter 3





W
 e walked up a tall flight of stairs and I made a mental note to start wearing running shoes instead of heels. There were three doors and I realized that the house was quite a bit larger than it appeared on the outside.





“The bathroom is just over here,” she said, pointing at the door closest to the stairs. “And this room here is for us,” she said and opened the door, motioning for me to go in. I could see the LED lights that lit up the room, in a dim but bright turquoise colour. The floor was hardwood, as was the rest of the house, and the room was quite a bit bigger than I’d imagined. There was a large bed on one side of the room with straps attached to all four bedposts. The other side of the room had a few pieces of furniture. One was a leather chair, the back was leaning on an angle, with stirrups. It looked like an examination chair, and belts were hanging off of it. There were also leather cuffs that hung from the ceiling, and a large black trunk. Looking at the trunk made me wonder what was inside, and I could wait to find out.





I’d never been with anyone who had a setup like this. Most people had a few restraints, handcuffs, and paddles, but never a whole room full of equipment. I could feel my body tingling with excitement, and before I could think straight I felt Riley’s hands grab my waist from behind.





She turned me around and pushed me up against the wall. Her hands were on my shoulders, pinning me, one of her legs between mine, and I could feel her breath on my neck.





“I just want to make sure you are okay with this still.”





It felt almost like a joke. Feeling her body pressed against mine holding me against the wall made me wish I had never even questioned staying in the first place. “Yes, please.” I managed, swallowing hard as I felt her mouth near my ear.





“What’s your safe word again, sweetheart?”





“Red.”





“You’re sure you’re okay that I’m not a man?” She asked, and I laughed.





“Yes, I don’t care. I’m yours.” I was surprised at how turned on I was already and I realized I would do anything at that moment if it meant she would start.





Riley took my cue, satisfied that I was comfortable. She grabbed my wrists and held them high over my head, pushing them into the wall. Her thigh was already between my legs, but she pushed closer to me and even though I couldn’t move, I could feel the pressure of her bare leg against me and I wanted so desperately to move my hips toward her. I already felt my dress had inched up a bit, and it wasn’t very long, to begin with. I could feel her long hair hanging over me, tickling my skin.





“That’s right, you are mine.” She said in a low voice in my ear, sending shivers down my back. “You’re my little slut. Isn’t that what you asked me to call you?”





I nodded quickly. I had given her a few names to call me, but that was my favorite. She switched to holding my wrists with one hand, and I felt her drag her other hand down one of my arms slowly, causing goosebumps on my skin. I felt her forefinger on my mouth and she pressed down on my bottom lip, watching me intently.





“Tell me then. Tell me what a little slut you are.” She said, and let go of my lip. I felt her trail her hand down to my breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could feel her rub a thumb over my nipple through my dress.





I gasped loudly, jumping to speak. “I’m such a slut. I want you to use me and fuck me, please.” I was already starting to feel the way I craved from these meetups, feeling possessed by how horny I was, not even having to think of any words. I would let her do anything she wanted to me, and she had barely even gotten started.





“That’s a good girl. Now you can prove to me how much of a slut you are.” She said leaning in close to my mouth. I could almost feel her lips on mine, and my mind was going crazy for her to kiss me, but she didn’t. “I’m glad you wore heels. Come here.”





She held my wrist roughly and led me over to the shackles hanging from the ceiling. They looked so high, and that was when I understood why she was happy I was wearing high heels. She lifted my arms, one at a time, and fastened the leather straps around them. My shoes touched the ground but I couldn’t move much in either direction. I moved my feet around, trying to see how far I could go. I was so vulnerable with my body stretched up so high toward the ceiling and I already felt the wetness between my legs.





“You’re to do what I say, and speak when spoken to. But you already know that, don’t you?” She asked, and I nodded in agreement.





Riley never took her eyes off of me, looking at me like I was her prey. Even when she walked behind me I could still feel her eyes burning into my flesh. I felt her hands on my back, unzipping my dress slowly. The dress dropped off of me in one swift movement, gathering around my ankles, leaving me completely naked except for my red thong. I was feeling happy I had worn a strapless dress. I stepped out of it and kicked it aside. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so naked in front of another woman. Her fingers pulled back the band of my panties and I felt it snap back against my skin.





“Better than the pictures,” Riley said. She was pressed up gently behind me, looking over my shoulder. I wanted her to touch me, and I could tell she knew it. It took everything in my power to stop myself from grinding my ass up against her, and I made sure not to say a word. “Look down,” she whispered.





Her hands were hovering over my breasts and my nipples were throbbing with excitement. She grabbed both of them roughly at the same time, pinching my nipples between her fingertips and pushing my breasts together. I let out a moan in surprise as the pleasure shot down to my clit. I felt so turned on watching her touch me, knowing I couldn’t do anything.





She laughed and let go of me. I wished I could turn to look at her, but I wouldn’t dare. I wanted to see her body again, her long legs and her short shirt. I just wanted to look at her because it was the first time I could feel shameless in finding a woman so attractive. Of course, I’d noticed attractive women before, but I’d always felt ashamed to look for too long. Suddenly knowing that I had permission to stare made me want nothing more than to check her out.





But she didn’t step into my vision. Instead, I heard her rummaging in what sounded like the trunk behind us. My feet and arms were starting to hurt a bit, but I wouldn’t show it. I readjusted myself and held still.





I heard the click of her heels as she returned, still keeping herself out of my line of sight. She was close behind me again, and my breathing started to hitch even just when she was close to me.





“Don’t move,” she said, and I held still. Her hand was on my breast, holding it, and I looked down as she fastened a shiny metal clamp on my hard nipple, with a small bell hanging from the bottom. I loved having my nipples clamped, having requested it from when we first spoke, and her gentle hands fastening them made me feel different than I had before, as she took care to make sure they were exactly in the right position. As it pinched down I had to bite my lip to stop the noise from escaping from the explosion of pleasure from the clamp. I knew that over time they would feel sore, and the anticipation of that pain turned me on even more.





She finished fastening the other clamp and then held onto my waist and pulled my body back so quickly that the bells on my nipples chimed. I stepped back clumsily in my heels, surprised by the sudden movement. She was pressed against my back, and I could feel that she was no longer wearing a shirt. Her soft breasts pressed into my skin, and she used her grip on my waist to move me from side to side, slowly rubbing her nipples against my back.





“I love that I have all night to use you like my little fucktoy,” she said and grabbed my breasts. She shook them up and down slightly, and the sensation of the clamp moving made it impossible not to let out a moan. “If you’re good I might let you cum. But you’re going to have to earn it first.”





I heard her heels click again as she moved away from me, and I heard her pick something off of the ground. My body was screaming with anticipation for any contact.





“I don’t want to hear a single noise from your mouth unless I permit it. Got it?” She said, and I started to nod but thought better of it.





“Yes, Riley,” I replied.





I felt a hand rub my ass and then grab it hard. I squirmed a bit but stayed where I was. I knew what was coming and my body was buzzing.





I expected to feel a hand spank me, but instead it was a paddle. The first spank surprised me so much that I almost made noise right away, even though she didn’t hit me very hard. She waited a moment, leaving me guessing when I would feel the next one, and suddenly she hit my ass so hard with the paddle that I heard the bells on my nipple clamps ring before I even felt the stinging on my ass.





I held my breath as she hit me, each slap radiating through my body like an earthquake. The sensation went directly down to my pulsing pussy, and I felt almost embarrassed by how wet I had gotten from just a few spanks. It took everything in my body to contain my moans. She continued in silence, staggering the timings of her hits, and all that was heard in the room were loud smacks followed by ringing bells and my heavy breathing.





My ass felt hot and red, each hit making me jump more in pain and pleasure. I waited for her to hit me again, my stinging skin prickling, but I heard her heels click away for a moment. The trunk slammed, and I jumped slightly from the noise. She returned and I felt something hard pressing into my back. I knew the feeling as soon as she touched me, it was a cane.





“Good girl. I don’t want to hear you speak, but you can make noise now. I want to hear you.”





I let out a breath as she removed the cane from my back. I thought she would wait before her first hit, but she didn’t waste any time. Immediately I felt her whack me across my already sore ass, and it hurt so much more than the paddle. There’s no way I would have been able to be silent. I yelled out loudly, and through my pain, I couldn’t wait for the next one.





She hit me again hard on the back of my thighs, and I yelled out again with surprise. I almost lost my footing, my knees wanting to buckle, but it didn’t matter because my arms were tied so high I couldn’t move enough to fall. My nipples with each hit were starting to get sore as the clamps moved wildly from my swaying, adding even more pleasure to how I was already feeling.





She continued, hitting me faster and harder. My screams mixed with my loud moans and for once I didn’t care how noisy I was. I felt my eyes welling up with tears against my wishes as the stinging strikes made me so turned on that it felt like my pussy had a heartbeat as it pulsated.





She stopped and I heard the cane drop. I knew she had fulfilled her promise to me, that she would make me unable to sit down without pain for days. I was still moaning, even though it was over. Her hand trailed up my inner thigh from my knee to my pussy, and she circled her fingers lightly over my thong. Even just that small bit of contact made me cry out.





“You’re soaking wet,” she said as she grabbed the waistband of my thong and pulled it down, letting it drop to my feet. I kicked it aside as I had with my dress. “I bet you didn’t think a woman could get you this wet, did you?”





“No, I didn’t,” I said honestly. Her soft touch at first had made me worried that maybe this wouldn’t be what I was looking for, but what she had been doing to me was sending me over the edge, more than I’d ever felt.





She grabbed onto my waist and turned me around slowly toward her. I’d forgotten how beautiful she was. Her hair still was curled in perfect ringlets and I followed them down with my eyes to her breasts. They were much bigger than mine, and her nipples were smaller and swollen, and I felt myself almost drooling.





Riley noticed immediately and laughed. “Don’t worry straight girl, if you’re lucky I’ll let you suck on my nipples later.” My cheeks flushed red with embarrassment being caught looking so hungrily at her. “I bet you want down from here don’t you?”





“Yes please,” I replied. She reached up and released me from the cuffs, and I almost had to grab her to stop myself from falling. My body felt so heavy.





“Get in the chair,” she said and I happily obliged. It wasn’t much of a chair. I sat on it and leaned back, feeling so relieved for the cool leather surface on my sore bottom.





Riley came over, grabbed my legs, and placed them in the stirrups. I watched her as she fastened belts around my calves to hold me in place. She was still wearing her skirt and I couldn’t believe that a woman so beautiful could do this to me just for fun. She put another belt around my waist so tight that I could barely move my hips. She walked behind me and tied my hands behind the back of the chair. I couldn’t move my body at all, not even an inch.





I felt so helpless and ready to be used like the fucktoy she said I was. I didn’t care what she did if it meant she touched me in any way. I was so horny that I was moaning just from the feeling of the restraints.





She left again to get more tools out of the trunk and when she returned I started to feel nervous. I’d never had to use my safe word, but I was so tightly bound and I saw that she was holding a vibrator and a strap on. I wasn’t sure if I was going to make it through this without using my safe word, thinking of how hard she could make me cum. She moved the stirrups up and back toward me, exposing me fully, my shaking, wet cunt on full display.





She paused for a moment leaning over me and grabbed the two clamps on my nipples. She pulled on them slightly and I let out a cry.





“Hmm. I don’t think you need these anymore.” She unclamped them both and the painful feeling of blood rushing back into my nipples made me squeal. She squeezed the sore nubs between her fingers, pinching and pulling and I thought if she continued I could almost cum from the sensation. She let go and smiled at me sweetly.





Riley knelt in front of me, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She looked back at me while she traced her finger so lightly around my pussy lips. My legs were spread open and the stirrups were locked in. I felt so disappointed that I couldn’t even move against her light touch.





“You’re not to cum without my permission. If you do, I’ll end this right away. And you can go home by yourself and touch yourself all night while you think about what a greedy slut you are.” I wanted to protest at how unfair that was, I was never good at controlling myself, but I nodded. I’d try my best.





She grabbed the vibrator first, a medium-sized purple wand. She didn’t turn it on right away, instead, she rubbed it against the opening of my pussy, getting it as wet as she could. She moved it up to my clit and as soon as I felt the hard rubber pressing on me I cried out loudly. If she would have allowed me to speak, I would have begged for her to make me cum right away.





She turned on the vibrator and I felt waves of pleasure rippling through my body. I’d used vibrators tons of times, but having the sensation of being controlled by someone else made me feel so helpless and turned on. My muscles tensed as I tried hard to move against the wand but the belts just dug into my skin. My hard clit was throbbing and I was already so close to cumming. I moaned and whimpered as she pressed on my clit, and I looked down to watch her.





“I bet you want to cum, don’t you?” She teased, and I felt like screaming.





“Yes, I want to cum so badly. Please.” She quickly pulled the wand off of my clit, and I cried out shivering in disappointment after having been so close. “Please, please let me cum,” I begged as my mind was blank with pleasure. She pressed the wand back onto my clit without turning it back on again, and I squirmed.





“Tell me why you deserve to cum, and what a naughty slut you are, and I’ll let you,” she said, and I felt her press harder toward my clit as I prayed she would turn the vibrator on.





“Riley I’m such a dirty slut, I’ll do anything for you if you make me cum, please,” I waited, and she just smiled up at me. “I need it, please use me, I want it so badly. I’ll be so good for you.”





I must have said the right thing because she laughed and pressed the button. I felt as the vibrations flooded once again on my sensitive clit. I could feel my legs tensing again, and I put my head back and closed my eyes, ready to let go. I held my orgasm, screaming as I waited for her permission.





“You can cum, slut. But I’m going to keep you cumming, since you deserve it so much,” she said, and I could barely hear her as I let go, my orgasm rolling through me as I came hard.





My whole body shook as I felt my pussy contracting as I came. I felt relief washing over me but it was short-lived as she held the vibrator in the same position. Normally when I would masturbate I wouldn’t be able to hold the vibrator on my clit after cumming because I would feel so oversensitized, but I was not in control this time. My body desperately tried to move away from it, but couldn’t. I started to feel myself getting even more turned on than I was before. I’d always wanted to feel like this, but I never could do it on my own.





“You’re going to cum again, but this time you have to look at me. If you look away I’ll stop.”





I nodded and looked at her, watching her face intently as I felt another orgasm starting to build inside of me. She looked at me with that same dark look as before, like I was her prey, and I felt a bit of shame as her eyes burned into mine. I was embarrassed to be looking at a stranger like this, especially a woman, but I was too far gone to care.





“You like that?”





“Yes, yes, yes, I do. Please don’t stop.” I said, grateful to speak. My whole body shook as if the vibrator was in my core, and I moaned as I looked into Riley’s eyes.





“If you cum for me now, I’ll fuck you.”





I wanted that more than anything, my empty pussy aching at the thought. I came hard again, using everything in my power to keep my eyes open as I looked at her. I quivered as she removed the vibrator from me and turned it off. She stood up and walked around to the side of the chair. She pressed a pedal on the side, pumping the chair higher like I was at the hairdresser’s, and with every bump, I could feel my breasts bouncing.





She came back in front of me, between my spread legs, and I watched as she put on the strap-on. The dildo on the end was large and I could feel my pussy pounding with excitement. I was raised to the perfect level for her to fuck me, and I watched excitedly as she positioned the tip of the dildo at my entrance as she held the top of my thighs.





“Tell me how badly you want me to fuck you, slut.” She pressed the tip teasingly in and out of my entrance.





“I want you to fuck me so badly Riley, I want you to fill me up. I need you inside me, please.” Even though I could barely move, she watched as I tried everything in my power to grind back against the dildo.





“I can tell you’re a slut. You don’t even like girls but you’re so desperate you’ll beg one fuck you anyways.”





I nodded desperately at her words. Maybe she was right, I was so hungry to be fucked that I had stayed even though she wasn’t who I thought she was. But so far I was realizing that maybe it was a blessing I had mistaken her profile. I’d never felt so good and spoiled, while at the same time feeling so dominated and punished. She was delivering me exactly what I wanted, woman or not, I was impressed.





My pussy was so wet that even though the dildo was so big, she slid inside of me so easily. She pushed into me in one motion, and I could feel as she rocked even deeper against my cervix, even though she had already filled me entirely. I encouraged her loudly, trying my best to only moan wordlessly. She pulled her hips back all of the way, removing the big fake cock entirely from me, and then pressed inside of me again. She kept doing it over and over again, slowly pulling out and then quickly pounding back into me as I screamed with pleasure.





“Do you like when I stuff you up so full?” She purred, picking up her pace. “Maybe if you come back again we can fill up all of your holes.”





“Yes please, it feels so good, please fill me up,” I managed, gasping as she picked up speed fucking me harder. I’d never met with the same person twice but I felt myself agreeing so eagerly at her promise.





She wrapped her arms around my legs and changed her position slightly, pushing her thrusts up toward my g-spot. I screamed and cried out, ready to cum again as my pussy tightened around the thick dildo. She watched me and I felt my face redden. I waited for her to permit me to cum, feeling like I was going to burst. I considered asking her, but it was too late. I came hard as she fucked me, feeling my juices pouring out of me and onto the dildo.





Riley stopped and pulled out of me, and I felt myself continuing to cum, unable to control myself. My swollen pussy clenched and she watched as I came again.





“You think you can just cum without my permission?” She asked, and I felt my face getting hot with embarrassment. Not only had I cum once, but twice. I felt like a button had been pressed inside of me, making my cunt so sensitive and ready to orgasm over and over again. I was still so horny, but I had been caught.





“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to. It just felt so good” I said, wishing she would keep fucking me still.





“Since you’re so hungry, I think maybe it’s time you ate.” She said, and undid the strap on, letting it fall onto the floor. She released the belts holding me down and released my legs from the stirrups. I felt like I had forgotten how to use my body. She undid my hands too and I was completely free. “Stand up and get over here,” she said, and I rushed to my feet, struggling to stand in my heels.





I followed her as she walked back over to the blue trunk. She sat on top of it and I watched as she took her panties off, sliding them over the bottom of her heels.





“Get on your knees, slut,” she ordered. Even with her demanding tone, her voice was so soft and it made me drop immediately. I knew what was coming. She wanted me to go down on her, and I couldn’t wait. Not only did I want to do what she said, feeling so blissful in my role, but I also wanted to thank her for what she had done for me. But my nerves were overtaking me, I didn’t know what the hell I was doing. She opened her legs and motioned for me to come closer. I crawled toward her.





“Okay, straight girl,” she started, “You’re going to eat me out until I cum since you’re such a greedy little slut. Got it?”





“Yes, Riley,” I said, inching closer to her. “I want to taste you.”





She smiled and hiked her skirt up. I looked at her perfect, pink pussy, and thought about what I would like someone to do to me. I pulled her pussy lips apart slightly and stiffened my tongue. I licked in between her open folds, against her opening, and up toward her clit. I felt the hardness of her clit under my tongue. I flattened my tongue and pressed it against her clit, moving it back and forth. She grabbed the back of my head, guiding me.





I lapped at her pussy, savoring the taste of her wetness in my mouth. It made me feel kind of proud, knowing how wet Riley had become from pleasuring me earlier. I pressed my flexed tongue inside of her and I could feel her grinding against my tongue as I moved it inside of her wet opening, tasting her juices.





“Look at me,” she said, and I looked up at her as she held my head roughly, my tongue still firmly inside of her. “Fuck me with your tongue, and then suck on my clit like a good girl,” she commanded, and I eagerly responded. I moaned into her and fucked her with my tongue as quickly as I could. I watched her face as her lips parted, and I felt her grip tighten on my head. I brought my tongue in and out of her soft pussy lips but I could feel her thrusting into my mouth at the same time.





I moved my tongue back up to her clit and licked her furiously, feeling the hard nub under my wet mouth. I heard her delicious moans and picked up speed, tonguing her clit quickly. I stopped licking and sucked on her clit as hard as I could, and moaned while I felt her legs squirm around my head. When I moaned she did too so I made sure to suck her loudly. I felt her squeeze her legs around my head and I kept up the pace. She held onto the back of my head so hard that I felt smothered by her hot pussy. I let her grind against my face, suffocating me and using me as the fucktoy she wanted me to be.





I felt her cumming hard. She squeezed her thighs around my head and I felt her fingers digging into my scalp as she cried out loudly. Her pussy shook over my tongue and I didn’t stop sucking her until I was sure she had squeezed out every drop. I moved my tongue back down to her opening, desperate to taste her. I licked up her cum obediently, feeling the way she quivered over every pass of my tongue.





“You’re such a thirsty little slut. Do you like the way my pussy tastes? What do you have to say?” As she asked me I noticed how wet I was, my juices seeping down my thighs. I didn’t realize that I was enjoying this so much.





“Thank you for letting me taste your cum, Riley,” I said, looking up at her. “You taste so good.”





She smiled at me and patted my head. “Since you’ve been so good, I think you deserve one more orgasm. I know that’s what you want since you’re such a hungry little bitch.”





I nodded, wishing I could beg her, so she knew how badly I wanted it. Eating her out had made my clit pulsate, and I wasn’t even sure how many times I had cum tonight. I would have been happy to keep eating her out, eager to serve her pussy, but I was ready for anything she wanted to do to me.





“Lay down,” she instructed.





I obeyed and I laid on the cold, hard floor. She got down off of the trunk and pushed me back a bit, giving herself room to lay in front of me. I could feel my cunt aching and jumping at the excitement, knowing I could finally move without restraint as she fucked me. Would she use her mouth? I hoped desperately, grinding at the air before she had even touched me.





“I wouldn’t normally do this, but since you’ve been so obedient eating your first pussy, I’ll let you speak without permission,” she said, and instantly I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.





“Please touch me, Riley. I’m so wet,” I started as I ground my hips, “I need to cum, please.”





“Don’t push it,” she said and she leaned down toward my cunt. I felt her hot breath on my pussy lips and it drove me wild. I watched her as she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my clit, and I bucked my hips toward her. It felt better than I could have imagined. I’d had people go down on me before but they had just lazily lapped their tongue on my pussy. Her mouth was strategic and she knew exactly what she was doing as she turned my legs into jello.





“Oh my god, Riley, yes,” I gasped and opened my legs wider. She moaned on my clit and I felt the vibrations deep inside of me, setting my sensitive nerves alight. I wanted to grab her head but thought better, and instead played with my sore nipples as she sucked me. Suddenly I felt her fingers slip inside of my slick pussy, fucking me as she worked her tongue over me. I wasn’t sure how many fingers she had inserted, but I felt full and stretched as she moved inside of me. I bounced greedily on her fingers and face with my back arched, feeling bliss wash over me. “Please don’t stop Riley… I’m cumming,” I whimpered.





My orgasm ripped through me as I came onto her fingers, screaming as I squeezed my nipples and felt my clit almost sore with how hard she was sucking. My cum dripped over her fingers, and my legs shook hard as I tried to stop them from tensing.





She took her fingers out of me, and I moaned as I felt my hole suddenly empty. She let go of my clit with her mouth and crawled over me. She pushed the fingers that were in my cunt inside of my mouth, and I licked at them hungrily, tasting my cum.





“Do you like the way your pussy tastes?” She asked, and I nodded as her fingers filled my mouth. She laughed and removed her fingers as my lips made a soft pop. “God, you’re something else, Candace,” she said smiling and laid beside me on the floor.





I rolled over on my side to face her, and put my hand on her stomach, playing with the waistband of her skirt.





“Thank you, Riley. I’m so happy I stayed.” I said, and she looked toward me smiling, her dark eyes tracing over my face.





“I’m so happy you accidentally ended up here.” She laughed and turned toward me. Riley moved her body close to mine and pushed the hair out of my face. “I didn’t kiss you because I didn’t think you’d be into kissing a woman, but I really wish I would have.”





I looked at her soft, pink lips, wanting nothing more than to kiss her. I was enthralled with her, feeling like she could do anything to me and I would obey happily. I pressed my lips to hers and felt her eagerly respond, kissing me hard and grabbing the back of my head as she teased my lips with her tongue. I felt her slip her tongue in between my lips and I opened my mouth eagerly, happy to let her explore me. She moaned as she licked my tongue and sucked it into her mouth. I felt myself starting to get turned on again, the suction on my tongue radiating down to my nipples and clit.





She pulled herself away from me. “Sorry, I got a bit carried away.” I didn’t care. At this point just thinking about her made me excited. I laughed and kissed her again, softly, and then looked at her.





“I’m so grateful for tonight,” I said, running my fingers through her perfect curls as she smiled back at me. “I’ve never had anyone give me everything I wanted before, I wish I could repay you.”





She laughed, “You already have, silly. I’m just happy you stayed tonight.” She pushed herself off of the ground, sitting up. “C’mon, let’s go downstairs and have a drink.”





Chapter 4





I
 got up and found my dress, slipping it back on. I thought about taking off of my heels since we were done, but they made me feel sexy so I kept them on. My legs took some getting used to as I felt wobbly from my sore thighs, the muscles tired from being tensed so many times.





I watched as Riley found her shirt and pulled it over her. Her nipples were still hard, and I thought of how earlier she had told me I could suck on them. I felt like I’d missed an opportunity, and told myself I could do it next time.






Next time.
 I’d never planned on having a next time. There wasn’t a single hookup where I went back for seconds. It wasn’t the fault of the men I’d been with, there were many times I connected so well with people from KinkMe, and a part of me had wanted to meet them again. But I had a rule for myself, one hookup per person. Not only was it more exciting that way, but I also didn’t want to get too comfortable or attached to anyone. I would always go home after the hookup and send a copy and pasted message thanking them for a great time but informing them that it was a one-time thing. I would then proceed to block them and move on to the next person when I felt the urge.





This felt different though. I didn’t mind the possibility of feeling comfortable or attached. I thought of all of the things we could still do together. I wanted to see what else she could do to me, thinking of her previous promise to fill all of my holes. But at the same time, I thought of how badly I wished I could suck on her nipples and taste her pussy again. I wondered what other outfits she had, and what else she kept in her trunk. I thought of her face when I was sucking her, her half-lidded eyes and parted lips as she fucked my mouth. I thought of her laugh and her soft but commanding voice that made me want to obey her.





We walked downstairs and I held the railing as my feet got used to walking again. I followed Riley into the kitchen and she poured me a glass of water.





“Would you like some wine?” She asked.





“Yes, that would be great,” I replied. She poured me a glass of red wine, and I followed her back to the living room. I curled up on the same couch I’d sat on when I had arrived, and she took the same place, sitting on the chair across from me.





“To a good fuck,” she laughed, as she held out her glass. I chimed mine against hers and laughed with her as we both took a drink. “So what was it like, is it much different hooking up with a woman?”





“I don’t know if it was because you are a woman, and I’m not just saying this, but that was the best sex I’ve ever had,” I said, sincerely.





“I’m very flattered,” she laughed, “But unfortunately I did hold back quite a bit. I was worried since I knew that you were getting into something that you weren’t prepared for, so I didn’t want to go too far.” I knew that there was more waiting for me than what she had shown, but I hadn’t realized why she had held back. “But you were okay with everything? I know you didn’t use your safe word but I wanted to make sure.”





“I couldn’t have asked for better,” I said, wishing I was closer to her again. “You were perfect.”





“So were you,” she said, flipping her hair back over her shoulder. “You’re so hot when you cum, there’s so much more I want to do to you.”





I shivered with her words. “I’ve never hooked up with the same person twice,” I started, watching her intently. “But if you would like to do this again, I would be over here in an instant.”





She smiled at me, looking at me again with her dark eyes. “Are you just playing with me, straight girl?” She laughed as she joked. Even though she had been so dominant, there were times when it seemed like she was so shy, except for when she was in her role. “Of course, I would love that. Even if you ever just wanted to hang out. I feel like we would get along so well.”





We drank our wine and chatted a bit about what kind of work we did, and what kind of movies we liked. She was right, we did have a lot in common. She worked a sales job like I did, although she managed her own sales team, and I was just a solo salesperson at my company. She liked romance and drama like I did, and we found out we’d watched many of the same TV series. She was kind of a quiet person but very open, and it made me feel like when she spoke to me that I was the only person she had ever spoken to like her thoughts were secrets. The way she held herself should have made me jealous as she was the type of girl I envied, but instead, it made me just feel happy to be in her presence.





Riley sighed and looked at the clock on her phone. “Oh my god, I can’t believe it’s already midnight,” she laughed. “I really got carried away talking to you. I have to go to the gym in the morning for a class, or else I could probably talk to you all night.”





“It’s okay!” I said, grabbing my phone. “I can’t believe how late it is either. I’m just going to call a cab.”





Riley jumped up, “Oh no it’s okay, I have a rideshare app, I’ll book a cab. You paid for the way here, so I can at least get your ride home.” I tried to protest but she stopped me. “You’re to do what I say, remember?” She smiled and I laughed as her words came back to me. I put my phone away in defeat and told her my address.





“Okay, it’ll be about 10 minutes.” She put down her phone and I watched as she pushed her hair back over her shoulder. “Oh and Candace, I just wanted you to know, I don’t usually ask people to come back a second time. But there’s something about you. I really hope you do come back.”





I wanted to laugh, amazed by our similarities. But the way she told me so sincerely that she wanted to see me again made my breath catch in my throat. I hadn’t felt like this in a long time. I felt butterflies in my chest and each time we made eye contact it felt electric.





I stood up as if I was a puppet, unable to respond to her with words. Instead, I walked to stand in front of her and before I could initiate, she grabbed onto my waist and pulled me down onto her lap. I straddled her, feeling her hands dig into my hips, and the slight pain from the cane earlier made me jump with her touch.





I leaned down over her and kissed her slowly, and she pulled me even closer. I kissed her passionately, like how I would kiss someone I was dating. I felt a voice screaming in my head, ‘this isn’t how we do things, you’re going to get attached!’ But I didn’t care. I felt so comforted by her touch, and I wanted to do anything to make her feel good.





She broke the kiss and leaned her forehead against mine. “Maybe I shouldn’t have called the rideshare so soon.”





I ran my hands from my shoulders down to her chest. I thought about playing with her breasts, teasing her before I left, but I decided to save it for next time. We both saw headlights lighting up the living room as the cab driver pulled into the driveway. Riley groaned as I stood up off of her lap, taking my time.





“I’ll message you,” I said, and grabbed my purse. “Thank you so much, for everything.”





“You can thank me more next time,” she said laughing. She held the door open for me and I walked out into the late summer’s air, grateful for the evening’s warmth.





Chapter 5





I
 stared at Riley’s profile on KinkMe for the next few days. I kept thinking that magical after-sex feeling would wear off, and I would be ready to block her, but it never happened. Every time I sat down I could feel the pain from how hard she had spanked me, and I would get wet just from the pain. I masturbated trying to recreate the way she made me feel, but I couldn’t do it. When I went to sleep at night I would think of her long curls hanging over me, kissing me. It was so strange to feel like this. I almost blocked her just so I could get her out of my mind, but I knew it wouldn’t work.





I looked through some other profiles on KinkMe, but I didn’t find anything I wanted more, or anyone promising to offer me anything different. I was starting to doubt that I even just wanted sex. Even just thinking of talking to her made me happy. We messaged a bit but were both quite busy with work, taking turns apologizing for not replying quickly. Then one night I got a message from her that made my heart jump.






I’m free Saturday night if you are interested? I was thinking we could go for dinner and then back to my place. Or just my place if dinner is weird.







Definitely not weird, I’m so down for dinner. Have anywhere in mind?







I’ll make reservations and send a cab for you on Saturday. I’ll let you know what time.






I knew better than to argue about the cab, so I agreed, and let her take control. But reservations
 ? I couldn’t remember a time I had ever eaten anywhere that required them. The idea excited me, and I made a note to ask her what I should wear. It was only Thursday and I wished I could fast forward through the days.





She replied to me on Friday and told me to be ready Saturday at 7 pm. She told me to dress as fancy as I could, and I was grateful that she had given me enough notice to purchase an outfit. I bought a red dress that was long but had a large slit up the left leg. The straps were skinny, and even though it was formal and long it was quite sexy, the fitted fabric hanging onto my curves tightly. I was a bit worried about eating in something so tight, so I made sure to tell myself to eat a small portion.





I got ready Saturday way earlier than I needed to, making sure I looked perfect. I finished my makeup, simple but dark, and I styled my naturally wavy hair, leaving it down. I put on jewelry that I had always deemed too formal to get away with at the office, and I wore the biggest heels I had, knowing how much Riley had liked my shoes last time.





As I was getting ready it occurred to me that this was a date. I had gotten so excited about the reservation and the formal dress code that I hadn’t even considered what it had all meant. I instantly felt nervous. I was getting in way too deep. I felt myself panicking a bit, what the hell was I doing? Not only did I never repeat hookups, but the last thing I would consider doing is grabbing dinner with someone. If anything I would maybe entertain something casual, but this was the opposite. And with a woman.





Thankfully I had gotten ready early enough to get through my nerves and sudden panic. I took deep breaths and calmed myself down. I wasn’t going to the altar, I was just eating dinner. Riley wasn’t expecting much out of me and she would probably still be calling me straight girl all night. If I thought things were getting weird I knew that she was mature enough to hear me out. And after it was all over, when we were back at her place, I was going to get my brains fucked out just the way I wanted.





I checked my phone and it was almost 7 pm. I went down to the lobby of my apartment building and waited until I saw the car pull upfront. It looked quite similar to the one that had dropped me off from when I’d left Riley’s house the first time. I got into the back seat of the sleek black car and thought I had the wrong vehicle. There was already someone inside. I adjusted my eyes and realized it was Riley. I got in and sat beside her, surprised that she had been waiting for me in the car.





“Surprised?” She asked, laughing. “You look amazing by the way, I can’t wait to take that dress off of you later.” I felt my cheeks flush red, surprised at the way she spoke so openly in front of the driver. I felt her hand on my knee, the leg that was exposed from the slit.





I swallowed nervously, worried about my words in front of the driver. “I can’t wait,” I settled on, and I felt her squeeze my thigh.





“Tonight’s on me,” she said, and I felt her hand trailing up my inner thigh under the fabric of my dress. “I’m sure you’ll make it up to me later.” I felt her fingers rub closer to my pussy, and I wished I hadn’t worn any panties.





“I will,” I whispered, and I wished I could see how she looked in the dark car. I felt her other hand wrap around the back of my head and she pulled me close, kissing me hard. I could feel her tongue on my lip as her fingers rubbed through my panties, and I did everything in my power to stop myself from moaning into her mouth. She didn’t follow the same restraint as she growled while she licked at my tongue, and I started to think maybe she wasn’t as shy as I’d thought she was.





Unfortunately, I lived quite close to the downtown core, and that must have been where the restaurant was. I hadn’t been paying attention to where we were going. I felt so disappointed as she removed her hand from teasing me, even though I was too scared to do anything in front of the driver. We got out of the car in front of a dimly lit restaurant and she grabbed my hand and led me inside.





“This is my favorite place,” she said, and I realized that maybe our jobs weren’t so similar. My idea of a good restaurant was a chain, not somewhere that had a valet out front. She gave her name and a woman led us to our table.





I realized I hadn’t gotten to observe Riley’s outfit. Before we sat down at the table I made sure to get a good look at her. She wore a tight black dress, above the knee and ruched with a line down the center. It made her hips look wide, her already perfect body accentuated even more, and I felt myself in a trance as I watched her sit down, crossing her toned long legs under the small table for two.





The waitress gave us our menus and left. I realized all of the tables were quite far apart, giving us a lot of privacy. I took a look at the menu. I had planned on getting the cheapest item but none of the meals had prices. I settled on a small steak with a pear salad, and Riley decided on something I couldn’t pronounce but she told me it was a sort of stuffed chicken breast on a salad.





The waitress came back with a bottle of wine and took out a notepad to write down our orders. She thanked us and told us that our food would be ready soon, and walked toward the kitchen.





“You look incredible,” I said and watched her light up.





“So do you,” she started. “You’re seriously stunning. I’m so happy you decided to come.”





“Me too.” I smiled. “But just so you know, after this if I ever take you out for dinner you might be disappointed,” I joked, and Riley laughed.





“You could take me through a drive-thru for fast food and I would be grateful to spend the time with you,” she replied, and I felt unable to come back with anything funny.





“Thank you, for bringing me here and seeing me again,” I said, and she raised her glass, toasting me and drinking back the white wine elegantly.





“I didn’t think you’d come, to be honest. I know this is just as weird for you as it is for me. But I realized from the moment I saw you on my doorstep that I would have trouble pulling myself away from you.”





I felt myself almost shiver with her words, eerily similar to my thoughts. Not that I was instantly sold from the moment I met her in all of my confusion, but I knew I was getting in deeper than I intended, and I didn’t think I minded.





“I’m glad,” I started, unsure of how much I wanted to say. I still felt like I needed to have my guard up and make it clear I wasn’t rushing into things. “I just…can’t stop thinking about you.”





“Me neither,” she said without a beat. She stared at me with her dark eyes, and I could see the candlelight at our table flickering in her pupils. “I want to show you how good I can make you feel.”





I could feel my body buzzing from her words, feeling like I was putty, and she could mold me how she pleased. “You can do whatever you want to me,” I said, “I’ll do anything you say.” I was serious. I could feel how hard my clit was already, being spoken to like this. I readjusted myself on the chair, my pussy already feeling so sensitive. I felt ashamed for speaking like this in public, but that shame only fueled the fire even more.





“I want you to tell me what you want me to do to you tonight,” she started, checking that the waitress wasn’t close to our table. “Tell me exactly how you want it, and if you don’t then I’m not sure I can promise you anything.”





I knew what she was doing. I knew that even if I refused she would still want to bring me home, at least I hoped. But I could feel my heart racing and my skin crawling nervously, excited to tell her what I wanted. I knew that the ears around us were too far to hear my words. Even if they heard my voice it would fall to the background music and chatter of the restaurant.





I paused to think as she watched me expectantly, feeling my face get hot under the pressure. I looked around one last time to make sure no one was near. “I want you to fill up all of my holes like you said. I want you to restrain me, and fuck me, and make me cum so hard I don’t know who I am.” I was almost whispering, but she nodded along, understanding me. “I want to taste you, and I want you to use me however you like. I don’t want you to hold back this time.”





“Good girl,” she said as a devious smile spread across her lips. “If you do what I say, you’ll get what you want.” I felt her foot slide up my calf, and just the bit of contact made me jump. She laughed at me, and changed the subject, telling me more about the restaurant and we spoke about foods we liked. Even though the conversation had become casual again, I could still see the seductive and scheming darkness in her eyes as we spoke and it was a while before I could feel the embarrassing redness leave my cheeks.





The food was delivered quite quickly. We had skipped the appetizer, but the plates of food made me think for a moment that we hadn’t. The portions were much smaller than I was used to ordering when I went out for dinner but for once I was grateful for it. Not only because I didn’t want to be full later on, but I was also so horny I didn’t have much of an appetite. We talked through dinner about work, our families, and where we grew up. It felt like a date. I was flirting without even fully intending to, and so was she, our chemistry surprisingly strong.





The waitress came over to collect the plates. “Will that be one bill or two?” She asked, and before I could say anything Riley answered that it would be a single bill.





The waitress left and returned with the bill, hidden in a black leather holder. Riley opened it and nodded, wrote something down on the bill and handed the holder back to the waitress with her credit hard inside. I was burning to know how much our dinner had cost, but I felt rude asking. Riley must have known what I was thinking, the way that she looked at me.





“Thank you so much for dinner. It was delicious, I think it was probably the best food I’ve had,” I said honestly.





“You’re welcome,” she replied with a warm smile. The waitress returned with her card and we finished our wine while Riley booked another car for us. We grabbed our things and left the restaurant and the car was already outside, even though it had only been a moment. It was the same driver and I started to think it wasn’t a rideshare at all, but an actual personal driver. I didn’t ask any questions, feeling like it might be inappropriate and I got in the backseat of the car with her.





As soon as we sat down I couldn’t keep my hands off of her. Once we were in the comforting darkness of the backseat my hands were on her thighs and I turned toward her. I wasn’t one to kiss outside of sex, and sometimes not even during sex, but I wanted to taste her lips more than I had wanted my dinner. I kissed her and she moaned into my mouth as she kissed me back, holding onto my face and pulling me closer. I put my hands up her dress, not caring that she hadn’t instructed me to. I hesitated for a moment, my hand on her thigh, and she grabbed my hand and pushed it onto her pussy. I felt the warmth through her panties and she ground herself against me.





“Couldn’t wait to taste me, huh?” She purred in my ear. “What do you think I am, dessert?” She laughed and sucked on my ear lobe as I rubbed my hand against her panties, feeling her getting wet. “You’re going to suck my clit until we get home since you’re such a hungry slut.”





My eyes widened with shock. I couldn’t do that with the driver in the car. I felt my cheeks flush just from the way she said that in front of him. Riley could see as I froze and she leaned forward and pulled a black curtain across, separating us from the front of the car.





“It’s okay, he’s a friend of mine. He’s seen worse.”





I let out a sigh of relief and laughed. My hunch had been right, it wasn’t a rideshare I was in. I started to think about how she could afford a driver unless he really was just a friend. My mind wandered, what had this man seen? Did he like it? What kind of things did she do with people? But I didn’t get to think long before Riley cleared her throat, reminding me of my task.





I was so nervous, but the thought of being humiliated in public like this was a fantasy of mine that I’d always been too shy to explore. I unbuckled my seat belt quickly and got on the floor of the car, the best I could in my long, tight dress. She swung around to give me better access, and I pushed her dress up a bit over her hips. I pulled her panties down to her ankles and she opened her legs wide and slid down the seat.





I placed my hands on her ass, pulling her close to my face, and hungrily licked her slit, feeling her soft sweetness on my tongue. I flattened my tongue and licked her clit hard as I moved my head back and forth. She moaned loudly and pushed against my face. I felt so embarrassed but so turned on as the act of doing this to her in the backseat of a car made my pussy throb with excitement.





My lips found her clit and I sucked her hard. Her hand quickly grasped onto the back of my head and she shoved my face even closer, almost suffocating me in her pussy. It had never felt so good to be used like this, and I moaned uncontrollably into her clit. I felt my breasts rubbing against the seat below me, and every bump of the car made them slip over the edge of the seat, my silky dress sliding my nipples easily over the leather.





“You like it when I use you like the little fucktoy you are, don’t you?” She asked as she held me roughly by my hair, grinding against my face. I moaned in agreement, my mind going blank with pleasure and my cheeks red from embarrassment.





I could feel her starting to shake and her long legs tensing around me. She moaned and the noises she was making were so hot, I couldn’t help but moan with her, even though I had been trying to be so quiet. Her grip on me tightened even more and I picked up the pace, sucking and licking the best I could. She arched her back and came hard, and then let go of my hair and I eagerly licked at her opening, tasting her cum while I watched her. She smiled, glowing with pleasure.





“What do you say?” She asked, and I was so horny that there was no humiliation left in me. If I’d felt this turned on at the restaurant I would have let her fuck me on the table in front of everyone, without any shame.





“Thank you for letting me taste your cum.” I said, and she brushed the hair out of my face, smiling.





“How are you so perfect?” She asked, and I could feel the fluttering in my chest again, confused from the feeling mixed with how dirty the car ride had been. Before I could think of anything to say, the car came to a stop. “Good timing, we’re here.”





I scrambled back up to the seat and got out of the car quickly, not wanting the driver to get another look at my face. I heard her say something and laugh, and then she got out behind me. I waited for her to lead and I walked quickly behind her, impatiently wanting to be inside and upstairs, letting her do whatever she wanted with me.





Chapter 6





“
 S
 trip,” Riley said, the moment we walked through the door. Her urgent, stern voice made me respond quickly. I reached back for my zipper and undid it on the first try. She watched me as I peeled the dress off. “Heels stay on,” she instructed, and I stepped out of the dress with my big stilettos, praying I didn’t trip over the dress and wipe out. I safely removed it, leaving it by the front door, and followed her to the stairs. “You first,” she said.





I walked up the stairs slowly, not only because of my big heels, but because I wanted to tease her. I swung my hips seductively as I ascended the staircase. I felt her close behind me but she didn’t touch me, and she didn’t say anything either. I wanted so badly for her to react in some way but she didn’t.





My feet led me eagerly to the same room we had been in before. Riley turned the lights down as we entered. As soon as I saw the room, the restraints, the bed, and the trunk, I could feel my body instantly reacting after how much fun we had the last time. I turned around to face her and when I saw her still wearing her elegant dress from dinner I was reminded of how naked I was.





Riley walked toward me slowly, with that same hungry look in her eyes. I found it hard to make eye contact with her, her gaze so powerful. She lifted her hand to my face, stroking my cheek gently. I’d forgotten how soft her touch was. She pushed the hair out of my eyes and leaned forward to kiss me slowly. Her other hand dropped down to my waist, resting softly. I tasted her lips gently with my tongue, feeling her melt into me.





She broke the kiss, still holding onto me, and looked at me closely. “You’re sure you’re ready, babe? It’s your call,” I felt her stroking her finger on my cheek.





I felt so safe and cared for, which was not something I would normally let happen. My wall was usually right up to the sky. I could be completely vulnerable sexually, but not romantically like this. A week ago I couldn’t imagine a world where I would let anyone make me feel this way, let alone a woman, but I couldn’t help the fluttering feeling in my chest when she was so gentle and caring. I didn’t know which side of her I liked better.





I reached my hand up to rest on hers, stroking her hand on my cheek. “Yes,” I said, “I’m ready.”





She beamed excitedly, and I felt her grip tighten slightly on my waist. “Okay. I just wanted to be sure. Safe word?”





I paused for a moment, watching her intense and curious face, seeing the fire lighting up behind her features.





“Red.”





I felt her hand on my cheek start to sneak up the side of my face and I let go of it. She reached it up slowly into my loose hair and grabbed onto it roughly, close to the scalp. She pulled my hair, craning my head slightly back and to the side, and I felt her other hand leave my waist. She put her fingers on my jawbone and traced them back and forth.





“Hmm, what should we do with you then?” I could feel her words on my neck making the hairs stand up. With her hand on my hair so tightly I couldn’t move. “You were so desperate tonight you didn’t even care if anyone found out how much of a slut you are.”





She moved her trailing fingers up to my mouth and I felt her press them against my lips. “Open,” she instructed, but I was already ahead of her. She pushed her fingers into my mouth, three of them sliding harshly against my tongue. I moaned as she pushed them in and out of my mouth. “I bet you love having your mouth stuffed, don’t you, straight girl? I bet that’s what you’re used to. Sucking like a little slut.”





I moaned in response, sucking her fingers hard as she pushed them deeper toward my throat, quickening her pace. Then she pulled her soaked fingers out entirely and moved them down between my legs, still holding onto my hair. I spread my legs quickly, and I felt as she found my hard clit immediately and rubbed her fingers against it. My legs almost buckled with the quick and rough contact, and I gasped hard as she picked up the pace.





“You’re probably so horny you could almost cum already, couldn’t you?” She asked.





“Yes, please Riley, that feels so good,” I moaned. She was right, I probably could have. I’d been so turned on during dinner, on the car ride home, and since we got through the door. Plus the way that she expertly rubbed my clit made my legs shake and my mind go blank with pleasure.





She pulled her hand away and I whimpered loudly with frustration as I had been so close to orgasm. “Not yet,” she said smiling. “Why do you think I’d let you cum so soon? Just because you’re such a desperate little bitch? You’re going to have to do a lot more to earn that.”





I could feel my clit throbbing so steadily after being denied my orgasm. I breathed hard to stop myself from whining even more. I did my best to steady myself, but there was no point as I heard her speak again.





“Get on your hands and knees,” she said, and let go of my hair. I dropped down so quickly, almost toppling as I had forgotten about my heels still on my feet. I got on all fours, spreading my legs just in case she decided to finish where we left off, even though I knew she wouldn’t. I heard her laugh loudly at me.”You’re so easy,” she said, and all I could do was nod.





I heard her walk away, probably to the trunk, but I didn’t dare look around to confirm. I heard her rustling and then returning, the loud click of her heels getting closer gave me excited chills.





“So tell me, babe,” she said, her tone slightly softer. “Do you have a nonverbal safe word?”





“Yes, I shake my head no a few times,” I responded.





“Good,” she said, and I heard her get down on the ground beside me. “Since you like your mouth full I figured I’d help you out with that.”





I felt her shove quite a large ball gag into my mouth, and she fastened it tightly around the back of my head. I moaned just from having my mouth gagged. I was so horny that just having her near me made me spread my legs wider. She wrapped her arms around my back and then I felt her hands on my nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. I jumped from the surprising sensation and started moaning uncontrollably as the feeling sent electricity down to my already hard clit.





“Do you like that?” She asked as she continued. I felt my eyes rolling back with her touch. I moaned loudly as she pulled at them. “I asked you a question. Do you like when I play with your nipples, slut?” I moaned back in agreement, completely unable to respond with words. She let go of me. “Since you don’t want to tell me, I better stop.” I groaned loudly with frustration from the way she had teased me. My empty pussy felt so wet and my clit so hard, I thought I could probably cum just from grinding against the floor. But I held myself up on all fours.





I could feel her body still so close to mine, even though she wasn’t touching me. I arched my back, making sure not to move too much but to squirm enough to let her know how badly I wanted her to touch me. I felt a hand on my ass, and she squeezed hard, digging her fingers into my flesh so hard that I felt I could be bruised from her touch. Her other hand made its way between my legs rubbing up and down my slit. I tried to move back to rub against her finger but the hand on my ass held me in place.





“I’d love to fuck you, but I don’t think you’re wet enough for me. How unfortunate,” she said, ignoring my restrained moans in disagreement. I didn’t think I’d ever been wetter in my life.





She took both of her hands away from me, and I waited for what would happen next. She was still beside me, I could feel her, and the anticipation was killing me.





Suddenly I felt her spank me hard with her hand. The loud smack made me jump before I even felt the sharp sting of her hand sink in. She laughed as I jumped and rubbed the skin that she had hit and then pulled back and spanked again quickly. I moaned loudly, the sharp pain fading into pleasure that seemed to flow right into my swollen pussy.





She hit me more without saying a word, spanking me harder every time. Each smack on my reddening flesh hurt more than the last but faded into more intense pleasure. I could feel my skin prickling. She held my hips with her arm to keep me still and then continued until I was so sore, alternating cheeks and surprising me with her rhythm. I felt like crying, not from the pain, but with how much I was turned on.





She stopped and rubbed my skin, leaning down toward my ear. “I wish you could see how red you are. You’re such a good girl, taking this so well. Do you think you deserve to cum?”





I nodded profusely, moaning loudly in agreement as she let go of me.





“Maybe you deserve it.”





I continued in my agreement. At this point, I didn’t care much about what she did to me, as long as it felt good. My pussy was so slick between my legs that it felt like I had orgasmed already, even though I hadn’t. If I could have spoken I would have said anything to encourage her to continue.





“Get up,” Riley said, and I got up a lot slower than I had gotten down, making sure to balance on my heels. “To the bed.”





I walked over to the bed, grateful to have a soft surface to sink into. It was a large bed covered in a silky red comforter with big fluffy pillows. There were restraints attached to the four bedposts with cuffs. I sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as she opened the trunk and dug through it.





“Lay on your stomach,” she said from across the room, and I obeyed, laying my body down on the cool surface. Just the feeling of the sheets on my skin made my head spin, and I found it hard not to rub my body against the bed.





I heard the click of her heels as she walked back toward me. She got onto the bed behind me and I felt her hand rubbing on my ass again, gently. She moved her fingers down to my pussy and rubbed up to my asshole and I moaned as she ran her finger over me.





“You told me you wanted to be filled up, so I’m going to start here,” she said matter of factly. I felt her pour a small bit of lube on me and I felt her fingers playing at the entrance of my asshole. I tried to push my ass toward her fingers but she stopped me. “You’re so tight, this should be fun,” she growled.





I felt her press something cool and hard against my entrance and I lifted my hips and ass to expose myself further. I could feel the object pushing into me slowly and stretching me open. I had done anal before, but it had been so long and I’d forgotten how strangely good the feeling was. I moaned as she continued pushing it inside of me, and suddenly I felt the object completely inside of me.





“It’s just a plug,” she said, and I could feel her grabbing the base and moving it gently in and out of me. I gasped at the feeling as I pushed back against her thrusts. “Onto your back,” I heard her say, and I turned over slowly, groaning at the feeling of moving around with the big plug inside of me.





She leaned down over my face, her long hair tickling my neck and I realized I had been drooling with the ball gag still firmly in my mouth. She pressed on it a bit and laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll stuff your little slut mouth for you later since that isn’t big enough.” I moaned in agreement, unable to say anything. She straddled me and lifted my arms, putting each of my wrists into the restraints attached to the bedpost. She did the same to my ankles, spreading me on the bed. I tested the restraints and realized I couldn’t move my arms or legs much at all. I was completely spread out.





She smiled down at me, and ran her hand along my cheek, pushing my hair out of my face. “I think I’ll let you wait here for a bit,” she said and climbed off of me and headed for the door. I wished I could plead with her as I felt how hard my pussy throbbed. I cried out the best I could for her to change her mind, but I heard the door click shut.





Chapter 7





I
 wiggled around with the plug inside of me, trying to find a position where I could push against it. I used my whole body to wiggle my hips and I could feel the plug moving. I picked up my pace, grinding my ass back into the bed the best I could. The payoff was small, even though it felt so good it wasn’t enough to get me off.





My brain was so clouded and distracted by the wetness between my legs. I tried to focus hard, thinking about anything but my own pleasure. I thought of how expensive the sheets underneath me felt and I wondered what kind of sales job Riley had. The expensive restaurant, the driver, the house she owned, it all made me realize there was probably so much more I had to learn about her, and I wanted to so badly. I wanted to learn about all of the things she liked and I wanted to talk to her for hours on her couch like we had the first night. I even thought that maybe someday I could try making her submissive, thinking of how good it would feel to leave her tied up to a bed like this, begging with her mouth and ass full.





I heard the door open and I immediately snapped out of my thoughts, raising my head to see her. She turned the lights down as she entered and I saw her as she got closer to me. She wasn’t wearing her dress anymore, she had a black, lacy lingerie set on, a scalloped edge exposing her soft thighs and stomach slightly and her cleavage spilled out of the top of the tight fabric. She sat beside me and I felt frustrated that I couldn’t see her better. I wanted to touch her body as she moved over me. She made sure not to touch me as she leaned over me.





“Do you think you’re ready now?”





I whined through the ball gag, wishing she would remove it so I could tell her just how much I wanted her. I was pretty sure she knew from the way she smiled at me.





“Good,” she replied as if I had answered. I felt her hand on my pussy and she rubbed up and down my slit, watching as I cried out and struggled. “Mmm, you’re nice and wet for me slut,” she said and moved her hand away. She walked away again and I was scared she wouldn’t come back but she did, wearing a strap on with a large dildo attached. She rubbed it onto my lips, my face wet from drooling with the gag. “I figured I’d fuck you the way you’re used to.” I rolled my hips, squirming in agreement.





She put something on the bed beside me, but I couldn’t see what it was. She positioned herself in between my legs, and I felt the tip of the dildo at my entrance. I didn’t want any more teasing, and I could tell she didn’t want to make me wait any longer either. She pushed into me, stuffing the dildo entirely inside of me, and I responded noisily, as loud as I could. I threw my head back, closing my eyes and enjoying the pleasure of feeling so full. I felt like I could cum just from a few thrusts.





“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, and reached up while still inside of me to undo my ball gag. I felt so relieved to have my mouth free. “Tell me how much you want me to fuck you.”





I couldn’t keep my mouth shut, after waiting so long to speak. “I want you to fuck me more than anything, please, you feel so good inside of me. I’ll do anything you say I just want to cum so badly for you.”





I wanted to continue but she cut me off before I could. “Wow, you talk a lot. Now I remember why I gagged you.” She laughed, pulled herself entirely out of me and slammed back inside of me. My eyes instantly rolled back as the wave of pleasure rushed through me. She did it a few more times and I couldn’t contain myself, being as loud as I could. The way she was positioned I could feel the dildo rubbing against my g-spot with every movement and I didn’t care if she ever stopped.





She picked up the object she had placed beside me and ran it over my lips. It was a large sleek vibrator and I opened my mouth eagerly. She pushed it inside of my mouth and instinctively I moved my head up and down, sucking and moaning on the vibrator and she pushed it further in my mouth. As I sucked I felt her continue thrusting into my pussy, her large dildo pressing against my cervix with every thrust. I could feel myself tensing and shaking, ready to cum.





“Don’t cum until I’m done fucking your pretty little mouth,” she said, and I cried out, trying my best to reposition myself to hold off longer while she stuffed herself into me. I’d never been so full, the rhythm of her fucking me from both ends felt better than anything I had felt before. I tried to relax my legs to hold off on my orgasm, but it was hard as I felt the vibrator in my mouth being shoved even further back, choking me slightly. It felt so good to be so used, especially as she watched me so intently. “What a good girl, you better cum for me now,” she said as she took the dripping wet vibrator out of my mouth.





She turned it on and placed it on my clit, and I immediately felt myself cum. It happened so quickly it surprised me, and I cried out so loudly I knew that the people across the street could probably hear me. I came so hard and for so long, like waves pulsing through my body as my legs tensed so hard I could feel them cramping. I could feel my pussy squeezing out every drop, and making the dildo so wet that as she fucked me she slid in so quickly. My clit was so sensitive and I screamed as she kept the vibrator pressed firmly on it, and didn’t slow down her pace while she fucked me.





“C’mon, keep cumming for me you desperate little bitch. Since you wanted to cum so badly.”





I cried out, cumming again, feeling like I wouldn’t be able to take much more. She slowed down the pace of her thrusts which felt even better and rubbed the vibrator back and forth on my clit. I could feel the plug stuffed inside of me, my ass tensing hard around it, and it wasn’t going anywhere. The orgasms rippling through my body made my brain feel so empty. All I could feel was pleasure that was so sharp it almost hurt, but it was like something snapped inside of me and I didn’t even want to stop.





“One more time, and tell me you’re a desperate slut while you cum,” she demanded, and her words were almost enough on their own to send me over the edge one last time.





My sore legs tensed up even more, and I raised my head off of the bed, my whole body feeling so stiff as she ground the vibrator into my pulsing clit harder. She watched as my face contorted, my whole body wet with sweat and I screamed as I came one last time.





“I’m such a desperate slut, Riley!” I screamed, as I felt my pussy twitching and writhing. She took the vibrator off of me and the dildo out of me, and I felt my body collapse back on the bed, still moaning just from how swollen and tired my pussy was, electricity still pulsing through my body. My mind felt so calm, nothing felt better than how I felt then. I felt her gently tug at the base of the plug, pulling it out of me, and it almost felt strange to be so empty after being so full.





Riley stroked my body, soothing my post-orgasm shaking. She moved her hands up to my face, stroking it, as my breathing slowly returned to normal.





“Because you’ve been so good, I’m going to untie you and let you make me cum.”





I felt so awake again, knocked out of my daze with excitement from what she was saying. I wanted so badly to watch her cum, to do whatever I could to make her feel good. I still didn’t know what I was doing since she was a woman, but I didn’t care. I didn’t even feel nervous. She stood up and took off her strap-on, and cleared the bed. She took the restraints off of my ankles and wrists and I sat up quickly.





There was so much I wanted to do to her, but I couldn’t even think straight as I ran my hands over her body. She laid down in front of me, spreading her legs, and I’d never felt so lucky. She was so gorgeous, her beautiful skin and toned body, her long perfect curls. I straddled her and leaned down kissing her softly. I’m sure we were both surprised with how gentle I was being, but she didn’t seem to care. I just wanted to make her feel good, and I wanted to explore her slowly. I kissed and licked down her neck, feeling her shiver slightly under my lips.





Her black lingerie was a one-piece bodysuit and I decided to keep it on her. I pulled down the top of the lingerie, exposing her breasts. I felt them in my hands, holding them as I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples. She gasped as I picked up the pace, and I leaned down to take one of them in my mouth. I sucked her hard, holding her nipple between my lips and then I’d let go and do it again. Each time I let go of her nipple she let out a low, soft moan. I did the other side, feeling so lucky to hear the hot noises she made as I sucked. I pushed both of her breasts together, moving her nipples as close as I could and I put them in my mouth at the same time. I felt her whole body arch underneath me, writhing her hips.





“You like playing with my breasts, straight girl?” She said breathily, and I was surprised she was able to still be so sharp with her tone after hearing how softly she had been whimpering.





“Yes I do,” I replied, licking her nipples with my stiffened tongue in between words. “I’m such a little slut for you, you taste so good.,” I said and could feel myself getting turned on again just from speaking to her like this. She must have liked what I said, as she closed her eyes and breathed even harder.





I let go of her breasts and moved myself down lower, running my hands over her lace-covered stomach. I made sure to tease the exposed area of skin where the one-piece cut high on her hips. I moved my head in between her legs, and she lifted and spread her legs around me. Her lingerie was crotchless, and I couldn’t wait to touch her. I licked at the soft crease on her hip from her bent leg, and down beside her pussy lips, and she moved her hips desperately toward my face. I let her squirm, moving my face down and watching her.





I ran my fingers along her soft pussy and felt how wet she was, moistening my fingers with her liquid. I looked up at her and sucked my fingers slowly, tasting her, and she watched me but didn’t say anything, still desperately squirming. I made sure my fingers were wet and pressed them inside of her, and she molded herself around my fingers so well, pushing back against me. I curled my fingers up toward her g-spot and rubbed back and forth. I watched as she parted her lips and moaned.





I leaned down and licked at her clit while I moved my fingers around inside of her, and she responded loudly.





“God, you’re so good at that. I think I might have to keep you,” she said, and I responded enthusiastically, moaning into her clit as I sucked it. I pulled it between my lips like I had done with her nipples, sucking hard and letting go. I started fucking her quicker with my fingers, feeling how slick they were becoming inside of her as she crashed her hips down on them. I decided to insert another finger, and then another, watching as she moaned even more as I filled her. I fucked her as deep as I could, my knuckles at her entrance, and she moved up and down, her breasts bouncing as she eagerly rocked.





“Oh my god, Candace, I’m cumming,” she cried out, and I made sure to keep the same pace. I felt her shaking and squeezing her legs around me, and I moaned with her as she released her cum onto my fingers. I kept fucking her as she had done to me, making sure to at least feel her one more time. She cried as I sucked her sensitive clit even harder and I felt her body jumping wildly underneath me. I curled my fingers again, trying to coax another orgasm from her g-spot. I felt her grinding her shaking hips onto me again. She sat up and grabbed my head, pushing it against her and holding onto my head.





“Don’t stop,” she cried. “Please.” I obeyed her, finding it hard to stifle a smile of satisfaction from being able to make her beg even a little bit. I felt her cum one last time as she held my head hard, and then let go and collapsed against the mattress, her whole body quivering. I brought my fingers out of her, licked them clean, and then lapped at her pussy, cleaning her up. When I raised my head I felt her pull me toward her, and she held me while she breathed hard with closed eyes.





Chapter 8





T
 he feeling of her arms around me after so much exhaustion was euphoric. The rising of her chest matched mine, making me feel like we were riding the same wave. I looked at her and wondered how anyone could look so perfect. Her long brown hair was sprawled out so evenly like it was intentional, her red cheeks looking like she’d applied blush with the most evenly spaced freckles I’d ever seen. I was starting to feel like it would be hard to ever let her go. I wasn’t sure I could go back to anonymous hookups, not knowing what I was getting into when I had someone so attractive who knew what I wanted even more than I did.





I ran my fingers down the side of her face and her eyes fluttered open and she looked at me. She smiled and held me tighter.





“You know, I wasn’t joking when I said I might have to keep you,” she turned over on her side to face me. “I know I keep teasing and calling you straight girl, but I wanted to ask you how you’re feeling. Because I’m starting to get the vibe that maybe your mind has changed.”





“I think I’m feeling like maybe I’m not as straight as I thought I was,” I said, laughing. “I mean I’d always thought of it, y’know. Being with a girl. But I never knew it could be like this.”





“Like what?” She asked.





“So incredible. I’ve never felt so good… and I’m so attracted to you.”





She laughed and rolled back over. “God, I’m so relieved. I really wasn’t sure how you felt. I guess I should probably stop calling you a straight girl then.” She paused for a moment. “Do you think you’d want to stay over tonight? We can order some food for later and watch a movie. I’d like to spend some normal time with you.”





I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was so eager to spend time with her, and the thought of waking up with her in the morning was better than anything else I could think of. I didn’t care anymore about protecting myself from being vulnerable, it seemed like such a silly thing to refuse someone so good just because of my own insecurities. I wanted to get to know Riley inside and out.





“Oh my god, of course, I do. There’s nothing I want more.” I said and she sighed with relief.





“Me too,” she said and kissed me gently. I eagerly kissed her back, still feeling my body quake every time she touched me. “Just so you’re aware,” she started, breaking the kiss. “I know I said my driver had seen worse, but I don’t do this often. There’s not like a stream of KinkMe girls in my life. Like, I also never have people stay over, so if I’m a bit weird about it it’s because you’re an exception.”





“Same, this isn’t something I do either,” I said and she nodded. “And by the way, who the hell has a personal driver? Especially in this city?” I scolded jokingly.





She laughed loudly, taking a moment before she replied. “There’s a lot more to know about me, but let’s just say my sales job is a bit more of a moneymaker than I’d let on. I hope that’s not a problem.” She grinned at me as she joked back.





“It’s okay. I’ll take a little bit of humiliation in front of your driver to avoid paying for cabs.”





“Good. Don’t worry, he likes it.” She giggled and pushed her hair behind her shoulder.





We laid and talked for over an hour, giggling in our post-orgasm glow. She ran her hands over my skin so casually as we spoke and I felt so appreciated. I felt safe with her, emotionally and physically, and I hoped she felt the same about me. I felt myself melting every time she laughed, and I couldn’t get over the euphoric excitement of how well we meshed.





We ended up ordering food from a place with much larger portions than the fancy restaurant from earlier. We watched a movie and talked all night until the sun came up. I called into work and we did it again the next day, and when I finally left her house it was hard for us to both say goodbye. We made plans to see each other any day we could get free. After meeting her I knew I couldn’t look back to the days of uncertainty after feeling so emotionally and physically complete.





I knew my decision had been a good one when I decided to delete KinkMe. I took a quick scroll through the front page just out of curiosity, and every profile seemed to pale in comparison to the experiences I’d had with Riley. I deleted it happily, excited that I could still anticipate the unexpected, but with someone who I knew would strive to satisfy me completely.




II

Rescued and Used by Lesbian Housewife


Twenty-five-year-old Lauren is driving through a blizzard to meet up with her fiance, Tyler, hoping that a weekend away can fix their crumbling relationship. But when Lauren’s car gets stuck in the snow, a gorgeous older woman named Samantha stops to offer her a place to stay for the night. When Lauren starts to realize that the dominant and married woman that rescued her may also be flirting with her, will she be able to find a way to thank Samantha for rescuing her?





Chapter 1





I
 ’d never been so scared and turned on in my life as I drove through the worst snowstorm I’d ever seen while wearing the tightest lingerie I’d ever put on. I was driving to meet my fiance at his parent’s cottage, where we would be alone for the weekend. We’d known that there was going to be a storm, but I’d planned on having enough time to get there before the snow was supposed to start. However, I’d gotten caught up at work, was unable to leave on time, and ended up right in the middle of the biggest blizzard in years.





I knew that bad weather or not, I had to make it to the cottage. I was meeting my fiance, Tyler because we were having a lot of tension in our relationship and we realized that we needed to get away and try to fix things. We told ourselves that it was just a vacation but in reality, it was a last attempt to mend our engagement. Judging on how we’d planned for this getaway it seemed as if we were going to try and fuck ourselves back together. My suitcase was filled with all kinds of lingerie, condoms, and different flavored lube. It was like I was carrying a relationship first aid kit.





The snowstorm was furious, and the road I was driving down was narrow, twisted, and unfamiliar. I was in the middle of nowhere with no service on my cell phone, and I could barely see the road. I knew it was supposed to snow a lot, but I didn’t think it would gather so quickly. I held onto the steering wheel of my car until my knuckles were white, trying to stop the car from being pulled into the ditch. It felt like as soon as I gained some confidence I would feel the car slipping all over the road.





I’d been lucky for a large part of the drive out to the country as I had followed a tow truck for miles. I’d focused everything on the truck’s lights in front of me but when he turned off of the main highway I realized how bad the roads had become. I drove slowly, trying to follow the curve of the GPS and whatever I could see of the tree line but the cottage was still at least 30 miles away.





I tried my best to focus, but I was feeling a bit uncomfortable. I’d worn my sexiest lingerie as I had planned on taking my clothes off the second I got in the door. I had a g-string on, and after sitting for so long I could feel it digging hard in between my legs, feeling the pressure on my clit. I wore a pink, lacy piece of lingerie that was high cut on the sides almost up to my waist, and it tied up around my neck, pushing my breasts together and holding them tightly. The fabric was cheap and a bit rough and every time I hit a bump I could feel my whole body jolt with excitement as my breasts bounced and the lace rubbed against me. I wore loose sweatpants and a white t-shirt over the top of the ensemble for easy removal once I arrived, thinking that the casual clothes would be comfortable on a long drive.





I figured at least when they found my dead, frozen body, I would look hot. My blonde hair was freshly dyed and styled wavy, and I wore dark makeup that would probably get ruined by the falling snow and sharp wind whenever I eventually got out of my car. I turned the radio off so that I could focus with everything I had, but I was realizing it was becoming no use. I could be driving in a field at this point and I wasn’t sure that I would even realize.





But I had
 to get there. Not only did it feel like our last chance to make things work, but I didn’t have service on my cell phone, so I literally had to get there or else I would be sleeping in my car.





“You’re such a fucking idiot,” I said aloud to myself as I followed the map closely. I knew we should have canceled and just spent time together at home. But when I had called Tyler earlier to tell him I’d be late, neither one of us even mentioned the possibility of canceling, eager to spend some much-needed alone time.





Suddenly I felt my car slowing and then stopping. The tires spun helplessly in the snow as I pressed on the gas as hard as I could. Nothing. I reversed the car, it moved a bit, and I could feel myself go over a hump of snow. I put my foot down hard on the gas again which allowed me to move another few feet forward, and then I was completely stuck. I tried reversing, turning, doing whatever I could and the car didn’t even budge.





I had remembered learning from a friend that you could use your car mats to put under the tires to help get yourself unstuck. I figured I’d try it, gathering up the two front mats. But when I opened the door the storm was much more frightening than it looked. The wind almost knocked me over, and the air was icy cold. Each snowflake on my skin felt like a needle. I got back into the car and put on my coat, but I couldn’t get it done up. I stood outside in the cold snow, my boots and clothes already starting to get wet, and realized that I was stuck in a big snowdrift. Reversing and inching forward had only wedged me deeper into the snow.





I needed to sit and think before I got frostbite trying to put car mats under my tires. I got back in the car and turned the heat on full blast. I wanted to cry, but I knew that would only make me feel so much worse. I eagerly held my cellphone up, trying every angle to get a signal, even leaning into the back seat, but nothing worked.





I figured I’d wait a bit to warm up, try the car mats, and if that didn’t work I would call 911. Who knows if they would even be able to find me in this snow but I knew it was worth trying. At least I had the map to tell me where I was. I even thought about masturbating. It would warm me up and calm me down, and I felt like I couldn’t think straight with how horny I was. I sat in the warm air for a few minutes and before I could make my next move, I heard a knock on my window.





I almost screamed when I saw a figure outside. It was a woman probably in her late 30s or early 40s, wearing a big hood that shielded her from the snow. I was thankful I hadn’t decided to masturbate. I rolled down my window quickly.





“Hey hun,” she said, sounding quite calm. “I saw your lights from back there, you’re pretty stuck.”





“I was going to try to get myself out of here but I think I might just get stuck again,” I said, and she smiled at me.





“It’s probably gonna be all drifts ahead of here, it’s mostly open fields. My cottage is about a five-minute drive away. If you like, you can stay until the roads are cleared. We can call 911 as well but it might be quite a while before they can get you out of here.”





“How long before you think the roads will be cleared?”





“Out here? Tomorrow afternoon if we’re lucky. But in the morning we might be able to at least try getting your car out, depending on how much more snow piles up tonight.”





I sighed in defeat. I had been so determined to get to Tyler’s cottage but it didn’t seem possible. At least not tonight. It was already starting to get dark quickly, and I didn’t know how long my tank of gas would last me with the heat blasting. I knew I couldn’t stay in my car all night.





“Okay, I think I will come with you. Thank you so much.”





“No problem at all. I’m just parked behind you. I’ll let you gather your stuff.” She walked back to her car and I eagerly rolled up the window, feeling cold again.





Chapter 2





I
 grabbed everything I could from the car. I made sure I had my phone and charger, some water in case the woman’s car got stuck too, my suitcase, and the bag of groceries I had brought from town. I felt bad because I knew my fiance would be worried about me, but maybe at the woman’s house, there would be a landline phone or some cell service. I got out, locked my car, and ran to the woman’s vehicle. She drove a van, and I threw my stuff in the back and then scrambled into the front seat as quickly as she could. She had the heat on high and I eagerly stuck my hands onto the vents to warm them up.





“If it’s too hot just let me know, but just looking at the snow makes me feel cold,” she said. “By the way, I’m Samantha.”





“I’m Lauren, and the temperature is great, don’t worry. I am so grateful you stopped,” I replied. “I can’t thank you enough, seriously.”





Samantha laughed, “It’s no problem. I couldn’t leave you there. And besides, I was supposed to meet my husband at our cottage, but he had to turn around because of the snow. I was almost here so I guess I’m stranded.”





“No way! Me too, well, my fiance is at the cottage and I was supposed to meet him.”





“Well at least now we have each other’s company,” she said and smiled. I couldn’t see her too well in the dark, not enough to see her hair, but she was a very beautiful woman. I figured she must have been well off too. There was the faint smell of a delicious perfume, her coat was expensive, her car was new, and she just had that air about her. Like she was down to earth but also could be filthy rich.





We drove for a bit down a different road and it was getting dark fast. I could feel the van slipping over the road quite often but Samantha didn’t seem nervous. She corrected the vehicle quickly and carried on as if nothing had happened. Something about her maturity and calm demeanor made me feel completely at ease.





“I think this is it,” Samantha said and turned into a driveway. I didn’t even know how she was able to see it, I didn’t know we were in a driveway until I saw the faint outline of a house appear in front of us through the snow.





She parked the car and we both grabbed our bags and booked it for the door. I followed her footsteps as she walked up the stairs to the front porch, but when I went to step where she had, my foot slipped and I fell completely into the snow onto my chest. My coat had still been undone, so my whole shirt and pants were completely soaked. I screamed as I fell, and Samantha threw her things down on the porch and ran back to help me. I was a bit stuck as I dropped my stuff and tried to lift myself out, but I felt her hands grab onto my waist and she pulled me back to my feet. My hands were burning cold and red, and I thought of how stupid it was for me to not wear mitts. I thanked her, feeling a bit embarrassed, and I grabbed my stuff and followed her into the cottage.





It was freezing. Samantha turned the lights on, and despite the cold, the house was completely cozy looking. I locked the door while I watched her head across the big open room. “I’m sorry it’s so cold, I haven’t been here yet. Thank god we have lots of wood here.” I saw her grabbing the logs and placing them in the fireplace.





Samantha was beautiful. She had long brown hair with perfect caramel highlights running through, and her nails were short and painted white. She had taken off her coat and she was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt, but she didn’t look frumpy like how I looked in my casual clothes, but more like she was a rich yoga teacher. She smiled at me and I saw that her teeth were perfectly bright and straight, and I felt kind of silly with my soaked clothes and makeup probably running down my face.





Then I realized my shirt at about the same time that she did. She had started the fire and looked back at me, and I realized that my soaking white t-shirt was showing my tight pink, lacy lingerie. I probably looked like a bit of a freak but I honestly didn’t care, I was so cold and tired that I just looked down and shrugged.





Samantha laughed hard at my expression. “I guess you must have had an exciting weekend planned. I did too. Stupid weather.”





I laughed and took my coat off, eager to get out of the wet clothes. I could already feel the fire quickly heating the place. It was quite a large cottage, even nicer than my fiance’s parent’s place. There was exposed wood everywhere, making it look a bit like a cabin, but it was so polished and perfect. It was immaculately decorated, and apart from the bathrooms and bedrooms, it was completely open. There was a kitchen and a dining room to the left of the front door, with shiny new-looking appliances.





As if Samantha had read my mind, she started talking about the cottage. “We’ve had this place for quite a while, but we recently got it renovated. We come up here whenever we can. The only downside is that the rooms can get a bit cold, but we’re going to try to fix that next year.”





“It’s beautiful here,” I said, and she beamed.





“Thank you, I did all of the decorating myself! Just kidding, I hired someone,” she said and laughed. “I’ll show you your room and the bathroom. You should have a warm bath, you’re probably chilled to the bone.”





She was right, I didn’t think I’d ever been so cold. I noticed my whole body was tense. “That would be amazing,” I said.





She led me to my room and left to run the bath for me. I was so grateful for her help, not only saving me once by opening her home to me, but she had also fished me out of the freezing cold snow. I got a change of clothes out of my suitcase to take into the bathroom with me, grateful I had brought some non-lingerie clothes too. Samantha handed me a big, fluffy, white towel.





“We can put your clothes in the dryer after you’re done. I’m going to make some food, do you have any allergies?” I shook my head no. “Perfect. I’ll also put your groceries in the fridge for now.”





“Thank you so much. For everything, I don’t even know how to thank you enough.”





“Don’t worry, hun. I’m just happy to have company,” she said and smiled at me. She closed the bathroom door and I started to take off my clothes. The bathroom was freezing, but the steam from the hot water was so inviting as the tub filled with big bubbles. I stood in front of the mirror, laughing at my pathetic pink lingerie, stuck to my reddened cold body. I had to peel it off of me, almost ripping it.





I sunk into the hot water feeling my body instantly relaxing as the heat wrapped around me. I let out a sigh, happy to be so warm. I thought about my fiance, and even though I still felt so horny, in a way I felt a bit relieved to not be having sex all weekend, trying to fix our problems while dealing with our clashing moods. Even though I knew that missing this weekend was a big deal, I knew there wasn’t anything I could do about it. I wanted to call him and let him know I was okay, but my phone still hadn’t been able to get a signal. I decided to ask Samantha when I got out of the tub if her phone was any better. Guiltily I felt a bit happy that he couldn’t reach me, thinking of how he was probably worried about me. After all of the times he’d treated me like I was disposable, I was sure that now he was wishing I was there.





I ran my hands over my breasts and down my body, feeling how turned on I still was. My body reacted immediately, acting almost like they were someone else’s hands underneath the water. I laid my head back and closed my eyes, and brought my hands up to my breasts. I rubbed over my nipples and then pulled at them gently, just how I liked, and the feeling instantly made my pussy start to throb. I tried to think of Tyler, what we could have been doing if I had ended up at his house, but for some reason whenever I focused I just saw Samantha’s face. I’d open my eyes, trying to erase the thought, and then when I closed my eyes again I would see her face.





The cold must have gotten to me. She was a gorgeous woman, but not only was she so much older than me she was also a married woman. I wasn’t even into women at all. I’d had small crushes on girls before, but nothing that felt sexual. Just harmless thoughts of “oh, she’s cute,” or locking eyes with a woman and feeling a bit fuzzy. But nothing I would ever pursue, especially not with someone who was probably 15 years older than me.





But this was different. The more I played with my nipples. the more the desire felt burning hot. I let my imagination run wild, after all, they were my thoughts and nobody needed to know. I thought of her perfect body in her tight workout clothes, her sexy laugh, and the way she carried herself, full of confidence and money. I felt guilty, thinking of my rescuer in such a dirty way, but I didn’t care enough to stop.





I moved a hand down to my pussy and rubbed it roughly, bucking my hips against the friction. I moved it up to my clit while I played with my nipples, and the soapy water made it so my hands could glide quickly. My clit was so hard and throbbing, and I rubbed it quickly while I pinched and pulled at my nipples. I kept thinking of her, imagining her long, brown hair hanging over me and her hands running over my body. I could almost smell her perfume. The thought of having a stranger who was so far away from my type touching me when I was supposed to be fucking my boyfriend was almost enough to send me over the edge. Just as I felt myself getting close, I heard a soft knock at the door.





“Lauren?” I heard Samantha say, and instantly I froze with shame. Had she found out somehow? Maybe she’d accidentally walked in, or maybe I was so into it that I moaned without realizing. My mind was racing, but I calmed my voice and replied.





“Yes?”





“I forgot, there’s no shampoo in there. I had to bring some from home.” She paused. “If you want, I can just leave it outside of the door, or I can bring it in. I won’t look.”





I looked around for a moment, in a panic, like if she came in she would know what I’d been up to. But of course, she wouldn’t. And besides, the bubbles in the tub were so big that my body was completely covered.





“It’s okay,” I said, sinking into the water a bit. “You can just come in, don’t worry. I’m covered up from all the bubbles.”





“Okay hun,” she said and opened up the door. I felt so guilty seeing her after the thoughts I was having, but I was still so horny. I was still breathing heavily, and my skin felt on fire.





She walked toward me with the shampoo and I smiled and reached out to grab it from her. I went to grab it but my hand slipped a bit, and I ended up running my fingers over hers. We both paused for a moment, my hand still touching hers, feeling electric. I felt almost like I couldn’t pull away. She looked at me and smiled. Suddenly I snapped out of it and grabbed the bottle out of her hand, feeling a bit mortified at the way I froze up. She didn’t seem to let on that anything happened at all.





“Have a good bath,” she said and walked out of the door. I didn’t even reply, feeling like an idiot. But at the same time, she hadn’t removed her hand either. Was she just weirded out, or was she feeling the same way?





‘Of course, she wasn’t,’ I told myself, feeling so ridiculous for even thinking that way. ‘She’s married, and you’re about to be.’ I shook the thoughts out of my head. I didn’t even think about finishing myself off, mortified by what had happened. I quickly washed my hair and body and got out of the tub.





Chapter 3





I
 walked out into the living room in my pink PJ shorts and a fresh new t-shirt. The warmth of the fireplace engulfed my body, and I could smell something delicious being cooked. I felt a strong sense of calm wash over me. Even though I was always a bit nervous around strangers, Samantha felt like someone I could trust. The way that she took care of me made me feel so appreciated, even though I’d done nothing to deserve it. I watched her in the kitchen as she sauteed something in a pan. There was a wooden island with tall bar stools surrounding it near the kitchen, and I took a seat and watched her.





“Oh, hey Lauren. Did you have a good bath?” She asked.





“It was incredible. Especially after diving into the snow,” I said, laughing. “What are you cooking?”





“I’m making a stir fry, with chicken and peanut sauce. I promise it’s really good.”





I smiled. “I believe you, it smells amazing.”





Samantha finished cooking and poured us each a drink of sparkling water. She plated the food and put it on the island counter, denying all of my offers to help. She sat across from me and I didn’t realize how hungry I had been until I took my first bite of food. I made sure to try and be a polite guest, pacing myself, but I couldn’t get over how delicious the meal was.





“So tell me about you and your fiance,” she said, pausing to take a bite. “How long have you been engaged?”





“I’m 25 now, so we would have been engaged for two years. We’ve been together for 5 years total.”





“Wow, 2 years! I think I was engaged for only two months. But trust me, it’s way better to take things slow.”





I was feeling a bit glad we were only still engaged, the way things had been going between me and Tyler. I was eager to change the subject. “How about you?” I asked. “How long have you been married?”





“Well I’m 41 now and we got married when we were 19. So 22 years,” she said, and then started laughing. “It’s been a long time but I think these little cottage getaways have helped us through some rough patches. Along with some other things too.”





“That’s kind of what I was hoping for.” I looked down at my plate for a moment, not sure why I was feeling the need to open up about something I hadn’t even fully thought through on my own. “I think that’s what this weekend was going to be for me and Tyler. We haven’t been getting along so great for a while now, so we were going to try to reconnect, alone. I was hoping this weekend we could try and… fix things.”





Samantha paused and put down her fork. She thought for a moment, before speaking. “I hope I’m not overstepping. I don’t know you or your situation, but I know how tough it is when you feel like you have to fix a relationship so early on. I have definitely been there. Just make sure you’re always doing what’s best for you. There were a lot of times in my life that I ignored what I really wanted, just to make others happy.”





I knew exactly what she was talking about. There were so many times when I felt like I was just moving along with things because I had already invested so much time. My job, my relationship, even some friendships seemed to follow this pattern. I would get comfortable, even though I wasn’t always satisfied, just because I didn’t want to admit that I had wasted any of my years on something that would end.





“You’re not overstepping,” I answered. “You’re right, and it feels good to hear it out loud. I know deep down that I need to put myself first, but I usually find that advice hard to follow. Especially when I don’t know what I want.”





Samantha looked at me curiously, and I thought for a moment that maybe my words came off a bit strange. I’d momentarily forgotten about our awkward moment with the shampoo. I knew I was probably overreacting, but the way she looked at me was hard not to misread.





Samantha smiled. “Well, if you ever want to talk to me about what you want, I’d be happy to indulge.” She had a strange flicker in her eyes as she spoke, making her look cunning and mysterious.





Were we talking about the same thing? Was she flirting with me? I knew there could be no way, but what else could she mean by that? I wasn’t even sure what I was talking about. Was I so horny that I was just making something out of nothing? Before I could reply, she changed the subject, asking me about where I worked. I stuttered my way through explaining my office job, and as we continued our small talk I realized that the hungry look in her eyes never quite went away.





Chapter 4





W
 e cleaned up the dishes and relaxed in the living room by the fire. She had turned the lights down, and the light from the fireplace danced across the room. I’d sunk myself into a big lounge chair and she sat across from me, curled up against the armrest of the big, cozy couch. She looked so small with her legs folded up toward her body and her head leaning on her hand.





I asked if her phone was able to get a signal. She said she usually couldn’t from the house but we tried anyway, with no luck. She told me that there was a hill up the road that she could usually get a few signal bars at, and if the roads weren’t too bad in the morning we could try to drive up and at least send Tyler a text message, so he wouldn’t worry. I sent him a text anyway, hoping that maybe overnight it would sneak through. I explained what had happened to my car and apologized, but I let him know I was safe.





“So you guys must have had some crazy weekend planned, huh?” She asked, laughing.





I blushed a bit, reminded of my wet t-shirt earlier, but I laughed as well. “Oh god, yeah. It was going to get pretty wild.”





“Good girl,” she said, and I felt a small shiver from her voice through my body. “I mean, when you’re trying to fix things, I guess that’s the way to do it.” She laughed again, flipping her hair back behind her shoulder. “That’s the one thing I can say about me and my husband, we usually know how to have a pretty good time.”





I wanted to pry but decided not to. I had to spend at least one night here, maybe even two, and I didn’t want to make her think that I was being flirty or forward. I didn’t even know why I would consider being flirty. She was being so kind to me but I was having the weirdest feelings. I figured after I got a good night’s sleep my strange thoughts would go away. But I found myself feeling as if her eyes were burning through me as we spoke. Her t-shirt was a light blue color, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from dropping down to look at her hard nipples poking through her shirt. It was like my eyes were out of control, and I had to keep consciously lifting them back up to her face. Her breasts were so much bigger than mine and I couldn’t help but stare.





“That’s always a good thing, about you and your husband,” I decided to say. I wanted to change the subject, just in case I said something strange. “What’s your husband like?”





“He’s… a great man. He’s a great provider and a great listener. I love him very much, he’s been my best friend for years,” she said. “But sometimes we aren’t always enough for each other. I mean after being married for so long. Marriage can be tough, well, any relationship can. It sounds like you know about that too.”





“Do I ever,” I laughed.





“That’s why I make sure every once in a while that I get what I want, even if it means going outside of the marriage. I know he does too, so I don’t feel too bad.” She said, and I was so shocked I actually felt my jaw physically drop. I couldn’t believe how casually she’d opened up to me.





“Wait, for real?” I asked, and she nodded.





“Remember when I said that sometimes you just need to do what’s best for you? I think sometimes I would go crazy if I didn’t follow what I wanted every once in a while.”





I felt myself swallow hard. I tried to make myself change the subject, but I couldn’t. The way she spoke was so seductive and mysterious. At this point, I couldn’t help but pry.





“So what is it that you want?” I asked, returning her steady stare. I wasn’t sure what I was doing, or what I even wanted. I just needed to hear more.





“What is it that I want?” She repeated, and I nodded slowly. “Not to be too forward, but I wouldn’t mind seeing you in that lingerie again.”





I felt myself pause, wondering if I heard her correctly. But I knew I had. She looked at me with that same fiery stare. I expected her to laugh as if it was a joke, but she didn’t. I needed to think, was this really what I wanted? I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her all night, but I was engaged. I’d never even thought seriously about having a woman even touch me until the bath tonight, and I was going to be stuck with Samantha in this cottage for who knows how long. There were so many cons to me giving in to her suggestion, but I didn’t have time to think them through. I only had time to react to what I wanted, just like she had suggested. And what I wanted was her.





“Wait here,” I said, standing up. She smiled at me approvingly as if she had expected things to go this way. As if her gamble had paid off. I walked back to my room and dug through my suitcase quickly. I found my favorite outfit, one that Tyler had bought me. I looked at it for a moment. It was a black, lace fitted dress that hit right above my ass cheeks. It was low cut and see-through and had different lace patterns crisscrossing in flattering places across the bodice.





I thought for a moment about how fucked up and weird this was but I felt almost numb to any guilt. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t get over how enticing Samantha was. I didn’t even know what I was doing, but I knew that she was aware of that. I put on the lingerie, and a tiny black thong, and I put my PJs back on.





I walked out to the living room and sat beside her on the couch. She looked at me strangely for a moment.





“Change your mind?” She asked, sighing. “That’s okay, I figured I was being a bit too forward. I apologize.”





“Take my clothes off,” I replied, staring at her deeply. “Please.” I watched a devilish smile creep across her face, and she sat up facing me.





“You want me to?” She asked teasingly and watched as I nodded eagerly.





She crawled toward me, so close that I leaned onto the back of the armrest, my body sprawled across the couch. She straddled my thighs and I felt her hands on my stomach, feeling my body through the lace. I moved toward her touch. I felt her lift my t-shirt so slowly that I felt myself going crazy, wishing she would just rip my clothes off. I lifted my arms, letting her pull the shirt over my head, and I watched her closely as her eyes traced all over my body.





I felt her hands back on me, and she rubbed them both from each shoulder down to my waist, avoiding my breasts despite my squirming towards her hands. She hooked each finger into the waistband of my shorts and slowly pulled down, revealing my short lingerie and my small thong. She crawled off of me and took my PJ shorts off completely. She took a moment to look at me, before straddling me again and placing her hands on my stomach.





“Have you ever been with a woman before?” She asked while tracing her fingers from my stomach to my hip bones. My body buzzed in response, my skin feeling so alive.





“No, I haven’t,” I replied. “But I want to if it’s you.”





She laughed and I felt her hands move slowly up my sides. “So you’re okay with this? Because you’re fucking gorgeous and I want to make you cum.” I felt her hands move to my breasts, touching them everywhere but my nipples.





I melted into her touch, feeling so turned on by her words. I’d never had anyone talk so dirty to me before. I didn’t even think I’d even cum in front of another person before. I usually did that myself when I was alone because I knew exactly how to get myself off. Tyler satisfied me, but I didn’t think he’d ever made me cum. I couldn’t believe Samantha was so confidently promising it.





“Yes, I’m okay with this. Please, do whatever you want. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you,” I responded, and as I gave her permission I felt her thumbs move roughly over my nipples, through the lace of my lingerie. I moaned loudly, feeling the pressure instantly shoot from my hard nipples down my body.





“Good,” she replied simply, leaning over me. “I’m going to show you how you should be treated.”





I felt her lips on mine, her perfect, long brown hair cascading down over me. Her lips were so soft, and even though they felt gentle she moved fast. Her hands were still on my breasts, and she pinched gently at my nipples while she kissed me. I moaned against her, and I felt her quickly move her tongue against my lips. I opened them, letting her use her expert tongue to explore my mouth. Her fingers rolled my hard nubs while she licked at my tongue and I already felt myself going crazy from her touch.





She broke the kiss and moved down my neck, kissing and licking at my skin. I felt so spoiled, I was usually the one doing a lot of the foreplay. I felt myself almost praying as her mouth moved closer to my chest. I felt her push the top of my lingerie down, revealing my breasts, and she moved her hands to hold the lingerie down.





“Look at those perfect breasts,” she said, and I watched her. She caught my eye. “Do you want me to suck on your pretty little nipples?”





“Yes, please Samantha, god you’re so hot,” I moaned, watching as her lips were only inches away from me. She pressed my breasts together and took each swollen nipple into her mouth slowly, sucking me hard. I instantly felt my clit throbbing as the sensation crawled down between my legs. I gasped loudly, my body feeling so satisfied already after being horny all day. She looked me in the eyes while she moved her mouth on my breasts, and I watched as she pulled lightly at my nipple with her straight, bright white teeth.





“I bet you’re probably so wet for me already,” she said, and I moaned in agreement. I could feel my slick, pulsing pussy, begging to be touched. “Trust me, after this, you’ll be so happy your car got stuck.”





I was already happy my car had gotten stuck. Previously I’d hyped up my weekend with Tyler, but now that I wasn’t with him I thought of the reality. I thought of how he was so grumpy after we had sex, how he wanted me to always cook all of his meals, and how he didn’t like to go down on me. I thought of how I was already feeling better than I probably would have this weekend if I’d arrived on time. It felt like instead of me fixing my relationship, Samantha was fixing me.





She rubbed down my body, still taking a moment to occasionally lick at my nipples. Her soft hands moved around the back of my thighs and up toward my ass. She slipped her hands underneath my lingerie and grabbed my ass hard with both hands, digging her fingers in a bit. I moaned from the feeling of her rough touch, ready and willing to let her do anything she pleased. She moved her face away from my breasts and I felt her kiss down my lace-covered stomach as she continued to squeeze my ass. I spread my legs in anticipation.





She moved her hands back towards the front of my thighs and pushed my lingerie up over my waist. She sucked and licked down my bare stomach, making my hips squirm. I felt her fingers around my thong and she pulled down slowly, exposing me fully. I felt myself shaking, and I wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement. She pulled my thong down over my feet and I opened my legs wide, with not even an ounce of care left to feel shy.





I watched her as her eyes traced down my body. “God, look at your perfect wet pussy,” she said softly, and I felt myself losing all control. I wanted so badly for her to touch me, and I could tell by her face that she wanted the same. Before I could even reply, ready to beg her to touch me, I felt as she dove her head toward me, licking eagerly up my slit. I groaned loudly in surprise, grinding my hips toward her.





She moaned and buried her tongue deep into the entrance of my pussy, and I whimpered in response. I opened my legs as wide as I could, bouncing softly against her firm tongue pressed inside of my hole. I felt so spoiled, leaning back into her skilled tongue as she pressed as deeply into me as she could. She brought her tongue out of me and shoved it quickly back in, and I had to close my eyes as her wet tongue made me feel things I didn’t think I could. Normally I would feel so embarrassed having someone face-first in between my legs, but I didn’t have the capacity left to worry.





Samantha kept her face close to me but looked up at me with her sharp, seductive eyes. I watched as she lowered her mouth knowingly to my pulsing clit, taking it into her mouth and sucking hard. I had to break eye contact with her, throwing back my head and feeling my eyes roll back as she sucked so skillfully. I’d never felt such intense pleasure as she lapped thirstily, her tongue rolling my swollen clit in her mouth. I couldn’t control myself as I held tightly onto the couch, my nails dragging into the fabric as I ground my pussy against her face.





I felt my legs tense so badly that they hurt, and I couldn’t shut my mouth. I whimpered and cried out so loudly, begging for her to continue. “Oh my god, Samantha. Please don’t stop, I’m cumming, please.” I was almost in tears as I felt my intense orgasm ripping through my body like a hurricane. I shook over her face, tensing my legs hard and I felt myself quivering with my release, a day’s worth of pent-up frustration finally being let go. Samantha didn’t stop for a moment, keeping up the same pace that had driven me so crazy, making sure I’d finished cumming. I jumped away from her mouth, feeling so sensitive, and I heard the pop of her lips as she let go of my clit. I felt her tongue lick deep inside of my opening, lapping up my cream. I was sweating and breathing heavily as if I’d run a marathon.





“I want you to know how good you taste,” she said. She moved back up to my lips, her wet tongue lapping against mine. I could taste my pussy on her tongue. I felt dirtier than ever and I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed it.





I wanted to thank her so badly. She had rescued me, made me dinner, and made me cum harder than I ever had before. I was ready to do anything to repay her, whatever it took. Not only did I want to touch her, but I owed her, big time.





Chapter 5





“
 T
 ell me what to do,” I said eagerly, and she smiled at me. “Seriously. I’ll do anything, please. I want to make you feel good.”





Her smile turned serious, and she looked down at me for a moment, thinking. “Okay,” she said, stroking my hair. “But let’s go to the bedroom.”





She got up off of the couch and walked toward the fire, and I watched as she put some more wood into the fireplace. The soft crackling had become white noise. I waited for her to finish and I followed her, wishing she would walk a bit faster as I didn’t want to wait a moment longer before touching her again. For a moment, I felt a bit of guilt. I thought about her husband, their almost 25 years of marriage. How many times had she done this? She seemed to feel so comfortable with it. Did he know? I didn’t want to think of how my fiance would act if he ever found out. However, the guilt disappeared quickly when we reached the room.





She had been right, the bedroom was much colder than the rest of the cottage even though the door had been open. But it didn’t matter because my skin felt boiling hot. As soon as we walked through the door, she turned around and put her hands on my waist. She pressed herself against me, pushing me lightly against the cold wall. Her warm hands explored once again over my body as she kissed me hard, her experienced tongue fluttering against my lips.





I kissed back just as hard. It was my turn to make her feel good. I put my hands under her tight shirt and moved my fingers up her soft skin, feeling her toned muscles. I moved up to her big breasts and grabbed them in my hands. I broke the kiss and she watched me intently as I started to move my thumbs over her swollen, hard nipples. I watched her face as she parted her lips slightly, and she smiled through her pleasure as I rubbed harder and slower. I stopped for a moment to hold her waist and turn her around, pressing her against the wall instead of me. I lifted her shirt up over her breasts and took one of her nipples into my mouth.





I tried my best to do what she had done to me, and I felt proud as I felt her moan softly. She placed a hand on my head, running her fingers through my hair, holding me gently against her breast. It turned me on so much to be sucking another woman’s nipples, I felt myself getting wet again already. I replaced my mouth with my hand, rolling her wet nipple in between my thumb and forefinger, and I moved my lips to her other nipple, doing the same.





My other hand trailed down her side and I felt her spread her legs slightly as my hand moved down her waist. I rubbed my fingers between her legs, heavily dragging my hand over her pussy, and she moaned against the friction, lifting her hips toward me. I rubbed my fingers hard, her tight, thin yoga pants let my fingers brush between her pussy lips and over her hard clit. I knew that I’d hit the right spot because of how loudly she moaned and squirmed against me.





“Oh my god, Lauren. Maybe you don’t need any help,” she laughed softly and I moved my mouth off of her breast. I kept rubbing my fingers over her pussy, feeling as she almost melted herself over me, riding my hand softly back and forth. I kissed up her neck trying my hardest to be as seductive and sexy as I could. It felt so good to be in charge for once, even just for a moment.





“I want you in the bed,” she said, surprising me with her sexy and slightly commanding tone. I wasn’t even too sure where it was in the pitch-black room. I let go of her and felt her lead me over to the bed, my eyes adjusting to the dark. She took her shirt off and laid back on the soft mattress, and I peeled her tight pants off of her slowly, tugging them off and throwing them on the floor.





I didn’t waste any time. I got on the bed with her and pulled her legs toward me. I knelt between her thighs and she opened them enthusiastically. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I ran my fingers over her perfect pussy, feeling how wet she’d already become. I paused for a moment with my head in between her legs, and I heard her speak.





“Just do to me what feels good to you, and I’ll give you direction if you need it.”





I knew that I could try my best to do as she said. I ran my tongue up her slit, tasting her juices on my tongue. I licked her clit slowly, keeping my tongue as firm as I could, and I felt her lift her legs off of the bed, her knees bent in the air as she spread her legs even more. I quickened my pace as I licked at her swollen clit, and I moved my fingers to her entrance, teasing them in and out of her hole. I pressed two fingers in deeper and heard her gasp loudly.





“Yes, that’s good Lauren. Finger me and suck my clit, you dirty girl.” Her voice was so confident, even as her raspy, sexy voice came out in a slight moan.





Her words made my pussy tighten, I couldn’t believe how hot she was when she spoke like that. I moaned onto her clit as I took it in between my lips, sucking hard as I inserted another finger in her pussy. I pulled my fingers out of her entirely and shoved them back in, feeling as she ground back into my fingers in response. Her breathing picked up and I heard soft moans dripping out of her mouth as I sucked her over and over, as hard as I could. I paused to lick at her and I felt her legs starting to shake.





“Curl your fingers a bit,” she said, and as soon as I did she instantly threw her head back as I rubbed against her g-spot. “Oh god, yes Lauren, I’m gonna cum. Keep going, please.”





I felt her tense hard around my fingers, but I kept pumping in and out of her with my fingers curling as I entered her, sliding easily inside of her slick pussy. Her legs tensed around my head and they shook even harder than before. I felt her cumming hard as she cried out loudly, her liquid dripping down my fingers. Her orgasm lasted longer than mine had, and I waited until she was done before I hungrily licked at my fingers and her pussy, sucking and licking her clean.





I thought we would be done now that we both had cum, but I was still feeling so turned on. Before I could say anything she spoke again. “Want to keep going?” she asked almost teasingly.





“Yes,” I said as I sat up on the bed. “Please, I don’t want to stop.”





“Lay down on your back,” she instructed, and I did as she said.





My lingerie was still half on, pushed up over my hips and down under my breasts. I didn’t know what we were doing but my pussy was pulsing, feeling wet between my legs. She spread my legs apart, and knelt over me, straddling my leg. She pushed my other leg up out of the way and used it to drag her pussy over top of mine. She sat there, her pussy inches away from mine. I tried to raise my hips toward her, but I couldn’t move enough.





“Tell me,” she said and lowered her soft, warm pussy onto mine. “What’s something you’ve always wanted someone to do to you, but you’ve been too scared to ask for? Don’t be shy.” My mind was blank when she asked me, but then slowly I felt her rub her pussy against mine, grinding it hard into me. I ground back desperately, my wet pussy feeling almost swollen as it slipped against hers. I threw my head back, realizing that at this moment she could have asked me to reveal any secret I’d ever had, and I would obey.





I thought of all of the possibilities. There were so many things I’d wanted to try with Tyler, but he didn’t like to do anything too outside of the box. He didn’t mind some toys or different positions, but he didn’t want to do anything ‘too freaky’. Even asking him to go down on me was often a dead end, and when he did it was only a moment of foreplay. I didn’t push him, I wanted to respect his boundaries but there were so many things I wanted to try.





I’d ask him once if he could be a bit rougher, maybe spank me or hold me down, and he looked at me like I had asked him to murder me. “What?” He had asked. “No way. I don’t want to hurt you.” I’d tried to explain that it wouldn’t hurt me, and explained how much the idea turned me on but there was no use. I’d always hoped that maybe if he’d gotten horny enough, he’d revisit the idea, but he never had.





There were lots of things that I’d wanted to try over the years but for some reason when Samantha asked me, it was the only thing that came into my head. Maybe it was her dominating personality or the way she held onto my leg roughly, holding me down so she could rub herself against me, using my body. Maybe it was her age and experience that made me think that maybe she would do a good job.





“C’mon, I’m sure there’s got to be something. You seem like the type who likes it a bit rough, is that right?” She asked, and picked up the pace of her hips.





“Yes,” I moaned loudly, my legs tensing as I felt her rub over my clit. She laughed and held onto my leg a bit harder, digging her fingers into my skin a bit. “God, yes, I’ve always wanted someone to spank me and use me any way they want.” I was surprised at my openness, but the way she encouraged me while pounding herself against my clit seemed to loosen my tongue.





“I wish I would have known that earlier,” she said, gasping hard. “I think you should be taught a lesson about coming home with a stranger. What do you say?”





“Yes please,” I said. I felt so close to cumming again already. I whined as she stopped grinding against me.





“Turn over,” she said, her voice much more strict this time. I obeyed, turning onto my stomach slowly, my shaking, sensitive pussy begging to be touched. She ran a hand gently over my ass. I felt her bending down close to me, her breath heavy. “If you want to stop, just tell me at any time. But I think you’re going to like the way I’m going to make you feel.”





I nodded quickly, excited by her words. I didn’t think I would want to stop. I’d never had anyone ask me what I wanted, and I wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity now that it was here. Even though I was accepting a punishment, I felt spoiled.





Chapter 6





“
 Y
 ou’re so much dirtier than I thought, Lauren,” she half-whispered with her raspy voice. “I thought it was one thing to let a married woman, that you don’t even know have her way with you, but it’s even worse knowing that you want to be punished so badly on top of that. You deserve it too, letting a stranger take you home and have her way with you.”





My body tingled as I heard her words. It was as if she was speaking to me exactly in the ways I had fantasized. I felt her hand dig into my ass cheek and I moaned under her rough touch. “Yes Samantha, I do deserve it,” I replied.





“What would Tyler say if I returned you tomorrow with your ass all swollen and red?” She laughed.





“I don’t care. Please spank me,” I begged. I wasn’t sure how much more teasing I could take. I wondered too what Tyler would say, or what I would say to him, but I didn’t care at that moment if he were to walk into the room and see what she was doing to me.





She moved her hand away from me and suddenly I felt her smack me hard, the sharp sting radiating through my body. The pain shot down to my wet pussy and I couldn’t help but let out a loud, surprised moan. I raised my ass off of the bed, anticipating the next smack.





“Did you like that, you horny little slut?” She asked.





“Yes, Samantha,” I replied, purring my words in the most erotic way I could. I wanted her to know how good she was making me feel. I’d tensed and waited for her to hit me again, holding my breath.





“You must have liked it,” she said, reaching her hand down to rub my pussy. I gasped as the shock of her hand rubbing against me caught me by surprise. Her hand had only lingered for a second, and I groaned with disappointment as she pulled it away. “You’re so wet already.”





She hit me again quickly, and I jumped at her hard smack. I felt my whole body bounce forward as she made contact in the same spot she had before, the tender skin prickling. I still couldn’t help but lift my ass, even more, squirming and wanting more, but I felt her hand push my hips back down to the bed.





“You’re going to thank me every time I hit you since you’re so eager. Got it?” She demanded.





“Yes-” before I could say any more, she cut off my words with a hard spank. “Thank you,” I moaned.





I heard her laugh, her sexy, raspy voice sending shivers down my spine, and suddenly she slapped my ass over and over, harder each time. I tried to keep up, crying out my appreciation after every loud smack but I was finding it hard to make coherent words as my ass pulsed with pain and my body shook with pleasure. I could feel each hit radiating through my whole body, and as I jumped forward each time I could feel my hard nipples rubbing against the bed.





She finished hitting me and grabbed a handful of my painful flesh. “I told you to say thank you, did you not listen?”





“Thank you, Samantha,” I whimpered. “Thank you so much.”





She let go of my painful skin. “Nice and red. You’re going to think about me every time you sit down for a week, and you’re going to feel thankful.”





Weirdly it turned me on, even more, to think of the shame that would follow tonight. I knew my car would be plowed out this weekend and I’d be back at work in just a few days, and every time I sat down I would be reminded of Samantha. I couldn’t imagine how guilty I would probably feel once my little getaway was over, but I knew that was a big part of the reason I was enjoying myself so much.





“I think you need to be tied up and used like the pretty little toy you are,” she started. “I wouldn’t want you to get away until I’ve been properly thanked.”





“Yes, please tie me up and do whatever you want to me.”





I didn’t know what Samantha was planning on tying me up with, but she seemed to already be one step ahead of me. She got up and returned quickly with long black ribbons. I turned onto my back and she tied each of my arms and legs to a separate bedpost, leaving me fully exposed. She tied them so quickly and expertly that I figured she’d done this many times before. I wonder if she was used to tying up her husband, or maybe he did this to her? I couldn’t imagine her in all of her confident and commanding energy being tied down, willing to beg to be fucked.





Samantha finished tying and came up to stroke my face. She smiled at me, looking almost innocent, but I could see the scheming behind her eyes. Her touch was soft and so was her gaze, but I knew she was being too gentle. She stuck two of her fingers in my mouth and ran them along my tongue, and I opened my mouth wide for her.





“I’m just looking at your pretty face before I sit on it,” she declared so casually. I couldn’t speak so I nodded my head quickly. I wanted so badly for her to use me to cum, like the toy she said I was. I couldn’t wait to taste her pussy again, wanting to thank her in any way that I could. Even just the feeling of her fingers on my tongue was enough to make me squirm. I sucked her fingers eagerly, and she pulled them out of my mouth and rubbed them on my hard nipples, pinching and pulling a bit rougher than she had before.





As soon as she took them out of my mouth, I couldn’t shut up. “Please Samantha, sit on my face. I want to taste your pussy, I want you to use me,” I half moaned my words as she played with my swollen nipples, and as I spoke I saw the smile spread across her face. She quickly got up and turned herself around, facing the bottom of the bed, and she straddled my face. I licked my lips as I waited for her to lower herself. I wished so desperately that my arms were free so that I could pull her down close to me.





“First you’re going to fuck me with your tongue, and then you can suck my clit,” she said.





I stuck my tongue out. I stiffened it the best I could and I felt her lower her pussy onto my face. I felt her opening with my tongue and suddenly she pushed herself downwards. My tongue pushed easily inside of her wet pussy. I moaned with excitement as she bounced herself lightly on my face, my tongue plunging in and out of her tight hole.





“God, that’s it, Lauren, you like it when I fuck myself with your tongue? You like the taste of my pussy?” She asked, and I could only moan loudly in agreement as I didn’t want to move my tongue away from her. She grabbed onto my breasts as she rode me, pinching my nipples again, and I felt my pussy writhing with excitement.





She lifted her hips and thrust back and forth now, my tongue running up and down her slit, and she moaned every time the tip of my tongue flicked against her hard clit. The more pleasure she received, she seemed to tease my nipples more roughly, and the sore satisfaction made me want to know how hard she would play with me when she was about to cum.





She slowed herself, grinding deeper into my face, smothering me with her soft pussy. I grabbed her clit between my lips when I had the opportunity, and sucked hard and good so she would know how much I wanted this. She gasped as I made contact, and pressed herself down even further.





“Since you’re so good at sucking my clit I think it’s about time you got a reward,” she moaned, and I felt her let go of my nipples. They felt sore as they bounced back toward my body, the blood rushing back into them. I felt her hands as she crawled down my stomach, lower and lower, and I ground my hips up in anticipation of whatever she was going to do. I felt her grab my sore ass, laying her torso against mine, and I quivered as I felt her so close to me. I wished I could see what she was doing.





Suddenly I felt her tongue flick over my clit roughly, and I almost screamed into her pussy as I jumped my hips toward her. She swiveled her expert tongue around my pussy, licking my entrance and then back up to tease my clit, and I felt myself grinding back against her.





I tried to focus, making sure to suck and lick at her delicious pussy in front of me so that she would continue to do the same to me. I was so loud, crying out as I had been so desperate to be touched. I moved my head against her, and my jaw moved up and down as I sucked and licked her as hard and fast as I could while feeling my mind completely empty from the pleasure. Not only did I feel used and spoiled at the same time, but I almost felt like this was what I was meant to feel like.





I felt myself cum quickly and hard, as every pass of her tongue coaxed me into a powerful orgasm. My legs shook as I tried so hard to stop them from tensing and cramping. The fact that I wasn’t breathing much from sucking her pussy made mine feel more sensitive. When I came I could even feel the juices dripping down my pussy, never having cum so much or so hard in my life.





She followed shortly after, once she was done licking my cum between my legs. She moaned and dug her hands so hard into my ass I thought there might be bruises just from her fingertips. She thrust against my mouth, shaking and moaning and finally I felt her cum. Before she could ask me to, I leaned my head back and licked her opening, feeling her quivering against my tongue.





We stayed for a moment feeling exhausted and blissful. Then she got up off of me and crawled down to my ankles, untying me, and then back up to do the same to my wrists, freeing me. She collapsed down beside me and I felt her hands back on my face, this time her soothing, gentle touch didn’t have anything hidden behind it. She kissed me softly and it felt so good to taste myself on her lips.





“Thank you,” I said after we broke the kiss. “I’ve never felt so good before. You’ve opened me up to so much.”





She smiled at me, her gorgeous brown hair strewn across her face and the bed. “You’re so welcome. Thank you for getting your car stuck, I hope they don’t plow us out until next week.”





“Me too. I wish I could stay here longer with you.” I paused for a moment, as she brought her hand onto my waist, rubbing my side. “Is this what you meant by not ignoring what I want?”





“Exactly. If you want something, then get it. And don’t let anyone stop you. You don’t even have to tell them if you don’t want to.”





I felt like we were speaking in code, but we were far past any need for that. “Does your husband know you sleep with women?” I asked boldly.





“No. Well, I’m sure he has a hunch. But we’ve never discussed it. I know he sleeps with other women, and I don’t say anything. I think it’s why we’re still together.”





I sighed. Part of me wanted Samantha all for myself, but a bigger part of me knew that wouldn’t be possible. I was too young, and she and her husband probably had so much life together. They had at least two properties, probably kids, and cars. Not that I could have her anyway, I had Tyler.





“But even though I’ve slept with different women sometimes, I’ve never met anyone like you,” she said, and I felt speechless. “I knew from the moment I saw you that I was so lucky to have found you in the snow. I just want to keep getting to know you more and more.”





My face flushed red. At first, I thought she was just saying things to make me feel good, but she was so sincere and she seemed like the type to be extremely honest. I wanted more than anything to get to know her too.





“I’m so happy you found me too,” I said, and I felt myself relaxing even more as she wrapped her warm arms around me. I felt her lean over and tug the big, soft duvet over top of us and I dozed off in her arms, feeling her naked skin against mine.





Chapter 7





T
 he next morning we awoke quite late to a rumbling noise outside. It was a snowplow.





“Fuck, I can’t believe they came so quickly this time. Figures.” Samantha said, sitting up and stretching. “Did you sleep okay?” She asked.





“Better than ever, you?”





“Me too.” She said and got out of bed and got dressed in a nightgown and robe. She left and I heard her as she put some more wood in the fireplace. The room was so cold without her next to me.





I heard her return to the room, and she opened the door and poked her head in. “I’m going to make breakfast. How do you like your eggs?” She asked.





“Over hard,” I replied.





She laughed, “I’m not surprised.”





I laughed with her and dragged myself out of bed, dreading the cold air. This was the second time in 24 hours that my lingerie was stuck awkwardly to my skin. I pulled it off and walked to my room with my luggage, feeling even colder. I put on another pair of PJ’s, unable to remember where mine ended up from the night before. I pulled the comforter off of the bed and wrapped it around me, and walked out to the rest of the cottage. I found my phone, plugged in at the kitchen island and I sat down on one of the stools while I opened my notifications. At the same time, I saw a text from Tyler, I felt the pain from my sore, bruised ass as I sat on the barstool.






Where are you? I waited up all fucking night. Couldn’t you get that girl to drive you here?






I turned my phone over and placed it back on the island, face down. I should have felt frustration from the way he replied, but I felt so satisfied and adored by Samantha, that I didn’t have it in me to care about the message. I was glad he stayed up all night because I had also.





Samantha finished making breakfast, using some of the eggs and bread I had, and cooking up bacon that she’d brought. I offered my help many times, but she declined politely, smiling as if she had done this a million times before. I thought about trying to help her anyway, but I knew I would be in her way. She delivered my plate to me, my eggs perfectly over hard.





She put it on the counter in front of me and grabbed my knees to pull me so I was facing her. She leaned toward me, pulling me in for a soft, slow kiss, her fingers trailing lightly under my shirt. I instantly felt so horny, as I moved my own hands down toward her waistband, but she pulled away.





“Enjoy,” she said, in a teasing voice, and sat across from me at the island.





The meal was delicious, and the food with the fire and the soft falling snow outside made me feel so relaxed and content. I didn’t want to even think about leaving, but I knew that soon we would have to go rescue my car from the middle of the road I’d left it in. We finished eating and then I washed the dishes while Samantha tidied up the place from last night. Everything looked just as it had when we arrived. She had a shower while I made my bed and packed up my things, and then I showered after she was done. My hair dried quickly as I sat by the fire afterwards.





Samantha came over to sit with me on the couch as we each drank another coffee and enjoyed the warmth from the fireplace, sitting closely. We chatted about how hot last night had been and talked about little things like where she got her hair done, and where we each grew up. She was so easy to talk to that I felt like I could talk to her for hours about nothing. But we didn’t have hours as the sharp slam of a car door had cut through our laughter.





“Oh my god that might be Tom,” she said, and she left to peek through the window. “It is. Sorry, I didn’t know he was coming. I didn’t think he would have even tried driving up until tonight.”





I felt so frustrated. I’d hoped to have more time with Samantha. I’d hoped that the sky would have clouded over again and snowed us in so much that we wouldn’t have been able to leave the cottage for a week. But I knew that we couldn’t do this forever.





Samantha let Tom in through the front door, and I instantly felt hit with the reality of the situation. He was quite a tall man, clean-shaven and dressed nicely. When I saw them together, I felt a strong mix of shame and jealousy, my stomach turning and I wasn’t sure which feeling was the strongest. It was painful to watch them as they kissed, but when I thought of how her lips were on my pussy last night, the jealousy would go away but would be replaced with guilt.





“-so she had to leave her car on Hillside Road, and I brought her back here. The poor girl would have been stuck outside all night in that mess,” I heard Samantha say to him as I stepped out to greet them.





“That was nice of you, hun,” he replied. He didn’t seem to be too excited about her being alone with someone overnight in the cottage, but he also didn’t show that he was annoyed enough to care. He gave me a very quick, short smile, and looked around the cottage for a moment. I prayed that Samantha didn’t miss cleaning up any evidence as I racked my brain trying to remember where my panties ended up. But before I could worry anymore, I heard Samantha speak.





“Well, we were going to leave soon to get her car out. What do you think Lauren, should we go do that now?” She asked, and I nodded. I was eager to get out of this cottage, as the air suddenly felt much heavier than it had before Tom had entered.





“I’ll come with you guys,” he started, but Samantha shut him down quickly.





“Don’t be silly, you just got here. We can do it ourselves. Put your feet up and relax, I’ll be back soon.” She turned to me. “Don’t forget your groceries.”





I made sure I had everything, my phone, my suitcase, and my food. I put my coat and boots on and we stepped out into the crisp, winter air. We walked through the fresh snow to her van, and I put my stuff into the back and then got into the front seat as she turned the car on to warm it up. I winced as I sat down, my ass still sore from the night before.





“I’m so sorry, Lauren. I wanted to spend more time with you. I didn’t want you to have to leave so soon.”





“It’s okay,” I replied. I didn’t want to leave either, but I knew I didn’t want to stick around anymore.





“Let’s go find your car. I’ll wait with you to make sure you can get it warmed up and out of the drift,” she smiled at me, placing her hand on my knee gently.





Chapter 8





W
 e arrived where I had left my car, and I was relieved to see that it was still there. The area around my car was plowed, but I could see that it was still raised on about a foot of snow. Samantha got out and helped me clean off some of the snow from the driver’s side, and I got in and turned the car on, turning the heat to full blast. We started back toward her car to wait while my car warmed up.





“We should get in the back seat, Lauren,” she said, in her gentle and commanding tone. I almost instinctively asked why, but as soon as I realized what she was suggesting I wanted to run through the snow to get there faster. I opened the door and climbed into the backseat of her van, grateful for the tinted windows and empty roads. She got in on the other side, and immediately I felt her hands on me as she pulled at the zipper of my coat.





I kissed her hungrily, moaning loudly in her mouth as I felt her hands already massaging my nipples through my shirt. Without breaking the kiss, I managed to unzip her coat too and kick my boots off onto the floor. She got on top of me, pushing her tongue in between my lips, and I moaned as she licked against my tongue while moving her cold hands underneath my shirt.





She broke away from me and held my face in her hand, looking at me intently. “I couldn’t let you get away without making you cum one more time,” she said and I could feel as she ground lightly against me through my jeans. She pulled my shirt off of me and ran her hands up and down my body





“Aren’t you scared we’re going to get caught?” I asked, feeling nervous but not enough to stop. She pulled her shirt off next and before it was even up over her head I took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking at her while she ground against me faster.





“You don’t seem to be too concerned,” she laughed, and it turned into a moan as I continued. “But no, I don’t think he’ll come down here. And besides, it feels good to think we could get caught.”





She was right. It made me feel so dirty knowing that at any second someone could knock on the window, her husband, or even Tyler driving down the road to see if he could find my car. But I didn’t care. I wanted to make her cum so I could taste her on my lips all day.





I stopped sucking on her nipples and she pressed her body against me hard, rubbing our breasts together, her hard nipples running up and down over mine. I felt so turned on from the friction and I grabbed her ass and helped her move against me. I hated myself for wearing jeans, wishing I could feel her more through the thick fabric.





She climbed off of me and told me to lay down. I did as she said, unbuttoned my pants and she helped me pull them down over my ankles, and then took off her yoga pants. She told me to get on my knees and to keep my head on the seat, and I felt so exposed with my ass up in the air showing all of me. Even though it was embarrassing, I felt my pussy getting wetter with every moment.





“I wanted to see that red, sore ass of yours one last time,” she said and squeezed the painful skin with both of her hands. I moaned as she squeezed.





I heard her spit on her hand, and she put it in between my legs, rubbing roughly up and down my throbbing pussy, rubbing her spit into my pussy lips and up over my clit. I cried out as she touched me and moved against her, thrusting against her hand. Suddenly I felt her tongue unexpectedly licking against my asshole and I jumped in surprise. I’d never felt anything like it. I expected her to laugh but she just continued licking me and pressing her tongue against my hole softly as she continued rubbing me.





“Oh my god Samantha,” I moaned, as I felt her push her tongue a bit into my virgin hole. I could have never imagined it could feel so good. I heard her moan as she worked her tongue, and I wanted to protest when she finally moved her mouth off of me.





“You like having your tight little asshole played with?” She asked.





“Yes, it feels so good. Please keep going.”





She moved her hand off of my pussy, wet from my juices, and I felt her fingers pressing against my asshole. She didn’t need to ask as I wiggled myself toward her, begging with my body for her to finger me. She spit on me and inserted a finger, and I moaned at the strangely good feeling of her finger inside of me. She moved it around, pushing me open wider, and I relaxed as she pressed a second finger inside. She moved faster, fucking me harder, and then reached around to rub my clit with her other hand, and I couldn’t shut myself up, crying out loudly and shaking.





I thought of Tyler driving by and seeing my car, and seeing another car close by. I thought of him walking up to see if anyone was inside, asking if they’d seen me. I couldn’t imagine what he would do if he saw me like this, my ass up in the air being fingered by a woman while I screamed with pleasure. I was so horny that I didn’t care if a whole bus full of people stopped to watch me being fucked by such a beautiful woman.





I felt myself cumming as I muffled my cries in the car seat, my empty pussy clenching over and over as I came, squeezing out every drop. My whole body shook. “Good girl,” I heard Samantha say as she slowed her pace. She pulled her fingers out of me, and I felt so empty, surprised at how comfortable I had become with the feeling.





I sat up and without saying anything, crawled onto the floor and waited as she sat with her legs on either side of me. I pulled apart her legs as wide as I could and grabbed her ass so I could pull her pussy toward my face. I was happy to finally be able to see what I was doing as I licked her all over, rubbing my tongue at her opening and savouring her, and then up to her clit where she jumped as I sucked the hard nub. I felt I was starting to get better at this, and I felt her hand on the back of my head, making sure I didn’t stop. I pressed my fingers into her while I happily sucked, curling them toward her g-spot.





I kept lapping at her with my mouth and fucking her hard until I felt her clench around my fingers. She moaned loudly, both hands on my head now, bouncing up and down. I felt her cum as it dripped down my fingers, and I looked up at her as her eyes closed and her face twisted up while she panted and moaned, releasing herself onto me.





When she was finished she pulled me up to the seat beside me and kissed me softly. Now that I had cum I was very grateful that no cars had passed by. We slowly pulled our clothes back on, knowing that our time was over. I suddenly felt cold as I thought of going to Tyler’s as I felt less and less interested in entertaining him for the rest of the weekend.





“We only live an hour apart from each other,” she said as she rubbed my leg. “Just text me, and we’ll arrange something. I need to see you again. Maybe we can figure all of this out.”





I felt so grateful that she had wanted to see me again. We exchanged numbers, and I wondered what she meant by figuring this out. Did she mean figuring out a way to keep our affair going? Or did she want to try to do something more serious? I had no idea what she was hinting at but I knew it wasn’t the time to discuss it.





We got back out of the van, and I got into my car. Thankfully the snowplow had cut quite close to my vehicle, and allowing it to heat up for so long made it so that when I reversed and pressed the gas, the tires spun for just a moment before I felt the car dropping back down off of the snow pile and back onto the road. Samantha made sure I was entirely out of the snow. I rolled down my window and kissed her goodbye, taking one more moment to appreciate her.





She waved at me as I drove down the clear road, and I watched in the rearview mirror as she drove away back to her cottage. As soon as she was gone, I realized I couldn’t go to Tyler’s. I couldn’t go to fix something that was already broken, doing something I didn’t want to do, after just learning how important it was to have someone treat me so well. I was only a few minutes away from Tyler’s when I decided to turn around and head back to the city. When I passed the snow pile that my car had been stuck in, I felt grateful for the storm that had introduced me to Samantha and opened up a whole new world to me.




III

Divorced Women’s BDSM Club


Recently divorced Erica is looking for healing and a change of pace. Her best friend, Kendra, invites her to a divorced women’s support group, but with a naughty, BDSM twist. Erica has never been very attracted to women, but she decides to go knowing that Kendra will be there by her side. Can a wild night with strangers and her dominant best friend help Erica get over her ex-husband?





Chapter 1





I
 t had been 2 months since my divorce, and I still felt like crying every day. I’d get up in the morning feeling fine for a moment, but as soon as I’d fully wake up I would realize the bed was empty, and so was my apartment. I would look around, just in case, but when I saw that the nightstand beside me was empty it was like a slap in the face.





My husband had left me for another woman that he met at work and had decided to throw away 6 years of a happy marriage. At least it had been happy for me, and he had never shown he’d felt otherwise. We had a very healthy relationship, or so I’d thought. He’d become a part of me so when he told me he was leaving, it felt like I’d been shot.





I told myself I was okay and that I would get over it. I always prided myself on being good at controlling my emotions, and I hadn’t been the type to call in sick or miss work. But after two months, I realized I needed to take some time away to process my feelings and get my life and house back together. I finished the last shift I would have for 10 days, already feeling worried about not having a way to distract myself for the majority of the day.





I got in the car to drive home, and as soon as I pulled out of the parking lot, a call came through. It was my best friend Kendra, my lifeline through this whole divorce.





“Hey Erica,” she said, her bright cheery voice cutting through my sad demeanor. “You’re finally free! Think of all the things we can do now that you have some time off.”





Kendra had been such a big help to me and I wasn’t sure I would have made it through the last couple of months without her. She was always extremely optimistic and willing to listen. If I was having the worst day ever, I would be laughing within moments of talking to her. She’d been through a bad divorce a year ago, much messier than mine, and had been doing better than ever. It felt amazing to be able to talk to someone who understood what I was going through.





“Thank god your schedule is so flexible,” I said, laughing and trying to match her energy. “I can’t wait.”





“If you’re free tonight, which I know you are, we should meet up for a drink. How about Henleys? At 8 o’clock?” She asked, knowing I couldn’t refuse.





“8:30. I have to shower.”





“Yay!” Kendra yelled happily. “Okay just text me. Bye!”





I said goodbye and hung up the phone. I was so grateful for her. I’d planned to go home and mope which probably wasn’t very healthy, but venting my feelings over drinks with Kendra was productive. I got home and showered, wanting to wash away all feelings of work and my boring, sad life off of me. It was a fresh start, and a fresh week and a half to get my life moving again.





-





I arrived at Henley’s right on time. I’d been so excited to get out of the house that I made sure to go all out, doing my hair and makeup perfectly. I didn’t overdress, it was just a local pub, but after months of only wearing my business casual clothes, and sweatpants on days off, it was nice to wear normal clothes again. I wore a low-cut black top with flowy sleeves and a push-up bra. I had black jeans on, and I wore heels with them. I felt hot, and that confidence carried me through the pub effortlessly.





I found Kendra sitting at our usual table in the corner. The pub was quite big, and never too busy unless there was karaoke or some kind of event. But it was also never dead, always filled with the buzz of laughter and chatting. I thought about stopping at the bar but I noticed that Kendra had a pitcher of beer and two glasses.





I walked over, put my purse on the table and sat down. “Damn babe, you look hot,” Kendra said, laughing. “Happy vacation!”





“Thank you,” I said, feeling myself blush a bit. “You look amazing, thanks for dragging me out.”





She poured me a beer. “Thanks for dragging me
 out. I would have been watching reruns of Trash House if you had said no.”





Kendra was extremely beautiful, sometimes it was hard to believe she was my down-to-earth friend. She was tall, with long brown hair that was usually straight. She had perfect freckles that looked like they were drawn on, and she always had such a strong and confident front about her, even though she was contagiously bubbly. As of late I had felt so scattered, but she was so calm and practical that it made me feel normal again when I was around her.





We drank for a couple of hours and talked nonstop. We talked about how ridiculous our exes were, talked about mutual friends from high school, and laughed about everything and anything.





“So when are you going to get laid?” Kendra asked me, and I almost spit out my drink. “I’m serious! You need a rebound.”





“I don’t think I’m ready for a rebound yet,” I said, horrified at the idea.





“You need to get out of the box, y’know? I mean you used to be pretty wild, and I know Jack wasn’t much of a Jack-in-the-box if you know what I mean,” she joked, and I burst out laughing.





Kendra was right. I’d loved Jack with all my heart, but our sexual chemistry was never great. I didn’t care much, I’d done enough crazy stuff in college, and sex wasn’t the most important thing in the world to me, Jack was. I’d tried to make our sex life a bit more exciting but he was never interested in doing much outside of our normal routine. It was always an awkward massage, a bit of kissing, and a slow missionary fuck. It wasn’t bad, but it got to the point where it felt like a chore to both of us.





“I know, I think it’s still a bit early for that, but it will be nice to try some new things.”





“Like what?” Kendra asked excitedly.





I looked around to make sure no one was too close. The music was quite loud tonight, and even though the table closest to us was very loud, their words weren’t coherent through the noise of the pub. I took a breath, the beer had loosened my tongue a bit.





“I don’t know, Kendra. You know the stuff I’ve always wanted to do. I’ve always thought BDSM was so hot, even though it scares me. Some other stuff too, like maybe a threesome or something, I don’t know. After Jack I’m ready for anything that doesn’t involve me on my back,” I said, laughing.





“Omg, Erica,” Kendra said, and I watched her face as she looked in disbelief. “Do you remember when I said that after Brad and I broke up that I went to like a divorced wives support group?”





“Yeah, of course. I remember you said it was super helpful.”





Kendra started laughing harder now. “You’re never going to believe me, but I swear on my life. It was a BDSM club. Like for divorced women.”





I looked at her strangely. I was very tempted to not believe her. How had she not told me this before? “Shut up, are you joking?”





Kendra took a long sip of her drink before answering. “So,” she started. “It’s this group of women, and they meet up once a month. They all go around, like some kind of group therapy, talking about their feelings. And then afterwards the lights go down and they have this giant like BDSM free for all. They believe it relieves stress for women who want to be more submissive, and for women who want to experiment with being more dominant they get to gain back power and control.”





“It’s all women?” I asked, feeling a bit confused. “You went to those?”





“Yes silly it’s all women! You know I’m bi. Also, you had your own adventures before Jack,” she said, smiling.





“Okay true,” I replied. I’d had one or two very short, slightly tipsy encounters with women before, but I hadn’t counted them as anything. “But is everyone there, like, they must be into women right?”





“I guess everyone is just pretty open-minded. Most of them were in relationships with men, but they realized after their divorces that their sexuality was a bit more fluid than they’d thought. I’m sure some people too just felt empowered by the sessions, even if they’re not totally into women.”





“So, which one were you? Submissive?” I said, teasingly.





“I think you know me better than that,” Kendra said. “I still go sometimes. Not every month but it’s such a good stress reliever. You should come sometime. If you know what I mean.”





Even though I was a bit tipsy then, there was no way I could consider doing something like that. “Omg Kendra, I couldn’t. I’m not even ready for a rebound. Besides, I don’t like group therapy.”





“Well, it’s the only thing that helped me get over Brad, and I got an email that they are meeting on Sunday night. So if you change your mind, just text me.”





“Wouldn’t that be a bit weird? If we’re there together?”





Kendra smiled, slyly. “It almost sounds like you’re considering.”





I laughed and changed the subject, but I was scared that Kendra might be right. Even though I was appalled at the idea of even talking to strangers, let alone having sex with them, the thought tempted me.





Chapter 2





W
 hen I got home I couldn’t believe how horny I’d become over the evening. I didn’t know if it was from drinking or even just the mention of sex after months of not having any, but I couldn’t shut it off. I knew it would probably be good to orgasm, I probably had so much pent-up stress that I needed to be released. I kept the lights off in my apartment and went straight to bed, not even able to think about washing my face or getting changed into pajamas. All I wanted was to touch myself.





I stripped my clothes off quickly and grabbed my dildo and nipple clamps from out of my nightstand. I got on the bed on my knees, positioning the dildo between my legs, the head pressing slightly against my already wet opening. I immediately put my hands on my breasts, pulling and playing with my nipples until they were hard. I put the clamps on my nipples, wincing slightly and moaning as the pressure shot down to my pussy.





I’d found it hard lately to masturbate, not having anyone to think about. I didn’t want to think about Jack, and there wasn’t anyone else I was attracted to. But my brain tonight was instantly going to the thought of being dominated by anyone, after reviving the desire during my conversation with Kendra. I wasn’t even into women, as far as I knew, but I was so horny that I started to think about going to the group meeting.





I thought of hands on my body, grabbing me roughly, and I mimicked the thought with my own hands as I lowered myself onto the dildo, gasping as it filled me up. I bounced myself up and down slowly, feeling my nipple clamps bounce as well, sending electric shivers through my body. I moaned softly as I grabbed my ass hard, imagining it was another person’s hand, while another one of my hands crawled up to my throat. I dropped myself harder onto the dildo, riding it faster as I felt my legs starting to shake. I fucked myself hard until I came, fantasizing voices that were calling me names and ordering me to cum.





I sat on my knees, my pussy still stuffed with the dildo, and caught my breath. Before I even could think or move, I grabbed my cell phone and sent Kendra a text message.






Okay, I’ll do it.






I took my clamps off slowly, got up off of the dildo and put everything away. I fell asleep almost instantly, exhausted from how hard I’d cum after so long.





Chapter 3





I
 woke up the next morning mortified, but it was the first time I’d woken up without being sad. I scrambled out of bed, remembering the text I’d sent Kendra. Now that my mind wasn’t clouded by how horny I’d been, I’d instantly regretted agreeing to go to the divorced wives club with her.






Omg! I knew you’d come around. I’m so happy. I’ll call you later and go over the details with you.






I decided I’d talk to her when she called, apologize, and cancel. I was too nervous, and it wasn’t like me anymore to be so wild and promiscuous. My years with Jack had changed me. I knew she would understand. There was still a quiet but persistent voice in my body that was urging me to go. I replaced the voice with shame and moved on with my morning.





I made coffee, cleaned my apartment, and got ready to go shopping. I figured I should treat myself to a day out. Kendra called while I was getting ready to leave the house.





“Erica! I’m so excited for tomorrow, you have no idea. It’s going to be so much fun, I promise you will feel so much better after. I know it’s weird but it really works.”





I felt bad, but I knew I needed to be honest. “Kendra, I’m sorry but I don’t think I should have agreed. I don’t think I can go. I got thinking and I’m just way too shy these days. I don’t think it’s something I can do.”





“It’s okay,” she said, and I could hear her voice drop but she was trying not to make me realize. “It’s totally cool. I’m still going to go tomorrow though. I promise though, if you have any questions or reservations, I can help you.”





I should have left it, but that stupid voice inside of me seemed to be getting louder. I felt almost like I was asking to be convinced. “Well, I just think it’s too soon. I don’t even like talking to people in line at the grocery store. I don’t even know what I’d be doing, plus like, I just don’t think it will help me.”





“I get that, it’s kind of weird, but you’ll never know if you don’t give it a shot. But I totally respect your decision.”





I started thinking about this seriously. Kendra’s divorce had been brutal and she had found this group helpful. I also couldn’t stop thinking about what kinds of things could happen to me if I opened myself up to the things that I wanted. I knew Kendra would be there, and even though the idea of going to something like that with her was a bit weird, I knew she was familiar with it and she had
 seen me naked tons of times. This vacation was supposed to be a fresh start, and I didn’t want to stay the same, boring Erica that wouldn’t leave the house, sulking around constantly. I wanted my old self back.





“Are they nice?” I asked, and Kendra laughed.





“Of course they are, I wouldn’t go if everyone wasn’t so kind and understanding. They always say, if you’re not feeling it for any reason, you can stop at any time, or leave. You can set all of your limits and tell everyone what you like and what you don’t.”





I started to feel even more curious, and I told myself that if I wasn’t up for it, I could always cancel or leave. Without another thought, I decided. “What time should I meet you?” I asked, and Kendra cheered.





“7 o’clock. Oh my god, you’re going to love it.”





Kendra sent me a text with all of the details. I had thought it would be at someone’s house but when I looked it up online it was actually at a bar. I wondered if there would be some type of private room in the back. She said that after the group therapy session they would let everyone discuss their limits and preferences, and Kendra told me that most people would use the same safe words but that I could choose my own if I didn’t want to use theirs. It wasn’t even Sunday and I felt so nervous I could be sick, but I felt equally excited.





I decided when I left to go shopping that I would stop and buy some new lingerie and get my hair done. If I was going to be on display in front of a bunch of people after so long, I wanted to make sure that I looked good. I went to the hair salon and managed to get in right away to get some highlights in my dark, brown hair, and a cut with some long layers. I was shocked when I saw how well the hair suited me. It has been years since I’d gotten my hair done as Jack and I had been trying to save as much money as we could to buy a house. I had cut out any unnecessary purchases.





I floated through the mall feeling hotter than ever after getting my hair done. I felt happy, and even though I was still thinking of Jack, it didn’t feel like I was mourning him. I went into a store that sold mostly lingerie, and I looked around for quite a while until I found something perfect. It was a black, lacy bodysuit with leather accents and straps that made it look a little bit on the edgy side. The straps criss-crossed up my chest looking like a harness, but it was easily removed. The bottom was crotchless, which I thought would be good in case I was too shy to completely take my clothes off.





I couldn’t believe I was even looking for something so specific, constantly shocking myself when I so casually thought of participating in some kind of women’s hardcore orgy. Especially after years of trying to become a good housewife and being so strict with my sexuality and the way I carried myself to fit into Jack’s preferences. I purchased a few things and headed back home to kill time in anticipation for the next day.





Chapter 4





I
 was completely ready, standing with my lingerie under my outfit with my hair and makeup done, and it was only 5:30. I was so nervous and I tried to calm myself while I paced in my apartment. I didn’t want to dress too sexy for the first half, so I just wore a black shirt with short sleeves and pinstripe silky, slightly loose-fitting pants. I wore minimal jewelry, just dainty earrings and a few rings. I’d never smelled so good, I’d had a long bath and scrubbed my body cleaner than it had ever been, and made sure to lotion every part of me. I wore just a little bit of perfume. My hair was long and wavy, my new highlights and cut making me feel like a new person.





I checked my phone and saw a text from Kendra. Hey, sexy, I’m going to drop by your house a bit early before we go if that’s okay with you. I can be there in like 15?







Yes, please come over, I’m so nervous.






She didn’t reply, as she had probably been rushing to come over once I’d said she could. I waited by the door eagerly, and when I heard my intercom go off I quickly buzzed her in. I watched through the peephole in the door until I saw her, and opened the door, my hand shaking.





Kendra looked gorgeous. She had gone the same route I had, dressing a bit reserved but still nice. However, apart from the clothing the two of us probably looked like we were going clubbing. Her makeup was dark, with a burgundy lip and her hair was straight as it usually was but full of volume, and she wore a black skirt and a black ruffled, long sleeve top. She wore tall black heels that I knew I would never be able to walk in.





“Omg look at you!” She exclaimed and pulled me in for a hug. “Look at your hair, oh my god. It looks so good.”





“Thanks,” I said, suddenly feeling so shy. “You look so good too. I love your outfit.”





“Aww babe, you’re so sweet. So, you said you’re feeling nervous?” She asked, as she stepped into my apartment and walked to my fridge to grab a drink. She would come over so often that sometimes weeks it almost felt like she lived there.





“Incredibly. Like I know it’s natural to feel nervous but I honestly feel sick.” I said and sat on the couch. I waited a moment and she walked over to join me.





“I mean I totally get that, but once you meet everyone you’re going to feel so much more comfortable. Plus you don’t really meet many strangers very often, especially in your job so, of course, you’re nervous. But opening up to everyone will really help,” Kendra said and smiled. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was talking about me opening up emotionally or physically.





“Yeah, I know you’re right. And I trust you. But like I literally cannot believe you talked me into this.” I said and laughed.





Kendra laughed too, “Hey before Jack, you would have been the one talking me into something like this.”





Kendra and I joked and laughed until it was time to get going, and I felt my nerves ease a bit. I couldn’t believe we were talking so casually before going to a lesbian sex group. I wondered how it worked. Did everyone participate together, or did people break off into groups? I wanted to ask Kendra but a part of me didn’t want to know in advance.





We arrived at the club, and the door was locked. Kendra sent a text message and in under a minute a woman came to open the door. She hugged Kendra and me as soon as she saw us.





“Kendra! It’s so nice to see you and you brought a friend! I’m Jennifer,” she said. She had long, curly dark hair and glasses, and she was so beautiful. She had tattoos up her arms and over her chest. She looked like someone that would be so much fun to hang out with.





“I’m so happy to see you too!” Kendra exclaimed. “This is Erica. I figured she was in need of some support.”





“Of course! Erica you’re going to have such a good time. I’ll just get you to come with me and fill out some forms, and then we’ll take you in to meet the other girls.”





I agreed and said goodbye to Kendra, and then followed Jennifer to a booth near the entrance. She rummaged through a bag on the floor.





“Are you more submissive, or dominant? Or switch?” She asked.





“Definitely submissive,” I replied, feeling quite strange talking to a stranger like this.





“Perfect!” She exclaimed. She pulled out a document and handed it to me. “Just fill this out and if you have any questions I’ll just be right by the door here,” she said. I thanked her and took a look at the papers.





There was a quick description of the club, very similar to what Kendra had told me. They described it as an “alternate therapy” and “group emotional and physical support meant to empower and strengthen after a divorce or breakup.” Then there was a section describing the usage of safewords. The club liked to use red, yellow, and green as their safe words, but if I had my own alternate ones that I’d like to use, I could write them into the box. I left it blank. I signed saying I understood that I could refuse anything at any time and that I was free to leave when I wanted to. The next page was filled with a questionnaire about my limits and what I liked.





I was quite surprised by how thorough the questionnaire was, and professional. I felt like I was at a doctor’s office but instead of asking me about my medical history, they were asking if I liked anal or nipple clamps. I felt a bit shy at first when I started filling out the paper, but as I went down the list I started to feel excited. They asked if I preferred to be dominant or submissive, and they even had a list of derogatory names, asking me to place a checkmark beside the ones I preferred. There was a disclaimer at the bottom explaining that sometimes mistakes could be made and that not everyone would remember your preferences, so to speak up if someone was doing something you were not into.





I wondered how this information would be conveyed to the other women, but I didn’t worry for now. I could hear everyone’s laughter from the next room and I was starting to feel excited to go in and meet everyone. I handed my paper to Jennifer at the door.





“Wow, so quick!” She said and looked over my papers. “Everything here looks good! Do you have any questions for me?”





“I don’t think so,” I replied, and she smiled.





“Great! Ask anybody if you have any questions, I’m sure you will at some point. Okay follow me, we should go and introduce you.”





She led me over to another section of the club around the corner. It was a smaller room with a stage and a few tables and chairs put together. I noticed that even though the bar was being used by us only, the lights were still a bit dim and it still had that club vibe. The walls were painted black with bright neon graffiti, and it looked like at any moment the remaining lights could switch off and the place would be filled with music and people.





Six women were sitting in the chairs, including Kendra. Everyone was so beautiful and so normal looking. I didn’t know what I had expected, but for some reason, I felt surprised when I saw that everyone looked like the people I would see just passing through the mall. There were two women a bit older, probably in their 40s, and the rest of us were all probably between 25 and 35.





“Hey everybody, this is Erica!” Jennifer said, and everyone turned to look at me, their faces brightening up. Everyone stood up, eager to shake my hand and introduce themselves. I tried to keep track of who was who but Jennifer nudged me. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to remember everyone’s name.”





“I think it’s time to get this going, everyone,” Jennifer said to the group. “I’ll give you guys five minutes to grab a drink from the bar if you want and then we can get started with the first portion.”





Kendra came over to me and we went to the bar to grab our drinks, everyone else already had theirs.





“Please tell me I can have alcohol, I’m so nervous,” I said, and Kendra laughed.





“You can, but the bar will limit you so that you can’t even get tipsy. They want to make sure everyone is in their right mind.”





We each grabbed a drink and sat down with the rest of the women. I grabbed a vodka and coke and a bottle of water. We sat in a circle and everyone started to quiet down, eager to start.





“So since I’m moderating tonight,” Jennifer began,” I’ll start and we can go around clockwise to introduce ourselves and give a short description of who we are, or what we are going through, or even how we are doing. I know a few of us here are considered graduates but would still like to offer support. Just as a reminder, even though this started as a divorce support group, we have transitioned into a general support group, so feel free to bring up anything you are struggling with.”





I was thankful that I was sitting between Kendra and Jennifer, putting me dead last. I tried to keep track of everyone as they spoke and shared their stories. Many women went through a brief history of their divorce and how much progress they’d been making since. There was one girl who talked about how her husband cheated, like mine had, while a different divorcee spoke of how she had been the one that cheated. Another woman was a widow, and another was in an abusive relationship and spoke about how the group sessions had made her feel empowered. Jennifer, Kendra and someone named Nina had graduated previously, so they didn’t speak about their past relationships but instead opened up about how they’d been doing recently with work and dating.





When it was my turn I kept it quite brief. “I was in a happy relationship with my husband Jack, and we were trying to save money to buy a house and get our lives in order before we had kids. I changed myself entirely to be with him, but he left me for another woman two months ago.” Usually, when I spoke about Jack I would get a bit teary-eyed, but tonight I just wanted to vent.





And we did. Everyone spoke for so long about things they were struggling with, and others gave gentle advice. When I’d spoken about Jack, I heard a lot of people say that they were sorry for what I’d gone through, and it felt so good to talk about what had been bouncing around in my head for months. It was nice to hear that it wasn’t my fault that he left, and that I didn’t need to change to be loved. It was all things I knew, but when I was alone with myself I couldn’t acknowledge them. Jennifer was quite a good moderator, making sure everyone got a turn, and everyone seemed to respect the way she gently controlled the group.





The tiny bit of alcohol had broken down enough of my anxiety to even offer a bit of advice to others, or talk to others about how we’d had similar feelings. After the session was over it felt like a large weight had been lifted from my shoulders and I felt so close with the women around me. Kendra squeezed my knee at the end of the session and smiled at me. “I’m proud of you,” she mouthed, and I thanked her and smiled back.





“Okay everyone, I think it’s time for a break before we move on to the next portion. We’ll meet back here for a quick rundown in about 15, and then we can get started,” Jennifer announced, and everyone scrambled to their feet, still chatting and laughing.





“I’m going to get another drink, and go to the washroom,” Kendra said to me.





“Okay I’m coming with you,” I replied. I was happy she was sticking with me. I got another vodka and coke, just enough to take the edge off. The bathroom was full as everyone was getting ready. I made sure to wash my shaking hands thoroughly and check my teeth and makeup. Kendra did the same and then we went back to our seats to wait.





Chapter 5





“
 A
 re you excited?” She asked me.





“I’m not sure,” I replied, and she laughed at my honesty.





The rest of the women made their way back to their seats. I noticed a few of them were a bit touchier than before as they anticipated the next session. Maybe they’d been like that before and I hadn’t noticed.





“Okay everybody, so as you know we have a new girl, Erica, and it’s only Becky’s second session. Erica prefers to be submissive, and she didn’t have any restrictions on what she liked, so feel free to give her all you’ve got.” I felt my cheeks flush with her words, but thankfully I was wearing enough makeup to hopefully cover it. It felt so embarrassing to have everyone looking at me and listening to the things I had filled out on the paper earlier, but at the same time, I could feel my pussy throbbing with excitement.





Jennifer continued, “Erica likes being called slut the most, but you can also call her bitch, or cunt.” I wanted to sink into the floor and disappear. “Her safewords are consistent with the rest of ours, red, yellow, and green.”





Everyone nodded silently, agreeing to remember what I liked. They went through Becky’s too, which was a bit different than mine as she preferred to be dominant. Each woman went through a quick reminder of their preferences, and suddenly I didn’t feel so strange. I noticed Jennifer went through hers as well, and it shocked me to know that she was also submissive, after how commanding and in charge she had been all night.





Jennifer checked with everyone to see if their safe words had changed, and none had, she asked if we had any questions and no one did. “Okay, let’s move onto the next room,” she declared, and everyone got up out of their seats and walked to another section of the club around the corner.





It was a bit darker here but I could still see clearly and I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was filled with a whole bunch of different equipment I’d only seen in porn. There were different leashes, whips, vibrators, dildos, and anything I could think of. There were two different chair-type devices with straps and stirrups to restrain someone on, and there was also what looked like what a punching bag would hang off of for boxing, but instead of the bag, there were cuffs hanging off of the ropes. There were other types of restraints like handcuffs and straps.





I wasn’t sure what to do next, but I looked around and saw that some of the women had already started touching each other. I was surprised when I saw that Kendra was already starting to work on Jennifer, running her hands down her body and whispering something in her ear. I wanted to go over to them because I didn’t know the others well, but I also knew that Kendra probably wanted to keep her distance from me, and I wasn’t looking to have sex with her.





But before I could worry about being left out I felt someone’s hands on me from behind. They rubbed from my hips, up my stomach, and stopped right under my breasts, and I could feel the person pressed up against me. It felt so good to be touched after so long. Jack’s touch had never been so slow and seductive.





I heard a voice in my ear, speaking softly. “Since you’re new we can take things a bit slow.” It was Becky. I was quite surprised as she had been very quiet and soft-spoken throughout the evening. But I figured since it was only her second session, it was only natural that she gravitated toward me. “Are you ready?” She asked, and I felt her hands moving slowly up my breasts.





“Yes,” I said, already sounding desperate to get things started. “Please, I’m ready. I don’t care what you do to me.” It was true. When I filled out the paperwork I decided that tonight I just wanted to let go, and see where things went.





I felt Becky run her fingertips over my nipples, her nails lightly brushing against them. I moaned as she teased me. “I want to see you out of these clothes first you little slut.”





I remembered that Becky had preferred to be called mistress, as had most of the women. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, and started to undress in front of her. I tried to take my clothes off slowly but I was too eager to get started.





“Mmm, easy access?” She said, and I felt her hand on my leg, near the bottom of my crotchless lingerie. “I guess we’ll keep these on you.” I breathed a slight sigh of relief. I felt a lot more comfortable wearing something. “Get in the chair,” she said, and I quickly walked over to the closest one trying to contain my nervous excitement.





I laid back in it and felt the cool leather on my skin. It was technically like a chair, but it wasn’t very comfortable. The back was more of a board, and the bottom was quite open. I leaned back onto it and watched as Becky lifted my legs and locked them securely into the stirrups. She was a beautiful woman, curvy and elegant looking, with short, chin-length, black hair that was cut straight across. She looked like someone from a black and white movie had come alive.





She strapped my ankles and calves making sure that I was secure enough that I couldn’t move if I wanted to. I watched as she pulled my legs any way she wished as she demonstrated how the chair worked. She pulled my legs straight out and then pushed them toward me, exposing me fully. I already felt so turned on, and even though my arms weren’t strapped in I knew I wouldn’t be allowed to touch myself. She smiled at me deviously.





I already heard someone moaning loudly to the right of me, and noticed that two of the women had already started. The one woman’s moans were so loud that I felt like I could feel them inside of me, unleashing something. I watched as another woman fingered her while she laid on the floor, her wrists strapped to her ankles.





I looked around for Kendra, and to my surprise, she was walking toward me and Becky, with Jennifer beside her. I felt my heart fluttering strangely, excited for her comforting presence but also curious to see what she wanted with us. She had changed or undressed and was now wearing red leather lingerie that wrapped around her body, crisscrossing up to her neck and tying behind her with little straps. Her breasts looked like they were bursting to get out, the tight fabric pushing them up. The leather at the bottom cut in a high v, almost up to her waist.





“I hope you’re willing to share,” Kendra said to Becky, and to my surprise, she rubbed her fingertips down my inner legs as she spoke. “I don’t want you to go too easy on her.”





At first, I almost wanted to laugh, thinking Kendra was just joking, but of course, she wasn’t. I knew this for sure when I felt her fingertips dig hard into my thighs, making me gasp.





“Of course,” Becky said, and moved up to secure my arms.





Kendra stood in between my legs and leaned over me, her long, brown hair teasing me as she spoke. “You didn’t think I’d stay away from you, did you?”





I had
 thought that she’d stay away but I suddenly didn’t want her to leave. “Of course not,” I replied. Even though it was a lie, now that she was here her sexy and dominant presence made me quiver, I wanted to say anything to make sure she continued. “Please stay, you can do whatever you want to me,” I paused for a moment, the words feeling strange in my mouth, “Mistress.”





It felt so wrong to be speaking to my best friend this way and lusting over her the way that I was. But she didn’t blink an eye at my words like a switch had flipped inside of her.





“Good,” Kendra said, and I felt her fingers on my lips, pressing. I opened my mouth and sucked her fingers, and she pushed them back deep into my mouth. “You’re only to speak when spoken to. Got it?” She said, and I nodded profusely. For a moment it felt like we were the only ones in the room until I felt Becky tighten the strap on my other wrist. Kendra didn’t break her intense gaze while she fucked my mouth with her fingers. She brought her wet fingers out of my mouth and moved them down in between my legs, rubbing them slowly against my clit. I moaned, surprised by the unexpected touch. She laughed and took her hand off of me and I was tied down so tightly that I couldn’t even move toward her.





“What do you think Becky, time to make these little sluts earn their orgasms?” Kendra asked. It was so shocking to me to see my best friend, who was always so bubbly and contagiously happy, so easily able to switch to someone that seemed so rough and demanding. I was surprised at how much I liked it, feeling my pussy throb with every word.





“I think it is,” Becky replied.





Kendra stood behind me, but I couldn’t turn to see her. Her hands moved to pull my lingerie down over my breasts, exposing my hard nipples. I watched her hands as they lingered for a moment, praying she would touch me, but she didn’t.





Becky spoke again but to Jennifer. “You’re going to suck Erica’s pussy like the hungry little slut you are.”





Before I could even register what was happening I felt Jennifer’s tongue on my pussy. I instantly moaned and my whole body tensed as I tried to move against the restraints toward her. She was so good with her tongue, firmly licking between my pussy lips and up to my hard clit, my legs shaking with the sudden pleasure. I didn’t realize how turned on I’d been. I watched her for a moment as she took my clit in her mouth, and when I threw my head back I made eye contact with Kendra.





Kendra was looking down at me like I was a spider in her web. “Do you like having your little cunt sucked, slut?” She asked, and I didn’t answer, my lips parted as I moaned softly, my head feeling blank with pleasure. “I asked you a question, bitch,” Kendra said and grabbed my nipples roughly. The sensation traveled down to my clit as Jennifer sucked and licked her hot tongue over me. Kendra rolled my nipples between her fingertips, and I felt like I was going to burst with excitement.





“Yes, Mistress, yes I do.” I cried out and moaned under her touch.





I felt Jennifer moan into my pussy, and I looked down to see that Becky was fingering her as she sucked me. She worked her mouth even more now on my clit, and the vibrations from her groans were sending me over the edge. I could feel my legs starting to shake as I felt my orgasm building inside of me. Kendra noticed and let go of my breasts. She grabbed my chin and pulled my head back so that I was looking at her again. She kept her rough hand near my throat.





“You’re to ask to cum and wait until I give you permission, got it?” Kendra asked me, and I nodded as much as I could with her hand holding my face still. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to stop myself from cumming. I tried squirming away from Jennifer’s tongue, but as Becky brought her closer to cumming, she did the same to me, desperately tonguing at my clit like she was getting herself off.





“Please, Kendra- I mean mistress. Please can I cum?” I asked, barely able to remember my name.





“What do you think, Becky?” Kendra asked.





“No way,” I heard Becky say with a laugh, and I groaned loudly with frustration, tensing my whole body to keep myself from cumming. I heard a soft pop as Jennifer’s mouth was pulled off of my clit and away from me, leaving my shaking wet pussy on display, unable to cum.





“Please, I need to cum, please let me,” I begged, my body quivering against the restraints. I wanted it so badly. Through all of my enjoyment, I had forgotten that not only was Kendra still my beautiful, caring friend but Becky and Jennifer were total strangers to me. I couldn’t believe that I was so eager to beg them to suck me. I figured that maybe I was a slut like they said, and I didn’t care.





Kendra leaned down over me, the smell of her perfume engulfed me. I felt her breath near my ear and she whispered. “Do you think I’d let someone else make you cum first?”





I shivered, turned on by how Kendra was acting. It was like she was possessive over me, but also cold and rough, and I wanted her to be the one to make me cum. And at this point, I’d do anything to satisfy her, even if it felt shameful the next day. Even if it ruined our friendship.





Kendra walked over to one of the tables, leaving me, while I heard Becky directing Jennifer onto the floor. I couldn’t see what Kendra was doing, but once she came back I saw her wearing a strapon and holding a dildo in her hand.





“Open,” she demanded, and I opened my mouth wide. She dragged the dildo against my tongue and I sucked it, eager to make it wet for my already dripping pussy. She smiled at me as she watched me suck. “Mmm, that’s it. Just like you’re used to, a cock in your mouth,” she said, and I moaned in agreement and sucked harder like it was her I was trying to please with my mouth. She pressed it to the back of my mouth and I gagged slightly as she fucked the back of my throat. She brought it out of my mouth and away from me to fasten it onto the strapon, dripping in my spit.





I felt something cold on my breast and looked down to see Becky setting metal clamps down on my chest. “Heard you’re a bit of a pain slut, is that right?” Becky asked, and I watched as she gasped. I realized that she was sitting on Jennifer’s face, grinding herself onto her mouth.





“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, desperate to have my nipples clamped.





Jennifer teased them for a moment, running the cold metal over my nipples, and I squirmed under her. Finally, she clamped each of my nipples and twisted the bolt to tighten them, watching my face change until she was satisfied. The clamps hurt but the pain turned me on even more than I already was. As soon as she had fastened them, I felt Kendra’s hands on my thighs. She moved down to my ass to squeeze it hard, her nails digging into my skin.





“Are you ready to be fucked the way you deserve to be fucked?” Kendra said, pressing the tip of the dildo against my wet opening, still gripping me roughly.





I thought of her words. Kendra knew everything that had happened with Jack. She knew he would stop having sex after he came, leaving me to finish off myself. She knew he didn’t want to go down on me, and that we would only have sex once every few months when we had been married. She was always supportive and offered kind advice about how to try and spice things up, but I wondered if all of these years she was secretly wishing she could have me like this, making me cum the way she thought I should.





“Please fuck me, Kendra,” I said, moaning my words. “Please make me cum, oh my god-” I realized I hadn’t called her mistress, but she didn’t care. If anything she seemed happier that I had used her name, smiling as she pushed into me slowly. She cut off my words as she filled me, and she slid in so easily. I could feel every inch of the dildo as she rocked against my cervix, and I cried out as she teased me with her slow movements.





I felt Becky grab my breasts with both of her hands, and shake them, the heavy clamps moving my nipples as she moved them. I watched with parted lips as she then took one of the nipples into her mouth, with the clamp still around it. She sucked hard and loudly, between the sound of her lips popping and lapping at my nipples, and her own moans from riding Jennifer’s face. While she worked at my nipple Kendra started fucking me steadily, moving in and out of me faster and faster.





I felt like I was in a trance, having never felt so good all at once. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, I watched as Kendra spit onto my pussy while she continued slamming into me, and she moved one of her hands up to rub the spit into my clit, flicking her fingertips over my hard nub.





I screamed so loudly I scared myself, moaning and whimpering as she fucked me. I could feel myself about to cum right away, my legs and pussy tensing.





“Please, please can I cum, I need to. I’ll do anything, please. I can’t wait.” I felt almost like I could cry with how powerful my orgasm was building within me, doing my best to hold it in.





“Okay Erica, cum for me,” Kendra demanded. I felt myself let go instantly, my orgasm rippling through my body. Kendra continued to pound into me and rub my clit as I came hard. I looked at her as I came, and she watched me the whole time, my orgasm feeling neverending as her eyes burned into me. I’d never cum so much in my life.





I felt Becky remove the clamps from my nipples and they were so sensitive now that I cried out as I felt the blood rushing back into them. I thanked them both for letting me cum, my body still shaking. Kendra pulled the dildo out of me and I felt as they started to untie me. I thought at first we were done and I felt disappointed as I had wanted to make sure I could repay Kendra for how good she’d made me feel.





Thankfully it wasn’t over. “Get on your knees,” Kendra said, and I scrambled out of the chair quickly. I heard Becky and Jennifer behind us, but I didn’t care about them anymore. I wanted to do whatever Kendra ordered me to. “I’m going to let you eat me out, and if you do a good job I might let you cum again.”





I was so eager to taste her and make her cum. She sat down on the chair and lowered it a bit. She put one of her legs loosely in the stirrups giving me easy access to her wet pussy. The bottom of her red leather bodysuit was a thong, and I pushed it aside, stopping to look at her perfect wet pussy. I’d seen her naked before, but this was so different. I wanted so badly to take off all of her clothes, suck on her breasts and neck, and have her all to myself.





“Hurry up,” Kendra snapped and grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling me forward. I licked at her pussy eagerly, wanting to taste every inch of her. I looked up at her as I opened my mouth, my tongue flat and licking up her slit to her clit. I watched as her face softened as I licked at her clit, and then I took it between my lips, sucking hard and swirling my tongue. Her eyes were half-lidded and her grip on my hair tightened. “Yes,” she moaned softly. “Keep sucking my pussy like a fucking hungry little slut.”





The way she spoke to me made me want to spend all night smothered into her pussy. I loved making her feel this good and every time she moaned it felt like I could too. I sucked her until my jaw felt tired, and I could feel her shaking, her noises growing even louder. I kept up the pace and she thrust back against my mouth until she came. She arched her back and I felt her juices run down between her legs. I waited until she was finished and then licked her slit, tasting her cum on my tongue. I licked her clean while I looked into her eyes, and it felt like something had changed. The way she was looking at me wasn’t the dominant Kendra that had ordered me around, or the bubbly Kendra I was used to, but she was looking at me like Jack had looked at me when we first dated. It was the type of look that made me melt and want to do anything.





When I was done she got out of the chair and onto the floor with me. “Get on your hands and knees,” she said, and I did as I was told. I felt her hand on my hip and I opened my legs eagerly. Her other hand rubbed my ass cheeks, still a bit sore from how she had gripped me earlier. The pain only added to the pleasure I was feeling, my wet pussy feeling like it had its own pulse.





“You like the way my pussy tastes?” She asked me, rubbing me harder.





“Yes, you taste so good, I replied, wincing at her rough hand.





“I bet you want to cum again don’t you?” She asked, but didn’t give me a moment to answer. “I think I better make your ass nice and sore first so that every time you sit down you’ll be reminded of how hard you came.”





I was so desperate to feel her spank me, that I couldn’t help but get down on my forearms and push my ass up even higher in the air. I’d wanted this for so long. She didn’t waste any time teasing me, and I felt her hand leave my ass and slap me hard. I heard the noise before I even felt the smack. The sharp sting made my pussy feel even wetter, and I begged for her to hit me again.





“Thank you, Kendra. Please, I want more. I want you to hurt me.” I knew I shouldn’t be speaking out of turn, but I didn’t care. I felt so turned on, not only by what she was doing to me but the realization that all of these strangers in the room could hear how loud and hard she was smacking me and could see me writhing on the floor begging for more, my ass up in the air.





She didn’t say anything but she hit me again in a different spot, and my body bounced forward with the strength of her slap. I felt my breasts swing and my sensitive, sore nipples brushed against the floor making me moan even louder. She hit me again faster this time, in the same place, and before I knew it I couldn’t keep track of how many times she had spanked me, each sting burning more than the last. I was so wet it was like I’d already cum again.





Kendra stopped and I felt her hand on my pussy. I pushed my hips back against her hand unable to control myself. She pushed her fingers into me and curled them up to brush against my g-spot. I had trouble holding myself up on my knees, my legs shaking uncontrollably. She stopped fingering me and brought her wet fingers up to my clit, rubbing me roughly and quickly. I came so much faster and more easily than I ever had before.





I collapsed onto the floor, feeling like a puddle of ecstasy. Kendra moved up beside me and I felt her rubbing my hair out of my face softly, and her touch felt electric as my whole body was so heightened and sensitive.





“God, that was so fucking hot,” I said turning to her as she laid beside me on the floor. “And you’re so hot, oh my god,” I said, and she laughed hard, her bubbly, contagious laugh trickling into the room.





“You are too, I could watch you cum all night,” she replied, and I almost wanted to take her up on the offer. I looked at her as she lay beside me, her hair sprawled out and her cheeks rosy from exhaustion. I looked at her lips, wanting desperately to kiss her and taste her, but I decided against it. Fucking was one thing, but kissing her could make things weird. The room was still filled with the loud moans and cries from the people around us while they carried on. It seemed as if everyone had gravitated toward each other and Kendra and I lay on the sidelines, happy to just be in each other’s company.





Chapter 6





“
 T
 ime to leave?” I asked, and Kendra nodded.





“I think so. But I also think maybe we should stop for a drink on the way out,” she suggested, and I eagerly took her up on the offer.





I put my hair up in a bun and put my clothes back on. I stopped by the bathroom, as did Kendra, to wash our faces and hands and fix our makeup. I thought it would be weird between us, but Kendra broke the ice quickly.





“I can’t believe you got your hair cut for a support group,” she said laughing.





“Well if I’m honest, I don’t feel very supported, so I guess it must have been a waste,” I joked back, and she laughed.





Her tone changed to a bit of a flirty, but teasing way. “I thought I did a great job supporting you,” she started. “Don’t you feel rejuvenated?”





“No, I still just feel horny,” I said, and we both laughed loudly as we left the bathroom.





We walked to the bar, and the bartender greeted us happily. I thought of how strange it must be to be working a shift where a group like this rented the space, but he seemed fully unphased.





“All done now?” He asked as he poured our drinks.





“Yes, well, we are,” Kendra replied. “Who knows how long the rest of them will be.”





“Well since you’re finished, your limit is lifted, so feel free to stay for a bit if you guys like.”





We thanked him and grabbed a table, a bit far away from the door into the room where everyone else was. We decided to just stay for one drink, just to debrief a bit after the ‘session’. For a moment we danced around the subject, but finally, once Kendra was halfway through her drink, she brought it up.





“So, I’m sorry if that was like super weird that I ended up coming over,” she said. “It wasn’t originally my intention, I was going to leave you so it wasn’t weird, but when I saw you with Becky I just… I don’t know.”





“I’m seriously so glad you came over. And that things…went the way they did. I mean I was surprised, but I just felt so comfortable with you. And you were just so perfect,” I said. I needed to process my thoughts because I wasn’t sure yet how I was feeling. Even just having a drink with her now felt so different. I felt shy when she looked at me but I didn’t want to look away. I wanted to touch her arm that was on the table, and I still wanted to kiss her, but I didn’t know what any of this meant. Was I developing some kind of feelings for my best friend, or was this my corrupt post-sex brain messing with me?





“I’m so glad. I promise that the whole thing wasn’t an elaborate way to get in your pants.”





We finished our drinks and called a cab. In a way, I’d felt a bit jealous that we weren’t staying, but I was so tired and overwhelmed from the night. The cab arrived and we got into the back seat.





“We’re first going to go to 25 Willowdale Drive, the big apartment building,” I said to the cab driver, and he nodded.





“And then?”





I went to speak but Kendra cut me off. “Actually just the one stop,” she said and smiled at me. I felt a fluttering in my chest, a nervous excitement bubbling inside of me, and I was happy she was inviting herself over because I was too shy to ask.





“Okay but I don’t think I’ll be awake too long,” I said, yawning. “I’m so tired.”





“Me too,” she replied, and we rode back to my place in silence.





We got out of the cab and walked into the apartment building. I called the elevator, and we waited in silence, but as soon as the doors opened and we saw it was empty, something seemed to come over both of us. The moment the doors closed Kendra walked toward me, towering over me in her heels. She held my cheek and kissed me, her soft lips brushing against mine. I hungrily kissed her back and wrapped my arms around her neck. I felt as she licked at my lips, and I opened my mouth to let her tongue in. Thankfully no one else got in the elevator but I wasn’t sure I would have cared anyway. We had a full 30 seconds to ourselves before the doors opened.





“I’ve wanted to do that all night,” I told her, eager to continue.





“Me too,” she replied. “I thought you’d be weirded out but I wanted to find out for myself.”





As soon as we were back in the apartment, I was ready for bed. Kendra told me she wasn’t hungry and I wasn’t either. I felt so tired, emotionally and physically from both sessions, and I could tell Kendra did too. She already had stuff at my house after having stayed over so many times unexpectedly after nights out. We both brushed our teeth and she changed into a set of my pajamas. I was excited to get out of my clothes and wash my face, and we both got ready for bed in the bathroom beside each other, using the double sinks that at one time I regularly shared with Jack.





We each got a drink of water and climbed into bed, and slipped under my heavy duvet with the A/C blowing toward us. We found each other immediately under the covers, her hands on my body and mine on hers. I wasn’t even sure where I was touching her. We pulled toward each other and I kissed her, my turn to initiate. I kissed her harder than we had in the elevator, pressing my tongue against her lips. I felt her open her mouth and I couldn’t believe how desperately I needed to taste her. I felt the sting of the leftover minty mouthwash on her tongue as I licked at her, and she wrapped her arms around me tightly.





Finally, she pulled away, gasping, and ran a hand down the side of my face. “This is the best hangout we’ve ever had,” she said laughing.





“Tell me about it,” I said, and turned over in her arms, facing away from her. She instantly pulled me close to her, spooning me, my sore ass pressed against her body. She ran her fingers down my arms and legs soothingly until I fell asleep against her.





Chapter 7





I
 woke up still in her arms, her leg wrapped around mine, and I heard her soft snores beside me. I looked at my phone on the nightstand. It was quite late in the morning. I had a new email titled “Divorced Wives Club”. I clicked on it and it was a thank you to the group for a successful session, and it included the dates and sign-up information for the next meeting in a month. I was pretty certain that I would be signing up for next time. I’d thought I would have woken up feeling shameful, like after a one-night stand, but instead, I turned over and looked at Kendra and I felt safe and comforted in her arms, not a single regret in my mind.





Her eyes opened slowly as she woke up, and she smiled as she saw me. “Morning, babe,” she said softly.





“Good morning,” I started and then I felt her hands on me, rubbing from my waist and up my shirt, toward my breasts. Something about sex in the morning turned me on more than anything. I knew that she knew I liked it from me complaining about Jack previously. My whole body felt so heightened and sensitive when I woke up, and anything touching me felt like it was multiplied by ten. “Oh Kendra, yes please,” I said as I felt her brush over my nipples.





“You don’t have to be so polite anymore unless you want to,” she said and kissed me as she played with my nipples. I felt her leg in between mine, rubbing against my pussy lightly, and I moaned greedily. “Think we should get in the shower?” She asked.





“Together?” I replied, and she laughed.





“Of course.”





I jumped out of bed quickly and went to the bathroom to turn the hot water on, not wanting to waste a second. She was much slower getting out of bed than I had been. I felt strange doing this, expecting our morning to just be normal and have last night something we laughed over occasionally, but everything felt so right. I didn’t know what we were doing but I didn’t care. It just felt so good to want and be wanted again.





I had a stand-up shower that was quite large with white tile-lined walls. I was happy there was plenty of room for more than one person, something I’d never appreciated previously. I’d never showered with someone before, except for maybe at one of the gyms I’d visited, but nothing like this. I was used to locking the bathroom door as Jack and I had always done, and I’d kept that habit up even after he left, so it felt strange to leave the door open. I stripped off my clothes quickly, not even waiting for Kendra, and got in under the hot water.





She followed soon after, stepping in with me and sliding the large glass door closed. I remembered that I hadn’t even gotten to see her fully naked yesterday, and she hadn’t seen me either. I’d seen her before, but this was different now that I found her so irresistible. I ran my wet hands down her body, watching the goosebumps form on her skin as I touched her. She stepped toward me underneath the water, and I stood slightly frozen, not sure what to do. I felt overwhelmed, wanting to fuck her right there, but I was afraid of pushing it and too nervous to ask.





She leaned down beside me and grabbed a bottle of body wash, and poured a large amount into her hands. She put the bottle back down and rubbed the liquid soap from my collarbone, over my breasts and my stomach. She moved her hands up and down, rubbing all over my body and watching my face as I couldn’t control showing the pleasure she was causing me to feel. Her hands slipped so easily up and down my body, and I moaned as she passed over my nipples and down toward my lower stomach.





She grabbed onto my hips and pulled herself toward me. I thought she was going to kiss me but instead I felt her rub her wet body against mine as she pinned me against the wall. She was much taller than me so it was easy for her to slide her breasts against mine, and it felt even better than when she’d had her hands on me. I tried to touch her but she held my hands back.





“Not yet,” she said, and I realized how much quieter we had both been in comparison to last night.





“God you’re so hot,” I whispered back as I watched her face, her lips parting as she breathed heavily. Her long wet hair stuck to her shoulders and neck.





She laughed and pressed her thigh in between my legs as she had in the bed, and the soap that had dripped down made her slide easily between my legs. I could feel her thigh against my pussy and I rubbed myself back and forth, grinding against her leg. It felt so good but it wasn’t enough. I needed more.





“Please Kendra-” I started, but I wasn’t sure what I was asking for.





“Please what?” She asked, and brought her hands up to my breasts. I gasped as she pulled and pinched at my nipples roughly with her soapy hands. “Please you want me to fuck you again? Or please you want me to fuck myself with your tongue?”





“Both,” I whimpered as she played with my nipples. I didn’t care what she did or what I did to her. I just wanted her.





She laughed again and kissed me roughly, her hot tongue pushing between my lips as I moaned around her. She pulled my tongue into her mouth, sucking on it, and the feeling drove me crazy. She broke the kiss and moved her lips down my neck, nibbling at my skin as she moved lower. I arched my back, eager to feel her mouth around my nipples. She realized my desperation and made sure to take her time, licking my breasts everywhere but where I wanted.





I looked down at her and as soon as I made eye contact she smiled and took one of my nipples into her mouth. She sucked so hard, her mouth popping off of the hard nub and then sucking it again, harder each time. I felt like if she continued that way I could cum just from the feeling of her wet mouth around me, each movement sending sparks down to my pussy. She moved to the other nipple, and at this point, I figured the neighbours would be able to hear my loud cries.





“Fuck, Kendra. That feels so good.” She moaned in response and tugged gently at my sore nipple with her teeth, the pain and pleasure almost putting me in a trance.





She let go and moved quickly down to her knees. She spread my legs a bit and grabbed onto my ass steadying me as she ran her tongue over my hard clit. I reached my hands out to grab onto something, anything, to hold myself up as my legs tensed from the feeling. She moved her hands down and held onto my thigh, forcing my legs apart. The other hand rubbed against my pussy, and her fingers pressed at my opening.





She pushed her fingers into me and I whimpered loudly. She pulled her mouth away and looked up at me. “You like your tight little cunt being fucked and licked by a woman?”





“Yes, yes, yes…” I responded desperately as she curled her fingers inside of me. “I- oh my god, I love being fucked by you Kendra.” I bounced lightly on her fingers, feeling blissful from the feeling of her fingers inside of me while the hot water streamed onto us.





She moved her mouth back on my clit and sucked it as hard as she had done to my nipples. I could feel her take it in between her lips as she worked her mouth around me, her moans feeling like vibrations. She fucked me hard with her fingers, inserting another and stretching me open, making me feel so full.





I felt myself about to cum, and I thought about asking for permission as I had the night before but I didn’t want her to take her lips off of me to respond. I felt my legs shaking, and prayed that she wouldn’t stop. I came hard, my pussy tightening over and over around her fingers. She continued until I finished, twitching as my clit became so sensitive. She slowly removed her mouth and fingers from me.





Kendra looked up at me, and I watched as she stuck the fingers that had been in my pussy into her mouth, and sucked them slowly, fucking her own mouth with them and tasting me as she looked up at me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life and I was ready to do anything so that I could taste her again and make her cum as hard as I had.





She popped her fingers out of her mouth. “My turn,” she said as she smiled. “Lay down.” I was happy to not have to stand anymore, afraid my shaking legs would give out. She helped pull me down to the shower floor and I laid on my back. She stood up for a moment to grab the showerhead down from the wall and let it hang near my feet. She pulled me toward the wall under the showerhead and bent my knees, pushing them outward and exposing my pussy.





“I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to cum until you make me cum too,” she said matter of factly. I was so eager to eat her pussy and I wanted to suck on her clit just like she had done to mine, that I agreed impatiently. She straddled my face, facing my feet and I grabbed onto her thighs and raised myself to lick her pussy before she could lower herself. She spread her legs more, giving me easy access and I licked at her eagerly as she was spread over me. Her pussy was so wet, not just from the shower, and I fucked her soft hole with my tongue.





Kendra reached up and I heard the shower head pressure turn up, but I couldn’t see what she was doing. Then suddenly I felt her spraying the water, full pressure, onto my nipples. I stopped licking her for a moment, surprised by the sudden pleasure, the water stream feeling like a mouth.





“Something wrong, slut?” She asked, and lowered herself more on my face. I buried myself into her, licking and sucking at her pussylips as she sprayed my nipples with the water. I held her thighs hard as I dragged my tongue across her and inside of her, feeling like I was in a fantasy I never knew that I had.





I felt her hand on one of my nipples now, playing with the sore flesh. As soon as I licked her clit, she sprayed mine with the high-pressure water. I moaned and writhed as she moved the water quickly over my clit, and I felt her hand move down to make sure my legs stayed open. She ground against my mouth as I took her hard nub into my mouth. I did what she had done to me, sucking hard. I felt myself cumming, but I didn’t dare move my lips off of her. I came hard and felt my hips twitching and squirming as she continued playing with my clit.





“Mmm, Erica. I said you were going to cum until I did, which from how good your mouth feels that might not take long,” she said gasping and softly moaning while I continued. I felt her legs tensing around me as she grew closer to orgasm, her hips moving wildly over my face. She pushed the stream of water even closer to my clit, and I felt myself almost screaming against her as I came again, each orgasm coming easier than the last.





“Oh yes, Erica,” she moaned loudly. She dropped the showerhead and gripped onto my hips with both hands as she came hard. I felt her shaking over my face, her clit twitching now every time I sucked, and I moved my mouth off of her. I held onto her hips still and moved my head back to lick inside of her pussy again, tasting her juices on my tongue. I swirled around savouring her, feeling so satisfied by the taste of my best friend’s cum on my lips. I made sure she knew how much I liked it too, lapping up her pussy loudly.





She got off of my face and laid beside me, wrapping one of her legs around mine and pulled herself close to me, her naked, wet body pressed against mine. I turned to face her and she kissed me slowly, tasting herself on my lips. I kissed her back, still trying to catch my breath.





“You make me feel so good,” Kendra said, and I laughed.





“I think you have that the wrong way around, you make me
 feel so good.”





“You just turn me on so much. Every time I look at you I want to touch you,” she said as she rubbed her hand on my stomach.





“Me too,” I replied, and kissed her again. I already loved Kendra, as my friend, and I felt so lucky that I was getting to know her in another way too even though it was so unexpected. I realized I wanted her all for myself, except for maybe at the club if we ever decided to go back.





“I think I’m starting to have feelings for you.”





“Just now?” I asked, and she laughed.





“Well okay. Maybe they’ve been developing for a little while now. But I get it if you would rather just pretend all of this didn’t happen.”





I pulled myself in closer toward Kendra, burying my face into her neck, and she held me tighter. “The last thing I want to do is pretend this didn’t happen. I want it to keep happening, over and over,” I laughed.





“I mean, I’ve got all day,” Kendra said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.





“I’ve got all week.”





Kendra laughed and rolled over on top of me, straddling my hips. She pressed herself against me and held my wrists lightly against the shower floor.





“My lease is up next month,” she said and kissed down my neck. “I mean if you really want to play that game.”





“I do want to,” I replied, and Kendra looked up at me with a surprised, excited look on her face.





“Really?” She asked, and I nodded.





Even apart from whatever was starting between us, I’d always thought we would make great roommates. But now I didn’t want a roommate, I wanted a partner. I wanted someone I’d be excited to wake up beside, someone to cook breakfast for, and someone to fuck me so good I couldn’t think straight. I wanted Kendra more than anything, and if I could have her all of the time, there wasn’t anything better I could think of.





“Should we still go to the club, do you think?” Kendra asked.





“I think we should. I want everyone to watch you boss me around and fuck me. We can show them how it’s really done.”





Kendra laughed. “There’s still so much I want to do to you,” she replied.





I knew there was a lot I had to learn from Kendra, and I couldn’t wait. I realized that after months of Jack haunting my thoughts, I suddenly had no trouble pushing him out of my head. I wanted to fill my head only with thoughts of Kendra. I didn’t need a rebound, I just needed her. I laid back on the shower floor, my wrists pinned, wanting to feel like this forever.
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Punished by Lesbian Roommate: A First Time BDSM Story


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09TSJ7M3T





“I mean, if I were ever going to do anything with a woman, it would be with someone like you. You’re totally gorgeous.” I said nervously. It was true. It would be with someone like her who was so commanding and beautiful, someone with confidence who could take charge. “But I wouldn’t even know what to do.”





“You’d only have to do what you’re told.” Her voice was more serious now, sending shivers down my spine. Even though I couldn’t quite see her face, I could see her body, and I knew that I couldn’t wait any longer.







After straight girl Amanda overhears her gorgeous, lesbian roommate Jenny dominating a woman in her room, she’s overtaken with curiosity and desire. Jenny teasingly offers to show Amanda what she is missing out on, and after a power outage leaves them alone in the dark, Amanda realizes how badly she wants her sexy roommate. Will Amanda let her nerves get the best of her and refuse Jenny’s offer, or will she let her roommate control and use her?







Controlled and Used by Lesbian Roommate: A First Time BDSM Story

 is a rough and steamy 15,000 word BDSM story about a woman being dominated and used by her lesbian roommate.
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Straight Women Seduced: Lesbian Affair Bundle First Time F/F Femme Short Stories


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09R296944





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty collection features straight women being turned and seduced, cheating with roommates and neighbours.






Seduced by Lesbian Neighbor: First Time F/F Femme Affair Erotica Short:







As Brianna is getting sick of her simple, married life with her husband Jamie, a new lesbian neighbor names Alexia moves next door and makes her question her sexuality. Will Brianna be able to stay faithful to her husband, or will she succumb to her next-door desires?







Heat Wave: F/F Roommate Short:







Alice is at home with her gorgeous roommate Lucy, during a heat wave. Their A/C is broken and the heat is starting to get to them. When things get a bit too hot, will they be able to cool each other down?







Cheating with the Maid: First Time F/F Lesbian Femme Affair Erotica Short:







Married Christine had never been interested in girls before, until she had a dream about her new maid, Madison. When Madison asks for a massage, will Christine be able to resist her temptations?
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