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Foreword

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


I

Used by Lesbian Stranger: A BDSM First Time Erotica

After months of disappointment on Sarah’s favourite dating app, she decides to play around with the settings to get a better match. Just to see what would happen, she changes her preference from men to women. She didn’t expect to come across the sexy, and older married Kat, who is desperately searching for someone to become her toy for an evening. Nervously, she accepts her offer. She’d never been with a woman before. Will she be able to handle what Kat has planned for her?


Chapter 1

45-year-old woman, seeking an obedient toy was not normally the dating profile I would swipe yes to, but somehow today was different.

After months of failed conversations, canceled dates, and unwanted dick pics, I was about to delete my dating app. I thought maybe it was time to try going to the bar, or to ask my friends to set me up with someone. I wasn’t even very picky, especially not anymore, but there was no one I seemed to connect with.

It wasn’t like I was entirely desperate for a relationship. I was doing okay on my own. I had a decent job, a good social life, but I was missing something. I really just needed someone physically. Someone to touch, or kiss, or have sex with, anything.

I went into my app settings, trying to change the radius of potential matches, and the age, but it was no use. It didn’t seem to change anything. I was still getting the same men that I’d already seen before.

However, one option I’d never looked into changing was gender. After I’d experimented with all the settings on my app, I couldn’t deny that it was the only one that remained.

As far as I knew, I was straight, but I’d never really thought about being with a woman. But what was the harm in looking? I was bored, done with the app, and ready to call it quits. I definitely wasn’t planning on seeing anyone, but what was the harm in looking?

I’d already seen the same men multiple times, so I turned the option completely to women only.

I spent a bit of time looking through profiles. I wasn’t even really sure what kind of woman I’d be looking for. All I knew was that I just wanted some kind of connection. A lot of them seemed a bit intimidating, especially because I didn’t even know what to expect with a woman.

The part that seemed to make me the most nervous was rejection. With men, I knew what kind of guys were in my league, and I wouldn’t go too far outside of it because I didn’t want anyone to turn me away. But with women, they were all so beautiful in their own ways. I did not know where I fell on the scale. This was new territory.

I found a few that I considered trying to match with, but realized they were too far away for my liking. But after about ten minutes of searching, I swiped and felt a rush through me.

45-year-old woman, seeking an obedient toy. The words immediately made my legs feel like jelly. The picture was of a gorgeous woman sitting back in a chair; her legs crossed, drink in hand, with large black high heels hanging off of each foot. She wore a tight red dress and her piercing eyes seemed to look right at me.

I clicked on her profile. I needed to know more.

Married to a loving husband but missing a woman’s touch. Not looking for a threesome or swingers. I am only looking for a woman to have some fun with while my husband works nights. He would not be involved. I am very dominant, love BDSM, and would like to have someone to play with. ;)

Something about her description made me feel so turned on that I was actually thinking about what it would be like to meet up with this woman. I looked through her other pictures, and could feel myself getting excited. She had long, straight black hair, a perfect body, and her devilish, sexy smile commanded attention. I hadn’t expected to be this attracted to a woman, but I found it even more surprising that I was interested in someone older and married. It wasn’t that I was super young, but at 27 I never went for people much older or much younger.

I thought for a moment. Maybe this was something I needed. Something with no commitment and no expectations. I figured she might enjoy the fact that I was inexperienced.

However, not only was it new that she was a woman, but I also had never been with anyone who described themselves as dominant. I’d always been curious, but BDSM was not something I had ever seen myself experimenting with.

But the idea of being someone’s ‘obedient toy’ made my pussy throb. I didn’t even really know what that entailed. But looking at this woman, I knew I’d probably let her do things to me I’d never had done before.

I decided if we matched, I would be honest with her. Tell her I’d never been with a woman, that I wasn’t sure, but that I found her irresistible. I figured by tomorrow it wouldn’t matter, anyway. I’d probably be unmatching her and feeling guilty, but at the time I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

I swiped yes, and a few seconds later, the screen flashed.

“You’ve got a match!”


Chapter 2

I could feel my heart beating fast, and my hands almost shook. I was so nervous now, and she hadn’t even messaged yet. What was I doing?

I took a deep breath and put my phone down to think. I got up to walk to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, but before I left the room, I heard my phone buzz. Quickly, I ran back and checked it.

“Wow, hey gorgeous. Did you really mean to swipe?”

I wrote out my response about ten times, feeling foolish until I finally replied. She seemed so casual, and I felt completely out of place.

“Yes, of course I’m sure! But I’m not sure what I’m really doing… I just saw your profile and couldn’t refuse.”

“I’m so flattered. God, I wish I could meet up with you right now, but I’m totally busy with work tonight. What do you mean you’re not sure what you’re doing? First time?”

“Yes, I’ve never been with a woman before… or done anything like, y’know, what you’re saying. But I think I want to.”

Every message I sent caused me to throw down the phone and pace in the opposite direction, as if it were going to explode.

“Even better. Don’t worry, hun. I can teach you everything you need to know. I might even go easy on you. ;)”

“Not necessary,” I replied. I was starting to feel confident. I’d send hundreds of flirty messages in the past to men. Why would this be any different?

“Fuck, I like you haha. When are you free? I hope you’re not going to make me wait too long.”

“Is tomorrow night okay?”

Tomorrow? Why did I suggest that so quickly? I was giving myself no time to prepare. But I knew if I had too much time, I wouldn’t go. I thought maybe I sounded too desperate, but the way she was talking to me made me too excited and turned on to care.

“Tomorrow is so, so good. My husband will be gone. How about 9pm? I’ll send you my address.”

This was so unlike me. I thought in the past that when I’d agree to a spontaneous coffee date, that I was doing something so crazy and unexpected. But agreeing to go to a strange woman’s house who described herself as dominant? An older married woman that wanted to have sex with me? What was I doing?

But for the first time in a long time, I felt nervous to meet with someone. For the past few months, going on dates had lost its charm, each one feeling like a chore. I used to have an excitement about meeting people, but that had completely gone away. Until now.

The woman sent her address, and then a few moments later sent another message.

“By the way, you can call me Kat. And no pressure. If you need to reschedule or have questions, just message me or ask me anything tomorrow. I want to make sure you enjoy yourself.”

“Thank you so much, Kat. I’m Sarah. And yes I will totally let you know if I think of anything.”

I had so many questions I didn’t think I’d be able to list them all, but for now, I thought I would let my mind wander. I knew in the morning I would probably block her and delete my account, but for now, I decided to ride the wave of excitement and let my imagination go.


Chapter 3

I woke up the next morning feeling the regret that I had expected. What was I thinking? I lived in a small city, what if she knew someone who knew me? What if someone I knew was to find out that I was going to be someone’s ‘lesbian toy’ for the night? I felt guilty, even though I hadn’t done anything.

I had to tell myself to relax. I took a deep breath. It was only Saturday morning, and I was off for the weekend. I had all day to come up with an excuse to get out of this. Really, I didn’t even have to show up. I could just go on the app and block her.

I made some fresh coffee and sat out on my balcony in the morning to soak up some of the early summer sun. I laid back for a moment, closing my eyes so I could really think.

There was nothing wrong with talking to someone online or meeting up with them, regardless of gender. I knew that. I’d met up with guys before, knowing it would be a hookup. This was only a bit different, not by much. And I knew how badly I wanted it. I started thinking again about her long legs wearing heels, the way she spoke with me, the way she seemed to want me badly. It felt good to be wanted.

My phone buzzed, and I opened my eyes and quickly sat up. I looked at the notification, and it was from Kat.

“I’m so excited to see you later, babe. I’ve been so horny all morning, I can’t stop thinking about you.”

My cheeks instantly got hot. She sent another message right after, which was a picture. I clicked on it and gasped when I saw it.

She was sitting outside in the sun, just like I was but in the grass on a chair, but wearing a white silk robe. I couldn’t see her face, but her robe was open and her hand was squeezing her breast, her long, red fingernails digging in. Her smooth skin was exposed to her waist, before the fabric folded back, covering her up again.

I wondered if maybe this was a sign to keep my plans. I couldn’t stop staring at the photo, feeling myself salivate as I looked at her body. She looked so soft and perfect, and I wanted to see more.

Before responding, I looked up online stories about first sexual encounters with women. I started reading comments from people’s different experiences, and I could feel myself getting turned on even more. It started as curiosity, but now it was fueling the fire.

Finding a site I’d used to watch porn before, I started watching a few videos with my volume turned off, after typing in dominant lesbian. I watched as a gorgeous woman held a whip while another woman was tied up on the ground. The woman with the whip walked, her heels clicking on the ground as she teasingly asked, “Are you ready, slut?”. I could feel myself breathing faster, and I quickly closed the video.

I pulled up Kat’s profile again, swiping through her pictures and rereading her About Me section.

It finally hit me. I knew if I didn’t do it, I’d always regret not knowing.

“Me too. I can’t wait. Especially after seeing that… you’re so fucking gorgeous.”

I knew I should send a picture back, but I was way too nervous. Instead, I went back to searching up different stories, trying to resist the urge to rub my clit outside on the balcony.


Chapter 4

I pulled up to her house at 9:01pm. The sky was mostly dark blue with the last lingering rays of the sunset lighting up part of the horizon. I took a deep breath. Normally when I would go to someone’s house for a hookup, I’d tell one of my friends the address just in case something were to happen. But this time I was too nervous to tell anyone.

I checked my makeup in the rearview mirror and noticed my hands were shaking slightly as I adjusted it. I’d put more effort into my makeup and hair than I had in months. My long brown hair was down and curled, and I had made my makeup dark, with a smokey eye and a soft red lip. I wore a black, short, fitted dress, and big silver heels on my feet.

I thought for a moment about just pulling back out of the driveway and going home. But I had already made my mind. I stepped out of the car, locked it, and walked up the stairs to Kat’s house.

Once I was on the front porch, before even having to knock, the door opened.

“Oh my god,” Kat said, opening the door all the way. “How do you manage to look even better in person?”

“Thank you,” I said, laughing. “I was going to say the same to you.”

Her long black hair was straightened and tossed over one shoulder, and she wore a red silky gown that could have been a dress or lingerie. She wore a gold cross around her neck, and a big gold wedding ring on her finger.

She definitely looked older than me, but it didn’t seem strange at all. Instead, she just looked mature and inviting.

“Come on in, Sarah.” She opened the door for me and I stepped in. “You can keep your shoes on. Actually, please keep your shoes on.”

I looked around her house, and it just looked normal. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but I felt relieved. It was immaculately clean, free of clutter, with lots of lamps and candles.

“So, maybe we could take a seat first. I have some questions for you and I’m sure you have some for me. Do you want something to drink?”

“Maybe just water.”

I sat down on her couch, crossing my legs. She returned with a cold bottle of water for each of us and then sat down in a chair only a few feet away.

“If I’m going to be honest, when I saw your message, I thought maybe you were joking,” Kat said, smiling.

“Wait, what do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re like completely gorgeous, not that, you know. I just didn’t have very high expectations when I made the profile last week. And then when you said that you weren’t experienced, I thought maybe you were going to cancel. I’m glad you didn’t, because I’m going to make sure you don’t regret it.”

I felt my heart skip a beat, feeling turned on again.

“I mean, to be honest, I almost did cancel. But I just couldn’t. I don’t know why… I mean, this isn’t really something I’d normally do. And I’m nervous. But there was just something about you.”

“Are you single?”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t have a problem that I am married?”

“No, I mean, to be honest right now, that’s the least of my concerns.” I said, laughing.

“Yeah, that’s fair,” she laughed. “So you’ve never been with a woman. Have you ever done anything a bit more…kinky? Not that it’s a requirement…”

“No, but you know… I’ve always thought about it. Like maybe someone being rough, or being tied up. But I’ve never done anything.”

“Well, I would make sure that you were always in control. If you ever wanted to stop or change things, I would listen to you. But I know that since I’m a stranger, that would require a lot of trust, so I understand if you would want to take things slow.”

I looked at her for a moment, scanning her eyes and thinking. I knew it was bad, but I trusted her. Really, I had no reason to, but I did. I just wanted to know more. I wanted to know what she would do to me. My clit was throbbing, and each beat made my mind feel numb.

“I trust you to listen to me.”

“Well, we can start off slow. I definitely like to be rough. I’d love to tie you up and make you beg to cum. I’d like to boss you around, use you and call you names, spank you…I mean, these are just suggestions, but I only want you to be comfortable.”

I thought I was going to start grinding myself against her couch as I sat there, my pussy getting wetter with every word. I had a feeling that if anyone else I’d been with said these things to me, I’d say no. But with her, just the way she was speaking made me want to get on my knees right away. She was so casual about it, like this was something she’d done every day, like brushing her teeth. I could feel myself blushing, and I was grateful for the heavy makeup I’d applied.

“Yes, fuck. Yes, all of the above,” I said, and Kat laughed unexpectedly.

“Wow,” she laughed. “I thought that might be harder. So… if I told you right now to get down on your knees and crawl over here…you’d do it?”

I felt kind of silly, but I didn’t care. I was here, and I was committed. I uncrossed my knees, dropped onto her clean hardwood floor, and crawled over to her. I sat down on my knees and felt her hand running through my hair.

“Ohhh, you are sure. Just tell me, okay, if anything is too weird, or too much, or anything. Okay? I won’t be mad or embarrassed.”

“I promise.”

Being on my knees like this was unbearably hot. I already felt like I was being dominated, and I wasn’t even doing anything. My clothes suddenly felt like they would be better off of me. I wanted to be touched. I wanted whatever Kat had to offer.

It was hard not to think of her husband sitting in this chair, or walking in on us while I was on my knees in front of her. But it added to the thrill. I knew it wasn’t cheating, but it still felt like it.

“I had no idea that you were such a horny slut. Willing to drop to your knees for a woman, without a second thought. You don’t even like women, but you’re so eager to do what you’re told. I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone as desperate as you.”

Her finger traced my bottom lip, and I didn’t even have to think before I responded.

“Yes, I’m so desperate. I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I will be doing whatever I want. And by the looks of it, I might not need to go as easy on you as I thought.”

Her hand trailed down from my lips to my throat, where she lightly dragged her fingernails against my skin, sending a shiver through me. I could feel my nipples harden and my heart beating fast.

“I forgot to tell you. I have a special room that has everything I need to train you into my personal little slut. Do you want to see?”

“Please.”


Chapter 5

She stood up, and I scrambled to my feet beside her, fixing my dress. She watched me for a moment, and then spoke.

“No need to fix your dress. Actually, I’d like for you to take it off and leave it here. Shoes stay on.”

I was used to someone else undressing me, so it felt embarrassing to have her watch as I unzipped my dress and pulled it over my head. I wished I could have done it in a sexier way, but she didn’t seem like she wanted to wait. I dropped it onto the floor, revealing my matching black lace bra and panties.

”The bra too.”

I reached behind me and unclasped it, and let it fall to the floor. Suddenly I didn’t know how to rest my arms. I felt awkward, shameful, and more turned on than I ever had in my life.

I waited for a moment, thinking she might say something, or touch me, but she just smiled and started walking. I followed her, my heels clicking loudly through the silent house.

We walked to the back of the house, through a dark hallway and into a dimly lit room.

“Welcome to my office,” she said with a laugh.

I looked around at what could have been a spare bedroom if it weren’t for some additions. In the middle of the dimly lit room was an enormous bed with fluffy pillows and black leather straps affixed to each bedpost corner. A desk was pushed up against the wall near a window with a thick blackout curtain, and the desk had a bunch of ‘tools’. A whip, a paddle, even a ball gag. I also saw a few dildos and other toys. There was a closet near the door, and I wondered if she had anything more inside.

“So, Sarah. I have three rules; no cumming until I cum, you need to ask permission to cum, and I get to decide how you will be used. Cumming is not guaranteed, it’s earned. Got it?”

“Yes, Kat.”

“Good. Now get on the bed, on your knees.”

I walked to the bed and climbed onto it, on my knees, and I felt Kat right behind me. She used her hands to guide me where she wanted. Her hand barely grazed my skin, but it was enough to send me crazy. I hadn’t even kissed her, or anything, but I was more turned on than any foreplay I’d ever had.

I felt so vulnerable on my hands and knees, facing away from her. Her view was just my ass in a thong. Even though I wasn’t restrained, I felt controlled already.

“Open your legs wider,” she demanded, tapping my inner thigh lightly. I did as she said, spreading my knees. “Mm, that’s better.”

I jumped as her fingernails lightly trailed down the back of my thighs and up again. I spread my legs even wider, without even thinking.

“God, you must be so wet already, and you don’t even know if I’m going to allow you to cum tonight. I might not even fuck you. I might just tease you over and over until you can’t take it.” Her fingers moved over me as she spoke, teasing my inner thighs and ass cheeks.

“I might make you so horny, and then tell you to go home. You won’t even be able to drive. That might be a good idea. I can just imagine you, pulled over on the side of the road, desperately trying to make yourself cum…”

Her fingers now made their way to my panties, lightly grazing over my clit and pussy. I couldn’t help but move my hips.

“No, please, I’ll do anything. I’ll be good.”

“We’ll see if that’s enough,” she said, laughing.

Suddenly, she was rubbing my clit through my panties, and I ground myself against her hand. It felt so incredible that I already felt my mind slipping into bliss, but she stopped almost as quickly as she’d started.

“Since we’re doing things my way, I want to make sure you think of me every fucking time you sit down for the next week, slut.”

I felt Kat pinch the skin on my ass with both hands, and without even thinking, I moaned loudly. It felt so strangely good.

“Sounds like you might want that, huh? Want me to spank you until your ass is nice and sore?”

“Please, Kat.”

“Good. I want your pussy to get wet every time you wince from the pain.”

Her hands left me, and I waited, wishing I could see what she was doing. I felt like I could explode, my whole body hyper focused on my throbbing clit and clenching hole. It felt more important than breathing or blinking.

Without warning, Kat’s hand came down on my ass, spanking me hard. There was a loud smack, and the pain seemed almost numbing as it turned into pleasure. The warmth spread through my skin and down to my pussy. I let out a small noise, and I wasn’t sure if it was a moan or a scream. I pushed my hips back up again, ready for more.

“Did that feel good?”

“Yes, I want more. Please?”

She hit me again, this time harder, on the other side. I felt the same feeling, the warm pain morphing into pleasure, but before it finished, she hit me again, and again on each side. It hurt so much more to be hit again on the skin that was already sore, and right as the pain faded, she pinched each side.

“There we go. Now you’re getting nice and red for me.”

“Fuck, Kat, yes.”

My pussy was so wet I could feel it sliding as I moved from side to side. It hurt so much when she hit me, but it felt so good too, and I wanted more. I wanted anything but the time in between.

This time I could feel her use one hand to steady herself on me, holding my hip, as she spanked me two more times, so hard that I definitely screamed. Then immediately, her fingers pressed me again through my panties, and this time she rubbed against my hole.

“Wow, you are soaking wet. I bet your stupid pussy feels so empty and useless, doesn’t it, slut?”

“Yes, it does, fuck,” I moaned.

Her fingers returned to my clit, rubbing in steady circles now. I put my forehead down onto the bed, opening my legs more and sticking my pussy out as much as I could. She seemed to like this, rubbing me even harder.

I was getting so close, just from this. We had barely even done anything sexual yet, but I could feel my orgasm building.

“Not yet, slut. You think I’d make it that easy?” She said, pulling her hand away. My hips writhed, wanting her hand back.


Chapter 6

“Please…” I whined, but she ignored me.

“Lay down on your back, babe. I’m going to tie you up, got it?” She asked, and I realized she was checking in with me.

“Yes, Kat.” I replied and moved off of my hands and knees. I laid down on the soft bed, my head finding the fluffy pillows to rest on.

Kat gently pulled my wrist to one corner, fastening it to the bedpost with the straps. She adjusted it and then did the same to my other wrist. I lifted my hips as she quickly slid off my panties and then restrained both of my ankles. She adjusted the straps so that I could squirm a bit, but I wouldn’t be able to really move. I felt my pussy shaking with anticipation as my legs were spread, and I was completely helpless. She could do whatever she wanted to me like this, and all I could do was writhe and wait.

She crawled on the bed and then straddled my hips, lifting her gown up to her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I could feel her warmth close to me. I wanted so badly to touch her, to run my hands up her smooth thighs, to feel her skin, and push her skirt up even more. I wanted to touch her and make her feel as good as she’d made me feel, but I couldn’t. All I could do was imagine it while her tempting body was over mine.

She leaned over me, her long, black hair pooling near my collarbone. She raised her fingers up to my lips and pushed them inside of my mouth. I opened eagerly, not breaking eye contact with her as she pushed her two fingers against my tongue. I closed my lips around her fingers and sucked gently as she dragged her fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Mmm, you’re such a good girl, Sarah,” she whispered, her fingers pushing deeper.

I moaned in response. I couldn’t believe how intimate and pleasurable it felt, even just to have her fill my mouth with her fingers. It didn’t even matter to me how deep she pushed; I accommodated her.

However, I paused for a moment, realizing there was something cold against my mouth. I felt it with my tongue and realized it was her wedding ring between my lips, on her finger. For a moment, it brought me back to reality. Kat was married to a man, and I was here, about to be fucked by her in the house they shared. I thought for a moment what it was like when they had sex. Was she like this with him, or the opposite, or was it just boring regular sex? Maybe they didn’t even sleep together at all? But Kat’s voice interrupted my thoughts.

“I’m going to fuck your face until you make me cum, even if it takes all night. Sound good?”

It sounded good, even though I had no idea what to do. I was nervous that I wouldn’t be able to finish her, and that maybe she would give up and send me home. But I knew she was aware I’d never done anything like this before.

“Mhhm,” I agreed.

She pulled her fingers out of my mouth, and I watched as she quickly took her wedding ring off and threw it on the dresser. I wondered if she had forgotten it was on, maybe she felt bad about it, or wanted to pretend she wasn’t married. I wanted to know, but I didn’t dare ask.

“By the way, your makeup looks so good. I can’t wait to ruin it,” she said, smiling.

Kat’s eyes locked with mine as she stripped off her gown. Her warm thighs pressed against either side of my waist, and I knew that if I wasn’t tied up, I would need to touch her. I glanced down at her body, drinking her in. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her gorgeous breasts bounced gently as she readjusted herself over my body. I could feel myself salivating with anticipation. I wasn’t even nervous; I was impatient.

She lifted my head gently and removed one of the pillows underneath, and then just as swiftly, before I’d even realized, she had repositioned herself near my head. She grabbed the back of my head and looked down at me.

Before she could direct me, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out in anticipation. She smiled and then lowered herself downwards. I felt her soft pussy against my tongue, and the sweet, warm taste of her was overwhelming. I moved my head, licking and exploring her with my tongue as she ground her hips back against me.

She moved her hips back a bit, and I realized her clit was on my tongue. I flicked against it, listening to her soft, surprised moan, and then I lifted my head so that I could wrap my lips around her and gently suck the hard nub. She pressed down so quickly that my head was pushed back onto the pillow, and I heard her moan again, this time louder.

It turned me on so much to be used like this. I wanted to do a good job, and the way that she ground her hips against my face made me feel like a toy. There was something so hot about giving Kat what she wanted.

“You like that, don’t you, straight girl? You like sucking my clit like a fucking lesbian slut?”

“Mmmm,” I responded, my mouth too occupied to reply. Even if I wanted to, she was pressed against me now so hard that I wouldn’t have been able to.

“I bet you fucking do. This is what you were made for. Just to service pussy like a toy.”

“Mhhmm,” I replied again, this time noticing her jump a bit with the vibration of my lips. I did it again, and when she pulled away for a moment, I let go and flicked my tongue against her sensitive clit.

She grabbed the back of my head harder now, with both hands, now completely using me. She rubbed herself against my mouth and used my head to rub back against her. Her moans grew louder as she fucked herself faster with my mouth.

As I felt her legs shake, my own clit and nipples had never been so hard, almost aching, my whole body feeling neglected in the hottest way. I wanted what she had, but I knew I had to earn it.

“Fuck Sarah, fuck, I’m cumming,” she said, her hands gripping my head against her as she moved her hips only slightly. I could feel her legs tensing around my head as she cried out, her orgasm ripping through her.

My face was wet from her cum and my saliva, and I didn’t realize fully until she had let go of my head.

“Lick it up, slut, and tell me how good my fucking pussy tastes.”

I did as she said, my tongue slowly cleaning around her warm hole, tasting her sweet, tangy liquid.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you? Tell me.”

I pulled away. “I do… I love the taste of your pussy. I love being used by you.”

“Good girl. Now let’s see how long I can make you last.”


Chapter 7

I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to last at all. I was so horny I knew my pussy was dripping, even though it had barely been touched. My clit throbbed painfully, and it didn’t help that my legs were spread open so all I could do was grind against the air.

Kat got off of me for a moment and returned with something in her fist and a tissue in her other hand. She gently wiped my face, and it felt as if she was waiting for me to say I wanted to stop. But I didn’t. Stopping was the last thing I wanted to do.

She climbed on the bed again, this time straddling one of my upper thighs, her leg painfully close to my pussy. Even if she would just move it closer, I knew I could probably get off just from grinding against her leg. And even though the thought sounded embarrassing, at this point I would.

Kat placed both of her hands up near my shoulders and dragged them down my body, and then up again. She lazily grazed my nipples and let out a small laugh as I squirmed and moaned just at the slight touch. She teased her fingers down to my bikini line, and back up again, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please, Kat.”

She ignored me, but this time when her hands passed over my chest, she paused and pinched my nipples gently, rolling them between her fingers. The feeling shot right down to my pussy and I ground my hips desperately, lifting them off of the bed.

“Fuck, Kat, pleaaase.”

“You’re so fucking impatient. I haven’t even decided if I’m going to allow you to cum tonight. I might just leave you here and go to bed.”

“No Kat, please. I need it. I want to cum so badly.”

She ignored me again. This time one of her hands remained, pinching at my nipple, and the other hand went down, and kept going down, until finally she pressed a few of her fingers against my pussy. I was so wet and open, my pussy squeezed with anticipation as one slow finger dragged across my hole.

“God, you are so fucking wet.”

She leaned over me even more and, to my surprise, she spit on my breast, using her saliva to wet her fingers and slide across my nipple even faster. Her other hand continued as well, her fingers so wet from my pussy that she slid them easily up to my clit. I jumped as she rubbed, and I moaned with so much relief. With the way both of her fingers worked, I knew I would be cumming within minutes.

She watched me as she moved her hands, her eyes trailing over my body as I writhed against her. My whole body felt warm, my cheeks flushed as I felt myself get closer. I felt like I was in a trance from the way she rubbed me that when she suddenly stopped; I jolted so quickly back to reality out of the cloud I was floating in.

“Please don’t stop, Kat, please…”

“You’re going to have to get used to it. I want to drag this out for you. I want to make sure you cum so hard that you don’t forget about me for a long time.”

She moved away from me for a moment and leaned toward the bottom of the bed to grab what was in her fist earlier. It was a small, rose gold colored vibrator. She rubbed it against my pussy, smiling as I shook even just from the light touch, and then pressed the wet metal against my clit. I waited in anticipation for her to turn it on.

“Remember, you have to ask for permission to cum, Sarah.”

“Okay, I will, I promise.”

She smiled at me and turned the vibrator on, and instantly I felt my whole body tense as the vibrator beat against my desperate clit. I couldn’t believe it. It had only been about ten seconds, but I couldn’t hold on any longer.

“Kat, please! Please, can I cum Kat, please…”

“Not yet,” she said, and removed the vibrator.

My whole body recoiled, almost out of my control. If I wasn’t tied down, I knew I would probably kick my legs. I had been so close, just on the edge, and I needed it badly. All I could do was beg and moan and grind my hips against the empty air.

“What’s wrong? Were you close or something, slut? Is your stupid pussy aching? Just because you earned it doesn’t mean you deserve it.”

Before I could respond, she pressed the vibrating metal back against my clit, just for a few seconds, and then pulled it away again. I was almost glad she did, because I was worried I might cum just from the quick contact.

She brought one of her hands back to pinch and play with my nipples, and even that little bit of touch now felt multiplied by one thousand. And finally, she brought the vibrator back once more.

I tried so hard to just enjoy it without getting so close, by moving my hips away a bit, or breathing deeply. But it was no use. I knew I couldn’t wait. I was about to ask her when I heard her voice.

“Aww, are you about to cum? What’s wrong, you can’t take it anymore?”

“Please, Kat, no! I can’t take it anymore I need to cum I need it, fuck.”

”Not yet.”

I focused everything on stopping myself, finding just the right angle and rhythm of breathing that was almost enough to keep it from happening. But I was too far gone.

”Kat, you’re going to make me fucking cum. Oh my god.”

”I thought you wanted to?” She said, with a smile in her voice that I couldn’t see, my eyes closed shut as I focused everything within me to hold back.

”I want to, but I can’t. You won’t let me, please..”

Kat laughed at me. “Okay, fine. Cum for me, slut.”


Chapter 8

My whole body was like a board, all of my muscles tensed, my hands wrapped around the ties and pulling. I’d never cum so hard in my life or for so long, my pussy clenching over and over again. I was screaming, and I didn’t even have an ounce of embarrassment thinking of her neighbors hearing me. In fact, it seemed to fuel me more.

Finally, when I was done, my clit felt so sensitive. I could feel my hips twitching and jumping to get away from the vibrator. But Kat wasn’t done. She held the vibrator still.

“What’s wrong? You wanted to cum so badly, didn’t you, whore? Do it again.”

“Oh my god,” I screamed, as the next orgasm started again. This one was even stronger, my whole body shaking.

Suddenly, as I let go, I really let go. For the first time, I realized, I’d squirted. I was completely soaked, the bed underneath, and the back of my thighs as it dripped down from my quivering, clenching pussy. Finally, Kat removed the vibrator.

“Fuck, babe,” she started, as she hurried down to untie my ankles. I caught my breath, feeling a warm bliss spread over my body. “How do you feel?”

I had to take a moment to even think about forming a sentence. I couldn’t put into words what I really felt. All I could say was, “I feel incredible.”

She crawled back on top of me and leaned over to undo my wrists. I barely even moved my limbs once I was free, my whole body feeling like I was riding one big wave.

She stroked my hair, and I felt as her long nails slightly grazed against my scalp, soothing me even more. I smiled at her, and realized that finally my hands were free, and I could touch her. I grabbed onto her waist with my hands, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and pulled her closer.

”You did so good, Sarah.”

She leaned down over me, her naked breasts against mine, and pressed her lips against mine, kissing me softly.

Even her kiss was so undeniably sexy, the way she teased with her tongue, and rubbed her body over mine. I was starting to somehow get turned on again, after everything, but I knew I was too tired now to do anything more.

“Fuck,” I said, as she pulled away. “You’re so hot. I’m so happy I did this.”

“Me too. You’re so perfect, Sarah. And I mean….as much as it’s fun that you’re a stranger, I really want to see you again. I want to know everything about you. Maybe sometime I can even take you out?”

“I wish. But is that… allowed? Like in your agreement or whatever? With…” I didn’t even want to say the words ‘your husband’ but I didn’t have to.

“I don’t care, but it’s going to be.”

I thought it was funny how normally I would get to know someone, and then have sex with them. But now that we’d done this, I felt like I had such a strong connection with Kat that it seemed obvious I would want so badly to get to know her more. I was so relieved she felt the same way.

Kat rolled off of me and then laid right beside me, her leg wrapped around mine, and her hand gently running down my side. I relaxed there with her for what seemed like an hour, talking about how hot the night had been. It surprised me to learn how nervous she had been, even though she seemed so calm and natural. Finally, I got up and headed to the bathroom.

After I cleaned up, Kat walked me back downstairs to get my clothes. She helped me get dressed, fastening my bra behind me and pulling my dress down over my body.

”This has been the best night ever, seriously. I can’t thank you enough. I really hope you come back. I need more of you.” Kat said, wrapping her arms around my waist at the door and pulling me in close. I got one final whiff of her sweet, spicy perfume and hugged her back tightly.

”Me too, and I will, I promise. Text me.”

I walked back out to my car, and once I was safely inside, Kat waved and shut the door. As soon as I sat down, I felt the soreness of my ass, and the muscles in my legs and abdomen, exhausted and aching from being tightened for so long.

The pain still felt incredible. I felt like I had earned it. I drove home thinking of Kat, her long black hair, and wondering what else she had in store for me.


II

Submitting to a Celebrity: A First Time Lesbian BDSM Story

Emily goes to a concert with her best friend Katie to see well known pop star Scarlet Summer. While walking through the packed stadium, Scarlet stops the show to ask for Emily’s number. Even though Emily is straight, she can’t help but want her. Will Scarlet’s unconventional and alluring sexuality be too much for Emily to handle?


Chapter 1

“Omg, I can’t believe you agreed to come with me to the concert! We’re going to have so much fun!” My friend Katie said as I got in her car.

Katie had invited me to see her favorite singer, Scarlet Summer. I hadn’t listened to much of her music, but I figured it would probably be hard to find a single person who hadn’t heard at least one of her songs.

I knew the concert would be good. She was huge, and the concert had sold out in minutes, but my friend Katie seemed to have all the luck in the world and won some tickets through a local radio station. I’d been listening to Scarlet’s music for the past few days so I would at least know some of the words.

“I’m so glad you invited me. I haven’t been to a big concert like this in ages.”

“Me neither. Even though we’re not right up front, we still have pretty good seats.”

Scarlet’s music was already stuck in my head, but as we drove, Katie played one of her albums. I’d watched the music video for the second one, and I could almost picture it in my head as we drove. Scarlet’s music was a mixture of dark and sultry pop, and it was extremely catchy. A lot of her lyrics were sexual and in your face, and the outfits she wore in the videos were not much different.

In the video for the song, I’d remembered her walking around in a big, dark, empty mansion. She was wearing a really revealing piece of white lingerie, but as she kept searching through the long hallways and big rooms, her lingerie started staining black, and black vines wrapped around her arms, eventually holding her still, suspending her in the air while she sang “why can’t you fuck me like he used to?”

We arrived as close to the venue as we could get, paying a premium for parking. We walked through the busy streets to the big line that wrapped around the building. People on the sidewalks were trying to sell t-shirts and tickets, and excited groups of fans were chatting and singing her songs. If the energy outside was anything close to how it would be inside, it would be an amazing concert.


Chapter 2

After passing through the line, security, and the metal detectors, we got some drinks and food from the overpriced concession, and found our seats. Even though we weren’t right up front, we were only about 15 rows back from the stage. In front of us there was a wide aisle dividing the sections, so there wasn’t anyone directly in front of us. We made ourselves comfortable listening to some of the opening performances.

I looked around at the rest of the stadium. I’d been here before for another concert, but I never remembered seeing it so full. Maybe it was because we were much closer to the front than I’d been before, but it still seemed shocking to see so many people.

“Oh my god, I think she’s coming out!!!” Katie yelled.

The lights dimmed, and the low beat started booming. Everyone stood up excitedly, ready to dance, jump, and scream, and only a moment later we could see the lights swirling above and the stage opening as Scarlet rose from the middle.

She was completely stunning, even better than any picture I’d ever seen of her. I wasn’t even a huge fan, but she was surreal. She walked confidently onto the stage, her long black hair straightened and hanging down almost to her hips, swinging behind her. Singing her opening notes, she knelt and danced slowly. She wore baggy black cargo pants that hung off of her hips, and a lacy black corset that was cropped, showing her stomach and pushing her breasts up. Her arms were adorned with reflective metal pieces, as were her tall heels. I wanted to be her.

I couldn’t contain myself, so excited from the energy and the backup dancers, that I sang whatever lyrics I knew and made up the rest. Katie looked at me excitedly as we both jumped and danced with the rest of the crowd.

Every song was better than the last, and every outfit too, as she was now on her third. I wondered how she changed so quickly beneath the stage. This time, when she walked out, she was holding something in her hand. She walked to the front of the stage with it, and I realized it was a whip. She wore a leather one piece outfit now with thigh-high boots, looking like a supervillain.

To everyone’s surprise, she jumped off of the stage and walked slowly through the aisles. Crowds of people leaned over the bars separating the sections, their hands grazing her. She didn’t seem to mind, or even notice, so stuck in her performance. She sang and then twirled the whip around her.

“I’ll make you beg for me. I’ll make you hurt for me. There’s no shame, but you’ll never be the same when I’m done with you.”

I noticed she set it down on the ground and then walked to the end of the aisle. We had been lucky enough to get seats that were right where the sections were divided. Everyone around us was jumping, pressing forward, and climbing over the seats to get into our row and lean against the bar, hoping she would come closer. I could feel my heart flutter, I couldn’t believe she was getting so close. I thought about getting out my phone to take a picture, but it felt strange. She was so captivating that I just wanted to watch.

Scarlet started walking down our section and Katie punched me in the arm hard, even though I was already paying attention. She walked in front of us, stomping her big black boots and singing. She was on the farther side of the aisle, but she looked in our direction and locked eyes with me.


Chapter 3

I completely froze. She kept walking, but kept her gaze on me for as long as she could, and then looked in front of her again. I was completely in shock. Scarlet had looked right at me, and so intensely. There was no mistaking it. I wondered if I had something on my face, or maybe I looked like someone she knew. Katie was tugging on my arm and yelling in my ear.

“Oh my god she looked right at you!!!!”

Suddenly, more and more people pushed their way to the row our seats were in. Then I realized they were trying to get to the front because she was coming back this way. I leaned over the bar, holding on tightly to secure my spot, and watched as she ran back down our section quickly. At first I thought it was too bad that we were going to miss her, but suddenly she looked at me again and stopped in front of us.

Everything seemed to happen so quickly, the music booming loudly around us. She gently placed her hand on the side of my head and leaned toward my ear on the other side. All I could smell was her perfume, shampoo, and sweat, and the feeling of her hands on me so suddenly made me melt. The way she touched me and leaned in felt intimate.

“Give me your phone,” she whispered against my ear, and moved away from me.

I didn’t even have to think. I would have given her my wallet if she’d asked. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out my cell phone. I unlocked it and handed it to her.

It was so surreal seeing the person I’d been watching and listening to suddenly come to life in front of me. I panicked for a moment, thinking maybe she was looking through my phone for something embarrassing. I’d never given my phone to anyone before. But she quickly typed something on it, turned the screen off, and handed it back to me. I put it into my pocket quickly.

“Text me later,” she said, this time into the mic, and I heard the entire crowd go wild, even more so than they already were. I could feel people behind me grabbing onto me, patting me, all while Katie continued pulling on my arm excitedly. She winked and then walked back to the aisle, picking up her whip and returning to the stage where she slapped it into the air with a whip crack noise in the song that was playing.

I held onto my phone in my pocket. With so many people grabbing me, I was afraid someone might take it. Finally, the crowd behind me dispersed back to their seats when they realized Scarlet wasn’t coming back down to the floor again.

“Holy shit!” Katie said for the tenth time whenever we made eye contact.

“I know, oh my god!” I’d respond.

I was too scared to check my phone in the seat, so I waited until Scarlet was in the middle of a song and told Katie I was leaving for the bathroom.

“Sorry I can’t come! I love this song!”

I ventured out to the aisle by myself, walking up the many stairs and through one exit into the bright hallway outside of the stadium. I walked around until I found a bathroom, and hurried into one stall, closing the door behind me and pulling out my phone.

I unlocked my screen and saw my contacts list was open. She had written “Scar” with a heart eyes emoji. I could feel my hands shaking. Why me? I didn’t think I was into women, at least not that I really had thought about much. I’d only been with men. But looking at the phone number made my heart flutter. I couldn’t believe how bold she was to do that in front of everyone.

I thought, however, that maybe it was just a joke. It could be part of her act. Maybe every show she grabs someone’s phone and pretends to add her number, but really it’s just fake. Maybe if I sent a text, it would just say “Hey thanks for coming to the show! Have a good night!”

It was too good to be true, but I knew I needed to text the number. The curiosity was killing me. Even if it ended with embarrassment or disappointment.

“Hi Scarlet? My name’s Emily. I’m the girl in the crowd.”

I sent the text and then read it again, wishing I could take the text back. I sounded so awkward and boring. She would probably read it and realize that she made a mistake.

I knew she wouldn’t reply right away, so I put the phone back in my pocket and went back to the stadium to enjoy the rest of the show.


Chapter 4

Once I got back, things felt different. Every time I looked at her, I felt my cheeks get hot. I watched as she paraded across the stage, now wearing short black shorts and bending over while looking back at the crowd, her hair swinging back as she dropped down. I was nervous even if someone in a store asked me for my number, but seeing her in front of this crowd was a whole new level of intimidation. She was so confident, and loved, and from the way she carried herself and sang, I could tell she was the type who could have anything she wanted.

Including me.

The concert ended, and my throat was sore from screaming and cheering. Katie continued to grab me like a life raft while she danced, and I knew I’d probably be bruised from her excitement, but I didn’t care. I had the time of my life.

I was excited to get away from the crowd nearby, since they knew I was the girl that Scarlet had flirted with. I grabbed Katie’s arm and half dragged her up the stairs of the stadium, back out to the bright concession hallways.

“Holy fuck Emily! I’m so jealous, I can’t stand you,” she said while laughing. “What was that? Did she actually give you her number? Oh my god, please let me meet her.”

“I texted her but I’m so not checking my phone until we get to the car. I’m sure she’s super busy, so she probably didn’t reply…”

But as I spoke, I could feel my phone buzzing in my pocket a few times.

“Okay, well, I have to go to the bathroom. Can you hold my drink?”

I agreed, and as soon as I saw Katie walk into the bathroom, I pulled out my phone eagerly, unable to wait, and saw three new texts from Scar.

“Babe, oh my god, I’m so happy u texted me!”

“I think it would be better if we spoke face to face but when I saw u I had to get your phone. I’m sorry if this is forward, but u are too cute, I couldn’t let u leave without my number! Are you busy tonight? Like in 20 minutes? Just me and u?”

“By the way I think we are on social media already. I’m sorry.”

We are on social media? What did she mean? I searched the hashtag for tonight’s concert, and I saw tons of pictures of Scarlet holding my phone, whispering in my ear, and me looking completely dumbfounded. I was so embarrassed. Some posts said oh my god I’m so jealous!!! And others called me a stupid, undeserving bitch. I quickly closed the page, feeling overwhelmed. I could feel my stomach turn, I wasn’t cut out for this. But I wanted to meet Scarlet.


“Any news?” Katie asked startling me. I handed her my phone, showing her the pictures on the site.

“Oh my god! Look at you! And me! I’m putting this on my fridge!”

“That’s not all,” I said, handing her my phone with the texts open.

Part of me felt really guilty. I knew it wasn’t my fault, and I didn’t want to rub it in her face, but Katie loved Scarlet. I didn’t want to exclude her, but I also wanted to be honest.

But to my surprise, she reacted differently than I’d expected.

“Oh my god. No offense, I’m happy for you, but this means I’m like so much closer to meeting her someday! You need to go. I told Josh I was going to meet with him after the concert, anyway.”

“Are you sure?”

“More than sure. Please go tell her how cool I am.” She said, winking. “Do you want me to wait with you while you text her?”

“Only if you want, but I think I’m okay! I don’t want to hold you up. I’m sorry. I feel so weird about this.”

“Are you kidding? This is the best day ever.”


Chapter 5

Katie left, and I walked toward a wall in an empty section of the hallway and sent a text back to Scarlet telling her I was available, and alone. I didn’t really know what to say. I figured she would talk to me in person like she’d said. But she had called me cute. I felt more nervous than any date I’d ever been on, and I didn’t even know what this was. Was this just an elaborate way of her starting a meet and greet? Was it some kind of gimmick through the radio station?

Scarlet messaged me back quickly, describing where her tour bus was. She told me to wait on the first level at the back elevator, as they were parked underground, and that someone would come up to meet me. I checked my makeup quickly on my phone’s camera and made my way down to the elevator.

When I arrived, a tall bodyguard was staring at me. He looked me up and down for a moment, almost as if he was trying to see if I was any kind of threat.

“Emily? This way.”

He punched a code into the elevator and I stepped in with him. I smiled at him, looking up at his clean-shaven, stern face, but he didn’t smile back.

We got to the main floor and when the elevator door opened, I was surprised to see how large the underground garage was. It was filled with people moving equipment around and loading trucks. I couldn’t believe how much effort and how many people were involved in making a big concert like this work. Everyone looked so important and busy, and as we weaved toward them, I barely received a look my way.

Finally, we arrived at the sleek black tour bus. The security guard pushed a button on the side of the mirror and the doors slid open.

“Good luck,” he said, and turned around, keeping guard at the door.

Good luck? I wondered what he meant, but I just thanked him, and took a deep breath as I walked up the stairs into the bus. The doors closed behind me.

Scarlet sat at the front table of the tour bus looking at her phone. The bus stretched behind her, looking almost like an entire sleek and black apartment. When she heard the doors shut, she looked up and smiled as soon as she saw me.

She wore sweatpants and a fitted crop top, and had her legs folded with big, chunky platform boots. Her hair was still sprawled over her shoulders, moving back as she jumped up to greet me.

“Oh my god, I didn’t think you’d actually come.” She said, walking over to me.

“Of course! Especially after that show. You were so incredible.”

“Aww, thank you. But I mean, you’re a bit of a star now too. Sorry about that. I didn’t really mean for us to blow up like that online.”

“It’s okay, it’s kind of exciting.”

”Sometimes.”

Scarlet smiled and then turned and motioned for me to sit in front of her on a small couch while she moved back towards her chair.

“Do you want a drink?”

“Yes please. Just water.”

I wasn’t even thirsty, but I was so nervous. I wanted something to hold onto, to distract myself and not look so fidgety. Something about her was completely otherworldly and made me feel like just being here made me important. I was so afraid of saying the wrong thing, but it seemed like it wouldn’t matter to her if I did.

She grabbed me a bottle of water from the small fridge and handed it to me before sitting back down again. Even though we were in different seats, the tour bus was slim enough that the way we leaned towards each other was quite close.

“So, I’m going to just be upfront with you,” she started, bringing her hands together in front of her. “I think you’re hot, I find you attractive, and I want to get to know you. I really want to get to know you. But I don’t want you to feel pressured just because of the whole thing out there, or because of who I am. If you’re not interested, that’s totally cool, and we can still hang out too.”

I was completely dumbfounded. I knew all of this, but hearing her say it so bluntly had me stumped for words.

“I… um…”

“Are you into women?”

“No…I don’t know. I don’t think so, but I think…I’m into you.” I practically gulped.

“Ohhhh,” Scarlet said, leaning back in her chair, smiling. “That’s what they all say.”

Suddenly I realized she probably thought I was just a big fan, and that I was just going along with things because of who she was.

“No, I mean, I’m not like a fan. Not like that, I’m not like a superfan, but obviously I love your music. My friend won tickets and invited me so I’ve been listening to your music a lot lately… God, this sounds so bad.”

“Oh, so that’s why you didn’t know the words? Just kidding,” she said, laughing.

“I just… I mean, this is really sudden, obviously. But I just really find you…so attractive. And I can’t explain it. But I really want to get to know you too.”

“Well, I mean, it’s not that surprising. I am pretty hot.” She teased. “I appreciate the honesty.” She leaned forward again. Her hands dangled only inches away from mine. I looked at them for a moment, her slender, manicured fingers, and I could feel goosebumps run over my skin as I imagined her touching me.

“I’m only in town for a few nights, so I knew I had to chance it… but just so you know, this isn’t like a thing I do. I’m not chasing women at every stop or anything,” she said, laughing.

“Oh sure, that’s what you say to everyone,” I joked. She gave me a playful tap on the leg that made my whole body freeze and my breathing change. I wondered if she noticed.

“I was thinking, obviously it kind of sucks here, but I have to stay until everything is wrapped up. Only like 1 hour tops. Then I was going to grab food and head back to my hotel, or maybe we can find something else to do.”

Her voice was so sultry and captivating that I found it hard to focus just on her words. Everything about her was so alluring, from the way she fidgeted with her rings, to the way she made eye contact while she spoke.

“No, that totally sounds great, we can just see where things go. Also sorry, where’s your bathroom?” I asked, suddenly realizing I needed a second to myself to process what was happening.

“Oh, just down at the very back, through the bedroom. Usually there’s one up here too but it’s broken.”

“There’s two bathrooms in this thing?”

“Luxury, babe.” She replied, smiling wide.


Chapter 6

I walked to the back of the bus, passing through a black swinging door that separated the bedroom from the rest of the bus. There was a circular bed that took up most of the space, with lots of blankets and pillows. On top of the bedding, I noticed the last outfit she’d worn on stage, accompanied with the big whip she’d held in her hand earlier.

I wanted to stop and look. It was so surreal to see her full outfit here after marveling at it from the audience, but I decided I’d take another look afterwards.

I closed the bathroom door behind me and frantically looked at my face in the mirror, making sure I didn’t have lipstick on my teeth or hair sticking up. Instead, I realized I looked pretty good still, despite all the jumping and screaming earlier. I looked at my reflection for a moment, almost as if I was confiding in myself.

I was on Scarlet’s tour bus, alone with her, and she wanted me.

A few weeks ago, if asked my thoughts about her, I would just say that I liked a couple of her songs that I heard on the radio, but that was it. I didn’t know much about her, didn’t care to.

But now I felt my mind racing with thoughts of her. I wanted her. It wasn’t something I had to think deeply about; it was something I knew. I knew even before she asked me, but it made me nervous to say out loud. Usually I wasn’t very spontaneous or good at making up my mind, but for the first time this was crystal clear.

However, I didn’t know what I wanted, or why. I also wasn’t sure what she wanted, despite how clear she seemed to be. Did she want me physically? And did I want her that way? It certainly seemed that way, but I wasn’t even sure what that would entail. But at the same time, she knew I wasn’t even into women, so she wouldn’t expect me to know exactly what to do, would she?

Maybe I’d misread things entirely? Suddenly I felt a bit weird for thinking only about sex, when she hadn’t even said anything sexual to me. But all I could think about was how badly I wanted her hands on me.

I took a deep breath and realized I wouldn’t get anywhere like this. I didn’t even know what I was meant to be working out. I decided to go back and try to enjoy my night and see how things went.

I left the bathroom and walked back into the bedroom. The whip caught my eyes again, along with her shiny black leather skirt and corset. I picked it up and realized it was actually heavier and longer than I’d thought. I thought of the way she held it on stage like it was light as a feather, moving it around like a prop, and I could feel my body shiver. The thought of her using it, even just holding it, turned me on so much that I barely heard her footsteps as she entered the room.

“Wow, you’re kinkier than I thought,” she said, laughing. “We only just met and you’re already waving that around the bedroom. I mean, I’m not complaining.”

I felt my face get hot immediately. I set it back down on the bed.

“Omg, I- I’m sorry I just saw it and I couldn’t…help myself.”

“You couldn’t help yourself? Why’s that?” She asked, stepping closer to me. I felt my heart beating faster.

Normally I would be shy and back down, nervously laugh, or change the subject. But this was the first time someone had made me so aware that they were into me. Scarlet didn’t play any games. She was an open book and she was giving me an opportunity. I couldn’t pass it up.

“Seeing you on stage, and in your video with this… you just looked so hot. It makes me wonder what it would be like.”

I tried to keep my composure without stuttering or looking away. I held my eye contact with her, and it seemed like she was even closer than before. Her big, light blue eyes didn’t even blink as she studied me, and her small grin broke into a smile.

“I can show you what it would be like. I can show you whatever you want. Even just seeing me tonight, and listening to some of my music, you must know I like things a bit different…”

Different. The leather, the props, the dirty lyrics that had surprised me at first were now running through my head. I wanted it. Was I really this easy?

I took a small step toward her, so close that we were almost touching.

“Show me.”


Chapter 7

Her hand immediately grabbed my waist, and her other hand went straight to my hair as she pulled me toward her. I gasped with excitement, my hands finding my way to the small of her back as she pressed her lips against mine.

I moaned as I felt her tongue push pass my lips. I couldn’t believe that I’d just met this woman, I knew nothing about her, but I wanted this more than anything.

She kissed me harder than anyone else had. She was so sure of herself, and of every move, with no hesitating like she’d rehearsed it.

“Fuck, Emily. We really shouldn’t do this here,” she said after breaking the kiss for a moment, but neither one of us stopped.

She pushed me up against the wall, her body pressed against mine. She reached down to my arms and took them off of her, pinning them up above my head against the wall.

“The way I like to do things,” she started, her lips grazing against my neck. “I like to be in control, like this. I want to make you feel so good that you’re begging until you can’t anymore.”

“But only if you want to. It doesn’t have to be like that. It’s you I want.”

I knew exactly what I wanted. I’d always wanted someone to take charge and be rough, but I usually ended up with people who were shy and reserved. I’d never met someone who was so open about what they wanted, and it was what I wanted too.

“No, that’s so hot. I want you to be in control… but if I want to stop…”

“Just say the word, babe, and I’ll stop and we can change it up.”

“Okay, please. Do whatever you want to me. Fuck, please just touch me.”

She laughed and I felt her hands grip tighter around my wrists, still pinning them to the wall. A shiver of anticipation crawled through my body. I wanted to feel her hands on me so badly that I thought I would go crazy.

Finally, she moved her hands, so that one was holding my wrists and the other gently grazed down my body, over my clothes. I arched my back toward her.

“But just one thing,” she started, her lips against my ear. “You’re going to have to be quiet, and I’m going to make that really fucking hard to do.”

Her hand slid between my legs, and I opened them eagerly. She rubbed her fingers through my leggings against my clit and I thrusted toward her, wishing I’d worn a skirt instead. I gasped as she sped up, rubbing circles against me, my clit throbbing, but as soon as I did, she moved her hand away. I whined, squirming and wishing she’d continue.

“Strip, and get on the bed,” she said, letting go of me.

I was shocked at her bluntness, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious and nervous. But after she moved her stuff off of the bed and looked back at me, I felt my worries melt away. The way she looked at me reminded me of how badly she wanted this, too. She looked at me like she was hungry for me, like she couldn’t wait.

I’d never stripped for anyone before, and as much as I wanted to do it slow and sexy, I didn’t have the patience. I pulled my shirt over my head quickly, and then my bra, and I could feel my nipples harden instantly. Then I pulled off my leggings, and finally my thong. I took a quick look around to make sure there weren’t any windows.

“Are you worried someone might see how much of a slut you’re being for me?” Scarlet said, laughing. “Wouldn’t you like that?”

The way she said it and how horny I was made me think maybe I would like for people to know. I could picture the embarrassment and the looks on people’s faces when they slowly realized that I was Scarlet’s toy. I thought of walking away from the bus back to the elevator with everyone’s eyes on me.

“Maybe,” I replied, smiling. I got onto the bed, sitting back on my knees facing her, and she walked toward me.

“Turn around,” she said sternly.

I did as she said, and as soon as I did, her hands were on me again, touching me everywhere. I felt her breath against my ear again as she rubbed her hands from my shoulders to my ass.

“I can’t believe you’re so fucking easy. You don’t even know me, really know me, and you’ve been on my bus for twenty minutes and you’re already in my bed.” Her fingers crawled back up my body and across my breasts, and I gasped as she pinched my nipples gently between her digits.

“I’m not going to let you get away with being such a desperate little slut. I think you deserve to be taught a lesson, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Scarlet, I do,” I moaned quietly.

Every movement of her fingers shot down to my pulsing pussy and throbbing clit. Her tone and words sent shivers through my body, only adding to the desperation I was feeling.

One of her hands moved down from my breast to my ass. She dug her fingers into me, grabbing my ass hard, while her other hand continued to tease my nipple. I let out a low moan, pushing back against her hand. There should have been pain, but the feeling just turned straight into pleasure, making me feel even wetter.

“More?”

“Yes, fuck, pleeaaase.”

She let go of me and guided me down so that I was on my elbows, still on my knees. My palms were flat against the bed and my ass was up. My legs were spread in this position, and even though I was so horny I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed from the view Scarlet was getting, especially since she was still clothed. But it all melted away as I felt her fingers graze the inside of my thigh.

“Mmm, you’re already almost ready to drip. I can’t wait to see how soaked I can make you before I let you cum.”

Before I could respond, she grabbed my ass again, this time even harder, and I let out a loud gasp. She continued to grab the skin, wait for a reaction, and then she would release and leave me squirming.

My head rested between my arms, my forehead almost touching the bed as I felt the sensation. But suddenly her hand was on my neck, and then my hair. She grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling gently until my head was up. Then she held on tight, holding me in place. My nipples grazed against the bed now as my chest was lifted slightly.

Her other hand let go of my skin, and there was a moment where she wasn’t touching me. I tensed for a moment, wondering what she was doing, when finally I felt her hand come down and spank me.


Chapter 8

It wasn’t hard to start, but it was enough to send me forward slightly, my nipples rubbing against the bed even more. I could feel a small prickly sting spread across where she had hit, and the throbbing between my legs was even more ferocious than before.

“The whip is too loud for here, but I think I can still make you nice and sore and red. Every time you move tomorrow, you’ll think of how a woman you just met had you bent over her bed. Sound good?”

“Yessss,” I moaned, squirming. I never could have imagined I would want to be spanked so badly.

Her grip on my hair tightened even more, and she hit me again even harder. This time, with her steady hold on me I could barely move, and I almost screamed as she pinched my sore skin.

She removed her hand, and I was expecting the next hit, but her hand was suddenly in between my legs, rubbing me roughly against my wet slit and then teasing my clit, making me jump.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“Oh my god, Scarlet, I am. I’m your slut.” I moaned, as quiet as I could.

She spanked me again, this time even harder.

“Louder.”

Her wet fingers now rubbed at my clit in fast circles.

“I’m your slut, Scarlet, fuck,” I said louder, grinding back against her hand. I wasn’t screaming or anything, but I also didn’t care at this point if anyone heard. I wanted them to know that I was being punished.

“More,” she said, hitting me twice. She moved her hand away entirely.

“Fuck, I’m your fucking little slut, oh my god. Please, please, I need more.”

“More what?” She asked, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Anything, fuck Scarlet, please. Anything.”

That was enough. She grabbed me by the waist and turned me over onto my back. She grabbed my wrists again, holding them up over my head like she had before, pinning me against the bed.

“I can’t wait to get you into a proper fucking room.”

I felt so excited by her words. That meant this wouldn’t be the only time that she wanted this.

But I couldn’t even respond because I felt her fingers on my clit again. She rubbed me for a moment and then I felt her fingers pushing at my entrance, sliding into my wet hole so easily. She fucked me with her fingers, watching me as my eyes rolled back. I tried my best to be quiet, but as she flicked her fingers over my g-spot, I found it hard to be silent. My legs twitched with every pass, tensing, and my hips bounced back against her.

“Look at me,” she demanded, and I met her eyes.

I felt her fingers move back to my clit, and she expertly rubbed against me in steady circles. Her dark eyes burned into mine, and I couldn’t control myself when I saw how hot she looked. Her hair cascaded down her shoulders, her mouth opened softly, and she looked at me like I was hers. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and I could see how much it turned her on.


It was hard to keep eye contact with her as she fucked me. I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment. At first I’d tried to hide the pleasure on my face but now I couldn’t help it, being forced to moan and whine while she watched.

I could feel my legs tense even more now, and my body almost shaking. I was nervous to cum; it was my first time doing it in front of someone else, but I knew I couldn’t hold back if she continued.

“Mmm, I bet you want to cum so badly, don’t you?”

“Yes, please Scarlet, I need to.”

I was scared she might move her hand away, just to tease me and make me beg even more. I knew that if she did, I wouldn’t be able to contain myself.

“Cum for me, Emily. I’m feeling nice today,” she teased, smiling as I let go.

I felt myself cumming in waves, gasping loudly as I tried to hold back my moans. My whole body shook as she continued to rub my sensitive clit, and I felt myself let go completely, my pussy soaking and dripping as it throbbed against her fingers. She slowed her movements, making sure I was completely done before she moved her fingers off of my twitching clit.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, still feeling the pleasure as it slowly dissipated.

I’d never had such an intense orgasm before. Normally, I would just want to lie down, have a nap, or go on with my day. Sometimes I wouldn’t even want to be touched after sex. But now I was just as horny as I was before. There was a sense of relief, but it only fueled my need for more.

And what I needed was Scarlet.


Chapter 9

She smiled, watching me, as I caught my breath.

“God, you’re so hot,” she said, and leaned in for a kiss, her hand touching my hair gently. She only kissed me for a moment, smiling, and I realized she was thinking I was finished. Her hand stayed in my hair, playing with a few strands, her face still hovering in front of mine.

I placed my hand on the back of her neck, pulling her in toward me again. I kissed her hard, letting her know how horny I was still, and how badly I wanted her. Pulling her against me I rolled over slightly and she followed, so that now I was on top of her. She grabbed my sore ass and pulled me closer, my soaked pussy against her cargo pants. She let out a moan under me, and I realized I didn’t want to waste any time. I felt her hips move, and without even having to think I grinded back against her.

“Please Scarlet, I need more. I want you to use me, please. I’ll do anything.”

She put her thumb on my bottom lip, pressing down on it, opening my mouth. I parted my lips even more, licking at her finger while she watched me.

“Are you sure? I don’t want you to have to do anything you don’t want to…”

“I want to, please,” I begged, my speech altered by her finger.

She pushed her fingers inside my mouth, and I wrapped my lips around them. I sucked as she pushed them in and out, sliding over my tongue and driving me crazy.

“I’d love to use your slut mouth to fuck myself. I bet you’re probably dying to taste my pussy, aren’t you, straight girl?” She asked, and I nodded.

“Get on your knees, on the ground,” she said, and I did as she said.

I slid off of the bed and waited on my knees as she kicked off her platforms and pulled her sweatpants off. I wished I was the one undressing her perfect, naturally tanned body, but I knew I should just listen to what she told me to do. She was so quick and before I knew it, she was moving to the edge of the bed.

She spread her legs, steadying herself with one foot on the bed and the other over my shoulder. Just like before, I didn’t need to think. She held the back of my head gently, but she didn’t need to. As soon as I saw her perfect wet pussy in front of me, I could feel myself salivating.

I didn’t know what to do, but I knew she would guide me. Deciding to take my time, I dragged my tongue along her slit, teasing her slightly as she opened her legs more. I ran my tongue lightly over her clit and felt her grip tighten, but I only stayed for a moment before moving back down.

I pressed my tongue against her hole and I felt her open her hips more, pressing back against me. I slid it inside of her, savoring her taste as I moved my tongue around. Scarlet’s grip tightened even more now, my hair in her fist as she moved my head so that I was fucking her with my tongue. I stiffened it and let her use my mouth to grind against, as she moaned.

“God, you fucking like that, don’t you?” She asked, and I moaned wordlessly against her pussy.

She pulled my head back to look at me for a moment, loosening her grip. I watched as she parted her lips, about to say something, when suddenly there was a loud knock at the front door of the bus.

“Scarlet, honey??? Can we talk?”

“Oh my god it’s my fucking manager,” Scarlet said, laughing slightly.

“No, Cindy! Give me fifteen minutes!” Scarlet yelled.

I should have felt embarrassed or brought back to reality, but the state I was in seemed to strengthen even more. Part of me wanted to be caught like this. Sticking out my tongue, I dragged it over Scarlet’s clit, and she moaned quietly in surprise. I sucked it gently, circling my tongue and then sucking again as her hand returned to the back of my head.

“Fuck, Emily, oh my god,” she said almost in a whisper.

“Scarlet honey, it will only be a minute!”

I sucked even harder on her clit, feeling the hard nub twitch against my lips and tongue. Scarlet was gasping now, unable to reply to her manager. She held the back of my head and ground herself against my mouth as I sucked and licked at her. My jaw was starting to hurt, but it only turned me on even more, making me feel properly used.

“Fuck Emily, your mouth feels so good,” she cried, her legs shaking as she continued to grind against me.

I continued as her grip grew stronger and stronger, and her movements became more isolated. I didn’t stop, keeping the same pace as she moaned and squirmed.

Finally, I felt her tense completely, her hand holding me still, and then she shook, completely releasing against me. I continued sucking her, my jaw sore, as she finished. I slowed as her hand released from my head, slowly stopping as she tensed and released over and over under my tongue.

Watching her cum turned me on even more. I brought my tongue down to lick her wetness, looking up to see her head back and eyes closed, looking ethereal.

“Emily, oh my god,” she started, moving her legs away from me. I watched as she sank down to the floor with me. She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my neck, still catching her breath.

She kissed me, tasting herself on my lips, and then pulled back to look at me.

“God, that was fucking incredible. I can’t believe we did that here,” she laughed.

“It was worth it,” I replied, smiling.

“You didn’t have to…y’know. Was everything okay? I just got carried away. You’re so fucking hot.”

“Better than okay. I really hope that wasn’t the last time, because I think I want more,” I said, and she started laughing.

“There’s so much more I have in store for you.” She kissed me again, gently. “But I’m so sorry. Cindy’s so stubborn, she’s probably still out there. I’m going to see what she wants and then I think we should get out of here.”

“That would be amazing,” I replied, watching as Scarlet got up and got dressed.

She went out through the curtain to the main part of the bus, and I quickly got dressed. I went into the bathroom to freshen up, but also to hide in case Cindy came in. I took a moment to get back into reality.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered to myself in disbelief.

I couldn’t believe what had just happened. I’d never felt so good in my life. My hands and legs were shaking slightly, still overcome with excitement, but inside my head I felt completely calm.

I’d almost forgotten that Scarlet was a stranger and a celebrity. I figured because she was so famous, maybe that was what made her feel like someone I already knew. But the part that seemed so insignificant, and so surprisingly natural, was that she was a woman, and I had always thought I was straight.


I finished cleaning up, smoothed out my clothes, and tried to use my fingers to brush through my hair.

“Hey Emily, you okay?” I heard Scarlet ask in her soft voice.

I opened the bathroom door, and she smiled brightly. She walked toward me and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug.

“God, what a good day,” she said, laughing. “Cindy says we’re good to go, if you want. We can take my car. I’d like to spend more time with you, but if you’d rather go home, I can drive you. I won’t be offended.”

“No, oh my god, I definitely don’t want to go home yet.”

She stopped hugging me, leaning back to look at me.

“Perfect. I have a few ideas about where we can go. We’ll talk in the car.”

She turned and walked through the bus, grabbing her bag as she walked past the table. I followed her, my stomach turning with excitement. I couldn’t wait to see what else Scarlet had in store for me.


III

Degraded by Lesbian Coworker: A BDSM First Time Erotica

Kate starts a new job at a diner in a new town, working the night shift with the incredibly mean and drop dead gorgeous waitress Elizabeth. As she starts to get on Elizabeth’s good side, Kate learns that her job might require a bit more than just waiting on tables. Will she be able to keep up with the experienced and dominant waitress?


Chapter 1

“Yes?”

The most beautiful woman I’d ever seen stared back at me from the other side of the counter. Her long hair was in a high ponytail held in a baseball cap, brunette curls cascading over her shoulder and over the front of a uniform that looked like it had been tailored for her body.

“Excuse me, what do you want?”

I snapped back to reality.

“Hi, I’m Kate. I’m starting here today. Waitressing.”

“Great, another one,” Elizabeth said and rolled her eyes. “Kenneth didn’t even tell me. You sure it’s tonight?”

“Yes,” I said, showing her the note with the date and time scribbled on the bottom of a business card for “Skip’s Burgers and Fries”.

“Great.”

She unclasped one side of the old wooden counter and lifted the door up. I followed her through the kitchen to a small storage room in the back.

“Not sure why he would schedule you for the night shift. I definitely don’t need any help. Clothes are on the shelf, get changed and tie your hair up. I’ll meet you up front.”

I watched as she walked away and closed the door behind her. I didn’t want to work here to begin with, but I didn’t have any other options.

Kenneth had warned me during the interview that Elizabeth was hard to work with.

“You know it’s not her fault. She’s hot and cold. She thinks she doesn’t need help, but she does. Likes to do everything herself, you know the type. If you do what she says, you’ll get right on her good side, and I know she’ll come round to you quick.”

I found some clothes that matched Elizabeth’s, a red button up top, and a flared black skirt. I pulled on a black ball cap, adorned with the Skip’s logo, and headed out to meet her.


Chapter 2

“So…have you like…done this before?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I worked in a restaurant in high school for a few years.”

“Thank god. I mean, I’ll still have to train you, but you’re already better than the last three.”

It was 9:00 PM, and the restaurant wasn’t busy. I scanned the tables, looking at a few truck drivers sitting alone, a family of four with a screaming baby, and a rundown couple of hikers with their big backpacks on the floor beside their tables.

“So, the thing here is that there’s no chef at night. Skip said there’s no need, so we make do. After 8:00 PM there are only burgers, fries, hot dogs, shakes, coffee, tea, soda or sandwiches.”

I wanted to tell her that Kenneth hadn’t mentioned cooking, but I knew better.

“I don’t know what kind of place you worked at before, but here we don’t take no shit. The police station is just down the road, so if someone comes at you, just call them. I don’t get paid enough to deal with some of the people who come in here. Don’t take no shit, don’t make them wait too long, and just do what I say. Got it?”

“Yes, got it.”

Part of the reason I wanted to do what she said was because I needed the job, and Kenneth had made it very clear that satisfying Elizabeth was important. But I also just couldn’t believe the effect she was having on me.

Now that I was behind the counter, I could see her long, muscular legs, with her extra short skirt. I noticed it was rolled up at the top, and when she saw me staring, all she did was smile and say “extra tips.”

She smelled amazing, a sweet candy like scent trailed behind her. She had a full face of makeup, big eyelashes, and the way she chewed her gum brought something out of me I’d never experienced, at least, not from a woman. I couldn’t deny that she was undeniably hot, which was something I could admit about a woman, but this feeling was even stronger. I wanted her to notice me, and I wanted to impress her.

When Elizabeth had started training me, she was uninterested, vague and didn’t let me do much. But as she realized I was paying attention and listening, I could see her taking me more seriously. I followed her around, studying carefully at how she plated the food, how she greeted the customers, the way she smiled and flipped her hair at some of the older men.

“You’re not so bad,” she said after a few hours, the restaurant almost empty except for a man reading quietly in the corner. I knew that not so bad meant good.

“Thanks, you’re a great trainer.”

“Well, there is one thing though.”

I expected for her to be critical; it seemed in her nature, so I didn’t feel offended, even though I knew I’d done everything well.

“Your shirt has been, like, half unbuttoned like all night. And we don’t usually allow sluts around here.”

I felt my face immediately get hot, and I looked down. It wasn’t as bad as she had made it sound, but I definitely was showing a lot of cleavage. I fixed it quickly as she laughed.

“It’s okay. I think you helped us make a little extra tonight. Plus, I don’t mind. It’s a lot better than the creep I trained who sent me dick pics last month.”

“Oh my god, what?”

“Yeah, like I said. We’ve had some interesting hires.”


Chapter 3

I came back from my lunch break, where I could eat anything I wanted from the diner. I had a big cheeseburger with ketchup and mustard, a side of fries, and a coffee.

“Gotta make it yourself,” Elizabeth had said. “I don’t work for free.”

I walked back under the counter and went into the kitchen to find Elizabeth. She leaned against one of the counters on her elbows on her phone bent over, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. I could see part of her ass, her skirt barely covering her. I pretended I couldn’t see anything, but she didn’t seem to notice or care, as she continued on her phone.

“Kate? Can you make me fries?”

“I don’t work for free,” I said jokingly.

“Do what I say, remember?”

I had already started to walk toward the freezer to grab the fries. I turned to look at her and saw her smiling.


-

“So, why are you working here? Did you drop out of college or something?” Elizabeth asked, sipping from her straw. It was 4:00 AM, and the restaurant was empty.

“No, I didn’t drop out. I just moved here, and there’s no jobs…”

“There are lots of jobs. People move here for the jobs. Are you a felon?”

“No, I’m not a felon.” I laughed. “I just got out of a messy relationship, moved here, and I’m out of money. But I know how to wait tables, and this place called me first.”

“Messy relationship?”

“Yes.”

“Could you elaborate?” She said, swirling her straw around her cup of soda.

“It’s not a big deal, really. He was just a jerk. We were together since high school, and he cheated on me. So I slashed his tires and left in the middle of the night.”

“You what?” She said loudly, slamming her drink down. “Oh my god you are a felon. I knew it.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Why do you work here? Did you leave some guy and end up here too?”

“Pssht. No. I only date women. They don’t cheat,” she said with a smile.

I had to stop myself from showing my true reaction, which was complete shock. I could see Elizabeth study my face silently to detect any judgment.

“You date women?”

“Yes. Also, I’m kidding. Women do cheat. Especially the trash around here.”

Before I could reply, she spoke again.

“Anyway. We only have an hour before Janice gets here, and she’s a real bitch if the place doesn’t look good. I’ll mop, you do the dishes.”

We cleaned the place quickly, and at quarter to five, Janice came through the front door.

She walked right over to me as I finished wiping down the last table. She was incredibly tall with short brown hair, and she wore a hockey jersey over top of a pink hoodie.

“Good job, new girl. You survived a night with Elizabeth,” she said loudly, and clapped her hand on my shoulder. I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not.

“Elizabeth did a great job training me. She was fun to work with.”

Janice’s eyebrows raised.

“Did she pay you to say that?” She said, laughing. “Never mind. The place looks great anyhow.”

Janice left to pull the cash and count it. I went to the back and changed back into my regular clothes. I was hoping to see Elizabeth before I left, but I heard the front door shut and saw her walking out into the parking lot, the sun rising behind her.


Chapter 4

I couldn’t stop thinking about her

I had two days off since my first shift, and Elizabeth kept popping up into my thoughts. I walked around my brand new, empty bachelor apartment, getting ready for my shift. This time was different. I took a lot of time doing my makeup and hair and I didn’t skip the perfume. I ironed my work uniform. “I only date women” kept playing over and over in my head, but I couldn’t figure out why I cared, because I only dated men.

There was something about her that was so alluring, even despite her mean girl exterior. I wanted to know why she was the way she was. I wanted to know if I was her type. But then what would I even do if I were? I didn’t have any interest in women, and even if I did, I wouldn’t know where to start.

I figured I must have just been desperate. I’d been in a relationship since high school, and now I was 24. It had only been a month since I’d broken it off with Kody, and it was the most time I’d spent apart from anyone.

I knew there was no way I’d have a shot with Elizabeth, and I was pretty sure I wouldn’t do anything even if I had the chance. But I still made sure my bra matched my panties ‘just in case’.


Chapter 5

“Table two. He just came in right before you, and he was staring at your ass when you walked in.” Elizabeth beamed at me.

“Hello to you too,” I mumbled, grabbing a pad of paper and a pen.

The man sat alone, staring out the window into the dark parking lot, but he twisted his head and sat up when he saw my reflection in the window.

“Hi there, sir. Welcome to Skip’s. What can I get ya?”

“Ummm,” he said, squinting at the menu. “Just a double cheeseburger, and extra large fry, a soda… maybe a chocolate milkshake…and your number.”

He looked up at me proudly as I wrote his order down, and then I realized what he said.

“Unfortunately, we are all out of phone numbers tonight. I’m so sorry. Anything else I can get you?”

“Fine. Her number,” he said, pointing at Elizabeth.I laughed but he didn’t.

“Okay, coming right up,” I said smiling, and walked back to Elizabeth.

I filled her in on the conversation, and she squealed loud enough for the man to crank his head.

“Oh my god, oh my god. Please give him your number. I’m serious. It would be so fun.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Fine, you’re no fun. Wait here.”

I watched as she walked toward him, slowly undoing her apron as she swung her hips. I knew I should start cooking, but I stayed near the counter, slowly pouring his soda and watching.

I couldn’t hear everything. I watched as she spoke to him low, leaning on the table, bent slightly. She flipped her hair and laughed loudly, chewing her gum and batting her eyelashes. I wondered for a moment if maybe she was just messing with me the other night when she said she liked women, because she seemed like she was into him.

“Now you know, I can’t give you that just for free, or else I’d have no room left in my phone, you know? You’re not the first to ask tonight.”

They spoke a bit more, laughing, and finally she sauntered back over to me. I watched the man’s eyes burn into her ass as she walked away from him. She winked at me and pulled me into the kitchen.

She started making his dinner, telling me the story so loudly I was so worried he would hear her.

“And then I said, I can’t just give you that for free, and he said, I’ll leave you a tip big enough that you’ll be begging to come to my place this weekend, and you can bring your friend too.”

“Oh my god,” I said, putting the fries down. “What is wrong with you?” I laughed.

“I mean, obviously, we’re not doing shit. But this guy is going to leave a big fat tip thinking that in a couple of days we’re both gonna go over and suck his cock. Well, who knows? Maybe you’ll want to. You could probably use a little something after your shitty ex. And he’s not bad to look at.”

“No, no. Absolutely not,” I laughed. “I’m so not interested.”

“We’ll see about that,” she said, winking.

We finished making his food, and I tried to watch as Elizabeth took it out to him, but the restaurant was getting busy. We both worked quickly and silently, but at one point she flashed me two hundred dollars from table two with a smile.


Chapter 6

“So, do you have a girlfriend?”

The restaurant had slowed down quite a lot, only one drunk couple left in the corner, more interested in making out than eating their food. We both stood in the kitchen, Elizabeth on her phone.

“Why, do you want my number too?”

“I…no, I-”

“I’m just kidding, sorry. No, like I said, they’re trash around here. Everyone is. I don’t know why you moved here.”

“It’s cheap. And there are lots of jobs,” I laughed.

“Yeah, exactly.”

“What’s it like?” I asked and saw her look up from her phone. “Women, you know…”

“Ohhh, are we switching sides now?” She asked, slipping her phone in the waistband of her skirt.

“No, I just… I’m just curious.”

“It’s really the same. I mean, I think it is. I don’t really know guys, except like tonight, horny guys are easy. Horny girls are too, though. But I kind of like things different, so I don’t think I’d be able to give you a good idea.”

“What do you mean?”

Elizabeth sighed loudly. “I guess it’s just that I have a certain type. I like to be in charge, you know.”

I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about, but it sounded like she was hiding something.

“What’s so different about that?”

“Look, I-”

The bell at the front door went off. And then again, and again. There were loud voices, a whole crowd was coming in. Elizabeth and I rushed out and saw an entire group of younger men sitting down, talking and laughing.

“Fucking college kids. They don’t even tip well and they’re loud.”

We both started hurrying around, taking orders and getting water out quickly to the rowdy guys. I figured there must have been a sports game, as everyone was cheering and running around, but I really couldn’t focus. I had the fryer going as Elizabeth flipped burgers in between filling drinks.

After about twenty minutes, we were in a good rhythm. Food was steadily going out the door, the noise levels as coming down as people were chewing their food, and we only had a few extra drinks to go out and one or two meals.

I grabbed a stack of napkins and walked out of the swinging doors from the kitchen to the counter, but Elizabeth was coming through at the same time. Before I even knew what was happening, we crashed into each other. I felt her body against mine for a moment, and it felt like time froze. Her hands found my shoulders, my body pressed up against hers, and all I felt was warmth. Her leg wrapped around mine, almost pinning me against the frame of the door, as she yelled out.

“Oh my god, Kate, Jesus. Watch where you’re fucking going,” Elizabeth shouted. I could feel my cheeks flush hot, not with embarrassment, but with excitement. Even though it had only been a month since Kody, it had been about 6 months since he was even close to me like this.

But then something changed. She didn’t move, and I didn’t either. I felt her body against mine, let the feeling linger, and I breathed into it. I didn’t know what to do, but I didn’t want to move.

I wanted her to kiss me, and the way she looked at me made me think the same. Either that, or that she was extremely angry, and maybe it was both.

She leaned forward and kissed me hard, dropping the notepad that had been in her hands. She grabbed onto my waist and pushed me even more against the door as I moaned against her lips. I felt her hot tongue flick against my lips and I parted them, letting her explore me. Her body was pressed up against mine, her thigh in between my legs, and I pulled her even closer.

No one could see us, but I knew if someone came up to the counter and looked back or walked through the front door, we would be in full view. But for some reason, I didn’t care.

Her hand slid down from my waist to the hem of my skirt, and her fingers found my skin as she slid her hand up the fabric. I let out a soft moan, but it was cut off by the loud beeping of the fryer.

“Fuck,” I said, as she pulled away from me quickly. I ran over to the fryer and lifted the basket. I locked it into place, turned the alarm off, and as I looked around, I realized she was already back out waiting tables.


Chapter 7

An hour later, the college boys were rushing to catch the last bus from the area, leaving a mess and more tips than we’d expected.

Elizabeth collapsed dramatically in the kitchen against the counter.

“It’s over. It’s finally over.”

“Oh my god, that was awful. I’m so happy I’m not in college anymore.”

“Same. Good job though. I keep forgetting you’re new. You’re keeping up well. Except walking into me earlier,” she laughed.

“I thought that was a good thing.”

Elizabeth smiled and leaned back against the counter, looking me up and down.

“It is. Look, Kate, you’re super gorgeous. I find it hard to work with you because I fucking find you so hot. I just don’t know if you could… keep up with me.”

“I can… I mean, I know I could. I just…”

“No, like, I just like things different, you know.”

“Um, yeah. I get it, you’re gay. Isn’t that the whole point?”

She gave me a look as if I had two heads and stepped toward me. She held my wrists in her hands and pushed them back against the counter on either side of me. My breathing grew heavy as I anticipated what she would do next.

“I like to be rough,” she started, her voice lowering as she leaned in closer, her hair grazing my shoulder. “I don’t want boring. I want to use you. I want to bend you over the counter and fuck you hard until you’re begging me to cum. I want to watch you squirm and call you names and make you fucking never forget how good I can make you feel.”

I swallowed so hard it rang loudly in my ears. I was so turned on that I was trembling. The things she was saying to me were things I had only reserved for my deepest fantasies, always knowing fully well that they would stay that way. I couldn’t masturbate without the thought of being dominated and controlled, without the thought of someone’s hand around my throat or someone making me beg.

But in reality, I’d never had sex anywhere close to that. I had always had sex the way she’d described. Boring.

“But I don’t think you’re that kind of girl. You’re so delicate. And, I mean, I don’t even think you like women,” she said, and let go of my wrists.

“I do, I mean, I really like you. I’ve never done anything like that before, but I want to.”

“Tell me more.”

“I want it. I want to try, I want you to use me, and all of that, I just, please, Elizabeth.”

“Show me you’re not fucking with me then. Take your shirt off.”

“Here? I…” I looked up at the camera.

“They’re fake, I promise. Skip couldn’t afford the real ones. We glued those to the ceiling.”

For a moment, I gathered my thoughts. I was in a new state. I didn’t know anyone. I had come here to reinvent myself. Listening to my body, I felt how hard my nipples were, how wet I felt, and how badly I wanted Elizabeth and the things she said. I knew that one month ago wouldn’t do anything like this, but right now, there was nothing I wanted more.

I pulled off the uniform shirt and threw it onto the ground, looking at Elizabeth the whole time. She looked completely thrown off guard. For a moment, I thought maybe she was messing with me. But from the way she kissed me earlier, I knew there was no way.

I didn’t want her to doubt me, so I took off my bra too, dropping it on top of my shirt on the floor. My hard nipples pulsated now that they were exposed.

“Fuck, Kate.” Elizabeth stepped forward again, this time looking at me differently. She looked more alive, awake, and alert than I had seen her before. She flipped her ponytail behind her shoulder and then hooked her fingers into the band of my skirt, and pulled herself closer to me, her hips pressing mine against the counter.

“I’m not like…a monster or anything. If you really want this, just let me know if it’s too much, or if you need to stop, and I will, okay?”

“Okay, I will,” I said, feeling a bit relieved. The way she spoke to me and carried herself turned me on, but it was nice to know that she would listen to me.

“I’m serious, anything, if you want to stop, whatever. Just tell me.”

I nodded and felt her hips press against mine even harder. Her hand trailed up my stomach and onto my breast, and I gasped as she rubbed her fingers against my hard nipple, the feeling shooting straight down to my clit.

“I knew you were a fucking slut from the moment I saw you,” she said, pinching the nipple and watching my face twist with excitement. “I thought maybe I’d just use you to get tips from men, but this is more than I could have imagined.”

Her other hand slid up my thigh underneath my skirt and found my panties. She rubbed her fingers against the fabric. I opened my legs eagerly and felt her graze her fingers against me.

“But I don’t know if this is fair. I want to make sure I fuck you so hard you can’t work the next day, but I’m not ready.”

She was saying she wasn’t ready, but her fingers were pressed against my hard clit. I held my breath, feeling the pressure, moving my hips slightly to encourage her to rub.

“So I think I have a plan,” she said, her fingers moving now as I let out a moan. “I’m going to get you so fucking wet. You’re going to be a fucking mess, and then I’m going to make you wait until Thursday night.”

“Thursday? But it’s Tuesday.”

Elizabeth laughed, “Exactly.”

I hoped she was joking. I looked at the clock. It was 2:00 AM. We had three hours left, and the place would most likely be pretty dead until then, although we still needed to clean up. I wondered if she was just joking, but she didn’t seem like the joking type.

But I couldn’t think about it anymore, because she was suddenly all over me. She grabbed the back of my head with one hand, holding my hair in her fist, and her other hand was against my lips.

“Spit,” she demanded, and I did.

She rubbed her wet fingers against my mouth, and then pressed it back against my pussy, moving my panties to the side. Her knee was against my thigh, pinning my leg open, and she eagerly rubbed the wet fingers against my throbbing clit.

“Oh my god,” I moaned loudly.

Her hand on my head held me still as her expert fingers worked at my clit quickly. I was so surprised at how quickly she’d found it. I was so used to having to put my ex’s hand in the right place, only for him to give up a few minutes later. I’d never had anyone make me feel this good so quickly, not even myself.

“I’ve got so much planned for you, Kate. You’re going to be my personal fucking slut on Thursday night. I’m going to completely ruin you.”

I was so close to coming already, I couldn’t imagine what else she could do to me to make me feel better. Her words got me as turned on as her skilled fingers did.

I watched as she smiled at me and pushed me back even more. She lowered her lips to my nipple, and I cried out loudly as she sucked and nibbled on the hard nub while sliding against my clit. She moaned as she sucked me, and then her fingers slid down from my clit against my wet hole. Then she pressed inside of my pussy with three fingers, stretching me out and fingering me quickly.

I didn’t expect for it to feel as good as it did. Her fingers curled in just the right way, rubbing my g-spot and driving me crazy.

Suddenly I didn’t care if someone were to walk through the door, a customer or the mysterious Skip himself. I didn’t care if I was fired, or if I lost my apartment. All I could focus on was Elizabeth’s hand and her hot mouth sucking my nipple.

My moans were louder and louder, my legs shaking. I was so close to cumming that I was worried I would cum too early without being able to fully savor what she had in store for me. My skin was hot, my breathing loud, my legs completely tensed, when she decided to completely pull away from me.

If she hadn’t held me, I probably would have fallen to the ground. My legs were like jello, ready to completely give out as my orgasm was ready to pop like a balloon. But now there was nothing except for Elizabeth against me, holding my waist and my shoulders.

“Please, please, oh my god. I’m so close.”

“Perfect,” she said, watching me as I gasped, my hips slowing their desperate movement.

“Elizabeth, please, I’ll do anything.”

I stood up straight, and she let go of me, grabbing my shirt and bra off of the floor.

“Yes, that’s the point. You’ll do anything for me on Thursday. And tonight. You’re not allowed to cum until I let you, but I promise it’ll be worth the wait.”

She smiled and dressed me, snapping the bra on behind my back and pulling the shirt over my head. It felt like a punishment, and it felt unfair. I wanted her to touch me, I needed it. It was like I was an animal. I could feel my soaked panties, my wet pussy craving her touch, my nipples hard and my legs still shaking and tense. I was ready to beg for it.

But before I could, I heard the bell of the front door opening.

Elizabeth turned to me, smiling. “I’ll get it. Make me lunch? I want fries.”


Chapter 8

I continued working, my clit throbbing with every step. I felt my pussy sliding between my legs as I worked, even after I’d cleaned myself up. Elizabeth teased me as I worked, brushing against my nipples, kissing me hard, grabbing my ass. But it was never enough. She told me what to do for the rest of the night, continuing on training me like nothing had happened.

It was the longest shift of my life. I was in agony, and I could tell she knew it. But she said nothing until the end. We saw Janice in the parking lot, smoking her cigarette in her car, the brisk fall air making it look like her car was smoking too.

Elizabeth caught me in the kitchen as I was walking out the door, her hand touching my elbow gently. I stopped, and she pressed me up against the wall, just as she’d done when I bumped into her. Her body pressed against mine, her lips against my neck.

“If you change your mind about this, it’s okay. Let me know Thursday. But if not, you better not fucking cum until I see you next. I promise it will be worth it.”

“I don’t know if I can wait,” I said, hoping she’d give me her address, or that maybe she’d come home with me. I couldn’t think straight, needing more.

“You’re going to have to. Trust me, I-”

“Ladies! Good morning!”

We both jumped as Janice’s voice rang through the restaurant. Elizabeth walking quickly to the back, grabbing her coat, and walked quickly past Janice.

“Good morning,” I said, as Janice walked through the door.

“Wow, you survived two nights! It’s almost a record.”

I laughed as I heard the door shut behind Elizabeth. I grabbed my coat quickly, running out the door, but she was already gone.

-

The next day was hell. I’d gone to sleep after my shift, my brain still completely hungry for Elizabeth. I fell asleep thinking of what she’d said. Tossing and turning, I still felt her hands all over me.

But the next morning when I woke up, I wasn’t only horny, but I felt incredibly guilty. I felt like I’d done something horrible. I checked my phone quickly, thinking maybe Elizabeth had lied about the cameras. Maybe Kenneth had seen the whole thing, or Janice had seen us that morning. I looked at my texts, thinking maybe I’d get a message that I was fired, or that everyone knew what had happened. But there was nothing. I laid in bed, panicking as I thought about what I was doing. I couldn’t believe I’d been so horny that I agreed to let some woman I barely knew touch me and tease me.

But as I woke up fully, the afternoon sun shining through my windows, the feelings of the night before crawled back. It was my decision. I trusted her and I’d do anything to feel the things she made me feel.

I looked her up online and found an old social media account of hers, but there was barely anything on it apart from some pictures of her looking gorgeous, which didn’t help my situation. One at graduation, one at a friend’s birthday, and another at the diner with the whole crew. Her profile was private, and I looked and looked for more about her, but I couldn’t find anything. I just wanted to know more.

I did my laundry, shopped for groceries, cooked some food for the week. I did everything I should have been doing, but inside I felt like screaming. All I could think about was tracking her down, showing up at her house, and begging her to use me like she wanted to. I even thought about calling the diner that night to see if she was working.

But I couldn’t. I knew she wanted me to wait, and I wanted to do just as she said. Maybe if I did, then I would prove to her I was trustworthy, and she’d let me in more. It took everything to stop myself from looking through my moving boxes for the vibrator I’d packed, but I convinced myself that she’d be able to tell if I came without her.

All I could think of was Thursday night, and I distracted myself as much as I could, waiting for it.


Chapter 9

The problem with Thursday nights was that it was extremely busy.

I’d thought the weekend would be the busiest night, but around here, in this new place, it seemed to be Thursday nights.

When I came in for my shift, the place was packed, and it was well after dinner. There were sports games attracting people of all ages, local college meetings and lots of tourists. A customer mentioned to me that the leaves were turning in the mountains, and that we’d probably be quite busy with people driving from all over to see the late autumn gems in the area. I nodded along as they spoke, wondering if that was the reason these customers were keeping me from Elizabeth.

She’d said a quick hi to me, and directed me to the tables she hadn’t gotten to yet. Her tone was quick, hard to read, and as I ran around taking orders, I wondered if she had changed her mind. I knew she was busy, and we didn’t have time to talk, but the thought hadn’t crossed my mind until now. For the past day I’d been wondering if I was making some big mistake, and I wondered now if she’d felt the same.

But she didn’t give me any signs. It was too busy for me to read into it. We worked hard, making sure every table was happy, before more people would come in. It was the hardest I’d worked so far.

After a few hours, work slowed a bit. We had six tables going, four with food, and two tables were new. Elizabeth had a family of four, while I had a man who kept staring at my body. He wasn’t unattractive by any means, but just the fact he’d walked in after we’d been busy for so long irritated me. I kept thinking that every time there was a lull that maybe Elizabeth would approach me, but there had been no opportunities.

I was so horny thinking about her that his gaze excited me. Part of me wanted to make a scene, to make Elizabeth jealous, but the other part of me wanted to make her some extra tips.

I walked to the back to prepare his food, and Elizabeth came back to do the same for her table.

“I didn’t forget about you,” she said, smiling. “It will slow down soon, promise.”

I didn’t reply because I wasn’t sure what I would say. My body responded to her words, that same feeling of desire washing over me. I wondered if she could tell, as she smiled and continued to work.


Chapter 10

“Do you need a break first?”

It had finally slowed down and the restaurant was empty. I was finishing washing the dishes, and Elizabeth had cleaned the tables. I turned to look at her, my hands still in the water.

“No, I don’t want one.”

“So you haven’t changed your mind?” She smiled.

“No, it’s even worse now. I want you so badly, Elizabeth.” It didn’t even sound like me talking. My clit throbbed so hard it was painful, and my clothes suddenly felt restrictive and heavy. I dried my hands on a tea towel, but before I could turn around, she was behind me.

“Remember what I said,” she whispered into my ear. “If you want to stop, tell me. If it’s too much or you’re not into it, tell me. I’ll listen. I want to make sure you are enjoying this as much as me.”

“Okay, I promise, I will.”

“Good girl. Put your hands behind your back.”

I did as she said, and she stepped back. The next thing I knew, there was a cool metal against my wrists as she slipped a pair of handcuffs onto them. She fastened them closed, and I tested them, pulling slightly, but I wasn’t able to move.

She wrapped her hands around me and pushed my bra and shirt up over my breasts, exposing me. They jutted out in front of me with my arms restrained, and suddenly the hot vulnerability clicked in. She could do what she wanted to me, and I couldn’t stop her.

I waited for her to touch me, my pussy dripping with anticipation, but she didn’t.

“Bend over the counter, you stupid slut. Now.”

I did as she said, leaning against the counter and bending over slightly. We were right beside the sink, and the counter was still wet from some of the water that had splashed from washing the dishes. As I lay in it, I knew she could see it, but she didn’t care. It turned me on even more.

I felt her behind me, her hand on my shoulder pressing me down, so that my hard nipples pressed against the cool surface of the counter, sliding against the wet, soapy surface, and my ass stuck up further. With my hands tied behind my back, I had no choice but to rest my cheek on the counter as well. I gasped as her hand pressed against my upper inner thigh, pushing my legs apart. I felt so open, embarrassed, and more turned on than I’d ever been before, my dripping pussy clenching with anticipation.

She dashed her fingers between my legs, checking to see how wet I was. I moaned at her quick touch, my quiet way of asking for more.

I felt something pressing against my opening, and I opened my legs eagerly. She teased the outside of my wet hole, her hands gripping into my hips. That’s when I realized it was a strap-on.

“I want to make sure I fuck you the way you’re used to, straight girl.”

She pushed the dildo inside of my wet pussy, and I moaned loudly as it slid inside of me easily. Her fingernails dug into my hips and ass as she pushed deeper, stretching me.

“You like that, slut? You like being stuffed full like a greedy little whore? I’m going to fuck you so hard you’re going to feel empty for days.”

“Yes-” I said, but my words melted into moans as the thoughts left my head from the way she fucked me. She pulled out entirely and then slammed into me, over and over, fucking me hard.

Every time she pushed in, the movement made my body slide against the counter, my nipples dragging against the surface and back again as she pulled out, guiding my body back and forth with her pinching nails. I’d never felt anything so good before. I’d never cum without touching my clit, but I knew if she continued fucking me like this, I would have no problem letting go.

She steadied herself with a hand on my shoulder, the other still digging into my hip, and moved even faster. I knew it wouldn’t be much longer, my body shaking. My hard, swollen clit felt neglected as it throbbed uselessly, but I didn’t care.

“Please Elizabeth, don’t stop! Oh my god,” I cried out, my ass slamming back against her as I fucked the dildo.

She must have realized how close I was and paused, the dildo pressing against my cervix, not moving. I moaned and tried to squirm, but I was so full that I couldn’t move.

“You know what? I know you said you didn’t want a break, but I think I might need one.”

She uncuffed my hands, and then took the dildo off of the strap on, but kept it inside of me.

“Stand up,” she demanded.

I did as she said, and she held the dildo inside of me. Then she let go, my thighs holding it in place inside of me.

“Make me fries. Keep this inside of you and keep your shirt pushed up. If it falls out, I won’t let you cum.”

With her words, I clenched my legs together as tightly as I could. I stood shocked for a moment, my mind still coming down from the clouds.

“Hurry, I’m hungry.”

She sat down across the room and watched me, sitting on a stool in the corner.


Chapter 11

She sat down across the room and watched me, sitting on a stool in the corner.

I got to work quickly but carefully, making sure I wasn’t moving the wrong way. I got the fries out of the chest freezer, my exposed nipples getting almost painfully hard from the cold freezer air as I bent down to grab the frozen bag.

The dildo was so wet from my juices that it felt like it could slip any moment. I moaned as I walked, feeling it push and move against my insides. Putting the fries into the fryer, I set the timer. I got her container ready and felt her eyes burning into me.

The fries didn’t take long, but it felt like forever as I waited. I wanted to crawl on my knees in front of her, beg her to just let me cum first. But instead, I stood there and waited. Once the timer went off, I turned off the fryer, lifted the basket, and heard her voice.

“Come to think of it, I’m not that hungry anymore.”

She walked back to my side of the kitchen and leaned against the side counter. It was for prep and was lower than the other counters, as it was a newer addition.

“Come here. On your knees.”

I did as she said, walking over to her and dropping carefully, still squeezing my thighs together.

“I just didn’t think it was fair,” she started to say, walking behind me to fasten the handcuffs on me again. “There’s no way that I could eat while you look so hungry.”

I realized what she wanted me to do, and even though I was nervous, I could feel myself salivate. I was afraid I wouldn’t do things right, or mess it up, but I wanted so badly to taste her I didn’t care.

She pulled me over so that I knelt in front of the counter, with my back to it. Then she stood in front of me, lifting her skirt to reveal her soft, smooth pussy. I could see how wet she was, and it made me feel so good to know that she was wet because of me. She lifted one bent leg up onto the counter and grabbed my head with one of her hands, holding my hair in her grip tight.

Her scent was intoxicating, but she didn’t give me any time to savor it. She pulled my head against her and I opened my mouth and licked whatever part of her I could find. I wished I could use my hands to steady myself, but they were fastened tightly behind my back. I felt like I was her personal toy, her slave for the night, as she had wanted.

She thrusted and slid herself against my tongue, and I held it steadily as I licked at her. I tasted her sweet juices with my tongue, pushing my tongue inside of her hole as she shivered and moaned around me. She held my head hard, fucking herself with my tongue, and then pulled my head back and up to her clit.

I sucked the hard nub, pausing to lick and spit and swirl my tongue around her.Her grip loosened on my head as she let me take over. I repositioned myself, feeling the dildo move inside of me, and I realized if I positioned my hips over my calf I could fuck myself at the same time.

“Do you like that, you desperate little slut?” She asked, between her own heavy breaths and moans.

I gave her a muffled reply, my tongue working at her clit.

“I knew as soon as I saw you that your mouth was made to be fucked and used. I didn’t think it would be this easy, though.”

I didn’t think so either, I thought to myself. I didn’t feel like myself at all, but I felt natural and proud, especially when I felt her legs starting to shake and tense. She gripped my head hard as I continued faster. I wanted to hear her beg for more, plead for me to let her cum, but she didn’t. I felt as her orgasm ripped through her, and I didn’t stop until she was done, squeezing every drop out of her.

“Kate, fuck,” she moaned loudly, sending a shiver through me. I couldn’t believe I’d actually made her cum.

She pulled me to my feet; the dildo slipping out of my soaked pussy. She lifted me onto the counter and stood in front of me. I looked at her for only a moment, observing her flushed cheeks and wild eyes before she kissed me hard. Her hands were all over me, sliding over my hot skin, over my breasts and down to my clit. I moaned against her mouth, and she slipped her tongue inside, exploring me while her fingers worked.

“I bet you want to fucking cum, don’t you, slut? I think you’ve earned it.”

I was so turned on that it wouldn’t take much. Her fingers were slick from my pussy, and she rubbed them so quickly and expertly against my throbbing clit I could feel my whole body tense.

Her lips found my earlobe, sucking and licking, her hot breath in my ear. I’d never felt anything like this. Days on edge, being teased and touched and used, and finally I could cum. It scared me to say anything, in case she took it away from me, but I knew now that this was real. I earned it.

“Oh my god, I’m-” I said, before getting cut off by the ringing of the front doorbell, as someone entered.

I felt panicked, but I was too close. I couldn’t stop now, and Elizabeth didn’t want me to. I could barely stifle my moans, and I felt her hand clasp tightly around my mouth.

“Cum for me,” Kate,” she whispered, and I let go.

It took everything in me to be silent as my orgasm ripped through me. I shook, my muscles tense, my legs only being held open by Elizabeth’s body. She kept rubbing my clit, and I realized I wasn’t coming just once, but twice, and maybe a third. They all ran together like one big wave crashing against me, and I couldn’t control my body.

The bell at the front counter rang as I came harder than ever, liquid squirting out of me and onto the floor and pooling around where I sat on the counter.

“Coming!” I heard Elizabeth say and took her hand off of my mouth. “Sorry, I’ll be right back,” she whispered to me, as I panted heavily.

She washed her hands and checked her face quickly in the mirror over the sink and grabbed a notepad.

“Hello! Welcome to Skip’s. What drinks can I get started for ya?”


Chapter 12

I sat on the counter still, my hands tied behind my back, still moaning softly as my body came down from the orgasmic high. My ass and legs were wet, as I sat in a pool of my juices. I thought of how lucky we were that no one had come in until the last moment, after such a busy night.

Elizabeth took care of the table and me. She uncuffed me when she came back, kissed me, and pulled me in tightly. She rubbed my hair, helped me down from the counter, and helped to clean me up with soap and a towel. She told me to wait for her on the stool, and brought me a coffee.

I watched as she darted back and forth, preparing the food. I didn’t question her as she worked silently. I hoped that no one else would come in to the restaurant, and my hopes came true. The customers ate quickly and left, returning Elizabeth back to me.

“Wow, timing, huh?” She said, walking back into the room.

She walked toward me and I stood up. Her arms wrapped around me, her warm body pulled against mine.

“Was that..okay?”

I never could have imagined her looking nervous, but I figured this was the closest I would get to seeing it. Her eyes were wide, searching mine, and her hands clasped over my own.

“Of course it was,” I said. “That was incredible. I wish we didn’t have to stop, but I’m also exhausted.”

“Yeah, no wonder. You were so fucking hot.” She pushed down the waistband of my skirt a bit and looked. “Shit, I think I bruised you with my nails. Sorry.”

I couldn’t believe how vulnerable Elizabeth seemed, her hard exterior gone. I pulled her in to me, kissing her, and I could feel her surprise as she melted into me.

“It’s okay,” I said, laughing. “It will make me think of you later.”

We spoke with each other for a while, putting off cleaning the restaurant for as long as we could. We sat at a table, drinking coffee and laughing. She touched my hand and her foot found my leg under the table. I wondered if someone looked in, if they could tell just how much we were drawn toward another, or if they would think we were just friends.

I found out that Elizabeth still worked at the diner because Skip and his wife had given her a place to stay when she ran away from home when she was younger. She stayed with him for a few years, working at the diner, and used the money to go to college.

She said his wife had died years ago, and he was getting old, so she moved back and stuck around longer than she needed to make sure he was okay. That way, she could watch the diner and him.

When she told me, it felt like she was revealing her deepest secrets to me. Suddenly I saw her differently. She was stuck there, worried about Skip and putting her life on hold. I wondered if the other employees knew. They must have.

“I want you to know, Kate. We had fun tonight, and whatever, but I really do like you a lot. I want to get to know you more.”

She was opening up like a book, and I was eager to read. I held her hand over the table until it was time to clean up. With the sunrise, and Janice’s arrival, we left the restaurant. I got her number in the parking lot and drove home with butterflies in my stomach.

I waited until 9:00 AM and called the restaurant, asking for Kenneth.

“Hello, Kate. Listen, before you say anything. I’m sorry. But we can work with you, I promise.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

“I know Elizabeth is a lot, but you don’t have to quit. We can adjust your hours, put you on days maybe for a bit, or maybe put you down to just one day a week-”

“Oh, oh my god, no. I’m just calling to ask if I can stay on nights with Elizabeth. I enjoy working with her.”

There was silence on the call, and finally, Kenneth replied.

“Are you…sure?”

I laughed. “Yes, of course I am. Even just for a while, you know, until you have to train someone else.”

“Of course, I mean, no question about it. I’ll make sure to keep you on nights with her, but if you change your mind, we can work something out. Also, I think you deserve a bit of a raise. You know, for working so well with Elizabeth.”

After the call, I hung up and laid back on my bed. An increase in pay to fuck my hot coworker all night? It was a dream come true.

This time I didn’t feel the guilt when I woke up. There were no regrets eating away at me, or shame for my behavior. Instead, I just felt a hunger that was only for her.
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Dominated by Hotel Stranger: A Lesbian BDSM Story

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DQF1DFK1

Taylor is stranded.

A massive storm has grounded flights and filled every hotel room near the airport. With nowhere else to turn, Taylor accepts the generous offer of Michelle, a gorgeous and confident older businesswoman, to share her room. But as the storm rages on outside, Taylor finds out that Michelle’s invitation is far more than an act of kindness—and Taylor can’t resist discovering where it might lead.
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Dominated by my Boyfriend’s Ex-Girlfriend: A Lesbian BDSM Story

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DF6BHZJP

Brittany receives a random text message from Cam, her boyfriend Tyler’s gorgeous ex-girlfriend. She wants to talk. They agree to meet up for dinner, where Cam reveals all of her and Tyler’s bad history. As the women team up to see if Tyler has changed his ways, Cam’s irresistible and dominating charm makes Brittany realize she might be just as guilty.
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