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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

Punished by Lesbian Personal Trainer


Lauren is a few months away from getting married to her fiance, James. As the wedding approaches, James thinks it’s a good idea to sign Lauren up for a personal trainer. Reluctantly she attends the session, only to find that her sexy trainer, Taylor, is a lot more tempting than expected. Will Lauren be able to stay faithful to James, or will she succumb to her dominant trainer’s naughty desires?





Chapter 1





“
 O
 h my god, I can’t believe our wedding is only like 2 months away!” I exclaimed to my husband James as we drove toward my parent’s house for a barbecue. It was a beautiful, sunny day, and I was feeling on top of the world.





James turned to smile at me quickly, and then fixed his eyes back on the road. I knew he was quite excited about the wedding too, even though he didn’t often express it.





“When do you go for your next fitting?” He asked.





“Next Friday,” I replied. This would be my second wedding dress fitting, and there would be one more before the big day. “How come, babe? Were you wanting a sneak peek at the dress?” I asked, laughing.





“Oh no, it’s not that. I was just thinking the other day. Brad said his wife went to some crazy boot camp thing to get ready for their wedding,” he said, pulling into my parent’s driveway.





“Oh my god, I’ve heard of people doing that before. I mean I guess it makes sense, but I already go to the gym so I’m not too worried.”





“Well, I was thinking. I’m sure you want to look the best you can, right? Maybe it wouldn’t be a bad idea to get a personal trainer. Just so you know, you can look your best.”





His comments stung, but I figured his heart was in the right place, especially since it was just something he’d heard from Brad. I would have liked him to say that I did
 look my best, or that he was glad I wasn’t putting myself through all of that just for one day, but I was sure he was just looking out for me.





“I mean, I feel pretty confident already,” I said, and his face fell a bit. “Well, I guess I could go to something like that, but trainers are way too expensive,” I reasoned, backpedaling after seeing the look on his face.





“No worries, I’ll pay for the trainer. I saw they had them at your gym. Brad’s wife said that she used this one boot camp leader that totally toned her up.” He pulled out his phone and pulled up a confirmation email. “It turns out, she works at your gym. I booked you some sessions with her. I’ll forward you the dates. Just consider it an early wedding present,” he said, smiling.





I was a bit upset that he had gone ahead and booked something that I didn’t want. I didn’t think it was necessary, and I was already in a pretty good workout routine. I didn’t want to follow some boot camp diet and have some woman boss me around for money. But I knew it was what he wanted, and I didn’t want to argue right before the barbecue.





I put on a fake smile and grabbed his hand. “Okay babe, thanks for thinking of me,” I said, and gave him a quick peck on the lips.





“No problem. Trust me, babe. You’re going to look so good.”





Chapter 2





I
 ’d meant to bring up that I didn’t want to go to the personal trainer, but James and I were both so busy that I ended up not having the time. Or when I did have the time, it wasn’t the right moment. Before I knew it, it was the day of the appointment, and James was at work.





I thought about canceling, but I knew he’d already paid for it, and that he would be upset if I didn’t go. I figured maybe he was right. Maybe I would get some better ideas from this new trainer. Maybe there were some things in my routine that I wasn’t doing right.





I drove to the gym, a big, square building with large glass windows. It was a huge place, and I’d picked this specific gym because not only did they have everything, but they also had some amazing bonuses. The change rooms were beautiful, with towel service and free sample bottles of shampoo and conditioner. It was extremely clean, and each change room had a sauna and a steam room, along with some hydro massage beds and even free tanning. I knew that during the really tough workouts, the ones I didn’t want to finish, I had something good waiting for me at the end. I was happy that James had at least gotten me a trainer at the gym I liked.





I scanned my card and headed towards the change room, and it started to sink in that I wasn’t here for a normal workout. Not only was I meeting a stranger, but she used to be the head of a boot camp. She would probably kick my ass by the time the night was over, and I wasn’t quite in the mood to be pushed too much, considering I was only here to make James happy.





I got changed into my favorite pink, tight gym shorts, and a black baggy t-shirt that I tied in a knot near my waist. I looked in the mirror for a moment at myself. I thought I looked pretty good, but I guess I’d see what these classes could do. I took a quick picture in the mirror to keep track of my progress and threw my hair up into a bun.





I walked back out to the main desk and talked to the secretary. I told him I had an appointment with a personal trainer, and he directed me down a hall to a waiting room. I’d never been to that part of the gym before, but I wasn’t too surprised considering the place was so huge.





I sat down on one of the black, leather chairs, and before I could pull out my phone to waste time, I heard a voice behind me.





“Hi! Lauren?” The voice asked, and I spun around in my seat. The woman I saw was definitely not who I was expecting. When I thought of ‘boot camp instructor’, I expected someone who looked really tough and with a stern voice, but she was the opposite. Her hair was long and wavy, hanging neatly in a ponytail, and she was just a bit shorter than I was, but around the same age as me, 27. She was absolutely gorgeous. She looked more like a model than a fitness instructor.





“Hello, Taylor?” I asked, and she nodded. I stood up out of my chair to shake her hand. I expected her to break my hand with a dominant handshake, but instead, her handshake was soft and gentle.





“Lauren, I’m so happy to meet you!” She started, her voice was cheery and sweet. “I think it would be best for us to sit down first and go over some of your fitness goals first.”





I agreed and she sat in the chair across from me, opening a small notepad. She was wearing a perfectly fitted matching set of black leggings and a sports bra with a marble design. I felt a bit under dressed in my baggy sweatshirt, but she didn’t seem to care.





“So, I see here that it was someone named James who booked your appointment, is that right?”





“Yes, that’s correct,” I replied, sitting up in my seat. “My fiance.”





“Aw, congrats on the engagement! When are you getting married?”





“Two months! It’s coming up so quickly.”





She smiled and made a note on her paper. “So I’m guessing you were wanting to tone up for the wedding?”





I sighed. “Yes, well. To be honest, it wasn’t my idea. But my husband thought it might be a good idea.” I realized it kind of sounded a bit bad. “I mean, I am happy about the classes, but I do have a workout routine already, and I’m quite happy with my body already. But he heard from a friend that took your class, and he thought it was a good idea…” I was trying to make it sound not so bad, but I was starting to ramble.





“Look, I totally get it, Lauren. I’ve seen tons of women before their weddings. Honestly, I think all of those women, including you, look amazing already. I know for a lot of people it makes them feel better to do a little extra before their wedding day, especially when their confidence is low.”





“But for someone like you, you’re already confident, and you really do look amazing. So I don’t know if I’d want to continue these classes unless you feel like you will get something out of them.”





“Thank you…you’re right,” I said, leaning back in my seat. “I mean I’m already here, and I know there is a lot I can learn from a professional like you anyways. Plus, the classes are already paid for anyway, so we might as well make the most of it.”





Taylor leaned forward slightly and put her hand on my knee, comforting me. “That’s the spirit, don’t worry babe. We will make this work.”





I trusted her when she said that, and I felt such a relief knowing that she wasn’t going to push me like James was. We spoke for a bit about my workout routine, my goals, and how far I’d come. She found a few areas of weakness in my plan and also suggested introducing some new fun workout activities to switch things up. I felt almost like I was speaking to a friend, and now I understood why her price was high.





Chapter 3





“
 T
 EN, ELEVEN, COME ON LAUREN, ONE MORE. PUSH!” Taylor yelled, and I pushed.





I was deadlifting a barbell and it was twenty pounds higher than what I was normally doing, but having her motivate me and push me made me do more than I thought I could. I was sweating, my face turning beet red, but I kept lifting, shaking through the pain until I finally heard her yell.





“TWELVE!” She exclaimed, and I dropped the barbell immediately, my blood pumping loudly into my ears, and my arms feeling big. “Good job, Lauren! Next, I’m going to get you to lay on your back, on the floor.”





Taylor was no joke. We’d only been going for 45 minutes, but I’d already beaten some of my records, even by a little bit. I was grateful that the trainer’s area of the gym was private. I laid on the floor as she’d said, panting, hoping that she would let me take a nap on the comfortable padded surface. She knelt beside me.





“Okay, do you mind if I touch you? I’m just going to guide you into the right position,” she asked, and I immediately shook my head.





“No, oh my god, I don’t mind at all,” I said, and she smiled.





I felt her grab my calf, and she pushed my leg upwards, bending my knee, my foot hovering in the air. She did the same to the other calf, and I felt my skin twitch under her touch. I hadn’t had anyone touch my skin in a while, as embarrassing as that was, as James and I had been a bit physically distant in the last few months.





“God, you are super toned. I can feel your muscle moving just when I touch your leg,” she said, and I felt myself blushing a bit.





“Thanks,” I replied, my knees still suspended.





She placed a hand gently on my stomach, pushing in. “Press your spine to the mat, the best you can,” she said. I felt a shiver run through my skin.





“Okay,” I said softly and did as she said.





“Good.” She moved her hand behind my neck now, lifting my head a bit and supporting it. “Just lift, just a bit, perfect.”





She pulled each of my wrists up above my chest and placed a medicine ball in between my hands. I held it, and she slipped her hands around mine and moved the ball from one of my sides to the other.





“Just like that, go back and forth, and you’re going to feel it in your abs. It seems silly but when it’s done I swear you’ll be burning,” she said, and her hands lingered on mine a bit longer than I’d expected. Or maybe it was in my head? I was listening to her, and doing the motions, but all of my attention was focused on her skin on mine that I realized I wasn’t speaking.





“Good,” I replied, feeling like my response didn’t quite fit.





“Good is right. I love that feeling,” she said, letting go of my hands. “That bit of pain that lets you know you did everything just right.”





“Me too,” I replied, doing the exercise the way she showed me. I felt the burning feeling, and I pushed through it, wanting to impress her. I bit my lip, and I felt her press down on my naval again, making sure I was only using my core.





“Good, Lauren. Perfect. You don’t even need me.”





But I did need her. I wanted her to help me more. I wanted her to keep guiding me and touching me. When I finished I couldn’t help but say the words on my tongue, hoping I wouldn’t sound strange. Her touch was so comforting, and I needed more, even if I needed to work hard to get it.





“Can you show me some more exercises? I always find it hard to get the right position.”





“You want more? Hm,” she thought for a moment. I’d thought maybe I was busted, maybe she would say she thought it was weird I wanted to be guided so specifically, but instead, she seemed excited by the idea. “Okay, I have an idea. Do you mind standing up?”





I stood up quickly, not taking the time to answer her.





“Maybe we should go over to the mirror. So you can see your form.”





We walked toward one of the floor-to-ceiling mirrors and I felt a bit embarrassed seeing myself. I looked a bit disheveled, my hair starting to spring out of the ponytail, my face still a bit red, and sweat glistening on my brow. Taylor stood behind me, and she was so close I could feel her breath. Even though I could see her I froze. It felt so intimate.





She put her hands on my waist and pulled me back slightly. I felt my ass graze lightly against her thigh, and I gulped when it happened but she didn’t seem to notice or care.





“So, you’re going to want to have your hips back, like this,” she said, still holding my waist. I stiffened under her touch. “And then I want you to stand up tall, perfect, see how your shoulders are forward a bit?” She asked, putting her hands on top of them. “I want you to just roll them back slightly. Great.”





I could smell Taylor’s sweet perfume, and I felt the warmth from her body.





“See how good your posture is?” She asked, and I nodded. “Now if you just spread your feet apart so they line up with your hips,” she said, and I felt her hands on my thighs. I gasped, opening my legs a bit, and I couldn’t believe how turned on I felt.





It had been so long since I’d had anyone this close to me, apart from sleeping beside James. We hadn’t had sex since a bit before the engagement, and that was about seven months ago. Nothing specific had happened, we just started to drift apart. His recent comments about wanting me to see a personal trainer made me think that maybe he wasn’t feeling as attracted to me, and maybe that’s why he wanted me to work out a bit more before the wedding.





Even though I’d been feeling a bit neglected lately, I knew that it wasn’t normal behavior to be turned on by my trainer’s friendly touch. I had always thought deep down that I might have been a bit attracted to women, but I was sure every woman had questioned their sexuality at some point. Even if I were attracted to women, I was engaged, and this feeling also shouldn’t have been acceptable. But at the same time, I knew it was just in my head. I wasn’t actually cheating.





I was so deep in thought, staring at us in the mirror, watching as Taylor flipped her long ponytail over her shoulder, that I didn’t realize I had started to lean back toward her. I felt her body pressed up against mine, her hips against my ass, and we both realized at the same time that I had leaned back, but neither one of us moved.





“You see how that feels? Does that feel better?” Taylor asked, her voice a bit lower and quieter than it had been previously. Her hands were still on my thighs, near my hips, frozen.





“Yes,” I replied. It felt as if my mouth was betraying me. “I think I need some more help.” As I spoke I felt her fingertips dig slightly into my hips, and I felt her press a bit more into my back. I breathed heavily, my body so desperate to be touched, and my pussy starting to tense with excitement.





I watched in the mirror as she moved her mouth close to my ear. “What exactly do you need help with? Do you need me to push you a bit harder?” She asked, her voice barely a whisper, sending shivers down my spine. Her hands moved on my thighs, dragging up and down so slowly I wasn’t sure at first that she was moving.





I couldn’t believe what was happening. I felt a bit guilty, but I didn’t have time to process it as I stared at her in the mirror, her hands on my body. I placed my hands over hers, and I guided one hand up my stomach slowly, toward my breasts, and the other I moved toward my inner thigh. She watched as I moved her hands, eager to follow what I was doing when I heard a loud alarm.





We both jumped, and she bolted to the side of the room where a big red clock was fastened to the wall, and she turned off the alarm. We were both silent as she returned.





“I’m sorry,” Taylor said, facing me. “I have another appointment in like five minutes, or else… we could continue.”





“No, it’s totally okay,” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed. “I’m sorry, that was inappropriate of me.”





“Oh my god, Lauren. No, don’t worry about that at all. We can debrief on Friday when our next appointment is. Let me know if you implement any of the things we learned in your routine,” she placed her hand on my arm.





“Okay, thank you,” I said, placing my hand over hers. “I’ll see you on Friday.”





“Yes, good,” she replied as if she had been unsure that I would return.





We walked out of the room in silence, and before we parted ways I thanked her quickly. I walked back to the change rooms and as soon as I got to my locker I sat down on the bench in front of it, thinking about what had just happened. I sat for a moment, my stomach turning with guilt as I thought of how badly I’d wished she would have followed me into the room.





Chapter 4





I
 got home from the gym, and James was waiting for me in the kitchen.





“Hey babe, how was your workout?” He asked excitedly. For some reason, I had half expected him to find out by the look on my face, but he didn’t look suspicious. I put on a fake smile.





“So good, she is so good at her job. She really pushed me. I’m glad you booked her.”





“Good, she’s going to have you in shape in no time,” he said, and I felt a pang of anger from his words. But I knew I had no right to be angry after whatever had happened between Taylor and me.





“Thanks, I’m just going to have a shower, I ate on the way home,” I said, lying.





“It’s okay, I ate earlier,” James said, finishing a glass of water and putting it in the dishwasher. “I’ll meet you in bed.”





I was feeling so horny from earlier, that I thought maybe James would want to have sex tonight. Especially after I had started my workout classes as he’d wanted. We hadn’t had sex in months. He never seemed quite interested, and I figured he was just stressed about the wedding so I didn’t push it. We usually didn’t talk about sex, but I made sure to make it very clear how badly I wanted him. I didn’t want to pressure him, but I was starting to feel self-conscious about it. I had a long shower, dried my hair, and slipped into a sexy pair of silky pajamas. I got into our big king-sized bed, where he lay awake reading, and I cuddled up next to him.





He inched away from me slightly, so I figured he wanted to read. I left him alone, and as soon as he was done and had turned off the light, I moved my hand over his stomach, rubbing my hands up his chest and then down his side. I expected him to roll toward me, but instead, he grabbed my hand and moved it back toward me, and rolled over, facing away from me.





I rolled onto my back, letting out a frustrated sigh, but he still hadn’t said anything, not even a goodnight. I had felt quite guilty, but the way he cast me aside so easily with no explanation made me not feel so bad. I let thoughts of Taylor’s hands on my body seep into my head, running my own hands up and down as if they were hers, pausing to rub at my nipples. I kept my mouth shut. As much as I wished I could put on a show for James, I knew it wouldn’t work. I’d tried it before.





I didn’t realize how tired I’d been, and I fell asleep before I could masturbate, imagining what would have happened if the alarm hadn’t interrupted Taylor and me.



The few days before my next appointment with Taylor seemed to drag on. I kept rehearsing in my head how I would apologize for my unprofessional behavior, after thinking long and hard about what had happened. I was about to get married, and I didn’t even know this woman, and I had come onto her during her job. It was inappropriate and I knew I needed to let her know I was sorry. I did feel remorse, but at the same time, I found myself having to shake the feeling of her hands on my hips out of my head quite often.





James made me feel lonely, and I needed to realize that it was my problem to deal with. I knew that in marriage there would be many times where sex would fade in and out, but it was the love that mattered, and I did love him, even though with our work schedules we didn’t get to see each other as often as before. It was life, and I knew I needed to be strong and get through it.





However, as I chose my outfit for the gym, I could feel myself getting a sick excitement from knowing I would be alone with Taylor once again. I shook it out of my head. I thought about wearing baggy sweatpants and a big shirt, messing up my hair and hoping she would want nothing to do with me anyways. But in the end, I found myself wearing the most revealing gym outfit that I owned. I put on a pair of black shorts that cut quite far up my thigh, and a black sports bra. I looked at myself in the mirror, telling myself over and over that it wasn’t sexy, but it was no different than what plenty of other girls wore to the gym. It wasn’t that I was dressing for Taylor, but I was dressing to blend in. I threw on a sweater and left home, ready for my next appointment.





Chapter 5





I
 checked in with the front desk after locking up my belongings, and I was directed once again to the waiting room. I waited for Taylor but it didn’t take long before I heard her familiar voice behind me.





“Hi Lauren,” she said, and I turned around, feeling the deja vu wash over me. This time she was wearing long, neon pink leggings and a white, cotton, cropped long sleeve shirt. Her makeup and hair looked just like last time, completely perfect.





“Taylor, it’s nice to see you,” I managed, feeling a bit nervous from her gaze. I knew we both shared something that was inappropriate, for me, my marriage, and for her, her job. However, she seemed just as casual and cheery as normal.





“I’m very happy you decided to come back,” she started, taking a seat in front of me. “I made sure to completely book the trainer’s gym for us this week, so we can get the most out of your workout. I did try to clear the schedule for the rest of the evening in case you wanted some extra assistance, but unfortunately, there is an appointment with another trainer shortly after us. But since we have the gym to ourselves for a while, I think it might be best if we debrief the last session there.”





I was shocked. I knew she was still speaking as if she was leaving things open for me to guide. I got the feeling that if I had asked for a regular workout, she would be okay with that too, but I appreciated her leaving the option open. For a moment I felt a bit confused. I’d assumed that she would come in and sternly speak to me about the inappropriate behavior I’d displayed last time, but instead, it seemed as if she was open to the idea of continuing what we had started. Did that mean that she had found me attractive? Attractive enough to risk her job?





Her gentle way of hinting at me made me feel a bit excited again, even though I knew that this was not something I could go through with. I thought for a moment, looking at her, before replying.





“Yes, that sounds good. I have a lot I would like to talk about during the debrief.” She nodded at me and stood up silently, motioning for me to follow her. We walked through the maze of hallways back to the trainer’s space, and she locked the door behind us.





The same space was before us, a smaller version of the gym I was used to upstairs. Taylor did a quick walk through, making sure we were alone, and then she led me over to the weight benches, where we had begun last time. She motioned for me to take a seat and I did, and she sat in front of me on the floor. She leaned back on her hands, her knees bent in front of her and her toes pointed toward me.





“So, debrief time,” she said with a smile, staring up at me. I found it hard not to look at her soft lips as she spoke. “Last time was very exciting, to say the least. I understand, however, that you probably have developed some reservations since we last met. I completely understand, and I want you to know that I am only here to support you, in any way you wish.”





I nodded, and I opened my mouth to speak, but she continued. “However, I do want you to know that this is not something I normally do. But I really find you very attractive. Between your eagerness to improve yourself, and your drive, plus your assets, I am quite good at separating my feelings from work, and I respect whatever your decision is, but I want you to know that you are a big exception.”





I gulped at her words. She spoke them so casually, stretched out before me, and I found it hard to recite the words I’d memorized before. All I could hear was her saying she found me attractive, and her words from the last session still rang in my head, asking me what she could do to help. Not only did it feel good to have someone want me, but I wanted her. Especially knowing that she was risking her job even by bringing up the last session.





“I… I know this is wrong,” I started, rubbing my sweaty palms on my legs. “I find you attractive too. But it’s not okay. I am engaged, I mean, sometimes I don’t feel like I am. He…well, he doesn’t make me feel….” I paused, swallowing hard as I found her eyes on me. “I don’t care that it’s wrong. It’s not about him, but… I just want you. That’s it.” I finished, feeling quite strange after rambling on. However, she looked at me like what I’d said was quite normal.





“I won’t say anything, Lauren, don’t worry.” She leaned forward, getting up on her knees in front of me. “If you’ll give me permission to, I can help you. Your secret’s safe with me.”





“Yes, Taylor. Please,” I said quietly, feeling goosebumps shiver through my skin. I was shocked at how quickly I had changed my mind and how weak my willpower was around Taylor. She sat up on her knees in front of me. The bench was quite close to the ground already, and I sat on it with my knees slightly bent upwards. I felt her hands around my knees lightly, and she pried them open slowly, watching me.





“I’ll just get you to open your knees slightly, perfect,” she said. She positioned me like last time, but this time her hands stayed glued to me, heavy and lingering as she rubbed up and down my calves.





“Now just lay back a bit,” she said, pressing underneath my chest. I laid back on the bench that was slightly tilted, grateful that she was taking the lead. “Good,” she said almost in a whisper.





She leaned in between my open legs and I felt her lips on my stomach as she moved her hands up and down my abdomen. I moved eagerly underneath her fingers, watching as she touched me. Her warm hands snaked up my body, and I felt her fingertips hooking underneath my sports bra.





My nipples felt so hard, pulsing beneath the tight fabric, but thankfully I didn’t have to wait long before she continued. She sucked lightly at my stomach, looking up at me as her hands pushed my bra up, my breasts slowly being revealed from underneath. I felt so turned on as they were exposed, and before she could continue pushing my bra up, I grabbed it and pulled it up over my head quickly, throwing it on the floor.





“Please, Taylor, I need you,” I said, hoping to ease her hesitation. It worked as she wasted no time taking one of my hard nipples into her mouth. I heard her moan around it as she sucked hard, her tongue running over my hard nub. I couldn’t help but cry out and arch my back, and I felt her hand shoot up and pinch my other nipple, rolling it between her fingers.





“Lauren,” she said in between licks. “Do you trust me?”





“Yes,” I moaned, watching as she swirled her tongue around my nipple. I had no reason to trust her, but I did.





She stood up and straddled my lap on the bench. I felt my hands instantly grasp her waist and pull her even closer. Her hands found my breasts quickly and I felt her fingers pinch my nipples as she watched my face react.





“Do you want it harder?” She asked with her lips on my neck.





“Yes, please, I’d like that,” I moaned. She pinched my nipples harder than James had been comfortable with, and I writhed underneath her. “Oh my god, yes, that feels so good. Harder, please,” I begged, and she obeyed, smiling.





“Mmm, you’re so hot when you moan,” she said, sucking and licking up my neck to my mouth. I felt her lips against mine, and she kissed me hard as she played with my nipples. I quickly grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it desperately up over her breasts, and I was so relieved to see she was naked underneath. I grabbed her breasts in my hands, running my fingertips over her nipples and she moaned into my mouth.





“Oh my god, Lauren,” she moaned and continued kissing me, licking at my tongue and biting my lips. She reached her hands to mine and moved them off of her breasts, and then I felt her lean down and rub her chest against mine. My skin was slick with sweat already, and so was hers. Her breasts slid over mine, her chest dragging against mine, and I moaned and ground my body up and down against her. Every time she passed over my nipples, the feeling radiated down toward my clit, and I felt it becoming harder and harder.





As if she had read my mind, I felt a rough hand snake over my chest and down my stomach and squeezed between the tight fabric of my shorts. Her fingers rubbed up and down my slit, pushing against my wet hole, and then she moved her soaked fingers up to my clit, rubbing rough circles against my hard nub.





I’d been feeling an equal amount of shame and desire up until the moment she made contact with my clit. Beforehand, I’d been considering calling it off, thinking of James’ face if he ever found out about this. I knew that Taylor had been in contact with him, maybe he had paid her to test me? Or maybe she would decide to tell him about this encounter, ruining my marriage before it even starts. I had no reason to trust her. I didn’t know anything about her, and she didn’t know me. But the moment she touched me all of my doubts escaped my head and suddenly I didn’t care. James could walk into the room and I wouldn’t blink an eye. I hadn’t realized how desperately I wanted to be with someone who wanted me too.





“Ohhh my god,” I gasped as she played with my hard clit. She moved her lips from mine down to my neck, kissing the skin slowly and sending shivers down my spine.





“I need to see you out of these,” she said, and I felt her move both of her hands up to the waistband of my shorts. She knelt in front of me and pulled my tight shorts off, her eyes burning into my skin as she revealed it. I was not a self-conscious person normally, but I’d never been this exposed with the lights on. I’d thought it would be mortifying, but because of the look on her face, it was empowering instead. I looked at her, feeling a bit lucky to have a woman as gorgeous as her, topless and undressing me. I felt like she was a bit out of my league, but she didn’t seem to feel that way.





“As you know, a bit of pain is a good thing, right?” She asked, her hands snaking their way up my thighs.





“Yes,” I said softly, my attention focused on her fingertips.





“I bet you like things a bit rough, don’t you? I bet you like when someone takes control.”





She was right, I’d always fantasized about someone being dominant with me. I’d always wanted James to push just a little bit more. I wanted him to fuck me harder, squeeze my nipples and handle me roughly and passionately. I wanted him to fully take control over me during sex. He seemed to enjoy doing that outside of the bedroom, pestering me to drop out of school when we had first met, telling me who I could and couldn’t be friends with, and doing stuff like signing me up for a personal trainer without my permission. As much as I loved him, sometimes it seemed as if he was the exact opposite of what I needed.





“Yes, you’re right, I do. At least, I’ve always wanted to, you know, have things a bit…rougher. Have someone take control of me,” I stumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed. “And just do you know, I’ve never done anything… like this. Like with a woman.”





She looked up at me from between my legs, and I could feel her fingers start to grip my thighs.





“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll take care of you. I’ll go easy on you, and you can let me know how you feel.” She gripped me even tighter, her short fingernails digging slightly around my thighs. “How does that feel?” She asked.





“So good,” I said, feeling the grip of her fingers radiate to my pussy. She turned me on so much, my mind going wild with the things I wanted her to do to me with her rough hands.





“Maybe it would feel good too if I made it so you couldn’t move? If I tied your hands together so that all you could do is let me take over and fuck you and make you cum? Does that sound good to you?” She asked, her eyes alight, flickering with ideas as she watched me.





“Oh my god, you would do that? That would be so hot.” I said, feeling a bit of disbelief. We both laughed and I watched as she started to look around.





“Hmm,” she said and stood up. I sat up on the bench as she walked around. Finally, she came back with a black, rubber jump rope.





“Lay back,” she said, her voice stern but still slightly soft. I did as she said and I felt her walk behind me. She grabbed both of my hands and brought them behind my back. She tightened the cord around my wrists and tied them together underneath the bench, not so tight that it would hurt, but tight enough that I couldn’t move much.





She leaned at my side with another rope and tied my feet to each other, my legs open. She ran the rope between my feet, not tying them tightly together, but looping it through the bench so that I could not move my ankles. My legs were forced open and my breasts jutted out in front of me with my arms tied back the way they were. My mind was going crazy with excitement, I’d never felt so turned on, and I felt like I would burst with anticipation as I felt her trail her finger all the way from my throat, down my chest and stomach down my thigh. I squirmed underneath her, breathing heavily.





I thought for a moment of what would happen if someone were to walk in. They’d see me tied to the bench, totally naked, and I wouldn’t be able to cover myself or hide. I’d probably be banned from the gym, and Taylor would probably lose her job. But I didn’t care. I wished I could at least see the clock so I knew how much time we had left, but I just hoped that Taylor was watching.





“How does that feel?” She asked, kneeling again in front of me.





“So good, I’m so fucking turned on,” I said, writhing in front of her.





“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that for you,” she said laughing. “And I want you to know, at any time if you aren’t into this, just let me know and we can stop everything, okay?”





I nodded, grateful that she had reassured me. Even though I was enjoying myself, knowing that I was still in control made me feel safe with her.





She put her hands on my thighs again, pushing them open even wider and gripping me tighter. Then I watched as she lowered her head and licked my pussy, slowly, making eye contact. She pushed her wet, stiffened tongue up over my clit causing me to throw my head back and moan lightly.





“Now remember, don’t make any noise, or else we might get caught,” she said, and I wished I could put my hand over my mouth. She continued licking, and I did everything in my power to stop my cries as she teased my clit with her tongue, flicking it back and forth making me thrust toward her with my hips.





Her hands moved from my thighs back to my ass, lifting me slightly off the seat toward her face. She grabbed me so hard I thought I could be bruised by her fingers, and my clit pulsed with the feeling of being grabbed so hard. I felt her soft lips around my clit and she started sucking hard, her wet tongue still occasionally flicking over me. She brought one hand out from under me and I could feel her press her fingers against my opening.





I knew I couldn’t make much noise but I did my best to beg her without being too loud, even though every word felt like it echoed.





“Please fuck me, Taylor, I need to be fucked please I’ll do anything you say,” I half-whispered. Immediately she pushed her fingers inside of me, and I bit my lip hard to quiet myself as I felt her fingers curl and move against my g-spot. She fingered me faster, flicking against my g-spot every time she fucked me, and I felt my mind going blank with pleasure. I squirmed against the restraints, my whole body tensing and shaking, and I could feel myself ready to cum harder than ever. I couldn’t believe that this much pleasure was possible.





I wanted nothing more than to scream as my orgasm ripped through me. All thoughts of James were entirely out of my head, all I could think of was how hot it was to see Taylor’s face between my legs, sucking and licking my clit even harder as I came. I could feel the vibrations from her mouth as she moaned while I came, and I wasn’t sure I could take any more against my sensitive clit. I twitched against her and she moved her mouth away from me. She continued fucking me slowly, watching me as her fingers in my sensitive pussy started making me even hornier.





“I bet you like cumming hard for me don’t you?” She asked, and I nodded. She stood up and leaned over me, still fingering me. “Tell me if I’m too hard,” she said, and I watched as she took my nipple into her mouth. First, she sucked hard, and then I felt her teeth lightly pinching.





“Oh my god, Taylor, harder, fuck,” I cried as the pleasure radiated through my whole body. She nibbled harder, and suddenly my pussy didn’t feel as sensitive. Instead, I was doing everything I could to bounce up and down on her fingers, making her fuck me even faster. I tried to rub my clit against her hand and she noticed and moved her thumb up to flick the hard nub.





I came again, even more easily, and I could feel my juices dripping down her hand and onto my legs. I was so surprised with how quickly I’d cum the second time, and I felt like I could keep going. She let go of my nipple and brought her hand up to my mouth.





“Open,” she said, and I did. She pushed her fingers into my mouth, and I sucked them eagerly, tasting myself on her. She watched me intently as I sucked, and I made sure to look her in the eye. I felt so dirty but I didn’t care. I moaned as she pushed her fingers into my mouth even more.





“God, you’re so hot,” she said, pulling her fingers out of my mouth. “I wish we had more time, but we’ve got about 3 minutes.”





“Oh my god, really?” I asked in disbelief, my heart skipping with panic. The session had flown by so quickly. “I wish we had more time. I know that’s wrong but I just, I need…”





“It’s okay,” she said, rubbing her thumb against my cheek. “Your secret is safe with me. We probably shouldn’t have done this, but I’m just so attracted to you,” She leaned in and kissed me softly and I kissed her back, and it felt so good to have her soft lips against mine. She pulled away shortly after. “If you don’t want to see me next time, or if you want to switch trainers or anything, I’ll give you my number and you can give me a text.”





I didn’t want a new trainer, I wanted her. It was so wrong of me, and I could feel myself starting to burn up with the feeling of guilt, even though I was so happy.





“I… I mean I don’t want…”





“Don’t worry,” she said, leaning back. “I mean you’re getting married, so I wouldn’t be offended. But I’m here for you, and I’d love to get to know you more if you wanted. Even just as friends, y’know?”





She untied me from the chair and gave me her number. I felt bad about what had happened, but I felt almost as bad that I wasn’t able to do to her what she did to me. I wanted so badly to let her use me, or tell me what to do, I just knew I wanted to be the one making her cum. I wanted to taste her and feel her hot skin against me. I got dressed and then hugged her, and I held on for too long, my hands rubbing down her back. She grabbed the sanitizer and wiped down the seat and jump ropes that she’d used to tie my hands. I got her number, feeling guiltier as reality set into me.





We said goodbye and I walked quickly to the change room. I thought of going home and having James hug me and smell her sweat on me. Would he know? I thought about if he finally did want to have sex, would he be able to tell that I’d cum so hard today, twice? I got into the shower at the gym, trying to scrub any clues off of me.





I couldn’t believe what had happened. I was so surprised at myself, and through my guilt I was almost a little bit proud, thinking of the times my friends had called me a prude. Now I had my own secret, but one that was a little too big. I thought again about whether or not this was some kind of setup by James. But it couldn’t be, right? I imagined he would have gotten me a male trainer if that were the case.





I dried myself off and drove home quickly, my stomach turning. I just needed to see James right away and make sure everything was normal. It was time to see how long I could keep such a big secret.





Chapter 6





I
 came home from the gym and James’ car wasn’t in the driveway. For a moment I felt a bit of panic like he had found out about what had happened and left, but I told myself not to jump to conclusions. When I walked in the front door I noticed a note taped onto it.










Hey hun,







I had to go out, be home later.







James










I sighed with relief as this was a pretty normal note to get from him. He would do this a few times a month, and I always wondered why he wouldn’t send me a text. I always told him to just text me instead of leaving a note, but he’d say he didn’t want to disturb me. Whenever I asked what he was up to he usually said it was his brother or his dad needing help with something. I didn’t like to pry much, but I’d wished he would be more open with me.





But tonight I was happy to see the note. I made dinner and watched TV, checking my phone, but there were no messages from him. I fell asleep with the TV on in the living room and woke up a few hours later to him coming through the front door.





“Hey babe,” I said, rubbing my tired eyes. “Did you have a good night?”





“Why?” He asked. “Were you waiting up for me or something?” His voice sounded quite stern, almost like he was offended.





“No, I just fell asleep on the couch,” I replied. “I mean, I was hoping to see you tonight, but I wasn’t trying to wait up.”





He didn’t say anything and headed toward the kitchen. I normally wouldn’t ask where he’d been, as he was usually so vague, but I was a bit upset with how cold he was acting.





“Did you have a good night?” I asked, trying to approach him openly.





“Yep.”





“What did you get up to?”





“Not much,” he replied.





It was like having a conversation with a wall. I knew I was feeling guilty, and that I’d done something terrible tonight, but this wasn’t the first time he’d come home upset like this, for no reason.





“Okay,” I said and turned the tv off. He focused on his meal, not saying anything. I walked toward the stairs, and as I started up them I heard his voice.





“I went out with Brad,” he said, and I looked back and watched as he played with his food. “That’s it. It’s not like a big deal or anything. You can even ask him.”





“I trust you,” I said, but I didn’t feel like I did. But my empty words seemed to suffice. Besides, who was I to talk about trust, after what I had done?





“Okay,” he said. “I’ll be home for dinner tomorrow, we can catch up. Good night.”





I said goodnight back to him and then headed up to the bedroom. I got into bed and he didn’t come up the stairs until long after I fell asleep.





-





I had the next day off and James was at work. I needed to clear my head. I felt less guilty when I woke up, not that I was any less guilty, but I didn’t feel the same sickness in my stomach. James had already left by the time I crawled out of bed.





I couldn’t stop thinking about Taylor. I wondered what kinds of things she liked, what her favorite foods were, and what kind of music she liked. I wanted to ask her why she became a personal trainer, what state she’s from, and if she owned any pets. I wanted to get to know her, and I wanted her to get to know me. I kept looking at her number on my phone, thinking of what I would say if I messaged her, but I couldn’t.





I was mad at James. Even though it felt silly to be upset after what I’d done, I started thinking of all of the things that had happened over the years. There were a lot of things I’d wanted to do, but my relationship with him had changed those goals. I knew that it was a part of being in an engagement and marriage, but for some reason that day it felt like I’d suddenly woken up and looked around and realized I wasn’t where I thought I was.





My friends were his friends, I’d been encouraged to drop mine. He would only move close to his work, causing me to work from home, against my employer’s wishes. He’d told me I didn’t need to go to school, that it was a waste of time since he had an education so I didn’t need one. It didn’t happen all at once, but slowly over time, I realized I didn’t recognize my environment, this wasn’t me.





I kept thinking of Taylor, as I made coffee and tidied the house. I was so attracted to her, and I wondered if I really did like women. Was I bisexual? Or was I even into men at all? Of course, I’d found James attractive and I loved him so much, but Taylor made my whole body tingle just at the thought of her. I felt guilty that I found her even more attractive than James, but I figured it didn’t help that I was upset with him.





I also couldn’t believe what I let her do to me. I’d wanted James to be a bit kinkier, but we weren’t even sleeping together at all. But my first time meeting Taylor she found out exactly what I wanted, and gave it to me, better than I’d ever had before.





I realized James was lucky to have me. Apart from the incident the night before, I’d always been so loyal to him. I’d never asked too many questions, never argued with him, and I would always cook and clean so he didn’t have to even ask me. I barely spent any money, being as frugal as possible, and the only place I would go was the gym. I was so offended that he wouldn’t want to tell me how his night had been, unless he was hiding something like I had been.





I passed the day going back and forth, thinking of James and Taylor, and the upcoming wedding. Everything was planned and ready to go, and I couldn’t believe I was even thinking about looking at cancellation fees for the venue. I spent the rest of the day wondering how I could tell James that I was thinking about taking some more time.





I made a nice big dinner, and I figured I wouldn’t talk about anything. I was probably just jumping to conclusions, because of my own guilt. He had said we could catch up tonight, so I figured we could just be normal. I figured he might have just been a bit tired the night before. I’d give it a couple of days, see how the night went, and try my best to get back to how we usually were. I knew that everyone had their bad days and bad moods and that maybe I shouldn’t be so quick to follow my feelings of anger.





I skipped my normal gym routine to wait for him to come home. I dressed up a bit, putting on a silky, black dress to surprise him and did my makeup and hair, treating it as a date. I set the table and waited.





He was off work at 5 pm, and it was now 7 pm. I looked at my phone, but there was no message. I paced around a bit, feeling worried. I thought maybe something had happened to him. After all, he did say he would be home for dinner. I called him, and he answered the phone quickly.





“Um hi babe,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry, I can’t talk. I won’t be home until late tonight, something came up,” he said, vague as always. I tried to listen to the background but it was silent. “So have a good night, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow.”





“Okay,” I replied, but I realized I was talking to dead air, as he’d hung up the phone. I was stunned. I wanted to call him back, ask for an explanation, or make him feel guilty by telling him I made a big dinner. But instead, as if on autopilot, I clicked the call button underneath Taylor’s name on my phone.





“Hello?” She asked, and instantly I felt my heart jump.





“Hey, it’s Lauren…”





“Hey, is everything okay?” She asked, sounding concerned.





“Yeah. Um, I was just wondering, are you free tonight?”





There was a pause for a moment, and I thought maybe I’d fucked up by calling her.





“Oh my god. For you? Of course,” she answered and I breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m at work right now, I have one more session and then if you want you can meet me here, and we can go to my house or something?”





“Yes, please. That would be amazing.”





She laughed. “You know, Lauren. I really didn’t expect you to call. If you want to swing by the gym at like 7:45 pm I’ll just finish up quickly and then we can go.”





I agreed, said goodbye, and I hung up the phone. Tonight James would be the one coming home to a note and no explanation.





Chapter 7





I
 left a note on the door for him, word for word what he had left for me the day before. My excitement and frustration made me feel on top of the world like I was possessed by the old me. The me that had enrolled in college, and moved out to the city by myself, bright-eyed and excited for the future. The old me that wouldn’t have changed for anybody.





I arrived at the gym on time and waited in the lobby. The receptionist looked at me a bit funny but then Taylor came out quickly and waved at me. She said something to the receptionist, and he stopped glancing at me. I watched as he closed up for the night, and the last of the gym-goers exited the building. The receptionist opened a panel by the door and turned half of the lights off.





Taylor ran out, “I’m so sorry Dan, I’m just running a bit late,” she said to him, and he shrugged.





“No big deal, just lock up when you’re done. You know the drill. Have a good night guys.” He waved and left the building, and Taylor locked the door behind him.





“I’m so sorry, my last session ran a bit late and I had to fill out all of the paperwork. It happens pretty often,” she said, laughing. She wore a tight grey set of leggings and a crop top, and I couldn’t help but stare at her toned stomach and her perfect breasts. Her long hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her makeup looked flawless.





“It’s okay,” I said. “Take your time, don’t rush.”





“Oh my god, thank you. I shouldn’t leave you out here, do you want to just follow me to the change rooms? Sorry, it’s kinda dark.”





I followed her to the half-lit change room and sat on a bench in front of her locker.





“You look so good by the way,” she said, smiling at me.





I felt myself blushing, grateful for my makeup hiding my warm cheeks. “So do you, I’m so happy to see you.”





She stood in front of me and pushed my hair behind my ear, looking down at me.





“Me too,” she smiled. “We’ll have to talk once we’re out of here, but I won’t be long changing.”





I paused for a moment, wondering how bold I could be. I felt like that strong person I was before James, extroverted and outgoing and I wondered what Lauren of five years ago would have done.





I reached up and placed my hands on her hips, feeling her warm skin beneath my hands. She put her hands on me, and I thought she might push me away like James had the other night, but instead, she moved my hands up and down, rubbing them against her.





“Mind if I help you change?” I asked.





“I’d love that,” she said, and I pulled her toward me slightly. I kissed and licked at her stomach, and I felt her hand at the back of my head, running her fingers through my hair. It felt so good to finally touch her how I wanted. I moved up slowly, snaking my fingers underneath the band of her sports bra and pushing it upwards, revealing her beautiful breasts. I sucked each of her nipples, watching her mouth open slightly as she watched me. I stood up, kissing up her chest and neck, and I moved my hands down to the waistband of her tight leggings.





“I want to pay you back… for yesterday,” I said, and she laughed.





“God there’s so many things I’d take as payment,” she said, pulling at my waist.





She turned me around, my back against the lockers, and I felt her body against mine. She kissed me, her tongue licking at my lips, and I opened my mouth letting her explore. I moved my hands down, pulling her leggings down and I grabbed her ass, pulling her even closer toward me as she kissed me. She moaned slightly, and I felt her hands rubbing at my nipples through my dress. It wasn’t long before she was lifting it by the hem and peeling it off of me before kicking her leggings off.





“There’s so much more I want to do to you now that there’s no timer,” she said laughing. “Although, I didn’t think we’d be doing them here.”





“Me neither,” I said, laughing. “Sorry.”





“If you’re really sorry, you’ll have to prove it to me,” her voice was so stern and commanding, and I felt myself once again melting like putty with her words.





“Just tell me what to do,” I said, still feeling her against me.





“I think maybe I should punish you for being so impatient,” she said, smiling. I felt her grab my ass, her fingers digging into it. I moaned, the hard grip making me feel my pussy pulsing. “You like that?”





“Yes,” I said, feeling her grip me even harder.





“How about if I make your ass so red and sore, that you can’t sit down without thinking about me?” She asked, and I felt my clit throbbing at her words.





“Yes please.” It was like she was a mind reader, knowing what I wanted more than I did.





“Come with me,” she said, and I followed her, wearing only my black, lacy panties and heels.





She led me to a part of the change room with counters lining the room and big mirrors, the perfect place to get ready after a workout.





“Have you ever been spanked before?” She asked, and I shook my head no. “If you don’t like anything at any time, just let me know, and I’ll stop right away, okay? I’ll start slow.”





“Okay, thank you,” I said, feeling so excited and turned on.





“Bend over the counter,” she said, her voice stern once again. I did as she said, my bare breasts touching the cool counter, and I realized I could see myself in the mirror in front of me and to the side, my ass up in the air.





“Hands behind your back,” she said, and I put them behind my back, feeling my breasts press even harder into the counter. I watched as she took out her hair tie and shook her long hair out. It seemed to fall perfectly around her face. I felt her put the tie around my wrists. It was something I could get out of if I wanted to but felt restrictive enough. I jumped when I felt her hand run along my ass.





I watched her in the mirror, and she looked at me smiling deviously. She pulled her hand back and I felt a hard smack. I felt it radiate through my body, my breasts and pussy reacting to the delicious stinging. I couldn’t help but moan.





“Oh my god, again, please,” I whined, and she laughed.





“You’re too easy,” she said, and I felt another smack, this time much harder.





Instantly I felt a sting radiate all over my skin, and it felt like it was pulsing. I’d closed my eyes and before I’d opened them, she hit me again in the same spot. I needed more, feeling so turned on and vulnerable. I needed anything, I just wanted her to touch me. She hit me again and then pinched the sore skin, and I heard her laugh as I squirmed. I could feel my wet pussy tensing desperately. She hit me one more time, and then I heard her speak.





“Nice and red, just like I wanted.” She dragged her hand down to my pussy, pushing them under my panties and she rubbed my slit up and down. I moaned loudly, opening my legs and sticking my ass out even more.





“Now every time you sit down this week, you’re going to think of me bending you over and rubbing your wet little pussy.” I felt her fingers, now slick from my wetness, rub over my clit, and I tensed, enjoying the feeling of her fingers. “I just hope I don’t get you in trouble.”





“I don’t care,” I moaned, rocking back against her hand. James normally didn’t see me naked anyway, but even if he did, at that moment, I didn’t care. All I could focus on was Taylor’s fingers, rubbing my clit.





She stopped as I was starting to feel tingling in my stomach, feeling my orgasm building. I moaned as she moved her hand away, my body relaxing.





“I think I’ll have to make you wait to cum. I think maybe it’s my turn,” she said and pulled my wrists so that I was standing. My legs shook underneath me, and I squirmed, my sensitive pussy still throbbing hard after being so close to cumming.





“I think you’re right,” I said, and I watched us in the mirror, just like our first session. Except for this time she was playing with my breasts, pinching my nipples and watching my face as I moaned and moved under her. I was hers at that moment and I knew I’d do anything she wanted.





“Get down on your knees,” she said, and I did as she said, grateful that the gym had been cleaned before it was closed. I knew however that I was so horny that I wouldn’t have cared anyway. “I want to use that pretty face of yours.”





“Yes please,” I said, looking up at her. “Use me. I want to taste you.”





Chapter 8





S
 he put one leg up on the counter, opening her legs wide, and before she could instruct me I started licking her, moving my tongue all over her pussy, savoring her. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I knew what I would like. I pushed my tongue inside of her, lapping up her wetness, and I felt proud that I’d made her so wet. I pressed my tongue in and out of her, and I felt her thrusting against my mouth.





Then I licked up to her clit, and I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me. I put my tongue out and she held my head still and rubbed her clit against my tongue. I stiffened in and she moaned, grinding faster. Then she let go of me and I quickly took her clit in between my lips, sucking and licking at her quickly as she had done to me. I wished I could finger her, or touch myself, but I was still restrained so all I could do was wait. The more I sucked at her pussy, the more I felt turned on, and I couldn’t wait to make her feel how she made me feel.





I moaned against her clit, and watched as she jumped slightly from the feeling, so I did it again, humming and sucking her. I felt her hand tighten on my head again, her legs getting tense around my head.





“Oh, fuck, Lauren. Your fucking mouth feels so good. You like sucking my pussy?” She asked, and I moaned in response, unable to answer.





She was using me, and I’d never felt so turned on. My breasts bounced slightly as she held my hair firmly and pulled my face against her even more. I felt so wet I could burst, and even though my jaw hurt a bit I kept my mouth against her clit. I didn’t want to breathe, not wanting to disturb the sensation. Her moans got louder and louder, her grip even rougher, and she came hard, her body shaking. I tried to look up to watch her but I couldn’t see her. I kept at her clit, making sure she was done, and finally, I felt her pull her head away from me. I licked my lips as she looked down at me.





“Holy shit, Lauren,” she said, laughing. “God, I bet you want to cum don’t you? You must be so fucking wet.”





“Yes, I need to cum so badly. Please, Taylor,” I begged, sitting back on my heels.





She moved her thumb down to rub over my bottom lip. “I think you need a shower,” she said and helped me to stand. She kept my hands tied, and we walked toward the showers. I kicked my heels off, my legs shaking, feeling so turned on from head to toe.





She turned the shower on in the small stall, and we stepped into the warm water. She reached for the body wash that the gym provided, and poured it onto my chest. She rubbed me up and down, over my breasts and nipples, and down to my hips, her soapy hands gliding easily over my skin. I wanted to touch her soft wet skin, but I couldn’t. She moved against me, one of her legs between mine, and she rubbed her breasts back and forth over mine. I moaned and found myself thrusting against her soapy leg, rubbing my pussy against her skin.





“Go ahead, tell me what you want.”





“Taylor,” I started, my whole mind focused on grinding my pussy against her. “I need to cum, Taylor, please. I can’t wait- oh my god, fuck, I can’t wait any longer.” I was begging, my mind feeling numb to anything but my throbbing wet pussy against her warm, slick skin.





She moved her hand down to her leg and rubbed my clit, her hands slipping so easily over me. I moaned loudly, and it echoed in the showers but I didn’t care, I was so close to cumming already. She kept up the same speed, and I felt my legs shaking. I was so close but I wasn’t sure if I could cum standing up like this, unable to hold on. But then she leaned in and whispered in my ear.





“Well, are you going to cum for me, you little slut?” She asked, rolling my nipple between her thumb and forefinger with one hand and still rubbing me with the other. The way she spoke to me so dirty, whispering as she did this to me was enough to push me over the edge. I cried out, surprised by how intense my orgasm was. It felt like it lasted forever, especially when I heard her purr a “good…keep going” into my ear. I was shaking and moaning, thrusting over and over against her hand. I didn’t even know how I was still standing.





Finally, I was finished, and she moved her hand away from me, and moved up to my wet hair, pushing it back out of my face. I was catching my breath, and once I had she leaned in to kiss me, soft and gentle. I calmed down with her kiss, feeling my body glowing with happiness.





“Lauren, god, you’re so hot,” Taylor said as she broke the kiss, gasping. her hand made its way to my waist.





“You are too, I… I can’t thank you enough. You make me feel so good. I’ve never had this before.” I said, honestly. My whole body felt like it was glowing with blissful relief.





“You make me
 feel good. I don’t know if this is weird, but, well, I was hoping we could still hang out tonight if that’s okay with you,” she said, laughing. “I really want to get to know you more.”





“Of course, I’d love to. I’m free all night,” I said, smiling. “Literally, all night.”





I didn’t feel the same guilt I’d felt the day before. I felt like a new person, or better yet, like the old me. I didn’t know Taylor yet, but she had helped me realize that James wasn’t what I was looking for. I couldn’t believe I’d gone so quickly from picking flower arrangements to having an affair with a woman, not just any woman, but someone so kind and intuitive.





We got ready to leave, drying off together, getting dressed, and laughing our way out to her car. I couldn’t keep my hands off of her as she drove us back to her house. I waited for the familiar sick feeling of guilt to wash over me, but it didn’t. Instead, all I could think of was when and how I would tell James that the wedding was off.




II

Lesbian Teacher’s Pet


Madison Crane is a college student who is having trouble focusing on her hot teacher Ms. Sterling’s psychology class. After Ms. Sterling delivers a lecture on control and dominance, she calls Madison to stay back after class and gives her a special steamy assignment. Will Madison be able to deliver what her teacher desires? And will she be able to give in to her teacher’s demands?





Chapter 1





“
 W
 e always assume that we have total control over ourselves and that it’s necessary for progress. However, many people don’t realize that lack of control can be exhilarating.”





I was in my favorite college class, Psychology 101, and my extremely hot teacher was lecturing us about control. Her name was Ms. Sterling, and finding her so attractive brought me such addictive guilt that I never knew I could feel just from a crush. I found her so alluring that I had trouble even looking her in the eyes, but at the same time, I made sure to never skip a single class. She was the first woman I’d found myself wanting, and she was completely off limits.





“For some, having all control removed and having to entrust someone else with your wellbeing can be liberating,” she continued, glancing around the class slowly.





I always made sure to sit in the back of the class, so it would be easier to sneak glances at her without having to maintain eye contact. I was always afraid she would call on me for an answer, or worse, see me blushing. I’d never been shy around a crush like this before but because of her age and her stature, I found it hard not to be.





“Power, control, and dominance. They are not always tools for corruption, but often underrated ways to experience ultimate relief. All stress of expectations and decision making is removed, leaving only the will of the instructor.”





She was tall and commanding, her brown hair always fixed neatly in a bun, and her black framed glasses more likely to be on top of her head or in her hands than on her face, like a prop. Her sharp cheekbones and scattered freckles above her deep, red lipstick proved that even though she was at least 15 years older than me, she was exactly my type.





Suddenly, I felt my heart jump as her eyes fixated on me. I froze, unable to look away as I didn’t want to show weakness, but quivering under her gaze as she spoke like this, her lecture making me unbelievably wet. She stared at me for a moment, and I was scared she would address me, but instead, she finally broke eye contact and addressed the room once again.





“Between now and our class on Thursday, I want you to document areas of your life where you wish you had less control, and where you wish you had more. Please document these instances and write a 2000-word essay on your findings,” she concluded, smiling. “Class dismissed.”





Her words had my mind in the gutter, and I felt a pang of guilt as I realized how turned on I was about her lecture. Her seductive tone and the subject of dominance and submission had my mind going wild. She was my teacher, much older than me, a woman, and probably had zero interest. I knew it was inappropriate but I couldn’t help how I felt.





I didn’t want to be the last one left behind, or the first one out, so I started up the stairs through a crowd of people. But as soon as I got up to the last stair of the large lecture hall, I heard Ms. Sterling’s voice from below.





“Madison Crane, I’d like to have a word with you.”





I felt like I was caught. I instantly felt so guilty, sharp pains shooting through my stomach. Had she somehow known about my attraction to her? Had my thoughts been readable on my face? Had she somehow found out about the ways I’d fantasized about her before falling asleep at night? She was a psychology teacher, after all, maybe she had some kind of insight that I wasn’t aware of. I made my way down the stairs slowly, wondering what someone like her would want with me.





I approached her slowly as she leaned against her desk. I looked behind me and noticed that the last student had left the room, leaving us alone in the huge lecture hall. I’d never felt so vulnerable and exposed. It felt as if my brain was open and laid on the table and she was getting ready to pick through it with tweezers.





Chapter 2





“
 M
 adison,” she started, her dark eyes looking even larger up close. “I’ve been wanting to pull you in for a chat for a while now. You’re probably simultaneously my quietest student and also my most outstanding.”





I knew now that I was definitely blushing, and I hoped that the small amount of foundation I’d put on before class would hide the burning in my cheeks. I waited for her to continue, but she seemed to be waiting for my reply.





“I…I don’t mean to be so quiet, I can be nervous sometimes. I appreciate that you have liked my assignments,” I replied awkwardly, unsure of how to take the compliment. My grades through all of my classes were pretty good, but for Ms. Sterling’s class, they were phenomenal. I’d always put the most effort in, even if I sometimes found it hard to focus through my arousal. I wanted to make sure that my assignments impressed her.





“I understand. Are you always quiet?” She asked, smiling softly.





“No, not always,” I replied honestly. I was never extremely extroverted, but I could be quite outgoing. I was often quite peppy, finding it easy to get along with most of my peers, even though I was a couple of years older than most of them at 24.





“I spoke with your Brain and Behavior teacher, Mrs. Ellis. She agreed that your work is quite impressive, but remarked that you are quite active in class discussions.” She smiled again, her expression looking almost devious like she knew more than she was letting on.





“Any reason why you are so reserved in my classes? Just curious.” She stood up fully and took a step toward me, closing the distance between us. I felt myself gulp as I locked eye contact with her.





I wished I could be fully open. I wanted to tell her that I found her attractive and that I wanted to do anything she asked me to do. I couldn’t get through a single class without feeling the wetness between my legs and butterflies in my stomach, and I couldn’t fall asleep at night without fantasizing about her hands on my body. I wondered about the worst thing that could happen if I told her. Would I get kicked out of school, or banned from her classes?





“I guess I just find the content really interesting,” I said, my gaze faltering. “Especially because of your… point of view.”





She smiled at me, and took another step closer, crossing her arms.





“And what did you think of today’s class? About control? Are there any instances where the loss of control sounds appealing to you?” Her voice was dripping with a sensual tone, and it felt as if she was leaning toward me, closer with every moment, even though she was a few feet away still. It felt in a way like she was catching me, and exposing me, and I didn’t know if she was doing it maliciously.





I thought for a moment about how far I could push this. I knew that my heightened arousal from her lecture was probably making me interpret the situation as being more intimate than it was, however, I thought I would reciprocate in the vaguest way I could. I wasn’t sure if she had caught me or not, but I wanted to be caught. I decided to take a leap, breathing in and steadying myself to project the casual confidence that I usually had when speaking academically, except with as much sensuality as I could muster.





“I really enjoyed the class. I think quite often about what it would be like to have someone else…be in control of me. Even just physically.” I almost winced with embarrassment from my openness. I made it vague enough to backpedal if needed, but I knew she could see right through my words if she wanted to.





The truth was, I’d always found the idea of being dominated extremely enticing. I had always been attracted to people like Ms. Sterling, commanding and strong, and I found it hard to masturbate without imagining someone restraining me and taking control of me. It didn’t help that this had become a topic in Ms. Sterling’s class. Even though I knew she didn’t necessarily mean dominance sexually, I found it hard not to think of it that way.





“Have you ever experienced that before?” She asked. “Someone else having control over you? Physically?”





“No, but I wish someone would help me experience it,” I replied, feeling tense. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like.” Were we talking about the same thing? I was so turned on I felt my legs shaking slightly.





She took another step forward, closing the distance between us. I looked up at her, feeling so inferior in my yoga pants and tank top in comparison to her business casual outfit.





“Can I touch you?” She asked, and I nodded so quickly that I felt embarrassed all over again.





“Yes,” I paused. “Please, go ahead.”





My backpack was hanging at my side in my hand, but she grabbed it and set it gently on the ground.





“Turn around,” she said.





I obeyed, turning around, and I could feel her behind me. I instantly felt a shiver through my whole body, feeling a slight loss of control just by not being able to see her. I felt even more vulnerable now. My body was pulsing and my nipples became hard instantly, even though nothing had happened yet.





I felt her fingers wrap gently around my wrists as they hung loosely at my sides. She pulled them behind me, holding them firmly, and I could feel her stomach pressed lightly against them.





“How does that feel? To be unable to move?” She asked, her voice much softer and closer to my ear.





I couldn’t believe what was happening. I’d never felt so turned on, my whole body screaming to be touched. Not only was Ms. Sterling turning me on, but the restraint made my mind instantly cloud with pleasure.





“Even better than expected,” I said, suddenly aware of my breathing.





“Is it because of me or the restraint?” She asked, moving even closer.





“Both,” I replied. My body was screaming. The worst part was I didn’t know if she was just showing me a psychological lesson in an unconventional way, or if she intended for me to feel the way that I was feeling. But I knew now that my secret was out.





“It’s still okay if I touch you?” She asked as she moved my wrists to just one of her hands.





“Yes, do whatever you like.”





I almost jumped as I felt her free hand snake around my waist. Her thumb slipped under the fabric of my shirt and I gasped at the smallest bit of contact on my skin.





“I’ve seen the way you look at me sometimes when you think I can’t see you, and I wonder if it has anything to do with your lack of participation in my classes.”





I felt myself immediately flush even redder.





“Yes, you’re right.”





“It’s okay, I’ve looked at you the same way. I’ve always wished you would come to see me after class, but you never do.”





I was so turned on and at the same time nervous, that it took me a moment to register what she was saying. But before I could think of a reply I felt her hand push underneath my shirt and rub across my stomach. I felt like putty in her hands, and without even thinking, I let out a soft moan.





“Do you like when I touch you?”





“Yes,” I replied as her hand dragged back across my stomach. “I want you to keep touching me, please. Anywhere.”





I could hear her laugh slightly and her hand moved up to one of my breasts. She grabbed it in her hand and her fingers made their way to my hard nipple and pinched it lightly, rolling it back and forth between her fingers. I couldn’t help but make noise, the relief of finally being touched making my body feel like it was on fire, and the feeling of pleasure shot down to my clit.





“You’re such a good student,” she whispered in my ear.





“Thank you, Ms. Sterling,” I replied.





She held my wrists firmly still, her manicured nails pressing sharply against my skin, as her other hand continued to work at my nipple, switching between my breasts. She pinched harder, and pulled slightly, listening to my reaction as I moaned and gasped. I kept thinking about how at any moment, another student, staff member, or faculty could walk right into the room. I was grateful there were no windows, but were there cameras? I couldn’t see any, but maybe they were behind me. It surprised me that not only was she willing to risk her job for me but that she wanted me at all.





She moved her hand now down my stomach, slowly, watching as I leaned into her hand desperately. I felt her hand at the waistband of my pants.





“Please,” I said quietly, and she pushed her hand down my pants. I opened my legs as her hand moved down, and her fingers moved to rub up and down my pussy, finally pressing into my wet opening. I opened my legs even more, and my whole body felt on fire.





“Mmmm, you’re so wet, Madison,” she moaned in my ear, and I felt her fingers move up to my hard clit. She moved her forefinger back and forth over my clit, dragging it over the hard nub, and I felt my body stiffen.





“I have another class in about 5 minutes. Don’t worry, not in this room, but I can’t stay for much longer.” She kept playing with my clit, and I felt like I was under her control. “I hate to leave you like this, but I am going to give you a little assignment. We don’t have any more classes this week, but at 7 pm on Friday I expect you to submit your assignment, orally, at my office. You can tell me how badly you want to be controlled. Does that sound good?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied, almost whimpering. I didn’t want her to stop, but she did. She moved her fingers away quickly and let go of my hands, and I felt almost like I was going to fall over with how stiff my legs were from the pleasure.





I turned to look at her, and reality set in. I couldn’t believe what had happened. Ms. Sterling was so gorgeous, and now it almost looked like she was electrified. I wanted her to let her hair down, and I wanted to touch her and find out why she was doing this to me. Did she like me or was this some kind of punishment? I looked at her in disbelief, my pussy clenching with arousal, and I wanted to beg her to continue. Instead, I grabbed my bag off of the ground.





“See you Friday, Ms. Crane,” she said, with a sweet smile as if nothing had happened.





“Okay, thank you,” I stammered. I turned and walked up the stairs of the lecture hall. The walk felt longer than normal as I felt her eyes burn into me. I left class without a second glance backward.





Chapter 3





I
 arrived back at my apartment which I shared with two other students. I was so horny from my interaction with Ms. Sterling that I just wanted so badly to head straight to my room and fantasize about her, but my roommate Kayla was sitting at the table when I walked in.





“Omg, Madi! Come sit with me? I have to tell you something.”





I sat down with her on one of the tall kitchen stools around the high table. I felt every movement, my pussy dripping wet and begging to be touched as I sat down on the chair. It took everything in my power not to rock my clit against the hard surface.





“So,” Kayla started, grabbing my forearm and causing me to jump. She didn’t seem to notice. “I know you always say you don’t want to go to any parties, but I swear I found the perfect man for you and he’s going to be at a house party on Charity Hill Friday night. He’s tall, handsome, and he’s totally your age.”





It made me feel so happy that Kayla had been looking out for me. She’d heard me complain many times about being single and I’d alluded to wanting a boyfriend. Any night before today I would have been open to meeting a new guy, especially someone closer to my age. But at this moment, still wet from Ms. Sterling’s hands, her touch burning into my skin, I didn’t care if there was a whole room full of tall and handsome men my age.





“Kayla, you’re too good to me,” I said, watching her beam with excitement. “But, I don’t think I can do Friday night. I mean, maybe. But a strong maybe. I have an assignment I have to deliver after hours and I don’t know how long it will take.” I felt a bit bad. I knew we would have a lot of fun, and who knows, things with this assignment could change before Friday. But right now my mind was on one track headed straight for Ms. Sterling’s office.





“What time is it at?” She asked.





“Seven, on campus.”





“Oh, I can’t see it taking toooo long. Aren’t you just like, dropping it off? Listen, I won’t be leaving here until at least 10 pm, maybe once you’re done there we can get ready together and head over.”





Kayla was probably right. I didn’t even know what Friday night was going to be. It could just be a weird psychological lesson, or I could show up and the president of the school would be there, handing me a notice that I’m expelled for acting inappropriately with a member of staff. I had no idea what to expect, but I knew I shouldn’t put all of my eggs in one basket.





“Okay, I should be done by then, and if for some reason I’m not, I can always meet you there. Just send me the address.”





Kayla almost jumped out of her seat with excitement. “Yay! I promise you will have such a good time.”





I agreed politely and made an excuse that I needed to make a call and do some homework. We said goodbye and I almost ran to my room, feeling so eager to finish what had been started earlier.





Chapter 4





A
 s soon as I got to my room I threw down my bag and fell into my bed. I stripped my clothes off quickly, almost tearing them off, pretending my hands were someone else’s. I grabbed my breasts roughly, and as I pinched my nipples I closed my legs and ground into the air, my pussy begging to be touched. I teased my nipples as I thrust into the air until finally, I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved one hand to my mouth, sucking and spitting on my fingers, and then I pushed it down in between my legs, opening them as my hand moved in between.





I rubbed my clit hard, pressing the nub back and forth, imagining that it was Ms. Sterling. I put my free hand underneath me, pinning it down with my body and pretending that I was restrained, as I imagined my free hand was someone else’s. I felt myself getting closer to cumming, my stomach fluttering and my head rolling back as I tried hard to stifle my moans, not wanting my roommates to hear. I came hard, shaking and begging wordlessly as my pussy tensed, and even as I’d cum so hard, it wasn’t enough. I needed more, I needed someone’s hands and mouth on my body. I felt deprived without it.





I continued masturbating until I couldn’t stop, making myself cum again, this time with a hand over my mouth, but after my wet, shaking orgasm, my desperate pussy wanted even more. I wouldn’t be satisfied until I had someone fucking me, and I hoped so desperately it would be Ms. Sterling.





Chapter 5





I
 t was Friday, at 6 pm, and I felt almost like I could throw up.





The week had gone by perfectly, almost too much so. I felt like I was on autopilot, trying to get all assignments out of my path so I could entirely focus on Friday. I was so guilty and eager at the same time. I felt so ashamed as if maybe I had been acting so horny and out of control this semester without realizing that my teacher had to string me along out of pity. Or maybe she really was made uncomfortable by the way I’d acted. But I hadn’t recalled acting much different at all, I had looked at her occasionally, but not much different than I’d looked at anyone else. Could she really tell that I was so soaking wet through her lectures that I could barely sit properly?





I felt so disgusting and dirty, but at the same time, I didn’t care at all. I kept thinking of her words. An oral assignment, about how badly I wanted to be controlled. I didn’t care how much of a fool I made of myself at this point, I just wanted to tell her how I felt.





Even though it was an ‘assignment’, I dressed as if it were a date. I styled my hair down, wavy and big, and my long brown hair cascaded down my shoulders. I did my makeup as if I was going to the house party with Kayla. I dressed as if I was going to the club, a short black, fitted skirt and a loud, orange cropped top. If I was shy in her classes, I was gonna show her how extroverted I could be. After all, it wasn’t technically during school hours, I could do whatever I wanted.





Our house wasn’t far from school, but I left a bit early. I walked onto campus, and it almost felt like a different world. The halls and grounds were almost empty, some areas were even dimmed as the sun lowered in the sky. I could hear the echo of my heels clicking as I made my way down the dim hallways that were usually so busy and alive.





I had looked online at the maps of the school so I knew exactly where Ms. Sterling’s office was. I had studied the hallways so I knew exactly where to go. I had studied a lot of things in the past few days as if it were a test. I studied how to be with a woman, what to do and what to expect, and I found it hard to focus as my mind went wild.





I finally arrived at her office at 6:50 pm. The door was slightly ajar, and the room was pitch black. I thought for a moment that maybe she’d forgotten. But as I entered the office I saw a dim light from under an adjoined door. I found a chair in what looked like a waiting room before her office. I took a seat on the hard, rigid, school chair, and turned off my light, waiting in the almost darkness.





It didn’t seem like very long before the door opened, soft light pouring through, and I saw her standing in the doorway. Suddenly everything felt so real.





“Come on in, Madison,” she said softly, and I stood up and followed her into the room. There was a soft light permeating the room from a few lamps, but the room still felt dominated by the large, crawling shadows of the big bookcases lining the wall and the desk in the small space. It had probably still been a bit light out, but there was a large blackout curtain drawn against the window. It wasn’t a huge office, but it was cozy.





She wore a black pencil skirt and an almost cropped white shirt. It hung so close to the top of her skirt that I felt my eyes linger a bit too long, waiting for her skin to be revealed. Her hair was up in its familiar bun, and I realized she had probably been working all day, teaching classes and grading assignments until I’d arrived. I’d imagined her sitting at her desk for hours, reading essays, and I felt almost jealous that I couldn’t have been there to entertain her.





As if reading my mind, or watching my fascination with her, she reached up to her tight bun and removed her hair tie. I watched as her tresses slowly fell out and over her shoulders, her long wavy hair cascading over her. I wanted to touch her, wondering what she looked like under her tight outfit. I felt so desperate and dirty, but I was so horny that I didn’t care what happened to me, or how I looked. She ran her fingers through the top of her head through her hair, shaking it out.





“Thank you for coming, Madison,” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder casually and sitting at her desk. I sat down in the small leather chair in front of her, wishing instead that I had been bold enough to take a seat on her lap.





“No problem, I was excited about the assignment,” I said, feeling too eager.





“Yes, about your oral assignment,” she started. I noticed she held a pencil firmly in her hand, tapping it on the desk. Her glasses were pushed to the top of her head, causing her hair to frame her face.





“I have been thinking all week so hard about what you have prepared for me, so please go ahead,” she said, and I felt my body instantly sweat with nervousness.





“I…umm-, I didn’t really prepare anything necessarily,” I said, honestly. In my mind, this had gone one way or the other. It was either a risk or a payoff, and I’d been leaning toward the latter.





“Well, I had expected that my best student would have been prepared,” she paused for a moment, looking almost disappointed. “So what are we going to do now? You’re either going to have to improvise and tell me how badly you want to be controlled, or we can just call this a day.”





I finally got what she was saying. This was what I’d thought, she was just playing her role. I felt my body melting with excitement already. I smiled and leaned back in the chair, finally ready to play my part and shine.





“It’s not really that I want to be controlled,” I started, and watched as she leaned forward over her desk with interest. “That’s what I need. I’m so reckless. I couldn’t even do the assignment that you gave me. I think I need someone to put me in my place.”





She smiled quietly and took her glasses off, playing with them in her hands in front of her for a moment before setting them down.





“Go on,” she said, and I took a deep breath. I hadn’t expected to have to work this hard.





“I want help. I don’t want any control. I don’t even want to be able to move. I just want to experience the exhilaration, as you said in your lecture, and the pleasure
 of being completely at the will of another person.”





“You want it, or you need it?”





“I need it.”





I could feel my pussy throbbing so hard I could almost hear it. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep up the act of being so calm and unphased.





“I think I can help you with that,” she said. She stood up out of her seat and walked around to the other side of her desk, closing the distance between us. She leaned on the desk, her long smooth legs stretched out in front of me.





“God, I’m so happy you showed up. I thought it was a bit of a reach, but I’ve thought about this for a long time.” Her voice and face had softened slightly, and it made me want her even more.





“Me too,” I replied, smiling.





“At any time, if you want to stop, or don’t like what I’m doing, or even need to just pause for a moment, just tell me and I will stop. You must know that ultimately, you are in control.”





“Okay,” I said, feeling more and more comfortable. “I will tell you to stop or pause if I need to.”





“Good. Stand up,” she said, her voice now much sterner.





I did as she said. I put my purse on the floor beside the chair, and stood in front of her, my legs almost shaking. Not from fear, but excitement. She stepped toward me, and I suddenly felt a bit awkward, unsure of what to do with my hands. I realized I was holding my breath as she got closer. She stopped right in front of me, inches away, and I thought of her smooth legs and tight skirt, and her big soft lips in front of me.





“I bet you want me to touch you, don’t you?”





“Yes,” I said instantly.





“Your pussy must be so wet already, isn’t it?”





“Yes,” I replied again, almost desperately.





She lifted her hand for a moment near my chest, as if to touch me. I stopped breathing for a moment, hyperfocused on her hand, already feeling it burning into my skin. But instead, she withdrew and addressed me once again with her rough tone.





“Bend over my desk, and spread your legs,” she demanded and stepped behind me.





Chapter 6





I
 walked over to her desk, feeling a bit taller than I normally was from the heels. I bent over her desk, my arms underneath my head, and I could feel my short, tight skirt slightly hiking up a few inches from my change in position. I wondered what Mrs. Sterling could see as she stood behind me.





“Good girl,” she said, and I shivered. “Hands behind your back.”





I paused for a moment, as my hands were under me. I put them behind my back and repositioned myself, my head now against the cold surface of the desk, along with my breasts, pressed onto the hard table. My ass was in the air slightly, and with my hands behind me, I felt like I was completely on display.





Suddenly, a cool metal object was against my wrists, and I heard one click and then another, realizing she had just handcuffed me. I moved my arms for a moment, testing the restraints and seeing how much room I had to move, which wasn’t much. I could feel my nipples and clit getting harder as I realized I couldn’t use my hands.





“Perfect,” she said. I felt her hands grab onto my hips, and as she continued she dragged them over my ass. “God, you’re so hot like this. So open for me to do whatever I want to you.”





“Please, do whatever you want,” I said.





“Don’t worry, I will. The last thing I need is your permission.”





Her hands gripped my ass hard, and I groaned loudly, surprising myself. I could feel my skirt moving up even higher from the movement of her hands, and finally, she grabbed it and pushed it up completely. I could feel the air on my skin, and I wiggled my hips, raising my ass even higher in the air.





“So tell me, Madison,” she started, her hands on my skin. “Are you just into being restrained? Or a bit of pain? Tell me what you like, and if you’re good I might give it to you.”





I didn’t even need to think before I replied. I was so wet that I was getting less and less shy by the minute.





“I do, I mean, I think I do…like pain. I’ll tell you if I don’t, just please, do anything to me.”





She took my cues loud and clear, and I immediately felt her dig her fingertips into my skin, and I pushed back against her, daring her to squeeze even harder. She did, and I moaned loudly.





She took her hands off of me, and then I heard a loud smack land on my ass, on the right side, and then again on the left. I jumped at both, and I felt as the sensation rippled through my body, making my clit even harder and my pussy wetter.





“More, please,” I begged, and she cut me off before I could continue.





“I decide what you will receive, not you. You don’t get to tell me what to do.”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied obediently. I figured it might be best to be quieter, and just ride the wave of the pleasure she was giving.





She spanked me again, this time harder, and once more on the other side. I couldn’t help but moan. Just because I’d been told not to beg didn’t mean I couldn’t be vocal.





With each hit I could feel my skin ripple with a warm tingle, followed by numbness and pleasure, before the next hit. The sound was so loud that I wondered if anyone could hear it. I knew that there weren’t many people in this part of the building, but it wasn’t empty.





She stopped for a moment, and I felt my body relax for a moment. Suddenly, I felt her hand smack my pussy. I jumped but then before I could react I felt her grind her hand against it, rubbing me hard as the pain subsided immediately. I ground myself onto her hand eagerly.





“You like this don’t you, you little slut? You’re so fucking wet for me.”





“Yes -oh my god, yes I like it,” I stumbled as I felt her slip her fingers past my panties and inside of me, and I didn’t realize how wet I’d been. Her fingers slipped in so easily, and she fucked me so hard with her fingers already. My body was completely overwhelmed with excitement.





“Your pussy fits so well around my fingers. Look how good you stretch for me,” she said, and inserted another finger, making me feel so full. “I bet you could cum already, couldn’t you?” She asked, and I felt her thumb graze against my hard clit. I jumped, feeling so close as she rubbed against my g-spot.





“Yessss, mmm please,” I moaned, my brain slipping away. I stood on my tiptoes, legs shaking as she fucked me with her fingers. I couldn’t believe how close I was already.





“That’s too bad,” she said and removed her hand away from me instantly. My empty pussy clenched, needing more, and I groaned in disapproval. “If you’re going to do good in my class, you’re going to have to participate and work hard.” My head was pulled back quickly as she grabbed my ponytail and tugged it back “Got it?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling.”





“Good, now stand up,” she demanded, and I obeyed. She undid the cuffs on my wrist and turned me around. I felt so overwhelmed when I saw her, almost forgetting what she looked like. Seeing her with her hair undone and her devious smile made me realize I was ready to do whatever she said.





She grabbed my wrists, pulled them in front of me this time, and put the handcuffs on them, securing my hands in front of me. She then pushed my shirt up, revealing my breasts. I ached for her to touch them but she didn’t.





“Lay back on the desk, and wait here,” she said and helped me to the edge. She pushed me back gently onto the surface. I watched as she walked behind me and pulled something out of the drawer of the desk I was laying on.





I watched as she leaned over me from behind the desk, and I felt her hair tickling my skin as it hung down. She rubbed my nipples slowly, watching me for a moment as I squirmed and moaned.





“Deep breath,” she said, and I did as she said. I felt as she cupped a plastic nipple sucker over each of my nipples. There was a slight pinching as they suctioned, but immediately I felt pleasure washing over me as it felt like someone was gently sucking at my nipples. Every time I moved the feeling multiplied, and I found it hard not to bounce to move my breasts. Ms. Sterling flicked each sucker and I cried out loudly.





I wished she would take her shirt off and let me suck her breasts. I wanted her to moan and feel as good as she was making me feel, and I knew I wanted to taste her. For the first time in my life, I realized how much the thought of being smothered in a woman’s breasts turned me on. I was about to ask her but before I could she walked back around to the front of the desk, in between my legs. She leaned over me, placing her hand behind my head, and she lifted it and propped a small cushion underneath so that I could see her better.





She was still wearing her white shirt, but now I could see her nipples poking through the fabric slightly, making me lick my lips. She had taken her skirt off, leaving just her black, lacy panties, and I watched as she put on a strap on with quite a big dildo.





“I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll still feel it in class on Monday,” she started, rubbing her hands up and down my inner thighs. “And you’re going to take it like a good little slut, since you have no other option. This is my pussy now, and I can do what I want with it.”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I said, feeling my legs shake. I wanted her to fuck me so badly, my empty pussy craving to be filled.





She grabbed my thighs and held them open, lifting one leg over her shoulder, and the other she pushed open with her hand. She was a lot stronger than I’d thought, and I realized I probably couldn’t move if I wanted to. She was right, I was hers to do as she pleased.





She pressed herself against me, the tip of the dildo slowly teasing my entrance. She rocked in and out gently, barely pushing inside of me. I was ready to start begging to be fucked, before she finally pushed inside. Even though I was so wet, I still felt every inch as she pushed in so slowly, and she didn’t stop until she reached my cervix, stuffing me entirely.





I expected her to continue, but she just paused there, watching me deviously. I tried hard to rock my hips toward her, needing to feel her fill me over and over again, but I couldn’t budge from the hold she had on me. I’d never been teased so hard, my pussy clenching over and over.





“Please Ms. Sterling…” I moaned.





“Please what? Tell me what you want. You can’t seem to be vocal in my classes, so I’ll have to train you.”





Normally I would be quite shy to ask for what I wanted, but I was so turned on that I didn’t care anymore.





“Please fuck me, Ms. Sterling, please. I’ll be your little fucktoy and do whatever you say I just need to be fucked.” I didn’t know where this part of me was coming from, but I couldn’t help but speak so dirty. I would have said anything at that moment.





“Good,” she said, and pulled the dildo out of me entirely, and thrust it back in again. She kept fucking me, slowly, still almost teasing me but I rode the wave of pleasure that was building inside of me.





“Yes, that feels so fucking good,” I said, and she picked up speed with my words.





“You like being fucked hard like this?” She asked, slamming into me. I moaned loudly and nodded my head. “God who knew you’d be such a needy little slut. I bet you could cum without me even touching your clit.”





She was right, I was so turned on that I felt like if I let it happen I could almost cum at any moment if I wanted to. I’d never had someone talk to me so dirty, or tease me so badly. Every time she thrust into me, it was so hard that I could feel my breasts bouncing wildly, the nipple suckers moving and making my clit feel harder and harder. If she touched it I would probably explode, but she didn’t. I could feel myself tensing, almost ready to cum.





“You probably could cum, but you’re not allowed to. I get to say when you can cum, got it?” She asked, and I nodded my head, even though I wasn’t sure I could hold back.





I tried my best, right on the very edge of having an orgasm, and I managed to stay there as she pounded into me. I tried not to look at her perfect body and hard nipples, or her long flowing hair, or the redness in her cheeks, because I knew even just the sight of her was almost too much to handle. I was so close, unable to hold on any longer, but before I could let go I felt her pull the dildo out of me completely.





“Don’t you dare fucking cum. I’ll tell you when you can.” My pussy was aching, feeling so swollen and deprived. I could feel my toes wiggling, as I squirmed, being denied an orgasm that was so close to ripping through me.





Chapter 7





S
 he took the strapon off and removed the dildo. It was soaked with my juices, my pussy still feeling so wet. She rubbed it against my slit for a moment, getting it even wetter, and then walked behind me again.





“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.” She said, and I did as she said.





She rubbed the dildo against my tongue, letting me taste myself, and I took it into my mouth, sucking it hard and cleaning it off.





“I don’t even need to tell you what to do, you’re so desperate for your holes to be filled you don’t even care which one. Go ahead, keep sucking. I want to see how much you can take.”





She didn’t press against my throat, but instead, I moved my head up and down, bobbing on the dildo. I took it as deep as I could, almost choking on it as she watched me.





“Good girl,” she said, as I stuffed my mouth. I felt her free hand grab one of the nipple suckers, and she pulled it off, the suction making a loud pop. As the blood rushed back into my nipple she grabbed it, squeezing and making me moan over the dildo in my mouth. She did the same to the other one, and then slowly removed the dildo from between my lips.





“If you keep it up, I might let you cum tonight. If not, I’ll have to make you wait for next time.” My mind was buzzing with her words. I was so overwhelmed with excitement just from this
 time, I hadn’t even thought of the possibility of having this happen again. As excited as I was though, I knew I needed to cum tonight.





“I’ll do whatever you say, please. I need it.”





“Look how fucking vocal you are now, but in my class, you can’t even put two words together. I expect your class participation to be much better on Monday. You think you can do that?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling.”





“Since you’re so eager to put your mouth to use, I think it’s time I had my turn.” She said, and she leaned down to uncuff my hands.





As soon as she did, I couldn’t help myself. Her breasts were hanging over me, almost touching me, and I reached my hands up to grab them. They were so big and full in my hands, and I pushed her shirt up to reveal the hard nipples I’d been watching all night.





She grabbed my hands and moved them off of her, and I was disappointed as I’d expected her to want me to touch her.





“You don’t get to decide what happens next, I do. Luckily, it seems you want what I want.”





She held my wrists firmly against the table and pressed her breasts against my face. I licked back and forth between her nipples, sucking and licking them desperately. I went back and forth between them, feeling proud as a moan slipped out between her lips. I moaned back, sucking hard, feeling my pussy getting even wetter.





“I think it’s time you showed me how good that mouth of yours really is,” she said.





She moved back and grabbed onto my arms, dragging me so that I was lying across her desk lengthwise. She pushed everything that she had on the desk onto the floor carelessly, and I heard stacks of paper and trinkets fall onto the floor. Now my whole body was on the desk, and before I knew it she had climbed onto the desk too. She straddled herself over my face, her panties now gone, and I wanted so badly to taste her.





“Please Ms. Sterling, I want to taste your pussy, I need to,” I begged, unable to wait any longer. I wrapped my hands around her thighs, but I waited for her to permit me.





“You really are such a perfect little fucktoy, Madison. I wish I could keep you on my desk like this all day, and ride your face whenever the fuck I felt like it. Wouldn’t you like being used like that?”





“Yes, please Ms. Sterling,” I moaned. I didn’t know what had come over me. I wanted her pussy against my face almost as much as I wanted to cum.





Thankfully I didn’t need to wait any longer as she lowered herself toward me. I grabbed her thighs even harder, and without even thinking I dove my head in between her legs. It was like my only purpose was to pleasure her, and I was so eager to make her cum. I controlled her with my hands, rubbing her slit along my tongue, savoring the sweet taste of her pussy. I stuck my tongue inside of her and tensed it as I plunged it as deep inside of her as I could. I felt as she bounced lightly on my face, fucking herself with my tongue.





I moved her back slightly, and I felt for her clit with my tongue. I came across her hard nub and I knew immediately it was her clit from the way she moaned as my tongue ran over it. I took it in between my lips, sucking hard and flicking my tongue over it quickly and firmly, and I felt her legs twitch under my hands.





“Oh god your mouth is so good, Madison. I wish I could ride your face like this in front of the whole class, and let them see how to really take control of someone. I’d make an example out of how much of a hungry fucking little slut you are. And I bet you’d like every fucking moment of it, wouldn’t you?”





I moaned loudly against her clit, unable to reply, and as I did she ground down even harder against my face. The thought turned me on so much. I imagined her inviting me up in front of all of my peers, laying me on the desk, tying my hands and riding my face until she came, continuing her lecture on dominance and control as I serviced her throbbing wet pussy.





I was so lost in this fantasy that I hadn’t noticed she had leaned her face down in between my legs. Her body was pressed against mine, and I felt her fingers snake along my inner thighs, sending shivers up my spine. I opened my legs eagerly and had to focus so hard on continuing to work her clit with my mouth. Without any teasing or warning, she took my clit between her lips, and I was filled with so much unexpected pleasure that I moved my head away from her for a moment to moan.





“If you stop, I’ll stop too,” she said, and without even replying I went right back to licking her. I felt her tongue on me, and I tried to copy what she was doing. She worked me with her expert mouth and I felt my eyes rolling back in my head as I sucked her even harder. Every time I picked up the pace she did too, and I thought I might cum before she did. I heard her moaning against me and I moaned back, feeling even more turned on as she ground her pussy desperately against my face. I didn’t want it to end.





Even though my mouth was starting to get tired, I continued, and I felt her legs tense around my face, and her pussy twitched under my tongue. She was so close, and she lifted her head off of my clit while I continued.





“Fuck Madison, you’re going to make me cum all over your fucking pretty face,” she cried, and I felt as she tensed over and over, releasing her orgasm. I kept sucking her and licking, listening to her moans as she continued to grind and moan. I could feel her wet pussy leaking over me, juices running over my lips and as soon as she was done I moved my mouth back to suck and lick at her, cleaning up her delicious cum.





She didn’t waste any time before burying her head between my legs and her fingers in my pussy, pumping me and sucking me hard. I could feel the warmth in my stomach and my legs tensing so hard I thought they might cramp.





“Oh my god, please can I cum, please,” I cried, remembering what she had said earlier.





“Mmmm,” she replied with a moan, not wanting to move her lips from my sensitive clit.





I completely let go, as I felt my orgasm tearing through me, my whole body shaking. After being denied for so long my orgasm was so much more intense than it had ever been before and seemed to last so much longer. My mind was completely blank and the only thing I could focus on was the sensation of her mouth. I couldn’t even form any words, I just yelled and moaned and didn’t care if anyone else in the building could hear us. I kept going as long as she sucked me until I felt the wetness running down between my legs.





We laid there for a moment, catching our breath. As soon as I felt like I was finally regaining normalcy after cumming, her tongue would flick over my clit, and my brain would go right back to being empty and docile as my sensitive clit jumped. She teased me like this a few times, and finally got off of me. She stood beside the table and I felt her grab my legs and pull me toward her. I was so tired and blissful that I could have fallen asleep right there, but she gently pulled my shoulders and I sat up straight, my shaking legs dangling over the edge of the desk.





“God you did so fucking good,” Ms. Sterling said, rubbing up and down my waist.





“Thank you, Ms. Sterling.”





“As hot as it is when you call me that, my name is Jessica.”





“Jessica…” I started, but I froze as I felt her hand snaked across my cheek.





I looked at her for a moment, her flushed face and half-open eyes. Her hair was stuck to her, and I followed it down with my eyes. Before I looked back up at her I felt her press her lips against mine, kissing me softly. I moaned, feeling turned on all over again just from the soft feeling of her lips, and I could feel myself melting against her. She licked at my bottom lip softly, nibbling on it, and then finally pulled away, her eyes alight.





“You passed,” she said with a smile, and I couldn’t help but start laughing.





“I was hoping I’d fail, so I’d have to submit it again.”





Ms. Sterling smiled and ran her hand up my thigh.





“I haven’t even told you yet about Monday’s assignment.”





I paused for a moment, processing what she was saying while her hand on my thigh had me in a trance.





“So this isn’t just a one-time thing then?” I asked, grabbing her hand and pulling it up my thigh further.





“No way, are you kidding?” She asked, laughing. “I don’t even know how I’ll be able to get through another lecture with you in the room as it is.”





“Good,” I replied. “I could do this after every class.”





Ms. Sterling helped me to stand and she pulled my clothes back on before I could. She smoothed my hair and gave me another soft kiss, her warm body pressed against mine. The feeling of her lips made me feel turned on all over again, but I felt so relaxed and a bit tired.





“Would you like to stay for a coffee?” She asked, checking her lipstick and hair in a mirror on the wall. “I know it’s maybe a bit unconventional, but I really would like to get to know you more.”





“Of course, that would be amazing, I replied, sitting down again in the chair. I looked at her and thought of her first name, Jessica, and I felt myself wanting to know everything about her. I’d never met anyone so fascinating and forward, or someone who had wanted me so badly and wanted me to feel better than I ever had before, and I couldn’t wait to get to know her. I felt spoiled to even have the opportunity.





I checked my phone while Ms. Sterling went to grab us coffee from the staff room, and I couldn’t believe that it was already 10 pm. I felt a rush of guilt as I was supposed to meet Kayla. I looked at my phone and saw just one text from her, which was surprising as I’d expected to see a whole lot.





“So sorry Madi, the party was canceled, and the guy I was gonna set you up with had to leave the city for the weekend. I’m just gonna chill and go to bed early tonight, I’m not feeling too well anyway. Good luck with your assignment!”





I felt so relieved, and I put my phone back into my purse and relaxed. It was as if everything was meant to be.





Chapter 8





I
 was walking toward my class Monday morning, and it felt strange to know that I was sharing Ms. Sterling with all of my classmates, after such a personal night. We’d spoken for hours before leaving the school, and all weekend I’d thought about what it would feel like to see her again, outside of her dimly lit office. I sat at the back of the class, waiting for her lecture and thinking of how much I would participate. Now instead of avoiding her eye contact, I would crave it.



I watched as she entered the room, her hair up, glasses in hand, and a tight but quite modest black dress hugging her body. She looked at me as soon as she entered the room, her gaze unmistakably fixed on me, and I felt myself squirming in my seat already. She cleared her throat and addressed the class, continuing her lecture from Friday, but it felt as if she was speaking right to me.



I could barely process the words she was saying, my mind going from her gorgeous body to her soft voice and her strong gaze. As she spoke it felt as if I was all alone. I imagined Ms. Sterling bending me over her desk, pulling my hair and fucking my brains out right there in class, my moans echoing in the loud room. I imagined her spanking me with the yardstick by the chalkboard, calling me names, and reminding me of how much of a desperate slut I was.




III

Dominated and Restrained by Lesbian BFF


Best friends Danielle and Kaylee are invited to a masquerade party by a mutual college friend. While trying on costumes, Kaylee convinces Danielle to try on a corset. Danielle finds she likes the feeling of being restrained by the tight fabric more than she thought she would, and she can’t stop fantasizing about her gorgeous, dominant best friend as Kaylee tightens her corset. Will she be able to fulfill her wildest fantasies with Kaylee? Will she be forced to sacrifice her friendship for what s





Chapter 1





I
 couldn’t believe that I was going costume shopping during the first sweltering week of July. I’d received an invitation from my college friend, Mackenzie, to attend her big masquerade-themed party with very specific instructions to be in full costume. I’d never been the type of person who usually liked parties or dressing up, but my best friend Kaylee had been invited too, and she convinced me it would be fun.





Kaylee asked me to meet her at a costume store downtown that was open year round. I had browsed their website and I couldn’t believe how much variety they had. Not only did they have Halloween-type costumes, but they also had some outfits that were vintage and thrifted. I wasn’t looking forward to dressing up, but I was excited to look at all the costumes.





I pulled up to the storefront and before I even opened my car door, Kaylee had run over to greet me. She was wearing a beautiful sun dress that cut above her knees, big chunky sunglasses, and a huge wide-brimmed hat, her long, brown, wavy hair flowing down over her shoulders. She pulled me in for a hug as soon as I stood up, as she usually did. I always looked forward to her hugs.





She held me tight for a moment, my face buried in her shampoo-scented hair.





“Danielle!” She exclaimed, pulling back and looking at me. “I’m so excited for today. We’re gonna have so much fun.”





“Me too,” I said, locking my car. “This place is huge,” I said, looking at the building in front of us. It stood crammed into the row of shops downtown, but the dark building towered over the others with its four-story height.





We walked into the store and I was blown away by how huge it was inside. The ceiling was quite high, and it seemed as if the items had completely covered the walls. I saw a sign for costumes continuing downstairs, upstairs, and dressing rooms at the very top level.





“Hi, ladies,” a woman sitting at the front desk greeted us. She had enormous, teased black hair and wore a lot of jewelry and a pinup style dress. “Feel free to look around and ask me if you have questions. Take your time! You can try anything on upstairs. Just let me know if you need any help to carry the items up there.”





We thanked her and went on our journey, searching through the store for hidden treasures. It felt like we could have been there all day and we wouldn’t have seen everything there was to see. It was becoming more fun than I had originally thought.





Kaylee and I walked downstairs until we found some outfits that gave off a more formal feeling. There was an entire section lined with sequins and lace, from big puffy dresses to flapper outfits, prom dresses, and even fancy-looking lingerie. I couldn’t stop looking through everything, wondering what they would look like on me.





“Danielle, there’s a legit corset here. This would look so good on you,” Kaylee said, laughing.





“Yeah, no thanks, sounds painful,” I replied, laughing. I couldn’t imagine myself in a corset. Not that I wouldn’t wear dresses or formal wear, but I would always wear the most loose-fitting comfortable clothes I could find.





“Nothing wrong with a bit of pain,” she said, laughing. “I’m putting it in the basket.”





“Okay, fine, but you’re helping me,” I replied, and I watched as she smiled.





We kept shopping for a while, finding more and more ridiculous costumes. Finally, we had looked through enough of our section to try on some clothes. We had a huge basket full of boas, masks, jewelry, and outfits from tons of different eras. We walked up the three flights of stairs to the upstairs of the shop, not seeing another person on the way. By the time we got to the top, we were both panting. It was so hot in the shop and walking up the stairs didn’t help. Each floor was warmer than the last.





“I bet if we came here in October, we’d be waiting in a line outside,” Kaylee remarked as we arrived at the dressing rooms, laughing.





I’d expected dressing rooms like the tiny, cramped spaces at the mall stores, but instead, there were separate rooms. We entered one room, and a gigantic window on the opposite wall was pouring with sunlight. A big oval mirror sat on a stand in front of the window. There were hooks all along the walls, a large table, and a few chairs. There was also a button to ring the front desk for service.





“Wow,” Kaylee said, setting her basket down on the table. “This place is amazing. I guess we can share this dressing room.” We’d changed in the same room tons of times before, at the gym, sleeping at each other’s houses, and the times we’d gone swimming together. We’d seen each other naked more times than I could count. It only made sense to share the room.





“Sounds good to me,” I said, taking off my t-shirt, and leaving just my bra. “I’m dying from this heat.”





“Me too.”





Kaylee was quick to get undressed as well. I watched as she pulled her sundress up over her head and I found it hard to look away. Her body was so perfect. I watched as she put on a flapper dress she had found in the long rack of clothes. It was black, with long tassels at the bottom and top and shiny sequins all over. It hugged her body perfectly, like it was made for her. She put on a small black hat and long gloves.





“Danielle, dear, could you fetch me a cigarette? I’m awfully
 stressed,” she said dramatically, with the back of her hand to her forehead. We both laughed as she broke character.





“That outfit looks so good on you. It suits you so well,” I said. I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her as she spun around in the mirror.





“Thanks, it’s a good fit, but I don’t know if it’s like, mysterious enough, y’know?” She sighed, taking off her long black gloves. “Your turn.”





I looked at the outfits on the table. I’d picked a few distinct looks. One was a loose and flowy white dress that reminded me of black and white movies. Another was a big puffy, red and black sleeveless dress with lace detailing to go with the corset. The last was a flapper-type dress, similar to Kaylee’s, but without the tassels and gloves.





“Maybe we should just get the corset over with,” I said, laughing nervously. Kaylee nodded and grabbed it off of the table.





I took off my shorts, leaving just my black bra and lacy panties. I walked toward the mirror so that I could see myself. Kaylee brought the lacy corset over to me and wrapped it around my body. It was a real corset, and I could feel the boning pressing against my skin slightly as she held it around me lightly, gripping the ribbons at the bottom. It came up high enough to hold my breasts, and I realized that I probably should have taken my bra off. I watched as she paused behind me, looking at me in the mirror.





“You ready?” She asked, and I nodded.





I didn’t know if it was the heat or the fact I wasn’t wearing any clothes, but I felt nervous and excited about the corset. I felt myself flinch, trying not to show my restlessness as Kaylee stood so close behind me. I hoped she couldn’t see the goosebumps on my skin. Why was I reacting this way?





She pulled the ribbon tighter, and I watched as it conformed to my body, hugging me tightly. I could feel every section as she pulled, tightening the corset around me. It surprised me how good it felt to be constricted.





“Okay, I’ll start now,” she said, watching me through the mirror.





“Umm, what do you mean, start
 ? Didn’t you already?”





She laughed, “Kind of, I just got the ribbon ready.”





“Okay, I’m ready,” I said, surprised at how snug it already felt. I knew I liked the constriction so far. Maybe I was the perfect candidate for a corset.





This time she pulled the ribbons tightly, and I felt the corset tightening across my back. I felt each loop as she closed the gap tighter between them, waiting in anticipation for the next. I felt my stomach being sucked in and felt restrained as she pulled me tighter and tighter. Without even thinking, focused entirely on the feeling of the ribbons tightening, I heard myself moan loudly.





I hoped Kaylee didn’t notice, and I immediately felt my face get hot. There was no way she wouldn’t have heard me. She was so close. If she had done that, I would have played it off, pretending I hadn’t heard anything. But Kaylee was different.





She paused, holding the ribbon taut and looking at me in the mirror.





“Does that feel good?” She asked, and I nodded slowly.





“Yes, I mean, I guess,” I replied, laughing. “I guess there’s just something about having someone else tightening it. I mean, I don’t know,” I fumbled, wanting to retract my statement. What was I even saying?





Kaylee continued silently, and I felt her pull the ribbons tight again. I gasped slightly, and I noticed my nipples were extremely hard. My whole body felt prickly, especially around the corset. I could feel her fingers pressing through the thick fabric into my back as she steadied herself and pulled even more. The tight corset pushed my breasts up a bit, making them look even bigger. She seemed to enjoy each pull of the ribbons.





“Still good?” She asked, and I felt embarrassed.





“Yes,” I replied, short and honestly. I couldn’t explain why, but feeling the snug corset around me made me feel vulnerable and stuck. It was like I was bound up, except I knew I could move.





“You want it tighter?” I heard her ask, almost in a whisper. I felt a shiver through my body, from my throbbing nipples to my pussy. She was serious. I watched the way she looked at me through the mirror, her intense stare burning through me. I looked at myself, my breasts being squeezed out of my bra slightly as the boning pushed it up. My mouth was open as if I was ready to moan. I hadn’t realized how intimate this could be, and neither had Kaylee.





“Yes, I think it would feel better… if it were tighter,” I managed. She watched me as I felt her hands move back down to the bottom of the back of the corset, holding the top taut and tugging the bottom even tighter. This time I couldn’t even stop myself if I tried moaning loudly as Kaylee secured it even more.





“Yesss, that’s… oh that is good,” I said, and then felt myself snap back to reality. “It’s uh, it’s a good fit. It feels perfect.” I said, trying to save myself.





“Oh good, I’m glad. I’m glad it’s tight enough for you,” she said, her voice almost raspy. Or maybe I was imagining it, feeling almost in a trance from the tight bondage. She tied it and rested her hands on my waist, turning me slightly and looking at my body in the mirror, her eyes burning into me. It felt like she was waiting for me to make the next move.





I still felt embarrassed, but I was so turned on that I started to not care. Kaylee and I had been close friends for so long, but I’d never felt like this. I knew it was probably just the situation, but I remembered how I looked at her as she undressed earlier. I had felt no certain way about her then, but I hadn’t been able to peel my eyes off of her.





I knew a lot about Kaylee, probably everything there was to know. I knew she’d been with men before, but since college, she usually slept with women, and I knew she was more adventurous and kinky than I was. She had told me lots of stories about the different things she’d done and I always lived vicariously through her, jealous that none of my boyfriends had been as adventurous as her partners. She knew I’d always wanted to try something out of my very vanilla comfort zone and I couldn’t help but think she was giving me a preview.





I felt like my pussy was taking over my brain, my whole body just focused on the throbbing between my legs. I felt so dirty, and nothing had even happened. My whole body was heightened, focusing only on her hands pressing firmly on my waist. I didn’t know what to say, so instead I just leaned back toward her until I felt her body pressed up against mine. She held my waist even tighter, pulling me toward her.





“Do you mind if I touch you?” She asked, and her directness surprised me.





“No, I don’t mind. I want you too,” I said, feeling another pang of embarrassment. What if in my horniness I was misinterpreting the situation somehow? What if she was just trying to help me get my costume on and I was too turned on to think straight?





But I realized she was asking what I had hoped. Her hands snaked their way up my stomach and chest. It felt like torture as I watched her in the mirror, but her hands touched me so lightly and through the thick fabric I couldn’t feel anything. I squirmed a bit, wishing that she could slide her fingers between the tight corset and my skin.





“How does it feel, Dani? Do you like being restrained like this?”





“Yes,” I replied, quickly. “I… I guess I do. It feels so good.”





“Mmm, does it?” She asked, her fingers ghosting over my pushed-up breasts. “There’s so much more that would feel so good, but I don’t want to make things weird, you know? I don’t want to do anything that we’d… regret.”





She was speaking so close to my neck that every word made me shiver. Her hands wrapped around me even more as I leaned into her, tilting my head to make room for hers. It was so embarrassing to see us in the mirror, but it felt so intimate and sexy. I felt like my mind was scrambled. When had I ever had feelings for Kaylee? When had I ever had spontaneous physical contact like this?





“I don’t care, I want it, do whatever you want-,” I said, looking her in the eyes. She smiled, and before I could finish, I felt her lips on my neck, and her hands grip me even harder. Now I could feel her through the thick fabric. She kissed and sucked down my neck while her fingers found my nipples, and she pressed and rubbed them through the fabric. I let out a loud moan, feeling just as turned on by her touch as I was by watching it happen in the mirror.





“You’re sure you won’t change your mind?” She asked, one of her hands making its way down to my hip. It felt so good to have her warm hand on my skin. Her fingers played with the waistband of my panties, her fingers sliding underneath the fabric, teasing my skin.





“No, no, I won’t. I promise. Please.”





I focused every bit of my brain on her fingers. I wanted so badly to move her hand against me, but it felt so good to be under her control.





“I think we should wait until another time,” she said, while she continued moving her fingers under my panties. “I want to make sure I can really make you scream, and we can’t do that here. As much as I want to watch you cum in this mirror,” she said with a smile that felt more like an evil grin. I’d never been so turned on before. I didn’t know if I could wait.





I opened my mouth to rebuttal, my eyes half-lidded as her fingers finally rubbed over my pussy, her actions conflicting with her words. I knew how badly she wanted this, too. But before I could beg for her to continue, a loud knock on the door made us both jump and pull apart like we’d been caught.





“Hi ladies, it’s been a while. I just want to make sure everything is okay?” The woman from the front desk shouted through the locked door, her cheery voice cutting through the tension in the room.





“Yes, thank you! We’re almost done,” Kaylee said, her voice equally sweet, as if she didn’t just have her hand down my panties.





“Okay, just ring the bell if you need anything!” Said the woman, and we waited a moment until we heard her walk away from the door.





“Let’s wait,” Kaylee said, turning toward me. “I just want you to be sure.”





I knew she was right. This was so sudden. I didn’t know how I felt yet about all of this, and the knock on the door had scared me back to reality. My mind was going a mile a minute, my horny brain fighting with my reasonable and reserved brain. We were in public, and she was my best friend. Was this really what I wanted?





“You’re right. Can you help me out of this?” I asked, laughing.





“Yes,” she replied, smiling. “But you’re definitely buying it.”





Kaylee was so good at breaking the tension between us, and pretending nothing had happened, that I almost believed it. It was only when I would occasionally feel the wetness between my legs, or the way her eyes lingered on me a little longer, that I would think much about what had happened. I decided on the corset and red and black dress, which thankfully also ended up being the outfit that looked best on me, and Kaylee went with the flapper dress. We each picked out a mask, both black and lacy, and suddenly I couldn’t wait for the party.





As we purchased our costumes, I found it hard to look the shopkeeper in the eyes, feeling guilty, but she didn’t let on that she knew anything had happened. However, the rush of guilt and excitement kept my mind buzzing throughout my entire drive home. Kaylee had to get ready for her once-a-week bartending job she did on the side, and I needed to get home as soon as possible to process everything.





Chapter 2





I
 ’d intended to arrive at my apartment and make a list of pros and cons and think through my friendship with Kaylee and my feelings seriously. However, instead, as soon as I walked through the door, I was overcome with the same urgent horniness that I’d felt earlier. I was finally alone, and I’d been teased so much earlier. Quickly, I locked my door and threw my bags down on the floor. I thought about putting the corset on to masturbate, to feel just like I had in that room, but I was so desperate that I couldn’t bother. I threw my clothes off quickly and walked toward my couch in the living room, thankful that I lived alone.





I grabbed a throw pillow and knelt on the couch, straddling the cushion. There were sex toys in the other room, but I couldn’t be bothered. I wanted to just rub myself, pretending it was Kaylee’s hand. I pressed my pussy and clit against the pillow and rubbed back and forth, moaning as I imagined a hand between my legs, still feeling wet from earlier. I sunk my face into the back of the couch, muffling my moans as I thrust hard against the pillow. I grabbed at my nipples roughly, my fingers wet with spit, pulling and squeezing them, wishing that someone’s mouth was around them.





I felt my orgasm building, and I kept going even harder and faster. My legs shook and my pussy clenched as I came faster than I ever had before, crying out into the couch. It wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I wanted someone’s hands on me. I thought for a moment of texting my ex-boyfriend that had sent me “I miss you,” texts for the last two months, and I thought of my old fuck buddy before him, that used to know exactly what I liked. But I knew I didn’t actually want either of them. I wanted Kaylee, and I couldn’t have her. Yet.





I thought about messaging her, asking to meet up tomorrow, but I didn’t want to rush things in case she said no. I also knew that most likely, in a few hours, I would come to my senses and be horrified about what we had done. But for now, I laid back, rubbing my clit over and over and begging silently for her to fuck me.





Chapter 3





I
 t was the day of the party, and I hadn’t seen Kaylee yet. We had messaged a few times. She’d checked in with me through a text message after what had happened in the dressing room, but we hadn’t talked. To be fair, we were both extremely busy. I was a teacher, and it was exam season, and she was working on an extensive project for work. I still felt like maybe I was being cold by not reaching out to her more through the week, but she had been the same way, so I didn’t feel too bad.





I was excited about the party. Part of the reason was that I needed to let out some steam and relax and do something fun, and the other part of me was excited to put my sexy outfit on and see Kaylee. Even if we didn’t continue what had happened before, I just wanted to spend time with her. She was my best friend, and she was great at making uncomfortable situations exciting and fun, so even if things were awkward, I knew I didn’t need to worry. I just knew I needed to see her to clear my head and figure out what was going on between us.





I hadn’t stopped thinking about her all week. The feelings of regret and guilt never came, even though I expected them. I knew that I probably should feel weird about what had happened, but I didn’t. I thought about how my friendship could be ruined by this, and how I didn’t even like women to begin with, but in the end, it didn’t matter. I made my mind up. I wanted Kaylee in any capacity, and if it wasn’t sexual, then I just wanted to be her friend still, and I knew we’d do anything we could to make it work.





After too long of contorting myself in front of the mirror, I did up my corset the best I could. It was tight, though not as much as when Kaylee did it. This time I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my cleavage spilled out of the top of the corset even more. The sleeveless dress was low and tight. The red, shiny fabric cut above my knee, and I wore high heels and stockings. I couldn’t remember the last time I had looked so formal, but I couldn’t stop checking myself out in the mirror.





I left my hair down, curling it only softly and letting it fall over my shoulders. I did my makeup the most extravagant way I could, with big false lashes and dark red lipstick to finish the look. Finally, I grabbed the black masquerade mask and put it over my face, tying it behind the back of my head.





I could barely recognize myself. I looked hot, and I felt so confident that I wasn’t sure I was
 myself. Kaylee had messaged me earlier, saying she would meet me at the party and I had been nervous to arrive alone, but now I was excited. I couldn’t wait to be seen like this, wearing something so revealing and sexy.





Sitting in the car was quite a struggle in the corset, but the drive was short. Mackenzie lived only a ten-minute drive away, and when I pulled up to her house, I was happy that there were plenty of cars already parked outside. I looked for Kaylee’s, but it was too dark to tell if she was there.





I checked my makeup once more in the rearview mirror of my car, and I made sure I had my small purse and everything I needed. I took a deep breath, locked my car, and headed toward the house, my mind reeling with the possibilities of the night.





Chapter 4





I
 entered the front door and already I could tell quite a few people had been at the party for a while. The place was dark, with shoes scattered all over the front entrance. There were stairs facing the entrance and I could see couples sitting on different steps, speaking closely. There was loud music blaring, and the house was dimly lit. I looked around and was happy to know that I wasn’t overdressed. Everyone else was masked and wearing different costumes, mostly formal or revealing.





I looked around for a familiar face. I saw Mackenzie and a few of the people that had been at classes I’d shared with her. She was speaking to a group of people I recognized from school, so I joined the group.





“Yeah, so like, I literally can’t believe he thought he was going to come to my party. Like I didn’t even invite- OH MY GOD! Dani, is that you?” She yelled, grabbing me by the shoulders. “I’m so happy you came. I wasn’t sure if you would. We have so much to catch up on!”





Mackenzie was always such a high energy bubbly person, and she had an amazing talent for making you feel you were the most important person in the room. Her personality was much bigger than mine, and I often wished I could share some of the positive energy she seemed to have so naturally. I hugged her and thanked her for the invitation.





“No worries babe, I’m so happy you came. And look at your costume! You look so good.” I opened my mouth to reply, but she continued. “There are drinks in the kitchen unless that’s not your vibe, and the house is pretty big, so roam wherever you like. Also, there’s a ton of food in the back room. But let me know if you have questions! And later, I promise we will totally catch up.”





“Thank you, Kenzie,” I replied. “I have one question, though. Have you seen Kaylee anywhere?”





Mackenzie thought for a moment. “No, actually. She’s definitely coming, but I haven’t seen her yet. I’ll let you know if I see her, though!”





I thanked her and headed to the kitchen, grabbing a soda and looking around the house. I was surprised by how many people there were, and how many dressed up. I figured there probably were people I knew but just didn’t recognize. I made my way to the back of the house, passing groups of people and searching their faces for Kaylee, but I still didn’t see anyone. A person I knew from college pulled me and said I needed to dance. The music was good, and I lost myself in the sea of people and loud, pulsing beats of music.





Suddenly I felt someone’s hands on my hips, and I turned around to see Kaylee standing close to me. She was wearing a black, lacy mask over her eyes, just like mine, and her hair was big and curled, looking so different from how she normally wore it. But I was sure it was her, the second I laid eyes on her. I recognized her lips, her dress, and the hungry stare I’d memorized from the mirror.





“Hi babe,” she said, her hands still on my waist and her fingers positioned roughly against my skin. “I think we need to talk.”





As soon as I saw her, I instantly felt so turned on. I grabbed onto her waist as well, and pressed myself up against her, unable to help myself. I just wanted to be close to her. All the doubts I had about how she felt were gone. Her touch was clear to me. She wanted me as much as I wanted her.





“I think you’re right,” I whispered as I leaned into her ear, feeling like a completely different person, overwhelmed with desire. “I think we have a lot to discuss. Privately.”





I felt her hands snake down from my waist to my ass, and she grabbed me roughly, pulling me even closer to her. We were in a crowd of people, and normally I would feel embarrassed by the public display of affection, but I was so turned on that I would have let her fuck me right there, in front of everyone. Besides, I was wearing a mask anyway.





“Yes, private,” she said, pulling at my skirt. “But I bet you’re so fucking horny you’d let me fuck you right here, wouldn’t you?” She asked, and I felt her hands move closer to my pussy.





“Yes…,” I moaned, grateful for the loud music. I couldn’t believe how forward she was being, but I was grateful for it. As much as I had powerful feelings for her, I was way too shy to sit down and talk to her about them. I appreciated her direct approach, and I wondered how she knew for sure that I wanted her as badly as I did.





Chapter 5





K
 aylee let go of me and grabbed my hand, leading me out of the crowd. She must have been familiar with the house, dragging me behind her like she had navigated the place hundreds of times. She took me up the stairs, weaving through the groups of couples on the stairs, and up to one of the secluded bedrooms. The first one we entered had a group of people and Kaylee slammed the door quickly. The second room was dark and empty. She locked the door behind us, and before I even heard the click of the lock, I felt her lean into me, pressing my back against the door. I wrapped my hands around her waist, but she grabbed my arms and pinned them against the door on either side of me.





I felt her mouth against mine immediately and I kissed back desperately, feeling her tongue licking against my lips. I opened my mouth and let her roam, moaning as she flicked her tongue against mine. I wished I could touch her, wanting to feel her skin under my fingertips, but I was grateful that she was pressing my wrists so hard against the door. The feeling of being pinned made me feel wetter than I ever had before.





I felt so dirty already, doing this in a stranger’s bedroom. I even thought maybe someone could be in here with us, in the dark, even though when we’d entered the room had looked empty. But the feeling of intruding, the thrill, made me even more turned on. I moaned against Kaylee’s mouth, savoring the taste of her tongue on mine.





She broke the kiss and pulled away from me slightly, and in the dark, my eyes had adjusted enough to see her face. She smiled, looking almost unrecognizable. Not only because of her mask, but seeing her in this new sexual light almost made her seem like a different person.





“God, you look so fucking hot, you know that?” She asked and lifted my wrists high above me. She pinned them against the door with only one hand, freeing her other hand to roam over my body. As my arms rose over me, I felt my breasts spill out of the top of the corset, covered only slightly by the dress’s fabric.





“C’mon, Dani. Tell me what I can do to you. I’ve waited so long. Tell me anything you fucking want and I’ll do it to you.”





I was completely stunned. I had an entire week’s worth of fantasies and desires I’d played out in my head with Kaylee. There was so much I wanted her to do. But I froze, unsure of what to say.





“Do you want me to take over? I can pin you down like this, and…” she stopped speaking as she let her free hand trail down over my chest. She found my exposed breasts quickly, rubbing quickly over my nipples, and then down my stomach, pausing at my hip. I wished I wasn’t wearing the corset and dress because I wanted to feel her.





“I can tease you all night like this. I can make you beg for me to touch you. Or if you want, I can tie you up and fuck you like you told me that one time you always wanted to be fucked. Remember when you told me how badly you wanted to be used and bossed around by someone? I remember everything that you said. I could fuck you like you’re my little toy for the night and use your pretty face to get off.” She moved her hands off of me and stepped back, and I dropped my arms back down to my sides. “Or we could just stop and forget this ever happened…”





My head was spinning. No one had ever spoken to me that way before. I was more aroused than I ever had been before, shocked by how dirty my best friend could be.





“No, no, don’t stop, please,” I blurted. “Oh my god Kaylee, I want you so bad. You can do whatever the fuck you want to me. Anything. Surprise me. I want you to treat me like the fucktoy I am.” I shocked myself by the way I spoke, but I couldn’t help it. I needed her, and no one had ever asked me what I wanted.





I watched as a smile crept across her face in the dim room. “Danielle,” she started, her fingers ghosting along my leg. It was rare to hear her use my full name. She’d always called me Dani, but something had changed. The way she let my name roll slowly off of her tongue made me feel like she was a stranger. The mask covered still her eyes, but her perfect lips were unmistakably hers.





“Don’t worry, if you want to be used, I will fucking make sure I use you. I’ll fulfill all of those fantasies you told me about. I remember every little detail. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t wanted to do this for a long time.”





It surprised me that she had wanted this before the dressing room incident. She never seemed to drop any hints, but, it kind of made sense by how confident and commanding she was like she’d planned this out.





“Tell me if it’s too much, or if you don’t like what I’m doing, okay? Even if you’re not sure, we can always start again. I’ll stop right away as soon as you tell me to. I don’t mind, I just want to make sure you’re comfortable. Do you have a safe word, babe?”





I thought for a moment, always waiting for an opportunity to use a safe word, but never thinking of what it would be. The only thing I could ever think of was the word red.





“Yes,” I said, squirming under her. I couldn’t wait to get started. “Red. Red is my safe word. I’ll tell you if I want to stop, I promise.” I felt her hand move again lightly up and down my thigh right after I replied.





“Red… good,” she said, her voice changing back to the sultry, demanding tone she had before. “I can’t wait to see you out of this fucking costume.”





Chapter 6





S
 he put her lips on my neck and kissed, sucked and licked, all the way from my collarbone, up to my earlobe and back again. She moved her hand in between my legs, pushing the hem of my dress up over my hips. Her hand ran heavily over my panties, and my hips instantly ground back in response.





“Oh my god, Kaylee,” I moaned.





“God, I can already feel how wet you are through your panties. You’re soaked. I bet you thought about this all week, huh?” She asked and I nodded. “I bet you rubbed your pussy all week at the thought of me tying you up and fucking you senseless, didn’t you?”





I moaned in response, and I felt her grip on my wrists tighten.





“I asked you a question.”





“Yes,” I replied quickly. “I did. I couldn’t stop thinking about you fucking me.”





Her nails dug into my wrists slightly and I realized how strong she was. If I wanted to move, I probably wouldn’t have been able to. But I didn’t want to.





“What makes you think I’m going to fuck you?” She asked, smiling.





Her fingers slipped underneath my panties, and I opened my legs even wider. She rubbed her fingers over my opening, making her fingers wet with my pussy juices, and then dragged her fingers up to my hard clit. I was throbbing, and at first, she just pressed against it, teasing me, but finally, she rubbed back and forth. Right when I was about to let out a loud moan of pleasure, she kissed me.





She kissed me so hard that I almost found it hard to make any noise against her mouth. Her tongue found its way between my lips, and she explored my mouth as I moaned.





“God, you’re such a dirty fucking little slut,” she said, gasping as she broke the kiss, still playing with my clit. Her words had made me shiver with excitement. Suddenly she stopped, and I whined as she pulled her hand away from me. She let go of my wrists and I let my hands drop to my sides. “I need to see all of you.”





She grabbed my dress and pulled it over my head, and then she reached behind me and untied my corset. I hadn’t realized how much it had molded into my body until I felt her drop it on the ground beside us. My skin felt so alive, prickling and begging to be touched. She slowly peeled my panties off me, leaving me completely naked while she stood in her sexy black dress.





“Get on the bed, on your stomach,” she demanded, and I did as she said. I felt so dirty laying on someone else’s bed. The room was spotless, and the bed was made, but I felt like such an intruder laying on top of the sheets. I thought of the owner of the room coming in and seeing me completely naked, writhing on the bed, while Kaylee was fully dressed. But I was too horny to care. The cool sheets pressing against my body only intensified how I felt.





Kaylee grabbed both of my wrists again and held them behind me. She tied what felt like a ribbon around them, securing my arms behind my back. I felt so turned on knowing that she could explore every inch of me and I couldn’t do anything.





I could feel the weight of her on the bed behind me. She opened my legs and knelt in between them. I’d never felt so exposed. Normally I would be shy, but I enjoyed the way her eyes burned into my skin. She dragged her fingers up and down the back of my thighs, sending shivers through my body.





“Dani, remember when you told me you wished Jarod was a bit more adventurous? Remember when you told me you wished he’d just lay you down and spank you until you couldn’t walk?”





She grabbed my ass roughly, her fingers digging into my skin. I couldn’t believe how much she’d remembered. Jarod was my ex from a few years ago, and she was right. I used to fantasize all the time about the things I wanted him to do to me, but he wasn’t into anything other than fucking me in the missionary position. I wanted so much more, and I’d complained to Kaylee all the time.





“I remember,” I said, moaning softly as she squeezed harder.





“And did he ever give you that? Did he ever fuck you the way you deserved to be fucked?”





“No,” I replied. “Please, Kaylee,” I moaned. I wasn’t even sure what I was asking for, but my naked body pressed against the sheets, the restraints on my wrists, and the way she grabbed me so roughly made my pussy feel like it was dripping. My legs were almost shaking as I tried to stop myself from grinding against the sheets.





“Don’t worry,” she said and loosened her grip on me for a moment. “I’ll make sure you won’t forget how good I can make you feel.”





Before I could say anything, she removed one of her hands and brought it down quickly, spanking my ass hard. A sharp burning sensation crawled across my sore skin, and I felt myself going wild with pleasure.





“Oh my god, Kaylee, more please,” I said, but before I could finish I felt her smack me again on the other cheek. I couldn’t help but yell as she’d spanked me even harder, but it turned into another moan as my throbbing pussy ached to be touched.





“Danielle,” she paused, rubbing my burning skin. “I wish you could see this view. Your ass is already so red for me. You’re going to be sore every time you sit this week.”





She hit me again and the only reason I knew it was harder was from how loud the smack was. My skin was almost buzzing with delicious, numb pain as she continued, spanking me again and again, driving me crazy.





“I bet this is making you so wet, isn’t it, slut? You’re not as delicate as you fucking look.”





“Oh my god, Kaylee,” I cried out as I felt her grab my sore skin, the feeling of pain turning into a current of pleasure. “I need to cum, please. I need you to use me-”





Kaylee cut me off by pushing her hand in between my legs and giving me what I asked for. She pressed her fingers inside my wet pussy, laughing as I lifted my hips off of the bed quickly to accommodate her. She guided me up slightly onto my knees, my head and shoulders pressed firmly into the bed as my arms remained behind my back.





Her fingers fucked my pussy quickly, and after waiting for so long, the sensation was overwhelming. I realized she was just using me to get her fingers wet. She took her soaked fingers out of my pussy and rubbed them against my swollen clit. I screamed into the bed, my mind going blank with pleasure. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could last and she’d only just started touching me.





It was like she knew exactly what I wanted and how I wanted it. I felt my legs shaking beneath me as I felt myself getting close, her quick fingers sending me so close to the edge.





“You think you’re going to cum, slut? Just from me rubbing your fucking clit like this?” I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke to me teasingly.





“Yes, please don’t stop Kaylee that feels so fucking good! I’m going to cum-”





“No, you’re not,” she said and took her hand away from me. I squirmed helplessly, my body so confused after being so close.





“No, please Kaylee, please, I need to cum.”





She laughed, and I felt her weight shift off of the bed. She walked to the side of me.





“No, you don’t need to cum. You’re my fucktoy, remember? I get to decide what you need and what you don’t need.”





Kaylee undid my wrists and pulled me onto my back. She helped me sit up a bit, propping me up against the pillows on the bed. Seeing her made me feel different. When I was on my back, she was like a stranger, but now seeing her made me even more turned on. It felt forbidden to be so intimate with my best friend, and it made me want her so much more.





She stood at the side of the bed and slowly untied her long hair, letting it fall around her shoulders. I sat there mesmerized, watching her. She ran her hands slowly down her stomach, watching as I stared hungrily at her. I wanted her so badly to touch her and undress her, but I knew she wouldn’t let me.





She reached back to her zipper and undid her black dress, and it fell to the floor, leaving her in only a black pair of panties. She looked at me the entire time, but there was no way I could hold eye contact. My eyes were scanning all over her, from her dark, wavy hair trailing down to her perfect breasts and hard nipples, her stomach, and her fingers that were pushing her panties down slowly. She let them fall into the pile with her dress, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips. I was so hungry for her.





“My turn,” she said with a smile, and leaned over me.





Chapter 7





K
 aylee sunk back onto the bed in between my legs. I tried to sit up so I could see her, but she pressed me back down against the soft pillows. She grabbed my shins and guided my legs up so that they were bent slightly, and to my surprise, she lifted my hips slightly and put another pillow under my sore ass. She put one leg over the top of mine, almost straddling my thigh, but then she moved herself over my pussy.





“If you’re lucky, I might let you cum this time,” she said before lowering herself and grinding her wet pussy against mine.





I couldn’t believe the feeling. Her slow, torturous grinding hips moving her warm slit against mine made me throw my head back. She thrust herself against my clit, grabbing onto my leg for leverage. Not only did she feel incredible against me, but hearing her soft, sultry moans as she picked up speed against me made me lose control. I did my best to move back against her pussy, but I couldn’t move much.





I was getting close again, and this time it felt different. My orgasm built slowly, my legs shaking, and I could feel myself holding back. Seeing the pleasure in her face was sending me closer and closer to the edge.





“Kaylee, please, please can I cum?” I begged.





“Yes,” she moaned, and I watched her as I did, her cheeks flushed and her eyes half-lidded as she kept the same speed.





My legs shook and I felt my mind empty as I came hard. I was almost holding my breath, feeling my orgasm tear through me. It seemed to last for ages, and Kaylee kept grinding against me until I was so sensitive that I couldn’t stay still. I could feel my juices running down my legs and I felt Kaylee rub herself still against my soaked pussy.





“God, you feel so fucking good,” she growled, her voice shaky. I was so turned on again, even after I’d cum so hard. I wanted to keep going all night, feeling the slow grind of her pussy against mine.





I was almost in a trance with her movements until suddenly she moved off of me. She knelt again in front of me, watching me for a moment as I writhed.





“Stand up beside the bed,” she demanded, and I did as she said, even though I was slow to my feet, my legs shaking beneath me.





I faced her, but she grabbed my hips and turned me around. Her wrists wrapped around mine as she pulled my wrists back behind me, tying my hands once again.





“Turn around and get on your knees.”





As she sat on the edge of the bed, I dropped to my knees in front of her. I felt myself shaking with excitement. I wanted to taste her so badly. I wished I could touch her, but my hands being tied behind me made me feel so good.





“Didn’t I say I was going to use your pretty face to get off?” She asked, running her fingers over my lips. I opened my mouth and felt her finger on my tongue and then dragged down my bottom lip slowly. “Mmm, I bet you can’t wait to taste your cum all over my pussy. Isn’t that right, you hungry little slut?”





I nodded my head, her finger still on my lip, keeping my mouth open. I could feel myself about to drool. She was right; I was hungry.





She took her hand away from my mouth and grabbed a fistful of my hair at the back of my head. She looked at me for a moment, making sure I was okay with this. I wanted her so badly that I felt like my head was spinning.





“I want to taste you so badly, Kaylee. Please, let me,” I said, and she needed no more confirmation.





She pulled my head toward her open legs. I opened my lips eagerly, sucking and licking at her wet pussy as she used her grip on me to move me up and down her slit. I pushed my tongue inside of her hole, and she pushed and pulled my head, using me to fuck herself.





“Mmm, that’s right, Kaylee. You’re the perfect little toy for me to fuck myself with. You like the way I taste, don’t you?”





I moaned in agreement against her, feeling so turned on by being used by her. I did like the way she tasted, savouring her as I swirled my tongue inside of her. She moved me up to her clit, and I wrapped my lips around it and sucked, feeling her legs tighten around my head slightly.





“Yes, Dani, your mouth feels so fucking good,” she moaned, as she pulled my head even closer.





It made me feel so turned on to know how aroused I could make my best friend. My mouth was sore, but I didn’t care, keeping up the same speed as I felt her legs start to shake around me. She got louder and louder, her hips grinding against my face as I kept sucking her, and I finally felt her let go as she came hard, gripping my hair as she did.





“Oh my god, Danielle, fuck!” Kaylee cried out, as I continued, making sure she was done cumming every drop. She let go of my hair and without her even telling me to, I leaned down and licked her sensitive pussy, tasting her cum. She guided my head back gently and looked at me as I licked my lips.





“Come here,” she said, helping me to my feet and onto the bed beside her.





Kaylee kissed me, this time soft and slow, tasting herself on my lips. I felt her hands wrap around my wrists behind me as she untied my wrists. I grabbed onto her immediately, pulling her closer to me. She pushed me back gently onto the bed and broke the kiss. She laid next to me on her stomach. I felt her eyes lingering on me, and her mouth opened slightly like she wasn’t sure what to say. I’d never seen her speechless.





“Thank you,” I said, breaking the silence. I brought my hand up to brush the hair out of her face. “I didn’t realize that was exactly what I needed.”





“Me too,” she said quickly, grabbing my hand. “I can’t get enough of you… I don’t want to leave.”





“I wish we could just stay here.” I felt guilty again, remembering where we were. The party that had seemed to fade away was distracting me again, along with the strange sheets we were lying in.





“Oh, shit I forgot,” Kaylee said, laughing. “I knew Kenzie had a few guest rooms, so I asked her a few days ago if I could crash here tonight. I figured it was easier than driving all the way back to my house. So really, we can stay here.”





“Thank god, I was so worried this was someone else’s room,” I said, laughing with relief. “But you didn’t need to get a room here. You could have stayed at my house.”





“Normally I would, but I was worried you might not want me to after the other day. So I figured I’d ask Kenzie just in case. I’m so glad no one was in here. I couldn’t remember what room it was.”





“Thank god. I mean, we could still go to my house, but I don’t want to get up. I just want to stay here with you.”





“Me too,” she whispered.





I couldn’t take my hands off of her, and she seems to have the same problem. Even just as we were speaking, her hand rubbed up and down my waist as I played with her hair. I knew Kaylee so well, but now there was so much more to learn. It was like a sequel had come out to my favorite movie. I just wanted to touch her and feel her and figure out everything she liked and wanted. I didn’t think I could ever get enough.





“It wasn’t weird, right?” She asked, laughing nervously. “Is there anything I should have done differently?”





“Not at all,” I said, smiling. “You were so hot, I couldn’t think straight. What about me?” I asked.





“No, you were perfect.” She paused for a moment, thinking. “God, there’s so much I want to do to you.”





Kaylee got on top of me, and I watched as her eyes scanned me for a moment. She still seemed quiet and speechless, a side of her I wasn’t used to. The feeling of her warm body over mine made me shiver. I’d never wanted anyone more, and I couldn’t believe that I’d had her all along.
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Cassandra plans a camping trip with her best friend Kayla, and Kayla’s gorgeous coworker, Faith. On the day of the trip, Kayla gets sick, leaving strangers Cassandra and Faith to go camping alone. The weather takes a turn for the worst, leaving both women trapped alone in the tent for the day. Will they find a way to get to know each other and keep entertained?
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THREE SENSUAL AND STEAMY LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!






This naughty 40,000-word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women submitting to other women, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, first-time, group, best friends, bosses, and more!
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