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I

Punished by Lesbian Roommate: A First Time BDSM Story


After straight girl Amanda overhears her gorgeous, lesbian roommate Jenny dominating a woman in her room, she’s overtaken with curiosity and desire. Jenny teasingly offers to show Amanda what she is missing out on, and after a power outage leaves them alone in the dark, Amanda realizes how badly she wants her sexy roommate. Will Amanda let her nerves get the best of her and refuse Jenny’s offer, or will she let her roommate control and use her?





Chapter 1





I
 t was another night that I could hear Jenny, my roommate, having wild sex. I didn’t mind how loud she was, the noise didn’t bother me and I was happy for her. But it had been months since I’d gotten laid and I was finding it harder and harder to contain my jealousy as I heard the noises from the room beside me.





Not having sex for so long was starting to get to me. I’d been with my previous boyfriend for over a year and to go from having sex at least 3 times a week to having no sex at all was excruciating. I was so horny all of the time that anything from the way the wind blew to someone accidentally brushing against me on the bus was enough to turn me on. Hearing my roommate’s partner’s moans was almost painful.





I was too shy to go online or out to meet anyone, and I didn’t even know any single guys. My last boyfriend had been someone I’d met through a friend through work, but now I worked from home. But I knew that eventually, I would have to get out of my comfort zone to meet someone.





My roommate Jenny was a lesbian. Even though I was straight, I couldn’t help but get excited from the noises. I knew that Jenny was a bit kinkier than me and I’d always been painfully curious from the words and noises I’d overhear. Jenny was very open, and would probably answer any questions I had, but I’d felt like it was rude to ask about her sex life so specifically.





Jenny and I were starting to become quite close after I’d moved in with her six months ago. We were similar in many ways. We liked the same music, the same bars, and the same tv shows, but personality-wise we were quite different. She was extremely outgoing and confident and seemed to radiate an energy that attracted anyone’s gaze. I was a lot more introverted and reserved, but my relaxed nature seemed to calm Jenny. Apart from our differences, we were quite good at balancing each other out.





I was watching TV in my room but I was finding it harder and harder to focus as the noises grew louder. It was getting late anyway, so I decided I would lay in bed and watch videos on my phone, with headphones on. But I still felt so turned on. Every time there was a small break in the video I was watching, I could hear the noises seep through my headphones. I took them off. I knew I’d have to masturbate if I were planning on falling asleep that night, but I was scared that if I kept my headphones on that I might end up being loud without realizing it.





I closed my eyes for a moment and there was silence. I thought maybe they were done. I ran my hands down my body slowly, feeling my skin break out into goosebumps as I teased myself, touching everywhere but where I wanted to be touched. I brought my hands up to my breasts, but immediately I heard a voice breaking through the sharp silence.





“If you want to cum you’re going to have to beg me for it, slut” I heard Jenny say, and immediately I felt my cheeks get red and hot. Usually, I wasn’t able to hear the words so clearly as they’d be muffled through the wall. Her voice did something to me, sending shivers down my spine and making my clit hard.





“Please, please I need to cum, I need it,” a woman’s voice cried out shakily. I felt ashamed for listening but I couldn’t help it. “I can’t hold it any longer please, Jenny.”





I heard Jenny’s voice much lower this time, and I couldn’t hear what she was saying. Then there was a loud smack, and another one, and after every noise, I’d hear a loud moan. My body squirmed from the noises. I’d always thought it would be so hot to be spoken to like that, and told what to do, but it was something I knew I only wanted in a fantasy. I didn’t think I could actually endure it.





My body was begging to be touched, my pussy throbbing harder than ever, but it didn’t feel right to masturbate to the sound of my roommate. I reluctantly put my headphones back on and rolled over, finding it hard not to rub myself against the sheets. I fell asleep to the thoughts of what had been going on next door, unable to get their words out of my head.





Chapter 2





I
 awoke the next morning feeling hornier than ever. I got out of bed, at first feeling a slight panic, but then I realized it was Saturday, and I was off. I dreaded leaving my room to look at Jenny and her “friend” from last night after what I’d heard, but I needed a coffee.





I left my room and walked into the kitchen, and I noticed that the coffee was already made. I poured myself a cup and decided to sit on the balcony and wake up in the morning sun. The balcony was attached to the kitchen and was quite large, allowing us to have a few chairs and a small table and a few plants and decorations. I sat down at the table and grabbed my sunglasses off of the window ledge and put them on. I leaned back in my chair with my eyes closed, allowing the sun to wash over me.





“Amanda?” I heard a soft voice say, and I opened my eyes to see Jenny standing at the door. “Mind if I join you?” She asked.





“Not at all!” I exclaimed, possibly a bit too enthusiastically. I was relieved to see that she was alone as I didn’t feel like introducing myself to anyone. I turned to face her as she sat down across from me at the table.





Even though it was early in the day, Jenny looked like she’d been awake for a while. Her straight, black hair hung down past her shoulders, almost reaching her elbows. She had a bit of makeup on already, but with or without she always looked so gorgeous. She wore a white tank top and black shorts, and she already looked ready for the day even though it was early and I knew she’d gotten much less sleep than I had. She always seemed so awake and full of energy.





I was extremely grateful for my sunglasses, as I was finding my eye contact quite awkward even with them on. I felt like maybe I was looking at her for too long, or not long enough. All I could hear in my head was “you’re going to have to beg me for it,” and I felt like maybe I was breathing kind of faster than normal. She didn’t seem to notice.





She sat down and took a long sip of her coffee. “So,” she started, “I think I might have found someone for you.”





I sat up straight in my chair and set my coffee down. “Wait, what, really?” I asked, and Jenny laughed at my excitement.





“Yes! I think! Remember Nora that you met a few weeks ago? She told me she has a single guy friend and she promised to set him up with someone. I checked out his pictures and he seems kinda your type. Look.”





She held her phone out to me and I looked at the guy she was talking about. He definitely seemed my type. “Omg he’s so cute,” I said and handed back her phone.





“Well, you’re in luck. There’s a band playing tonight at that new place on Main St, and Nora is going there tonight with him and some others. We should go! She already showed him your pictures and he wants to meet you. You totally don’t have to but I figured it might be an easier way for you guys to meet than going on a date.”





Jenny knew me too well. I would have never agreed to a proper date with someone I hadn’t met yet. “Of course, I’m so down! You are both so amazing, thank you.”





Jenny laughed, “No worries. If anything I probably owe you for how loud I was last night. Sorry about that.”





I felt myself blushing but I hoped Jenny wouldn’t be able to notice in the harsh sunlight. “It’s okay, I had headphones on, I barely heard anything,” I said, lying. “Did you have fun?”





“Oh my god. I don’t really know how much you want to hear, but last night was wild,” she said smiling and took another drink of her coffee.





I felt a pang of jealousy, but I was so curious that I couldn’t help but pry. “I mean, I haven’t been with anyone in months so I’m living vicariously through you. Tell me anything.”





“I mean, I don’t know where to start, but it was just so hot. Like I met this girl a few weeks ago online, and she was just so open.” She paused for a moment, wondering how to continue. “She was into all kinds of stuff that I like but that I don’t get to do very often.”





I wasn’t going to push anymore, but again, I could hear Jenny’s voice in my head, sending shivers down my body. “Beg me for it, slut,” the voice said, and I readjusted myself in my chair, as I felt my pussy pulsing. “That’s so good! What kinds of stuff? You can tell me, I don’t mind.” I tried to sound like I was just casually making conversation, but at the same time, I needed
 to know.





“Well I’m a really dominant person, and as much as I don’t mind just having regular sex, when I get to really dominate someone, and they’re really into being punished and told what to do, it’s so hot. It can be hard finding someone that you trust and that trusts you.” She paused for a moment and sighed, “But unfortunately, the girl from last night was only just visiting from the east coast.”





“Oh my god, that sounds
 really hot. But it really sucks that she’s not from around here. I’m sure you’ll find someone else though,” I said, thinking about what Jenny had said. I’d never done anything like what she was talking about, it always kind of scared me to go outside of my comfort zone which was quite limited. I didn’t mind sometimes if the sex was a bit rough, but to me, that just meant a bit faster and harder.





“I’m sure I will,” she said, smiling. “Let me know if you find someone.”





If Jenny had been a man, I probably would have thrown myself at her right then and there, and asked her to do what she wanted to me. I was so turned on by the things she was saying, and the things I’d heard last night, but I knew it was something I’d be too shy to pursue. But as a fantasy, the idea of someone bossing me around and calling me names was now was stuck in my head. I figured I probably just needed to cum, and then maybe I could relax.





Chapter 3





B
 ut I didn’t get to cum, not right away at least. Jenny and I hung out for a while outside, and then I talked to her while she ate her breakfast. We got talking about one of the shows we’d been watching lately, a silly murder mystery type of show, and we were getting into a heated discussion about different theories we’d read online about it.





“No, I swear Lisa isn’t dead! There are so many signs that she isn’t. I have the page up on my desktop right now, come here,” she said, and I followed her into her room.





I hadn’t been in her room a whole lot, since we would normally use the living room or kitchen, but sometimes she’d call me in or ask my opinion on clothes she was thinking about wearing. But I would never stay long enough to look around much. Her room was darker than mine and always tidy, and sometimes she would have her LED lights on in different colors, usually red or blue.





I followed her to the computer across the room, and she motioned for me to sit down on the chair. She leaned beside me while she moved her mouse around looking for the page, and I could smell the sweet light scent of her perfume.





“I swear I just had it up… here it is!” She said, and I read through the list and we argued more, laughing and joking about how dramatic we were being about a TV show. We eventually agreed to disagree. I spun around in the chair to get up, and saw something strange on the opposite wall.





“What is that?” I asked, pointing, and then it occurred to me and I instantly felt embarrassed. There was a huge metal X on the wall that would have been much taller than me if I were standing, and at first, I’d thought maybe it was the frame of something. But then I saw at all 4 points a set of shackles, I instantly knew what it was for. “Wait, never mind! I just realized. I’m so sorry,” I said feeling even more embarrassed.





“Oh my god, don’t be sorry, I am! Usually, I have a tapestry overtop but I totally forgot after… last night,” she said, laughing.





“It’s okay,” I said trailing off, still staring at it. “Can I look?”





“Oh my god, of course!” Jenny said and watched as I stood up and walked over to it.





It was a huge black X cross attached to the wall. Not only were there shackles at each point to secure someone’s wrists and ankles to it, but there was a strap around the middle as well, along with padding in the center. My mind was racing, thinking of how it would feel to be strapped in and unable to move while someone did whatever they wanted to me. Lately, that was something I would gladly participate in. I could feel my mind racing, and in my head, all I could hear was the girl from last night pleading to cum.





“It’s huge,” was the only thing I managed to say and Jenny laughed.





“Well, there’s plenty more where that came from,” she said, and I desperately wanted to know more, but I decided that it was too strange to ask my roommate to show me more of her bondage collection.





“You’ll have to show me someday,” I said awkwardly, and Jenny just smiled and changed the subject.





Chapter 4





W
 e spent the remainder of the day lounging around the apartment. Even though we had become close over the 6 months living together, we were roommates more than we were friends. We could spend hours in the same room doing our own thing, and not even talk. It was nice to have someone around, but unfortunately, I didn’t get a chance to masturbate. I could have snuck off, or done it in the shower, but I was worried she would hear me. Even though I heard her having sex all of the time, it just felt weird, especially since her words from last night were still dancing in my head.





We both had showers and decided we would get ready together to go out. We crammed ourselves into the small bathroom. The bathroom itself wasn’t very roomy, but the mirror was quite large, spanning almost the entire wall of the room. The counter was pretty small, but we had enough room to both put our makeup bags and hair tools. I played some music through my phone, and we started to get excited for the night as we got ourselves ready.





“So is Nora going to meet you here?” I asked Jenny while I put on my eye makeup.





“No, I’m just going to meet her at the bar when we go,” Jenny replied, brushing her long, black hair. “That way we can take our time getting ready.”





Jenny didn’t need to do a whole lot. Her hair was naturally straight, even though I watched as she ran a straightener through it anyways. I knew she would wear makeup but even without it, she was so naturally beautiful. She wore a black bra and shorts, and sometimes I found it hard not to look at her fit, tanned body. Especially when she was so close to me.





“Are you excited for tonight?” Jenny asked me.





“I’m so excited, it’s been way too long since I’ve gone out, but oh my god, I’m so nervous,” I said. “I’m not going to back out or anything though, I really need to get out of the house.”





“I get that, but you literally have no reason to be nervous. You’re totally hot, and even if it doesn’t work out with this guy there are plenty of others that’ll be there tonight.” Jenny said smiling.





“Thanks, babe,” I replied. “I hope I at least hit it off with someone. It might be you putting on headphones tonight,” I said smiling.





“I think I’d probably leave them off,” she replied and laughed. “Free entertainment.”





I laughed with her. “Hey, I think you get enough satisfaction from your own room.”





“Yeah, that’s true, but there’s no need for you to miss out. There’s plenty to go around if you’re ever interested.”





I wasn’t sure if our conversation was just friendly joking or flirty joking. I didn’t know what to do if I should continue the teasing or change the subject. I felt a bit embarrassed at how much I was enjoying myself, even though it was clear that she was too. She knew I wasn’t interested in women, but it was hard not to flirt back with someone like her. She made it so effortless.





“No need to miss out on what?” I asked, testing her to see how far she was going with this.





I watched as she put lipstick on in the mirror, focusing on her makeup so casually as we spoke. She finished and rubbed her lips together slowly, and put the cap back on her lipstick. She looked at me through the mirror.





“You know,” she started, “You’re always talking about how you need to get laid, and you wish you could meet someone but you’re too shy. I know you’re not into girls, but my door is always open.” She said it like it was so obvious and continued to apply her makeup.





I was about to reply, unsure of what to say, but thankfully Jenny’s phone rang. She picked it up and left the bathroom to talk to someone. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I still wasn’t sure if Jenny was joking with me but knowing her she most likely wasn’t. I knew she was quite open, and she was always quite honest and made it clear when she was just joking around.





The worst part was that I seriously considered what she was saying. I told myself that I couldn’t sleep with her, she was my roommate and my friend. That it would make things so awkward, not even because I wasn’t into women. At least, I didn’t think I was. I wouldn’t even know what to do. But her forward confidence turned me on more than I would have expected. She made it sound like it wasn’t a big deal at all, and maybe it wasn’t.





I heard Jenny come back into the room and I almost jumped as she returned, being pulled quickly out of my thoughts. “That was just Nora telling me she’ll probably be running a bit late, but she said she would call me. We still have lots of time anyways before we were going to leave.”





“Oh good, my hair is still a bit wet. Actually, I’m just going to dry it quickly if you don’t mind the noise, it’ll only be like two seconds.”





“No worries!” She replied, and she leaned back toward the mirror to finish what she’d been doing. I looked at her for a moment, watching as she leaned toward the mirror, my mind still going wild. I wondered what she would do to me if she was given the chance. if I let her do anything she wanted to me. Would she make me beg? What I’d heard last night was only a small fraction of what they’d been doing, but I couldn’t imagine what else she was capable of. What had she meant when she’d said there was plenty more where her huge, bondage X came from?





I shook the thought out of my head and turned on the blow dryer, but before I could dry much of my hair, it suddenly turned off and the light went out.





“Shit, I think I blew a fuse,” I said, laughing. “Just from the blow dryer and the straightener?”





“The electricity in this house is so crazy,” she replied. “I think the fuse box is in your room right?”





“Yeah, it is, I’ll be right back,” I said. The bathroom was almost completely dark. I reached into my pocket for my phone to use the flashlight, but it wasn’t there. I knew my way in the dark, but I couldn’t see where Jenny was. She had pressed herself up against the sink to get out of my way, but I bumped into her, feeling her soft skin underneath my outreached hands. “Shit, sorry,” I said, squeezing by her. I found my room and tried to turn the light on, but it wouldn’t turn on either. I went back to the bathroom.





“Hey, do you have your phone? I actually think the power might be out, but I’m not sure,” I said to Jenny.





“Of course!” She said and turned on her phone’s flashlight. We went into my room and she held the light toward the switch box. I opened it, and all of the switches were set on.





“I know I paid the bill,” I said and went to the living room to look outside. All of the streetlights were off. “Oh shit, yeah. Power is definitely out.”





“Well, I guess we better wait it out. Do you want a drink?” She asked.





“Yes please,” I said and followed her into the kitchen. She handed me a beer and took one for herself, and then we went back into the living room. We both sat on the small couch, and it was so dark I could barely see her sitting across from me. I heard as she opened up her drink.





“Well it’s good Nora will be late, because it looks like now we will be too,” Jenny said, laughing.





“Figures,” I said, and took a sip of my drink. “It’s like the universe is cockblocking me.”





“Me too, well, you know. I wasn’t planning on seeing Nora again. I thought she wasn’t interested before, but she’s kind of been a bit flirty again lately.”





I felt a bit emboldened by the darkness, and for some reason when Jenny had mentioned Nora I almost felt the smallest pang of jealousy in my stomach. Where was that coming from? I didn’t care at all who Jenny was into, I had no reason to, but I couldn’t ignore the feeling.





“Were you serious earlier? When you said your door was always open?” I asked, feeling myself flush with embarrassment for even bringing the subject back to what I had been avoiding. I could have kicked myself for bringing it up again, after having so many opportunities to ignore our conversation.





“I mean, yeah, of course, I was serious! I don’t want that to come across as like weird or anything, I was just having fun when I suggested that, I know it’s not your thing. But of course, I was being genuine.” She paused for a moment. “I mean you’re totally hot, who wouldn’t want to, y’know?”





I felt my face get even redder, and I sunk into the couch further. I was thankful that she couldn’t see me. I knew I wasn’t bad-looking or anything, but I’d never had anyone call me hot
 before. After her words, it almost felt like there was an energy in the darkness between us, and I found myself just wanting so badly to touch her, but I wouldn’t. I knew it wasn’t right.





“I mean, if I were ever going to do anything with a woman, it would be with someone like you. You’re totally gorgeous.” I said nervously. It was true. It would be someone like her who was so commanding and beautiful, someone with confidence who could take charge. “But I wouldn’t even know what to do,” I said, and I could have kicked myself for being so open.





Was this what I wanted? Apparently, it was, since I was doing such a good job at asking to be convinced. But she wasn’t the one prying, it was me. I couldn’t let the subject go. I could feel my body getting hotter, and at first, I thought it was embarrassment that I was feeling, but it was arousal. I was so turned on talking to my roommate like this. I didn’t care much about whether or not I found women attractive, but I was starting to think maybe I found Jenny attractive.





“You’d only have to do what you’re told.” Her voice was more serious now, and even though I couldn’t quite see her face, I could see her body, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I reached out in front of me to place my hand on her leg just above her knee, feeling her warm skin under my fingertips.





“What should I do then?” I asked, and I felt her hand clamp down on mine.





“Amanda… are you sure this is what you want?” She asked. Hearing her say my name confirmed it for me.





“Please,” I said, sounding almost like the girl from last night, and that seemed to be enough for her.





Chapter 5





S
 he grabbed onto my hand and used it to pull me closer to her. I felt her hand on my hair and then my cheek, finding me in the darkness, and then her lips pressed against mine. She kissed me deeply, holding my face with one hand as her other hand was still on mine. Her soft lips drove me crazy, and I kissed her back desperately, using my free hand to grab onto her waist. It felt so wrong to be doing this, but so intimate, as I knew she was making a sacrifice in our relationship as well.





She broke the kiss and looked at me, as we both breathed heavily. “What do you want me to do?” She asked.





“Anything you want,” I replied seriously. I didn’t care at this point what she did.





“Well, there’s not much I wouldn’t want to do to you, but I think we should start slow. Lay back for me.”





I dropped myself down on the couch immediately, eager to be touched by her. She didn’t wait at all, crawling on top of me as I lay on the couch, my body shaking below her. She moved her hands up my stomach slowly and over my breasts, outside of my t-shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and I moaned as she teased my nipples and leaned down to lightly suck at my neck. The feeling seemed to radiate all through my body.





“God, Jenny.” I moaned as she sucked further down my neck and onto my chest. “That feels so good.”





“You could have had this all along,” she said, laughing, and I felt her mouth finally lick and suck its way down to my breasts. Her face was in between them, as she rubbed her palms up and down over my nipples. Then I felt as she pressed my breasts together, pushing my nipples close, and she took them both into her mouth at once, sucking hard and flicking her tongue back and forth over the hard nubs.





I couldn’t contain myself, arching my back and whimpering as she sucked at my hard nipples, moving back and forth between them. I felt my clit so hard and throbbing from her hot mouth, my body writhing beneath her. She moaned with one of my nipples in her mouth, and let go slowly, a soft pop noise escaping her mouth as she broke the suction. I looked down at her, seeing just a silhouette in the darkness, and ran my hands through her hair.





“I think we should go-” Jenny started, but her phone rang again, making us both jump.





She silenced it, but I told her she should answer. She sighed and picked up the phone.





“Oh hi Nora,” she said, and I watched as she held the phone between her head and shoulder, freeing up both of her hands. “I’m good, and you?” she asked, as she ran her hands over my breasts and down my stomach. I stayed quiet, breathing into her touch.





“Yeah, power is out here too,” she said, her hands trailing down over my waist, and her fingers hooking into the waistband of my shorts. “Mmm, yeah we could meet up there in a bit, but we aren’t ready yet. Amanda was trying to dry her hair when it went out.” She pulled my shorts down slowly, and I lifted my hips to help wiggle out of them faster. “I’ll text you in a bit, I think we’ll probably be late too…. okay. No problem. Bye.” Jenny hung up the phone and threw it onto the floor.





She pulled my shorts down quickly now over my feet and tossed them onto the floor as well. “I was saying I think we should finish this somewhere else, your room maybe?”





“Yes, I don’t care where.”





Jenny laughed at me and stood up. She helped to pull me off of the couch and I led the way there, holding her hand and feeling her close to me. It was surprising how dark the room was without any electricity, especially considering my blackout curtains were drawn, blocking any light from the moon outside. I was thankful I’d cleaned my room so that there was nothing we could trip on. We were at my bed, still standing when Jenny stopped me.





“Wait,” she said, and I could feel her body against mine. She pulled off my shirt completely, and I reached out to her waist. I brought my hands up, feeling her smooth, hot skin, and I reached around to unclasp her bra. I felt it come undone and I pulled it off of her arms and dropped it to the floor. I paused for a moment, not sure what to do, but then I just thought of what I liked. I grabbed her breasts, running my thumbs over her nipples as she had done to me, and I heard her moan softly as I touched her.





Suddenly I felt her hand searching, and she moved it down between my legs, rubbing my pussy through my panties. I moaned as she touched me, not realizing until now how wet I’d become or how good it would feel to be touched by someone else after so long.





“God you’re already so wet for me,” she said, rubbing her fingers along my opening and up my clit through the fabric. I ground back against her hand, but she stopped when I did. She slowly pulled off my panties, and they dropped down to the floor.





I moved my hands down from her breasts and to her shorts, trying to feel every inch of her smooth, toned stomach. I pulled her shorts off eagerly, and she wasn’t wearing any panties. I wanted so badly to touch her but I hesitated, and before I could she pulled away.





“Get on the bed babe, on your knees,” she said, and I scrambled onto the bed and did as she said. She got in front of me, facing me on her knees as well, and spread my legs a bit. She pulled my hips down so I was sitting on my legs, and put her thigh in between my legs, so I was straddling it. She did the same to me, wrapping her other leg around mine, straddling my thigh. She pulled herself close to me, and I felt myself shaking already as her body rubbed against mine.





We were pressed so closely together. She pulled on my hips, rubbing my pussy against her thigh, and she did the same to me. I ground against her leg desperately as I felt her body rubbing against mine. She rubbed her breasts over mine, her body grinding against me as I did the same back, feeling myself become even wetter than before as my clit made contact with her skin. I grabbed onto her waist, pulling her as close as I could, and I felt her mouth against my ear, sucking on my earlobe. I could feel the sensation travel down to my throbbing pussy, and I ground myself even harder against her, whimpering.





“Mmm, I wish I could see you right now,” Jenny whispered in my ear as she massaged herself against me. “I want to watch you when I make you cum.”





I wondered for a moment if part of the reason I was doing this was because of the darkness. Not because I didn’t want to see Jenny, I did. The more I felt her breasts against me and felt her hips grinding her pussy against me, the more I found her irresistible, wanting to watch her hot body move over me. I was so turned on by her, and I wished I could see her face as she moaned softly against my neck. But at the same time, I was scared that seeing her would bring back the reality that she wasn’t a stranger in the dark, but my roommate. The person that I would have to continue to live with normally after this encounter. Would we just go on pretending nothing had happened after this? Would I be able to go back to hearing her fuck other girls in the room beside me, while I lay in bed alone?





I realized at this moment, I didn’t care. I just wanted to keep going, regardless of how weird it made things in the morning. Especially after hearing Jenny tell me she wanted to make me cum. I was in too deep and there was no way I could turn back now.





“I wish I could see you too,” I said, moving my hands up to play with her breasts again. “You’re so fucking hot.” I couldn’t believe how turned on I was from another woman.





“You think so?” She asked and I felt her move away from me. I felt frustrated for a moment, wanting physical contact, but then I felt her fingers slide across my opening. “Lay down, I want to know how good you taste,” she whispered, and I did as she asked, squirming underneath her fingers.





I felt her move her body in between my legs, and she held open my thighs. Not that she needed to, as soon as I laid down I opened my legs eagerly, wanting for her to touch me. I felt her search up my body in the darkness with her hands until her fingers brushed against my lips. She pressed them against my mouth and I opened wide, inviting her fingers to search in my mouth. I sucked her fingers desperately. I grabbed her hand and brought it in and out of my mouth, running my tongue along her fingers and making them wet, like I was sucking my ex-boyfriend. She pushed her fingers in my mouth deeper along my tongue, and I moaned around them, enjoying the feeling of having my mouth full.





“If we do this again, there are so many things I want to do to this pretty little mouth of yours,” she said and pulled her fingers slowly out of my mouth. For some reason, it hadn’t even occurred to me that we could do this more than once.





I felt her wet fingers pushing at my opening, and I opened my legs wider and pressed my pussy against them. She inserted her fingers, pushing easily inside of me from how wet I was, and I moaned as her fingers filled me. She pushed another finger in, feeling how eager I was, and she curled them against my g-spot. I never knew someone could make me feel so good just from their fingers. She started fucking me faster and I lifted my hips as she brought her fingers out of me entirely and then shoved them back inside.





Then I felt a smooth wetness and realized it was her tongue. She licked slowly at my clit, and I suddenly felt like I was losing control, feeling her lap at the hard nub. I threw my head back and was about to close my eyes, when I heard a small noise and then suddenly the room flooded with light, making me jump in surprise. The power was back on.





My eyes took a moment to adjust to the sudden light, and I looked down to see Jenny’s face in between my legs, her expert tongue flicking itself over my clit. I thought that seeing her would make things too real, but instead, as I watched her move her mouth over me, her eyes looking back at me as she enjoyed having her face buried in between my legs was enough to bring me close to orgasm. My eyes rolled back as I felt my body tense, and I felt as Jenny started sucking me instead, pushing me over the edge.





“Jenny please don’t stop, please,” I cried out, and she continued, sucking my clit and pumping her fingers in and out of my pussy. I felt my lower body go tense and then my muscles release as I came hard, cumming over her fingers as she continued to suck me. I held onto the bed as my orgasm ripped through me. “Oh my god, oh my god, yes Jenny!” I yelled, grinding myself into her mouth.





She continued until she was sure I was done, and then I felt her move her fingers out of me. She moved her tongue down to my pussy, licking my cum and moaning as she tongued my slit. I squirmed underneath her, the sensation feeling so powerful after my orgasm. I watched as she slowly kissed up my thighs, and sat up in front of me.





“God Jenny, I never knew that could feel so fucking good,” I said, catching my breath.





Jenny laughed at me. “Then I have a lot to show you.”





I felt so dirty, in the best way. It was like something had been unleashed within me, and I just wanted to do whatever I could to satisfy her. I still felt so horny, even after cumming so hard. I wanted her to stick her fingers in my mouth again, or her tongue, so I could find out how my pussy tasted. I wanted her to use me, to tell me what to do until I could make her cum as she had done to me. I wanted to watch her, and taste her on my tongue. I’d never so desperately felt like this before, and I wanted to hear her call me a slut as she had to the woman last night.





I sat up quickly, my legs still trembling slightly underneath me from my orgasm. “Please,” I started, placing my hands on Jenny’s thighs. “I want to make you cum, I’ll do anything, just tell me what to do,” I said looking at her, seeing her smile deviously at my words.





“You don’t have to,” she started, but I cut her off.





“I want to. I want to taste you. Please. I’ll do whatever you say.”





“Okay,” she said, and cupped her hands around my face, pulling me in for a kiss. She kissed me slowly but gently, pressing her lips against mine softly. “Get on the floor, on your knees,” she said softly like she was asking me a simple favor.





I got on my knees in front of the bed and watched as she swung herself around to sit on the edge. She opened her legs, sat on the bed, and reached down to run her fingers through my hair. I looked up at her, eager to taste her pussy.





“God, I’m so happy the power came back on so I can watch you,” she said and held onto my hair.





I positioned my hands on her inner thighs, holding her legs open. Her grip on my hair was loose, not pulling me or directing me. I thought of waiting for instruction, but I didn’t need to. I knew what I wanted to do.





I dove my head in between her legs, licking her clit, finding the hard nub quickly with my tongue. Jenny seemed surprised, not expecting me to take the initiative. I felt her hand grab a bit harder onto the back of my head, making sure I continued. I flattened my tongue and licked against her, running her clit from the back of my tongue to the front. I watched her face, as her smiling lips slowly parted, and her eyes closed. She moaned loudly, encouraging me to continue.





I sucked on her clit between my lips, running my tongue over it, and I felt as her hips moved toward me. She held my head tightly now, holding my head down to her clit while I sucked furiously. I moved my fingers up to dip into her opening, and I was surprised at how wet she was. It made me feel good that she was so turned on by me. My fingers slid inside of her easily, and I curled them as she had done, wiggling them until I felt her body twitch as I rubbed against the soft pad of her g-spot. I played with it while I sucked her clit, and I could feel her legs tightening around my head. I moaned, feeling more and more turned on as she pushed my head against her, grinding against my face and using my mouth for her pleasure.





“Mmm, Amanda, you like sucking on my clit?” She asked, and I moaned back in agreement as I continued. “Don’t - oh my god- don’t stop.”





Jenny laid back on the bed arching her back and closing her eyes, and I could feel her cumming as she whimpered and writhed underneath me, her legs and pussy tensing over and over as she orgasmed. I eagerly licked my fingers and inside of her pussy, lapping up her cum, and she shook and moaned as I pressed my tongue inside of her.





I’d had a lot of sex in my life, but I didn’t ever remember a time when I’d been so eager. I wanted to fuck her over and over again and lick up every drop from her pussy. I wanted her to use me to satisfy herself for as long as it took. Usually, I would cum once and I would be done for the night, but right now I wanted to keep cumming. And maybe it was because I was still feeling so horny, but I even wanted her to make me scream and beg as the woman from last night had, and I wondered what it would be like to be restrained while she did whatever she wanted to me.





I’d never been with anyone so dominating. Even though she had been so gentle with me, the way she took over and grabbed me roughly and held my hair in her fist made me feel different than I had before. I wondered what it was like when she didn’t hold back, and I so desperately wanted to find out.





“Come here,” she said, grabbing my shoulders and pulling me toward her.





I got onto the bed and laid beside her, and I felt her arms wrap around me and pull me close, pressing her warm skin against mine. I waited for a wave of regret to wash over me, but it never came. Instead, I just felt entirely calm and content.





“Amanda?” She asked, and I turned to face her. Her eyeliner and lipstick were smudged a bit, and she looked so good with her hair all messy. “That was the best power outage I’ve ever had.”





I laughed and nodded my head. “Me too. If all power outages were like that, I wouldn’t pay the bill.”





“We could just turn the lights off next time,” Amanda said, and then laughed. “I mean, well, I hope this doesn’t come across weird. I know this was probably like a one-time thing, but I wish it wasn’t. I’m okay either way if you want to just pretend this didn’t happen, I’ll live. But that was so hot.”





I felt myself almost gulp, knowing how badly I wanted the same as her. I wanted
 her, but this was all so sudden and new. Was I just feeling so attracted to her because of my post-orgasm bliss? Then why did I want to learn everything there was to know about her? We were friends, and roommates, but both of those relationships seemed so different than what I wanted. I wanted to know her completely, inside and out, and I felt like that feeling would be impossible to ignore.





“I feel the same,” I said, stroking her arm. “I mean, this is all like super sudden. But I don’t think I want it to be a one-time thing.”





Jenny’s phone rang again. I went to sit up so that she could go and get it, but instead, she pulled me close to her again.





“Whoever it is can wait,” she said and smiled at me. She leaned in and kissed me, this time slow, and soft, and even though it was so chaste it still made me moan lightly and grip her arm, turned on so much by her.





I pulled apart from her, breathing heavily. “I think I might stay home tonight if that’s okay. I don’t know if I really want to go meet that guy now. Unless Nora would be upset.”





“Oh my god, no, honestly I don’t think I want to go out now either, I just want to stay home. I’ll tell her we’re canceling, she’ll get it.” Jenny ran her hands down my waist. “God, I could do this all night with you. But I’m wondering if maybe we should just chill tonight and then talk about things in the morning. As much as it kills me, I know this was unexpected.”





I knew she was right. I wanted to continue, but I was realizing that I would need to think about this seriously, once my mind cleared up some more. Everything had happened so quickly. Not only was I concerned about how our friendship would be after this, but I was also a bit worried that if I continued I might develop feelings. I’d never been the type to have casual sex, or one-night stands, finding it too hard to not get attached. But feeling her hands on my skin and the warmth from her body erased any concerns from my head.





“You’re probably right,” I said, holding her hand on my waist and rubbing my fingers over it. “Thank you so much, Jenny.”





“Anytime,” she said and started laughing. “Seriously. Any time. I’m free all day tomorrow.”





We laid in bed together for over an hour just laughing and joking how we would normally do, except with a bit of touching and making out, intoxicated in each other’s company. In a way, it felt like a first date and I didn’t want it to end.





Chapter 6





T
 he next morning I woke up, and I still felt so turned on, but in a much different way. Knowing that the person who made me feel so good the night before was only one room away made me jump out of bed a lot faster than I normally would have on a Sunday morning. I woke up with my body feeling so sensitive, the sheets rubbing against my skin drove me crazy. I decided to take a shower to calm down and wake up so that when we spoke today I was clear-headed.





I thought long and hard while I was in the shower about what I would say to Jenny today. I wanted to let her know that I didn’t want last night to be a one-time thing, but that I also didn’t know quite how I was feeling. I was willing to try something casual until I could figure things out, but I wasn’t sure if it was worth risking our friendship and status as roommates. I finished my shower and felt so much more refreshed and awake. I was ready to talk to Jenny. I knew she would understand where I was coming from either way, and I hoped that we could talk things out.





But when I stepped out of the bathroom and saw her, I felt my mind go blank. She stood in her pyjamas, ones I’d seen a million times before, but now they made me react differently. They were a pair of silky black shorts and a tank top, with black lace around the edges, and I could see her hard nipples poking through the fabric. She wore her long, black hair messy and down, and instead of looking like she’d just woken up, she looked like she’d styled her hair that way. I wanted so badly to touch her, but I knew we needed to talk first.





“Hey, babe,” she said, and even though she always called me that, it felt different. “Did you want to chat maybe in the kitchen?”





“Sure,” I replied, and wondered if she’d noticed the way I’d been looking at her body.





I followed her and saw that she had already poured me a coffee. The kitchen had a small island with tall bar chairs. She sat on one chair, and I sat beside her, grabbing my coffee and thanking her. We swiveled on our chairs to face each other. Her legs were folded and she supported her head with her hand, her elbow resting on the back of the chair.





“I can’t stop thinking about last night,” Jenny said, taking a sip of her coffee. “But before I say anything I want to know how you’re feeling.”





How I was feeling was that I wanted her to touch me and fuck me on the counter. Suddenly all of the words I’d had prepared in my head to say to her fell apart. All I could think about were those pleading words from the woman the other night, and the sharp smacks that followed.





“Do you want to know?” I asked her.





She smiled at me. “Yes. Be honest.”





“Well there’s a lot that I’m really not sure about, so there’s just some stuff I wanted to ask you before I’m positive about how I’m feeling.”





“Of course,” she replied, listening closely.





“I want you to do to me what you did to the girl the other night.”





I saw Jenny’s eyes light up. “I thought you didn’t hear anything.”





“I lied. I didn’t hear everything but I heard enough and I can’t stop thinking about it.” I put my coffee down and put my hands on her knees. “I trust you, and I want you so badly. I just want to know how she felt.”





Jenny put her hands firmly on top of mine, and even though she was restrained with her words, the way she touched me made me realize she was already agreeing. “Are you sure you want that? I mean, of course, I do. I’d love to make you cum over and over again.” I felt her drag my hands up and down her thighs slowly. “But don’t feel like that’s something you need to do to make me happy.”





“I want you to tell me what to do,” I started, and I could see her eyes widen. “I want you to use me and I don’t want you to hold back. Please.” I didn’t even feel like it was me speaking anymore, every word coming out of my mouth surprised me.





Her hands tightened even more over mine, and she pulled them all of the way up her thighs, forcing me to lean toward her. “God there’s so much I want to do to you,” she said. “I’d love to use you, and treat you like the slut you are. Is that what you want?” It sounded as if she was testing me, seeing if this was really what I wanted.





“Yes, please Jenny. I need it,” I said, almost moaning. I could feel my pussy throbbing and I swallowed hard as she moved even closer to me.





“And when do you want this to happen?” She asked casually like she was asking what time we were going for lunch.





“Whenever you want me,” I said, pulling my hands free from hers. I dragged my hands back over her thighs teasingly and sat back in my chair. I grabbed my coffee and took a long sip. “You’re the boss, and I’m free all day.”





I was flirting hard, trying my best to seduce her but I knew she already wanted what I did. I didn’t quite know what I was getting into, but I so badly wanted to find out more about what I knew she liked. If I was going to be with someone who liked to dominate, I wanted to know what it was like to be dominated, and I was ready.





I could see her thinking, still thrown off by the direction our conversation had gone. She’d probably thought I would want to forget about the night before, or at the very least have casual sex, but I could see by her reaction that she’d never expected this. But as soon as I’d seen her in the hallway, I realized how badly I wanted her. And if I wanted her so completely, I wanted to make sure I was into what she was into. I wanted to know how it felt.





“Hmm,” she started, leaning back to look at me. “I could start with you now, or I could make you wait all fucking day.” I squirmed at her words. I’d hoped she would start immediately, or at least after her coffee. I’d never considered having to wait long. I felt my whole body twitch impatiently, but I didn’t say anything, leaving it up to her.





“Hmm… I think I want you now,” she said, standing up. She stepped toward me, spreading my legs and standing between them. She put her hands on my hips, digging her fingertips into my skin. “I’ve never made anyone scream before noon.”





I watched her as she pressed herself in between my legs, and I knew I’d made the right move. “Do you think you could make me scream?” I asked, and I saw in her eyes that my words sent her over the edge as I challenged her.





“Stand up,” she said, and I obeyed. Even though she was so close to me, not giving me much room to move, I stood in front of her. She was pressed up completely against me, but she didn’t touch me with her hands. She looked at me for a moment. “I know I could. I know I can make you beg and cry, just like you overheard the other night. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” She ran her hand up my neck to grab my hair near the scalp. “Answer me.”





“Yes,” I answered quickly. I would be happy with her doing anything to me at this point. “I want you to use me, please.”





She smiled and let go of my hair, and placed her hand softly on my cheek. “What are your limits? Like what do you absolutely not want me to do?”





“I can’t think of anything,” I said genuinely. I wasn’t clueless, I knew a bit about what to expect, but I wasn’t sure what I wouldn’t be into.





“I want you to pick a safeword. Just a random word, something you wouldn’t normally say during sex, and if you say it I’ll stop everything. Doesn’t matter what we are doing.”





I thought for a moment. “Umm, coffee?” I said, and she nodded.





“Okay, say coffee if you want me to stop, and don’t feel bad about using it. I want to make sure you feel safe.”





I couldn’t wait to get started. It was so hot knowing that she had control of me, but I trusted her so much to take care of me, especially now that I knew I could stop things if I needed to. “Okay, got it. I do feel safe. I trust you.”





“Good,” she said, and I saw her face change slightly. “From now on you’re not to speak unless I ask you a question. Not a word. Got it?”





“Yes,” I replied, wondering if I would be any good at keeping my mouth shut.





Jenny ran her hands from my neck down to my hips, and on the way, she dragged her palms over my breasts, and I gasped as she rubbed me. “Trust me, Amanda. You’re going to find it hard to stay silent. Come on.”





Chapter 7





I
 followed Jenny to her room. She held my arm and pulled me along behind her and it took everything within me to not touch her, figuring that was probably also something I’d have to get permission for as well. Once we got into her room I could feel my knees weak with excitement as I remembered the big X frame. She must have seen me as I glanced toward the tapestry on the wall that was hiding it.





“Oh, you’re going to have to earn the privilege of being tied up and fucked against the wall,” she said. The way she spoke seemed so natural coming from her lips. She stood back a bit from me and folded her arms across her chest. “Take your clothes off,” she demanded, her eyes burning into me.





I suddenly felt quite nervous as things started, unsure of what she would make me do. But I was eager to undress for her. I took off my shirt slowly and I wasn’t wearing a bra. I watched her face as I stripped but she remained expressionless as she watched me. I slid my shorts down too, and then my thong. The warm morning sun was beaming through her window and I felt so exposed in front of my roommate.





“Good,” she said, but her expression remained the same. “Now touch yourself for me. Go on, I know you’re dying to.”





Now I was feeling embarrassed but incredibly turned on. She was right, I was dying to touch myself. I opened my mouth to protest and negotiate but as I did I saw her eyes widen, and I remembered I was to be silent. I’d never touched myself in front of anyone before, not even my ex-boyfriend. I felt nervous but at the same time, it felt good to do something so dirty and humiliating in front of someone else.





I ran my hands down slowly over my chest. I grabbed my nipples roughly and the pinching feeling radiated down to my hard clit, sending waves through my body. I let one hand remain, pinching and pulling at my nipples, and I dragged the other hand down my stomach and in between my thighs. I spread my legs slightly and touched my pussy. I rubbed my fingers over my opening, getting them wet, and even just the light touch of my fingertips made my legs wobble a bit.





I brought my wet fingers to my clit, and rubbed back and forth over the hard nub, letting out a loud moan. She didn’t say I couldn’t make any noise, just that I couldn’t say any words. I looked at her while I rubbed, feeling waves of pleasure through my body. The more I continued, the less embarrassment I felt as I was consumed with how good I felt. I made sure to put on a bit of a show for her, trying to melt her icy expression, but she still didn’t react.





I was starting to moan louder as I picked up the speed. I could feel my legs start to shake and I was surprised she’d let me go on for so long. I started thinking that maybe she wanted to watch me cum, because I was getting close, but as soon as I could feel the pressure building she interrupted me.





“That’s enough,” she said and walked toward me. I whimpered as I had been so close, but I peeled my hands off of myself and dropped them to my sides. I’d hoped she would continue for me, but instead, she walked behind me and I could feel her hands on my ass, gripping the flesh on either side. She bounced my cheeks slightly, and I arched my back. “You looked like you enjoy a bit of pain, is that right?”





It was right, and I noticed she probably got the impression from the rough way I touched myself and the way I’d reacted to her last night. I’d never really experimented in that way with someone else, but I had always wanted to.





“Yes I do,” I replied.





“Have you ever been spanked?” She asked me.





I felt her hands grip even deeper into my skin. I leaned forward slightly, pushing my ass back toward her hands. Even just the feeling of her grabbing me hard made me groan.





“No, but I want it, please. I want you to make me hurt.”





Jenny laughed. “Trust me, you don’t have to worry about that.” I watched as she opened her closet and pulled out a small wooden bench. It looked almost like a large footstool, with leather padding on the top. She placed it in front of me. “Get down on your knees,” she ordered, and I did as she said. She bent me over the bench, my ass sticking up and my stomach on the cool, leather surface. My breasts hung on the other side of the bench. She knelt beside me and fastened my wrists to the legs of the bench with thick leather cuffs. Then she crawled behind me and wrapped some kind of rope around my upper thigh, and attached it to the back legs of the bench. My legs were spread wide, and it felt so good to be restrained and exposed.





My hair was hanging loosely over my face, and Jenny scooped it up and moved it to one side of my shoulder. She was beside me on the floor, watching me as I tested the restraints. I felt her hand rub across my hanging breasts, rubbing over them as they hung underneath me.





“I noticed you liked your nipples pinched, isn’t that right?” She asked, and grabbed one of my nipples hard between her fingertips.





I gasped with surprise. “Yes, yes, oh my god, I do.”





“Good,” she smiled. “Let’s keep them pinched.”





I felt a cool, hard object on my hard nipple, and it clamped down on me. I moaned loudly as the pressure of my pinched nipple made my pussy clench. She did the same to the other nipple and let go. I squirmed slightly, feeling the weight pulling at my nipples lightly, and every time my breasts moved the sensation increased.





Jenny crawled behind me, and I felt her hands on my ass again. “I wish you could see how nice and spread out you are for me now,” she said. Then I felt as she let go of me and one of her fingers ran up from my pussy to my asshole. “Maybe if you’re good for me I can fuck both of your tight little holes.”





I moaned in agreement, wishing that I could beg her for it. I wanted so badly to feel filled up, in any way, my empty pussy contracting as I thought about how it would feel.





She placed one of her hands on my hip as if to hold me in place, and I felt her other hand rubbing my ass cheek. I knew now what was coming.





“I bet this morning you woke up thinking you were going to tell me to forget about last night. And look at you now. We both know you’re too much of a slut to refuse to be fucked like you deserve, isn’t that right?”





“Yes,” I couldn’t take the teasing anymore, I needed her. “I’m such a slut.”





“Good, Amanda. And you know what happens to little sluts like you? They get punished.”





She moved her hand away and then quickly spanked my ass hard. The sharp sting made me jump forward slightly, and when my breasts bounced I felt my nipple clamps swing, shooting pleasure through my body. I moaned and arched my back again, waiting for her to hit me again.





“You like that, slut?”





“Yes Jenny, please, I want more,” I whined, trying to look back at her.





She hit me again, this time even harder, and I bounced forward again, feeling my breasts swing beneath me. My pussy was throbbing already. I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from demanding more, but she could tell what I needed. There was another loud slap, and another, hitting my already sensitive skin. A prickling heat spread across my skin, burning as I wondered how red my cheeks were.





She dug her fingertips into the sore skin and then hit me again and again, and I lost track of how many times she had spanked me. My mind felt blank and all I could feel was the sharp pain, my throbbing clit, and my nipples becoming even more sore and sensitive. I could hear my moans turn almost to screams louder and louder each time, imagining that her hits were a force pounding right inside of my pussy, filling me, and I moaned and pushed my ass up even more.





“You didn’t think I could make you scream? Is that what you said?” She asked, and I could only moan in response. “That’s what I thought. Do you remember what happens to sluts like you?”





“They get… punished,” she said and hit me hard again.





“Exactly. You learn so quickly. And you know what good girls get? Rewarded.”





Her hand moved down to my clit quickly and I jumped from how good it felt. I didn’t think my clit could get any harder, my whole pussy felt sore and swollen. She rubbed my clit hard and then I felt her other hand move to my pussy opening, her fingers pressing against my entrance. I tried to move my hips back, but because of my thighs being tied down, I was helpless. I already felt like I could cum from how quickly she was moving across my clit. Her fingers inside of me would be just enough to send me over the edge.





“Please,” I said, my eyes rolling back. I wanted her to fill me so badly. But as soon as I spoke I instantly felt her move her hand off of me, and I realized my mistake.





I felt as Jenny grabbed my hair, and pulled, forcing my head back quickly. “Did you just fucking speak without permission?” She asked.





“I’m sorry Jenny, please. I won’t do it again. I promise,” I begged. I wanted so badly to cum and I’d ruined it for myself.





She leaned over me, her body pressed against my side and back, and I felt her arms wrap around me. She grabbed the clamps on my breasts and moved them around, and I yelled with pleasure. My nipples were so sore but it felt so good. Then suddenly she took the clamps off and then pinched my nipples, and I cried out loudly. When the clamps were removed the blood rushed back to my nipples painfully, and when she grabbed them I could feel them throbbing. It felt so good that it only added to the excruciating feeling of my ruined orgasm.





“If you do that again, I won’t let you cum all day,” she said, and I nodded quickly. She let go of me and I let out my breath. I wished I could apologize but I didn’t dare say a word.





She left me for a moment and walked across the room to grab her computer chair. She placed it in front of me and I looked up. I watched as she stripped her clothes off, her long hair hanging over her perfect breasts, and I wished so badly that I could touch her.





“Since you can’t keep your mouth shut, I’ll have to help you,” she said. I licked my lips eagerly and looked up at her. I wanted to make it up to her, and I wanted her to use my face to cum. I wanted to taste her and lick her up, feeling as if I was made to please her.





Jenny sat in the chair and moved toward me. She put one leg up on the bench, spreading her legs open, and I craned my neck trying to reach my mouth toward her. She laughed at me and grabbed my hair out of my face, holding it up behind my head. She moved her pussy closer to me, close enough that I could stick my tongue out and lick at her, and as soon as I did she pulled herself entirely toward my face. I eagerly sucked and licked at her clit as she ground against my mouth. I looked up at her, letting her know with my eyes that I enjoyed every minute of my face in her pussy.





“God I love seeing your face between my legs,” she started, moaning as I licked my flat tongue eagerly against her hard clit. “I wish I would have known you were such a desperate little slut all of this time, do you know how many times I thought about doing this to you?”





I was surprised at her words. Had she wanted me all of this time? She’d always kept her distance a bit, even keeping me as a roommate first, and a friend second. I figured she must have known that there wasn’t much chance with me being straight, and a few days ago I would have agreed with that. It turned me on, even more, to know that she wasn’t just doing this because I’d asked, but because she had really wanted to.





I took her clit into my mouth and sucked hard, and I felt proud when I felt her twitch underneath me and spread her legs even wider. I could feel her legs shake and I kept going until my jaw was almost sore with how furiously I sucked at her clit. I picked up the speed, even more, hearing her as she started to cum.





“Oh my god, Amanda,” she whimpered, holding my head tightly against her. “You must like being used as a tied-up little fucktoy, don’t you?” I moaned in response, her words sending shivers down my spine. “Fuck, fuck, Amanda. Don’t stop, I’m going to cum!”





I kept sucking her hard as she quivered against my mouth, her hand gripping my head so hard I could barely move as her orgasm ripped through her. I felt almost jealous that she was able to cum after I wanted to so badly, and hearing her soft moans made me hornier than ever. I could feel her jerk against my mouth as I licked her sensitive clit, and then as I felt her let go of my head I moved my mouth down the best I could to lick her up. She moved against me as I swirled my tongue around in her opening, shaking still on my tongue. I moaned as I tasted her, hoping that if I did a good enough job she would do the same to me.





Chapter 8





I
 felt her pat my head lightly and stand up, and then she walked behind me. I felt her hands on my hips as she knelt behind me, and I felt my body shake in anticipation just from the feeling of being touched.





“Don’t worry, I’ll let you cum soon. I think you’ve made it up to me,” she said, and then I felt her hands move down to my sore ass. She grabbed the painful skin and laughed as I moaned. “I wish you could see how red you are,” she said, and then slapped my ass one last time.





“I want to play with you a bit more while I have you nice and spread for me,” she said.





Before I could moan in agreement I jumped as I felt her warm tongue lick at my asshole. The sensation was strange but incredible, and I’d never felt anything like it and I didn’t want her to stop. Each lick of her wet tongue made me squirm with excitement. I’d always wanted to try anal but my ex wasn’t into it, and I was already feeling like I’d missed out.





“God, you’re shaking. You must like this don’t you?”





“Yes, Jenny, fuck. I like it so much.”





I heard her stand up and rummage through something behind me, and then she returned. I jumped again as I felt something cool and metallic running across my sore skin.





“I think you’re ready to be filled up, don’t you think?”





“Yes, please, please fill me.”





Jenny laughed. “You’re so easy,” she said, and I felt her fingers against the opening of my asshole. They were slick with lube, and she pressed one finger in me slowly. I squirmed around her, the sensation feeling so wrong and right at the same time. I wanted more, doing my best to bounce against her finger.





She pushed another finger into me, and then another, and I couldn’t keep quiet, groaning as the sensation made my pussy and clit feel so good. She fucked my ass slowly, stretching me bit by bit, and then I felt her remove her fingers. Now the cool metal was back, wet and pressing itself against my hole. I relaxed, letting her push it into me, and it was much wider than her fingers. She pushed it into me, my pussy shaking at the feeling, and then I cried out as she removed it and pressed it back in a few times, making me feel so full. When she was done she pressed the bottom, and it started vibrating, sending pleasant waves through my body. It took everything in me to not speak.





“I think we’ll leave this plug inside of you for a little while,” she said, giving it a light nudge.





I felt as she untied my thighs slowly and then watched her as she crawled around to untie my wrists. She told me to stand, and I did so slowly, feeling weird to do so after being restrained for so long. Every movement made the vibrating plug in my ass push me closer and closer to the edge, but not close enough that I could cum. The sensation made my brain feel numb and docile, so consistently being pleasured without being able to release. It felt strange to feel so full, while my pussy felt empty.





“Over here,” she said, and I followed her over to the wall where a large tapestry covered the X frame I’d seen the other day. She took the fabric down and told me to stand against the wall against the frame. I stood there, expecting her to strap me in, but instead, she stepped in front of me and pushed me against the wall. She kissed me hard and ran her hand along my cheek, her soft lips against mine. She pulled away and I felt butterflies in my stomach as I saw her looking at me softly, cupping my cheek.





“Is everything okay so far?” She asked, rubbing my cheek with her fingers. “I just want to make sure before we continue. Be honest.”





She knew I had a safe word, but the fact she was checking in still made me feel so good about what we were doing. I felt safe and cared for, and I wanted her to know that she didn’t need to worry about holding back.





“Yes, Jenny, it’s incredible. I’ve never been so fucking turned on. I could do this all day.”





Jenny smiled at me. “Well, technically we could.”





She kept her body close to me, her soft breasts pressed against mine, and I tried not to rub my body against hers even though I wanted to so desperately. She lifted each of my arms, securing them to cuffs that hung down from the peaks of the frame, spreading my arms and keeping me in place. Then she did the same to my ankles, spreading my legs and locking me into the cuffs. My feet were touching the ground but only barely, as I was on my tiptoes. Finally, she pulled a strap around my waist, securing it tightly so that I could barely move an inch.





“I wish I could just leave you here and use you whenever I wanted,” she said, running her hand from my neck down in between my breasts and down my stomach. At this moment I wished the same thing.





She walked over to her closet and found a black box. She brought it over to where I was tied up. She brought out a small, white wand vibrator, and turned it on. My body shook with excitement, craving even more as the plug still vibrated steadily inside of me. She first brought it up to each one of my sore nipples, and I cried with pleasure as the vibrations teased each breast.





“Amanda, I’m going to let you speak now. But you’re not allowed to cum without my permission. You’re going to have to beg for it.”





“Thank you, Jenny,” I whimpered as she continued making my nipples vibrate. I was so wet that I felt like I was dripping, my pussy clenching and releasing over and over.





As if she had read my mind, she moved one hand down to my pussy, rubbing her fingers into the wetness. “I bet your pussy feels so empty, don’t you think we should stuff you full?” She asked.





“Yes Jenny, please stuff me. I want you to fuck me and fill me until I can’t take it anymore, please,” I begged.





“Maybe I should have let you speak this whole time, I didn’t know your mouth was so dirty,” Jenny laughed, and then reached down into the box on the ground again. She brought out a large dildo, and I’d never craved so badly to have something inside of me.





She pressed the head of the dildo at my entrance, and my whole body shook against the restraints. “Please, please fuck me.”





She slowly pressed the dildo inside of me, and I was so wet that I could feel every inch of it sliding so easily inside of me. My pussy felt so tight from the plug being inside of my ass, pressing against the dildo as she pushed it into me, filling me entirely.





“God, Jenny, yes,” I said, with my eyes rolling back as I felt the dildo press against my cervix. She fucked it in and out of me a few times, and I thought I could cum just from the penetration, something I’d never been able to do before.





“Remember, you can’t come without my permission.”





“Yes Jenny,” I said blankly. I wasn’t sure how I would choose when I would cum, but I just wanted her to continue.





She held the dildo inside of me, and she turned the wand on again and pressed it against my clit. The sensation of the vibrations running through my clit and my asshole made me already feel as if I was about to cum. She held the wand steadily and firmly on my clit and my whole body quivered and tensed hard.





“Oh my god, Jenny! Please, please can I cum?” I asked, trying my best to tense and hold my orgasm.





“Not yet,” she said, and I whimpered loudly.





“Oh god, I can’t Jenny. I can’t hold it, I need to cum!” I yelled. There was nothing else I could think about, using my whole mind and all of my muscles to stop myself from releasing. I wanted to cry after having wanted to cum for so long.





She removed the wand from my clit and I screamed with frustration. “Do you remember what happens to little sluts like you?”





“Punished…” was all I could muster, breathing heavily and shaking hard. I didn’t know if I could be teased like this for much longer.





“And good girls?”





“Rewarded. Jenny, pleeease.”





She laughed and then pressed the wand back on my clit, leaving it off. I tried so hard to grind against it but I couldn’t move enough. “Good girl,” she said. “You can cum.” She took one of my nipples into her mouth and sucked as she turned the vibrator back on.





I relaxed so deeply onto the vibrator that I could feel it rattling up through my stomach and torso, and I came so hard screaming and moaning wordlessly. She moved her mouth up to my ear, and I could hear her encouraging breathily in my ear.





“That’s right Amanda, keep cumming for me, you dirty little fucktoy slut.”





She continued rubbing my sensitive clit while pounding the dildo in and out of my dripping pussy. I felt my orgasm ripping through me, and I tensed and shook over and over, but I just kept cumming. I could feel my juices dripping down my legs as I continued, and I felt my mind go completely blank. It felt for a moment like my sole purpose was to cum over and over until I couldn’t anymore. I squirmed over the vibrator, but she held it still, pulling another orgasm out of me and moaning against my ear as I screamed. My pussy was clenched so tightly I wasn’t sure how she was even able to keep fucking me with the dildo.





“Thank you, Jenny, thank you,” I cried, and she leaned up to kiss me as I came one last time, my whole body feeling cramped as my muscles tensed so hard. I moaned loudly into her mouth as she kissed me and slowly took the vibrator off of my clit. I felt myself still jolting as if it was still there, my body slowly relaxing. She took the dildo out of my pussy and dropped it to the floor, and then shut the vibrator off, dropping it as well.





She broke the kiss and looked at me, trailing her hands across my stomach, as I came down from cumming so hard. I couldn’t get over how beautiful she was, looking so innocent and calm, after having brought me to the best orgasm I could have hoped for.





“Please untie me,” I said, gasping hard. “I need to make it up to you for that, please.”





Jenny laughed and undid the strap across my waist. “We have all day for you to do that, don’t worry.” She ran her hands up each of my arms and slowly freed my wrists, and then knelt to my ankles. She stayed on her knees in front of me for a moment and I felt her face in between my legs, and she licked at my pussy. I was so sensitive that I jumped uncontrollably, and I felt as she held me in place. She pushed her tongue inside of me, fucking me with it and I closed my eyes enjoying the feeling. Then when I didn’t expect it, she grabbed onto the plug and pulled it slowly out of me, the feeling of it being removed with her licking drove me crazy.





She stood back up again, and I felt like I could collapse now that I was freed, my legs weak and still shaking from being tense for so long. She led me over to the bed and I laid down and pulled her close to me as soon as she sunk onto the bed beside me. She kissed me and I could taste my cum on her lips and I licked at her tongue eagerly.





“God you’re so hot when you cum, I didn’t want to stop,” she said, laughing.





“I didn’t know I could orgasm so much,” I said, still breathing heavily. My mind felt so calm and blissful. “God I can’t get enough of you, I still can’t believe how good you made me feel. I owe you so much. Although I do feel like I’m having some regrets.”





Her face fell a bit and she pulled my hair out of my face with her hand, caressing my head. “What is it?” She asked, concerned.





“I wish we would have started this like 6 months ago.”





She laughed and let go of me. “Oh my god, I thought something was wrong! I mean, now we have unlimited time. Unless you know, I’ve scared you off or something.”





Now it was my turn to laugh. “You’ve done the opposite, I don’t want to go anywhere. I’m sorry I didn’t realize you were right in front of me all of this time. I just feel like I was so close-minded.”





Jenny grabbed my hand and looked at me seriously. “You were never close-minded. How would you know that we would get along this way? I definitely didn’t. I’ve always had a crush on you but I never thought… it could be like this. I just want to get to know you more and more.”





She wrapped her arms around me and I sank in happily, feeling safe in her arms. “Me too,” I said while I rubbed my fingers down her back.





Ever since my last relationship had ended all I had wanted was to feel like this again, wanted and desired by someone who I found so irresistible. It shocked me to think of all of the times I vented to Jenny about being single, she probably sat there thinking of how she wished she could open up to me. I felt like a new person, shocked and proud of myself for trying so many new things just in a weekend, for opening myself up to feel things and fulfill fantasies that I never realized I desired so badly.





I felt myself nodding off in Jenny’s arms as the warm morning sun moved out of view. She stayed with me, rubbing my head and laying with me silently as I drifted off to sleep, completely content and satisfied, my head filled with thoughts of Jenny.




II

Shared by My Bridesmaids: First Time Femme Group Lesbian Affair


Bride-to-be Scarlet is having a bachelorette getaway at a cabin in the woods with her three bridesmaids, Jessica, Katie and Clarissa. After a few dirty party games, Scarlet realizes she’s less experienced in the bedroom than her friends. Will she let them show her what she’s missing out on before she’s married to her husband?





Chapter 1





I
 t was my bachelorette party at last. The girls and I had rented a cabin at a private resort where we would have access to a whole weekend of luxury. I was so excited to have a weekend away after so much stress from planning my wedding. I was getting married in a few weeks to my boyfriend Max, who I had been with for 6 years.





We were just having a small wedding so I only had my maid of honour and two other bridesmaids. My maid of honour had been my best friend since high school, Jessica. One of my other bridesmaids was Clarissa, a close friend from college that also knew Jessica. The last bridesmaid was Katie, someone I had become friends with through my office job. Katie didn’t know the other women very well but I knew that because she was so bubbly and friendly that she would get along with them great.





It was Friday evening and I arrived at the cabin first with Jessica. The other women were going to leave separately to meet us later when they were done with work. It was winter and it looked like the cabin was in a secluded, wooded area, but there were a few buildings nearby with amenities, forming a tiny village. Snow covered the ground but the walkways were neatly shovelled between the buildings. There were many other cottages in the area that shared the resort.





There was a small spa nearby that I had decided to rent for us to use privately for the weekend. It was a pretty big building fully equipped with massage rooms, tubs, and a sauna. There were other spas in the wooded area as well, but this one would be exclusively ours. There was also a restaurant with a bar, a few small shops, and another area with a receptionist in case we needed anything.





Jessica burst through the door of our cabin excitedly. “Oh my god, how much did Max spend?” She yelled and I laughed.





“He just told me to pick somewhere. Sorry, I know it’s normally the maid of honour’s job but it was too good to pass up.”





Jessica sighed, “Scarlet if I had thrown the bachelorette party it would have been at a measly hotel in town. This is so much better!”





She was right. This was better than I could have imagined. It felt like we were deep in the woods, the strong smell of lumber and the crackling fireplace in the corner made it seem like we were completely isolated. The cabin was decorated minimally but cozy, and I couldn’t wait to put all of my stuff away and relax. My only regret was not booking the place for longer.





Jessica and I looked around the bedrooms. There were two and they each had king-sized beds with big fluffy white duvets on each bed. We picked a room to share and unpacked our suitcases. I changed into my silky white nightgown and robe immediately. The girls were all given matching robes and nightgowns, except theirs were in pink.





“If we go out later I’ll change. But for now, I am relaxing.” I said, and Jessica agreed.





“Me too, I have so much planned for us tonight. But we can go out if the other girls feel like it or order in.”





“You planned some stuff tonight?” I said, slightly surprised. I didn’t expect Jessica to have planned anything but I was glad that she did. I’d been worried about it being awkward with Katie since she didn’t know Jessica and Clarissa very well.





“Of course silly, there’s going to be so much to do all weekend.” She smiled and put the rest of her clothes away. She looked in the mirror, fixing her long, black hair, and I watched her as she ran her hands through it. Jessica had always been so naturally pretty, her tall and tanned body looked so different than mine. I had always told her she should be a model but she never listened to me. It wasn’t for lack of confidence but it was because she had thought it would be a boring job.





We explored the rest of the cabin a bit and then sat down to relax. We talked about the wedding and how crazy it was that it was almost here. Jessica had always been so supportive of Max and me. I knew I could have never asked for someone who had been there for me more. She was still single but never seemed left out or weird about my relationship with Max.





After a little while, we heard someone coming through the front door.





“Hi ladies!” It was Clarissa, and she was running over to the couch to give us hugs. “Omg it’s getting so dark outside I wasn’t sure if I was at the right place.”





I hugged Clarissa tightly, her curly brown hair cascading down over me. “I’m so happy you made it, babe,” I said.





“Of course, Scarlet. Do you think I’m crazy? That I would miss coming to a place like this?” She said, motioning around. “I mean also to be here with you guys too, but c’mon,” she teased. “Where am I sleeping?”





Jessica spoke up “Scarlet and I already took the bedroom over there by the bathroom,” she said, pointing. “But you and Katie can take the one back there by the front door.”





“Cool!” Clarissa said, walking toward the door. “Is Katie here yet? I’m excited to meet her.”





“No not yet, but she should be here soon,” I said, and checked my phone in case she’d sent a text, but there wasn’t anything.





As If she had heard her name, I heard Katie coming through the door. I had heard her before I saw her because she was squealing.





“Scarlet! This place is crazy!” She said, walking into the living room. “Hi guys, I’m Katie. I brought champagne,” she said, holding up her bag from the liquor store.





“I’m Jessica, and I think I love you already,” she said, shaking Katie’s hand. Clarissa came out too and hugged Katie, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I should have known they would get along well, but now I was sure of it.





Chapter 2





E
 veryone settled in and changed into their pink robes and nightgowns, and we decided to order some food from the restaurant to eat later. Jessica had made some finger food and brought out the alcohol, and we sat in the living room on the big cozy couches feeling the warmth from the fireplace and holding glasses of champagne.





Jessica stood up in front of everyone. “So I’ve planned some activities for tonight. I figured we could play Never Have I Ever, as an ice breaker, and Truth or Dare later on tonight. That is if everyone is up for it.”





“Oh my god, I haven’t played truth or dare in so long,” Clarissa said, laughing, “This could get bad.”





“Never have I ever? I haven’t played before but I’m so ready,” Katie said, drinking back some champagne.





Jessica spoke again. “Just to go over the rules, one person will say something that they’ve never done before, and if anyone else has done the thing, they have to take a drink. We’ll go around in a circle a few times. You can say anything and feel free to question anyone who drinks if you want to know more.”





Everyone nodded and filled their drinks. I was a bit nervous, knowing there wasn’t much that I had done. I had been pretty tame in comparison to the stories I’d heard from the other girls, but I was kind of curious to know what kinds of wild things they’d done that they’d never told me. Jessica decided to start, and Katie was next, then Clarissa and finally me.





“Never have I ever been engaged,” Jessica said, and everyone laughed as I took a sip of my drink.





“Maybe I won’t be able to take the easy route in this game after all,” I said, putting my drink down.





It was Katie’s turn. “Hmmm…. never have I ever had sex on the first date.” Jessica and Clarissa both took drinks and burst out laughing.





“Sometimes you’ve just got to just go for it, in case there’s no second date,” Clarissa smiled. “My turn! Never have I ever had sex in public.”





Everyone looked at each other and then Katie slowly took a sip of her drink.





Clarissa pointed at her, “Omg, spill! I’ve always wanted to.”





“Oh it really wasn’t that big of a deal,” Katie said, “It was at a party, and everyone was so drunk I don’t think they noticed.”





“Still, that’s my dream. Okay Scar, it’s your turn.”





I had thought long and hard about mine, thinking it would be pretty good. I knew a lot about these girls, but this was something I wasn’t sure anyone had done.





“Never have I ever had sex with a woman,” I declared, and my jaw dropped as each girl took a sip, grinning at each other. “For real? All of you? Am I missing something?”





They all giggled, looking like it was the most normal thing ever. “I mean, I have a couple of times. Threesomes mostly. But sometimes it’s just been the right place and the right girl.” Katie said, and the others nodded.





“Yeah, mine was from a threesome. twice, but the same girl,” said Clarissa, grabbing some chips from the table.





Jessica turned to me. “Remember Anna from high school? And Mary from the bar in Springwood that one time?” I nodded in disbelief, shocked she had never told me.





I laughed and took a sip of my drink. “Well, it looks like I’m missing out. Maybe someday.” I said but knew there wasn’t much of a chance of me and Max having a threesome. He wasn’t very adventurous.





We went around the circle a few more times, going through a few different scenarios. Never have I ever been spanked. Never have I ever had sex in a pool. Never have I ever slept with an ex. Never have I ever had sex with a stranger. Never have I ever skinny-dipped. The questions were all quite normal but as we went around the circle I realized how vanilla I had been. I didn’t drink to a single one, and I started to feel left out, having missed out on so much. The other girls hadn’t drunk for every one of the questions, but quite a few.





It was my turn, and I was starting to wonder how deprived I’d really been. “Never have I ever had someone go down on me.”





They all looked at me like I was an alien, sipping their drinks like it was the most normal thing ever.





“Babe,” Clarissa started, grabbing my hand and looking concerned. “It’s supposed to be something that hasn’t happened to you.”





I looked at Clarissa and laughed. “It hasn’t. Is that so crazy?” I asked, and everyone was silent.“Omg, I’m really missing out, aren’t I? Hopefully the honeymoon is wild.” I said laughing.





Jessica grabbed my hand, “Oh yeah, I’m sure it will be babe,” she said smiling.





I knew Max and I had been a bit sexually conservative since the start of our relationship. We were great at communicating in every place in our relationship except for the bedroom. We were incredibly awkward and shy when we first started having sex, and once we found what worked and made us comfortable we stuck with it. It wasn’t bad sex, but it was very straightforward. I was always on the bottom, him on top in missionary position. Our foreplay was usually a lot of heavy petting with the lights off. I knew we were boring but I didn’t realize how bad it had been. However, I knew sex wasn’t the most important thing to me, and I didn’t feel like I was missing anything. Max treated me well, we never fought, and we were getting married. That was all that mattered.





The girls were very forgiving and didn’t linger too long on the subject, even though they could have very easily dragged out their concerns or questioned me more. We took a short break, and I sent a quick text to Max telling him we were having fun and that I loved him, and got a plate of food. We talked and joked around for a bit before Jessica announced it was time to move on to truth or dare.





Chapter 3





“
 Y
 ou guys better go easy on me,” I said jokingly.





Clarissa laughed, “Honey, you’re the bride. We can’t let you off that easily.”





Jessica banged a spoon on her glass. “Okay, everyone! It’s time to play! I know you’ve all played truth or dare before but I just want you to remember that what happens in the cabin stays in the cabin.”





We all roared in agreement but I felt my stomach twisting with nerves. Even though I was 26 and well past the age that everyone would play truth or dare for the first time, I had never played before. It always scared me because anything could happen and I hated to feel out of my comfort zone. But I knew I didn’t need to be too scared, my friends would never embarrass me too badly.





“Since there’s just the four of us, I’ll start and ask whoever I like truth or dare. After that person completes the truth or dare, then they can pick the next person to ask. The only rule is you can’t ask the person who asked you last. So If I ask Katie truth or dare, she has to pick someone other than me to ask truth or dare to after her turn is over. Does everyone follow?”





We all agreed, and Jessica continued. “I also need to make sure everyone feels comfortable. If there’s something you don’t want to do, just say so and we will let you skip a turn.”





Her words eased my concerns a bit. I was happy knowing I could refuse anything I wasn’t comfortable with. I started to get a bit excited for what was in store, brainstorming questions to ask when it was my turn.





“Okay let’s go, I’m so excited!” Clarissa exclaimed. We all sat in a circle with our drinks and decided Jessica would start.





“I’ll start with Katie,” Jessica said, “Truth or dare?”





“Hmmm… let’s start with truth.”





Jessica thought for a moment. “Okay. Fuck, marry or kill between me, Clarissa, and Scarlet.”





Katie laughed, “Oh that’s easy. I’d marry Scarlet because I love her. I’d fuck you because I would kill Clarissa, so I could have the room to myself tonight.”





Everyone lost it laughing at this. “You bitch!” Joked Clarissa. “We just met!”





“I’m sorry but it’s the only right answer! Okay, okay my turn,” Katie said, “Clarissa. Truth or dare?”





“Psshh dare. Easy.”





Katie grinned, “Okay, take off a piece of clothing.”





Clarissa looked down at herself, only wearing what the rest of us had on. A silky nightgown and a robe. I was wearing slippers and breathed a sigh of relief, just in case I were to get this question. Clarissa smiled as she took off her robe and threw it at Katie.





“I don’t know what will happen if anyone asks me that question again,” Clarissa giggled. “Scarlet! Truth or dare?”





I felt so nervous and I knew that I should pick truth. But after the embarrassment that the last game had given me, I thought it would be better to act instead of answering uncomfortable questions. I also knew that everyone was expecting me to pick truth.





“Dare,” I said confidently. and Clarissa gasped.





“Ooooh. I didn’t expect that. I was gonna save this one for Jessica but I can’t think of anything else,” she paused. “Suck on someone’s finger for ten seconds. Doesn’t matter who.”





I laughed, feeling relieved with the easy dare. “Oh, easy. Jess. Because you’re always washing your hands.”





Jessica rolled her eyes and laughed. She scooted toward me and I took her hand and put her pointer finger into my mouth and sucked hard while holding her wrist. It was only ten seconds. Jessica looked at me while I was doing it, grinning, and weirdly it made me feel a bit turned on. I could feel her slightly wriggle her finger in my mouth, and I had lost the seconds I was counting. I was a bit confused that something so silly felt so sexual, but I started to think maybe I wouldn’t be so bad at truth or dare.





I finished the dare and Clarissa cheered while the others laughed. I realized now that it was my turn to ask, I had no idea what to ask.





“Well, now I have to ask Jessica. Truth or dare?”





“Dare,” she said without missing a beat.





I thought for a long time, having no idea what to ask. Finally, I said, “Give someone a massage for two minutes.”





Jessica turned to Katie who was sitting closest to her. “You’re the lucky winner,” she joked, and Katie laughed and turned her back to her. She gave her a slow, deep massage, starting from her neck and ending at the base of her back. Katie seemed to melt into her touch.





The questions continued for a little while. I noticed that no one was picking truth anymore. Clarissa ended up having to sing her favourite song in a sexy voice. Katie had to lick salsa off of Jessica’s thigh. I had to chew gum that had been in Clarissa’s mouth. After a few rounds, I noticed that the game started to get a bit dirtier.





“Clarissa, kiss the person who you are most attracted to,” Katie said, and Clarissa acted like it was the most normal thing she’d ever been asked.





“That’s tough,” she said, “I’d pick any one of you but Jessica has been giving me the eye.”





Clarissa crawled over to Jessica and put her hand behind her head. She pulled her in for a kiss, soft and slow, gently caressing Jessica’s lips with her own. I felt a bit jealous. Not that I wasn’t picked by Clarissa, but because it looked hot. They both were more into it than I thought they would have been, and when they broke the kiss we all started laughing.





“Omg, you’re such a good kisser!” Clarissa said to Jessica, crawling back to where she was sitting. “Okay Scarlet, truth or dare?”





“Dare,” I replied, starting to feel nervous but a bit more excited. I was dying with anticipation to know what she would ask me to do.





“Since you were good at the finger one, this time pick someone and suck on their neck for 20 seconds.”





I was feeling a bit eager to do this one, ready to prove I wasn’t as tame as they thought. “Okay, Clarissa. I’ll pick you.” I said, and she nodded quickly and laughed. I turned toward her and got as close as I could. I could smell her light perfume as I got close to her skin. I pushed her long, brown hair out of the way and I touched my lips to her neck, gently at first, and then started sucking. I didn’t want to leave any marks on her so I licked and sucked up her neck, tasting her soft skin on my tongue. I could feel her shiver under my lips, and she let out a soft moan and put her hand around my head, guiding me close to her. I lost track of time again, and it seemed like she must have too. I figured it had at least been enough time and moved my lips off of her. She seemed disappointed it was over.





“Damn, that was hot,” Jessica said.





Clarissa nodded, “Yeah, tell me about it.”





I laughed, “You guys are too funny. Umm… Katie. Truth or dare?”





“Dare,” Katie answered just as quickly as the rest of us.





“Take off a piece of someone’s clothing…” I thought for a moment, “With your mouth.”





Katie eyed Clarissa for a moment, who was just in her robe, but then instead came over to me, crawling on her knees. My robe was tied tightly in front of me, and she pushed me back onto my elbows. She leaned over me, her shoulder-length blonde hair hanging over her face, and grabbed the tie of my robe in between her teeth. She pulled back while looking at me, and I felt something come over me. It felt like no one else was in the room. She finished untying the robe with her mouth slowly, and then I sat back up again. She straddled my legs, leaning herself over me while she grabbed my sleeve with her mouth and pulled down. My robe was pretty loose and I felt disappointed at how quickly it fell to the ground.





She looked down at me, and I was just wearing a nightgown. I wasn’t wearing a bra, just a pair of panties, and I was starting to feel a bit exposed like how Clarissa must have been feeling.





“Should I keep going?” She asked, and I almost told her yes until she started laughing and went to sit back down. I could feel how hard my nipples were becoming, and I was sure everyone else could see them through my silky nightgown. I didn’t care, I felt so turned on but also a bit strange, knowing it was my friends making me feel this way. But this was something I knew friends did, especially during bachelorette parties, playing silly games like these. I wondered how Max would react if he saw the things we were doing. I figured it would be okay since they were all women and I was straight. However, I was sure he would be surprised if he saw the way I was acting.





Katie dared Clarissa to sit on someone’s lap for one round, and she crawled over to Katie, sitting on her, her back to Katie’s chest. Katie put her arms around her and wrapped her hands around the back of Clarissa’s thighs, and because her nightgown was hiked up around her hips I could see her red thong underneath.





“Okay Jess, make out with the person you find the hottest for one minute,” Clarissa said, not even asking for truth or dare anymore. Jessica immediately looked at me.





“Of course, it would be Scar,” she said slowly, as she crawled over to me.





Jessica and I had been friends forever and had gone through so much together. I knew her better than I knew anyone else, Max included. I knew I should have felt as if maybe this could change things, but I didn’t seem to care. I was so wrapped up in the game, and the idea that what happened in the cabin would stay in the cabin, that I couldn’t think straight. Especially not when I saw her moving so slowly toward me on all fours.





She straddled me, sitting so close on top of my lap that her whole body was pressed against mine, and I could have sworn she was grinding her hips toward me. I expected her to kiss me like she had kissed Clarissa, slowly and gently, but instead, she grabbed the back of my head and pushed her lips to mine quickly. She was kissing me so passionately, and I could feel her tongue on my lips. I parted them and she slid her tongue in, exploring my mouth.





I could feel her hands rub my shoulders, and down towards my breasts. She seemed like she was testing her limits, seeing how far I would let her go. I was so wrapped up in her tongue licking at mine, that I didn’t care. I didn’t think Clarissa or Katie could see, but she rubbed her thumbs roughly over my nipples. I moaned into her mouth and grabbed her waist, pulling her close to me. It felt like something had taken over me.





Then I heard Clarissa’s voice. “Time!” She yelled, and I could have screamed. Jessica jumped off of me quickly, and sat back in her position, leaving me gasping and starting to feel wet.





“Oh my god, Jess,” I said, laughing slightly.





Clarissa laughed too, and I noticed she had stayed on Katie’s lap. “You guys still have to share a bed after that steamy kiss too.”





“Can’t wait for that,” Jessica said, and then looked around. “Who’s next…” she started, when suddenly my phone rang.





“Oh shit it’s Max,” I said, “I should answer.”





Chapter 4





I
 answered the phone and as I was leaving the room all I heard the girls yelling “Ooh hubby!” and “Max!”





“It sounds like you guys are having fun,” Max said, sounding sleepy. “What have you guys been up to?”





I was in the bedroom now away from the others and started feeling a bit of guilt. At first, I thought of telling him what we’d been up to, but I was thinking now he might not think it was so funny.





“We’re just having some drinks and food, telling some stories.” I lied, “What are you up to babe?”





“Oh nothing, just getting ready for bed. I just wanted to check in and make sure Jessica didn’t plan anything too crazy for you guys,” he said laughing, “But I’ll let you get back to it. I hope you have a good night.”





“Thanks, babe, we will. I’ll call you tomorrow. Love you.”





“Love you too,” he replied and hung up the phone.





I let out a sigh and sat on the bed for a moment in the dark room. I’d been having so much fun, not even thinking of Max, but now the feeling of shame washed over me. This was supposed to be a fun weekend but I was thinking maybe we had been taking it too far. But at the same time I’d always been such a rule follower, so scared of getting in trouble. However, knowing that none of the girls thought we were doing anything weird reminded me that I was probably overreacting. And besides, I’d been having more fun than ever.





I went back into the room with the girls and sat on the floor. Jessica and Clarissa were jokingly arguing about something, and Katie had been watching. When I sat down she turned toward me.





“How’s Max?”





“Oh he’s good, he just wanted to check in before bed,” I pointed at the others. “What are they arguing about?”





“Oh, something about who is going to use the private bath first tomorrow.”





Clarissa and Jessica noticed I was back and stopped arguing.





“Hey Scar, we were kind of talking about how we’re all feeling a bit tired, and that we want to go to bed so we can fully enjoy everything tomorrow. We were thinking we could eat the food we ordered and then get settled in. That okay with you?” She asked.





I felt so relieved. As much as I knew I wanted to continue the game, I didn’t know if my conscience could handle it. “Of course! That burger I bought earlier has been eyeing me all night, and I’m starting to get sleepy.”





We all ate the food we’d ordered earlier and got ready for bed. I started feeling a bit like the girls were hiding something from me, there were a few times where I realized I was the only one and they were back whispering. I thought they must be planning some type of bachelorette surprise for me over the weekend, so I pretended not to notice.





We all retired for bed, Clarissa and Katie in one room, and Jessica and I in the other room. I felt a bit weird after we had kissed, knowing we would be alone together in bed, but it was only a kiss in a game. A really hot kiss, with a lot of heavy touching, but it was still just a game. Jessica and I had shared a bed countless times over our friendship but I couldn’t help but feel nervous.





Jessica got under the covers while I turned off the light. The room was quite large but still felt cozy and cottagey. The bed was a queen size and had a big fluffy white duvet on top, and a quilt throw blanket on top. It felt more like a rich relative’s cottage than a hotel, and even though we hadn’t been there long, I was starting to feel at home.





Jessica and I were chatting a bit about the place and how nice it was. The room was a bit chilly, but I slid under the warm covers and felt perfect. I moved my leg and I accidentally touched a part of Jessica’s body, and I moved back quickly like I’d been stung. I was sure she’d noticed how jumpy I was, but I couldn’t help it.





“Did you have fun tonight?” She asked me, and I had been dreading the question.





“Yes, so much fun. Thank you for planning everything.” I said, trying to change the subject, but then I felt a bit rude for not asking her how her night was. “What about you? Did you have fun?”





I could barely make out her face in the dark, but I knew she was facing me. Even without seeing her, I could hear her smiling as she spoke.





“Of course. Some parts I liked a bit more than others,” she laughed. “I never knew you were such a good kisser.”





“Likewise,” I replied awkwardly. I didn’t know where she was going with this conversation, but a part of me wanted to see if she would continue the flirty conversation. There was something about her voice, and the warmth in the bed with her that made me want to explore her body in the dark. Was my best friend coming on to me, or was this just a funny way of teasing me? I was so confused, but I was curious to see where she would take things.





Suddenly I felt her hand on my waist, tracing through my thin silky nightgown. She seemed to be testing me, to see if I was okay with what she was doing. I was frozen. I didn’t know what was wrong with me, I was about to get married. Why was my maid of honour’s touch turning me on so much?





I let her continue, feeling her move down over my hip and down my thigh. I felt her playing with the hem of my nightgown and then felt her warm hand slip underneath onto my thigh.





“What are we doing?” I asked while leaning slightly into her touch.





“I just feel like there’s a lot that you’ve missed out on,” Jessica said, moving closer to me. “I thought maybe there are some things you should experience before you’re married. Before it’s official. It doesn’t have to mean anything, but if you want there’s so much I could show you.”






Before it’s official.
 I thought I’d known Jessica well, but before tonight I hadn’t even known she’d been with any women before. I was so nervous, but her hand creeping up my leg made my head swim. What if this was some kind of test? Maybe Max had put her up to it, to see if I was serious. Or maybe she was just pranking me?





“What kind of things?” I asked, knowing that by saying that I was giving her permission.





I felt her hand slide up to my ass and as soon as I felt her grab it, her lips were on mine. Just like before, she was dominant in the way she passionately kissed me. I felt her hot tongue pressed between my lips and I opened them. She teased my tongue with hers and I felt my body awakening with every movement. She pushed me onto my back and I felt her on top of me, hiking my nightgown up over my hips.





I kissed her back like I was hungry for her. I’d never felt so in the moment, so aware of every sensation in my body. She broke away from me to pull the nightgown over my head, but only for a second before her mouth was back on me, kissing and sucking down my neck like I had done to Katie earlier. I felt her hands grab my breasts, and she ran her thumbs over them as she had done during truth or dare. I tried my best to be quiet. I knew the other room wasn’t too close to ours but I was so nervous that Katie and Clarissa would hear us.





I felt her slip one of her legs in between mine. Her hot mouth made its way down to my breasts, and she took one of my hard nipples into her mouth and sucked hard. I couldn’t control myself from the feeling, moaning loudly and bucking my hips toward her leg.





I heard her laugh and she stopped, “You like when I suck on your nipples Scar?”





“Yes, it feels so good,” I whispered, feeling so turned on. To my relief, she went back quickly to sucking and licking the hard nub, and she used her fingers to roll my other nipple back and forth. I felt her nibble gently and I threw my head back, trying to focus my desire to moan into breathing. She switched to the other breast, and I couldn’t help but continue to grind my hips up toward her leg.





I felt her hand stop playing with my nipple and then I felt her fingers on my lips, pushing their way into my mouth. I sucked her fingers and she moved them in and out. Once they were wet enough she dragged them out of my mouth slowly, pressing my bottom lip down for a moment.





“I knew you were a bad girl Scarlet,” she said and took her fingers away. “You just needed someone to bring it out of you. Isn’t that right?”





“Yes, Jessica, oh my god. I don’t know what’s come over me.”





“Do you want me to stop?” She asked, and I felt her wet fingers press against my pussy, rubbing up and down my slit. I opened my legs wide and moved against her fingers. I was throbbing, feeling myself pulsing.





“No, no, Jess, please don’t stop, I’ll do anything.”





She laughed and I felt her rub up towards my hard clit, her wet fingers sliding across it quickly. I’d always rubbed my clit while I was masturbating, but I’d never had anyone else touch it and it felt so different. I wanted to scream with pleasure as I felt her rubbing in circles now, quickening her pace. She moved her other hand up to play with my nipples roughly. I realized that the blankets had fallen to the floor at some point, but my body felt so hot.





“I bet you’d like it if I was sucking your clit right now wouldn’t you, Scar?”





I moaned in response, I wanted to feel her mouth on my clit so badly but I didn’t think I would be able to handle it, I was already so close to cumming already. The thought of her tongue between my legs was so embarrassing but the way I’d felt then I would have let her do anything.





“If you meet me in the spa tomorrow at 11:00, I’ll show you even more,” and before I could think about what she was saying I felt her fingers pushing at my entrance, gliding in quickly with my wetness. She used her other hand to rub at my clit as she fingered me harder and harder. “Talk to me, Scarlet. Tell me how much you love this.”





My body was buzzing and I didn’t know how I hadn’t cum already. “I love it, Jessica, keep fucking me please…please don’t stop,” I managed, and she picked up her pace even more. I’d forgotten entirely about being quiet, my moans filling the silent room. I felt so guilty, thinking of how one of the other girls might tell Max if they heard, and how I would have to explain myself. I knew it could ruin the wedding if he found out what Jessica had been doing to me, but I was so close to cumming.





I felt her mouth suck at one of my nipples again and it was enough to send me over the edge. I gripped the sheets and came hard, feeling my pussy contracting around her fingers as she fucked me more. I put a hand over my mouth to stifle my cries as I felt my wetness soak the bed. I couldn’t believe I was jeopardizing my marriage over something so small, but I’d never cum so hard before.





Jessica took her fingers out of me and moved back up to kiss me. I felt her rubbing up and down my waist, and I couldn’t believe I was starting to feel turned on again from her touch already.





“That was just a preview, Scar,” she said, pulling away.





“What about you?” I asked. “Do you want me to-”





“Oh my god, no Jessica, don’t worry about me, at least not for now. If you come to the spa tomorrow morning you can make it up to me there.”





I didn’t think I would be going to the spa. I knew that most of this had happened because it was night time and the games we’d played had turned me on. I knew that in the morning, my mind would be clearer, and I’d probably feel so much more terrible than I did already.





“Okay Jess, that was so hot, I don’t know if I could handle doing this again.”





Jessica laughed and rolled over, “We’ll see about that. Goodnight Scar.”





“Goodnight,” I replied, feeling overwhelmed. Normally Jessica and I would stay up talking until we fell asleep, but this was different. I knew there was no point staying up late to think about what had already happened and I decided I would talk to Jessica the next day, and tell her that this had been a mistake. I knew it couldn’t happen, but as I fell asleep I couldn’t get the thought of Jessica’s face between my legs out of my head.





Chapter 5





W
 hen I woke up the next morning it felt like I had slept for ages. I felt well-rested and happy. I looked around the room and at the empty bed beside me, and then I felt my stomach turning with guilt, remembering what had happened the night before. What had come over me? I was so embarrassed that I’d let myself go that far and with Jessica of all people. I felt as if my friendship could be ruined, or possibly multiple friendships if the others had found out. I felt almost like I could be sick.





I checked my phone and it was 10:00. Max had sent a good morning text, and I swiped the notification away. I wasn’t ready to reply yet. I had to talk to the girls.





I left the room looking for them and no one was anywhere to be found. I decided I needed a coffee, but when I went to the coffee maker I realized there was a note taped to it.





“Hey, sleepyhead!







Clarissa and I are going to explore some stores, and Jessica is going to the spa! Catch up with any of us if you wake up before we’re back.







-Katie
 ”





I felt a bit of relief from the note. I’d wondered if Katie and Clarissa knew about Jessica’s spa proposition. Katie had a boyfriend as well, and it made me feel a bit better to see such a normal note after all of the things she had done last night too.





I poured myself a coffee and sat down at the kitchen table. I decided I was going to go to the spa, but only just to clear things up with Jessica. I tried to ignore the growing curiosity within me and how turned on I already felt at the thought of cumming as hard again as I had the night before. I knew my head was much more clear this morning, but I couldn’t get the voice out of my head that was pushing me to go through with Jessica’s proposition.





I got dressed in some black jeans and a white t-shirt and I got into my winter jacket and boots and headed out the door. I’d thought about having a shower first, but if I didn’t then I knew I could use it as an excuse, in case my mind changed about Jessica. I made my way down the snowy paths toward the spa. I could see the cluster of buildings forming the small village of stores and amenities and I thought about going to see Clarissa and Katie instead and ignoring Jessica until later. But I needed to talk to her. I continued down the path to the spa.





I’d studied the website photos and maps for weeks before our vacation, but the pictures didn’t do the place justice. There were huge, green pines growing out of the untouched white snow. The spa looked bigger than I thought and I couldn’t believe we had full access to it. I walked through the front door nervously, and the front desk was empty. There was a map on the wall of the different rooms inside. There was a bath, a sauna, and a few massage rooms. There were also a few extra rooms for people to use on organized retreats.





I heard my phone go off and I checked it. It was almost 11, and I had a text from Jessica.





“If you’re coming to the spa, meet me in the bath.”





I sighed, feeling like turning around and running. But I persevered, feeling a sick sense of excitement. I walked through the white hallways following the signs, and through a set of doors. I couldn’t believe the room in front of me. Large glass panels were surrounding a big bathtub the size of a small swimming pool and filled with big puffy bubbles. There was a fountain of water trickling into it, and the room was filled with hot steam. There was furniture in the room as well, big cozy chairs and large tables. There were fresh towels and robes folded on a tall shelf.





I couldn’t believe how hot the room was, my coat suddenly feeling like a furnace around me. I took it off and threw it down on one of the chairs. I looked around for Jessica but I couldn’t find her anywhere.





“Jess? I just came to talk about things,” I shouted, hearing my echo reply.



I walked through the glass partition toward the white bathtub and dipped my hands in the soapy water. I started feeling so much more relaxed, the private room making me feel that after the conversation with Jessica I would probably want to stay and have a bath or sit in the sauna. Without even thinking, I could picture Jessica’s naked body getting in the hot water. I shook the thought out of my head but I remembered that I had been so selfish the night before. I knew it was Jessica’s idea to make me cum, but I felt guilty that she didn’t get anything back. I knew how it felt after so many years of having unsatisfying sex with Max, but at least with Max I still had gotten to feel good. Now I was feeling another layer of guilt, thinking of Jessica saying I could make it up to her.





“I thought you’d be in there by now,” I heard a voice behind me say, and I turned around and saw Jessica standing in one of the white robes. “You must have just gotten here.”





I swallowed hard when I saw her, the robe loosely tied, and I could see her tanned skin from her neck all the way down between her breasts.





“I just came to talk, Jess. I’m so confused… I don’t know what I want,” I thought I had known what I wanted when I marched down here, but now seeing her I wasn’t sure.





“You don’t have to choose what you want, Scar. This is just fun. Like an early wedding present. Don’t you want to know what you’re missing out on?”





I didn’t know what to say. I did want to know, I started feeling like I did last night, where Jessica could have done anything to me.





“But what about Max-” I started, but I knew I had already gone too far the night before. What would doing it again change? I was already guilty.





“Max won’t find out. I promise. Even if he did he wouldn’t believe it,” she smiled. “Besides Scar, you’re my best friend. I’ll always make sure everything is okay.” She stepped toward me slightly and I stood up. “Trust me, I just want to give you what you’re missing.”





She came closer and pulled me into a soft kiss, placing her hands on my waist and pulling me forward. I felt myself melting into her, feeling so out of control. Her body was pressed against mine and I wrapped my arms around her.





“Okay,” I agreed. I felt so disappointed in myself for giving in, but the damage was already done. I trusted Jessica and all of my bridesmaids, and I’d felt so horny since she made me cum the night before. “I want you to show me.”





“Okay, get in the bath,” she said, and I felt like a robot, doing exactly as she commanded without even thinking. I pulled off my clothes quickly with her help and sank into the hot water. It was like a jacuzzi, with little seats built into the sides. The hot water stung my skin as I waited to adjust to the temperature. The water was so relaxing, and I started to realize I couldn’t use the excuse of not showering now.





Jessica stripped off her robe and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her body. Her breasts were much bigger than mine and I wanted to explore every inch of her towering body. She stepped into the tub with me and as soon as she was in the water I put my hands on her. Her skin was already so soft and the soapy water made her skin feel like silk. I pulled her toward me and she straddled me while I sat on the built-in ledge.





Her breasts were in front of me and as if it was the most natural thing ever I reached up to touch them. I felt them heavy in my hands and rubbed my palms across her nipples, pushing her breasts together. I looked up and saw how she closed her eyes at my touch and parted her lips, breathing heavily. I took one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking on it as she had done to me, and I heard her let out a small moan.





“Oh my god Scar, that feels so good. You know I talked to Katie and Clarissa this morning about you,” she said, and I felt a bit of shame kicking in again but I kept what I was doing, moving to her other nipple. She held my head with one hand and used her other to prop herself up against the ledge. “They couldn’t stop thinking about you last night.”





I moved my mouth away from her breasts and replaced them with my hands, teasing and pinching her hard nipples the way I usually did to myself. “What do you mean?”





“They told me they were so turned on by you,” she let out another soft moan. “The whole game had them so worked up last night that they ended up fooling around like we did.”





I was shocked. I stopped what I was doing. Was Jessica lying to me? I couldn’t imagine Katie and Clarissa doing that, they didn’t even know each other. Jessica moved away from me to dip herself fully into the water and came back to me completely soaked. She moved herself back onto my lap and I instinctively grabbed her smooth thighs again. She rubbed her wet body against mine slowly, her breasts slipping up and down against mine, and suddenly I didn’t care much about if Jessica was lying or not.





“They told me how jealous they were of me last night, getting to touch you the way I did, so I asked them if they wanted to come to help me today.” She said plainly as she rolled her hips against me and rubbed her body harder against me.





I didn’t care anymore. I didn’t care what was happening, as long as I got to feel so good. My nipples and clit were so hard, and every movement made my pussy pulse with excitement. I should have been so embarrassed and ashamed at all of my friends seeing me like this and wanting to be involved, but I didn’t care one bit to analyze things. I wanted to keep feeling this way.





“Did they say yes?” I asked, and she laughed at me.





“Of course they did, they should be here any minute.”





Jessica kissed me, and now I realized that she had been stalling. This must have been what they were talking about last night. How had I found friends that would even agree to this? Was everyone secretly a lesbian? Even if they were, why would they want to do this? I didn’t understand but I really didn’t care anymore. I knew I’d gone too far, and it was too late to go back.





We heard one of the doors from the hallway shut and Jessica looked toward the door. Katie and Clarissa walked in still wearing their winter coats and holding some bags from shopping.





Chapter 6





“
 O
 h look, Katie, Scarlet showed up,” Clarissa said and they both put their bags down and started taking off their coats.





“And she’s already in the tub,” said Katie. “Hey, guys.”





I was frozen as I watched them. They were looking back at me while Jessica rubbed her wet hands up and down my body, and they looked as if this was something so normal.





“This is so weird,” I said watching as Katie and Clarissa both took off each other’s shirts.





Clarissa laughed, “It’s okay silly, it doesn’t have to be weird.”





Katie and Clarissa stripped down until they were completely naked and didn’t waste any time making their way over to us. I looked at their bodies, Katie’s soft curves and Clarissa’s toned muscles, and I felt shocked at how hot I found my friends. Jessica moved off of my lap as Katie got in the tub with her, and I saw Clarissa walking behind me.





“You should hear Scar when she moans, it’s so hot,” Jessica said, and I felt her hands on my thighs, pulling my legs open and holding them. Katie rubbed her hands on my inner thighs, and I felt Clarissa reach her hands down from behind me and play with my breasts while kissing down the side of my face to my neck. I moaned loudly as they touched me, the teasing between my legs, the restraint from Jessica’s hands, and Clarissa pinching my nipples was too much pleasure for me to contain.





“Mmmm, you were right, Jess. I want to hear more” Clarissa said, and I felt her lips on mine. I opened my mouth and moved my tongue against hers and I felt so desperate.





Katie was moving her hands further up my thighs, and I eagerly moved my hips. “Is there something you want me to do, Scarlet?” She asked as she rubbed her thumbs on either side of my pussy.





“Please touch me, Katie,” I said, breaking away from Clarissa’s kiss.





Katie laughed, “You’re going to have to tell me where.”





I didn’t think I could be teased anymore, “Touch my pussy Katie please…touch my clit I don’t care just touch me,” I managed, and she immediately obeyed.





“Oh Scarlet, it’s so hot hearing you talk like that.”





I felt her fingers rubbing up against my slit, putting more and more pressure as she rubbed. I felt her fingers slip over my clit and I jumped with pleasure. Jessica let go of my thighs and moved herself up to lick at one of my nipples, and Clarissa leaned over me to suck on the other. Katie rubbed into my clit harder and I felt myself throbbing and twitching. I couldn’t help but moan loudly, crying out as my mind went blank with pleasure. Her hand slid across me so easily underneath the soapy water





“Oh my god… that feels so good, please don’t stop,” I begged, and they didn’t. I looked down and saw Jessica and Katie looking up at me watching as I started cumming. I felt my legs closing around Katie’s hand but she held my legs open to make sure I couldn’t squirm away from her. I heard Clarissa making loud sucking noises on my nipple. I thought we would be done but no one stopped. Katie was still rubbing my clit and I was so sensitive now I could feel myself jumping as she touched me.





“There’s lots more where that came from,” Jessica said, and the three of them moved to rub my shaking body with their hands. I didn’t know whose hands were where.





I heard Clarissa’s voice behind me. “I think we should get her out of the tub.”





“Yes,” Katie agreed. I felt them all pulling me to stand and the next thing I knew I was back in the warm air of the spa room. It felt a bit cooler than the water but my body was so hot. I was still so turned on, and my head was so empty that all I could think of was how badly I wanted to cum again. I let them lead me to one of the large tables in the room.





“Lay down,” Jessica instructed, and again I obeyed, laying on my back.





This time I felt Clarissa and Katie between my legs and Jessica behind me. Someone had grabbed my hips and pulled me down closer to the edge of the table. I looked down and saw Katie’s blonde curls between my legs and she pushed my thighs open and started sucking and licking my inner thighs. Clarissa rubbed her open hand against my pussy in hard circles and smiled at me as I whimpered.





I closed my eyes and tried to put my head back but Jessica stopped me, holding my head up.





“I want you to watch them,” she whispered in my ear and I looked back down at them. Jessica moved one of her hands down my chest to rub over my breasts again, playing with them, and over her hand, I saw Clarissa move her fingers off of me and into Katie’s mouth. Katie sucked them while looking at her, and then I watched as Clarissa then pressed those fingers against my opening.





I didn’t have to wait for anyone to ask me for instructions. “Fuck me, Clarissa,” I said and felt her fingers slide inside of me. She watched my face twist as she pushed in and out of me slowly, pulling her fingers all of the way out and then shoving them back in. I ground my pussy toward her fingers, trying to fuck them faster.





Katie’s mouth started moving closer to my pussy, sucking harder as she got closer, she moved past Clarissa’s finger and I watched as she stuck her tongue out and licked my swollen clit. I bucked my hips toward her and she moved her lips over my clit sucking me. I couldn’t shut up, moaning more than I ever had and pleading. She looked up at me and I felt so dirty as I tried to rub myself toward her mouth.





“Yes, suck my clit, please Katie,” I cried.





I felt Jessica’s mouth on my ear lobe, and she took in between her lips. The sensation mixed with everything else sent shivers of ecstasy through my body.





“You like having your clit sucked?” I felt Jessica ask, whispering against my ear. I nodded furiously. “How about sucking my clit, babe?”





“Please,” I asked her, “Please let me taste you, Jess,” I wanted to pay her back for last night. I couldn’t imagine how turned on she must be, not being able to get any relief.





She got on top of the table, straddling over my face. I lay back and grabbed her thighs to move her down closer to me and I held them for leverage. It should have felt strange to eat someone out when it was my first time having it done, but I wanted to savour her. I licked her pussy from her opening to her clit, and I felt her rub back against my tongue. She grabbed onto my breasts to play with them as I licked. My nipples had become sore with how much they’d been pinched and pulled but it just kept feeling better the more they swelled.





Jessica tasted so good, her soft pussy lips on my tongue, and I pulled her down so I could stick my tongue inside of her. I heard her gasp and I fucked her with my tongue. Sometimes when Max would fuck me I would kiss him, and because I couldn’t breathe for a moment it made my pussy feel so sensitive and sucking Jessica’s clit while the other bridesmaids fucked me felt like that, but much better.





I moved Jessica back a bit so I could suck her clit like Katie was doing to me. I tried to copy how it felt. There was so much going on, Jessica grinding into my face while I ground into Katie’s. Clarissa picked up the pace, fucking me faster and it felt like she pushed another finger into me too, stretching me and filling me up. I could feel myself cumming again, moaning loudly against Jessica’s clit.





“Cum for us Scarlet,” I heard Clarissa moan and I felt myself releasing, my muscles contracting and pushing my cum over her fingers.





“I want her to cum so much that there’s nothing left,” Jessica said breathily as she rode my face. “Would you like that Scar?” I could only reply with a groan, as I lapped at her clit. I could still feel Katie and Clarissa fucking me, and I felt the pressure building in my cunt again.





“Scar that feels so fucking good,” Jessica cried out and I could feel her legs tensing around me. I felt her cumming and I wished I could see her face as she twitched and squirmed over mine. I sucked her until she was done and then moved back to lick up her cum, swirling my tongue inside of her and tasting her. She got off of my face, and kissed me, licking her own cum off of my tongue.





Katie moved her mouth off of me and Clarissa stopped fingering me, and I whimpered.





“Don’t worry,” Jessica said, breaking the kiss. “We aren’t done with you yet. Should we get her on her knees?”





The other girls replied in agreement and I felt myself being lifted and turned over onto my knees and Katie and Clarissa spread my knees further apart while Jessica squeezed at my hanging breasts.





“Katie, you should feel how good Scarlet is with her tongue,” Jessica said. “Would you like to taste her pussy?” she asked me.





“Yes please,” I replied, and Katie squealed with excitement and sat in front of me on the table with her legs wide open. I wanted to pay back everyone for how good they were making me feel. I felt so eager to taste her and I didn’t waste any time burying my face in her, slurping at her swollen, wet pussy and I heard her high-pitched moans instantly. My breasts rubbed against the slick surface of the table and I rocked back and forth. I could feel either Jessica or Clarissa grabbing at my ass roughly and I pushed my pussy back toward them.





“Look how badly she wants to be fucked,” Clarissa said, and I felt a finger run over my slit.





I felt another wet finger rubbing against my asshole and I jumped in surprise. I heard Jessica giggle, “I guess you’ve probably never had anyone fuck your ass, have you Scar?”





I stopped lapping at Katie for a moment to reply that I hadn’t. I hadn’t even thought of it. I wasn’t so naive to know it was something enjoyable, but for me I never imagined it happening. Max had told me early on in the relationship that it wasn’t something he was interested in, and I had agreed.





Then I could feel a tongue licking over my tight hole, as someone rubbed their hand over my pussy and clit, and the sensation was unreal. The tongue was teasing my hole and I responded noisily.





“Please fuck my ass, do whatever you want to me,” I asked to whoever was willing and continued sucking on Katie’s hard nub. I could feel her hips grinding up toward my face and she held onto my head to keep me in place.





I was so wet. It had felt like forever since the last time I’d cum with all of their teasings. Suddenly a wet finger replaced the tongue on my asshole, and I felt it pushing into me slowly. The sensation was something I’d never felt before, it felt so dirty but so good. I was surprised by how tight my hole was, feeling every movement of her finger. My empty pussy tightened from the sensation, and I rocked back slowly against the finger, getting used to the strange feeling. It felt so embarrassing and wrong, but I was surprised that I enjoyed it so much, groaning against Katie.





I felt another finger sliding in, and I relaxed around them as I felt myself being stretched. I figured it was probably Jessica’s fingers but I didn’t know for sure. She was twisting them inside of me and I could feel her opening her fingers like a scissor, stretching my hole even more. I cried out loudly and rocked back against her, wishing she would fuck me deeper and faster.





Someone then slid a few fingers into my wet pussy so easily, my cunt so slick and wet from their teasing. Whoever was doing it was moving at the same speed as the fingers already inside of my ass, and I eagerly bounced against both of the hands. I heard someone spit on my asshole and they pulled their fingers out, rubbing them into the wet saliva and pushing them back in. They moved much easier this time, and another finger was pushed in. I felt so filled, and I had trouble focussing on Katie between my own pleasure. I concentrated and licked her quickly, my sore breasts still rubbing against the hard table.





“You must like being so stuffed and full,” Clarissa said, and I felt what I believed to be a fourth finger stretching out my pussy. It was such a hot sensation, both of their hands inside of me stretching me so wide. I didn’t answer with words, just loud noises as I felt Katie getting close to cumming.





“Oh fuck, Scarlet, don’t stop,” she cried and pushed my head so hard against her that I was smothered in her pussy as she ground against my face, using me to cum. I kept sucking hard and noisily as she rubbed herself against me, shaking and screaming. I suddenly thought of how the front door was open and how anyone could walk in on us, but I didn’t care. I felt her cum hard, soaking my face with her juices, and as soon as she let go of my head I lapped up her cum as I had done with Jessica. I was enjoying the taste of my bridesmaids and I wished I could keep them cumming all day long.





“Good job, Scar,” I heard Jessica say, and they both picked up speed fucking me hard in both holes. I realized that they had been waiting for Katie to cum and were rewarding me. I came hard but I wasn’t done, letting them keep up their pace as I felt orgasms ripping through my body. I screamed with pleasure, and Katie got up off of the table and leaned beside me. She held my chin roughly in her hand squeezing my cheeks a bit, and I could feel her whispering in my ear.





“You’re such a little slut for us, I didn’t know you had it in you,” and her words pushed me over the edge again. I was cumming so much that it felt like water was pouring out of me, like the fountain over the bathtub. Katie whispered again. “I wonder what Max would say if he saw how much you were squirting all over.”





I’d now realized why the girls had wanted to do this to me so badly. They’d probably felt so bad for me, knowing I was getting married without having ever felt so good. I didn’t know it was possible to cum so much and so many times, or to feel so wild and out of control. I felt almost mad at Max for never even making me orgasm, but I knew it wasn’t entirely his fault. I’d never known sex could feel so good, and I wasn’t sure I could get married knowing that if I did I would probably never feel so good again.





I felt bad that I was getting to cum so much, while Katie and Jessica had only cum once and I hadn’t even gotten to Clarissa yet. I was sure they were all still just as turned on as I was. As if they’d read my mind, Katie had let go of my face and Jessica and Clarissa slowly pulled their hands out of me.





“It’s your turn, Clarissa, what do you want Scar to do to you?” Jessica asked, and I felt their hands rubbing over my ass and thighs while I stayed on my knees.





“Hmmm,” Clarissa paused as she thought. “I think I just want to grind against her wet pussy, what do you think about that Scarlet?”





“Please Clarissa, do whatever you want with me,” I said, still breathing heavily from my orgasms.





I felt the girls pick me up and turn me over onto my back again like I was light as a feather. I sat up on my elbows, and no one had to open my legs this time, I was already spreading open wide, ready to keep going. I looked at all of my bridesmaids around me, their cheeks flushed and their hair stuck to their wet, flushed skin.





Jessica walked over, looking at me, and picked up one of my legs, lifting it in the air while my other leg remained. Clarissa climbed onto the table and lowered her pussy onto mine, straddling over my leg that was still against the table. She rubbed her wet pussy on mine, and it felt even better than a hand, her soft pussy lips grinding into mine. I felt so swollen, my pussy aching and throbbing as she ground hers against mine. Jessica let go of my leg and Clarissa held onto it for leverage so she could push herself deeper against me.





Jessica leaned down and took Clarissa’s nipple in her mouth, and I could feel Clarissa respond immediately to the pleasure by picking up the pace of her hips, whimpering loudly. Katie did the same to me, and I realized I could finally see everyone all at once. Watching Clarissa’s face as she writhed over me with satisfaction made me feel so good to be used for their enjoyment.





I started feeling myself climaxing again and I noticed how my orgasms seemed to roll through me more easily each time. I lifted my hips and rocked back and forth as quickly as I could as we matched our rhythm. My muscles tightened and my legs went stiff, but as my pussy squeezed I realized there wasn’t anything left, my empty pussy drained. I kept shuddering against her as she came hard. I felt her nails digging into my leg and watched her face as she screamed out, soaking my pussy with her juices.





I felt like I must have looked like such a mess, my hair everywhere, my face probably still wet from Katie and Jessica’s cum and my body so red from the blood rushing through me. I thought of Jessica telling me she wanted me to cum until nothing was left, and now I knew what she meant. I was still so turned on, but as Clarissa moved off of me and Katie stopped sucking my breasts, I could feel my head unblocking and my body flooding with relaxation.





Jessica came over to kiss me softly on the lips, and I could feel Clarissa and Katie rubbing my body gently.





Jessica looked at me for a moment, moving the hair out of my face. “You did so well, Scar,” she said.





“You guys all made me feel so good, thank you,” I said, looking around at everyone. “I don’t know how I can repay you, I’ve never felt like that in my life.”





Katie smiled, “Well, we still have the rest of the weekend.”





“I’m sure there are more things we could think of that you haven’t done before,” Clarissa said and rubbed my thigh gently. I could still feel my body shaking and my tired muscles already feeling sore.





As my head started to clear, the shame didn’t return with it, as I had realized this was shared between all four of us. I knew I should feel bad for Max, but I couldn’t after experiencing something so powerful. I knew I needed to think about what it was that I wanted. Was I a lesbian after so many years of thinking I was straight? Or was I bisexual? I certainly seemed to like having sex with women. I felt grateful for my friends to have shown me what I was missing, and I couldn’t wait to pay it back to them over the rest of our bachelorette getaway.





We all got into the tub and washed ourselves and each other off with soap and relaxed in the hot water. We sat in the tub chatting and laughing and everything felt sort of normal again, except I couldn’t imagine the three of them standing around me at the altar in a week while I married Max. But I knew I couldn’t worry about that yet, as we still had the whole weekend ahead of us.




III

Claimed by Lesbian Boss: A First Time Age-Gap BDSM Short


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





Chapter 1





I
 t had been two years since I’d had sex, and it was time for that to change. My hiatus started with a bad breakup, and then I was too busy at work, and I found myself filled with a million excuses for why I didn’t want to sign up for a dating site. I’d tell myself that I was too shy, I couldn’t get a picture I liked and that writing a profile was too intimidating. I would start to fantasize at work and on the subway that someone would just come up to me and seduce me as if I had a sign on my back. I dreamt of someone throwing themself at me, asking me what they wanted me to do, and fucking me right there, on the desk or up against the train’s windows. I wanted someone to just find me, I didn’t want to have to advertise myself. But I knew that wasn’t how things worked.





It was starting to get out of control. I found myself constantly distracted, and no amount of masturbation would help me, I needed a real person to feel completely satisfied. I decided that finally I would sit down and make an account on a dating app. I didn’t want a relationship, I didn’t have any time. I just needed to find someone to have sex with. Being bisexual, I selected men and women, and filled in my age range, leaving quite a large gap between my age, 26, and my maximum partner’s age, 50. I figured I might as well widen the pool of choices, just in case I had trouble finding someone.





I made sure to make it clear in my bio that I was interested in hookups only, and I used a picture of myself that didn’t show my identity, just my neck down, showing my collarbone and cleavage. I figured if any picture was going to grab people’s attention, it would be this one. A part of me was worried that someone might recognize me, or that I wouldn’t get any matches at all. But at this point, I was too horny to care. I submitted the profile and waited.





I didn’t have to wait long. I was starting to think that maybe I left my profile too open. I was slammed with requests from people, likes, and messages that mostly just said hello. I found myself so overwhelmed, searching through a sea of people. My friends had told me they would get lots of messages but I never thought that I would get many. I looked through my matches, reading profiles and trying to narrow down the people I liked.





As I was reading, I got a notification of a new message, and I almost swiped it away until I saw the profile picture. It was an anonymous photo like mine, but it was a full-body photo of a gorgeous woman wearing black lingerie. Even though her face wasn’t visible, her hair was long, dark and wavy strands hung down over her shoulders. I clicked on her message and it popped up under her name, Natasha. Not only was Natasha a woman, but she was also 41, and I’d never been with anyone older than me before.





Even though I was attracted to women, I’d never had sex with any. I had kissed a few women in the past, but unfortunately, they had never amounted to much except for a bit of teasing fun. But I’d always been curious since those encounters.





I was hesitant at first, thinking that maybe I should keep sleeping with a woman as a fantasy, but my mind changed when I read her message.






“Hey gorgeous, what are you into? What kind of things do you like? Just so I know how to satisfy you when we meet.”






I was instantly turned on. There was something about her confidence and certainty that drew me in, and I knew I had to reply, even though it made me so nervous.






“Wow, you’re the gorgeous one. What do you mean by what kinds of things do I like?”







“I just want to know what turns you on? Do you like things a bit rough? Do you like to be dominated, or are you more the dominant type? What kind of things do you want me to do for you? Don’t be shy. ;)”






I could feel my cheeks getting red just reading the message. Not only had I always wanted to be with a woman, but this woman was asking me exactly what I wanted, and my mind was racing with the possibilities. There were so many things I’d always fantasized about, but I wasn’t sure how much to reveal. I took a deep breath. I was already stepping out of my comfort zone by even deciding to look for someone to sleep with, let alone joining a dating site. Why not dive right in?






“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be dominated, I love when it gets rough. But I’ve never really done anything like that before.”
 I replied, figuring I might as well be honest.






“Well, you’re in luck, babe,”
 she replied.





We spoke for longer, but not in too much detail. She asked me what experience I had with women, and I said none. She asked me what I wanted her to do to me, but I said I didn’t know. I’d been fantasizing for months about someone tying me up, holding me down, or making me cum over and over until I couldn’t anymore, but I was so embarrassed to say all of that to a stranger. I told her I just wanted her to do what she wanted, and if I didn’t like it I would tell her.





I couldn’t believe that I was finally planning to hook up with someone. We exchanged numbers and spoke for a bit to arrange a time and place to meet up. We had a similar schedule, working Monday through Friday, and decided that Saturday night would be the best time to meet. She told me that we wouldn’t be going to her house, but to another property she owned, and it made me wonder what kind of job she had. I didn’t even know anyone who owned even just one property, let alone two.





It was only Wednesday, and despite how turned on I was when I lay in bed that night, I already felt so nervous. I decided not to masturbate, and hold off until I met Natasha, so that I could ride the wave of my feelings without getting too scared and calling things off.





Chapter 2





I
 put my lipstick on and stood back to look at myself in the mirror. It was Saturday, and my cab would be here in just a few minutes. I wore a short, black dress that hugged my curves and was a bit low cut, showing my cleavage. My blonde hair hung long and wavy over my shoulders, looking smooth and perfect. I felt strangely confident, even though I was nervous, because for some reason today my hair styled perfectly, and my makeup went on better than ever. I grabbed my purse and walked out the front door of my townhouse apartment just in time, as I watched the car roll up in front of my house.





I got in and gave the driver the address, and waited impatiently as we drove to Natasha’s. I texted her that I was on the way and laid back to look out the window, watching the palm trees soar past as we got closer to the center of town. I’d regretted not looking up the address on a map before I left, and I noticed that we were going in the direction of the beach. The houses were getting bigger and bigger as we drove and I wondered where exactly she was leading me. The driver glanced at me a few times as if to check if I would say that maybe I had given him the wrong address, but I continued to look out of the window.





As I rode in the cab I thought about the days since Natasha and I had started talking. Since Wednesday we had texted back and forth quite a bit and after a few drinks the night before I had opened up to her about some of the details of what I wanted her to do and what dirty names I wanted her to call me. I felt so embarrassed looking back, but I realized it was too late for that. If I was so embarrassed talking about what I wanted, then I couldn’t imagine how I would feel having those things done to me.





Finally, we pulled up to a large beachfront property. It was a huge house with giant floor-to-ceiling windows and two stories. There was a large balcony and a wrap-around porch, and I started to think that maybe I had been given the wrong address. I paid the driver and stepped out into the warm summer air. I walked toward the house trying to decide which of the two doors was the entrance, when I saw one of them swing open, near the side of the house, and a beautiful woman stepped outside. Suddenly it hit me how real this was, and my knees felt weak.





“Natasha?” I asked the woman and watched her as I got closer. She was quite tall and had long brown curly hair and piercing blue eyes. She wore a red dress that looked like it was tailored perfectly for her body, and I couldn’t help but look slowly from her toned, smooth legs, to her perfect red lips. Maybe this wouldn’t be as difficult as I thought.





“Olivia? I’m so happy you made it. Did you find the place okay?” She smiled and held out a hand to shake mine as if I was a business partner. I took her hand and she wrapped her other hand around mine and held it firmly. Sharp cheekbones framed her face, and for some reason, in front of her, I felt so immature. She was a woman, much older than me, with a beautiful beachfront property and the poise of someone mature and responsible, and I wondered what she would want with someone like me.





“Yes, I did. It looks so incredible,” I said, motioning to the house. “And so do you.”





She smiled and I felt her squeeze my hand. She looked into my eyes, holding her gaze. “You do too, you’re absolutely gorgeous. Please come in.”





She let go of my hand and held the door open for me. I walked inside and was shocked by how perfectly decorated the interior of the house was. It looked as if I’d walked right into a home magazine. Everything was very minimalist and modern, the walls white and the large, open ground floor was immaculately lit and furnished.





“Maybe we could have a drink on the patio?” She asked. “Unless you’re in a hurry.”





“I have all night,” I replied, and saw her face light up. “The patio sounds great.”





She led me out the sliding doors onto the patio, and there were lots of different chairs and tables. The sun was low in the sky over the ocean, and I couldn’t believe that I was seeing such a beautiful sight because of a kinky, anonymous hookup. We walked over to a set of chairs and a small table, and I took a seat.





“What would you like to drink?” She asked.





“I’ll just have whatever you’re having,” I said, and she nodded. She walked over to a mini-fridge on the deck and pulled out two cans of coolers. She handed me one and took a seat across from me.





“God, you look even better than I could have imagined,” she said, looking at me. “I didn’t think that was possible.” I felt my cheeks flushing already, I’d never had anyone compliment me so directly. I opened my mouth to return the compliment, but she spoke again. “You’ve never been with a woman before?”





“No, not really. Not like… sexually.” I replied awkwardly, but she didn’t seem to react.





“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you everything you need to know,” she said with a smile as she leaned back and took a sip of her drink. “So what kind of work do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?” I was relieved at the sudden change of topic.





“I work as a secretary for a large company. Well, I’m just the secretary for one of the branches. They make and sell software.”





“No way,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “I work in a similar field. I wonder if we are competitors,” she said, laughing.





I laughed with her. “We probably are.”





We spoke a bit about the city, and the different places we liked to visit. We both had similar interests in coffee shops and little art galleries downtown. She told me that someday I’d have to see her art collection, and I felt a bit of a jolt as she suggested that. Was she insinuating that we would see each other again before we’d even gotten started? Or was she just being polite? I told her how much I’d like that, and as I saw her smile in response I found myself being drawn more and more to her.





We spoke throughout the entire sunset and I realized it was starting to get dark. I moved my chair closer to hers, and soon I felt her hand on my leg, rubbing circles on my knee. It felt so good to have someone touch me, my body responding just from the slight graze of her fingertips. I realized I was leaning a bit closer, and her voice had started to lower as her eyes seemed to change, looking at me like she was becoming hungry, and I was her prey.





“I think maybe it’s time to go inside, don’t you?” She asked quietly, and I nodded.





“I’d like that,” I replied. We were so close to each other and I felt a bit shaky with anticipation.





“It seems like there’s a lot of things you’d like, based on what you told me,” she said, and I was grateful for the darkness hiding my flushed cheeks. This stranger in front of me, this woman, so confident and in control knew more about what I desired than anyone else I’d known. I felt vulnerable, but strangely that feeling was turning me on the most. I wanted her to take control and do as she pleased with me.





“Yes,” I started, not wanting to wait any longer. I didn’t even feel nervous anymore, just eager. “Please Natasha. Tell me what to do, I’ll do whatever you want.”





“Strip,” she said plainly, and sat back in her chair slowly, dragging her hand slowly off of my leg. She grinned a bit as I processed her words for a moment.





Chapter 3





“
 S
 trip? Right here?” I asked, and watched as she nodded.





I looked around for a moment. There was no one nearby, although through the trees there were more houses, and since we’d been sitting on the porch I’d heard voices and laughter in the distance either from the beach or the neighbors, but I hadn’t seen anyone. It wasn’t completely dark yet, the sky still holding onto the last rays of light. I took a breath and stood up, thinking of all of the times I’d prayed someone would tell me what to do like this.





I reached behind me and slowly unzipped my dress at the back. I took my time, peeling each strap off of my shoulders and sliding the dress down my body, dragging my hands down with it. I was grateful to be wearing a bra and panties so that I had more time. I let the dress drop at my feet and I stepped out of it and kicked it aside. Next, I took off my bra, my nipples so hard and throbbing with excitement from being exposed outside. Her face didn’t change much as she watched me, but I could feel her eyes burning into my skin as they followed my hands with each article of clothing. Finally, I took off my black, lace panties, letting them fall to the ground and kicking them aside into the pile of my clothes. I stood there completely naked in front of her, except for my heels, and it took everything I had to not touch myself.





When I’d finished she stood up and walked toward me. She stopped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders, and I jumped from the contact that I’d been craving. I could feel my pussy already starting to throb from the way she looked at me like I belonged to her.





“You’re so hot, I can’t wait to make you beg like the little slut you are,” she said and ran her hands down to my hips. It was so new to hear someone talk to me in such a dirty way, and I wanted more. I’d told her the things I’d wished someone would call me, and being called a slut was like all of my fantasies coming alive.





“Please, I want you to make me beg,” I said, realizing I already was. It felt almost like I was possessed by how horny I was, and I didn’t have any shame in the words I was saying.





“Turn around,” she said, and I obeyed quickly. “Put your hands behind your back.”





I did as she said and I felt her tie something around them, something rough like a rope. She tied them tightly, and I felt my nipples become even harder as my breasts jutted out in front of me. She spoke in my ear as she fastened my wrists together.





“Tell me your safeword again Olivia.”





“Red,” I replied quickly.





“Good.” I felt her finish tying my hands, and I tested the restraints, not able to move them. I realized now that if anyone were to see me, I wouldn’t be able to cover myself up. “If you say red, I will stop whatever I’m doing, no questions asked, okay? Don’t be afraid to say it even if you’re just a bit uncomfortable.”





“Okay. I will say it if I need to. Thank you,” I said, and I could feel her hands on my waist, her fingers moving slowly over my stomach and then up between my breasts, teasing me.





“We’ll go inside, but I can’t help to think of how it would look if someone drove up the driveway right now, and saw you naked and helpless like this. But I bet you’re so horny right now you wouldn’t even care,” she said and grazed both of her hands over each of my nipples. I gasped, and I heard her laugh.





“You’re right, I wouldn’t care,” I said, and it was true. I just wanted her to keep touching me.





“Follow me,” she said and stepped in front of me, leading me toward the house. We walked back through the sliding doors and into the kitchen, and toward the back of the house. I’d thought we were going up the stairs, where most secrets like this were hidden, but instead, we stayed at the edge of the large, open living room.





There was a big white leather chair in the corner and a couch further along the wall, along with a coffee table. She told me to stop, and then I watched as she reached into a large storage bin underneath the table. She brought out a metal bar with cuffs on either side.





She smiled at me, and I wondered what was behind that smile. What was she so looking forward to doing to me?





“Spread your legs,” she demanded, and I obeyed. I stood in my heels on the hardwood floor and watched as she got down on her knees in front of me. “More,” she said, and I stepped out even more. I watched as she fastened a cuff to each of my ankles, keeping my legs spread and unable to be closed. I could feel my pussy throbbing as I realized how hot it felt to be restrained.





Natasha stood up and walked behind me, and I felt her hands touch me roughly. She rubbed down my body over my nipples and paused at my hips. She dug her fingers into my skin and then brought her hands up to grab my breasts hard and pinch my nipples, gently first and then rough, coaxing a moan out of me. The feeling of her playing with my nipples shot down to my clitoris, and my open legs were already shaking as my wet pussy was begging to be touched. Finally, she brought her hands back down my hips, and ran them up the front of my thighs, making me squirm from the feeling.





“You’re fun to tease, Olivia, but you’re too obedient. I’m going to have to push you over the edge,” I didn’t know quite what she meant, but I nodded quickly.





Then I felt her fingers rub over my wet pussy quickly, and I gasped from the sudden feeling of being touched. She moved her fingers around the outside of my opening and I wished so badly that she would fuck me with them. Once her fingers were wet she quickly moved them up to my hard clit, and rubbed them in circles over it. It felt so good that I could feel my legs tense as I moved my hips closer to her hand.





“You’re such a little slut, I’ve barely touched you and you’re so fucking ready,” Natasha said while pushing against my clitoris even more. I could almost cum already just from the feeling and the way that she was talking to me.





“Yes, yes I’m a slut, please don’t stop,” I cried as I could feel myself getting even closer.





“Perfect,” she said and moved her hand away from me. I groaned loudly, squirming as the intense pleasure disappeared, my body desperate for more. “You’ll have to earn the rest of that.”





I wanted to beg, but I knew it would only make things worse. “Thank you, Natasha,” I managed.





“I think I have to punish you, not because you’ve misbehaved, but I really want to see how far I can push you. I want to hear you scream for me.”





“Please, I deserve it.”





I watched as she walked behind me again. She grabbed my arm and motioned me forward, toward the leather chair, and we stopped when I stood beside it.





“Bend over,” she said, and before I could comment she grabbed my arms and lowered me over the arm of the chair. My forehead was on the seat and my breasts hung in front of me, and my ass was completely up in the air, my legs still spread from the bar and my hands tied behind me. I felt so vulnerable, open and positioned ready for her to do anything she pleased. I felt my pussy clench as I thought of all of the things she could do to me like this.





I felt her hands on my ass, digging into the skin. “Look at you, you’re the perfect little fucktoy, all spread out for me. I bet you wish I’d fuck you.”





“Yes, Natasha. Oh my god, I want it so bad,” I said, unable to contain myself.





“Well then you’ll have to earn it,” she said, and let go of me. “Let’s see how red I can make you, if you stay still you won’t have to wait for too long.”





I’d always wanted to be spanked, and I had hoped that this was what she was planning. I was a bit scared, what if I wouldn’t be able to handle it? But my pussy felt like it was dripping with anticipation, so wet at the idea, and I pushed my ass up even further in the air.





“When you go back to work Monday, you’re going to find it hard to sit down at your desk. Your pussy is going to get so wet every time you sit down on your sore ass because you’ll be reminded of how good I made you feel.”





Before I could even prepare, she brought her hand down on me, spanking me hard and I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. I started to feel a stinging on my skin, and I wanted more.





“More, please…” I said, and I didn’t have to wait long as she hit me again on the opposite side. She continued, each slap feeling harder than the last, and my skin hurting even more. I could feel each hit ripple through to my pussy, and I moaned each time her hand made contact with my skin. I tried my best not to move, but as the pain grew I found it harder not to flinch.





She stopped for a moment and pinched my sore skin, and I cried out loudly, surprised by the delicious pain. “Mmm, you’re so nice and red for me,” she remarked and spanked me once more on each side. I couldn’t help but cry out at the stinging pain but I also didn’t want her to stop.





Natasha rubbed her hands down my ass, roughly over the sore skin, and down to my wet pussy. I jumped as she dragged her hand roughly back and forth from my wet lips to my throbbing hard clit. I pushed my ass even higher and spread my legs more, desperate to be touched. I wanted to cum so bad after the hard spanking and the spread-out position I was locked in. I moved back and forth as she continued to rub her hand up and down lazily, and I dragged my breasts across the cool leather, and the feeling in my nipples sent shivers down my spine. I thrust against her hand, and she silently teased me.





“You’re such a good girl,” she said, finally rubbing my clit gently with her fingertips. “I wish I had a slutty little secretary like you working for me.”





I moaned as she picked up speed. Every time her wet fingers slid over my clit I felt myself get even closer. I’d never been able to be this close to cumming after barely being touched, but I was so turned on I knew it wouldn’t take much. And the idea of her bossing me around at work turned me on even more.





“My job would be a lot more exciting,” I said, pausing to moan loudly against the leather. “I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me- oh my god.” I felt my legs start to shake as I got even closer to cumming, but again, I felt her move her hand away. “Please Natasha, please,” I cried out squirming as my orgasm was delayed once again.





“I’m not done yet,” she said, and I felt something hard rubbed against my opening. “I’m going to fuck your little pussy until you cum, isn’t that what you like slut? Isn’t that what you’re used to?” She asked, and I moaned in agreement. I’d never been able to cum from someone fucking me, but I was so horny that I could probably orgasm from even less than that. It wasn’t until I felt her grab my hips with both hands that I realized she was wearing a strap-on. I wished I could watch her fuck me.





She only pressed against the opening of my pussy for a moment before roughly pushing inside of me. I was so wet that she slid in easily, even though the dildo felt quite large. I felt so full and slightly stretched as I tensed around it. She didn’t wait to fuck me hard, immediately pulling the dildo out entirely and pushing it back in, causing me to scream with pleasure. Every time I felt her hips against my ass, pain shot through my skin from the spanks she’d given me earlier.





“You like that slut? You like when I tie you up and fuck you like you’re my toy?”





“Yes, fuck me Natasha until I can’t fucking walk, please,” I begged, feeling like an animal. My mind was blank with pleasure, and all I could think about was the feeling of every millimeter of dildo slamming into me over and over as she picked up speed, fucking me even harder.





I felt as she gathered my hair and held onto it with one hand, lifting my head and causing me to arch my back. The feeling of her tugging on my hair while I couldn’t move, being fucked like it was my purpose, made me cum immediately. My pussy clenched hard over and over as I came over the dildo, my juices making it slide even more easily inside of me. Even as I was shaking and cumming, she continued fucking me just as hard.





“I think you can do better than that,” she said and pulled out of me for a moment. I heard as she grabbed something off of the table and then there was a loud vibrating noise. Even though my pussy was so sensitive from cumming already, I wanted more.





She pressed the dildo back inside of me, filling me up again, and then held the vibrator on my clit. I could already feel my legs shaking as the vibrator seemed almost to shake my whole body. I tried to speak but I couldn’t form any words, just a series of moans and gasps. I’d never had multiple orgasms before, thinking it was something I just couldn’t do, but again I was being shown what my body was capable of. I wondered how many more things I was missing out on.





“Oh my god, Natasha!” I screamed, unable to think, as I came even harder this time, feeling the wetness running down my spread legs. My body was tensed so hard, every muscle stiff as I kept cumming, and I wasn’t even worried if the neighbors could hear me screaming. I heard Natasha laugh and turn off the vibrator, and then slowly she pulled out of me and my body relaxed.





“Fuck you’re so hot when you cum. Next time I want to see your face.” She grabbed me and pulled me upright, and I felt a bit unstable standing again, my legs feeling weak and shaky.





Chapter 4





S
 he turned me around and without even thinking, I kissed her hard. She kissed me back and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it slowly, and she moaned. I felt her body against me and I hadn’t even realized that she’d taken off her dress. I broke the kiss and looked down, admiring her body. She wore a black bra and matching panties, just like in her profile picture, and her large breasts were almost spilling out of the top of the lacy fabric.





“Sit down,” she said, and I sat on the arm of the chair. I wished I could touch her, but my hands were still bound tightly behind my back. I watched as she took off her bra, her big breasts popping out of it.





Before she could tell me what to do, I took one of her large nipples in my mouth, sucking on the hard nub. I sucked hard, rubbing her nipple with my tongue, and she moaned loudly. I felt her hands behind my back on my wrists, untying the rope quickly. As soon as it dropped she grabbed my hands and placed them on my breasts. I moved to suck her other nipple, feeling her large breast in my hand, and I played with her other nipple, wet from my spit, feeling as it moved easily back and forth between my fingertips. I looked up at her face as I sucked, watching as her lips parted and her eyes closed.





“Lay back,” she said, moving away from me. “I want to use that pretty little mouth of yours.” Her demand was so sharp, and I was so desperate to make her cum after what she had done for me. I laid back, draped across the chair, my head on one armrest and my knees over the other. I didn’t know what to do, but I didn’t care. I knew that she was aware I’d never done this before and that she would guide me.





“Natasha, I want to taste you so badly, I need to,” I said moaning, and I watched as her eyes lit up at my words.





She took off the strap-on and pulled her panties off. She kept one leg on the floor and put the other leg over me on the chair. She was straddling me but still able to move back and forth. I grabbed her hips and pulled her down before me, and I was so eager to eat her out that I didn’t even stop to think. I swirled my tongue around her opening and felt her lower herself more, getting comfortable. I tasted her on my tongue, her pussy already so wet, and I pushed my tongue inside of her, fucking her slowly with my tongue. I heard her let out a soft moan, so I knew I must have been doing something right.





“You like the way my pussy tastes, Olivia?” She asked, and I moaned in response. “God your mouth feels so good.”





Encouraged by her words, I took my tongue out of her and before I could even think about finding her clit, she rubbed her pussy against my mouth, her hard clit pressed against my lips. I stuck out my tongue and licked her, and watched how quickly she responded. She pushed her hips toward my mouth desperately, gasping at the feeling. I licked her, thinking of how I would like it, making sure my tongue was firm and wet. I sucked on it in between, and I could feel her pushing so hard against my mouth now that I wouldn’t be able to move away.





It turned me on so much to have my face pressed against her pussy, unable to move or speak. All I could do was open my mouth and lick and suck at her as she used my mouth. My legs were still spread by the bar between my ankles, the weight of the metal making me aware of the restraint. I held on tightly to her hips and sucked her clit between my lips hard, and I could feel her squirming under my hands.





“Oh my god Olivia, you’re going to make me cum all over your fucking face,” she moaned loudly, and I did the same in return, as I felt her legs shaking around me. I looked up and watched her as she played roughly with her nipples, her head thrown back and her body moving back and forth as she thrust against my face. I’d never been more turned on in my life, surprising myself at how wet I was again already. She was so hot and the fact that this woman, older than me and much more successful, was about to cum because of me.





My jaw was starting to hurt but I didn’t stop as she grew louder and louder, and finally, I felt as she shook and twitched over my mouth, and I kept at her sensitive clit until she was finished. She stopped moving and I heard her breathing heavily. I moved my mouth away from her clit and down to her pussy, inserting my tongue again and licking up her cum.





“Oh fuck, Olivia,” she moaned as she got off of me and stood up. I felt her kneel beside the chair, rubbing my stomach lightly. “That was so hot, you’re everything I could have asked for.”





I felt flattered, considering I’d felt like I was the one being spoiled. “You are too, that was incredible. I never knew I could feel so good.”





“There’s so much more I wish I could do to you.”





Her words sent a shiver of anticipation through me. I wanted her to do anything she liked with me, especially if it ended up feeling so good. It was almost like an itch had been scratched, having a fantasy I’d thought of for years coming to life.





“You can do anything you want to me,” I replied smiling, and she laughed.





“Is this okay?” She asked, and leaned forward, wrapping one hand around the back of my head. She pulled me in for another kiss, this time more slow and gentle, her lips caressing against mine. I kissed her back a bit harder, feeling surprised and a bit grateful for her affection. I hadn’t expected her to be so romantic after being so stern, but it was exactly what I needed.





Chapter 5





S
 he broke away from me and unclasped the bar from my ankles. It felt strange for a moment to not have the slight weight of the bar around my feet. She helped me stand up and I watched as she got dressed, and then told me to wait while she grabbed my clothes from outside. I followed her toward the backdoor, still in a bit of a sexual daze.





While she was out grabbing my things, a small plaque on the wall caught my eye. It was the logo for the company I worked for, NLP Systems. I couldn’t believe it, it turned out that we weren’t competitors, but worked for the same company.





Natasha returned and handed my clothes to me. I thanked her and got dressed. She offered me a drink and I followed her into the kitchen. At first, I wasn’t sure if I should mention the plaque, but it was just too weird of a coincidence.





“Natasha, I saw the plaque on your wall for NLP Systems. I don’t want to be weird, but that’s where I work too,” I said, and I watched her eyes widen slightly. She smiled as she walked toward me with a can from the fridge.





“No way. I mean, I knew there was a chance when you said what field you worked in. Do you want to sit in the living room with me? I wouldn’t mind maybe spending a bit more time together if that’s okay.”





“Yes, I’d like that,” I said, a little too quickly. I was so intrigued by her and I wanted to know more. Especially knowing that we shared the same employer. I found her fascinating and I couldn’t wait to find out what else we had in common.





“I hope this isn’t some kind of HR rule we are breaking because I seriously didn’t know,” she laughed.





“I won’t tell,” I said, laughing with her. “So what department do you work for? I’ve been a secretary for a few years, but I’m still not familiar with a lot of the job titles. It’s such a large company.”





She looked at me a bit strangely, and I wondered if maybe I shouldn’t have asked her. Maybe it was too personal. I mean, she didn’t know me, this was just a hookup, and now I was asking for details about her job that I probably wasn’t supposed to know about.





“What does the NLP stand for?” She asked, and I was surprised that she’d changed the subject but grateful for the easy way out after my too personal questioning.





“Honestly, I’m not too sure. I asked when I signed up, but my manager said that they’re initials.”





“Yes that’s correct,” she said. She sat back and took a long sip of her drink before she replied. “Natasha Lynn Peters. NLP.”





I felt like my mind had shut off. For a moment I was wondering why she was saying her own first name, and then it clicked. NLP.





“Wait-” I started, but she cut me off with her laughter.





“I’m the owner of the company you work for.” If It were anyone else I wouldn’t believe it, but I was standing in this house of glass a stone’s throw away from the beach, the most expensive place to live in the city, and this wasn’t even her home, just another property. “So I guess I’m your boss. I hope that doesn’t make things too weird,” She said simply.





“That’s so hot,” I replied, and she burst out into laughter. I wasn’t sure what else to say. I still felt in a way that she could be lying, but she seemed like such an honest, straightforward person.





“Anyway. Enough about that anyway, I’m just a normal person and I wouldn’t want you to think of me any other way. Let’s talk more about you.”





We spoke for well over an hour, and despite our age difference, we had plenty in common. She told me that it was her first time using a dating site in quite a while, and she felt it was necessary for the same reasons that I had. We discovered we’d both grown up in the same state before moving here, and that we had similar hobbies like going to the gym and reading mystery novels. I couldn’t believe how down-to-earth she was, and I found myself often forgetting that I was sitting in front of the CEO of my company.





“I hope I can see you again,” she said, leaning forward in her chair. “I really mean it, you were incredible tonight, and there’s so much more I want to do with you. I hope everything was good tonight, and if not then maybe we can discuss next time how to make things better for you.”





“I can’t think of anything I would change,” I replied. “You’re so gorgeous, I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop thinking about you when I go home tonight.”





“Me neither,” she said and got up to sit beside me. She placed her hands on my knees, turning me slightly, and looked at me with her intense stare. “I want you to make sure you think of me okay? Think of every single thing you want me to do to you and text it to me, and I’ll make it happen. We’ll figure out our schedules, maybe we can make next week work?”





My mind was running a mile a minute. It seemed a bit embarrassing, but at the same time, I was so turned on by her words. It was almost like a work assignment in a way.





“Yes, next week will be perfect. Just tell me when and I’ll book it off.”





“You might not have to,” she said, laughing.





Natasha called me a cab and told me to text her when I got home okay, kissing me once more before I left. I felt butterflies in my stomach, which worried me slightly. I knew that there was no way someone like her would be interested in anything long-term, and I was a bit ashamed of myself for even having such strong feelings toward her, knowing that it was so unlikely. Besides, I wasn’t looking for a relationship anyways.





I ended up with a different cab driver, but he looked just as confused as the first, and it made me realize that they probably never really got calls up to this area of the city where people probably had personal drivers. When I got into the cab I felt my sore ass stinging as I sunk into the seat, and I instantly felt so turned on, remembering what she had told me while she spanked me earlier. Every little bump in the road made me squirm, and by the time I got home, I was so wet that I couldn’t wait to lay in bed, touching myself, wishing it was Natasha.





Chapter 6





I
 t was Monday morning and I got up a bit earlier to get ready for work. I knew it was a bit silly, Natasha didn’t even work at the office I worked at, as far as I knew. But I figured just in case, I would make sure I looked amazing. I put on a pair of black thigh-high stockings and a garter belt, along with a fitted black pencil skirt and a peplum shirt. I thought about wearing contacts, but it would sometimes give me a headache at work, so I decided just to wear my glasses.





I walked into the front lobby, and my manager was standing by my desk. He looked like he’d run down every flight of stairs in the building, his face red and sweat sticking his hair to his forehead.





“Oh thank god, you’re here,” he said, which surprised me because I was never late. What had gotten into him? “Listen, they didn’t give me any notice, but the CEO is dropping by today. Normally she only works from her private office downtown, but for some reason, she’s decided to come here for an audit. Please be on your best behavior, I can’t mess this up.”





Part of me wanted to laugh, excited that I would see Natasha again already, even if it was just a glimpse. But I didn’t want my manager to think I wasn’t taking things seriously. “You have nothing to worry about, I’ll make sure everything goes smoothly, at least here,” I said, and he breathed a sigh of relief.





“Thank you. You’ll be her first impression, so please just act normal.”





I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to act normally after the other night, but I decided to do my best. As I sat at my desk, the familiar sharp pain on my skin from sitting down sent a shock of pleasure through my body, just as Natasha had said. I thought of what my manager would say if he knew that the CEO he was so afraid of had fucked me with a strapon just two nights before, making me cum harder than I thought was possible. I smiled to myself and got ready for the day.





The lobby I worked in was quite large and open with shiny, white marble floors. There were big glass sliding doors at the front entrance with a security desk, and then my desk followed, and behind me were the elevators up to the higher floors. It was quite a large building, and apart from the many employees there weren’t usually any visitors, so my job was mostly answering the phone and working on the computer.





About an hour after I’d started, a large black SUV pulled up in front of the front entrance. The security guard, who would normally sit at his desk and glance up from his cell phone occasionally, jumped up quickly to stand by the front door, looking nervous. The manager must have warned him to be on his best behavior.





I watched as Natasha got out of her car, surrounded by three men in suits. My manager had mentioned that they were here to do business, so I assumed that she had brought along some of her colleagues, but another man followed, looking more like a security guard.





The way she walked into the building took my breath away. She was wearing tall heels and a fitted plaid skirt with a blazer and a low-cut white button-up. Her hair was long and curled, and it bounced behind her as she glided in through the entrance. She held a black suitcase in her hand and it swung with her as she walked. The security guard looked quite surprised when he saw her, and she walked past him quickly, her entourage following behind. She made eye contact with me almost immediately, keeping her pace, and I stood up as she got closer.





“Welcome, Ms. Peters,” I said, acting as I had never met her before. She stopped in front of me and I could see her looking me up and down, smiling slightly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. How can I be of service today?” I spoke in my most sultry voice, and I could see her smile grow even wider. I tried to act normal but I was afraid she could hear my heart beating loudly in my chest. Seeing her this way made my mind go crazy, and I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about my head buried between her legs just two nights ago.





“Please alert your manager that I will be occupying room 601 as my temporary office. Have him meet me there in about 10 minutes.” Her voice was stern but gentle, and even just having her speak to me professionally felt as if I was being teased.





“Absolutely, Ms. Peters. Please let me know if you need any more assistance today.”





She nodded and walked behind my desk toward the elevators, and I watched as the men scrambled after her. I waited until I heard the elevator doors shut before I sat down at my desk again. The security guard stood at the front door still, looking blankly toward the back of the lobby.





“Holy shit,” he said, and I burst out laughing.





Chapter 7





“
 O
 livia, you really fucked up,” said my manager, as he paced in front of my desk an hour after her arrival. “She wants to see you in her office. Alone. She sounded upset. What the fuck did you do? I told you not to mess this up.” I could see the sweat forming on his brow as his skin turned ghostly white. He was normally high-strung, but I’d never seen him so nervous.





“Don’t worry,” I said, smiling slightly at him. “I’m sure everything is fine. I told her if she needed anything to let me know, she must just need some assistance.”





“That better be it. You should go now.”





Normally I’d find his anger quite worrying, but this time I found it hard not to laugh. However, I was extremely nervous, my stomach turning over and over. I couldn’t believe I would be alone with her again already. She hadn’t sent me any text messages, this was entirely a surprise visit. I didn’t want to be so naive to think that she was making this visit for me, but it was a strange coincidence. I stepped into the elevator and pressed floor 6, and as I ascended I checked my makeup and hair in the mirrored walls of the elevator.





Once the doors opened, a man greeted me. It was her personal security guard I’d seen earlier. He glanced at me, confirming that I was who she had described, and motioned for me to follow him. We arrived at the first door, and he stood back.





“You can go in, Ms. Peters is waiting for you,” he said, and I thanked him and opened the door gently.





The room was quite large and seemed more like a conference room than an office. There was a white table in the room and Natasha sat at one side, with a laptop in front of her. Behind her were big open windows, the city behind her. Even though we were only 6 floors up, the view was quite nice, as there were no large buildings too close to ours. She looked up from her laptop as I entered, and smiled as she tapped her pen on the table. I was grateful to see that we were alone.





“Hi Olivia,” she said, closing her laptop. “I’m happy to see you.”





“I’m happy to see you too,” I said, quickly. “I couldn’t wait to see you again. I didn’t think it would be so soon.”





“I’m pleased to hear that. My colleagues have also been bothering me to do a general visit, so they are inspecting the departments. But I came because I was serious when I said I was looking for a new secretary. I heard the one here was phenomenal.”





I instantly felt butterflies in my stomach. Was she seriously considering me for a new position? One that would be so high up in the company? I felt in a way that because I was so young I would just be an occasional fling to her if anything. I couldn’t have imagined that she would want to consider hiring me for a position where she would see me often.





“So, obviously I will need to have an actual talk with your manager about it, even though I don’t doubt your abilities. But of course, there are some personal reasons that I would be interested in a secretary like you,” she added as she folded her hands in her lap and sat back as if waiting for my response.





“I… I’d love that. I’m good at my job, and I’d do anything you please. Anything.” I said, trying my best not to break eye contact. I was getting wet just sitting there, thinking over and over again about how she told me there was so much more she wanted to show me.





“Anything?” She asked, smirking. “Please elaborate.”





I swallowed hard. I wasn’t wanting to go into detail, feeling a bit embarrassed now. She noticed that I was flustered and looked almost pleased as if I was her prey, and it made me want to crawl onto the desk in front of her and let her do whatever she wanted to me. I couldn’t tell if she was just flirting, or if she actually was considering me for a job. I decided to take my chance to be forward.





“I’ll answer the phone, reply to emails, organize your documents, get your coffee in the morning…” I started and stood up out of my chair. I placed my hands on the desk in front of me and leaned toward her, staring into her eyes. “I’ll wear whatever you want, I’ll do whatever you say, and I’ll let you use me however you want.” I couldn’t believe how I was speaking at work, but it was like something had taken over me. I was still a bit nervous that the guard outside of the door could hear me, so I kept my voice low.





Natasha looked pleased. “You sound like you would be perfect for the job, but I’ll have to put you through a series of tests today to make sure you’re qualified for exactly what I am asking. Do you think you’re ready for that?”





“Yes,” I answered, standing up straight. “Tell me what to do.”





“You remember your safeword?” She asked.





“Red.”





“Good. Please don’t be afraid to use it, at any time.” She said, and I nodded. “Now, get on your knees and get under the desk.”





I dropped to my knees quickly and crawled under the desk toward her. She pulled up her skirt and opened her legs. Her smooth pussy was in front of me, no panties covering it, and before she could tell me what to do I moved closer to her and started licking up her slit, from her wet opening to her hard clitoris, as if I were hungry for her. I looked up at her and I watched her face as she moaned and pushed herself even closer to me.





“God I forgot how good your mouth felt. You’re such a fucking little slut, you know that? Ready to drop to your knees so easily.”





I moaned in agreement, and took her clit into my mouth, sucking it in and out between my lips and swirling my tongue around it. I didn’t know exactly what to do, but she seemed to like everything judging by the way she thrust toward me. She gathered my hair behind my head in her hands, holding it roughly, making sure I couldn’t move away from her pussy. I picked up my pace and sucked her even harder, and I could feel my wet pussy throbbing as she used my mouth.





“That’s enough,” she said, and pulled me by the hair away from her, my face wet from my spit and her pussy. “I want you to stand up and sit on the desk in front of me.”





She pushed her chair back a bit so that I could crawl out and stand up. I sat on the desk and she stood up and stood between my legs, pushing them open even more with her hands. Then she grabbed the bottom of my shirt and brought it up quickly over my head.





“The best kind of secretary only speaks when spoken to, so that’s what you’re going to do from now on. If I ask you a question, you may speak, but besides that, I don’t want to hear a fucking noise.”





Her words sent shivers through my body, my clit feeling so hard that it was almost like it had its own pulse. I didn’t think I’d be very good at being quiet, I already wanted to speak. I wanted to beg her to fuck me, but instead, I just nodded in agreement.





She smiled and reached around me, and I felt her unclasp my bra. She took it off of me, throwing it on the ground with my shirt, and rubbed her palms over my nipples. I gasped but stayed silent, holding my breath to stop myself from moaning at her teasing. She held each one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger and pinched it back and forth slowly, harder and harder each time. The pain made me squirm with excitement, and it took everything in my power to keep my mouth shut.





“I remember you told me you like having your nipples pinched hard, isn’t that right?”





I paused for a moment, and then realized I could speak. “Yes. I do. I don’t care if it hurts, it feels so good.”





Natasha stopped what she was doing and brought her suitcase up to the table. She opened it beside me and took out a pair of shiny, metal nipple clamps. They had little weights on the bottom of each one. She pulled each of my nipples slightly and one at a time fastened a clamp on each one. The clamp felt good enough on its own, but the weight made sure that with every movement a wave of pleasure would shoot through my body as they moved.





Natasha must have been able to tell how hard I was holding in my excitement. “Does that feel good?” She asked me.





“Yes, yes Natasha it feels so fucking good, oh my god,” I moaned. I realized I wasn’t being quiet anymore. Anyone outside of the door, even just walking by, would be able to hear me, but I didn’t care.





Natasha pulled my skirt down over my knees and let it drop to the floor, and did the same to my panties, leaving me in my stockings and heels. She ran her fingers up and down my thighs, watching as I already shook underneath her.





“I want you to lay down, and spread your arms and legs. I’m going to tie you to this fucking table and see how far I can push you before you scream.”





Chapter 8





I
 laid back, watching as she eyed me. I spread myself out and she grabbed straps with cuffs on them from her briefcase. I wondered if this was the first time she’d done this at work, or if this was normal for her. She tied each of my wrists and ankles to each table leg, spreading me out in an X across the table. Her long hair hung over me as she worked, and I wished I could touch her. I realized that the door wasn’t locked and at any moment someone could walk in and see me tied down and naked with my nipples clamped, and it sent a wave of excitement through me like I’d felt on Natasha’s patio.





“If you scream, that security guard will run in here so fast you won’t know what happened,” she said smiling, and I thought of how humiliating that would be. It was like she was reading my mind. She got onto the table onto her knees, sitting between my legs. She dragged her fingertips lightly across my inner thighs, and up toward my pussy, teasing around it. “I want you to beg me to touch you.”





I didn’t even have to think. “Please Natasha, I’m such a slut, I need you to touch me I’m so fucking wet. Please I need it I’ll do anything-”





“That’s enough,” she said, and I felt her push her fingers into my opening. I threw my head back, the sudden contact overwhelming and as I jerked my body, my nipple clamps moved and added another layer of pleasure. She pressed her fingers inside of me deeper, and fucked me slowly, bringing them out of me and pressing them back in again. I was so wet that she slid in easily, pressing all of her fingers except her thumb inside of me. I felt her fingers curl, brushing against my g-spot, and I gasped loudly, feeling my mind empty from the pleasure.





“God you’re so fucking tight, I can’t wait to stretch you out.” I already felt like I was being stretched, her hand feeling like it was filling me, and I wanted more.





I watched her intently as she moved her mouth down to my clit, and I felt like screaming as she hardened her tongue and licked. She continued and I couldn’t help but squirm as she did, my nipple clamps moving up and down as I rocked against her. She fucked me harder with her hand, pushing her fingers in even deeper, and licked and sucked my clit harder. She knew exactly what she was doing, fucking me just the way I wanted, not showing any mercy. I felt my orgasm building quickly inside of me, my legs shaking wildly. My head felt like it was going to explode, not being able to speak, but she moved away from me for a moment.





“You’re going to cum already you desperate little whore?” She asked, and I nodded, afraid to speak and ruin getting to cum. “Speak to me, tell me while I make you cum how much of a good fucktoy you’re going to be for me.” She moved back to my pussy, sucking my clit, and I let go completely, not caring if anyone came into the room.





“God that feels so fucking good, Natasha. You can stretch me out and train me to do whatever you want please I’ll be such a good fucktoy, oh my god!” I cried as she continued, fucking and sucking me so effortlessly, knowing exactly how to touch me to make me cum. “I can’t, I’m going to cum, please…” I said, and I moaned so loudly as I felt my orgasm rip through me, my legs tensing hard and my pussy clenching over and over, releasing everything onto Natasha’s fingers inside of me. She kept going, even after I’d finished, making me twitch and scream even more. To my relief, no one came into the room. My cheeks flushed red with shame, I was sure anyone outside of the door could hear me, but I couldn’t help it.





She didn’t stop. At first, I could feel my hips trying to move my oversensitized pussy away from her, but now I was so far gone that I was thrusting hard against her as she kept up the same pace, my mind completely screaming for me to cum again. I felt like she could probably do this to me all day until I couldn’t think straight. As if she could make my mind and body feel completely scrambled, making me feel horny for the rest of the day. I didn’t want her to stop, and she didn’t until I came again, shaking and crying loudly, not caring anymore about how much noise I made. I moved around so much that one of my nipple clamps came off, and the pain of blood rushing back was what had finally pushed me over the edge, combined with her hot mouth and her slick fingers.





She took her mouth off of me and removed her fingers, and sat up overtop of me. She pushed her fingers into my mouth and I opened widely, sucking them clean.





“You like the taste of your cum you hungry slut? I bet you like having your mouth stuffed just as much as your pussy.” She said, and pushed her cum soaked fingers deep into my throat, almost choking me. I sucked them up and down, cleaning them as she gagged me, enjoying every minute of it.





“I bet you’re hungry for more, aren’t you?” She asked as she slowly ran her fingers down my tongue and over my bottom lip. I nodded eagerly.





She watched me for a moment, her eyes softened, and I felt butterflies in my stomach again. I couldn’t believe that I was already feeling the way I’d felt the other night. I’d never imagined someone could make me feel so satisfied like she knew all about exactly what fantasies I had in my head, and I never thought I would go from being terrified of a dating site to having someone dominate me and fuck me harder than I had in my whole life, especially not twice in a week. I thought dating a woman would leave me missing something, but if anything I was being given everything and more.





Natasha looked like she was going to kiss me, but instead, she seemed to change her mind. She untied my wrists but kept my ankles fastened. She straddled me backwards, facing my feet, and she moved toward my face. I grabbed her hips, eager to do to her what she had done to me. I pulled her toward my face, and she moved back. She was still fully dressed but I pushed her skirt up over her hips, and buried my face in between her legs, sucking and licking at her pussylips and in her opening, like I’d been starved.





“Mmm, Olivia you’re such a good girl. I don’t even have to tell you what to do,” she said moaning and sitting back onto my face more.





I grabbed her ass as I licked her, moving her against my mouth. I felt her nails run along my stomach softly and I lifted my hips. Even the smallest sensations were radiating down to my pussy, instantly turning me on again already. I moved my mouth up toward her hard clit, sucking the nub in between my lips, and she moaned loudly, digging her fingertips into my hips.





As I sucked her, I moved my fingers toward her opening, pressing against her gently. She pushed her pussy against my fingers, and she lay across my body. I could feel her hot breath on my lower stomach and I felt her breasts against my waist. I pushed inside of her and at the same time, she licked my clit, and I spread open my legs instantly, my hips raising off of the table. She’d barely touched me but I moaned against her clit, which she seemed to like, thrusting against my mouth.





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





“Ms. Peters? There’s someone here to see you,” the voice said, but the door remained closed. I held my breath.





Natasha’s voice cut through the room, steady, clear, and commanding. “Patterson, I am in a private meeting and I am not to be disturbed. Tell them to come back later, and do not disturb me again.” Her tone was quite stern, and it hit me that not only was she my boss, but she was everyones. The way she spoke with such power and confidence turned me on even more.





“Sorry, Ms, Peters,” the voice replied nervously, and before I could even hear the footsteps leave the door, Natasha sucked my clit hard, and the feeling made me jump. I continued sucking her, trying to match what she was doing to me, and I knew from her soft moans against my clit that I was doing a good job.





“Fuck Olivia, your fucking mouth feels so good,” she said, and I continued, feeling her legs tensing around me. Even though the interruption had made me on edge, I was so close to cumming that I started to not care again, crying out against her as she continued.





I came before she did, and I did everything in my power to keep sucking her clit as I felt myself let go, my legs shaking even harder and my legs tensing so hard I felt like they were going to cramp. I fingered her hard, curling my fingers against the soft pad of her g spot as she had done to me, and sucked her so hard my jaw felt sore. She came hard, crying out into my upper thigh, her hips moving wildly against my face. I held her with one hand, making sure I didn’t stop until she was finished cumming every single drop, soaking my fingers with her juices. I swirled my tongue around her opening, feeling her squirm against me, and then I licked my fingers, savoring the sweet taste of her cum.





She sat up and got off of me, and then she laid beside me, rubbing her hand up and down my stomach and chest.





“Oh my god Olivia, you turn me on so much,” she said, laying her head beside mine. We both breathed heavily, catching our breath.





“I’m so happy-” I started, catching my breath again. “That you messaged me.” I felt as if maybe I was being too romantic. I wanted to play it cool, because after all, so far she was mostly just a fuck buddy. But I couldn’t help how I was reacting to her.





“Me too., I can’t wait to get to know you more. That’s why I want you to become my secretary. Well, partly,” she said, and I laughed.





“Wait, are you serious about the secretary thing?” I asked. Of course, I had hoped she was, but I wasn’t sure now if any of it was just roleplay.





“Of course I am. I’m going to speak with your manager today.”





Before I could reply with how grateful I was, I felt her lips press against mine, and I melted under her. She kissed me softly, and I felt her hands rub down my shoulders and arms, her comforting embrace making my heart flutter again. I couldn’t have asked for anything more perfect than her stern demands being followed by how gentle she treated me.





“Just so you know,” she said, breaking the kiss. “I’m not like this with all of my employees.”





I laughed loudly and ran my hand down her arm. “I didn’t think that you were.”





“Seriously. I honestly hate dating sites. I had to convince myself to join, but I’m so glad I did.”





“Me too! I was so scared of joining.”





Natasha sat up and then got to her feet, and started to untie my ankles. “I think me and you need to sit down and get to know each other. I think we probably have a lot more in common than we think.”





“I think you’re right,” I said. She finished untying me and I stood up and got dressed. She watched as I put my clothes on, almost looking a bit sad as I dressed.





“I know it’s a bit inappropriate to discuss the results of an interview so soon, but I would like you to know that your chances are quite good,” she said, reaching out her hand. I grabbed it and she shook it. “I will be in touch with you.”





I tried to contain my laughter as I shook her hand. “It’s been a pleasure, I look forward to hearing from you,” I spoke in the sexiest voice I could manage without breaking into a smile, and I walked out of her office, feeling on top of the world, even though my legs were still shaking. I walked past her security guard, who was alarmingly close to the room in the hallway, but he only nodded at me as I walked toward the elevator.





Chapter 9





I
 worked the rest of the day as normal as I could, but I still squirmed slightly in my seat from my sore ass and my legs that felt weakened from being so tense while I came. I was just finishing up at the end of the day when my manager walked toward my desk.





“Olivia! I know I told you to be on your best behavior, but you’ve ruined my whole month,” he said, his face bright red as he leaned against my desk.





“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to act like I didn’t know what was going on.





“I’ve worked my ass off at this place, but you’re the one who gets a promotion. And now I only have 10 days to replace you. It’s just not fair,” he said and slammed his fist against the desk. I tried to hide my smile.





“It’s okay sir. You did such a good job training me, so really it’s just a compliment to you that my position is changing.”





He stood there for a moment and then stood up straight, puffing his chest out slightly. “You know what, you’re right,” he said, walking away from the desk. “It’s because of me
 , I
 did a good job training you.” He walked toward the elevators, consumed with his thoughts.





I packed up and closed all of my computer programs, lingering once more in my email inbox, reading the formal job offer from Natasha. I would be her secretary, working at headquarters, where I would have a pay raise higher than I’d ever imagined, along with a huge list of benefits and employee amenities. As happy as I was about the job, I was even happier about Natasha, and I couldn’t stop thinking of all of the ways she would boss me around, once I was her personal secretary.
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Straight Women Dominated: Lesbian BDSM Bundle


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09V5KV1MQ





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty 45,000 word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women being seduced and dominated, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, age-gap, sexy strangers, and more!






Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time:







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

 named Riley
 
,

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







Rescued and Used by Lesbian Housewife: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme Age Gap First Time:







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







Divorced Women’s BDSM Club: Lesbian Femme F/F Romance Erotica First Time:







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


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09Y9CLR9Y





“Jenny, I’d like for you to describe what we did last time,” Dr. Lovelace said. I was mortified. I looked over at Brittany and she had turned to face me. I’d expected her to laugh but instead, her face was quite serious. “Go ahead, Jenny, in detail.”









I took a deep breath. I could feel their eyes burning into me, both gorgeous women waiting for me to divulge my desires.



Jenny is a bit reserved and shy in the bedroom, so her best friend Brittany recommends a sensual therapist, Dr. Amanda Lovelace, for a bit of help. Jenny decides to make a hands-on appointment with the doctor and has her first ever mind-blowing experience with a woman, finding out that she likes to be dominated and told what to do. When Dr. Lovelace asks Jenny to bring along a partner for the next appointment, will her best friend Brittany be able to fit the role?







Dominated at the Doctor’s Office

 is a steamy 14,000-word story about Jenny and her best friend Brittany, exploring their naughty desires with Dr. Lovelace.
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