

Suddenly Submissive

My First Lesbian Domination Experience

Hot Lesbian Domination Series

By Alexis Ryan

[image: ]

Somerset Eros Publishing


This is sexually explicit adult fiction with graphic scenes and language.

Adult audiences only - Not safe for work

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

All sexual activity is consensual.
Sexually active characters are 18 or older.

Situations and characters are fictitious.

2nd edition © 2022 Somerset Eros Publishing LLC

All rights reserved

No part of this manuscript may be reproduced in any manner
without written authorization from the Publisher.


Introduction

New to Germany and recently broken up with her cheating boyfriend, Melissa embarks on a new adventure and sexual awakening.  Hot, sexy German lesbians help her experience new feeling and sensations in Alexis Ryan's hot and steamy new e-story.
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Chapter One – Maya, Bruno and Penny

“Sie sehen aus, als wären sie alte Freunde!” said the woman walking over to check on her large-sized, fluffy dog that was playing with the two smaller dogs. 

Melissa, the owner of the two smaller dogs looked up and smiled, her mind flipping through her mental German-English dictionary as she tried to make out what the woman was saying.

“Er liebt es zu spielen. Spielen auch deine Hunde gerne?” she asked with a smile as she waited for Melissa to reply.

“Uh, mein Deutsch is … nicht zo … gut …” Melissa said with a nervous chuckle.  She smiled down at her two dogs playing with a much larger dog. 

“Also!  Aber es geht dir gut!” the German woman said to her.

That she understood.  The German woman assumed her German was much better than it was since she nailed her “I don’t speak German so well” phrase, not knowing that Melissa had said that phrase hundreds of times before.

“Sprechen Sie Englisch?” Melissa said with a shy and charming smile.  Vulnerable charm when asking if the conversation could move to English so she could communicate effectively.

“Damn, I gotta learn this language!” she thought to herself, putting yet more fuel on her fire to integrate faster into her new home in Germany.

“Oh, benutze ‘du’,” she said, indicating that it was OK for Melissa to use the informal ‘you’ with her.  She continued in English, “and sure I speak English.  We can talk in English, no problem.”

“Oh, thanks!  I’m learning German but it’s not the easiest language.”

“No,” she said, acknowledging there her mother-tongue was challenging to learn.  “There are a lot of rules and strange pronunciations.”

“Definitely!  But I wills say that I have a new appreciation for anyone learning English!  It’s not the easiest language either.  It seems we have so many different words and use so many of them when we communicate.”

“Yes, but we start learning English from a very young age so it comes somewhat easier for us,” she said matter-of-factly.  Being direct was a trait that Melissa had learned was truly German and though it seemed very – well, very direct when she first arrived in in Germany a few months earlier but she had come to appreciate their no-non sense way of talking.

“Yes!  Thank goodness too, for me!” Melissa said to the German woman. 

They both smiled at each other, then looked down at the dogs.  All three were smelling the same spot with all of their tails wagging. 

“What is your dog’s name?” Melissa asked the woman.

“This is Trudi; she is a combination of Labrador and a poodle.”

“Oh a ‘Labradoodle’,” she said back, not sure if her dog’s breed blend moniker had made it to German popular culture.  “So, she’s full of energy!”

“Yes, she is.  She loves to play – that is what I said to you in German.  And asked if your dogs like to play.”

“Yes, they do.  Well, somewhat … the white dog there,” Melissa pointed to her male dog, “that’s Bruno.  And the Jack Russell terrier,” she pointed to the tan dog with the cork-screw tail, “that’s Penny.  They both like to play, but Bruno is street dog from Puerto Rico so he likes to play but he can get, well ‘street’.”

Just then Trudi took her paw and playfully swatted it to Bruno, who then tried to jump up to the much larger dog – to no avail.  Trudi wanted to play but Bruno wanted to show how tough he was.  With all tails still wagging it was clear that Trudi and Bruno were finding their groove with each other and began to play.  Penny continued to sniff the same area until the playing duo bumped into her, causing her to first react then join in on the fun.  They romped around each other and ran around where Melissa and the German woman were standing.

“Looks like they’re having fun!” Melissa said, making sure that Trudi’s was cool with the playing that was going on. 

“Yes!  This is just what she needed – new playing mates!”

The two women stood there watching their dogs play and enjoying the pleasant weather they were having there in the central part of Germany.  It was slightly cool for July but after the previous years’ heat wave, it was a nice to have a milder summer.  It was also good for the dogs, especially the Labradoodle whose coat was thick, fluffy and long for a summer length.  Ashlyn’s two dogs were also enjoying the cooler summer, even though Bruno was used to the warmer weather being from the streets of San Juan in the Caribbean.

The German woman looked slightly younger than the 40-something year old Melissa – maybe in her early- to mid-30’s – with sandy blond hear that fell just below her shoulders and framed her face with longer layers.  Her style was easy-going with jean, tennis shoes and a shirt that exposed her midriff.  Melissa couldn’t help but notice her flat stomach and tanned skin.  It was smooth and evenly tanned; Melissa assumed she spent time at the ‘Schwimmbad’ or maybe on summer vacations to one of the many beaches in Europe.  She looked fit and had a relaxed attitude about her the put Melissa at ease.

Melissa looked good – and not just ‘for her age’, like some women her age would inadvertently say.  She looked much younger than she was, 10-plus years younger.  However, the half-year she’d been in Germany she’d put on a few pounds from eating the tasty German food, especially breads and cakes from the nearby German bakery.   But other than a small ‘pooch’ that had developed on her tummy, she looked young and fit.  Still next to most German women, she felt a little self-conscience; most women were very active in sports and healthy in their diets which kept most of the younger women looking fitter than most North Americans, including Ashlyn.  Fortunately, as she found out, most Europeans accepted people how and who they were, and Ashlyn’s new friend didn’t seem any different.

“Oh, they are so adorable!” the German woman said, watching the two smaller dogs play with her energetic dog.  She leaned and called the two smaller dogs over the pet them.  She started talking what Melissa called ‘puppy-speak’ but in German, to the two.

“Ahhhh, they are, but they are just as naughty!” she said looking back at the German woman.  She caught a glimpse down the woman’s shirt who was still leaned over.  It caught her by surprise, so she looked up at the woman’s face.  She didn’t seem to catch Ashlyn’s accidental glance, but Germans and most Europeans didn’t have the same modest nature as most North Americans, so she probably didn’t think anything of it if she had. 

“Ohhhh, you’re so cute,” the German woman said to the dogs in English as she leaned over to pet and scratch their heads.  With her head turned to the dogs, Melissa took the momentary opportunity to take another peak down the woman’s shirt – more to admire her physique than to gawk or objectify her.  Still, she couldn’t help but notice the suppleness of her breast as they rested in the white lace bra with spaghetti straps she wore underneath her midriff-bearing top. 

Maybe it was the openness of Europeans when it came to nudity and sex, or maybe it was a sudden newly found attraction she had to other women, but Melissa was definitely drawn to the woman.  Or maybe she was simply drawn to the woman – she made her feel at ease with her approach, her smiles and her conversation, even if it was just small talk about their dogs.

Seeing her human giving affection to other dogs, Trudi came over and tried to nuzzle in between them. 

“Oh, Trudi,” the German woman said as the included her dog in the cuddling, “She’s jealous!”

Melissa and the woman laughed as they watched the dogs all vie for attention.  She squatted down and started scratching the Labra-doodle’s back; Trudi’s coat was soft and fluffy and she responded lovingly to the new source of attention.

“Let’s make her jealous!” Melissa said in ‘puppy-speak’ to Trudi as she continued to scratch the dog. 

“How old is Trudi?” she asked as she looked over to the woman.  Their eyes locked and for a second it seemed like they had a connection, like they had known each other before or were somehow familiar with each other.  Melissa instinctively smiles, as did the woman. 

“She’s seven.  So, for a Labrador-poodle mix, still a baby and full of energy!”

“Oh, I know!  My previous dog was a Labrador and golden retriever mix; he stayed a puppy until he was about ten years old!”

“So, I have a few more years with her!”

They continued to pet each other’s dogs and laugh at their attempts to get the most attention from whichever human’s hand was nearest. 

“So where do you live?” the woman asked, changing the subject.  It was a direct question that caught Melissa off.  She was not used to such personal questions being asked from a complete stranger.  Another cultural difference than what she was getting used to.  She was from Vancouver but had also lived in a large U.S. city, both places having taught her to be careful with new people. But in Germany personal questions like this wasn’t unusual and the easiness of the woman put Melissa back at ease.

“I live just over there,” she said, pointing to her neighborhood.  “On Feldmanstrasse, close to Beethovenweg.”

“Ah, yes so by the Marktplatz, correct?”

“Yes, there!”

“Oh, that’s a nice area,” she said approvingly back to Ashlyn.

“And where do you live?”  Melissa felt safe to ask her new friend where she lived.

“We light right there,” the woman pointed to a cluster of houses that were only few hundred yards away from where they were standing in the park where they and others let their dogs run around and play.

“Wow, I’m surprised I haven’t seen you two before,” Melissa said.  She and her dogs were frequent visitors to this particular park, and though they had seen the same people many times she’d never seen this woman or her dog.  “We come here a lot.”

“Yes, me too,” she said standing up and smiling to Ashlyn.  “We come here very often so it’s strange that we haven’t seen each other before.”

They continued to chat about their dogs and the mild summer they were having.  They exchanged stories about life with their animals and things that most dog owners talk about:  how they got their dogs, their quirks and characteristics, their peeves and so on.  It all seemed very normal for dog-park conversation, but this time with some Melissa felt very familiar with.  And the German woman felt the same way.  The conversation with this English-speaking lass seemed to flow naturally for her as well.  The two felt like they were old friends who only recently reconnected after acquiring their canine companions. 

The dogs began sniffing around again and wandered away from the two chatting ladies.  They stumbled across a patch of grass that must have been very tasty as they all began chomping on the blades.

“My dogs love this grass!”  Melissa said bewilderedly, “they aren’t sick or throw it up, but they love these kinds of grass.”

“Trudi too,” the woman said as she snapped her fingers at her dog.  “Trudi, tu das nicht!”

“Bruno!  Penny!  Stop, stop, stop!” Melissa said to her dogs. 

The dogs ignored their owners and continued munching on the grass.  The two women tried to continue chatting with brief interruptions as they tried to keep their dogs from eating too much grass.  After a few commands, it was clear none of the dogs were going to willingly give up their snacking.  Melissa took her dogs’ leashes and walked over the canine trio.

“Well, I don’t think they are going to stop,” she said to the woman.  “Bruno!  Penny!  Let’s go!”

“Yes, I don’t think Trudi wants to stop either.  Trudi!  Komm mal!” she commanded in German

All three dogs followed the command and the ladies latch the leashes.  Melissa looked up and still feeling very at ease with the woman.

“I’m Melissa,” she said with a smile as she hooked up Bruno and Penny.  The woman gave her a warm smile back.

“I’m Charlotte.  It was so nice meeting you …” she said looking Melissa in the eyes and smiling widely.  Melissa felt a connection and looked back at her.

“It was really nice meeting you, too.  Maybe we’ll see each other again here at the park or around town.”

“I hope so.  Auf Wiedersehen Bruno und Penny!” Charlotte said, leaning down to pet the two dogs as a good-bye. 

Melissa leaned down to pet Trudi as well.

With one last look and smile at each other, the two women waved as they walked away from each other.  Both were thinking what a pleasant surprise it was to have met the other. 

As Melissa walked home, she continued to think of Charlotte and the connection she sensed they had.  She didn’t want to think too much of it because it was only a small conversation without much having been said.  Still there was a connection that made her smile as she walked her dogs back towards her apartment.  She thought of the sexy glances she took of Charlotte’s tanned midriff, the peep she got down her shirt, how easy going her style and mannerisms were and how the two seem to click.

Melissa replayed some of the conversation in her head and thought how nice it would be to see her again.  She felt attracted to the woman, like she normally felt when she’d meet a man she felt a connection with.  Being alone in a new country away from her friends and family made her feel safe to explore these new feelings she had with Charlotte, a woman.  She’d never felt this way about a woman and, truth be told, had never really been attracted too women before.

She thought about how close Charlotte lived to her and especially to the park where she took her dogs often. 

She continued with the dogs until she got back to her apartment where she also worked.  She let the dogs off the leash and sat at her desk.  She worked from home and was behind on her work.  No time to think of ‘what could have been’ with a woman she’d only had a brief encounter with at the dog park.  She brushed the feeling of a ‘connection’ with Charlotte off.  Maybe she’d see her again, but for now she had a lot of work to do.


Chapter Two – A Few Months Earlier

“You mean I got it?!”  Melissa enthusiastically said to her boss as she read through the packet of papers she’d just handed her employee.

“Yes, that is if you still want the posting,” Lydia said to Melissa regarding a position she’d applied for several months earlier.

“Definitely!  Yes, yes!  I want the posting!”

Melissa could hardly contain her excitement as she flipped through the papers Lydia, her boss just handed her.  The advertising agency where she worked was opening a new office in Germany; a few months earlier she had applied for the Lead Manager to establish the new location.  She hadn’t heard back for some time and assumed the new office and the position were on hold.  To her surprise the decision to move forward with the new office was back on and Lydia had selected her to establish it from start-to-opening. 

“Great!” Lydia said, “Go ahead and take the rest of the day off to read through all of the paperwork.  We’ve decided to move fast on the new German office and – here’s the kicker – we need you to move over there next month …”

Lydia let the last part of the news sink in a bit, hoping for a favorable response from her top employee. 

“Next month?!”  Melissa said, a million thoughts running through her head.  What about her furniture?  Her apartment?  How was she going to get her two dogs, Bruno and Penny, over there?  And she hardly spoke any German!

“Don’t worry, don’t worry.  Just go home, read though the info – it’s all there – and we’ll talk tomorrow to go over questions and the details.”

Melissa was so excited, nervous about a quick move overseas, but excited, nevertheless.  She’d lived in another country before, but the differences between her native Canada and the United States were not that much, compared to Canada and Germany.  Still, as daunting as the sudden move was, it was the chance and assignment of a lifetime, and she was going to take it even if she had no idea how she was going to move to another country and open a new office.

She quickly went back to her desk, packed up here things and headed out of the office to home.  She arrived at her apartment and looked at her two dogs, Bruno and Penny.  Both were rescue dogs and had already been through a lot.  She felt bad because she knew a flight overseas could be hard on them, but there was no way she was not going to take them.

“You’re just gonna have to deal with it!” she said to her dogs as she leaned down to pet them as they eagerly greeted their human with wagging tails and playful dancing around her legs.

“Wow,” she thought to herself, “Germany … oh my god, I can’t believe it!”

Melissa spent the evening reading through the packet of papers her boss had given her that included the project plan for opening the office from finding the location in the chosen city of Düsseldorf, all the way to the ribbon-cutting opening of the front doors, the relocation company Melissa could use to move, the contract for her new position, and even the pet movers that would transport Bruno and Penny overseas.  Everything seemed to be worked out for her; there didn’t seem to be much that Melissa would have to do other than downsize a bit, learn some German and tell her family and friends … and her boyfriend.

Not being married, David wasn’t included in the company’s proposal to move to Europe.  And that didn’t really matter since Melissa and her boyfriend had been growing apart recently.  They had been together for several years and though the discussion of marriage had popped up a couple of times, it was always something more of a ‘next step’ rather than two people in love who wanted to spend the rest of their lives together.  After the last conversation didn’t pan out to a commitment or engagement, their relationship started to fizzle out.  The subject never came up again, but the two had been together for so long they both figured they’d just stay together because, “Why not?” they’d both thing to themselves.

That night as she laid awake excited about the pending move to Düsseldorf, then her thoughts went to David.  Melissa wasn’t sure how he’d respond to the move, but if she was being honest with herself, she didn’t really care.  Their relationship was boring and monotonous, and this was the career and move of a lifetime.  Besides he was doing well in his own profession as an acupuncturist and had a rolodex full of loyal customers.  Even if he was included in the company’s proposal, he wouldn’t leave his practice.  Even if he would leave his practice, she didn’t want something like a move to Europe to force their hand into a lifetime commitment.  She didn’t give it much more thought than that.  It was pretty clear that they would be over and, again if she was being honest with herself, she didn’t really care if it was.

Melissa texted David as she lay in bed: 

Got some news for you – sleep tight – TTYL 

And fell asleep with thoughts of the exciting move she had a head of her.  She dreamed a wonderful dream where she lived in Germany, spoke German and had a new German boyfriend.  She wasn’t wake long enough to read David’s text back to her:

Cool – g’night

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next days were hectic but exciting for Melissa.  She read through the paperwork and thought it all seemed pretty straight-forward, it was still very daunting.  Moving to a new city is hard enough but moving to another country on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean seemed overwhelming – not to mention she was doing it on her own and with two dogs!  Still the opportunity and thrill of experiencing Germany calmed Melissa’s anxieties down.  She received a few texts from David, but other than that she really hadn’t thought about him much.

Back in the office a few days after the news, Lydia called her into her office. 

“Whattya think?” Lydia asked Melissa.

“I’m really excited about it, but honestly it’s a huge project with so much riding on it, and I don’t wanna …”

“Let me down?  Don’t worry, Melissa,” Lydia reassured her, “you’ll be fine.  In fact, you’ll do great.  That’s why we selected you to take this on.”

“OK thanks …” Melissa wasn’t as confident as Lydia was at this point.  She still had a lot to do and time was definitely short.

“How are you on tying up things here?” Lydia asked.

“Oh, I’m doing really well in that area.  I’ve started packing, sold a few things, arranged for the movers, bought the dogs their crate, told my parents – they were really excited – and …” her mind wandered for a bit.

“Something else?” Lydia asked, wanting to be sure Melissa was on track and not missing anything important.  Then Melissa remembered:  David.

“Oh yeah, but it’s not that important.  I mean, well it is but it’s OK it’s not important for the job …” she was fumbling over her words since she didn’t want to bring too much of her personal life into the office.

“What is it?” Lydia asked, both concerned and slightly worried that something wasn’t moving along.

“Oh, I just haven’t told my boyfriend yet,” she said.

“Oh,” Lydia seemed put back a bit.  “Do you he’ll have a problem with the move?”

“No, I don’t … well, I don’t really know, to be honest.  But it’s OK, don’t worry it won’t get in the way.”

“OK, I’m trusting you on that one.  Relationships are hard, as you know, but long-distance ones are even harder.  I really suggest you talking with him sooner than later.”

“Long distance relationship?” Melissa thought to herself, “Hell no!  I’m not taking that baggage with me on this adventure!”

“Definitely, I will.  And I promise you – it won’t be an issue, in fact we’re … well, I don’t want to bring too much of my personal problems into the office.”

“Again, Melissa, you say ‘problem’.  Will he be OK with this?” Lydia was really concerned and Melissa was getting nervous.  She didn’t want her boss to think that anything would stand in the way of her taking on this opportunity full force.

“Oh no, what I mean is that we’re … well, we’re probably going to break up because I’m moving away.  I don’t see us doing a long-distance relationship.  I don’t want that.”

“Break up?” Lydia said surprised.  “I’m sorry to hear that.  Will you be OK?”

“Yes, definitely.  I’m sorry I didn’t mean to worry you, but the reality is my boyfriend and I have been drifting apart anyway.  We just haven’t had a good reason to break it off so we’ve just stayed together.  But this move!  I just feel like for me this is going to be so liberating in so many different ways and it’s the thing that will be that ‘reason’ for us to finally face reality, break it off, wish each other well and move on.”

Lydia seemed impressed with Melissa’s maturity and emotional control as she talked about the inevitable break up with her boyfriend.  She also seemed much more relaxed knowing that it wasn’t going to hinder anything with the company plans.  After all the move was very much all in Melissa’s hands.

“Well, again I’m sorry to hear that but it seems you have a handle on the relationship and well, I just hope it all goes well.  Thank you for sharing that with me; I appreciate your openness.”

With that Lydia let Melissa go back to her desk and continue with her preparations for the move and the new position.  As she sat down, she realized that Lydia was right:  she needed to talk to David sooner rather than later.  She picked up her phone and text him:

Hey babe, can you come over tonight? Gotta talk with you [smiley face emoji]

She set her phone down, not sure how she felt.  Part of her just wanted to tell him about the move, break it off and leave it at that.  Another part of her didn’t want to ‘go there’ since she wasn’t sure how David really felt about their relationship.  She shook her head as if to shake the David-thoughts out and went back to work.  Then her phone buzzed with a new text:

I’m by your office – let’s meet for lunch

She sighed and rolled her eyes.  This is the shit that drove her crazy.  He never asked, ‘Do you want to go to lunch?’ or even ‘Let’s do lunch?’; it was always a command, ‘Let’s meet for lunch’ she said to herself in a mocking voice.

“What if I don’t wanna go to lunch?” she said softly to herself at her desk, as if David was there and she was answering him back like how she really wanted to.  “What if I have plans?  What if can’t break for lunch?  What if I just don’t want to fucking deal with you right now?!”

She didn’t want to get into with him and she didn’t want her annoyed thoughts to take up her afternoon and spoil her mood.  She picked up her phone and texted back:

Sure – lobby café in my building in 20 min?

“I should haven’t just told him that we were going there,” Melissa thought to herself, then again shaking her head to shake away the thoughts that were annoying her.  She moved to happy thoughts instead: “Germany, Germany, Germany, I’m moving to Germany!” 

Twenty minutes passed and she started out of the office to meet David downstairs in the lobby café.  Lydia stopped her to go over some minor changes with the plans and timeline.  It seemed the best time for her to fly would be a week earlier since there was a marketing trade show in a nearby city that would be the perfect networking event to have her really hit the ground running. 

The thought of an earlier move and big networking evening – in a different country! – stressed Melissa slightly in that moment.  But she couldn’t think too much of the new plans and updated timeline with her pending lunch with David where she’d break the news to him.  She was sure he would take it well, but still, who knows how the other half of any couple would react to such news.

Downstairs she saw David.  They walked together and kissed each other on the opposite cheek.  It was appropriate for the office building but frankly that’s how they usually greeted each other.  They made their way into the café, ordered, waited for their food, then sat down at a booth.  Melissa could tell David was frustrated at something and like most times she started the conversation with how he was doing.

“You look stressed.  What’s up?”  Melissa took a bite of her sandwich as she looked at David.

“My receptionist is being a pain in my ass,” he started as he exhaled loudly and slumped down into the booth. 

Melissa always found it such an oxymoron that David, this near-Zen master acupuncturist with all this schooling in Chinese, herbal, natural caregiving education – could be such a stressed-out, cranky sour puss most of the time.  Another thing that drove her nuts. 

He went on to talk about the latest crap he was dealing with and how much if was affecting him and his practice.  His ability to play the martyr was always sharp and he always seemed to be the one who knew how to do everything correctly.  It was always someone else who fucked up or couldn’t do what ‘it’ was as well as he could.  More things that drove Melissa nuts.  She continued to listen but wasn’t picking up even half of what he was saying.

Finally, he stopped with all his woes and complaints, and finally asked how she was doing.  She thought in that moment why she’d been with him for so long.  Other than being well endowed and therefore being just what she needed when it came to sex, everything was just so annoying and so … old.

“So, I have some news …” Melissa said, putting down her sandwich and smiling.  “They are opening a new office and Lydia chose me to head the whole project.  So, I’m getting a new position!”

“That’s great,” David said with almost no enthusiasm.  “So, when do you start?” 

“Well, there’s more … the new office is in Germany,” Melissa paused to gauge his reaction.  He raised his eyebrows and gave an ‘Oh really?’ expression.  She really didn’t expect much more. 

“And,” she continued, “I leave in a few weeks …” another pause to gauge his reaction.  He just sat there, no words and nodded without changing his expression.

“Soooo …” she continued uneasily, sensing that the news wasn’t going to spawn a thrilled reaction from David.  “That’s it!  I’m moving to Germany is few weeks and I’m really excited about.  I’m taking Bruno and Penny; selling most stuff; the company is taking care of pretty much everything.  Oh!  There’s a trade show going on right when I get there …”

Melissa continued to list of all the wonderful and exciting things the move was entailing.  David just sat back with the same not-so-enthusiastic expression and nodded. 

“What?” she asked, sensing he wasn’t too pleased.

“Well,” he scoffed, “seems like you’ve got your whole life planned out.”

She could sense the martyrdom starting …

“David, it’s the chance of a lifetime.”

“Yeah, but what about us?  You haven’t said anything about us.  Am I supposed to just be OK with this?  I mean, am I even a thought or consideration this ‘chance of a lifetime’ move of yours?!”

“C’mon, David …” she said shaking her head, “you know things between us have been fizzling out … let’s be real.  We haven’t exactly been a real couple for over year already.”

“A real couple?  Babe, what the fuck am I supposed to say to that?” he said in full martyr-mode.

“David, can you honestly say that you have the same feelings for me like you did the first year or so we were together?  It’s not been this awesome relationship for either one of us these past years.  I know you know what I’m talking about,” she said, trying to get him to admit what she knew:  he didn’t have the same feelings as before and was bored with their relationship.

“I may not have the same feelings, but at least I’m not packing off and running away - -“

“Running away?!”  Melissa interrupted his childish argument, “I’m not running away!  I’m taking advantage of an opportunity that I’ve been dreaming about and one that will take my career to the next level!  You’d do the same!”

“I’d tell you before I made all these plans to skip the country and leave …” he said, trying to make her feel back with immature behavior that was his hallmark when they got into arguments.  And yet another thing that drove her crazy. 

“So where do I fit in in all of this?” he said sarcastically.

“David, I don’t wanna do this here, not like this.  We’re not working out and if you’re being honest with yourself, you know it isn’t either!  You said it yourself, you don’t have the same feelings as you did before …”

The conversation continued with more back and forth about how much she wanted this, how much he wouldn’t have done this to her, how she knows it was over, how he may know it’s over but wouldn’t do this or that.  She was tired of the conversation and tired of him.  To bring everything to a stop so she could finish her lunch and go back to work, she decided to be the bigger person.

“OK, fine.  I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner about the job.  I’m sorry I didn’t open up more with you about our relationship.  But this is how I feel about us and I’m not giving up this opportunity.  I’m moving to Germany in a few weeks.  I’d like for us to be on better terms …”

“I’m fucking Jackie,” David blurted out in the middle of her eating the proverbial ‘crow’.  She stopped talking immediately.  She was stunned, shocked.  She didn’t know what to say.

“W-h-h-hat?” she said, feeling the blood rush down from her head.  Jackie was a friend of hers she’d known for years.  She hadn’t seen her in a long time but Melissa figured she was just busy with life.  And suddenly she knew why …

“Yep, you’re right.  Things between us haven’t been that great and yep, you’re right, it’s been boring.  So, I’ve been fucking your friend.  How do you like getting sudden, unexpected news?!”

“You’re a fucking dick.  My not telling you the second I got the offer to move and open up and head the new office is nothing like you fucking my friend and not telling me!  What the fuck David?!  You’re a fucking asshole!” 

She was so angry and loud that people on neighboring booths turned to see what the commotion was.  David just sat in their booth, looking back at her with an ugly grimace on his face.  She could tell that he was just out to hurt her with his words – and with the revelation that was sleeping with her friend!

“That’s it.  I’m done,” Melissa said as she quickly got up from the booth and snatched her purse and threw on her blazer.  “You can keep on fucking Jackie for all I care.  I’m glad this opportunity came along.  I’m glad I’m moving away from you and I’m thrilled to death to be breaking it off with you!  You are sorry, pathetic piece of shit!”

With that she stomped away, angry and fuming.  She was too angry to go back to the office.  She went outside and walked around until she was composed enough to go back to work. 

“I’m moving to Germany … I’m moving to Germany … I’m moving to Germany …” she kept saying over and over in her head as she stepped into the elevator to go back up to the office.

In the elevator she took a few deep breaths to clear her mind.  In a moment of clarity, she thought to herself: “You can either hang on to this and have it consume your thoughts, or you can hit ‘delete’ and be done with him.  An adventure awaits you with this move.  Fuck him.  Have fun – you’re moving to Germany.”


Chapter Three – Everything is New

Melissa had been with David for so long, she never really thought about being with anyone else, much less a woman.  She had a few of PG-rated experiences kissing girls in college but didn’t think too much of it since most of them where with a little alcohol in the mix.  But besides those she’d only dated, slept with and been with men – a few casual boyfriends, then David. 

Now, a few days after having met Charlotte, she was lying in bed thinking of how exciting her new home was and how exciting just everything was.  She rarely shied away from adventure and now a few months into the move and the office plans going well, she was proud of herself for handling this adventure so well.  Between the fight with David in the café all those months ago and the actual boarding of the flight to her new home, she had just put her blinders on and focused on what she had to do that day.  She never spoke to Jackie again and except for two times David came over to pick up some of his things, she didn’t speak or see him again.  And she didn’t miss him.  At all. 

But she missed being with someone.  She was thirty-something and, as was rumored, women her age had high libidos.  For Melissa, you could say her libido was raging.  When she first arrived in Düsseldorf, she went on a few dates with guys she’d met through online dating, only to be disappointed with them.  She saw so many of the same traits her last boyfriend had; none of them excited her.  The thought of going through the whole dating process just left her annoyed and turned off.

There she was – a few days after she met this awesome woman in the dog park and thinking of how she wished guys had the same personality, demeanor, the same ‘click’ factor as Charlotte had.  She laid there thinking how cool it would be to see Charlotte again, if anything to know someone she seemed to get along with so well. 

“I should’ve gotten her number,” she thought to herself. 

Then Melissa thought of something.  Everything in Germany was new and exciting.  Everything was thrilling to try and experience, and she felt free and daring things she might not do before.  Friends, family and even co-workers weren’t around her so she was thrilled to try things out.   It was like a reinvention, and in that reinvention …

“What if I change ‘looking for men’ to ‘looking for women’ in my profile on the online dating site?” she thought to herself as she laid there that evening. 

She pulled out her laptop and logged onto the site.  She re-read her profile and made a few adjustments, deleted some extraneous details, added some new photos and finally, changed the gender on the ‘seeking’ section.  

She tapped what she thought was ‘save’ and sat back.  The site went immediately to a page full of suggested matches for her – lots of them too!  Melissa scrolled through a few pages and saved some profiles, then started to read them.

She was surprised at the details of most of the ladies’ profiles and that most of them were in English – they’d put so much time and thought into them.  They had so much more to say than the men’s profiles.  There seemed to be many more interesting women who seemed more independent than the men’s profiles.  The men’s profiles seemed to be filled with lists of things the men were looking for and they all sounded the same.  The women’s profiles were different.  They were interesting, funny, had depth and more pictures of the actual woman than of scenery and their cool toys, like men’s profiles tended to have. 

She continued to scroll, save and read profiles, getting more and more excited as she did.  This was definitely something new for Melissa and refreshing.  There was something thrilling about checking out girls and being able to do it more freely than she would if she was back home in Canada.  She continued to scroll and save.  She was saving so many it seemed everyone other profile was marked for her to view later, so she started to read past the first few paragraphs and ‘like’ the ones that really intrigued her. 

“Open-minded, spiritual, peaceful, sexual being who loves to have relaxed fun with equally open-minded female sexual beings …”

This profile from ‘KoelnKatze88’ caught her attention.  It’d been so long since she’d had any physical contact with a woman – decades, really – and it was only playful kissing, she was suddenly aroused with the thought of really being with a woman.  Like physically, sexually, orally.  And the pictures were even more attractive; the woman was beautiful in a nature way with little makeup, beaded braids, adorned with silver and turquoise jewelry, bohemian clothes and an array of tattoos, each that surely had its individual spiritual meaning. 

Melissa continued reading KoelnKatze88’s profile …

“I believe a woman can only really experience a true orgasm with another woman.  And that a woman can only give a true orgasm to another woman (or group of women) …”

Melissa could feel herself getting aroused ‘down there’ as she continued to read the profile.  It was a mixture of spiritual sexuality, natural and vegan living and an intelligence that was such a departure from her corporate-driven life that it enthralled her and draw her in more to KoelnKatze88’s profile.   She decided to contact her.

Hi, KoelnKatze88, I loved you profile!  Such a refreshing read and very interesting. [winky eye emoji] I’m new to Germany and am looking for new friends and experiences.  Would you like to have a coffee with me sometime?

Melissa read and re-read her response, wondering if it was too short, too long, what KoelnKatze88 was looking for, were her pictures attractive enough ... finally she just clicked ‘send’.  A tiny rush of excitement flushed through her.  And she liked it! 

She continued to scroll, save, read and like profiles until she saw her – Charlotte!  Or at least she thought it was Charlotte.  It had been awhile since she met her and it was such a short meeting, she wasn’t sure she could remember exactly what Charlotte looked like. 

She clicked on the profile and flipped through the pictures until she saw one with Trudi, Charlotte’s unmistakable labradoodle.  Yep, that was Charlotte.  And she was in the ‘women seeking women’ section.  Melissa was both excited and nervous, like someone knew she was on the site.  She read through her profile to find that she liked doing some of the same things as she did, notably regular and stand-up kayaking.  There were even pictures of her stand-up kayaking in a bikini.  She was a fit as Melissa remembered, with smooth skin all over her body; one picture even showed part of her plumb booty in the tiny bikini bottom. 

Melissa sat there flipping through Charlotte’s photos, admiring her and her sexy body.  She thought back to the sexually spiritual tone of KoelnKatze88’s profile and wondered about the orgasm thing with Charlotte.  Underneath her cozy covers she reached down and rubbed her abdomen, running her fingers under the elastic band of her panties.  She twirled and played with her curly pubic hair as she balanced the laptop on her propped-up legs and clicked through Charlotte’s pictures, then continued clicking on other ladies’ profiles before even reading her profile. 

Her body was relaxing as she began to get aroused ‘down there’.  She took her middle finger and nestled it a bit between her folds of skins until a quick, sharp bolt of arousal shot through her body as she contacted her highly sensitized lady button.  Melissa massaged herself slowly and softly but before she could bring herself to climax, she started to doze off. 

Her laptop was still open on the dating site featuring a list view of lovely ladies looking for other as she drifted off to sleep.  Thoughts of women all around her carried Melissa to her slumbering dreams …


Chapter Four – Frantic Morning and Stef

“Fuck!” Melissa said out loud after looking at the clock on her phone, realizing that she was running late for work.  She sat up and noticed her laptop was open, her movement on the bed triggering the screen saver to stop.  There the screen was, right where she left it – on the gallery view of the lovely lesbian ladies she fell asleep to the night before.

Not having time for it, she quickly closed the internet window and closed her laptop.  She shook her head as she got up and scurried to bathroom, picking up clothes and toiletries on the way there.

‘Pffff … what was I thinking?’ she thought to herself, feeling almost guilty for taking a little stroll on the wild side when she was late for work with so much riding on her shoulders. 

She looked in the bathroom mirror and saw a sleepy woman who was in dire need of strong coffee.  She started to brush her teeth as her mind raced with what she had to do that day, the route she’d take that day and the establishments along the way that had coffee-to-go.  Of all the things she adored about Germany, she did miss the abundance of Starbucks, Dunkin Donuts, Caribou’s and artsy coffee houses that where everywhere back home in the States.  She’d have to go out of her way to get a monster-size iced coffee that she was craving – and needing - that morning.

Just as she was spitting out her toothpaste her phone buzzed with a new message.  She glanced over and saw a notice from the dating website she was on the night before.  She picked it up and saw it was a message from KoelnKatze88; her heart raced and eyes widened.  She rinsed out her mouth and continued to scramble to get ready for work.  Her mind was racing back and forth, between what she needed to remember to throw in her over-sized hobo shoulder bag and what the message from KoelnKatze88 could say.

She finally made it out of her apartment building and was hurrying down the street, hoping not to miss the next bus that would drop her off at work.  She was sure there was a café or bistro in the area, maybe even the stop before.  She didn’t have time to search as she ran down the street.  Glancing back, she saw the bus turning down her street so she stepped up the pace.

She made it just in time; she and the bus met almost at the same time.  The door opened and she stepped in, still panting from her impromptu morning job.  The bus driver chuckled as she clumsily searched her bag for her bus pass.  This must have been a familiar sight for an early-morning bus driver.  Finally, she found her pass and swiped it as she walked into the bus, shifting from side to side as the driver pulled away from the stop.

Finding an empty seat, Melissa sat down and gathered her jacket, bag, bus pass and her composure.  She said back, took a deep breath and opened her phone. 

“Fuck, what’s the password to this damn site?!” she asked herself, realizing that this was the first time she opened the app on her phone.

She clicked on ‘Passwort vergessen?’ and rolled her eyes as she went through the pain-in-the-ass process of resetting her password on her phone.

Switching between her email and the dating site for several minutes and trying to type on her phone during the swaying, bumpy bus ride she changed her password at last.  She scanned the app for ‘Messages’ and then tapped on her only message, the one from KoelnKatze88 …  

Hallo Lissa, it is very nice to meet you.  Stef here, yes Kaffee is a good idea.  Now I live in Düsseldorf so maybe DüsseldorfKatze is a better name!   Do you have much experience with other women?  Can you send more photos?

She was hoping for more from KoelnKatze88, well Stef, but she was happy enough that she responded so quickly.  After quickly gauging how many stops she had left on her bus ride, Melissa tapped on ‘reply’ and started to write a message back to Stef …

Guten Tag, Stef!  Great, you are in Düsseldorf. So am!  What neighborhood?  I can send more pictures.  Should I send through the app or to you directly?

She wanted to write more but she knew she’d have to sit down and concentrate to write something really prolific.  But she wanted to get this message off to Stef quickly since she wouldn’t have the time until much later in the afternoon.  Still, she wanted more pizzazz in her message.  With a deep breath she added …

PG or R rated pictures?? 

Tschüß Melissa

Before she could talk herself out of it, she tapped send.  She looked up and smiled a giddy smile.  It felt so thrilling to walk more on the wild side, liberating even.  She had spent so much of her life being more of a ‘good girl’ that it felt good to let it go, even if only a little in a short message to another woman. 

A few moments later the loudspeaker announced the stop before her destination; she was sure there was a café close by but had no time to check her phone. 

“Shit, is there a café at this stop?” she asked herself.  “Fuck, I gotta get to work but I need caffeine!”

Taking a chance, she hit the ‘stop’ button and gathered her things while continually glancing at her phone.  The bus stopped; she got up, thanked the driver and hopped off the bus.  As it whizzed by her looked around trying to remember where that damn café was.  She finally decided to go in the direction towards work and started speed walking in that direction.

“Fuck … coffee … gotta get to work … coffee … coffee … damn, gotta get to work …”

Her thoughts were like a broken record in her head as she continued to scurry down the street in search of the elusive café.  She hoped it or any café would present itself before she reached her work. 

“Why didn’t I get up earlier?” she asked herself as she continued to speed walk towards work.  “Why did I go to sleep so late?!”

She glanced down at her phone for a time check and there was a notification from the dating app!  The sudden rush of excitement quickly dissipated as they looked at the time.

“Ahhhh,” she screamed to herself in her own thoughts, “C’mon, c’mon, c’mon café … where are you?”

Then there it was – the café she thought she knew she had seen sometimes before …. Whatever, that didn’t matter now.  Nothing did - only coffee.  There was just enough time to get it and go.  She rushed in the door of the café and stood behind two people who were ahead of her. 

With the phone still in her hand, she took the few minutes she had while waiting in line to answer read the message from Stef.  She tapped on the notification which took her directly to her messages.  With a renewed rush of excitement, she tapped on the message …

R-rated, Schatz [winky face emoji] send me your number. I send a nice one to you first

A quick flow of exhilaration swept through her body.  She held the phone close to her chest and smiled with her eyes opening wide.  This was it – she was in contact with another woman.  With Stef.  Who was going to text her a picture?  She could feel the tingling through her body seem to flow towards her nether region, and she felt like a giddy little school girl with a new crush.  But with a secret someone …

“Nächste in der Reihe!” the barista said to the line which now had a few more people behind Melissa.  The person in front of her stepped forward, as did she.  Pulling her phone away from her chest, she looked down at Stef’s message and quickly tapped ‘reply’, entered her phone number and tapped send before she could talk herself out of it.  She couldn’t help grinning widely as she did, feeling secretive and sexy.

She waited anxiously for a reply while her mind ran wild with what could coming her way.  She looked over the shoulder of the person in front of her; the first person was finished with their order.

“Good,” she thought, realizing that she was running out of time to get to work.  The line seemed to take forever.  Each breath seemed like was taking several minutes.  Time, though running out, was moving slowly as she waited for her coffee and a reply from Stef.

The person in front of her moved up to place their order; Melissa moved up too, close enough to hear the person’s order.

“Schwarze Kaffee mit Zucker, bitte,” the person asked the barista.

“Thank god,” Melissa thought to herself. “Black coffee with sugar.  Easy to make and then to get the hell-outta here!”

Suddenly her phone buzz and vibrated with a new notification.  Like Pavlov’s dog responding to the ringing bell for a treat, she immediately looked at her phone and saw the notification was from the dating site. 

Tap, tap … nothing. 

“Fuck!  Locked screen!”

She tapped her passcode into her phone, then tapped the notification, then tapped on the top message – internally cursing technology all the while.

Hallo Schatzi!  Ich bin Petra und ich würde gerne dich kennenzulernen …

“Dammit, that’s not Stef!” Melissa thought to herself as she realized that was looking at the damn dating site and not her text messages where Stef’s message and likely her R-rated pictures were.  Taking the nuclear option, she tapped ‘close all apps’ to start over fresh.

“Nächste in der Reihe!” the barista called out to Melissa just as the text message opened up. 

Fumbling with her phone and bag as she made her way to the counter to place her order, she glanced to her phone to see a photo of legs spread wide open exposing a pussy with ringed piercing on each of the fleshy labia.  She gasped and continued fumbled all of her things as she faced the barista who also got a glance of the picture.  The barista’s eyes widened and she gave a sly look and slight smile to a very embarrassed Melissa.

“Uh, I’ll have … oh, entschuldigung, entschuldigung ich hätte gern eine doppelt Cappuccino mit Soja Milch, ob Sie er haben,” Melissa asked the barista, feeling even more embarrassed by ordering in English and then ordering a double cappuccino with soy milk that was going to take a few more minutes to prepare.  A few minutes she didn’t exactly have. 

The barista tapped in the order and started on the order.  She swiped her bank card to pay, then stepped aside to take the few minutes to gather her things.  She put the phone under her chin, holding it against her sternum while she got her things together.  Still flustered from the whole morning, she didn’t even realize the picture of the pierced pussy was facing outward for those near her to see, and a few people did in fact see it!

Finally, she had herself together and took her phone in her hand.  By this time the screen was locked again.  Melissa quickly tapped in the passcode only to be suddenly struck with the picture of Stef’s adorned crotch, literally in her face.  She quick tapped to close that window and realized that picture was likely facing people around her as she was clumsily gathering her things.  A quick look around to the several people in line and waiting confirmed her fears that, yes, she did in fact give everyone an early morning peep show of her new friend.  She nervously looked down from the smiles from some of the people and continued to tap around her phone.

“Doppelt Cappuccino!” the barista called out.

Keeping buried in her phone, Melissa hurried to the bar, grabbed her coffee and dashed out the door, flushed in the face from embarrassment.  She kept on towards the office, trying to put the sexy picture behind her for the time being. 

“Get yourself together, girlfriend,” she thought to herself as she sipped her coffee on the way to the office.  “Damn, that’s good coffee!”


Chapter Four – Lunchtime Fun, Solo Style

The day was tough.  Not only because Melissa had such a rush and hectic morning, but because the thoughts of Charlotte and Stef in her mind.  But she managed to keep her phone put away and made it through the morning.  At lunch she had some time and was able to take a better look at Stef’s picture.  She pulled out her phone.

She sat at her work space, looked around to make sure no one was looking then pulled out her phone and opened the text and picture.

It was hot.  The point of view was from below looking up, but her head was tilted all the way back so you couldn’t see her face.  Her tattooed torso and belly were visible in the shot but it was definitely her pierced pussy that was the focal point of the picture.  There were silver rings down her labia and a silver stud on each side near the tip, as if to guide someone to her crowning jewel – her clit.  The angle was a bit steep, but Melissa thought she could see a stud peeking out over the hood of her pink, shiny clit.  She was obviously aroused in the picture.

My ex took this after I orgasmed

Melissa gulped at her desk and felt that familiar tingling feeling ‘down there’.  The whole experience was more and more exciting and her body was responding to it.  She zoomed in on the picture and studied every part of Stef’s body, the details of her tattoos and the size of her pink pussy lips.  Between the lips there was a glistening pink pillows of flesh of her cunt, wet from an orgasm.  Melissa wondered if it was just her pussy juices or if she had squirt in her orgasm.  Something told here that Stef was a squirter.

The tingling sensation in her crotch area grew into a full throb of her clit as she continued to exam the picture, breathing heavily and knowing she either had to close the picture or leave her desk.  She wanted very badly to go home, but it was only lunch time.

“I’ll go to the handicap bathroom,” she said to herself.  The company didn’t have any disabled employees so she was sure she could get some uninterrupted privacy there. 

In the large-size bathroom, she pulled down her pants and sat on the toilet.  She didn’t need to pee but she felt the need to tinkle from the sensual arousal she was getting from the picture and her growing obsession of being with another woman. 

She pulled out the picture again and looked at it while still sitting on the toilet.  She tinkled a little more, feeling sexy as she did.  Breathing hard and feeling uninhibited, she started a text message to Stef …

Wow that’s hot - you’re hot

That was all she could think to say … there wasn’t much dialogue between the two.  Just a few short messages on the dating site and a dirty-sexy picture. 

“Should I send her a picture of my hoo-ha?” she thought to herself.  “No, I’ll just send this and see where it goes.”

She tapped ‘send’ and off was the text to her object of her secret lesbian attraction.  As she sat there her phone buzzed again.  It was if Stef was waiting for her to respond.  She liked that.  It was moving fast, too fast for her to talk herself out of anything that would come next.  She quickly tapped to read it.

Where’s my pic?  X rated bitte

The text was short and to the point:  Stef wanted to see her pussy.

“OK, we’re doing this,” Melissa thought to herself.  “Should I send one on the toilet?  Or standing?  Should I ask her?  No, she’ll think I’m being a prude.”

She stood up from the toilet and tried to bend her knees with her pants around her lower legs.  It was awkward and difficult to get a good angle.  She took several shots from below but none of them were close to being flattering – not to mention she hadn’t shaved properly in a few days.  From the angle she was trying to snap a good picture, she looked like she had more of a belly than she actually did.  Getting frustrated she decided to just kick her pants off, sit on the toilet and go spread-eagle.

Putting the thoughts of a public toilet seat she was sitting on and the plumbing she was leaning back on, she took a few pictures of her open crotch and found a few that looked sexy, even with a slightly overgrown bush. 

“Maybe she’s into bushy cunts,” she thought silently in the handicap bathroom of her company’s office – naked from the waist down, sitting on the toilet as she started to respond to Stef.

Sorry didn’t have time to shave!  Here you go [winky eye emoji]

After tapping ‘send’ she got up from the toilet, set the phone on the floor and put on her pants, tugging at them over her shoes.  She almost fell over when her phone buzzed with another text, likely from Stef.  With her pants halfway over her shoes, she quickly bent over and grabbed her phone.

Very sexy, Schatz. Doesn’t matter I like hair. Are you in a bathroom?

Without thinking she replied …

Yes, still at work 

Immediately Stef replied …

Are you alone?

Yes, in a handicap bathroom!

Is the door locked?

Melissa could feel the crescendo of sensations as the text conversation progressed and her body responded.  She could sense that she was about to do something very sexy, very naughty and very risky in the bathroom with someone she didn’t know. 

“What if she’s is catfishing me?  I mean, really who is this person?” Melissa thought, remember back to when she corresponded with guys through dating sites and more than a few times the person on the other end wasn’t who they said they were …

Yes, but can you send me a pic of your face holding up three fingers??  I’ve been catfished before [sad face emoji]

A few seconds later another text came through with a picture of Stef holding up three fingers with her tongue sticking throw two of them.  Melissa took a deep breath – it was her and that was hot.  Her tongue was pointing too.  She knew, even without having been with a woman, that if she got together with Stef that tongue would be working its dyke-magic on her clit.  She started to get wet again and her clit started throb again.  There was a message along with the pic that she missed at first pass …

What is catfished?

Melissa started to type: “It’s when someone …” when her phone rang the specific ring for an incoming video chat.  It was Stef.  She hesitated to answer.  She looked around and there she was in the handicapped bathroom with her pants still around her feet, bare coochie and ass just hanging out there. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” her mind raced frantically as the phone continued to ring.  “Fuck it,” she said out loud and swiped the phone to answer the video chat.  There was Stef in the same room as in the original picture.  It must have been her bedroom.

“Hey Schatz,” Stef said on the video chat. 

“Hi, Stef … Ummm, I’m Melissa, it’s nice to see you …” she said to her phone, smiling and giggling a little bit.  That was a hallmark of hers when she was embarrassed or felt shy.  This was definitely one of those times.

“Hey Melissa,” Stef said with a nod of her head and in a thick German accent.  Funny, her English was really good but her accent was very hard.  “Nice to see you, all of you!”

Melissa couldn’t help but giggle more and turn her head.  She could feel her face getting flushed and red.

“Yeah, I usually don’t do things like send pictures of my … [giggle giggle] girl parts …”

“Your vagina.  Say it.”  Stef said smiling but in a commanding tone.

“My vagina …” Melissa said bashfully.  She might have seemed bashful but her crotch was getting very aroused as her lady parts – her vagina – felt tickly and was getting wetter and wetter. 

“You look good,” Stef said with a sly look and pressed lips, as if she approved or as if Melissa had passed some basic test of having a decent looking pussy.

“Thanks,” she said back with a coy look and batting her eyelashes.  “So, Stef, I’m at work and don’t have much time … soooo … do you … want to …”

Stef interrupted her: “The door’s locked, right?”

“Yes it is,” Melissa obediently replied.

“Good, I want to see your vagina.  Put the phone on the floor and stand over it with your vagina lips spread apart.”

There was an authority in her voice that Melissa suddenly found herself following.  It was thrilling beyond the experiences that she had had thus far, and all she wanted to do was to show her vagina to Stef.  Her pussy and clit throbbed in unison as she followed her simple instructions, first putting the phone down then kicking off her pants again and standing over the camera with her legs slightly apart.

“Good … now spread your vagina lips apart … wide …”

Melissa did as she was told.  She slowly, with her eyes fixes on Stef on the screen of her phone, took her hands and placed them on her thighs.  As she opened her legs more, her hands slipped down into her crotch and with her fingertips spread her labia apart.  The cool air whisked across her cunt region causing her to breathe deeply and her heart to beat faster.  She wished Stef was there with her …

“Wider …” Stef said in her thick German accent, but in a sultrier tone.

Melissa did as she was told and spread her lips even further, but anticipating another command, she stopped from spreading her lips as far as they would go.

“That’s good … your vagina is wet …” she said in a hungry voice.  And she was hungry, very hungry for Melissa’s wet pussy.

“Yes, I’m very wet right now …” Melissa said, almost giving in to the sensations and falling to her knees.  She could feel the juices swell up in her hole; it felt like they were ‘this close’ to seeping out and dripping down her inner thigh.

“Spread them wider … and come down closer to the phone …”

Melissa obeyed.  She was happy to fall to her knees.  She did her best to keep her balance as she widened her legs while standing on her knees.  The newness of all of this made her want to do it all as she spread her pussy open as far as she could, given her wobbling stability.

“I want to lick that vagina …” Stef said with an even hungrier voice.  “Fuck yourself with your finger …”

Melissa took a deep breath and touched herself on her mound above her wet crotch.  She slowly slipped her fingers down between her flesh and along the slit that lead to her ultra-sensitive clit.  It was silky to the touch and responded to her touch by sending a light, sexy shockwave through her body.  She gasps as she allowed herself to feel the arousing sensation of her pleasuring herself.  She continued to light and slowly run her finger down into the labia that her other hand was still trying to keep open.  Her finger glided easily with her won juices lubricating the path.

“Good …” cooed Stef.  “Good … now finger yourself with your long finger …”

Melissa instantly knew she meant her middle finger, so she took her middle finger and penetrated her own hole.  She felt the wet, fleshy interior of her own hole and moaned with pleasure as she moved her finger in and out of herself.  In that moment she forgot she was on the floor of the bathroom.  She forgot she was still at work.  She forgot everything except the sexy show she was giving to this woman she just met over text and video chat.  This made it all the more riveting.

“Finger yourself until you orgasm …” Stef said.  “Imagine that my face is in your vagina and that your finger is my tongue …”

This nearly made Melissa come all over the phone.  Her clit jumped with the thought of tattooed Stef’s tongue withering around her pussy and playing with her clit.  She stood there, on her knees, one hand spreading her fleshy lips apart and the other one twisting and turning her middle finger in her wet cunt.  Her climax was getting closer and closer.  She could feel herself being swept away in the sensation.  Stef continued to give her remarks like, “Good …”, “Deeper …”, “Faster …”, and “Harder …”.  All to which Melissa obeyed.

She was edging herself closer and closer to her climax as she began to moan and lightly grunt as she pounded her fingers harder, deeper and faster in her pussy.  She wet slapping noise was unmistakable as she continued to finger fuck herself for her new friend.  Her juice started to slip out onto her wrists as she pushed closer and closer to her own orgasm.

“I’m … I’m … gonna … uh … cuuuum …” she managed to say as she tried to hold on in case Stef gave her one more command.

“Sit back and hold the phone so I can see … give it to me …” she said to Melissa who fell back onto her heels and took the phone with the hand that was holding back her labia.  She continued to pound her pussy, doing her best to keep the phone at an angle where Stef could see the show.  She could tell that Stef too was masturbating.  Suddenly there was a whirling sound.  It was a wand vibrator that Stef had pulled out and had pressed up to her own pussy.

The two moaned into the phone, Stef having moved the camera on her end to show her pierced pussy getting worked over by the wand.  It had to have been on high speed, the sound was so loud it echoed through the bathroom.  The moans and grunts got louder and louder.  Melissa could feel her orgasm about to break.  Stef responded with filthy dirty talk in German; Melissa could only understand a few words but it was obvious they were both about to come.

Then with a few high-pitched squeals, Melissa released her juices as they shot out of her pussy.  She wasn’t much of squirter but this session was far too hot and risqué for a ho-hum orgasm.  She shot her squirt-juices out, careful not to hit the phone and it collected in a sexy pool on the floor of the bathroom.  She moaned louder as the last of her cum dripped from her crotch.

Stef too was having a hard climax.  She pressed the wand hard up on her crotch and rubbed it vigorously up and down.  This was a move Stef knew all too well would bring her to a fast and hard orgasm.  And almost in unison with Melissa, she too squirted and yelled out in a raging orgasm.  Melissa put the phone to her chest, afraid that someone outside the bathroom might her Stef’s obvious orgasm-screams.

After the two had cum, they both sat there in their respective places panting heavily and smiling with satisfaction of a raunchy and wonderful lunch mutual – but virtual! – masturbation session. 

“Oh my god …” Melissa managed to get out between her bated breathing.  “That was amazing …”

Stef was panting as well as she smiled through the video chat.

“Oh sweetie, wait until I lick your vagina.  You will make the water from your pussy like crazy!”

Stef’s English was less fluid in the aftermath of her hardcore self-pleasing along with her new friend, Melissa.

“I can’t … [pant, pant] … wait …” she said back to the phone, still smiling from sexual gratification.  She looked at the tiny time display on her phone.  “Oh shit!  I gotta go!  I gotta get back to work!”  She looked around to take inventory of where all her clothes were and at the mess she would have to clean up.

“OK, ja ja,” Stef said, gathering her composure on the other end of the video chat.  “I want to see you again … but in real life …”

“Uh, yeah … me too …” Melissa said, trying to chat with Stef while gathering her panties and slacks to put back on.  “Um … let’s get together ...” she stammered out as she got dressed and realized how much work she still had to do.  “Um, let’s get together ... let me text you this afternoon.  I gotta get myself together and get back to work.  So sorry … I’m really behind at work …”

“Keine Sorge,” Stef said back in German meaning no worries.  “Ja, message when you are organized … you were quite, uh, what is the word … ah, in German is ‘geil’ …”

Melissa, now fully dressed, smiled into the phone and said, “You mean hot, sexy, horny?”

“Ja, ja this!  You were very horny, Lissa!”  They both laughed at the fumbling of English and German.  With that they hung up and Melissa did her best to clean up the juicy mess she just made.  She went back to her desk and though she tried her best, couldn’t concentrate on work for the rest of the day.

“Fuck it,” she thought with her head still swirling.  “I’ll work extra-long tomorrow …”


Chapter Five – Bumping into Charlotte

The afternoon was more grueling than the morning and the close it got to ‘quittin’ time’ Melissa got more and more anxious to leave.  She just couldn’t concentrate this day – not after all the sexiness from the previous evening through to lunch.  She was so distracted that she didn’t even realize that she hadn’t eaten lunch.  About an hour before it was time to leave, she decided to grab something quick at the bakery around the corner.  She dashed out of the office with only a five-euro bill in her hand. 

The bakery hardly had any people in it, and about as many different selections.  That late in the day there wasn’t much to choose from as Melissa stood at the long glass display case to pick her late-lunch snack.

“Uh, …” started a familiar voice that she half-paid attention to.  “Melissa, yes that’s right?” the sweet German-accented voice said.  Melissa looked over her shoulder – there was Charlotte from the dog park!

“Oh, hi!” Melissa said as the bakery sales person waited patiently for her to select.  “Charlotte, yes!  It’s Melissa, so nice to see you again.  Uh, hold on, just a sec …” she ordered two plain croissants.

“Uh, do you work around here?” Melissa asked, not knowing how to begin the conversation.

“No, not my yoga studio is here in the neighborhood.  I walked by and thought I knew this face,” Charlotte started in the same endearing accent and lost-in-translation word order.  “So, I came in and yes, it is you!  Do you work in the area?”

“Yes, yes, my office is close by,” she reached for the sack with her two croissants and paid the sales person.  “I’m grabbing a late lunch …” she said gesturing to the sack of now-crusty croissants. 

“Oh, I see!” Charlotte said with a pleasant smile.  She had obviously just had a yoga session; she was dressed in very flattering yoga gear including a midriff-baring clingy top.  Melissa was again taken by her figure and the inexplicable draw she had to her.  She quickly bushed it off as continued swirly-ness from her real lunchtime treat with Stef in the bathroom!

“I don’t have much time,” Charlotte started as she motioned Melissa to step aside, out of hearing range of other in or coming into the bakery.  “But I noticed that you were looking at my profile on the dating website …”

Her look was more sensual than before and her body stance was a bit more alluring.  She spoke to Melissa with a small little devilish smile and a slower, slightly deeper voice.  It captivated Melissa … as did the revelation that Charlotte was able to see who had visited her dating profile!  Captivation turned to embarrassment as her mind raced with how to answer Charlotte in this very vulnerable position.

“Uh, yes …” she started with a shy, nervous voice.  Melissa tilted her head a bit as if a little school again, having been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. 

“I was … uh … just … you know, looking …” her words fumbled out of her mouth; Charlotte chuckled a little and smiled bigger.

“Yes, you were looking …” Charlotte said to here in a sexy voice as if she was leading Melissa on to some sexy secret place.  “And you …??” her inflected voice was like a sexy command for Melissa to fill in the blank. 

Melissa responded in a slightly more-intentionally coy voice, “I … was … interested in …” she realized she was letting Charlotte in to her secret world – right here, right now!  In the bakery while holding two croissants.  “I found you very attractive …” she managed to say honestly to the beguiling German yoga-doing, hot-bodied German woman in front of her.

“Soooo …” Charlotte started again in the enticing voice.  “You found my profile interesting …” she raised her hand to Melissa’s arm and stroked it gently with the tip of her middle finger.  Tiny arousing tingle shot up her arm and through her body to her crotch area.  It was if her tiny little bulb was being turned with a light switch.    

“Uh, yes …” Melissa suddenly felt, almost at Charlotte’s will.  She was slightly embarrassed, felt surprisingly shy and suddenly felt not only as ease with Charlotte, but almost under her charming spell.  “It was … very nice … I’m glad I stumbled across it.”

“Yes, I was happy to see that you visited it!  I remember we had quite a nice visit in the Hundenpark several days ago …”

“Me too, uh … yeah, with everything!” Melissa said nervously, as she remembered that she had to get back to work and needed to get some food in her belly.  But she didn’t want to dismiss this sudden reconnection.

Charlotte leaned in, gazed Melissa in the eyes and smiled, “So you are ready for … some fun?” Charlotte said trying to find the correct English word to say for this particular conversation. 

This was all very sudden for Melissa – she’d just had her first girl-with-girl experience, albeit over video chat in her work’s handicapped restroom, and now suddenly Charlotte was into her as well!  She felt empowered, almost brazen to go forward with this exciting new sexual awakening.

“I’d love to …” she said to her German friend with a cocked head and bashful bating of her eyelashes.

“Great!” Charlotte said in a delighted voice and a slight surprise on her face.  “I’m looking forward to it …” the smile was more devilish and the fingers now ‘walked’ up her arm, then shoulder then a light tap on Melissa’s nose. 

“Do you have any appointment –uh, I mean plans this evening?” again Charlotte’s wonky English vernacular was charming and sweet.  Melissa swallowed and knowing she needed to get back, she shook her head ‘no’ and smiled awkwardly.

“Wunderbar!” Charlotte continued in her sultry voice as she reached behind her and pulled out her phone that was obviously tucked in the back of her yoga pants. 

“Right on her ass …” Melissa’s thoughts quickly surmised.

“Lass mich deine Nummer haben …” Charlotte said in a commanding German voice. 

Though she was still struggling with the language, Melissa almost instinctively knew she was asking – no, telling her to give her number.  She rattled her number off to Charlotte.

“Good, I will message you my address and we’ll say … 7 o’clock this evening?  Does this work for you?  Hmmmm?”

“Yes, that works for me,” Melissa said while nodding her head in accordance.

“Wunderbar, Schatz,” she said again in German, as if to tell Melissa that they would now be speaking in German.  Or at least Charlotte would be talking to Melissa in German.  “I will see you tonight … for some … [she playfully tapped Melissa’s nose again] … fun!”

With a quickly little smile and spin on her toes and spring to her step, Charlotte left the bakery. Melissa just stood there for a few movements, wondering how this all happened but excited that it did.

“What the fuck am I going to wear?” she thought, forgetting about work and her empty stomach.


Chapter Six – Meeting Up With Charlotte

With her phone in her hand, Melissa looked up trying to find a street sign or a turn that matched the map directions on her phone were giving her.  Anticipating getting lost with the grid-less street layout of most German cities coupled with her American-based map app on her phone, she had almost twenty minutes to spare and she knew she was in the general vicinity of Charlotte’s home.

Feldmanstraße 128 [winky face emoji]

She read Charlotte’s text message again.  She had just past the Marktplatz and Beethovenweg so she knew she wasn’t far away.  She turned around on the street corner as she turned the phone around in her hand.  Getting her bearings, she decided ‘that way’ was the right way to Charlotte’s.  Finally, she found a street sign:  Feldmanstraße. 

“Yessss …” she said to herself.  She continued down until she saw number 128.  Walking to the front door, she searched for Charlotte’s last name on the list of occupants.  There it was:  Ziegler.  Being several minutes early, she decided to walk down a few streets to calm her nerves and gather her composure. 

After a bust of a day at work, she missed her bus home and was late taking the dogs out, she received an unexpected phone call from her mother and was rushed to get ready, especially since she wanted some buffer time.  She did not want to be rushed at this moment where she was now – taking time to breath and relax, as much as possible, for her date.  She walked around the neighborhood, self-talking that this was all going to be fine and that she was up for a good time with Charlotte – whatever that entailed.

“She was so sensual at the bakery this afternoon,” Melissa thought as she turned back towards number 128.  “Are we going to make out?  Or do girls in Germany just … go at it all at once?  Do I say anything?  What do I say?”

Her mind continued to go through a myriad of questions about the unknown.  “Does she know – or does she care – that I had a boyfriend?  Am I bi?  Do I tell her that?”

As she walked up again to number 128, Melissa decided to take a deep breath, calm down and to just follow Charlotte’s lead.  With that last bit of self-talk, she rang the bell for Ziegler and stepped back waiting for an answer.

“Hallo?” a cracking voice sputtered from the speaker.  Melissa leaned it to speak.

“Hello, Charlotte.  It’s me, it’s Melissa …” she said in a clear, monotone voice.

“Oh yes, come on up!  It’s the second floor …” that intercom clicked off and a buzz signaled that the front door to the building was open. 

Melissa pushed the door open and started up the stairs, remembering that in Germany they do not count the ground floor.  When she reached the second European floor she saw one of the two apartment doors open.  There was soft, down-tempo ambient-style music coming and the lights were down low.

“Hello …??” Melissa said quietly as she leaned in and poked her head into the apartment, hoping this was Charlotte’s place.

“Come in, Schatz …” she heard from inside; she started to step in but didn’t see anyone.  “Sit down in the red chair … I’ll be with you in a moment.  You can hang your coat on the … the … ze Kleiderablage …” though she was still speaking in her sultry voice, Charlotte was still mixing the German and English. 

Melissa walked into the small foyer of the apartment, closed the door, then hung her coat on the Kleiderablage, which she knew without hesitation was the coat rack.  She continued into the living room and saw the red chair; she followed Charlotte’s instructions and sat down.  There was no one in the room but she could hear foot steps down the corridor that lead out the opposite end of the smaller-sized living room, typical for most German apartments.  The footsteps sounded like heels – high heels, maybe even stilettos.

Sitting somewhat uncomfortably alone in the dimly lit room, suddenly Melissa’s phone dinged from a notification.  She scrambled to find her phone in her bag that had more stuff in it from her hurried exit just about an hour earlier.  Feeling the vibration along with hearing the ding, she found her phone and turned the volume to mute.  A quick look at the phone showed a text message notification.  It was from Stef.

“Oh gawd, I forgot about her …” Melissa thought as the threw her phone back into her bag, as if there was no ding or message.  She settled back in the chair and tried her best to look and act comfortable. 

“No mobiles for tonight, mein Schaaaatz …” sang Charlotte in a playful, but strict voice from the corridor. 

“Click, click …” Melissa could her steps coming from the direction of the voice.  “Click, click … click, click …” it was definitely heeled shoes of some sort.  “Click, click … click, click … smack!”

Melissa sat up and eyes widened at the sound of the smack – it was like a leather belt smacking against something.  “What the fuck was that?” she thought to herself.

“Click, click … click, click … smack!”

“Uh, hello …?” Melissa said quietly, hoping the person coming down the hall would hear her.  “Is that you Charlotte?”

“Yes, of course mein Schatz.  Who else would it be?” Charlotte said as she stood in the doorway to the living room.  Melissa sat there stunned at the sight of her friend who was dressed from head-to-toe in black leather, dominatrix style – black leather riding crop in one black leather gloved-hand smacking the palm of her other black leather gloved-hand.

“Smack!  Smack!” she smacked her hand two times this time.

Melissa was at a loss for word.  This is what she meant by ‘fun’.  This is why she was so seductive at the bakery earlier that day.  This is why she was fumbling for words:  she didn’t know the exact dominatrix, domme/sub, whatever-kinkiness-this-was words in English!  “Holy fuck!” she thought to herself.  “What the fuck do I do now?!”

“Only now …” Charlotte began in the familiar sultry-but-domineering voice as she walked over to Melissa in her thigh-high black leather lace-up stiletto boots.  “Smack!  Smack!” went the riding crop again.  “You will call me Mistress Lotte!”

She was now standing – no, towering over Melissa who sat back stunned at Charlotte standing in full dominatrix gear obviously intending the evening to go a certain way.  A way that Melissa had not counted on!

“I … uh … I dunno …” she stammered out, not knowing what to say.  She tried not to seem too stunned, like a girl who was too pure, but she didn’t know how to progress.  “Why are you dressed like this?” she finally asked in a desperate voice for some understanding.

“You do not talk or ask questions without permission, meine Kleine!” Mistress Lotte said in a stern voice, leaning into Melissa holding her chin lightly with her leather-cladded hand.

“Am I missing something?  I don’t know what this is …” she said desperately but completely intrigued with where it could be going.  Charlotte stood back and looked at Melissa with confusion.

“Really, Melissa?  You don’t about this?”

“No … what did I miss?” she asked with anxiety in her voice.

“You saw my profile, no?  You, you read about what I am looking for, no?  I asked in bakery if you wanted to have some fun …”

“Fuck!” Melissa said to herself, as if to scold herself. “I didn’t read the fucking profile!  I just gawked at the pictures!  Stupid girl!”

“Oh … shit, Charlotte … I’m so sorry …” she said, letting out a huge gasp, then grimacing at her mistake.  “I didn’t actually read it …”

“Oh, fuck … Melissa,” she said with a scoff, not knowing whether to be upset at her guest or sympathetic because of her folly.  She stepped back and plopped down the chair near Melissa.  The leather made a distinct squeaking sound as she did.

“I’m so sorry … I feel so stupid!” Melissa said, giving herself a light bashing for not having taken the time to read the profile.  But she didn’t have any time! 

“I visited your profile, yes but then I fell asleep and then today we met and it was all so fast …” she was even more embarrassed then she was the many times earlier that day at the café, in the bathroom and then at the bakery.  Now she was sitting with Mistress Lotte, embarrassed again but finding her incredibly attractive, as was the thought of her bossing her around. 

“Ah, yes the profile talks all about this …” Charlotte said, slightly embarrassed herself, but becoming increasingly upset that she spent so much time getting ready for nothing to happen.

“But the pictures were …” Melissa didn’t know how to say it but she’d heard the term before: “… vanilla.  If you understand what I mean …”

“Ja, ja … vanilla,” she said with a German accent, “Ja, dat site does not allow for fetish or too sexy photos … but the profile explains it very well.”

Intrigued by Charlotte and enticed by the whole leather, dominatrix get-up, Melissa felt compelled to ask …

“Well, can you tell me what it said …” she said in the cute bashful voice she had in the bakery when they met earlier that day.  “I don’t know … maybe it’s something I am … interested in …”

Melissa felt emboldened to explore her new thoughts and fantasies that she had never thought of before, certainly not with men.  She looked over to Charlotte who gazed back at her, just as she had just done and just as she had done before that day in the bakery.  Though she sat at the same level as her, Melissa admitted to herself that she actually liked it when Charlotte was standing over her and that she really liked the way Charlotte talked with her in a strong, bossy tone.

With a renewed attitude and sultry look about her, Mistress Lotte stood up and sashayed over to Melissa who was now looking up at her, neck bent almost all the way back.  She seemed to fall into a natural submissive state with a strong Germany woman in her presence.  It was true with Stef in the bathroom and it was certainly true now with this beautiful, strong, rapturous woman standing over her, leg spread apart, hands on her hips, one still holding on to the black leather riding crop.

“OK …” she said, looking down at the doe-eyed submissive girl in front of her.  “I am looking for a submissive girl … a girl that I own … for the time that we are together … a girl who …”

“Uh-hmmm …” Melissa hummed without opening her mouth, as if to follow the previous orders of no talking without permission.  She slowly began to hang on Mistress Lotte’s every word and every facial movement …

“… will do what I tell her to do …”

“Uh-hmmm …”

“… a girl who will be my submissive … who will be my … ummmm …” she broke character for a brief moment as she tried to find that word in English. 

“Uh, huh …” Melissa breathed out loud, still hanging on her words, being pulled into Mistress Lotte’s spell.

“… my pussy, uhhhh … girl, slave!  Slave!  A girl who will be my pussy slave!” she called out, proud to have found the correct English word.

Melissa stood up and looked down to give what she had just heard good thought.  “Oh, boy,” she thought to herself, “this is it … either go for it or get the hell out here right now!” 

She decided to go for it.  She looked back up at Mistress Lotte and with her heart beating, she licked her lips and nodded in agreement.

“Take off my panties …” Mistress Lotte said to her submissive.

Melissa swallowed hard and reach up to the black panties that were the only thing her new Mistress wore that wasn’t leather.  Looking into the eyes of Mistress Lotte, she slowly pulled the panties down over her hips, pulling slightly hard for the backside to pull down over her round, luscious booty.  She continued to gaze up at her Mistress in case there were specific instructions; her Mistress returned her gaze and smiled. 

Once over the tops of her thigh-high boots, she continued to pull them down as she gazed directly in front of her at Mistress Lotte’s bare crotch, cleanly shaven so that her slit between her topmost folds of soft skin was all you saw.

“Now …” Mistress Lotte said to Melissa who continued to wiggle the panties over the laces of the boots. 

“Yes …” she said to her Domme, waiting for further instruction.

“Yes, Mistress,” she corrected Melissa, emphasizing the all-important honorific, ‘Mistress’.

“Yes, Mistress …” Melissa said, bowing her head as if to ask for forgiveness

“Better …” she said as she lifted Melissa’s head with her cupped hand.  She looked into her eyes.  Melissa was intoxicated.

“Lick my pussy until I tell you to stop …” she commanded to her sub as she lifted one of her legs and rested it on the arm of Melissa’s chair. 

Her slit now open to her exposed cunt, pink folds of skin opening up like an orchid in the wild on a high-speed video.  Her aroma invaded Melissa’s sense of smell.  She breathed in to take in the wonderful new, sexy smell.  It smelled so different than her fingers did when she pleasured herself on nights she was alone and had a special aching.  No, this aroma was much different.  It was the smell of dominance, of pleasure need to be given, it was the smell of her Domme.

Like she had done it for years, Melissa opened her mouth, leaned into to Mistress Lotte’s crotch and stuck out her tongue to taste the source of the mesmerizing smell … her tongue touched the moist pink inner lips of her pussy and lapped over her engorged clit.  Mistress Lotte let out a small gasp at the gentle touch of Melissa’s virgin tongue.  

Melissa tried to hold onto Mistress Lotte’s thighs but she took her hands away and pushed them back down.

“I said lick, not touch …” the Domme said to her sub.  The sub obeyed and placed her hands by her side.

“Hands in the back,” Mistress Lotte commanded as she gave a small thrust of the hips to Melissa, her submissive for the evening, as if a small punishment equal to the tiny infraction she just made.  She continued to like her Domme’s pussy as instructions, using the flat of her tongue to lap forward, then back on the veiny backside of her tongue.  She savored the flavor of the pussy and started to get wet herself.  She wasn’t just walking on the wild side; she had plunged into it full force … or so she thought.

“Good, that is gooood,” cooed Mistress Lotte as she petted her submissive on the head as it bobbed up and down in rhythm with her licking.  Melissa moaned slightly, the humming tickling Charlotte’s pussy slightly. 

“Do you like that,” she said in a sinisterly sarcastic tone as she continued to pet Melissa’s head.

Melissa looked up to her Domme, eyes open wide but careful not to tilt her head too far back so as not to release her eager tongue on her pleasure spot. 

“Uh-hmmmm,” she moaned positively as her head bobbed up and down as if to also be agreeing that she liked what she was doing.

Truth be told, Melissa was loving it.  She never knew that being with a woman much less being submissive to another woman was such a turn on.  She didn’t know if it was the lesbianism part of it, or the trying something new part of it, or if the taboo part was appealing, or that being a submissive in a LesDom scenario was getting her off – or a combination of them all – but she was wildly into what she was doing.

“Oh, fuck …” she thought to herself as she wondered why she had never tried eating pussy before.  “I could lick her vagina all night …” she soberly thought, realizing her sudden but very intense palate for female lady-parts.

“Gooood …” cooed Mistress Lotte, “Good little girl … keep licking … get me wet, meine Kleine …”

Mistress Lotte began rocking her hips in unison with Melissa’s head.  Her tongue kept licking up and down, the whole tongue trying to cover as much of her Domme’s pussy as she could.  Inner and outer labia, to opening of her hole, the mound that she assumed – hoped! – was her clit, to the beginning of the outer folds of her slit.  And back down again, and up, and down, and up, and down … lapping like a parched dog at a bowl of fresh water. 

Mistress Lotte’s pussy responded as well, getting wet with her own juices mixed with the spit from Melissa’s sloppy licks.  She enjoyed having submissive lesbian sluts – particular ones who thought they were straight – lick her cunt and be obedient cunt-servants.  She loved being the mean and dirty cunt-commander to her little pussy servants.  The thought of it made her wet even when she wasn’t with a little lesbian whore but being with her new lesbian cunt-licker made her especially wet. 

“Good,” Mistress Lotte thought to herself in her native language, “more for my little whore to drink up!”

Melissa’s taste buds began noticing the flavor of her Domme’s pussy changing and the moisture increase.  Her own pussy too was responding to the sensational experience and her new found love for being at the giving end of a strong, dominant woman.  Normally in this situation she could pleasure herself with her own fingers but she didn’t dare take her attention away from Mistress Lotte’s cunt.  But still her own cunt ached to be touched, tickled to be teased by her own finger, or anything …

Melissa began to moan in response to her aching pussy.  She craved a touch or to touch, but her hands remained at her side and she continued to lap at her Lady’s crotch.  Her jaw starting to stiffen and her tongue getting tired, she continued to moan in every-so-slight agony as she craved more and more a release for herself.

“Does my little one want to do something to herself?” Mistress Lotte said in her taunting but sexy voice.  Nodding feverishly, Melissa hummed positively, hoping that she would be given permission to please herself.  A faint vision of her pleasing herself at lunch crept into her thoughts; she waited for her Mistress’ permission …

“Not yet,” Mistress Lotte said down to her submissive in a sharp and sadistic tone.  She smiled and chuckled as she took Melissa’s head and pressed his into her crotch.  Melissa was hanging on her every word though continuing to lap at her succulent cunt as the dominant continued …

“Not until you make me cum …” she said and Melissa let out a slight moan of disappointment, but Mistress Lotte continued now in a deep sultry tone, “… in your mouth …”

The last part of her sentence nearly threw Melissa into an untouched orgasm.  The thought of taking this lovely experience to the next level and making her cum like that, was almost too much for the newbie submissive.

“Cum in my mouth?!” she thought to herself as her eyes closed, thinking back to the squirting fiesta she had earlier that day.  How she wanted to touch herself like she did before … but not as much as she wanted to please her Domme.  She didn’t want to touch herself nearly as much as she wanted to make her Domme cum … in her mouth.  With that sensual and sexy thought, her own pussy released a tiny bit of squirty cum into her panties.  The warmness of her own juices and the hotness of Mistress Lotte’s pussy was sending her into a state of sexual arousal like she had never been in before.

“Do you see my clit?” Mistress Lotte said as she released Melissa’s head and took two of her fingers and spread her top folds of skin apart.  “Do you see my clitoris?”

Melissa leaned back a bit, tongue still flicking her Mistress’ pink fleshy labia.  She moaned again in the affirmative.

“Suck on it like you are sucking on a thick milk shake through a … a …” she tried to find the word, when Melissa finished is for her, “A straw.

Mistress Lotte took her riding crop and lightly slapped Melissa on the knee.  She looked sternly down at her and said, “Don’t fucking talk unless I tell you to.”  She smiled and shoved Melissa’s face back into her pussy. 

Melissa stunned by the sudden change of tone but realized that if she indeed was a submissive – which she was pretty sure at this point she was – that she did fuck up and deserved the smack on the thigh.  Though the pussy that was smashed against her face she managed to find what she thought – hoped! – was Mistress Lotte’s clit and began to suck on it.

“Suck harder!” the Mistress commanded with a “Smack!” of the riding crop on the submissive’s thigh.  Melissa responded by sucking hard on the folds of skin, trying her best not involve her teeth which she assumed wouldn’t be pleasing to her Domme.

“Harder!” Mistress Lotte called down to her submissive firmly attached by suction to her pussy, and again a “Smack!” of the riding crop on her thigh.  Melissa responded again to sucking harder, this time her throat muscles aching from the tight grip she had on her Dominant’s nubby sex button. 

“Fuck!  That hurt!” she thought to herself, thinking for a brief moment that she wasn’t enjoying the riding crop.  But almost immediately the sensation of stinging pain morphed into tingles of sexy sensations that seem to correspond with the sexy sensation she was feeling in her crotch. 

“I said to fucking suck my clit HARD!” screeched the Mistress as she gave another, stronger whip of the black leather crop on Melissa’s thigh. 

Melissa winced in pain as tears swelled up in the corners of her eyes.  She tried to keep her composure as her mind teetered between ‘this is too much’ and ‘give me more’.  But as quickly as the stinging pain hit her, the sensation morphed into pleasure and her body and mind relaxed as she sucked on the clit with all her oral-might. 

“Ahhhh, yes …” Mistress Lotte said with bated breath, “That’s it meine Kleine … suck my clit hard and deep …”

Charlotte seemed to be getting off on the hard suck of her clit in Melissa’s mouth.  She was sucking so hard she thought she might actually pull the clit from her Domme’s body and swallow it …

“Now take …” she started to say to Melissa with her head rocking back and forth, eyes closed as she entered a state of bliss at the pleasure-pain that her clit was receiving.  “Take your fingers … and … ahhhh … keep sucking my clitoris hard, hard, hard … take your two fingers and put them … in my hole …”

Melissa the submissive obeyed and took her fore and middle finger on one of her hands and pointed them upwards between her Mistress’ legs.  She wiggled them around a little, taking in the sensation of the wet and pillowy flesh, until she found the opening and inserted them inside.  The inner walls were silky, soft and extremely wet.  It made Melissa even wetter and she release a little more cum herself.  She continued to suck the life out of Charlotte’s clit. 

“Higher … deeper …” she commanded her submissive.  She responded by shoving her fingers higher up and deeper into her Lady’s cunt.  Her cunt was tight at first but relaxed the more she shoved her fingers up higher and deeper; the pussy juices were making suckling noises and nearly dripped down Melissa’s hand. 

“Another finger …” Lotte’s cooed as she rocked back and forth, more euphoric with each rock.  She spread her own lips further as Melissa inserted another finger and found rhythm between the two stimulants she was giving her Domme’s cunt:  her mouth on her clit and three fingers in her hole.

“Ohhhh … that feels soooo … uh, uh, uhhhh, so gooood …” the Mistress struggled to say as she was getting more and more swirly.  “Keep doing that … meine … meine … meine kleine Kleine …”

She moaned and groaned as Melissa obey and brought her fingers together in Mistress Lotte’s cunt, wringing them left and right trying to twist them in deeper as her Mistress was telling her to do.  She loved watching her friend and Mistress – at least for this evening – slowly fall into a state of sexual arousal, an arousal that she created.  She loved the feeling of being used to bring another woman pleasure and began to understand what Stef had written in her dating profile about a woman only really being able to get off and be gotten off by another woman.

“This is what it’s all about …” Melissa thought to herself as she too was falling into a euphoric state, even without having a physical touch to her own body.  Just bringing that level of pleasure to another woman was enough to get her own body in a delirious state – it was an amazing feeling of giving, of servicing, of serving another woman that mesmerized her at this moment.  As she fell deeper into a submissive spell she found a rhythm in her sucking, using her tongue and lips to aid her weary but still-eager mouth.

“How could I not have done this before …” Melissa’s thoughts continued to explore her instinctual affinity for wet pussy.  “How could I not have known before? … Why, why on earth … was I … with … men … for so long … ??” 

But her own pussy ached, ached to be touched to be tickled just as was tickling her Mistress’ cunt.  She tried to glance from her position to see Mistress Lotte.  With eyes rolled back until they ached, she could see her Lady slipping controllably into a rapturous state and her moans and cries reaffirmed her slip.  She was nearing orgasm and Melissa, still fingering her Lady’s cunt and doing her best to keep her oral rhythm on her throbbing clit.  

Charlotte took her hand and helped Melissa’s hand into her own pussy, writhing it back and for and up and down.  She put her other hand behind Melissa’s head again and pressed it into her crotch.

“Ahhhh, give it to me, you slut …” she said in a stronger but still bated tone.  Fulfilling the command was instantaneous for the new little submissive pussy whore.  Mistress Lotte was thrilled to have a new little bitch shove her fingers into her vagina; it had been ages since her last submissive pleased her in such a way.  It had been a long time since she had a cunt-loving whore instead of the sex toys she had to use in recent months. 

No, no toys tonight.  She had a new little slut who she was sure ‘thought’ she was straight but really was a juicy pussy-loving slut who was going to give it to her good tonight. Like a lot of Europeans, she was extremely kinky and found that receiving pussy fisting to be her favorite lesbian domination activity, along with light BDSM and being a giver in water sporting.  She loved that her soft – ‘vanilla’ as her new submissive referred to it – outward appearance was nothing like her behind-closed-doors overly kinky self. 

The tickling was taking Mistress Lotte to the edge and Melissa felt like she couldn’t take much more either.  Her arm and jaw were aching and her pussy was edging towards pain, pain for wanting to be touched.  She could feel her clit throb hard, harder than her pounding heart.  Her Mistress was nearing orgasm … she wanted to bring it to her.

Suddenly Mistress Lotte whispered in a gentle, sexy voice …

“Touch yourself … go on and touch yourself … but don’t cum …”

The sudden instructions took Melissa by surprise, but they were the words she wanted desperately to hear.  She took her free hand and reach up under the skirt she was wearing to her panties underneath and eagerly reach into her own wet crotch until she found her own hole and finger herself with two fingers.  Her body responded with small jerks and more release cum from her pussy.  She moaned and groaned along with Mistress Lotte and twisted her fingers up further into her pussy, causing Charlotte to call out in ecstasy.

“Fuuuuck … oh my fucking Gott!” she cried out in a strong German accent.  “Fuck yourself to cum!” she commanded to Melissa looking down at her still attached to Lotte’s cunt. 

“Yes!  Fuck yes!” she screamed out, Melissa fingered herself feverishly, and did the same for Charlotte.  “Fucking fuck your pussy fucking hard!  Harder, harder, harder!” commanded the Domme to her sub, who followed instructions perfectly.

In her state of ecstasy, Charlotte pulled back on Melissa’s head, releasing her oral grip on her clit for the first time since their sexy session started.  Melissa with an open mouth gasped for air, the first full breath she had taken since she started.  She looked up at her Mistress who was squealing and moaning as her body convulsed above.  Her cunt now dripping her silky juices mixed with her liquid squirt that was releasing from her. 

“I’m doing that ...” Melissa single-mindedly thought as the site of another woman’s cunt producing the sexy secretion of an orgasm.  It got her off like no other sexual experience had before.  “I did that …” she continued her internal dialogue, “I’m doing that …”

She then looked up at Mistress Lotte – her eyes were fluttering and her body heaved as she moans and grunted louder as her juices gushed more and more … dripping down Melissa’s hands and creating a feeling inside her she had never felt before.  A full rush swept over her and flowed to her crotch area and with a flittering of her fingers over her own slick clit, she too began to cum and flow just as her Mistress was above her.

“I’m … cuuuuming …” she muttered with a slight ‘oh no!’ tone, hoping not to be cumming too soon for her Mistress and also to warn her that she was about to make a very large mess, just like she had done at lunch in the bathroom at work.

“Not yet …” Mistress Lotte said back in the final throws, “First me …th-th-th-then … you … Ahhhh …” and with that she released her final gush and squealed out a high-pitched voice like Melissa had never heard before.  She continued to whimper as her body rocked and continued to release her orgasm down Melissa’s hand and arm, getting the sleeve and front of her shirt wet.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck … ahhhh … ahhhh … ahhhh … ahhhh …” her calls were decreasing and she was gathering her breath as she started to come down from the orgasmic high her submissive had just given her.  “Fuck, that was good …” she gasped for breath as her submissive pulled her drenched hand away from Mistress Lotte’s cunt.  Her fingers were wrinkled from the non-stop exposure to her wetness for the past … however long they were at it.

“Now you may cum …” she cooed down to Melissa who continued to finger herself, though without Charlotte in the throes of lesbian elation it wasn’t quite getting her off like it was just moments earlier.  And oddly enough, it didn’t seem to bother her as much as she thought it would.  Melissa wouldn’t have minded climaxing herself, but giving such an amazing orgasm to another woman was so fulfilling that having an orgasm herself seemed to fall a very distance second

Sensing her new submissives failing orgasm, Mistress Lotte said, “Well it looks like we know what really gets you off …”

Melissa stopped pleasing herself and looked up at Mistress Lotte who was smiling a joyful smile from a strong peak.  It made her feel fulfilled, having brought such a beautiful, strong woman to an orgasm.  She pulled her fingers out of her own pussy and wiped them on her skirt, then took her wrinkly fingers that had been pleasing her Mistress and slowly licked and sucked them clean along with her forearm while her very happy Domme watch with delight.

When she was done, Charlotte took Melissa by the hand and lead her into her bedroom and rewarded her with eating her out slowly and eagerly until she came again and again.  Melissa continued to wonder how and why it had taken her so fucking long to be with a woman as she flowed in and out of orgasms the continued to flow and overlap with each other at the doing of Charlotte, her new friend and Mistress.
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