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Foreword


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







Chapter 1





I
 t was a beautiful snowy Christmas Eve, and I was alone. I knew that plenty of my friends and family were having small get-togethers, wrapping gifts, or driving around to look at Christmas lights. But not me. I was sitting under the Christmas tree, completely naked except for a thick red ribbon wrapped around my body, big red stilettos that I could barely walk in, and a santa hat on my head, waiting.





My boyfriend Devon and I hadn’t been getting along for months. We were always arguing and disagreeing on even the smallest things. But I loved him, and the last week or so leading up to Christmas hadn’t been so bad. I figured it was part of the holiday cheer. So, to keep things moving forward, I planned to give him a sexy surprise. Except he was an hour and a half late.





The times we had gotten along best were when we were having sex, especially when we were experimenting with new things. We’d slowly started pushing our own boundaries over the course of the relationship, experimenting with handcuffs and a blindfold. But this time I had decided to bring out the big guns.





The ribbon started at my ankles, right above my six-inch heels. It wrapped around each leg up to my hips and all the way up to my neck. I wore a red thong but no bra. The ribbon wrapped crisscrossed over my chest, covering only my nipples, and my ass was almost fully uncovered.





I had debated about whether I was going to tie my wrists, but it seemed like if I didn’t, then I wasn’t fully committing to the fantasy I had. At first I thought of using the ribbon, but i was scared that I wouldn’t be able to get out if I needed to. I got a pair of novelty handcuffs and had made sure that I could get them off easily. I put the cuffs on my wrists, took a deep breath, and tightened them right before Devon would have come home.





For one entire hour, I sat under the dim lights of the Christmas tree, listening to the crackling fireplace and the soft, snowy wind outside. I watched the clock as I shuffled restlessly on the floor. But Devon was nowhere to be seen.



When I’d first put on the handcuffs and clicked them shut around my wrists, I could feel my heart beating with excitement. It was uncomfortable sitting on the floor, but that made things even better. I couldn’t wait to see Devon. I was so horny that I had felt like it was unbearable. The thought of Devon seeing me, the surprise, and all the things I imagined him doing to me made me squirm with anticipation.





But after the first thirty minutes, I could feel myself questioning my decision. He said he’d be home at 7:30. I had told him to please make sure he wasn’t late, because I had a surprise for him, and he said there was no way he would miss it.





But then I got thinking, what if he had to stay at work? Or maybe he was stopping to do some last-minute Christmas shopping, or to get a bite to eat. I should have known that he usually wasn’t on time.





Another thirty minutes of staring at the clock, and I was ready to call it quits. But I figured if
 he was running late, he’d arrive any minute. It would be a waste of time to have sat on the floor for so long for nothing. I kept thinking of taking off the handcuffs and trying to get myself off of the ground in my heels, but I figured with my luck that would be the time he came home.



I told myself I’d wait another ten minutes, and another, and finally when the clock said 9:00, I decided to take off my handcuffs.



Except I couldn’t. I had practiced before and had no problem, but now they wouldn’t come off. The safety was stuck on both sides. I figured I must have been doing something wrong, being tired and annoyed, but I couldn’t get them off.



I contemplated about getting up and going to the bathroom and seeing if in the mirror I could figure out what was making them stick. But what if I couldn’t? And how would I get off the ground in my heels with my legs tied, with no arms to use?





Chapter 2





I
 decided to call Devon. Sometimes he would get upset if I nagged him about being late, so I hadn’t wanted to bother him, but now I was upset and stuck. I used the voice command on my phone, and I saw it light up on the coffee table. I hoped in a way that he wouldn’t pick up, because I didn’t want to have to explain the whole thing to him. Maybe he’d laugh at me. Maybe he’d think the whole thing was ridiculous.





I regretted calling, but thankfully after five rings I got his voicemail and I quickly used my voice command to end the call.





I thought of who else I could call for help. Everyone was busy on Christmas eve. But then I remembered that my best friend Jenna was probably home. She said she had plans tonight, but I knew she wasn’t leaving until at least 9:30. She lived close enough, so I figured it was worth a shot.





“Call Jenna.”





“Calling Jenna,” the automated voice replied, and I heard ringing.





“Please pick up, pick up, pick up…”





“Amelia?”





“Oh my god, Jenna!” I yelled. “I’m so happy you picked up. Did you leave for the party yet?”





“No babe, not yet! I was literally just about to leave the house. What’s up? I thought you were spending tonight with Devon?”





“It’s a long story, but I just need your help. I was planning a surprise for Devon, but he’s not home… and I’m stuck.”



“Stuck? Like in something?”



I took a deep breath and felt my cheeks flush red with embarrassment. Jenna and I had been quite open about sex, and had no filter when it came to discussing it, but this was unfamiliar territory for both of us.





”Oh my god, Jenna. Okay, don’t
 laugh, please. I’m under the Christmas tree, wrapped up in ribbon. It’s some stupid surprise I was doing and I’m so over it. I can’t get off my handcuffs. And I’m not wearing much, so don’t be freaked out.”





”Don’t worry, I’ll be right over. Key still under the mat?” I could hear the smile in her voice, but she didn’t laugh.





I told her it was, and she said goodbye and hung up the phone.





Now as I waited, I was really hoping Devon didn’t show up, because it would be so embarrassing to have to tell him Jenna was on her way over to rescue me. I was so sore and tired that I decided that as soon as I was free, I would throw the ribbons in the garbage and pretend this didn’t happen. But whenever I looked down at myself, I could feel the arousal shooting through my body.





I had practiced the tying for a few days now, and it looked really good. The ribbon wrapped around my skin, not too tight but snug. It wrapped under my breasts, pulling them up slightly, and then the ribbons crisscrossed over my hard nipples. If I rocked back and forth a bit, I could feel them rub slightly against the tight fabric.





With my hands behind my back, my breasts were sticking out in front of me. The way they jutted out made me want so badly for someone to touch and pinch them, and do whatever they want, and I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it.





But occasionally I’d snap back to the reality of being stuck in this position, waiting for Jenna.





Finally, I heard a key in the door. Half of me wanted it to be Jenna so I could get out, but the other half of me didn’t want it to be her because then she’d have to see me like this.





Chapter 3





“
 A
 melia?” I heard Jenna’s voice from the front door. “Can I look?”





“Yes, Jenna, oh my god you’re my saviour. I’m so sorry for what you have to see.”





She poked her head around the corner, and her eyes widened. I thought she was going to laugh, so I braced myself.





“Oh my god, babe! You look so hot! This is what you had planned for tonight?”





I felt my shoulders relax, happy that she wasn’t making fun of me or weirded out.





“Yeah, well, supposed to. But it was my idea, not Devon’s, and he’s late anyway, so I’m over it.”





“Oh my god, what a shame though, I’m sure he’d drop if he saw you like this. Where is he?”





“No idea. I couldn’t use my phone. I had to use the voice command just to call you,” I said, laughing. “You can check. I’m not sure if he sent a text.” I motioned over to my phone on the table.





Jenna took off her winter coat and hat and sat down on the couch. She grabbed my phone off of the table. Her eyes lifted off of my phone as she gave me a look of disappointment.





“ ’Hey. The guys at work wanted me to go for drinks at Stevie’s house. I figured since we don’t have plans, you wouldn’t mind. I’ll call you later.’ ”





“Oh my god, are you fucking kidding me?”





“Right? I can’t believe…oh shit, sorry. I should have helped you out first.” She said, standing up. “What would you have done if I didn’t answer?”





“I’m sure I would have figured it out somehow.”





Jenna walked behind me and knelt down. I didn’t really feel nervous anymore, but having someone see me like this made me excited. Especially after she’d called me hot.





“Oooh, cuffs? Damn Amelia, you went all out. And cute too.”





I felt her long hair brush against my arm as she leaned toward me, and her hands touched my wrists slightly as she grabbed the cuffs. Her touch felt like electricity, and I jumped slightly.





“God, these really are stuck. Do you have pliers?”





“Oh yeah, we do! They’re in the top drawer in the kitchen under the microwave.”



Jenna got up to walk toward the kitchen, and I watched her. She wore a tight, sparkly silver dress that fit her body like a glove. She had stockings underneath and big sparkly heels that she seemed to walk in a lot more effortlessly than I would have. As I studied her, I remembered she was going to be late for her party because of my stupid idea.





As soon as she came back into the room, I’d planned to apologize, but she stopped when she entered.





“I was thinking… I know you’re tired and maybe this is weird, but do you want some pictures done? Even just for yourself? You literally look like a festive boudoir model.”





Jenna loved photography. It wasn’t her full-time job, even though she did a lot of shoots that paid her well, but her pictures were amazing. She had an eye for it, and there would be so many times where she’d stop me and ask to take my picture. Sometimes it was just the way I laughed, or the scenery, or the lighting, but ever picture she’d taken of me I loved more than the last.





“I mean, it was a lot of work to get ready. But you’re going to be late for your party-”





“Fine by me. I’d be happy to skip. Especially if I have a reason. I was only going because it felt strange to be alone on Christmas eve, y’know? Well, I mean, I guess you do.”





“Only if you’re sure. I’ve always wanted to get sexy photos taken,” I said, laughing. “Do you have your camera?”





I felt silly for asking. Of course she did. She always took it with her, just in case. She reached into her purse and pulled it out, smiling.





“This is going to be so fun. I’ll get these cuffs off first, though.”





Jenna knelt down again behind me, working quickly. It didn’t take long for her to pry the handcuffs open, and before I knew it, I was free.





“I think I should probably go to the bathroom first and get a drink. My legs are numb, though. Can you help me up?”





I held out my hands and dug my heels into the carpet beneath me. She pulled, and I stood up, but I had completely underestimated how much my legs were asleep. I immediately started wobbling, unable to feel my feet, and before I knew it, I was falling toward her.





“Oh my god!” Jenna gasped, and grabbed me quickly, steadying me. One hand was holding my waist, and another my shoulder, her cold fingertips digging slightly into my exposed skin, sending shivers through me. I gripped her back, holding onto her arms.





There was something about being close to her, and the way we accidentally brushed together, that seemed different this time. I knew it was because I was barely wearing anything, but the feeling warmed me. It felt intimate and comforting, and for a moment I couldn’t focus.





I snapped out of it and pushed off of her, and we both started laughing nervously as I finally could balance myself.





“My life flashed behind my eyes!”





“You tied that ribbon really well. There could have been a lot flashing in front of my eyes if you hadn’t,” Jenna laughed.





I thought of making a comment back, saying something like ‘I wish’, but I had to catch myself. This wasn’t Devon, and I wasn’t flirting. The words came so naturally, but I just laughed and made my way toward the bathroom.





I looked in the mirror, expecting to be a mess, which was how I felt after waiting for so long and being let down. But when I saw myself, I was surprised. I’d forgotten how good I looked. My blonde hair cascaded over my shoulders in curls that were surprisingly still intact, my makeup barely needed to be touched up, and the red Christmas ribbon crisscrossed around my curves like I was made to be wrapped up. The way I stood was different in the tall heels, confident and sexy, and I almost couldn’t believe it was me looking back. Jenna was right. It was a shame Devon wasn’t here to see me.





But at least I would have photos. I was so mad at him, I wasn’t sure I wanted to show him at all. I thought of how nice it would be for me to have sexy photos of myself, just for me to see.





And for Jenna.





Chapter 4





I
 fixed my makeup and got a drink of water before coming back out to the living room. Jenna had dimmed the lights a bit more, and put on some Christmas music.





“I figured I’d play something to get you into the Christmas spirit.”





“I mean, I am dressed like a fucking present,” I said, and we both laughed.





“Anyway, I’m thinking like we can get some of you by the tree, and maybe by the fireplace too. It’s snowing out, so hopefully it’ll show up in the window. How sexy are you thinking?”





“Oh my god, I really have no idea. I mean, I trust you. Anything.”





“Anything? I mean cause we could make these real
 spicy.”





My mind wandered for a moment, trying to guess what she was thinking. I was so horny after hours of having the ribbon tease me, I really didn’t care. When else would I be able to get sexy photos done like this?





“Whatever you feel.” I decided. “We can start normal and then… just tell me. I’ll say no if I don’t want to.”





Jenna nodded. “Do you want the handcuffs back on? I think they still work. Or ribbon if you have more.”





“I think ribbon would look cute.”





“I agree.”





The ribbon was in a bag by the kitchen door. The scissors were still in the bag from earlier, along with some scraps.





Jenna took the ribbon from me, and I turned around. Jenna held my wrists, her soft touch pulling them together. I got chills instantly, and I wondered if she could see the goosebumps spreading over my arms. She tied my wrists together, tight enough that I wasn’t able to move them apart, but not too tight that it hurt. As soon as I pulled and realized I was bound again, I could feel my pussy throbbing.





We started with some pretty tame pictures to get myself loosened up, although even though I was laughing and not really posing, they didn’t feel tame at all. My nipples were so hard, and I was so wet I was worried I might drip.





“Okay, now turn around and step right in front of the tree. Perfect. Lean forward a bit, and kind of stick out your butt, yes exactly. Okay, now arch your back.”





I followed her direction and heard her snapping photos as I posed. I was used to following her direction, not quite like this, but similar. Usually she was telling me confusing things like face my body to the right but tilt my head to the left, or to look past the camera, or to put my weight on a different foot, but this seemed even easier to understand.





“Perfect. Now get down on your knees. Do you need help?”





“No, it’s okay. I think I’ve got it.”





I lowered myself slowly to the ground, still facing away from her. Instinctively, without being told, I pushed out my butt and arched my back, and I heard her squeal with excitement.





“Oh my god, you’re like a natural. Can you spread your legs a bit wider?”





Being told to get on my knees and spread my legs was only making me feel hornier. But it was also helping. I felt sexy; I knew I looked sexy, and I knew the photos would be incredible. With this new pose, I could feel the ribbon digging into my thighs, and I wondered how hot it looked.





“Do you mind if I touch you? I’m just-”





“No. I don’t mind,” I replied quickly, cutting her off. I didn’t care if she touched me. In fact, I’d give anything to be touched.





She laughed at my quick answer. “I’m just going to adjust your hair and the ribbon.”





Jenna gently gathered my hair from over my shoulders and draped it over my back. Then I felt her pulling slightly at the ribbon wrapped around me, making sure each side was even. I jumped each time she touched me, and my pussy throbbed so hard that I was worried she could hear the beating noise.





“Are you liking this?” She asked softly as she pulled the ribbons.





“Yes. I do, I mean… I am.” Fuck. Why was I being so awkward suddenly?





“You look so, so hot,” she said, grabbing my ankles and slightly pulling them in together. I knew she was just adjusting me for the photo, but I could feel my legs spreading slightly more with her pulling. My breathing was heavy.





I heard her camera clicking. It sounded further away, and then closer. I wished I could see her instead of the Christmas tree I was facing.





“Oh my god, that’s perfect. Let’s get you from the front,” she said, as if she was reading my mind.





I turned slowly on my knees to face her. She was standing, and I felt so vulnerable kneeling in front of her.





“Keep looking up at me like that,” she said, snapping a picture. “I was thinking, you can totally say no, but did you want to do like a few topless photos? Like if we just move the ribbon a bit, I think it would look really good.”





“Yes.” I replied, without even thinking. “We might as well go all out.”





“I agree! Do you want to do it, or-”





“No. I don’ t mind if you do.” I was excited even just to feel her fingers near me.





She got down in front of me, and first adjusted the ribbons around my stomach, pulling gently. I watched her as she focused on them, making sure they were perfectly even. I was grateful for her perfectionism because each touch felt better than the last, even though she was barely grazing against my skin.





Finally, she made her way up to my breasts. She hooked her fingers around each ribbon covering my nipples and dragged them away. They were even harder than before, especially with the way she had pulled the ribbon over them. Without meaning to, I let out a small noise. It wasn’t a moan, but a stifled one. It was so quiet I wondered if she’d heard it over the soft Christmas music, but I could tell by her face that she definitely had.





“Oops, sorry, I didn’t mean to-”





“No, don’t be sorry. I’m just really… um…”





“Turned on? Don’t worry, that’s totally normal. We can take a break if you want.”





“No, no, I don’t want to take a break.” I could feel my cheeks get hot. Was it that obvious?





“Okay, we can keep going. It makes for good photos, anyway. And I like seeing you flustered.”





Jenna grinned. Was she flirting with me? I wanted to believe it, but I knew she was probably just teasing to make the situation less weird.





“Whatever it takes. Anything to make the pictures look good.”





My head was spinning with excitement. I knew this whole thing was going to be so awkward later, but right now I didn’t care. I wished I could tell her what I wanted her to do to me, but I knew it wasn’t what I wanted. It was just because I was so horny. What other reason would I have to explain how badly I wanted my best friend to touch me?





“Oh, I can make them look real good. If you trust me. I can make you so turned on that you’ll be begging for pictures every week.”





Chapter 5





M
 y jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe what she was saying. I looked at her for a moment and I could tell that she was serious. There wasn’t even a glimpse of a smile on her face. She looked at me differently, with hunger.





“I trust you.”





Suddenly, I felt her hand on me, her thumb running over my nipple. I gasped and arched my back as the pleasure shot through my body. It felt better than anything I’d ever felt, to be touched after so much teasing. I felt my head fall back slightly as I enjoyed the feeling, and I heard her camera click.





“You sure you trust me?”





“Yes, please. Do whatever you want to me.” I replied, half moaning. Of course, I trusted her, now more than ever, and I knew she knew that.





I should have been embarrassed, being caught on film like this, tied up on my knees on Christmas eve with my best friend’s perfectly manicured nails grazing against my breast. But I didn’t care. I knew I would regret it later, but for now I felt so dirty and submissive, more than I ever had before.





She pinched my nipple now, rolling it between her fingers. My hips rocked back and forth against nothing as the feeling shot straight down to my wet pussy. I heard another few clicks, and I didn’t even need to play it up for the camera.





“Tell me what exactly you wanted Devon to do to you tonight.”





“I.. I don’t know. I just wanted to be…dominated,” I said, half lying. I knew exactly what I had wanted, but I didn’t want to say it. Despite how turned on I felt, I couldn’t bring myself to tell her all the things I wanted. Especially because I wanted nothing from him now.





But I knew Jenna and I had talked many times about the things we liked. She knew that Devon and I were experimenting. After all, she was part of the reason I had initially felt comfortable asking Devon to try new things in the bedroom. But I hadn’t told her just how deep my fantasies went, but I’m sure she wasn’t completely transparent with me either.





“Did you want him to grab you like this?” She asked, and wrapped her hand around the ribbon under my breasts and pulled. Another click. I felt the ribbon tighten around my skin, pushing my breasts up slightly and indenting my skin. I wanted her to drag me and do whatever she wanted to me.





“Yes,” I whispered.





“Did you want him to use you like his own personal little fucktoy?” Jenna let go of the rope and placed her finger on my bottom lip, opening my mouth. “Or did you want him to grab you by the hair and fuck your slut mouth?” Click
 .





“Yes,” I nodded, the best I could with her finger holding my lip down. I could feel myself about to drool. “Please, Jenna.”





I wasn’t even sure what I was pleading for. At this point, anything. She smiled at me and let go of my lip and pushed her finger into my mouth. She added another, and another, sliding her fingers in and out over my tongue. I wrapped my lips around them and sucked and licked them, moaning as she snapped more photos. I sucked hard so she could feel it.





“God, Amelia, you’re so fucking hot,” Jenna said, her voice dripping just like mine was. She took her fingers out of my mouth. “Tell me what you like. I want to make you feel good. For the pictures.”





“I… I don’t know. Devon and I have been experimenting lately, you know, I told you before about it. But he likes to take things slowly. It’s never really enough. He’s really…gentle.”





“I can work with that. But I’m not very good at being gentle.”





“I don’t want gentle.”





“Good,” Jenna said, running her fingers through my hair. Her actions differed from her words. It was like she was teasing me again.





“If you don’t like what I’m doing, tell me, okay? Even if you’re just not sure. I’ll stop no matter what. But I really want to treat you just like you deserve.”





“Okay,” I replied eagerly. “Please, do whatever you want.”





“I will. Stand up.”





Chapter 6





S
 he stood and watched me. I stayed still for a moment. How was I going to get up with these huge heels on and no hands to push myself up? I got on one knee, but it wasn’t fast enough.





“I said, stand up.” She demanded and then pulled me up so that I was standing in front of her. I almost wobbled on my feet, my legs feeling like jelly. “Walk to the chair by the fireplace.”





I did as she said, walking carefully off of the carpet and over to the fireplace. I had a large, black arm chair, tall and plush. The warmth of the fire relaxed me, and I almost thought about sitting, but figured that wouldn’t be part of her instructions.





“Face the back of the chair, and put one knee on the seat.”





I leaned against the chair slightly, kneeling one leg onto the seat. The position made it so that I was almost straddling the arm of the chair. I wanted to lower myself and rub my throbbing clit against the fabric. I wanted to press my nipples into the back of the chair and drag myself up and down. But I didn’t. Instead, I waited for her to tell me what to do next.





It was silent for a moment until finally I heard her camera snap another photo. Her heels clicked on the floor as she walked toward me.





She grabbed my ass firmly with one hand, and my gasp turned into a moan as her fingers dug into my skin. Her touches felt so intentional, as if she knew exactly what she wanted.





“You like when I’m rough with you, don’t you?” Click
 .





“Mmmhm, yes, I do,” I replied, as she squeezed even harder.





“I wonder if maybe we should make your ass nice and red and painful. That’s how you deserve to be treated after all. That’s what desperate little sluts like you deserve, don’t you think?”





“Yes, Jenna, pleeaase.”





I didn’t expect for it to happen so fast. I’d barely finished speaking before I felt her hand let go and then smack me hard on the ass. The throbbing sting faded into pleasure, and I shrieked with surprise. I wanted more. Without even thinking, I arched my back and leaned forward, sticking my ass out even more. The way I had wrapped the ribbon made it so that most of my ass was bare, and my small red thong did nothing to cover me.





“Fuck, you really are an easy little slut, aren’t you?” She asked, smacking me again on the other side before I could answer. Her hand grabbed the sore flesh as it stung.





“Yes, God, that feels good Jenna.”





“Yes, I know it does,” she said, hitting me again. I let out a yell as her hand hit my reddened skin. “I know it feels good, because you were made to be punished and sore. I’ve wanted to give you what you deserve like this for so long.”





For a moment, I was pulled out of what was happening. I was so turned on that I was forgetting how weird this was. I’d thought this was just totally random. Was Jenna being serious when she said that she had thought of this before? Had she been hiding her feelings for me, or was she just saying it in the moment? But then again, how often did friends just randomly decide to fuck each other? I couldn’t believe how hot she was tonight, and how easily she could treat me like this. I wondered if maybe I’d had feelings for her all along without realizing.





However, I didn’t get very deep in thought before she spanked me again and again. This time it was so hard that I moved forward with the force, my breasts bouncing against the back of the chair. My nipples rubbed roughly against the fabric. I moved them against it, unable to help myself. My stinging, sore ass and the feeling of my nipples being touched made my pussy throb even harder. I felt my hat slide slowly off of my head as I rocked.





“Sit up straight,” Jenna growled, grabbing onto my hair and guiding me back. It took everything to stop myself from playing with my nipples. It had felt so good I thought that if I continued, I could almost cum.





She let go of me, and I heard her step back.





“Perfect. Now arch your back.” Click.
 “I wish the picture would show how much you’re shaking and dripping. But at least I can see how beet red you are. I hope Devon asks you why you’re wincing when you sit down for Christmas dinner tomorrow. Stand up.”





I stood up and turned to face her, and the reality hit me again. This was my best friend, and I wanted nothing more than to rip her clothes off. I wanted to do whatever she said, and let her use me in ways I knew Devon never would have. The worst part was that I didn’t even feel guilty. I knew I would in the morning, but right now I felt like if Devon could hang out with his friends and do whatever he wanted, then I could do the same with mine.





And she knew it, too. I could tell by the look on her face that she knew she had me in the palm of her hand.





Chapter 7





S
 he walked over to me slowly, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I felt like she was a predator, and I was her prey. She flipped her hair over her shoulder and sat down in the chair slowly. I turned to face her. Her dress was quite short, but she pulled it up even more, so that I could just barely see her panties underneath. She spread her legs open slightly.





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





She placed her thigh in between my legs and pulled me so that I was straddling one of her legs. I couldn’t steady myself with my hands tied behind my back, but she grabbed my hip and my shoulder to keep me in place. She pulled at me so that her leg was pressed right against my pussy, and I moaned just at the pressure.





“Go ahead. Rub yourself against my leg, you needy cunt. Show me how badly you want to be fucked.”





I ground my hips instantly. My pussy was so wet that her leg immediately felt slick, and she helped to pull my hip down so that my clit glided against her skin. She was right. I was needy.





“Oh my god, Jenna, fuck,” I cried loudly as I ground my hips over and over, my aching pussy finally getting some relief. My breasts bounced as I rocked.





She let go of my shoulder and grabbed her camera from beside her, snapping more pictures. Each click sent me further and further, making me feel so dirty for doing this on camera. Each click made me feel wetter than before.





“Please.” I didn’t know what else to say. It felt so good, but I wanted her. I wanted her to be the one touching me. It wasn’t enough this way.





“Keep begging, slut.”





She put her camera down and grabbed my shoulder again and leaned forward. Her soft lips latched onto my nipple and sucked, her tongue flicking over the hard nub.





“God, Jenna, fuck. Please. Please, that feels so fucking good.”





I ground my hips so quickly now, moaning loudly with each rub of my clit. I felt like I was so close to coming, but like I could never get there like this. She had to fuck me. I felt her teeth gently pinch at my nipple and I couldn’t take it anymore.





“Jenna, please fuck me, please. I need it. I’ll do anything. I’ll be your- oh my god
 , I’ll be your fucking toy, please.”





“Okay,” she said, letting go of my nipple. She pushed my hips slightly off of her, and I whined as my empty, needy pussy clenched. “But me first.”





I had wanted to cum so badly, and I knew she was just toying with me, but I was excited. I wanted to taste her, and I wanted to see her as far gone as I was. She didn’t need to ask me. I got up with her help and dropped to my knees.





“Wait,” she said, pulling out her camera again. “God, you’re such a good, obedient slut. Could you do me a favour first?”





She crossed her long legs, and her big sparkly high heel shoe was right in front of me. She moved her foot up and down slowly.





“Just for the picture,” she said, smiling, and moved her heel closer to my face. She didn’t even have to ask. She knew I would do it.





I licked her high heel, looking up at her, and for a moment she just watched me. Swirling my tongue over the heel, I could taste the smooth, glittery plastic. I moaned as I licked, putting on a show, and I saw her eyes widen. She quickly took a picture and put her camera down again.





The look on her face made me think maybe she was ready to beg. But instead, she cleared her throat and moved her shoe away from me.





“Enough. My turn.”





Jenna slid her panties off and sat on the edge of the chair. I wished she would untie me. I wanted to touch her, but I knew she would not let me. She opened her legs, and as soon as I saw her gleaming wet pussy, I could feel myself almost drooling.





I licked her slit slowly, and she opened her legs wider to accommodate me. I felt her hand on the back of my head, but she didn’t guide me. She didn’t need to.





I’d never even thought of doing this before, but I tried to do what I would want. She tasted sweet on my tongue and I was so horny that my mouth felt relieved to be sucking and licking. I dipped my tongue inside of her hole and she shivered, her hips pushing back toward me.





I pushed my tongue inside of her even more, and she gently guided my head so that I fucked her slowly with my tongue, slick with her wetness. She guided my mouth now up toward her clit, and I flattened my tongue and flicked against it, enjoying the way she squirmed each time.





“Mmm, yes Amelia, fuck.”





I sucked on her clit and felt her grip on my head tighten. I moaned and sucked even harder.





“You like the way my pussy tastes, don’t you, slut? I wish I could fuck your face like this every day. I’d use you up just like you fucking deserve.”





I could only moan in agreement, my face held against her clit. She held my head and ground back and forth while I sucked and licked. I wished I could tell her how much I liked the feeling of her using my face to fuck herself, but instead I just showed her. I sucked so hard over and over that I could feel my jaw getting sore, but it was worth every moan dripping out of her mouth.





“Fuck, you’re so good…”





I felt her legs shake and tense. Her hand now held my hair in her fist, and I couldn’t keep quiet. I was so turned on by how close she was that I could feel my clit throbbing so hard it almost hurt.





“Yes, oh my god, Amelia. You’re going to make me fucking cum.”





I could feel her release, her whole body stiff. She yelled and moaned wordlessly as she came, holding my head still. I kept sucking her, feeling as the waves of her orgasm continued, until she finally loosened her grip on my head.





I looked up at her. Her face was red and her hair stuck to her skin. Her eyes were half lidded in her blissful state, and she watched me. I leaned down and licked her soaked pussy, moaning as I tasted her. I watched her as she squirmed over my tongue.





Chapter 8





S
 uddenly, it was as if I had awoken something within her. She pulled me away from her and slid down onto the ground beside me. She reached behind me and undid my wrists so quickly I didn’t even register what she had done at first. My arms were still so heavy.





Her hands were on me everywhere. She eased me to lie on the ground. Her hands grabbed me roughly, but it wasn’t harsh. It was complete desperation, like she needed me. I felt a hand slip between my legs while another grab my breast, and I groaned and writhed before she even touched my pussy.





Her fingers pushed my panties to the side and slid inside of me instantly, my pussy so wet that it felt like I’d already cum. I lifted my hips off of the ground as she fingered me. She pushed another finger inside, and then another, stuffing me and thrusting.





“Jenna..” was all I could manage as I bounced against her hand. She seemed to be speechless as well, her eyes burning into me. Her thumb slid up to rub my clit, passing over it with every thrust. I cried out louder than I ever had before, feeling like I was losing control.





I didn’t care if Devon walked in and saw me being fucked like this. In fact, I kind of wanted him too. Not because I wanted him to watch, but because I wanted to show him how well I could be fucked. I wanted him to see what he was missing out on, what he could have had.





Jenna held my nipple between her fingers as she fucked me. I was so close I knew I could cum if I wanted to, but I tried to hold on so that I could feel this for longer. Her fingers inside of me felt so good, curled up and making me twitch every time she hit my g spot. It was like her hand was made perfectly to be inside of me.





She leaned down, right when I was trying to form the words to tell her I was cumming. She pressed her lips against mine, hard, and then swirled her tongue over my lips. I couldn’t help myself any longer, cumming hard, my orgasm ripping through me as she flicked her tongue against mine. I clenched my pussy against her fingers, over and over. She didn’t slow down, making sure to keep fucking every drop out of me, moaning against my lips.





I wasn’t sure how many times I came. She broke the kiss, and we both gasped for air. She slowed her movements, watching as I twitched and writhed every time she pushed her fingers inside of my drenched, over-sensitized pussy. Finally, she slowed completely as I caught my breath.





She sat up and watched me, rubbing my arm. It felt like I was waking from a slumber. I could hear the soft Christmas music that had seemed to fade away, and felt the heat from the fire.





I waited to feel regret and shame. I ran it over and over in my head. This is wrong. This is your friend. You took pictures; you let her control you and call you names. But the guilt never came. Instead, I just felt happy.





Jenna’s hand grabbed onto mine, and I looked up at her. She smiled, looking just as happy as I felt.





“You okay?” She asked softly.





“Are you joking? I’m way more than okay. That was incredible.”





“I can’t believe… we did that.” She said, laughing. “I just… seeing the way you looked, all tied up. The way you looked at me, I needed you.”





“Where the fuck did you learn to talk like that?”





“Lots of practice,” she said, winking.





Jenna laid on the floor beside me, still holding my hand, and running her other hand through my hair. I was still catching my breath and stretching my legs that had tensed so hard from cumming it felt like they had cramped.





“This feels so…risky. Fuck, we have a lot to talk about.”





“I know,” I replied, thinking of what would happen next. “But I know what I want.”





“Me too.”





Chapter 9





W
 e stayed where we were for a few moments, silently listening to the music drone on. I kicked off my heels and after a few minutes, we both stood up. Without even needing to ask, Jenna grabbed the scissors, and I lifted my arms, letting her cut the ribbon away.





After we both cleaned ourselves off, I changed into a nightgown, and Jenna took an oversized shirt to wear. She made hot chocolate while I found a Christmas movie on tv, something cheesy and romantic. I sat on the couch with a blanket, and when she came back into the room, she put down our drinks, letting them cool off.





She sat on the couch and wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me close to her. I pulled the blanket around us and she held me tightly. The fireplace crackled while the wind whistled outside, and just outside of my vision, the Christmas tree dimly lit the room.



“This is the best Christmas present I could have asked for.” Jenna said, stroking my hair.



“Me too. And we’ve even got pictures to remember.”



“Oh my god, I can’t wait to see how they turned out.”



“I’m sure they’re great. But I think the ones we’ll take on New Year’s Eve will top them.”



Jenna laughed and leaned back, pulling me against her chest. We sat there cuddled for hours, watching Christmas movies and joking around. I was so grateful that my handcuffs had jammed, otherwise I would have been in bed hours ago, alone.





My mind kept wanting to go through all the little hints and clues during my friendship with Jenna, all the signs I’d missed that something like this could happen. But I didn’t want to waste any time in my head. I wanted to spend every moment fully present in her arms.





Also by Faye Rose





[image: Dominated and Punished by B&B Host: An Age Gap Lesbian BDSM Erotica]


Dominated and Punished by B&B Host: An Age Gap Lesbian BDSM Erotica


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BK5FJVXH





“You sure you don’t want to keep them?”





She was close to me now, and I noticed her robe had slipped down her shoulder, revealing her sharp collarbone and smooth skin. I tried not to look down at her, but I wanted to see what she was wearing underneath.





“Yeah, I’m… I’m sure.” I wondered if she could tell that I was lying.





She smiled and outstretched her hand, not breaking eye contact. I handed the handcuffs to her and watched as she loosely held them around one delicate finger.





“Let me know if you change your mind. Goodnight hun.”







Carmen is moving to a new town, but has to stay at a B&B before her apartment is ready. Upon arriving she is enthralled with the older, beautiful host, Mrs. Slade. When Carmen finds a pair of handcuffs in her guest room, her mind goes wild with desire, wondering what it would be like to try them on. However before she can, Mrs. Slade catches her with them. Carmen turns them in, but then she can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have Mrs. Slade use them on her. Will she find a way to seduce the sexy innkeeper into giving her what she desires?
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Stacy stepped toward me so closely that I was completely up against the wall. She wasn’t touching me, but my skin was on fire, begging for her to. I knew it was just my brain reacting to the dream I had. I didn’t actually have feelings for her. I hated her.





“I can’t believe I have to sit across from you, of all people.”





I swallowed hard, and I was sure she could hear it. She licked her lips softly, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe as I watched her.









“Why?” I asked, almost in a whisper.







Jenny likes everything about her job except for one of her coworkers, Stacy. One day when Jenny arrives at work, she realizes that the mean and dominating Stacy is now sitting directly across from her. Jenny is able to put her feelings about her aside, until she breaks one of Stacy’s many ridiculous rules. Will Jenny accept her hot coworker’s punishment, or will the risk of getting caught be too much for her to handle?
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