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In The Arms Of My Mistress

I pulled hard at the tape binding my wrists above my head. God, it was tight. There was no way I was escaping this one. My ankles were bound together similarly, too; the tape wound tightly around both of my legs at least five or six times. Lainey wasn’t taking any chances after I had escaped from her bondage that one time last month.

I writhed and pulled at the restraints but all it did was make me wetter. Stretched out across the bed on my back, I looked up into my mistress’ eyes. I lay beside her, nude and exposed while she still wore a black pair of briefs and a lacey black bra. Lainey had been horny this morning, I could tell because she woke me up by kissing my breasts and sucking on them needily. That usually means she wants to have a quickie before work, but today being Saturday, we had time for a little more fun.

She drew her hand slowly down my abdomen, just touching me, teasing me, knowing how wet it made me just to be restrained by her. “Are you my little plaything?” She cooed down at me.

I struggled again, but the latex tape binding my hands together had absolutely no give. “Ngh. Yes, I’m your plaything.” I grumbled back up at her brattily.

Her hands continued dancing up and down my body, tickling the insides of my thighs, brushing past my hard, tender nipples, and pulling roughly at my wavy dark brown hair. “I can do whatever I want to you, you know. I could fuck you. I could leave you tied up in this bed and go about the rest of my day while you squirm and writhe and beg for pleasure. Would you like that?”

“No, please,” I begged, turning towards her with a pathetic moan. “Please, don’t tease me anymore. Please, Lainey, please fuck me.”

Lainey loved to hear me beg. Personally, I enjoy the sound of my begging more when my mouth is gagged tight, but so far she was letting me run my mouth without consequence. She grabbed a hold of my jaw and held my head in place. With her other hand, she drew her fingers down slowly, slowly towards my clit. Her hand hovered above it, just close enough to feel her heat, but faraway enough that I got no pleasure or release from its presence.

“I don’t think you deserve to be fucked.” She hummed, sighing. “In fact, I’m not going to fuck you until you make me cum.”

As excited as the idea made me, I wasn’t sure how long I could hold out without being fingered or fucked. God, I needed it so badly. Lainey knew that I got so, so much pleasure just from being tied up. I was incredibly wet just from the act of her tying my hands and feet together. I loved when she tied me up and just teased me, playing with my body like a little toy. It made me feel so good to be reduced to a sex object, just a doll she could pose and do with whatever she wanted.

Lainey pulled her underwear off, tossed them to the side off of the bed, and climbed on top of me, straddling my neck with her hips and placing a leg on either side of my head. With my hands tied up above me, there was nothing I could do save for push my mouth up against her warm, sweet pussy. “There you go. Lick me, just like that.” She instructed me, grabbing a fistful of my hair and guiding my head forward roughly. I love when she’s rough with me like that.

She fucked my face slowly at first, rolling her hips around and pressing them down onto my open mouth. I licked her, pressing my tongue up inside of her and sucking gently on her pulsing, sensitive clit. It gave me pleasure to give her pleasure, and her quiet moans filled me with wet, sticky heat.

“Good girl,” She praised me, “just like that. Just like that for your mistress. Oh, fuck, yeah, baby, just like that.” I could tell I was doing well by the way her voice rose and fell, the way she bucked harder against my face. I moaned into her pussy and I think the vibrations of my voice must have felt good on her clit because she let out a long, unrestrained moan of pleasure after I did that.

“You like that you little slut? God, I’m going to fill you up with my cum.” She promised. “I’m going to cum in your mouth in a minute. Just keep going, keep licking, baby.”

I did as she requested, nodding my head along, my own pussy begging for even the slightest of touches. How long was she going to withhold pleasure from me? How long would I have to be teased and tortured?

“Oh, fuck, fuck, I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum in your mouth, you little slut. Keep your mouth still while I–oh, oh fuck, I’m cumming!” Lainey groaned out, her body trembling slightly as her hips stopped bucking. I felt a sudden stream of warmth leaking out of her cunt and into my mouth. It was sweet and tangy and I lapped it up like a good little girl.

Panting slightly, Lainey climbed off of me, but remained by my side. She slipped two of her long, thin fingers into my mouth and I sucked on them, wrapping my tongue around them. She pulled them out of my mouth and wiped some of the cum off of my chin and cheeks. Then, she put her cum-covered fingers back into my mouth. I sucked them again. She fucked my mouth a little, pulling her fingers in and out and making me gag when they touched the back of my throat.

“Mmm,” she purred. “that was very good.” She lay down next to me and I turned to face her, adjusting my bound hands so they were behind my head. I whimpered in need, squeezing my thighs together, imagining her hands fucking me.

“Please,” I begged, “please, mistress–”

She clapped a tight hand over my mouth and my eyes rolled back in pleasure. I loved being gagged more than anything and the feeling of her handgag was heavenly. It was so tight that many of my moans were reduced to quiet little mewls, hardly audible. “Shut up.” She instructed me. “Do I have to make you shut up?”

“Mmphh, mpph,” I shook my head no behind her head, but of course I wanted her to.

“You’re going to be far too loud, I can tell. I better gag that big mouth of yours.” She said, removing her hand and returning to the end of the bed where we get a metal toolbox of all of our sex toys.

“Please,” I begged again as soon as she got off the bed. “Please, don’t gag me. I’ll be good, I promise, I’ll be quiet.”

My pleadings were ineffectual and Lainey returned a moment later with a roll of the same black tape that bound my hands and ankles. She sat by my side and I moaned pathetically up at her, but said nothing more.

She grabbed my black thong underwear off of the floor that she had tossed down while tying me up and held it up in front of me. “Your panties are nice and wet. I think that’ll keep you quiet for awhile.”

“No, ple–mmpphh!” I cried out as she shoved the panties into my mouth. They were tangy and moist, but dampened the sound of my voice immediately. I struggled in my bondage some more, writhing in her lap with messy and pathetic moans seeping out of me. Lainey tore three strips of the black tape from the roll and placed them down on the bed. She pulled me closer to her, rolling me over onto my back and holding me still.

“You’re going to cooperate, aren’t you? You know you’ll never get fucked if you resist me.”

I nodded helplessly. She took the strip of tape and applied to my mouth as tightly as she could manage, smoothing it down with her hands to ensure that it stuck properly. I nearly came then and there. She grabbed the second strip and placed it just slightly above the first one, smoothing it down just as she had done the first. Then, she applied the third one and took another moment to ensure all three were tightly applied to my face.

“Mmpph,” I moaned up at her, giving her wide-eyed look, pleading her to fuck me. “Mmph, mmmmmphh, mph.”

“Ah, that sounds much, much better.” she said, placing the roll of tape on the bedside table. “Now, let me get a good look at you. You look so helpless all tied up in bed like this. Really, it’d be kind of me to fuck you, but I think I might enjoy just looking at you for awhile.”

I continued to moan over and over again into my gag, quiet little groans escaping its restrictive silencing of my mouth. I loved the idea of her just holding me, teasing me, massaging me while I was tied up. Of course I wanted her to fuck me, but there was something so pleasureable about her watching me in such a helpless state.

She rolled me over onto my side and stretched out next to me. With one hand, she began to play with my right nipple, teasing it, kneading it between her thumb and forefinger. With her other hand, she picked up her phone and casually began to scroll through her messages.

“Mmph,” I complained, though her fingers felt very good against my sensitive nipples. I glared over my shoulder at her.

“Shhh,” She chided me. “You’ve waited this long. You can wait a bit longer. Let me just enjoy the quiet. And I do love looking at you like this.” Lainey returned her attention to her phone and left me humping the air needfully. God, I wanted her to touch me. I wanted her inside of me, fucking me, owning me, claiming me.

For another five minutes or so, simply teased my nipples, batting at them, squeezing them, all together ensuring that I was unbearably horny. I was panting into my gag by the time she finally put her phone down and turned to face me.

“You want me to fuck you now?” She asked.

 I nodded, vigorously. “Mmph, mph, mph.”

Her hand hovered over my clit. I was ready. I needed this so badly.

She pushed me onto my back, climbed on top of me, and thrust her fingers inside. She fucked me with long and hard strokes, using three fingers to tickle and tease my g-spot. My inner walls clenched around her fingers and I bucked my hips in a rhythm to meet hers.

“Mmmmphh!” I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut tightly. She fucked me until my wetness began to drip out of my pussy and leak on to the sheets below. Then, she pulled her fingers out of me and focused on my swollen, sensitive clit.

“Ah, is this what you want? You like this you little fucktoy?” She baited me.

I nodded as much as I could while writhing and squirming into her touch. The more she fingered me, a warmth bloomed and erupted inside of me, sending pleasure to nearly every part of my body. She slapped my pussy a couple of times, causing me to cry out with the enjoyment of pain that also contained pleasure.

“You can cum when I give you permission to, okay?” Lainey instructed me, removing her hands from my pussy completely and lying down next to me. She bent forward and bit down on my nipple, teasing it with her tongue, rolling it around in her mouth hungrily. “And right now, I’m not quite done with you.”

I pulled at my restraints yet again, my body clamoring for her touch. I wanted to grab her and told her tight, but the tape kept me immobile, just how she liked me. My panties in my mouth were becoming stale and stiff.

Lainey turned me onto my stomach and I stretched my bound arms out in front of me. With my ass up in the air, she grabbed hold of both my cheeks and spread them. Her tongue darted inside of me and penetrated me gently, giving me soft waves of pleasure every few moments. Her fingers came next, digging into my cunt from behind, fucking me lazily, like she had all the time in the world. My body, on the other hand, wasn’t going to last much longer. I could feel my orgasm beginning to rise inside of me, threatening to spill over and take me with it.

I let out a little moan with every thrust of hers, feeling her hands penetrate me from behind and use me like a worthless little toy. She gave my ass a hard slap and I bucked in surprise and pleasure. She spanked me again, and again, leaving red handprints all across me.

“Alright, slut, I’m going to let you cum now. You’ve been denied long enough, I think. And you better cum hard and loud for me, do you understand? Make it worth it for me.” Lainey instructed me.

Hoping I could live up to her standard, I braced myself as she reached around and began to finger me from behind. I sat up onto my elbows to give her better access. Her fingers worked furiously on my clit, rubbing the little central core of pleasure with practiced mastery. She knew exactly how to get me going.

“Who owns this pussy?” She muttered down at me.

“Mmmphh.” I moaned back, hoping she understood that she did. She was the owner of my tight little pussy.

“That’s right. I own it. I make it cum whenever I want to, don’t I? Here you go, here you go, baby. Go ahead and cum all over my hands.”

I did as she said and within moments my body released a stream of wetness that dribbled down my thighs and onto the bed below. I humped the air as the orgasm strained and tightened my body, one long, loud moan escaping me. Then, I collapsed onto the bed like a wrung-out cum rag.

“That’s my girl.” Lainey said, lying down next to me. She held my bound body in her arms and gently wrapped a hand over my already severely gagged mouth. “Did you like that? I bet you like that, hm?”

I nodded and whimpered quietly. I fucking loved it.

“Want me to give you some more, hm? Can you take another orgasm like that you fucking slut?”

I pushed my ass up against her crotch and took pleasure in the warm afterglow of just having had an orgasm.

“No?” She said, taking my silence as an answer. “We’ll just lie here a little while, then. Keep you all tied up and mine. Yeah?”

I nodded sleepily in the arms of my mistress, hoping she never, ever untied me.













Bound To You

Lisa frowned as she heard the sound coming from upstairs once again. What the hell was it? She had heard it at least four times now. It was like the sound of a kitten meowing or some kind of small animal making garbled noises. Finally, she threw down her book, got up off of the couch, and made her way upstairs.

Lisa lived with two roommates, Cate and Darla who were dating, but they definitely did not live with any cats. She stood in the upstairs hallway and listened for the sound. There it was again! But louder. That meant she was close... It must have been coming from Cate’s room. She knocked on the door quietly.

“Cate? Do you hear that weird sound?” Lisa pushed open the door. “Oh my god! Cate!” There, lying on the bed, was Cate. Her hands were bound behind her back with leather cuffs and her ankles, while also bound to one another, were tied to her wrists. Her mouth was gagged with a large, black bandanna. She wore lingerie under her bondage, a light pink bra and matching pantie set.

Cate looked up at Lisa with pleading eyes as her roommate burst forward and pulled the bandanna down from her mouth. Lisa was surprised to find that a ballgag was beneath the bandanna. She unhooked it from behind Cate’s head. “Cate! Are you okay? What... what’s going on?”

“I’m okay. I’m just... I’m embarrassed you’re seeing me like this. It was Darla. She tied me up because she wanted to have a little fun, but then she just left me! She said this was punishment for flirting with another woman at a bar last night.”

“Oh...” Lisa said, her eyes trailing up and down Cate’s bound body. Cate was tall and strong, but she looked so helpless hogtied in bed like this. “You were... does Darla... tie you up a lot?”

Cate struggled in her bonds, glaring over her shoulder at the tight leather cuffs. “Yeah,” She said, “We’re really into it, but usually you don’t just tie someone up and leave them! I thought she was going to fuck me...”

“How long have you been like this?” Lisa asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed. Her impulse was to untie Cate, but for some reason she felt like the woman might not want that.

“Half an hour or so.” Cate said, sighing as she tried to pull her bound ankles apart. “This hogtie is really well done. Sometimes I can escape when she ties me up, but definitely not today.”

For many moments, Lisa simply looked at Cate’s gently struggling form on the bed. She had never been tied up, nor tied anyone up, before. But something about the way Cate looked while gently struggling in the cuffs sent a firebomb of desire up inside of her. Slowly, she placed a hand on Cate’s thigh and gently massaged it.

“Mm. That feels good.” Cate said, looking up at her roommate with a small smile.

Lisa dragged her fingers down Cate’s thigh, feeling the smooth silkiness of her friend’s skin. She used both hands to gently caress her abdomen, trailing upwards towards her breasts. “You look... really good all tied up like this, Cate.” Lisa murmured. She wanted to touch Cate’s breasts, to see them behind the lacy lingerie.

“Yeah? You think so?” Cate murmured, adjusting herself slightly so that she lay on her side and her full bound form was visible to Lisa. “You want to touch me, Lisa? I get really wet when I’m tied up, and since Darla left... Go ahead. You can do whatever you want to me. There’s nothing I can do to stop you...”

Lisa felt a pool of wetness beginning to form in her panties. She really, really wanted Cate. And Cate was inviting her to do as she pleased. How could she not? Lisa reached over and gently rubbed Cate’s left nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She found it was already hard and tweaking it around between her fingers only made it stand at attention.

“Mmm,” Cate whimpered, tensing in her bonds. “Keep doing that. I love having my nipples played with.”

Lisa obliged, using both hands to pull Cate’s bra straps down her forearms and exposing her round, full breasts. She twisted each nipple at the same time and bit her lip as Cate writhed in pleasure.

“God, yeah, that feels good, Lisa. You’re really good at that. What else are you going to do to me?” Cate whined.

For many moments, Lisa remained still and silent, continuing to tweak her roommate’s nipples around her in her hands. Though she had never participated in any form of bondage or BDSM before, she was growing more confident with every passing moment. “Well, first...” She reached over and grabbed the ballgag she had taken out of Cate’s mouth. “I’m going to put this back in your mouth.”

“What? Oh, c’mon, Lisa, you don’t have to do that. Darla just did that to keep me quiet while she was gone.”

“You don’t want me to gag you?” Lisa asked.

“I want you to–mmmphh.”

“Shhh. I think you said that I could do anything I wanted to you.” Lisa said, shoving the ball between Cate’s lips. She pulled the straps around the woman’s head and tightened it. Then, she pulled the black bandanna hanging around Cate’s neck up to her lips, just as it had been when she first found Cate.

“Mmmmpppphhh.” Cate moaned up at her, her eyes glaring at Lisa over the tight, silencing gag.

“That’s much better.” Lisa said with a small laugh. “I think I like you better when you’re gagged, Cate. You can be so bossy sometimes, and it’s nice to be able to hear myself think.” This, Lisa realized, was too much fun. She could really get used to playing with Cate like this.

Cate struggled, squirming around on the bed and trying desperately to slip her hands from out of the leather cuffs that bound them. She whimpered and moaned continuously, but the gag kept her voice garbled and unintelligible.

“So, being tied up turns you on?” Lisa asked, running her hands down Cate’s thigh again. “What about it makes you feel so good? Is it being helpless? Being unable to call out for help? Or do you just like the way it feels?” Lisa placed a hand up against Cate’s panties. They were moist and damp with her wetness. “Oh, wow, you’re not kidding. You really are wet, Cate.”

The bound woman nodded helplessly.

With slow, gentle fingers, Lisa pulled the panties down towards Cate’s bound ankles. She pushed apart the wet, wanting folds of Cate’s pussy with two fingers, brushing over the woman’s throbbing clit. She gathered her wetness with her hands and swiped it all over and around Cate’s pussy. “Well... I don’t know if I should fuck you, to be honest. Darla might not like that. It’s unfortunate she’s not here to fuck you, but... I guess we can make due. I’ll be right back.”

“Mmph?!” Cate called out as Lisa left the bedroom. The last thing she wanted was to be left alone bound and gagged again.

When Lisa returned a few minutes later, she held in her hand a long wand vibrator. It had a massive vibrating head on top of a long handle. “It won’t really count as fucking if I use this on you.” Lisa explained as she lay back down on the bed beside Cate.

She ignored the quiet mumblings of the gagged woman and turned the vibrator on. “Oh, don’t worry, I’ve cleaned it.” She said with a laugh as she placed it up against Cate’s dripping wet folds. Immediately, like she had been touched by electricity, Cate bucked and writhed against the vibrations. She tensed and struggled in the cuffs that bound her, but otherwise could not escape the rapturous pleasure of the wand.

“You like that?” Lisa asked, moving the wand up and down. “Your clit is going to feel so good after this, Cate.”

Cate caught Lisa’s gaze and gave her look so filled with hunger and desire and pleasure that Lisa had the sudden urge to kiss her. Instead, she became more focused on massaging Cate’s clit with the vibrator to push those thoughts away. Within minutes, Cate’s cries of pleasure became quicker in succession and louder. Lisa recognized the sounds as indications that couldn’t take much more. Cate was definitely going to orgasm soon.

“Oh, so close, Cate. You’re almost there. C’mon, cum for me. It’s going to feel so good, you know it will. C’mon, Cate. Cum. Let’s see you cum for me.” Lisa crooned.

“Mmpph, mmph–mmmmmppphh!” Cate let out a long, final groan of pleasure into the gag as her body bucked and trembled and shuddered into stillness. She panted through her nose and looked gratefully up at Lisa.

“Did you like that? I’m glad I could be of service. Hopefully Darla won’t be too upset I’ve given you an orgasm.” Lisa said, turning off the vibrator and tossing it down on the bed beside her. “I wonder when she’ll be back... oh well.” She climbed off of the bed and pulled Cate’s panties back up onto her sopping wet pussy. “Enjoy the rest of your time tied up, Cate. I’ll be sure to let Darla know you’re still up here when I see her.”

“Mmph? Mmph? Mmmmmph?” Cate protested, now struggling madly to get out of her restrictive bondage. Who knows when Darla would be back to release her?

“Thanks, by the way. That was fun. We’ll have to do it again sometime.” Lisa said as she left the room and shut the door behind her.














































Experiments

Diana motioned for Elaine to come and join her on the bed. It was a Friday night and though they would typically be spending this time with drinks and dancing at a nearby bar or trying out the hottest new restaurant in town, tonight Diana had opted for something a little more intimate. Her and Elaine had finished half of a bottle of wine together and had so far spent the evening listening to music and lying on top of the soft gray duvet on her Diana’s bed.

Elaine had gotten up to examine a poster on Diana’s wall, but quickly returned to her girlfriend’s side as the woman beckoned her. She crawled on all fours up to Diana and straddled the dark-haired woman’s hips with her thighs. “Yes?”

“I just want to taste you a little bit.” Diana said, smiling. She wrapped her arms around Elaine’s waist and brought her forward to capture her lips. The kiss was soft and exploratory. Elaine pressed her tongue inside of Diana’s mouth and gently massaged the wet crevices of her mouth. The only sounds in the room were the soft moans of pleasure escaping each woman’s lips.

Elaine sat back on her heels and Diana pulled her forward so that their crotches were nearly touching. “You feel so good, baby.” Diana murmured into the kiss.

With her arms connecting behind Diana’s head, Elaine pulled away from the kiss for a single moment. “You want to do more than just taste me?” She asked.

Diana pulled her head back just slightly so that she could look into Elaine’s vibrant green eyes. Her smile grew wider. “Like what, baby?”

“Mmm, I don’t know. Maybe we can... experiment a little.”

“Experiment?” Diana repeated, “Experiment with what?”

Elaine’s cheeks reddened. For many moments she tried to put into words what exactly it was that she wanted. “What if... my hands were tied behind my back while we kissed?”

Diana licked her bottom lip, considering the thought. “That could be extremely sexy. Tell me more.”

Elaine swallowed down her brief moment of uncertainty. It was now or never. “You could play with my nipples or... finger me, and there’d be nothing I could do about it. I wouldn’t be able to call out for help if your hand was smothering my mouth...” She suggested.

“I like the thought of that.” Diana mumbled, darting forward to steal another kiss from Elaine. “So go ahead, then. Put your hands behind your back.”

Elaine’s pussy swelled with desire at Diana’s command. She did as she was told while Diana hopped off of the bed. After digging through her closet for a few moments, Diana returned to the bed and sat directly behind Elaine. She dragged her fingers slowly down the woman’s forearms, her breasts pressing up against her girlfriend’s back.

Elaine released a sigh of pleasure at the sensation of a long, cloth robe tie being wound around her wrists. Diana cinched it tightly. “I didn’t know my girl liked to be tied up... I wish I would have known sooner.”

Elaine bit her lip as excitement and anticipation swirled around in her stomach. Diana shifted position so that they were facing each other once again. She drew Elaine towards her and began kissing her again. The kiss was rougher and hungrier than before and Elaine had to brace herself to avoid falling backwards on the bed. Diana’s kiss shifted from Elaine’s lips and traveled up to her earlobe where she sucked gently on the soft bit of skin. She dragged her teeth along Elaine’s neck and listened intently as Elaine’s moans grew louder.

“I like you like this.” Diana murmured. “You’re mine, with nowhere to go, nothing to do but whatever I want you to.”

Elaine smiled up at her girlfriend, desperate to kiss her again. “So, you’ve got me all tied up. What are you going to do with me?”

“Well, first...” Diana grabbed Elaine’s shoulders and spun her around on the bed so that the bound woman’s back pressed up against Diana’s front. She lifted Elaine’s shirt with one hand and gently began to play with her nipples. “I’m going to tease your sensitive little nipples.”

Elaine moaned in appreciation as Diana’s hands worked at her breasts. She loved the feeling of being helpless, unable to control what was happening to her body. “God, Diana, oh baby, that feels good. What else are you going to do to me, huh? What else?”

Diana clapped her hand tightly around Elaine’s mouth. She pressed her hand hard up against the woman’s lips and pulled Elaine close to her for better leverage. “How about you be quiet for a bit, hm?” With her free hand, Diana grabbed tightly onto Elaine’s left nipple and tweaked it between her fingers. She slapped her round, full breast and pinched the nipple over and over again. Elaine’s moans were made even more quiet by the tight handgag Diana had on her.

Elaine turned her head towards Diana’s chest, her hips riding slowly up and down in the air as her pussy became wetter and wetter. She desperately wanted Diana to finger her, but now she had no way to make that request.

Gently, Diana trailed her free hand down Elaine’s abdomen and to the top of her gray skirt. She reached forward and gathered the front of the skirt in her hands and slipped her hand beneath it to stroke the outside of her girlfriend’s panties. “You really like this, don’t you? You like it when I’m in control of you.”

Elaine nodded beneath the handgag, looking up into Diana’s eyes pleadingly.

“I bet it’s turning you on to have my hand smothering your mouth so tightly. I bet you could use a little release right now.”

Again, Elaine nodded vigorously, trying desperately to press her hips forward enough to reach Diana’s hand.

“Would it turn you on even more if I used both hands?” Diana murmured. Without warning, she pulled her hand out from under Elaine’s skirt and pressed it tightly on top of her left hand already smothering Elaine’s mouth.

Elaine moaned yet again but the sound was hardly audible beneath the tight clasp of both of Diana’s hands.

“You can’t say anything, can you?” Diana teased, laughing quietly to herself. “Mmm, I like you like this, Elaine. ” For a brief moment, she removed both of her handgags and pulled Elaine’s face towards hers by her chin. She kissed the woman long and hard, shoving her tongue deeply into Elaine’s mouth. Then, as soon as she was finished, she clamped her hand right back over her girlfriend’s lips.

“Let’s see how wet you are.” Diana suggested, and finally inched her hand back towards Elaine’s panties. She slipped the fabric to the side and swiped a couple of fingers through the woman’s wet folds. “Oh my god... you are dripping wet. You really, really like when I do this to you, huh?”

Elaine, rendered silent and helpless, could only nod and let out an affirmative moan.

Diana fingered her slowly, teasing her, not applying pressure, just dragging her wetness back and forth from her clit down to her cunt. Then, she brought them both down to the bed so they were lying next to one another, both facing the wall. Keeping her hand tight around Elaine’s mouth, she continued to finger the woman sensually.

“Mmmmm,” Elaine moaned, squeezing her eyes shut in delirious pleasure. She pulled softly at the robe tie binding her, but it had no give.

“That’s right, baby. You feel me?” Diana’s fingers began to move faster and faster against Elaine’s clit. She worked it softly, but quick and Elaine’s moans came suddenly louder and faster. Before long, Elaine was bucking her hips back and forth wildly, on the precipice of cumming, pleasure spilling out of her endlessly. All the while, Diana kept her hand tightly wrapped around Elaine’s mouth, never letting her grip falter.

Elaine came suddenly and unexpectedly and her body relaxed into a state of divine tranquility. Slowly, Diana pulled her hand away from her girlfriend’s lips.

“Mmm,” Elaine moaned to herself, “that was so good, Diana. God, I haven’t been that wet in so long.”

Diana bent forward and kissed Elaine’s neck once more. “Oh, you think that I’m done with you?”

Elaine smiled, biting her lip as she looked over her shoulder at Diana. “You know how sensitive my pussy is after cumming...”

“I don’t think you’re in much of a position to argue.” Diana said, sitting up and sliding off of the bed. She was gone for a couple of minutes, but Elaine managed to sit up with her hands bound behind her back.

“What are you doing?” She called out to the woman who must have gone into the hallway.

After a few moments with no response, Diana returned to the bedroom wearing a strap-on dildo. She also held in her hand a black bandanna scarf. Elaine’s eyes widened slightly.

“Watching you squirm around helplessly made me so, so wet, Elaine.” Diana said, taking a couple of steps towards the bed. “I need to fuck you again. But this time, I’m going to have to use both hands, so...”

Elaine hardly had any time to protest as Diana stepped forward and wrapped the scarf tightly around Elaine’s mouth. She double knotted it behind her head and smiled down at the tied and gagged woman. “That looks really sexy on you, baby.”

Elaine tested out her new gag, moaning into the soft folds of fabric. It contained her voice just as well as the handgag, if not even better. Diana pushed Elaine down to the bed and once again lifted up the gray, pleated skirt. She grabbed a handful of Elaine’s ass and squeezed before dragging her panties slowly towards the floor.

“Ready, baby?” Diana asked as she readied the smooth, silicon dlldo hanging from the harness around her hips. She pulled Elaine to the edge of the bed so the woman was face down on the sheets with her ass pointed up in the air at Diana. She pressed the tip of the dildo between Elaine’s fold from the back, pushing it slowly, sensually inside of her.

Elaine could not contain her cries of pleasure as the dildo opened her up, spreading her wide and forcing itself inside of her. Her inner walls clenched tightly around it as Diana began to fuck her with smooth, slow strokes. “You’re mine, baby. You like that?”

Elaine nodded emphatically, moaning out another few guttural noises of pleasure. The tip of the dildo pressed up against her g-spot so perfectly, rubbing up against that magical spot up inside of her.

Diana reached downwards and worked her own clit as she fucked Elaine. She touched herself with smooth, rapid strokes, rubbing back and forth across her pleasure center. “Oh, fuck, Elaine,” She whined. “Oh, baby, god you look so good.”

The dildo slid in and out, in and out, over and over again touching that perfect spot inside of Elaine. Diana’s wetness was leaking out of her, sliding down her leg while Elaine’s stained the sheets beneath her.

“Mmmphhh,” Elaine whined with every stroke of Diana’s cock.

“Oh, fuck, Elaine, I’m going to cum,” Diana inhaled, sucking in a sharp breath. She fingered herself faster and faster. Her pleasure was blooming, rushing up inside of her, filling her to the brim. She gasped–

“Fuck, god, yes...” She mumbled as her body tensed into one giant nerve, then relaxed entirely. She bent over Elaine with the dildo still stuffed inside of her girlfriend’s pussy. Slowly, she pulled out and lay down next to the bound woman with a sigh of content.

She reached over and pulled the gag down from Elaine’s mouth. “How was that, baby?”

Elaine pulled at the tie binding her hands, but otherwise relaxed curled up next to Diana. “My only request is that we do this more often. And next time, it’s you who’s getting tied down.”


































Her Prized Brat

“Well, well, well... guess that means I’m the winner.”

Kara stared down at Melanie’s hand in disbelief. Full house. How the hell had she gotten a full house?! She had been certain she was going to win with the three aces. She sat back in her chair and crossed her arms over her chest as she realized what she had gambled away. It had been a joke, right? Melanie wasn’t really going to make her be her personal sex-toy for the rest of the retreat. Although, the thought was tantalizing...

No, no. Kara forced those thoughts away. Her and Melanie were over and done with. And she enver would have actually agreed to a night of sexual slavery had she realized it was serious.

“Congratulations.” Kara muttered, taking a long sip from her drink. The table had broken out into raucous laughter and cheering. God, this was the worst work retreat ever. Three days in the middle of the woods with a bunch of assholes who just so happened to witness the breakup of her and Melanie’s two-year long relationship. Sometimes she sincerely regretted not packing up and moving after she and Melanie called it quits. But no, she just had to try and be strong and stick things out at a job where she would inevitably be forced to work with Melanie many times a week.

“Wow, well we better leave you two alone.” Marlene from accounting cackled. “Kara, you’ve got a long night ahead of you.

“Ha ha.” Kara deadpanned, rolling her eyes and chugging more from her bottle. From across the table, Melanie smirked knowingly at her. Even after their rather public breakup, she still loved to see Kara squirm.

“Well, as much as I’d like to see this showdown, I’m going to bed. Got another full day of sitting by the lake drinking beer tomorrow.” Ted from accounting said, stretching his arms over his head with a big yawn.

“Yeah, nice win, Melanie.” The other players around their poker table congratulated Melanie as they gathered their things and began to part ways. Kara got to her feet and downed the rest of the glass in one swallow. She figured she had better get going before–

“And where do you think you’re going?” Melanie’s voice cut through her like a knife. Kara turned and glared down at the still seated woman. Everything about Melanie infuriated her. Her shaggy mop of brown hair. Her light blue eyes. The tiny gap between her two front teeth.

“I’m going to bed.” Kara said, setting her now empty bottle down on the table beside her worthless three of a kind.

“I don’t think so. I won fair and square. And according to the rules, I won a fabulous prize of one night with Ms. Kara Durden as my personal sex slave.” Melanie sat back in her chair, her smirk permanently affixed to her face. She placed her hands behind her head and sighed gently. “I’d hate to have to release the drunken email you wrote up last year about what a limp-dicked idiot you think our boss is–”

“Jesus christ, Melanie! You still have that?! I told you to delete it!” Kara yelled in hushed whispers.

Melanie’s laughter spilled out of her easily. She got up from her chair and nodded towards the cabin a hundred feet away. “C’mon, just a year ago you would have begged to be my sex slave for a day.”

“Yeah, well that was before we broke up.” Kara muttered, crossing her arms over her chest.

Melanie stepped forward and put her arm around the blonde woman, smiling in amusement at her. “You’re going to have fun tonight. That’s a promise. Now,” She placed her lips very close to Kara’s ear, nearly sucking on the soft bit of her earlobe. “get inside and get undressed.” She whispered.

Kara shivered slightly, despite herself. Her sex life with Melanie had been... incredible, to say in the least. But after all of the shit they went through during their breakup, she was positive she never wanted anything to do with the woman ever again. Reluctantly, she began a slow, shameful march towards Melanie’s cabin.

Melanie pushed open the door, then shut it behind the both of them. It was warm and the light was low. The only furniture in the small cabin was a bed and an armchair beside the window.

Kara looked around the room with a huff. Wordlessly, she lifted her shirt over her head. Her sports bra was gray and pushed her breasts upward and together into two soft mounds of flesh. She unbuckled her black belt and slowly stepped out of her jeans. “Okay, now what?” She mumbled.

“Hm. I don’t think I like that attitude of yours, Kara.” Melanie said moving to sit on the edge of the bed. “Get over here. I know exactly what you need.”

When Kara glared in response, Melanie pointed down to her lap. “Get over here, now. Don’t make this harder than it has to be.”

“Fine,” Kara huffed. “You want me to... what? Get in your lap?”

Melanie nodded. “Face down.”

The color drained from Kara’s face as she realized what exactly Melanie had in mind for her. This had been one of her favorite things to do in bed, but it had taken her years to buck up the courage to ever ask any of her lovers to do it to her. She licked her lips and slowly lowered herself over Melanie’s lap, her knees touching the floor and her ass pointing upwards towards her ex.

“Very good.” Melanie praised, pulling at the waistband of Kara’s simple white panties. She pulled them down to Kara’s ankles and rested her hand on the woman’s pale, white ass. “Count aloud.” She said, grabbing a handful of the cheeks and squeezing them, kneading them in her hands.

Kara felt the familiar sensation of desire wetting the inside of her pussy. She knew as soon as the spanking began, she would be dripping, even sopping, wet.

THWACK!

Melanie’s hand came down hard on Kara’s ass and made a sound like a cracking whip.

“O-one.” Kara mumbled, hissing in anticipation, excitement, and pleasure. Her prediction had been correct. Her pussy was swollen with desire immediately upon being spanked.

“Good girl.” Melanie said. She raised her hand and spanked the woman again.

THWACK!

“Two...” Kara said.

“Are you a good girl, Kara?” Melanie asked, her voice low and serious in the quiet of the cabin.

“What? Am I a–”

THWACK!

“Guess not.” Melanie grabbed a handful of Kara’s hair and jerked her head upwards. “How about from now on you answer every question I ask you with ‘ma’am’? Got it?”

Kara let out a soft groan of pleasure as her head was yanked back. She was beginning to wonder why she and Melanie had ever broken up. “Y-yes, ma-am.”

“Very good.” Melanie raised her hand once again.

THWACK!

Each spank was solid and loud, breaking the quiet of the room like a bowling ball crashing through pins.

“T-ten...” Kara eventually counted out. “Ma’am.” She added on, quickly with a roll of her eyes.

“I think that’s enough for now.” Melanie pushed Kara off of her and began to remove her shoes and socks. “What am I going to do with you, Kara?” She asked, admiring the pink splotches of color along the woman’s ass. “Hm.” She said, leaning back onto her elbows. “I think I’d like a good pussy licking. What do you think? Want to lick my pussy, Kara?”

Kara dropped down onto her knees in anticipation of what she would be asked to do. She looked up into Melanie’s eyes and for many moments took pleasure in the situation. It was hard to do with all of her negative emotions and associations with Melanie swirling around inside of her stomach, but she managed to push them aside momentarily. Maybe tonight would be fun...

“Yes, ma’am. I’d love to lick your pussy.” She said, glaring at the woman.

Melanie laughed, amused by Kara’s bratty attitude. “Looks like someone is going to need some more punishment tonight. Okay, well, that’s fine with me.” She unbuckled her belt and unbuttoned her pants and slid them down to the ground. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she nodded down at herself. “Get going... slut.”

Kara nearly called Melanie something in retaliation, but caught herself just in time. She took a couple of steps forward and placed her hands on Melanie’s thighs.

“Oh, wait a second.” Melanie murmured. She reached for her pants on the ground and removed the black belt from around the waist. “Stay just like that. I need to tie those hands of yours. I don’t trust you enough to not tie you up.”

“God, Mel, are you serious? C’mon–” Kara protested. “This is so–mmpph!” Her protests were cutoff as Melanie clapped a hand over the blonde’s mouth.

“Mm, see how much better that sounds when you don’t talk?”

“Mmmphh!” Kara groaned, trying desperately to buck Melanie’s hand away from her mouth.

“See why I have to tie you up?” Melanie said, taking her hand off of the woman’s mouth to grab both of her wrists. She held them tightly behind her back and began winding the belt around them.

“Goddamnit, Melanie. You are so going to pay for this...” Kara muttered darkly. “...ma’am.”

Melanie returned to her seat on the edge of the bed, pulling her underwear down to her ankles. “Get started, slut.”

With one final glare, Kara pushed her head forward and gently began to tongue her ex’s clit. She was surprised to find how wet Melanie already was, but she said nothing about it. Instead, she obediently ran her tongue through Melanie’s wet folds, lapping up her wetness like the good little slut Melanie was making her be. She did love the taste of her cum, though. She always had.

“Ah... yeah, right there.” Melanie groaned, leaning back onto her elbows. “Baby, yeah... just like that. Don’t stop.” She tipped her head backwards in pleasure, sighing softly. “Mmm, that feels good. I’m so glad I don’t have to hear your voice right now.”

Kara rolled her eyes as she pressed her tongue further up inside of the sweet, warm pussy. Licking pussy had always been one of her favorite sexual activities. There was something so taboo about it that made her want to do it more than anything.

“Fuck, fuck, that’s it, Kara, keep going. Shit–shit, I’m–” Melanie’s voice cut off as she bit hard into her lower lip. She shuddered, her entire body trembling with the passing of a short and sweet orgasm. An exhale left her easily and she lay back on the bed. “Good girl.”

Kara lifted her head away from her ex’s pussy and tried to clean her face as well as she could with bound hands. “How was that, ma’am?”

“Ah, very good, very good, Kara. You are proving to be quite an effective little slave. Come here.” As Kara got to her feet, Melanie sat up and grabbed the woman around the hips. She pulled her down to the bed with her and wrapped her arms around Kara’s middle.

“This wasn’t some elaborate ruse to get me back, was it?” Kara asked, grunting as she once again tried to pry her hands apart from their belted prison.

“You think if I wanted to get back together I’d tie you up and make you lick my pussy? No, this was just for fun.” Melanie said, her voice stained with laughter. She gave Kara’s ass another spank. “Hmm, and what to do with you now?”

“You could make me cum for once.” Kara suggested, brattily, earning herself a tight yank of her hair backwards. “Ahhh...” She hissed, though there was more pleasure than pain.

“Is that what you want?” Melanie hummed, fingers wrapped tightly around her ex’s blonde strands of hair. “Think this is about you and your pleasure? I don’t think so, honey. Tonight it’s all about you servicing me. And maybe, maybe, if I feel like it, I’ll give you a little reward for all of your hard work. But the way this is going, it’s not looking likely...”

“Oh, please ma’am,” Kara whined playfully, trying to talk with the stereotypical porn star voice. “please fuck me with your amazing fingers! Please give me so much pleasure, I beg you, please!”

“You are really walking a fine line here, slut. Too bad I don’t have anything else to tie you up with, otherwise I’d really be punishing you...” Melanie threatened, her voice low and serious in the back of her throat.

“All I want is for you to shove your big giant cock inside of me, ma’am–ahhhh!” Kara was in the middle of another jab when suddenly her pussy was filled with three of Melanie’s fingers. Melanie pumped them in and out of her quickly, giving her pussy a few short thrusts.

“I know what you want, and you’re not getting it.” Melanie purred. She dragged her hands along Kara’s middle, holding her hips and pressing her crotch up against the bound woman’s ass.

“Oh, fuck...” Kara moaned. God, that had felt so good to have Melanie inside of her, even for the briefest of moments. “Mel, please...”

“Was that you actually begging for me to fuck you? Pathetic. Lucky for you, I did bring a few toys with me on this weekend retreat.” Melanie said, hopping up from the bed and meandering slowly over to her duffel bag on the floor. She unzipped it and rooted around for a few moments before extracting a dildo inside of black leather harness. She removed the silicon piece from the harness and returned to the bed.

“Who were you planning on fucking this weekend?” Kara asked, staring down at the dildo in her ex’s hands.

“I don’t think that’s any of your business.” Melanie said, sitting down next to Kara. She pulled the woman into her lap so that Kara was facedown on the bed, her head and chest close to Melanie’s crotch.

Without another word, Melanie pushed the dildo into Kara’s mouth and held it there. “Look up at me.” She instructed.

Kara did as she was told and brought her gaze upwards towards Melanie. Her lips wrapped around the shaft of the dildo, the whole thing filling her mouth from front to back. It wasn’t quite touching the back of her throat, but it could be with one little push.

“Jesus, you look hot with that cock in your mouth.” Melanie murmured, running a hand through Kara’s hair. “Suck on it, baby. Go on, give it a good licking.” Melanie pushed and pulled the thing into and out of Kara’s mouth, slowly, gently, watching with care as drool began to spill out from the sides of Kara’s lips.

“Mmmm,” Kara moaned into the silicon member, tongue the tip of it, running her mouth up and down its sides.

“I love the way you look right now, Kara.” Melanie murmured, using her free hand to gently play with her own clit. “You look like such a fucking slut. Are you my slut, baby?”

Kara nodded with her mouthful. She didn’t want to be bratty anymore. She wanted to please Melanie.

“Good girl, that’s such a good girl.” Melanie praised, continuing to thrust the cock in and out of Kara’s mouth. She brought herself to a quick, quiet orgasm, and finally pulled the dildo out of Kara’s mouth completely. “Well, now that you’ve got it all lubed up...” She dragged the wet toy down Kara’s back and pushed the tip of it gently in between her ex’s wet, slit.

Kara gasped, squeezing her eyes shut and pushing her ass out a little further. She wanted the dildo inside of her, wanted it to fill her up. Melanie pushed the tip inside of Kara’s wanting pussy, slipping it further and further, as far as it would go until the base of the toy was the only thing visible.

“How do you like that?” Melanie asked, “God, you are filled to the brim...”

“Nnngh, god, Mel, fuck, that–that feels so good. Please–please fuck me, please don’t just leave it in me, please, Mel-” Kara begged, her voice cracking with need. She humped the bed with what little mobility she had, whimpering into Melanie’s lap.

“No... no, I’m not going to fuck you yet.” Mel whispered. “I think you need a few more spankings.”

Kara’s eyes widened to the size of small saucers. Her pussy walls clenched tightly around the dildo, keeping it locked in place and giving her indescribable pleasure. If only Melanie would fuck her with it, instead of filling her up like a little doll. Being spanked would only increase her desire tenfold. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could take any of this...

THWACK!

Melanie’s hand came down on Kara’s ass hard and fast.

“Ngh! One...ma’am.” Kara said, obediently.

“Very good, you remember the rules.”

THWACK!

“Two, ma’am.” With each spanking came a wave of pleasure through Kara’s entire body. Her pussy was leaking juices all around the dildo.

“Actually, I don’t want to hear you talk anymore.” Melanie murmured. She placed one hand over Kara’s mouth and handgagged her tightly. Then, she brought her free hand down onto Kara’s ass yet again.

THWACK!

“Mmphh...” Kara mumbled into Melanie’s hand, still counting despite being gagged.

“Now, listen to me, Kara. You’ve been very, very amusing tonight. I really love seeing you like this, all submissive and powerless. You make a really good slave, mostly because you’re so resistant. Here’s what I’m going to do...”

Kara whimpered into Melanie’s hand and tried her best to look up at the woman. Fuck, she wanted to cum so badly. She would do anything for an orgasm right then and there.

“I’m going to fuck you with this dildo. I’m going to slide it in and out of you and play with that perfect clit of yours. I’m going to fondle your tits, finger you, and make you cum harder than you have in a very long time. Does that sound good? Is that what you want?”

Kara nodded emphatically, “Mmmpph, mmphh, mmpph.” She begged, bucking her hips as the dildo tickled her in just the right spot.

“Good.” Melanie pushed Kara onto her back and grabbed the dildo with one hand. She pulled it out a few inches, then pushed it in again, further. She pulled it out, pushed it in, over and over, pushing until the tip of it hit Kara’s g-spot and the woman cried out in pleasure.

Kara’s whimpers and moans streamed out of her uncontrollably. Her mind faded away as pleasure took over every part of her body, claiming her, crippling her. All she knew was the mind-numbing thrusts of the dildo, of Melanie’s hands fucking her over and over again. Melanie pushed the dildo fully inside of her again and shifted her attention onto the woman’s clit. She worked it quickly, slapping it, rubbing big wide circles around it and using Kara’s wetness to lubricate her throbbing pussy.

With one hand, she grabbed Kara’s right breast and squeezed her nipples hard, tweaking them, pinching them in her hand until Kara cried out in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

“I’m c-cumming, fuck I’m going to–” Kara nearly screamed, her body twitching and tensing as her orgasm approached.

“Cum for me, you fucking slut. Cum nice and hard for me...” Melanie commanded, her fingers never stopping as she played with the woman’s clit.

“Ahhhh, fuck!” Kara yelled. She climaxed suddenly and without much warning and those beautiful tremors she loved surged through her body like lightning. She relaxed then, turning onto her side and sighing into the sheets. She was panting without realizing it, exhausted from Melanie’s attentive fucking.

Melanie dropped down beside her and sighed in content, wiping her fingers along her leg. “Mmm, you didn’t deserve such a good orgasm, but... there you have it.”

Kara sighed, pulling at her bound hands a little. “So, I was a good slave, then? Can you untie me now, please?”

“Ah, ah, ah, I don’t think so. In fact, you did such a good job that I think I’m going to keep you like this for as long as I can. As soon as we get back to the city and I get my hands on some rope, you’re in big trouble.”

“Oh?” Kara challenged. “Is that so? What makes you think I’m ever going to let you do this to me again?”

“Are you kidding? You loved every second of it. You’re going to be begging to be my sex slave every night of the week.”

Kara licked her lips at the thought. As loathe as she was to admit it, it was true.



















Hotel Getaway

Dani stood in front of Room 405 in the Parker Hotel. She sighed down at the key card in her hand, not really wanting to go inside. Today was the start of the 4th of July weekend and, as per her family’s tradition, they were spending a long weekend together in San Diego with some family friends. Dani usually loved this time of year and even enjoyed spending time with her family, but this year something was different... This year, instead of all sleeping together in a private house on the beach, she would be sharing a hotel room with her childhood best friend, Christina.

Both Dani and Christina, who had grown up next door to one another, had gone off to college last year and for the first time in their lives lived in separate cities. This transition had been much harder for Dani than she initially imagined it would be, mostly because she and Christina were so close growing up. As best friends, they shared a special connection that she could hardly even put words to. She didn’t know how to explain it even to herself, but their relationship was far more meaningful than just friends...

Just days after their eighteenth birthdays, Dani enrolled at a private university two hours away from home, while Christina was recruited onto a state volleyball team at the local state college. It had been difficult moving away, but Dani had to admit she was excited to meet new friends and start working on her Engineering degree. She would text with Christina almost every day and sometimes they’d Skype, but for the most part they only really got to see each other in person during these family get togethers.

Sharing a hotel room with her childhood friend would normally be nothing to be disappointed about. In fact, just a year ago the idea would have been exciting and guaranteed fun for the weekend. But this time, Dani was worried. Over the past few months she had attempted to date a few of the women she met at her college, but nothing had really stuck. For the most part, she found herself always comparing her potential new girlfriends to Christina. They were never as intelligent as her, or as funny, or... as attractive. Sometimes, all she could think about since moving away was Christina.

She bit her lip, trying desperately to quell the desire rising up inside of her. She usually got wet when she thought about Christina for too long. How the hell was she going to spend an entire weekend with her without getting unbearably horny? With a sigh, she stuck the keycard into the slot, and pushed the door open.

“Dani? Is that you?” A voice called out from the bathroom.

“Hey, Christina. Yeah, it’s me.” She said, shutting the door behind her and tossing her duffel bag onto one of the beds. The hotel was extremely nice. It was a spacious room with two queen beds and a view overlooking the pacific ocean. Dad must have gotten a good Christmas bonus this year, she thought.

She took a look outside of the window and admired the city streets below. The sound of the bathroom door opening sent a tremor through her heart. Please don’t get wet when you see her...

“Hey! There you are.” Christina darted forward and wrapped her arms around her childhood friend’s neck in a tight embrace. Their bodies pressed up against one another and Dani inhaled sharply. “Wow, look at you.” Christina ran a hand down Dani’s arm and squeezed her bicep. “You’ve been working out, I see. I’ve missed you! How’s school?”

Dani felt the familiar rush of heat bloom inside of her as Christina’s hand squeezed her muscles. Fuck, why did she have to be so touchy-feely? Christina had always been like that with her, but now it was going to be near impossible to not get turned on when she touched her like that. “Yeah, missed you too.” She said, slowly pulling away and taking a seat on one of the double beds. “Um, it’s good. Busy semester. How about you?”

“Yeah, you know. Pretty much the same.” Christina plopped down on to the bed next to her, leaning on her side and holding her head up with her hand. As she lay down, her white tank top rode up and her midriff became visible. Dani tried extremely hard not to stare at the supple stretch of milky, smooth skin just above her hips. “Lots of traveling with the team. Excited for a little relaxation this weekend. We’re supposed to go meet our parents at their little party on the beach later. I think all four of them are drunk already.” She said with a laugh. “I said I’d make sure you got in safe and we’d go down together. Sound good?”

“Sure thing.” Dani agreed, trying very hard to look only at her childhood friend’s eyes. This was torture. What the hell was she going to do when Christina put on a bathing suit later? An image of Christina in a black two-piece bikini flashed in her mind and she nearly moaned in pleasure at the idea.

“You okay, Dani? You seem a little distracted or something. Need a little wake-up?” Christina’s hand darted forward and tickled Dani just beneath her ribs. Her touch sent swells of pleasure through her and simultaneously made her double over with a mixture of laughter and annoyance. She was always messing with her like that.

“I’m fine, I’m fine, I’m fine,” She assured her through peals of uncomfortable laughter. “Just... long drive, you know.”

“Okay, well watch your back!” She warned her, hopping off the bed. “I’m going to get ready. Let me know if you need to use the bathroom.” She teased.

Dani watched as Christina returned to the bathroom, her eyes unconsciously drifting downward towards her ass. She was wearing a pair of tight, black yoga pants and a black tank top, like she had just been working out or something.

Feeling very unsure of what to do with herself, Dani grabbed the remote control, thought about turning the TV on, then decided against it and tossed it back down. Okay, she told herself, you can do this. This weekend will be no big deal. She heard the shower turn on and suddenly the unmistakable feeling of desire began to spread through her again. She immediately pictured Christina getting naked.

“Fuck...” She murmured, looking down at herself. There it was. Her clit was dying for some release. She couldn’t stop thinking about her, imagining her taking off her clothes, the water spraying all around her, sliding down her luscious, supple breasts. She wondered what they felt like to hold in her hands, how sensitive her nipples were... She glanced over to the bathroom. Christina did say to let her know if she needed to come inside. Would that be weird? She just wanted to be in the same room as her while she showered, just for a moment.

For too long, she stood outside of the bathroom with her fingers gently toying with her wet and wanting clit. Finally, she bucked up her courage. She pushed open the door and made her way inside.

“Hey, Christina, I just need to wash my ha–oh, shit, sorry–“ Dani felt as if she had been paralyzed. Christina was not in the shower, but still standing nude outside of it. Her eyes locked onto Christina’s form and for many moments she stood there staring. Her breasts were round and supple, not huge, but perfectly average. Her torso stretched downward, long and toned from all of her summers playing volleyball, and her legs were smooth and milky. She was in really good shape. Christina tried to cover herself with her hands as Dani admired her, but there was little that could be done. After a moment, she dropped her hands and stood there in front of her, bare.

“Dani...” She said, her voice strangely calm. “Can you...? Shut the door, I’m getting dressed.”

Inhaling sharply, Dani nodded and turned around, quickly shutting the door behind her. What was that? Had Christina let her see her on purpose? No. There was no way. She would never do something like that. Clearing her throat, Dani returned to her bedroom and sat down on the bed with a sigh. All she could see in her mind was Christina’s lithe, perfect form. Her pussy throbbed and ached and begged for some attention. God, her childhood friend had a great body. She rubbed gently at her clit some more, just letting her attraction send small spurts of pleasure through her.

Fifteen or so minutes later the bathroom door opened and shut again.

“All yours.” Christina said, smiling at her. She was dressed now, but not wearing much clothes. Just as Dani feared, she was wearing a red and white bikini and a pair of small, tight black shorts.

She quickly made her way into the empty bathroom and turned on the shower, hoping desperately Christina couldn't smell her heady, musky desire leaking out of her. For many minutes she just stood under the water, thinking in silence about Christina. She wanted her... There was no denying that anymore. But how could she ever bring that up to her? How could she ever tell her best friend that she wanted to fuck her?

Suddenly, the door opened again. Dani straightened behind the thin shower curtain.

“Hey, it’s just me.” Christina said, “Sorry. I forgot something. Don’t worry, I won’t look.”

“Oh.” Dani mumbled. “Um, yeah, okay.” Her clit throbbed again.

“You been in there awhile. What, are you jerking off in there or something?” She muttered, half-joking.

Dani’s embarrassed silence was enough to confirm her suspicions. “Um, I can leave if you–“

“No! No... it’s okay.” She said, licking her lips. Was this weird? What was she thinking? For many moments the only sound in the bathroom was the rush of falling water. Finally,

Dani turned off the faucet and reached an arm out to grab a towel. She stepped out of the shower and stood in front of her childhood friend with a towel wrapped around her. She bit her lip and stared downward at the ground. She could feel Christina’s eyes on her.

“Dani...” She said, her eyes locked on to Dani’s body. “Were you... masturbating because you saw me getting dressed?”

Dani nodded, once. “Yeah.” She said, rubbing the back of her neck with the palm of her hand.

Christina took a step closer to her.

Dani couldn’t believe she hadn’t slapped her across the face for admitting her attraction. Well, she had already gotten this far. There was no hurt in trying to get further. Slowly, she grabbed the end of her towel and untucked it from around her waist. The towel fell to the ground and she stood bare in front of Christina just as she had stood in front of her. Christina looked down at her childhood friend’s erection and then up into Dani’s green eyes.

“Christina,” She murmured, reaching out and grabbing her hand. She guided it towards her pussy behind the towel and to her surprise Christina didn’t remove it. “I want you to...I... I can’t stop thinking about you.”

For many moments, Christina seemed to be thinking in silence. Finally, she pulled her hand away. “Get back in the shower.” She said, quietly.

Dani’s heart palpitated in her chest. Holy shit. Could this really be happening? She turned and quickly climbed back into the shower, turning the water on and letting the warm droplets slide down her body. With the shower curtain open, she watched as Christina began removing the clothes she had just finished putting on. Her swimsuit top fell to the ground beside the matching bottoms, and she climbed into the shower beside her. Looking up into her childhood friend’s eyes, she gently slipped two fingers inside of Dani’s warm slit. She stroked her softly, dragging her fingers up and down over the wet, sensitive lips of her pussy.

“Like this?” She whispered.

Dani nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. She put her hands up against the cool tile in the back of the shower and pressed closer to Christina. Christina’s lips were so close to her as she stroked her, playing with her pleasure center, working her clit slowly and sensually, rubbing her own wetness and water up and down, over and over. Warmth was spreading from somewhere near her belly button up into the rest of her body.

“Fuck, yes, Christina...” She murmured into her hair. “God, that feels good.”

“So you liked seeing me naked?” She asked, increasing the speed of her strokes. “Y-yes.” She nodded vigorously.

“What did you like about it?”

Her brain could hardly form words. Christina, her childhood friend, her best friend childhood friend, was fucking her in the shower. The idea was completely foreign, almost unbelievable. But god did it feel amazing.

“I...” She moaned, scraping her teeth up against her bottom lip. “Your tits... your skin... you just–fuck, you’re so beautiful, Christina. I... I’ve always been attracted to you.”

Christina’s fingers worked faster, in a frenzy. The more she saw Dani being pleasured, the more she seemed to realize how much she enjoyed giving it to her. “I never knew you felt that way. Tell me more.”

Dani shuddered, her entire body tensing. She was coming to cum soon. There was no way she could last more than a couple of minutes like this. She moaned against the roof of her mouth, wanting to touch her, wanting to feel her beneath her hands. “Oh, fuck–Christina, I’m.... Fuck, I’m going to cum.”

Christina’s fingering came even faster now, dragging her wetness up and down throughout her wet slit. She locked eyes with her childhood friend as her orgasm hit sudden and fast.

“Fuck, Christina, oh god–“ Dani clenched her teeth together to keep anymore sound from coming out of her. She nearly collapsed in the shower, leaning against the cool tile wall as her cock shuddered out a stream of cum into Christina’s hand. She kept her hand up against her even after she orgasmed, sliding it slowly up and down, making her tremble every few seconds.

“Was that good?” She murmured.

Dani nodded over and over again, panting.

Still, Christina didn’t move away. “Dani? I don’t want to go the beach. I want to stay here with you.” Her eyes lit up and she straightened slightly. “Really?” She asked.

“Yeah,” She nodded, reaching behind her and turning off the shower water.

Dani could have sworn she was dreaming. She couldn’t form words beyond a simple ‘yes’ as she climbed out of the shower and quickly toweled off. Christina did the same. Both of them nude, Dani led the way from the bathroom back to the beds. She ran to the open curtain in front of the window and pulled it shut for some privacy.

She returned to the bed where Christina was sitting, looking up at her with huge, green eyes. As she sat down beside her, their shoulders brushed. For many moments, they simply looked at one another. Christina’s breaths came in short, quiet waves. She wanted more. She wanted her. Without saying a word, she bent forward and pressed her lips to Dani’s, kissing her gently at first. Then, as she seemed to decide she enjoyed the sensation, the kiss became hungry and needy.

“Dani,” Christina whimpered, “I really enjoyed giving you pleasure. I want you to do the same to me.”

Dani pushed her tongue inside of Christina’s mouth, exploring the wet crevices, teasing her tongue with her own. She bit gently on her bottom lip and raised her hands to her childhood friend’s shoulders.

“You want me to make you feel good?” She guided her down to the bed and dragged her fingers across her breasts. Her nipples were already hard from the shower, and when she dragged her thumb across one, she moaned appreciatively. She twisted and tweaked them, rubbing at the ultra-sensitive area. She took a handful of her breast in her hand, kneading it, squeezing and worshiping those beautiful tits she had for so long admired.

“Oh, Dani, like that...” She murmured.

Her hand trailed downwards across her abdomen and towards her hips. She was gasping for her touch now. Slowly, she pushed two fingers in between the lips of her pussy and gently pressed on her clit. She was wet, she could tell, which meant she maybe wanted her just as badly as she wanted her. She gave her a moan of appreciation in return as her fingers stroked her sensitive interior lips. Her pussy was swelling again already just from hearing the soft, whimpering moans Christina was making. She removed her fingers from inside of her and put one leg over Christina’s hip, straddling her, pressing her hips gently up against her wet, wanting pussy.

“You want me?” She murmured. “You want me inside of you, Christina?”

“Yeah, Dani, yeah, please, I want you inside of me. Please, go inside of me.” Christina begged, reaching out and wrapping her arms tight around her neck.

Dani pushed three fingers into Christina’s wet folds. She slid in so easily with how wet she was. She let her fingers linger inside of her, then slowly pushed until she felt Christina’s inner walls clenching around her. She bucked her hips in a smooth, slow rhythm, placing her hands down on either side of Christina’s head for leverage.

“Oh, fuck, fuck yeah, Dani, oh my god, just like that. Like that!” Christina wrapped her arms around her upper body and pulled her closer to her. Her tits bounced up against her chest as she was fucked.

Pleasure far beyond that of the hand job bloomed inside of her. She fucked her quicker, a little harder, her hips pressing into hers as she thrusted.

“Ungh,” She groaned, letting her eyes slide down from Christina’s eyes to her body beneath her. She had dreamed of this moment for so long, and now here she was, moaning, begging for more beneath her. She admired her as her tits bounced up and down over and over again. God, she was so hot staring up at her, her teeth dragging along her lower lip, her eyes begging and pleading for more.

She fucked her like that for another minute or so, but she didn’t want to cum again quite yet. Dani pulled her cock out of Christina and grabbed onto her hips. “Turn over.” She requested. “I want to go in you from behind.”

She turned onto her stomach, pulling her knees up close to her elbows and sticking her ass out into the air for her to access. Dani stopped and for just a few moments admired the sight of Christina opening herself up for her.

She sat with her knees folded and pressed three fingers inside of her childhood friend’s pussy from behind. It was tighter back here, like it had been barely accessed in this way before. She let out a groan of appreciation as she entered her.

“Oh, yes, god, Dani.” She begged, pushing her forehead down to the pillows. “Fuck me slow, Dani. I want to feel you inside of me.”

She thrust into her, letting her hands linger on her firm, supple ass. She held onto her hips for support and pushed herself so far into her that she could go no further.

“Ah!” She cried out, her voice muffled by the bedsheets. “Just like that,” She mumbled.

“Oh my god, fuck yes, Dani, just like that.”

She pulled back very slowly, just feeling the sensation of her warm pussy moistening around her fingers. Then, she thrust forward again.

“Fuck me, Dani. God, you feel so good!”

She continued like this, going in and out of her at a steady pace, her pussy getting wetter and wetter and her desire blooming until her pleasure was becoming too much to bear. She wanted to cum. She wanted to cum inside of her childhood friend. She increased the speed of her thrusting, one hand trailing down her childhood friend’s smooth, perfect back.

“Do you like this, Christina?” She murmured through her own series of moans. “Do you like the feeling of my fingers inside of you?”

“Unf–god, yes, Dani. Yes, just like that. Harder, Dani–right there!” She requested.

Dani did as she desired and increased the force of her thrusts yet again. Their moans of pleasure were nearly in sync now, both of them grunting and glistening with sweat across their bodies.

“Fuck, fuck, Dani, I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum, Dani, oh god, don’t stop, don’t stop, Dani!” Christina’s cries only made her wetter. She reached around and took hold of one of her breasts in her hand, kneading it in firm, tight handfuls.

“I’m c-cumming! Ahhh, Dani, I’m cumming!” Christina’s body jerked and tensed like she was one giant nerve, and then fell into a divinely exhausted state of relaxation. She pulled out of Christina and collapsed down on the bed beside her. Christina stretched her legs out and curled up beside her.

“Jesus christ...” She murmured. “That was...”

She nodded in agreement. “Yeah.”

For many moments, they lay in a comfortable silence, both panting and reflecting.

Christina was smiling a little, biting her lip as she looked over at her best friend. “You felt so good inside of me. I... I never realized... I almost wish you had told me you wanted this sooner. Maybe then I would have realized I wanted it too...”

Dani stuck her arm beneath her head and admired her childhood friend’s long, thin body. “Mmm, well, at least we have the whole weekend to ourselves to make up for lost time.”

“Thank god. I don’t want to put any clothes on.” As Dani’s eyes drank in the perfect curves of Christina’s body, she became aware of her hungry gaze. “You like to watch me, don’t you?”

Dani said nothing as Christina ran two fingers down between her breasts and towards her dripping pussy still overflowing with her cum. Her own touch gave her goosebumps and hardened her nipples back to rigid little points of attention. “I bet you’ve watched me many times when you shouldn’t have, haven’t you?”

Dani opened her mouth and shut it many times before speaking, a nervous laugh spilling out of her. “I... well, I... “

“Of course you have.” Christina said, rolling her eyes playfully. “You know what you’ve never watched me do, though?”

“No, what?” Dani asked, sitting up slightly.

“You’ve never seen me give head.”

Dani’s mouth fell open slightly. Of course she had imagined it. That had been one of the first fantasies she allowed herself about Christina: what she might look like with her tongue deep inside of her own pussy, drooling and gagging as she filled her mouth entirely with her cunt juices. Dani had thought she was spent, but the desire swelling inside of her said otherwise. She turned onto her back and sat up against the headboard in preparation.

Christina arranged herself onto her stomach with Dani’s legs on either side of her. Her tongue darted out and licked her lips as she grabbed a hold of her childhood friend’s hips.

“Wait,” Dani said, bending forward slightly. “Not like this.”

“How, then?” Christina asked, giving her an annoyed half-smile.

Dani moved to sit on the edge of the bed, nodding down towards the ground. “I want this to look how I’ve always imagined. With you on your knees.”

Smirking, Christina dropped down to the hotel room floor, her knees pressed against the plush carpet and her head just in line with Dani’s hips. “So picky. Like this, then?” She pressed forward and pushed her tongue up into Dani’s warm slit, giving it a quick stroke with the inside of her soft, wet mouth.

Dani let out a trembling exhale as Christina’s darted around inside of her. “Ah, fuck, yeah, just like that.” The sight of her on her knees before her, her silky, sand-colored hair spilling across her face, her eyes focused intently on her, made her wet like she had never had before. Christina wanted to give her pleasure. She wanted to make her feel good.

She placed a hand on the back of her head and tangled her fingers in her still damp hair. Christina let out a series of soft moans as Dani’s pussy filled her mouth. She pressed her hips further forward and she let out another noise of enjoyment. Again, she bucked her hips and pressed on the back of her head a little tighter. Christina’s lips were so close to her pubic hair.

“Oh, god, Christina–“ Dani mumbled, tilting her head back in pleasure. Her breath was coming in short, tight gasps as pleasure mounted through her. She grabbed a handful of the sheets beneath her, her toes curling slightly as her clit was teased. “Mm, fuck, Christina, that makes me feel good. You like making me feel good?”

Christina’s eyes opened and looked up at her childhood friend. She nodded and tried to speak, but all that came out were garbled noises of pleasure. The vibration of her vocal chords in the back of her throat tickled Dani’s pussy.

She increased the speed of her tonguing, sliding her head back and forth along Dani’s velvet like pleasure center and spreading her cum around with her tongue. A small line of thin, viscous drool leaked out of the corner of her lips and fell onto her breast below.

“Fuck, Christina...” Dani mumbled, her hand tightening in her hair. She guided her head with faster, deeper strokes.

Just the sound of her voice with her tongue deep inside of her pussy was going to make her cum and soon. She tried desperately to hold on for as long as she could, to burn the memory of her childhood friend licking her dutifully into her brain forever. She groaned, gritting her teeth as Christina’s tongue lapped up her wetness and spread it all along her shaft. Would she let her cum in her mouth? There was only one way to find out...

“Christina, I’m going to cum, and…” She requested, looking down at her and nodding. “Please, I want to cum in your mouth, okay?”

Christina’s  eyes looked back up at her and Dani nearly came right there. She nodded as well as she could, letting out another garbled noise that may or may not have been words. More drool spilled out of her lips and onto her thigh.

“I–fuck, oh fuck, here it comes–“ She said, a little too slowly. She came suddenly, gritting her teeth together as it left her and entered Christina’s mouth. She watched her face as she lapped it up, her tongue darting around in her mouth as if savoring the taste of her cum. Christina licked her lips and pulled her mouth away from her.

“You taste good, Dani. Way better than the guys I’ve–“

“Aw, c’mon, I don’t want to hear about that.” Dani said, lying on her back with a smirk.

“Well, it’s true.” Christina stood up and walked to the bathroom where she heard the sink faucet turn on. When she returned, she sat down on the bed beside her and let out a soft sigh. “We should probably go down to the beach to say hi to for just a bit.”

“Are you going to be wearing a bathing suit?” Dani asked.

“Um, duh. We’re going to the beach.” Christina said, rolling her eyes at her.

“Well, then, I don’t think I’ll be able to go. I can’t get wet again. Especially not in

front of my parents.”

“Oh my god, Dani. Just get dressed. Listen, if you can be good all night and not get horny at the party, then maybe I’ll give you a little something special later.” She teased, standing from the bed and moving towards her suitcase.

Dani couldn’t contain her smile.




















































Taken For The First Time

“I can’t believe you’ve never had sex. Samantha. I mean, seriously? You’re twenty-two years old…”

Valerie was lying across her best friend’s bed, her bare feet dangling off of the edge. It was the Wednesday evening before Thanksgiving and they were both spending the holiday at Samantha’s family’s home. She flipped mindlessly through a magazine, her dark brown eyes looking up at Samantha every few moments. The curtains were drawn, but the afternoon light still slipped through the narrow openings.

“I’m still twenty-one for another month, Valerie. I’ve got my whole life ahead of me. Besides, I’ve always imagined, you know, waiting. Until I met the right person.”

“You might be waiting awhile, then.” Valerie muttered, smiling to herself as she flipped the page.

Samantha reached over and pushed her friend’s shoulder playfully. “Well... you going to tell me what’s it like or do I have to keep imagining it?”

A sigh left Valerie as she closed the magazine. “It’s amazing. When someone just hits that perfect spot and your whole body sings...”

“I don’t even know what that would feel like.” Samantha said, licking her bottom lip. She removed the hair tie keeping all of her blonde hair piled on top of her head. Her locks fell messily to her shoulders.

“It’s... Well, it’s like... I guess... I guess I can’t even really explain it. I’d have to show you, you know?” Valerie said with a shrug.

Samantha’s stomach dropped. She had never considered what it would be like to be brought to orgasm by someone, much less by her best friend. Valerie was, after all, very beautiful. Tall, brunette, and athletic. She had been on the lacrosse team all through high school. Samantha had always admired her friend’s toned muscles and confident demeanor.

Valerie sat up, her smile growing a little. “You’ve never thought about kissing a woman before, have you? Much less actually done it?”

Samantha shook her head, laughing at her own innocence. “No! Okay, you know I was so focused on my studies in high school. I never had time for stuff like that.”

“Oh my god, Samantha. Okay. Look, just come here. It’s okay to be inexperienced, but if you’ve never even kissed a girl, I just can’t let that fly.” Valerie insisted.

“Um... I ... we-we really don’t have to–” Samantha murmured.

“Sh. Just sit there.” Valerie said.

Valerie  sat up from where she had been lying on the bed and moved closer to Samantha, sitting just a couple of inches away from her.

I’ve never done anything like this before, Samantha thought. She almost wanted to say it out loud, but thought it might have sounded a little lame.

Valerie’s green eyes stared at Samantha’s parted lips for a few moments. Then, she leaned forward and pressed her tongue into her best friend’s mouth. She massaged Samantha’s tongue with her own, sucking gently on the woman’s bottom lip. The kiss was gentle and slow, exploratory and deep.

A little moan left Samantha as they kissed. Valerie lifted her hands and tangled them in Samantha’s blonde hair. “What do you think?” She whispered into Samantha’s lips.

“You taste really good,” Samantha murmured into the kiss. Her heart was beating very fast. Although she had never had sex before, she could tell that she was definitely turned on.

Valerie’s hands moved slowly downward from Samantha’s hair and to her sides. One hand grazed up against Samantha’s breast. “Do you like this?”

Samantha nodded, whimpering quietly. She couldn’t believe what was happening. Valerie had been her best friend for over ten years. They had gone to high school together, were going on to University together, and had spent countless nights having sleepovers with one another. How had they never done this before?

They continued to kiss gently, their tongues pressing up against one another, their bodies moving closer and closer together. Valerie placed her hands on Samantha’s shoulders, pushing her backwards until her friend was lying back against the bed. Arranging herself beside her, Valerie briefly broke the kiss. She ran fingers down Samantha’s abdomen, hovering just over the woman’s hips.

Samantha wanted more. The kiss was not enough. She wanted to feel Valerie’s fingers inside of her. Her wetness was growing, and she wanted some release. An anticipatory moan left her lips at the feeling of Valerie’s fingers dancing across her body–

“Samantha, your Mom says to come downstairs... ”

Samantha shot upwards, her head whipping to the side. There, standing in her doorway was the last person she wanted to see: Tara, Samantha’s brother’s obnoxious girlfriend. Tall with shoulder-length, wavy, dark hair and always sporting a sarcastic grin.

“Tara, get out–” Samantha began to protest.

Ignoring Samantha, Tara leaned against the doorway, a crooked smirk rising on her lips. “I didn’t know you two were–”

“Oh, we’re not together.” Valerie quickly interjected. “We’re just... experimenting a little bit. Tara, have you ever kissed a woman?”

Sighing, Samantha gave up in trying to get rid of her nosy potential in-law. She sat up completely, feeling very annoyed that her kiss with Valerie had been interrupted. As it was a holiday weekend, Tara was home for the next few days with Samantha’s brother, just as Valerie and Samantha were.

Tara stepped further into the bedroom and shut the door behind her. “Yeah, actually, I have. I’ve kissed quite a few women. Done a few other things with them as well. I’m surprised Samantha, you’re normally such a prude.” Tara smirked as she approached the edge of the bed. “So, don’t let me interrupt. Go ahead.”

Valerie laughed, turning to face Samantha again.

Samantha looked up at her childhood friend, trying to imagine her having sex with a woman. “I’m not a prude, I just... I’ve never...”

“Here,” Tara said, “Let me help.” Placing a hand on the back of both Samantha and Valerie’s heads, she pushed their faces together, smiling as they began kissing again. “There you go. Don’t stop. That’s really sexy.” Holding their heads in place, Tara tangled her fingers in both women's’ hair.

Valerie began rubbing Samantha’s breasts gently, rubbing her palm up against the nipples. She was surprised to find that they were already erect. “You really are enjoying this, aren’t you, Samantha?” She murmured into the kiss.

“Keep rubbing her nipples, Valerie. Squeeze them between your fingers.” Tara instructed.

Valerie complied, squeezing Samantha’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger.

“Ahh,” Samantha gasped as a combination of soft pleasure and pain whipped through her.

“Squeeze harder.” Tara commanded.

Valerie pinched Samantha’s nipples, twisting them around. Samantha moaned loudly, squirming in her seat. Tara’s hold around the back of her head tightened.

“Stay still, Samantha. You’re so twitchy.”

Samantha jerked away from her Tara’s touch, breaking her delicious kiss with Valerie. “Tara, what are you doing? C’mon, get out, this is private.”

“Private? Samantha, we may be sisters-in-law one day. Nothing is private between us. Maybe I’m a little jealous that you let Valerie kiss you...”

“Jealous?” Samantha murmured, her eyes sliding up and down Tara’s long, lithe body.

“You want to have a taste, Tara?” Valerie asked, sliding off of the side of the bed and offering Tara her seat.

“No, Valerie, wait–” Samantha protested.

“I would love a little taste.” Tara said. Instead of taking Valerie’s seat, she grabbed Samantha’s wrists and held them tightly behind her back. “We might have to tie her up though, Valerie. I don’t think Samantha wants to play.”

“Hey!” Samantha cried out, “Tara, let me go!”

“Valerie, give me your scarf.” Tara said.

Valerie removed the black scarf from around her neck and handed it to Tara. With her step-sister squirming in her hold, she tied Samantha’s hands together behind her back. “Hold her.” She said to Valerie, moving to sit on the bed beside Samantha.

Valerie did as Tara requested, sitting down behind Samantha and ensuring that her hands stayed bound behind her. “I told you, Samantha. You’ll like this.”

Unable to escape, Samantha submitted to Tara’s kiss. It was different than kissing Valerie. Tara was rougher, less exploratory and more punishing with her mouth. Samantha pulled at the scarf binding her, but was unable to loosen its hold on her wrists.

She whimpered into Tara’s mouth, wanting to get away, but wanting more all at the same time. Her pussy was tightening with desire, her wetness growing as it leaked out of her.

“You taste good, Samantha.” Tara whispered. “I wonder how you taste down there...”

Samantha’s eyes widened a little. Tara reached over and held her childhood friend’s chin in her hand.

“I have an idea...” Valerie said, tilting her head downward and biting sensuously on Samantha’s earlobe. “How about we give Samantha her first experience? How about we pop her cherry?”

“What?” Samantha gasped.

“Ooh, I like that idea.” Tara agreed. “It’s educational, Samantha. We’re doing you a favor. A woman your age needs to have been fucked at least once. I promise you’ll enjoy it. Valerie, you can sit on her face. I’ll attend to her pussy.”

Stunned into submissive silence, Samantha said nothing as she felt herself being pushed down to the bed. She was so nervous, her limbs trembling with anticipation.

Valerie was first to climb on top of Samantha. She placed each of her knees on the sides of Samantha’s head and lowered her pussy down onto Samantha’s face. She wasn’t wearing underwear, and her pussy was moist from her makeout session with her best friend.

Samantha inhaled deeply, but was smothered by the sudden pussy grinding into her face. “Mmnghh!” She cried out, though Valerie’s cunt absorbed most of the noise.

What was happening? Was this supposed to be pleasurable? Was she supposed to lick Valerie? She pressed her tongue into Valerie’s folds, unsure of exactly what to do, but enjoying the moist warmth of Valerie’s cunt as it pressed into her mouth. She had never tasted cum before, but thought that it was nowhere near as bad as she had been expecting. In fact, she kind of liked it...

Tara watched while Valerie began grinding her pussy into Samantha’s face. She lifted Samantha’s skirt and couldn’t help but laugh at the innocence of her childhood friend. She pulled down the pair of white panties she wore down to Samantha’s ankles and spread the woman's legs apart slightly.

She placed two fingers up against the lips of Samantha’s pussy. She teased her a little, swiping her fingers up through the slick folds and petting her clit gently. Samantha shivered at the touch, releasing a moan into Valerie’s wet core.

Tara teased her again, laughing to herself. She tickled and rubbed the woman’s engorged clit, pleasuring her very slowly. “God, Samantha, you’re really wet...”

Tara slid her fingers downwards until they were pressed up against her cunt. She pushed her fingers very, very slowly inside of her. “I’m the first one to ever penetrate you. Can you believe that? You’ll have to tell everyone you lost your virginity to your brother’s girlfriend.” Tara laughed.

Samantha’s moans were becoming louder and louder as Tara fingered her. It was like no sensation she had ever felt before. She had masturbated, of course, but this was different. This was far, far better.

Valerie groaned aloud as Samantha’s tongue lapped up her juices. Despite it being Samantha’s first time licking pussy, Valerie had to admit she was doing it well. “Oh, oh god,” She whimpered, “right there, baby.”

Tara’s fingers pushed further inside of Samantha. “Valerie, do you think our Samantha can make you cum with just that tongue of hers?”

“Oh yeah,” Valerie breathed, “God, yeah. She’s good, ungh, god, fuck yeah,” Valerie pressed her hips further forward and Samantha’s tongue slipped up inside of her. “Come on, baby. Get that tongue in there.”

Samantha’s own moans continued to grow as Tara’s fingers pressed up against her g-spot. “Make her cum, Samantha. Make Valerie cum. You don’t get to cum until she does.”

At this new condition, Samantha’s tongue began working faster and harder, pushing inside Valerie’s folds and focusing on her sensitive clit. She could do nothing but lick with her hands bound behind her back.

“Right there, don’t stop, god, baby, don’t stop, oh, oh, oh Samantha, oh baby, keep going–keep going–I’m going to–God, I’m going to cum!” Valerie whined, crying out as she lifted her hips up and down against Samantha’s face, grinding back and forth against the woman’s mouth.

Her body shivered and tensed, her muscles strained as she seemed to curl into herself. Then, the ultimate release. Valerie let out a long sigh of pleasure as she climbed off of Samantha and collapsed onto the bed beside her. “Oh my god... That was...” She exhaled again, laughing. “Jesus, Samantha. I thought you had never done that before.”

Samantha, still lying on her back with her wrists tied, looked shell shocked. She hadn’t known she could give anyone pleasure before, much less the amount of pleasure she seemed to have bestowed on Valerie with just her tongue. She licked her lips tentatively, but yet again found that she enjoyed the taste of her best friend’s cum sticking to her mouth.

“I bet that made you pretty wet, didn’t it? Making Valerie cum like that?” Tara’s voice cut sharply in the air, slicing through the foggy haze that clung to Samantha. She nodded in silence, pushing her hips upwards just slightly. She wanted Tara’s fingers deeper in her. It was such a strange thought, desiring her childhood friend like this, but she did. She wanted Tara to fuck her.

“Yes,” Samantha exhaled, nodding as she looked up at the dark-haired woman she had spent so much of her childhood with.

“And I bet you want to be fucked now, don’t you? Want me to make you cum like you made Valerie?” Tara purred, her fingers petting the velvet-y g-spot sensuously, slowly. “Say it, Samantha. I want to hear you say you want me to fuck you. Say my name.”

A heavy weight settled on Samantha’s chest. She was ashamed, plain and simple, of wanting to be fucked by her brother’s girlfriend. But clearly, that was a turn-on for Tara. She swallowed a growing lump in her throat, taking many moments to speak.

“Go on,” Tara urged her. “Say it.”

“I...” Samantha breathed, her inner walls tightening around Tara’s fingers. “I... I want you to... Fuck me, Tara. Please, fuck me–”

Before she could get the words fully out, Tara’s arm began working in and out of Samantha’s wet cunt, hard and fast. She fucked her mercilessly with three fingers, thrusting in and out of her like her hand was a massive cock.

Samantha’s cries of pleasure were unintelligible, leaving her like the sounds of a wild animal. “Fuck! God, fuck–!”

Beside her, Valerie arranged herself so that she sat behind Samantha, cradling her head in her lap. She used both hands to tweak and pull at Samantha’s aching, erect nipples. Samantha’s pleasure multiplied again, and her body bucked with unbridled pleasure.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Tara said.

“Y-yes! Ahh, God, Tara, Tara, please–” Samantha begged, though she wasn’t sure what exactly she was begging for. More? Less? Her mind faded away as the body-wracking pleasure seeped into her. She had never felt something like this before.

Valerie bent forward and lowered her lips onto Samantha’s, kissing her from upside down. Samantha’s moans were muffled by the kiss.

Tara removed her fingers from within Samantha’s pussy and returned her attention to the woman’s clit. She played it with it with rapid, quick swipes causing Samantha to buck and twitch and writhe. “You like that, Samantha? Want to cum like Valerie did?”

Valerie relocated her lips from Samantha’s mouth down to her neck, her fingers still ruthlessly pinching Samantha’s nipples.

“Please,” Samantha pleaded, “please, Tara–I want to cum! I want to–” Samantha bit her bottom lip steadily, moans escaping her readily now as her juices began leaking out of her. Her wetness had made the inside of her pussy slick and moist.

Tara continued torturing her childhood friend’s clit, her fingers working faster and faster until a sob-like scream escaped her. “Tara! God, fuck, Tara! Oh, fuck!”

Just as Valerie had, Samantha seized up, her limbs twitching and writhing as an orgrasm depleted her. Her eyes screwed shut tightly and her wrists pulled uselessly at their bindings. She panted, her chest heaving up and down, desire and cum leaking out of her from every hole, it seemed.

Tara pulled her fingers away from Samantha’s cunt and smiled down at the woman. “Wow. How lucky. Your first time...”

Valerie bent forward to kiss Samantha one last time before getting up off of the bed. “So, Samantha, didn’t I tell you? You should have started having sex a long time ago...”

Samantha nodded once, though found it hard to bring words to her lips. “I’m... um... that was...” She couldn’t find the words. “Can someone untie me?”

Tara lay down on the bed beside Samantha, her lithe body pressing up against Samantha’s ass she pushed the woman onto her side. Rubbing her pelvis up against Samantha’s ass, she hummed up against the woman’s neck. “But what if I’m not done with you yet?”

“C’mon, Tara, let me go. You have to untie me.” Samantha protested, turning her head just slightly so that her and Tara’s lips were just inches apart.

“I don’t have to do anything. Valerie and I could keep you tied up all night if we wanted to. Isn’t that right, Nessa?”

From somewhere behind Samantha, Valerie’s voice rang out. “Ooh, yes. And we could gag her, too. She could be our little sex slave!”

“No, no! You guys, no! You can’t!”

“Don’t tell us what we can and can’t do, slave.” Tara hissed, continuing to rub herself up against Samantha’s perky ass. “Besides... I want to taste you. And I want you to taste me. You have to do what I say.”

“Why?”

“Because I say so.”

“Valerie, look in her closet. I’m sure there’s plenty of things we can tie her up with in there. Ooh! Better yet, go downstairs to the garage. They keep a bunch of hardware stuff in the tool cabinet down there. Lots of rope and tape and other fun stuff, right ?” Tara laughed as Samantha struggled against her.

“Valerie,” Samantha begged, “please don’t...”

“Sorry, Samantha, I’m having way too much fun!”



















Cum Into My Office

I knocked on the wooden door three more times. Come on, come on. Open up. Finally, I heard the sound of some shuffling around inside the office. Someone was definitely inside. Just open up already!

The brass antique door handle turned and the ancient door creaked open.

“Hi Professor Wallace, I’m here for your office hours.” I said, letting myself inside of the cramped, well-lit office. My Women’s Studies professor, Leanne Wallace, stood before me with that trademark ‘I don’t give a shit’ look plastered on her face. She is, by far, the absolute toughest professor I have ever had. Her class, “21st Century Womens’ Sexuality” has been near impossible to get an A in. I’ve been trying my hardest, but no matter what, Professor Wallace loves writing that huge, red ‘B’ on the tops of all of my papers.

“Hi, Bethany.” Professor Wallace says with a slight smirk. Every week, without fail, I go to her office hours to argue for a better grade or try and convince her to let me do so extra credit. “What is it this week? Let me guess... you think you deserve an A- instead of a B+ on last week’s journal assignment?”

She can read me so well. I sigh and nod as I drop down into a stiff wooden chair in front of her desk. There’s stacks and stacks of books piled around the room, some so tall I’m afraid they’d crush us if they were to fall. Leanne slides into her own chair behind her desk. She’s tall and lanky and although I’m not positive, I think she might be a lesbian. I can’t say exactly why I get that vibe from her, but she’s always wearing all-black and usually a turtleneck or a loose fitting t-shirt and jeans.

“Yep, you guessed it.” I say with a small laugh. “I just... I know I’ve told you before, but I really, really need an A in your class.”

“An A is extremely hard to get in my class, Bethany. I think you know that by now. It’s reserved for the most excellent of work. Don’t get me wrong. You’re very close, but...”

“Is there anything? Anything at all I can do to bring the grade up? You know I’m open to rewriting, or extra credit, or–”

“Bethany, come on. You know I don’t do extra credit in this course. All I can say is you need to just try harder.”

I chew on my bottom lip in thought. I thought this might happen. Thank god I came up with a contingency plan. Although, if this goes wrong, I very well could get kicked out of university... I buck up my courage and stand up from my seat. Then, I lean over onto the desk and put my face as close to hers as possible. “Are you sure there isn’t... anything I can do?”

Leanne stares at me for many moments in a tense, uncomfortable silence. Then, she leans forward slightly.

“Get out of my office.”

“What?” I mumbled, pulling back a little.

“I said get out, Bethany. What you just suggested is not only ethically inappropriate, it’s against university policy. Both of us could get into very serious trouble for something like that.”

Quickly, I get off the desk and lock the office door. That way no one can disturb this sensitive conversation. “Just relax. Listen to me.”

Leanne rolls her eyes and sits back in her chair slightly. “You have two minutes.”

“I’m just saying that... “ I meander over to her side of the desk and take a seat on the edge. We’re just a foot or so apart now. “I’ve thought about you a lot this semester, Professor Wallace. I’ve watched you lecturing and... thought a lot of things I’m not supposed to think about. Like... what you taste like. What you look like under your clothes. How you like to be fucked...”

Leanne remains silent, listening carefully but saying nothing.

I slide closer to her and place my hand on top of hers. “Maybe there’s something missing in your life... something you’re craving, something that I can help you with...”

Leanne shuts her eyes momentarily. When she opens them again, there’s hunger in them. She’s thinking of something. I must have hit a nerve. “The only way I would give you an A in this class is if I were forced to.”

For many moments we look at each other, sizing one another up. She wants me to force her to do it, to dominate her into doing what I want. Well, well, well, the professor wants her power taken away, does she? That I can certainly do.

“Hmmm.” I hum. “Sounds like you would need to be blackmailed into doing it. And what kind of blackmail would convince the university’s prized women’s studies professor to give me an A? Ooh, I know! Pictures of you being fucked like a dirty little slut. Doing the degrading things that your teachings explicitly prevent you from doing...”

Leanne licks her bottom lip and I know I’ve got her. She nods once. I can feel her gaze buckling under mine. I take a chance and grab onto her chin with my hand, holding it in place. Then, I bring our faces together and kiss her with force and passion. “Get down on your knees.” I murmur.

Without protest, Leanne slides out of her chair and gets onto her hands and knees in front of me. She keeps her gaze down on the floor.

“Wow, look at you. So submissive. You’ve been dominated before, haven’t you?”

“Yes.” She answers simply, and quietly with a hint of shame in her voice. I know it isn’t true shame, though. It’s the kind of shame that gets people like Leanne very hot and bothered.

I sit myself down in Leanne’s chair and lean back. I put my feet up and place them on top of Leanne’s back, like she’s a piece of human furniture. “Now, let’s see... we need to take some pictures of you doing some pretty degrading things. I have a feeling you like to be tied up, don’t you?”

Leanne answers quietly again. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” I prod her, digging my heel into her back slightly.

“Yes, I like to be tied up.”

“Wow, a Women’s Studies professor, all tied up and fucked. Who would have thought? What else do you like, Professor Wallace? Do you like to be gagged?”

“Yes.” She answers again. “I like to be gagged, blindfolded, and fucked from behind. I like to be denied orgasms. I like to be teased and tortured.”

“Wow. You really are a submissive, aren’t you? Do you like to have your ass spanked like a naughty little girl?”

She nods again, “Yes.”

“Well,” I purr, “we might have to improvise a little bit, but I think we can make all of that happen. For now, you keep sitting right there. My feet are tired. I’m going to bring up your gradebook on your laptop here...” I reach for the mouse to her computer and find that her gradebook is open in a tab on her internet browser. “Perfect. Well, since officially you were forced to change my grade, let’s get started on that blackmail. Now, what in the world can I tie you up with?”

“Second drawer on the left.” Leanne murmurs, keeping her head low and pointed towards the ground. “There’s a spare pair of pantyhose... “

I reach down into the drawer and sure enough, there they are. “Perfect. Now, sit up for me, Professor. Put those hands of yours behind your back.”

Immediately, she does as she’s told. I wind the stretchy material tightly around her wrists, ensuring that there’s little to no give at all. Once I’m satisfied, I’m double knot it. “Hm, a blindfold and a gag. Let’s see here...” I dig through the rest of her desk drawers but find little I can use for our scenario.

“Oh!” I grab for my purse I left on the other side of the desk. Inside I have my scarf I was wearing earlier in the day. While I’m pulling it out of the bag, something catches my eye. A roll of black tape sits on the corner of her desk. “Now that I know how much of a horny slut you are, I don’t think I’ll be able to look at you the same way again, Professor Wallace.”

“Please, don’t tell anyone.” She begs me, and I can hear in her voice how much she loves this game. “You’re not going to take pictures of me like this, are you?”

“Well, it is blackmail.” I say as I bring the scarf around her eyes. I tie it off behind the back of her head. “Now, let me gag that mouth until I need it.”

I rip off a piece of the black tape and move around to face Professor Wallace. She’s trembling slightly, her breath coming in big heaving gasps. She must be really, really turned on right now. I spread the single piece of tape across her mouth and press it down hard to ensure that it sticks. “What do you think? One more? Just to keep you nice and quiet.”

“Mmmmmmphh.” Professor Wallace lets out a long, tantalizing moan. She is really enjoying this.

I rip off another piece of tape and slowly spread it across her face. I massage her face with my hand, squeezing her cheeks and chin, rubbing the tape tightly onto her mouth. “There we go. Sluts like you need to be kept quiet. Now, I think you mentioned something about pictures?”

I pull out my cell phone and bring up the camera app. I have to admit, I’m getting turned on myself. I’ve never gone this far to get a grade changed before. I snap a couple of pictures of my Professor tied up on the floor of her office, moaning pathetically up at me. I keep the volume on my phone turned up so she can hear the shutter clicking. She struggles, pulling at the bonds and sticking her chest forward towards me.

“What a good girl.” I praise her. “Now, these pictures are staying on my phone. If you don’t abide by what I tell you to do, they’ll get sent out anonymously to the university listserv. How embarrassing would that be?”

Professor Wallace shakes her head back and forth, begging me not to with unintelligible little sounds.

“Oh, yes. And don’t worry, we’re going to keep the photoshoot going. Want to have a lot of good angles.” I put my phone down for a moment and grab onto my professor’s forearms. I push her backwards and lead her down to the ground. “Get on your stomach.”

She does what I tell her to as best she can with her hands tied. Once she’s lying on her stomach, I reach around her waist and unbutton her pants. Then, I tug them off of her. Now, she’s bare assed and wearing a simple black thong. I slap her ass with the palm of my hand and she jerks and moans in response.

“Now, get that ass up in the air.” I command her. She tucks her knees in beneath her and pushes her ass further up into the air. “Very good. My little bitch is so obedient, isn’t she?” With my forefinger, I pull the thong to the side and very gently begin to stroke the outside of her asshole.

She moans appreciatively. She didn’t mention liking anal, but I have a feeling she enjoys any kind of penetration as long as someone else is in charge. Slowly, I push my finger inside of her asshole. “So tight. Let’s get a good shot of this.” I grab my camera again and take a photo of my finger inside of her ass. I slip it in further and further, then add a second finger.

“Mmmphh, mmph, mmph, mm.” She keeps moaning, pumping her ass a little to get some friction.

“I wish I would have come more prepared.” I say, sighing. “I would’ve brought some more things to fuck you with. Guess I’ll just have to improvise.” I remove my fingers from her ass and wipe them on Professor Wallace’s shirt. “You don’t mind, do you? You are just a worthless object after all...”

She groans back at me and it sounds like she’s given up completely. She is totally, utterly mine. Who knew it would be so easy to blackmail such a strong woman? “Okay, get up.” I instruct her and watch with amusement as she tries to roll over onto her side. It takes her a minute, but eventually she returns to a sitting position. I tug her up to her feet and then lead her to sit down in a nearby rolling chair which I pull up to the side of the desk beside me.

“Now, then.” I pull up the gradebook on her computer once again and then yank the blindfold off of her eyes. “You’re going to assist me in changing my grade. So, how do I do this?”

For a moment, she simply looks at me in silence. Then, she groans softly.

“Oh, whoops. Let’s get that silly little gag off of your face.” I reach over and pull the tape slowly off of her mouth. “There we go. Now my little bitch can speak again. So, where do I go?”

Leanne’s eyes scan the computer screen briefly. “Click on the column that says Journal Assignment #4. Then, click on the grade that’s already entered by your name. Now, you can type in whatever number you’d like.”

I do as she instructs, clicking on the box until the number ‘84’ disappears. “Hm. What grade do I think I deserve? Well... a 95 sounds good to me. What do you think?”

“Yes, Bethany.”

“A 95 it is.” I type in the new grade and hit enter. My overall grade changes from a B+ to an A-. “Look at that! Beautiful.”

“Bethany, please. Don’t take any more photos. If anyone ever found our that I like... that I engage in BD–”

“Ah! I don’t need your mouth anymore.” I pick up the tape gag again and quickly adhere it back onto her face. She looks down at the ground submissively. I think she wanted me to do that. “Now, my little bitch, what to do with you?”

I get up from the office chair and move to stand behind Leanne’s chair. I bring my hands around to her front and massage her breasts. They’re not very big, but clearly they’re very sensitive. She leans back into my touch. “I really like you, Professor Wallace. You’re understanding, kind. I feel like I can relate to you. I also feel like I can trust you. You’re not going to tell anyone about this little incident are you?”

“Mmmnnooo,” She mewls, shaking her head. Her eyes are shut tight as I pinch her nipples. She groans in pleasure, tipping her head back.

“Say, your nipples must be extremely sensitive. Are they?”

She nods with a short, affirmative, “Mmph.”

I reach into her desk drawer and search around for a moment. Thumbtacks, staples, and... binder clips. Jackpot. With two in my hand, I grab the hem of her shirt and pull it up over her head, exposing her breasts. Guess she decided not to wear a bra today. They were already hard from my fondling. I squeezed the binder clip open and placed it around her left nipple.

“MMMPPH!!” She cried out, her eyes widening. She bucks forward in her seat slightly and I have to put a hand on her chest to bring her back.

“Relax,” I said soothingly. “it feels good and you know it.”

She pants through the pain, her breath coming in quick, sudden spurts through her nose.

“I know you like it.” I tease her, gently maneuvering the clip around her nipple in a circle. “Here comes the next one.” Leanne struggles for a moment, looking like she might try and get up from the chair. I grab the roll of duct tape and quickly began to bind her legs together. After wrapping the tape around them a few times, I bind them around the central leg of the chair. She’s well and truly mine now. “Much better. Now, that next clip...”

I grab her right nipple in my hands and massage it for a moment before applying the next clip.

“Mmmmpphhh!” She cries out, long and low. Her eyes are huge and staring at me with a mixture of appreciation, fear, and hunger. I grab my phone and take another couple of photos of her. “Another couple of photos for the collection.”

I sit down on the edge of the desk and just look at her, laughing at her, smirking down at her with a holier-than-thou glower. I push my foot up onto the edge of the chair she’s tied to and press my toes up against her pussy. Even through my socks I can feel that she’s warm and moist. “You said you liked being denied orgasms, hm?”

Leanne’s eyes travel up to mine and I can tell she’s still processing the pain of the clips on her luscious breasts. She does nothing, playing the part of a submissive little toy oh so well. I wriggle my toes around a little more, pressing them up against her clit, working them like I might work my fingers inside of her.

“Well, that’s good news for me. I don’t have to make you cum then. I can just leave you here on your own and you’d have a blast.”

She moans out a soft groan of pleasure and I can tell she likes having someone to tease her and make fun of her. She pushes her hips forward slightly, as much as she can while they’re bound to the chair.

“Oh, you want some more?” I coo at her. I pull my foot away and shake my head at her. “No. You don’t get pleasure. This is blackmail, remember?”

Leanne sighs and sits back in the chair, her eyes moving down to the floor like an obedient little puppy.

“No, here’s what we’re going to do. You, Professor Wallace, are going to pleasure yourself. That’s the only way you’ll get pleasure from me. I’m going to tell you what to do and you’re going to do it to yourself. You did say we’d get in big trouble if the university ever found out what we’re doing here, right? Well, this way, I’m not involved. You’re just masturbating in front of a student.”

Leanne groans into her gag a little and I can tell she’s hungry for whatever is coming next. She’ll do anything to get a little release. I move around to the back of her chair and pull her right hand out of the bindings keeping her wrists together. I tie the left one to the back of the chair with the pantyhose.

“Go on. Touch yourself.” I instruct her, moving to sit in front of her again. “Pull your panties to the side and run two fingers up through your wet slit.”

Her eyes move up to mine as if asking for permission. I nod again.

Slowly, Leanne shifts her free hand to her pussy and does what I instruct her to do. She pushes two fingers through her wet folds and I see her face immediately change as pleasure surges through her.

“Rub your clit.” I say. “Give it a few circles with the tips of your fingers. Put a little pressure on it.”

Again, she shuts her eyes in what can only be ecstasy as she touches herself.

“Get some of your wetness from your cunt and drag it up throughout you, up to your clit, lubricate it a little. Then stick two fingers up inside of yourself.”

Leanne continues to be extremely obedient and little moans of pleasure continue to come out of her. I’m really enjoying this position of authority, telling my Professor what to do, watching her as she pleasures herself.

“Okay, fuck yourself now. Ride those fingers.” I lean up against the desk and take out my phone. I take a few more pictures of her. These are particularly damning as they show her willingly touching herself.

Leanne does as she’s told and rides her own fingers, fucking herself, penetrating herself on my command. Her cries are getting louder and more spirited. She’s going to cum soon, I think.

“Back to your clit now. Give it as much attention as you can. Rub that little pleasure center until you cum, Professor. Rub it for me. Give it all you’ve got. Let me hear you cum.”

Her fingers work faster and faster, circling her clit madly, like it’s all that matters in the world. Her face is contorted into a mask of pleasure and pain. She loves it. She absolutely loves it.

“Mmmmmppphh!” She cries out as her body suddenly goes stiff. I see a couple of tremors pass through her and then she relaxes fully, falling limp in her chair.

“Wow.” I whisper, nodding. “That was really good, Professor.” I pull up the photos I’ve taken on my phone and show them to her, scrolling through them quickly. “There’s some really good shots in here. I guess I don’t need to tell you that these photos are mine and I can do whatever I please with them. And if anyone finds out that I pressured you into changing my grade, well... the University Dean will be seeing these. Understand?”

Leanne nods numbly at me and I can see in her eyes that she’s basking in some major afterglow.

“Alright, then. Well, gotta go. I have a class at 4:30 PM. See you on Friday, Professor!” I slip back into my student persona, my voice light and airy as I gather my purse and leave my still partially bound and gagged professor alone in her office. I wave at her as I leave and shut the door behind me. All I can say is that I can’t wait to see my grade for next week’s paper assignment.








































Punished By My Girlfriend And My Mistress

“I was thinking... maybe we could... spice things up a little bit?”

Sara was taken aback by her girlfriend Megan’s suggestion. For their entire two-year relationship, their sex had been very, very good. They fucked at least three times a week and seemed to be unable to keep their hands off of one another. How could things get any spicier?

“Spice things up?” Sara murmured from where she lay straddled beneath Megan. “Okay. What do you have in mind, baby?” Sara wondered what exactly Megan was about to suggest. They owned many dildos and vibrating toys, but, she supposed, there were many things they hadn’t yet tried.

“Well...” Megan pulled her shirt over her head, her breasts bouncing gently as she set it aside. “I have this... fantasy.”

“Yeah? Tell me about it,” Sara said, reaching up and brushing her fingers across Megan’s nipples.

“I... um....” Megan murmured, “I want you to punish me.” She bent down and pressed her lips up to Sara’s.

“Punish you?” Sara said into the kiss. “What do you want me to punish you for?”

 “I want you to catch me doing something naughty.” Megan went on, her own hand slipping downward towards her own pussy which was growing wetter as she described her fantasy.

“Something naughty, hm? Are you a naughty girl?” Sara grabbed a handful of Megan’s ass, squeezing tight and giving it a little slap.

“Yeah,” Megan hissed, “I want you to catch me cheating... and then... I want you to punish me for it...”

Sara pulled away from the kiss, looking into Megan’s eyes. “You want to be punished? By me and someone else? You want to get tied up and gang-banged?” She confirmed.

Megan nodded silently, a breathy sigh leaving her as her clit began to throb in her underwear.

Slowly, a smile spread across Sara’s face. “Okay, baby. I think that can be arranged.”

Three days later, Sara could hardly contain her excitement as she made her way home from work. It was nearly eight PM and, as she and Megan had planned, Megan should be at home right now with another woman. Megan insisted she had a co-worker whom she thought would be interested in fucking her. After inviting the woman home with her that night, the plan was for Sara to walk in on Megan and this other woman, and from there Megan’ fantasy would commence.

Sara pulled into the driveway, gathered her purse, and with her heart hammering in her chest, Sara walked inside her and Megan’s apartment. “Hello? I’m home.” She called out.

From upstairs, she heard a rustling, the sounds of movement coming from their bedroom. Licking her lips, Sara put her purse down and made her way up the stairs.

She pushed the bedroom door open, and her eyes fell upon Megan, lying on their bed with a tall, brunette woman lying on top of her, kneading her breasts and kissing her neck.

“What the fuck is this?” Sara asked, crossing her arms over her chest. “Megan? Are you fucking serious? You were going to get fucked by someone else? In our own bed?”

The brunette sat up suddenly, looking over at Sara with wide eyes. Megan had explained to her exactly what was going to happen, but she still looked frightened at the sight of Sara.

“You fucking slut.” Sara hissed.

Megan sat up, shaking her head. “It’s-it’s not what it looks like, baby. Please–”

“Shut up, bitch.” Sara muttered, moving to stand at the foot of the bed. “You need to be punished for what you’ve done. Turn over.”


Sara looked over at the brunette and leaned upwards to capture her lips in her own. She kissed her hard and deep for a few long moments before bending down and retrieving a metal box from beneath the bed. She opened up the box and took out a pair of handcuffs, a roll of latex tape, a thick, black dildo, and a flogger.

“You’re going to regret cheating on me, bitch.” Sara said, climbing onto the bed. She grabbed Megan’s wrists and brought them together behind her back roughly. She clicked the metal handcuffs around her girlfriend’s wrists. “Dirty, fucking bitch.”

The brunette climbed onto the bed beside Sara. “I’m Alison.” She said.

“Alison,” Sara said, “will you help me teach this naughty little bitch a lesson?”

“Absolutely.” Alison said, running her hands down the back of Megan’s thighs.

“So, you like being fucked, is that it?” Sara asked Megan, reaching down for the flogger at the foot of the bed. She had never used it before, nor the handcuffs or the latex tape, but Sara was confident enough to fake it.

Megan was squirming a little, pulling at the handcuffs and testing their tightness. “I... I just...”

“What, am I not a good enough fuck for you?” Sara demanded. She dragged the tails of the flogger gently across Megan’s ass and down to her taint. Tickled, Megan hissed in a quiet breath.

“Well, if you like getting fucked so much, I guess you’ll like this...” Sara snapped her wrist and the flogger snapped onto Megan’s ass with a sudden SMACK.

“Ah!” Megan cried out, sticking her ass up a little bit.

Alison reached over and ran her fingers through Megan’s pussy. “She’s really, really wet...”

“Turn her over.” Sara demanded. Alison grabbed onto Megan’s hips and flipped her onto her back. “If she likes being fucked so much, I bet she can handle having all three of her holes filled up at once.”

“What?” Megan gasped, “No, please, please, Sara, don’t. I’m sorry, baby, I’ll never cheat again, I’ll never–ahhhh oh god, Jesus, fuck–fuck–”

Sara slid the black, six-inch dildo inside of Megan’s cunt. She pumped it in and out a couple of times before pushing it in as far as it would go. “Alison,” Sara said, looking over at the brunette who was gazing hungrily at Megan groaning and writhing on the bed. “You have your choice of hole.”

“Hm,” Alison murmured, running a hand down Megan’s side, “I guess her mouth needs a good fucking.”

“Please–” Megan whined, “Please–I’ll be good, please, oh god, oh fuck, fuck–”

“Just shut the fuck up, slut.” Sara muttered bending down to rustle through the black box again. She handed Alison another dildo and a black leather harness.

Alison stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. She slipped the dildo inside and admired it as it hung from her pelvis. It was thick and black and ridged. She placed her hands around Megan’s hips and drew her closer to the edge of the bed, careful not to dislodge the dildo already shoved up her pussy.

“This will keep you nice and quiet.” Alison murmured as she grabbed a fistful of Megan’s hair and brought her head forward. She forced Megan’s mouth around the silicon cock hanging from her hips and roughly pushed and pulled her head back and forth.

Megan looked up at Alison with pleading eyes, looking pathetic with her hands bound behind her back and the cock sliding in and out of her mouth. “Mmmm,” She moaned, her inner walls tightening around the dildo inside her.

From behind her, Megan felt Sara lying down beside her, her breasts pushing up against Megan’s back. She squirmed a little as she felt Sara’s fingers near her ass. She could tell what was coming, but there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Sara’s fingers explored slowly, exploring the round curve of Megan’s ass before pressing gently around her girlfriend’s asshole. “Ready for hole number three?” She asked, though she did not wait for an answer before plunging two fingers deep into the woman’s asshole.

Megan let out a long, drawn out groan of indescribable pleasure. She was helpless to the whims of the two women fucking her from the front and behind.

“Like that? Like being fucked like the slut you are?” Sara asked as she curved her fingers and began stroking the woman’s interior walls.

Drooling on to the bedspread, Megan shut her eyes tightly and whined unintelligibly.

“I think she likes it,” Alison said, pressing the cock so far into Megan’s mouth that she began to gag.

“Well, now that she’s good and wet, I think we should give her a little show. Something to watch and think about.” Sara suggested, removing her fingers from Megan’s ass and giving her a slap with her open hand.

Alison slowly extracted the cock from Megan’s mouth, wiping it across Megan’s face before stepping away from the edge of the bed.

Sarah pushed Megan onto her back and removed the roll of latex tape from the black box. With one hand, she grabbed both of Megan’s ankles and held them together. Megan groaned out a little sigh of pleasure as her ankles being forced together pushed the dildo a bit further inside her.

Sara began wrapping the latex tape around and around Megan’s ankles, securing them together tightly. “Just something to make you even more helpless. Oh, and can’t forget...”

Sara grabbed Megan’s discarded panties off the ground and held them up close to her girlfriend’s face.

“Please, please, Sara–what are you doing? What are you going to do? Please don’t put those in my mouth. Please, I’ll be good. I’ll never cheat on you again, baby, I’ll do anythi–mmmph!” Sara ignored Megan’s begging and whining and shoved the dirty panties deep into Megan’s mouth. Then, she ripped off a long strip of the latex tape and began winding it tightly around Megan’s mouth.

“God, baby, you look really good gagged. I think I’m going to gag you more often. Maybe keep you tied up in our bedroom each night so you can’t run off and fuck other women.” Sara chewed on her bottom lip as she observed her bound girlfriend. She gave her cheek a little slap and moved to the foot of the bed. Lying beside Megan, she opened her legs wide and licked her lips as she looked up at Alison. “So...?”

Smirking, Alison lowered herself on top of Sara, rubbing the cock up against her wet slit. “You think Megan will like watching us fuck each other?” She murmured as she bent down and kissed Sara.

“Oh yeah,” Sara murmured into the kiss. “I think she’ll be incredibly jealous... Look at her squirming around. What a pathetic little slut.”

Alison eyed Megan as she grabbed hold of the tip of the cock and pressed it up against Sara’s pussy. She slid it inside of her slowly, circling her hips around and around as she pressed it deeper and deeper.

“Oh... god.... Yes,” Sara moaned, throwing her head back. “Yeah, baby, yeah. Alison, fuck me. Fuck me right there.”

Alison thrust the cock inside further, then pulled it almost entirely out. Then, she pressed it again, and again, and again. Sara’s moans became louder and louder as she was fucked by Alison’s cock.

Behind her, Sara could hear Megan pleading into her tight gag, begging for release, wanting so badly to participate. “You like this, baby?” She called back to Megan. “You like seeing your girlfriend fucked by someone else?”

Alison continued thrusting in and out of Sara, one hand holding the woman’s hip, the other holding onto the bedpost. “Oh, Sara, I should have been fucking you all along.” She said, her eyes never leaving Megan’s. “You feel so much better than Megan. God, you feel good.”

Sara’s pleasure was building and building. She was going to come soon based on how wet her pussy was. She cried out louder as Alison reached out and began playing with her clit while she fucked her.

“God, yes,” Sara groaned, “Oh, Alison, fuck–I’m going to cum, baby, I’m going to cum–”

Megan whined louder, wanting so badly to touch herself, but her bound hands kept her immobile. Her inner walls were tightening around the dildo inside of her the wetter she grew. Her own cum was dripping down her thighs.

Alison increased her speed, fucking Sara harder and harder until the woman’s body went rigid and tense. Sara’s mouth opened in a silent scream, and then she shuddered and trembled as her orgasm passed through her. She sighed out a breath of pleasure, going limp on the bed beside Megan.

Alison removed the cock from inside of Sara and lay down next to the spent woman. She looked over to Megan and flicked the woman’s clit. “How was that, Megan? Like seeing your girlfriend get fucked by me? Wish you could play, too?”

Megan moaned in response, rolling onto her side to face Sara and Alison. It sounded as if she were attempting to say something, but the two women simply ignored her.

Sara reached over and very slowly extracted the dildo from Megan’s cunt and tossed it aside. “So, baby, did we punish you enough? Feel like you got what you deserved?”

Megan nodded emphatically, yes. Sara leaned over and gave her girlfriend a long gag-kiss. “Good. Are you ready to be untied? Want to be fucked, baby?”

Again, Megan nodded over and over.

“Hm.” Sarah hummed, “Well, that’s too bad, because we’re not quite done with you yet. Let’s tie her up in a new position, Alison. Something really punishing and tight.”

Megan moaned suddenly, shaking her head. She realized, then, that not planning beforehand with Sara how long her punishment would last was a big, big mistake.


































Seduced

“This isn’t right.”

“That doesn’t mean we shouldn’t do it.” Jessie whispered, her hot breath tickling Aya’s ear.

“I just... I’ve never...”

“Never what? Been with a woman before?” Jessie’s hand snaked around Aya’s waist, drawing her closer, tickling her exposed skin and sending bolts of electricity throughout her. Her lips were soft and warm around Aya’s earlobe. She bit the fleshy skin gently before trailing her kiss down Aya’s neck.

Aya arched into her touch, a soft moan of pleasure escaping her lips without permission. She hissed in a shaking, uncertain breath. “I’ve always... been curious...” She admitted.

“Well, just consider this your first taste.” Jessie murmured. Her hands tightened around Aya’s hips and she pushed them both gently back against the brick wall. Her lips trailed along Aya’s jaw, kissing her gently, exploring every inch of the inexperienced woman. Slowly, she shifted her lips onto Aya’s and pressed her tongue inside the wet crevice.

She explored her with a warm, sensuous kiss, filling the silence of the outdoor terrace with soft sighs and groans of pleasure.

Aya whimpered into the kiss, connecting her arms behind Jessie’s neck. “Why does this feel so good?” She mumbled into the slightly taller woman’s lips.

“Because it feels wrong. Because you’ve never allowed yourself to do something like this before.”

“But–”

“Shh.” Jessie whispered, silencing Aya with another kiss. Her hands shifted slightly and came to rest on the waistband of Aya’s jeans. Her fingers toyed gently with the button. “I’m going to show you how much pleasure could be in your life. How much pleasure you could be having. Would you like that?”

Aya’s gaze ticked upwards to Jessie’s and for many moments they penetrated one another with their eyes. “Yes.” Aya finally whispered.

Jessie’s hands went to work immediately, pulling apart Aya’s jeans and pulling them down to her knees. She hovered one hand over the soft fabric of Aya’s gray panties, teasing her with just the pressure and presence of her fingers.

Aya gasped at even that slight touch, her eyes sliding shut and her wet lips parting in a silent scream. Her whole body hummed with pleasure, every nerve ending suddenly alight with desire. She needed Jessie to touch her. She needed Jessie inside of her. What was happening?

“Jessie,” She panted, swallowing a growing lump in her throat. She pressed her hips forward and they became flush with Jessie’s. “I need...”

“What?” Jessie murmured, her fingers playing gently with the fabric that separated Aya’s wet, wanting pussy from her fingers. “What do you need?”

“Touch me.” Aya begged, her voice pinched by the unbearable need bubbling up deep inside of her.

Jessie pulled Aya’s underwear away from her pussy with tantalizing slowness. She pushed her fingers inside of Aya’s slit and smiled at the sensation of sticky, wet desire covering her fingers. She spread her wetness up towards the pulsing, sensitive clit. She gently rubbed the pleasure center, applying pressure to it, teasing it softly.

“Oh, fuck...god, Jessie, that... that feels so good...” Aya groaned, squeezing her eyes shut tightly. Her body shuddered and she grabbed a fistful of the back of Jessie’s shirt.

Jessie gently rubbed Aya’s clit, working her fingers in small circles around the desperate pussy. “Tell me how that feels. You’ve never felt like this before, have you? No one had ever focused on your pleasure like this. Tell me I’m right.”

“Jessie-god, I-y-you’re right... I... No one has ever made me feel so good... I, oh fuck, please-please, I need more...” Aya begged.

Despite Aya’s pleading, Jessie was unrelenting in giving her pleasure. She pulled her fingers out of Aya’s underwear and pressed her tongue into her mouth. “I told you I was just giving you a taste.”

Aya looked confused for a moment, her eyes widening slightly and her hands tightening around Jessie’s neck. “Jessie, don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. I... I want you, I love the way you touch me, I-I need you to keep touching me. I need you...“

“I thought what we were doing was wrong...?” Jessie said, a low, throaty chuckle escaping her throat. “You have a boyfriend, I remember correctly.”

Aya breathed deeply, tangling her fingers in the tendrils of Jessie’s short, dark hair. “You’re right...” She whispered, closing her eyes. “I shouldn’t do this.”

“So... the door is open. You’re free to go whenever you want. Back to–what’s his name again?–Kevin?” There was a hint of ridicule in Jessie’s voice as she kissed Aya once more.

“I shouldn’t do this to him.” Aya mumbled, “It’s wrong. It’s... but you feel so good. You taste so good, Jessie.”

“Then stay with me. Let me show you more.”

Aya knew then that she wasn’t going home tonight. Despite how much her mind protested, her body desperately wanted more of Jessie, more of those sweet, tender touches that no one had ever given to her pussy before.

“Come inside.” Jessie said, nodding towards the balcony door. She took Aya’s hand in her own and led her inside the low-lit apartment that smelled of jade and tobacco. Within moments, Aya was lying on her back in the dark of Jessie’s bedroom, straddled by the woman, her jeans being tugged down to her ankles, then tossed onto the floor carelessly. She panted heavily as she gazed up into Jessie’s hazel eyes. She knew what was about to happen, and yet her body trembled with excitement, anticipating sensations unknown.

Jessie slipped lower and lower downwards until her head hovered just above Aya’s panties. “Does Kevin ever do this to you?” She asked, slipping the panties down Aya’s tan, toned legs.

“N-no.” Aya said, shaking her head. She pushed hips forward, rolling them forward and back in desperate desire for Jessie’s touch.

Jessie grabbed onto each of Aya’s hips for leverage and lowered her head to the woman’s dripping wet slit. For many moments, she simply breathed, letting the cool air of her exhales tickle Aya’s clit. “This is what you want, isn’t it? I can’t wait to taste you...”

Aya couldn’t bring words to her lips. Instead, she nodded vigorously, a whimper escaping her. Jessie plunged her head forward and darted her tongue between the woman’s wet folds. She licked her sensitive, throbbing pussy like it was dessert.

“Oh my god, oh... oh, fuck Jessie–oh god!” Aya’s cries increased in speed and volume as Jessie’s tongue plunged further and further inward. Jessie glanced up and met the woman’s gaze, holding it in her own, She swirled her tongue in tight little circles around Aya’s folds, eventually putting her focus on the woman’s clit. She brought her hands upward and grabbed hold of Aya’s breasts through her shirt, kneading them in her hands, squeezing and pinching the nipples, tending to them, drawing pleasure out of the most sensitive area.

Aya whimpered again, moaning and writhing in the tangle of sheets beneath her. Her chest heaved as pleasure bloomed inside of her, threatening to spill out. Jessie sat up and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. Then, she crawled up Aya’s body and slipped her fingers inside of the woman’’s cavernous pussy.

“I’m about to give you the best orgasm you’ve ever fucking had. Are you ready?”

Aya felt like screaming. She wanted it now. She needed it. “Yes! Yes, Jessie, please, give it to me. Please-!”

Jessie plunged her fingers in and out, in and out, fucking Aya’s pussy like she owned it. She fucked her hard and fast, using her thumb to tickle the woman’s clit while she penetrated her.

Aya grabbed onto the sheets beneath her, but they did little to stave off the mounting threat of an orgasm rising up from inside of her. Her moans of pleasure filled the apartment, reverberating off the walls and certainly into the neighboring units.

“You like that, Aya? You like the way that feels? Have you ever been fucked like this before?”

“No,” Aya whispered, shaking her head, inhaling hot hisses of breath as Aya’s hands worked her. “I’m... fuck, Jessie, I’m going to cum–I think I’m going to–”

“Cum for me, baby.” Jessie requested, bending her head low and pushing her tongue into Aya’s mouth. “C’mon, let me hear you cum. I want to feel it come out of you.”

Jessie slowed her thrusts as Aya curled into herself, her body tensing like one giant nerve, and let out a long, heady groan of satisfaction.

“Fuck, fuck, I’m–yeah, yeah, right there, don’t stop, don’t stop–!” And just as quickly as it came on, Aya’s orgasm faded away leaving her spent and spread across the bed. Jessie dropped down beside her, panting a little.

“So...” She murmured, tracing a pattern against Aya’s exposed stomach. “Better than Kevin?”

Aya laughed, shaking her head. “I... I feel bad...”

“Don’t.” Jessie said, smiling. “He can’t help it. Women just know how to please women.”




























Domme in Training

The basement floor was cold and hard up against Kylie’s bare skin. She jerked her head away from Natalie’s hold, but was helpless as the domme shoved a black thong into her open, wanting mouth.

“There you go. Don’t spit it out.” Natalie held a roll of white tape in her hands. She tore off a strip and spread it tightly over Kylie’s lips, smoothing it out with her hands against the bound woman’s face.

Kylie moaned in protest, glaring at Natalie over the tapegag. Natalie tore off two more strips, adding them just slightly above and below the original piece so that the lower half of Kylie’s face was covered in the thick white material.

“Now, that’s much better, isn’t it?” Natalie asked, rising to her feet and moving around to Kylie’s legs.

Kylie pulled desperately on the restraints binding her wrists and ankles together. They were so incredibly tight that she was reduced to a struggling, writhing mess on the ground. Never before had she ever felt helplessness like this. It made her heart clamor up against her chest, knowing that Natalie could do absolutely anything to her right now. She felt Natalie’s hands grabbing onto her ankles and a coil of rope being wound around her knees.

More restraints?? Seriously? Kylie thought.

“This will keep you good and still.” Natalie murmured as she worked.

“Mmmnnpphh,” Kylie moaned again, huffing brattily.

“Oh, shut up.” Natalie said, laughing a little. “We do this to every new domme who gets employed here. It’s our little welcoming ritual. Training the domme.”

Kylie exhaled grumpily and forced herself to submit to Natalie’s bindings. She had been a professional dominatrix for six years now and never once had she allowed someone to dominate her. People submitted to her, not the other way around. But today, on the first day of her new job as a domme with an upscale agency in Los Angeles, her co-worker Natalie had forcibly taken her down into the basement of the office and tied her up.

Kylie had struggled against Natalie, but the woman had been too quick in slapping a pair of handcuffs on her and smothering her mouth with a tight handgag. And now, Kylie found herself completely immobile on the basement floor, tied, gagged, and growing wetter every minute.

Natalie’s rope work was tight and restricting and as she finished tying Kylie’s knees, the bound woman found that she could hardly move at all.

“Mmmpph,” She moaned up at her captor, her blue eyes pleading.

“What? Are you begging me to let you go or something? Got somewhere to be?” Natalie’s hand hovered over Kylie’s ass. Her latex gloves felt smooth and rubbery against her skin.

Natalie gave her a little slap and Kylie released a whimper of something between pleasure and surprise. Natalie slapped her ass again, harder. “Like that, baby? Like getting spanked?”

Kylie cried out again, the gag swallowing her voice.

“You’ve never been tied up before, have you?” Natalie asked, running her hands slowly up and down Kylie’s back. “Can’t be a good domme if you don’t know what it’s like to get dominated.” She purred.

Kylie had to admit that Natalie had a point. How could she give customers a good experience if she herself had never been through what she was giving them?

“What are you thinking right now, Kylie? You’re wondering how long I’m going to keep you like this, probably. Or maybe you’re wondering if I’m going to fuck you. If I’m going to play with your nipples or tease your little clit. Is that what you’re thinking about?”

Kylie nodded, feeling utterly pathetic and helpless with the gag taking away her speech. It felt so dehumanizing being reduced to a squirming little sex toy with nothing to say, nothing to do.

“How does that tape feel on your mouth, hm?” Natalie asked, grabbing hold of Kylie’s chin and massaging her jaw gently. “Is it tight? Sealing your naughty lips together? You’re not allowed to talk, okay? I may give you permission to speak if I feel like it later, but for now you’re going to keep quiet.”

Kylie nodded in silent understanding, a small whimper escaping her.

Natalie pulled out her cell phone and took a photo of Kylie lying on the ground at her feet. “Gotta send a picture to the girls to show them you’re going through your training.” She said as the unmistakable sound of the camera shutter clicking filled the musty basement.

Natalie moved again to Kylie’s backside and lifted the woman’s bound ankles. Though Kylie could not see what she was doing, she felt her ankles and wrists pulled together into a merciless hogtie. With the toe of her black high heel, Natalie pushed Kylie onto her side and laughed down at the helpless woman.

Kylie groaned at the strain it placed on her limbs, but she had to admit that her growing helplessness was making her wetter and wetter. She hoped Natalie would at least give her a little release with a quick fuck or some clit teasing.

At the top of the basement stairs, the door leading to the ground floor suddenly opened. Natalie looked up over her shoulder. “Greta! Oh, come down here. I was just having a little fun with our newest co-worker!”

Greta descended the stairs quickly and laughed throatily at the sight of Kylie squirming on the ground. “Looks like you’ve been quite easy on her.”

Kylie’s eyes widened. Easy? She had been tied up for over half an hour now. What more could they do to her?

“Well, you’re welcome to have a crack at her.” Natalie offered.

“Let’s tie her to the X-Beam and take turns giving her a little pleasure, hm?” Greta suggested. Without waiting for an answer, she kneeled down to Kylie’s side and smiled down at the whimpering, moaning woman. “Noisy, aren’t you?”

She loosened the hogtie and pulled Kylie up to her feet. Because they were still bound together, she half-dragged the tied woman over to a huge wooden X in the center of the basement. “Help me with her, Nat.” Great said.

Natalie pushed Kylie until she was standing facing the X and bent over towards the ground. Natalie attached a leather collar around her neck and clipped the metal ring to another ring in the center of the X, keeping kylie bent over uncomfortably.

“Very good.” Greta admired.

Kylie shivered in anticipation. She couldn’t see behind her at all and had no idea what Great and Natalie were about to do to her.

Her pussy was dripping wet now and easily accessible beneath her black skirt. After Natalie had taken her underwear off and gagged her with them, her pussy juices were leaking freely down her leg.

Greta rubbed her hands gently down Kylie’s back, grabbing a handful of the woman’s ass and squeezing, kneading it and slapping it. Then, Kylie felt the tip of something enter her slowly from behind. She moaned heavily into the gag.

Greta held a silicon dildo in one hand and pressed it slowly inside of Kylie. “I think she likes it.” She said over her shoulder to Natalie. “Look how wet she is.”

The dildo slid in and out of Kylie with torturous slowness, pressing up against her G-spot, then rippling out of her. Again, and again, and again. She cried out into the gag with unbridled pleasure. It would only take moments for her to come, she could tell. Her body was heating up, her breath coming in heaving gasps. God, no one had ever made her come this quickly before? Was it just from being tied up? Being taken by another woman? For the first time, Kylie submitted to the whim of her captors.

As she predicted, her orgasm came swiftly and suddenly, and her body trembled and shivered while she remain bent over with her ass exposed. The dildo pulled away and Kylie was left breathless.

“Wow.” Greta murmured. “That was... incredibly quick. Natalie, I don’t think our new blood has ever been dominated before?”

“I told her. You can’t be a good domme without getting dominated once in awhile.”

Despite being bound in an uncomfortable position, still gagged, and with no end to her training in sight, Kylie smiled to herself. She could definitely enjoy an occasional dominating.



















Training Session

Rachel Wexler hated moving. It was one thing to pack up a U-Haul and drag all of her possessions from San Diego to Los Angeles, California after college. But here, in New York City, moving was a whole other beast. The worst of it, thankfully, was over. After three days of non-stop heavy lifting up the six miserable flights of stairs in her elevator-less new building, Rachel was ready for a weekend of ultimate relaxation.

After a night of Netflix, pizza, and a bottle of wine all to herself, she would be rejuvenated and ready to take on organizing and unpacking the rest of her apartment. She draped herself across her black suede sofa in the center of her otherwise empty living room and settled her laptop on top of her taut, toned stomach. She was craving pizza from that cute Italian joint three blocks away, but there was no way in hell she was getting up to walk down there with how sore her body was.

Rachel clicked on Chrome and a grumbled in frustration as the browser refused to open.

“Oh, duh.” She mumbled, suddenly regretting not having the internet installed today. Well, there goes my night of relaxation, she thought. She clicked on the computer’s wifi button and watched as a list of nearby networks populated. Hoping at least one would be a public network so that she could at least order delivery, she scrolled through the long list of her neighbor’s networks.

“ParentalAdvisory558... Brooklyn4Ever... Francine...Bambamo55...” It was a fascinating look into the lives of her as of yet unknown neighbors. So far, all of these networks were password protected. Rachel kept scrolling.

“...DominatrixMatrix4A...?” Rachel murmured. Was there really a dominatrix living in her building? A thrum of warmth gathered in her belly at the thought of being dominated in bed. It was a fantasy she had always had, but was far too afraid of revealing to any of her past lovers. Rachel loved the feeling of the cold clinking metal of handcuffs and the sound of her moans when obscured by a tight, restricting gag.

She frequently experimented with self-bondage and had a small collection of restraints, gags, and toys that lived under her bed in her last apartment. One of the benefits of living alone was that she could put herself in her velcro hogtie harness and a silicone ball gag without worrying about someone walking in on her. Sometimes, she liked to tie herself up in front of the large mirror in front of her bed, writhing and squirming in place while she moaned in pleasure at her reflection. Afterwards, she would only need to rub her clit for thirty seconds or so before coming to a body-wracking orgasm.

Swallowing down a growing lump in her throat, Rachel noticed that ‘DominatrixMatrix4A’ was a public network. She wondered, a warm trickle of desire filling her, if 4A referenced the apartment numbers for the building. Her own apartment was 6A. Did that mean that this dominatrix lived just two floor below her? Rachel hoped so.

She clicked on the network and chewed on her bottom lip as it allowed her to connect.

The Chrome browser re-loaded and directed her to Google’s homepage. Well, guess she could get on with her night. Or...

Rachel glanced towards her front door. She could feel her clit getting wet with the thought of being put into bondage by her dominatrix neighbor. Maybe she would just go and introduce herself...

Rachel slipped her black leather boots on, dragged a hand through her messy waves of black hair, and smoothed down the front of her black t-shirt. She probably didn’t look great after a day of moving, but what did it matter? She was just stopping by to say hello.

Locking her front door behind her, Rachel had a moment of uncertainty as she descended the sixth-floor stairs. What am I doing, she thought, busting in on a random neighbor who may or may not be a dominatrix because I’m horny? What am I even expecting is going to happen? No matter what happened tonight, Rachel assumed she would be putting herself into some very vigorous bondage later that night.

She reached the fourth floor and walked slowly down the long hallway, her eyes scanning the numbers on the doors as she went. 4C... 4B... 4A. Rachel’s heart hammered uncomfortably in her chest. She cleared her throat and softly knocked on the door.

For many moments, no one answered.

Okay, she thought, maybe I should just––

“Can I help you?”

Rachel felt like all the breath had suddenly left her lungs. She was met with a stunning brunette standing in front of her, wearing nothing more than a black silk robe. The silk covered just the tops of the woman’s thighs, and was so low-cut that Rachel could see the dark shadow made by her cleavage.

“Uh, um, yeah, hi, I’m–I just moved in. Upstairs. I’m... Rachel. I’m Rachel.” She sputtered out, trying to look anywhere other than this beautiful woman’s lithe body.

“Rachel. Nice to meet you.” Her voice was as silky as the robe she wore. “I’m Summer. Come in.”

All too quickly, Rachel found herself stepping inside of this beautiful stranger’s apartment. She hadn’t intended on coming inside, but at Summer’s insistence, why the hell not?

“Can I get you anything? Water, tea, wine...?” Summer shut the door behind me and seemed to glide over towards her sleek, granite-covered kitchen.

“Oh, no. No, thank you. I just, um, I just wanted to introduce myself. I... know that’s kind of unusual in New York, but I, um, I guess I wanted to say thanks.” Rachel tried to calm herself, taking a deep breath in and out before continuing. Why was this happening to her? Women never made her nervous like this.

“Thanks? What for?” Summer laughed lightly, bending over and resting her elbows on her countertop, revealing even further the soft curve of her breasts.

“I forgot to get my internet installed before I moved in, and your network was the only public one, so I was going to use it to order some delivery for tonight.” Rachel smiled and took a lasting look around the apartment. All of the furniture was black and shiny with sharp-looking corners. There was art on the wall, but it was entirely abstract paintings. Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel saw something lying on the floor by the open door to what she assumed was Summer’s boyfriend. It was long and shiny.

“Is that so?” Summer’s eyebrow raised and her green eyes twinkled at me. My throat suddenly felt very dry.

“Yeah. I hope that’s... okay. I noticed your network name...Are you...?”

A laugh burst from Summer’s throat and she straightened, one hand resting on the side of her hip. “A dominatrix? Yes, I am, actually. Most people think it’s a joke, but it’s a career for some of us, you know?”

Rachel laughed along with Summer, not entirely sure what she was laughing at. All she knew was that her clit was throbbing up against her panties. “Right. Well...”

“Care for a tour of my place? I’m sure the layout is quite similar to yours, but–”

“I’d love one.” Rachel burst out, hardly unable to keep her thoughts under control. The only image running through her mind was Summer pulling long lengths of rope around her wrists.

“Great. Follow me.”

Rachel could not focus for the duration of the tour, her mind wandering dangerously as Summer explained her art collection and a story about a leak in the upstairs neighbors’ bathroom giving her full view of their bathroom activities for a month. She led them into her bedroom. Rachel could not help but let out an audible gasp.

Rather than a bedroom, it looked more like a dungeon. Shelves of dildos and vibrators lined the walls. Coils of rope hung from metal hooks, and a spanking horse sat beside the bed like a piece of furniture. At the foot of the bed was a human-sized cage.

“You like what you see, then?” Summer laughed throatily into Rachel’s ear. A shudder ran through her.

“Um... I... y-yes.” Rachel whispered.

“You know,” Summer’s hands pressed gently into Rachel’s shoulders. She was a little bit taller and bent down to whisper into her ear. “I should punish you for using what’s mine. You think that you can use my things without my permission?”

The warmth between Rachel’s legs grew to a wet puddle. She could feel her clit enlarging as desire firebombed through her. “No. I... I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” Summer reached for Rachel’s wrist and drew it roughly behind the woman’s back. “Sorry isn’t good enough.”

Rachel gasped in something like surprise and pleasure. Summer’s tight grip around her wrist felt strangely comforting. It was frightening, but so, so exciting. Was this really about to happen? Was she about to be punished by a dominatrix?

“What... what are you going to do to me?” Rachel breathed.

“Hm.” Summer murmured, grabbing Rachel’s other wrist and pinning it behind her with her other one. “I think a good punishment would be to tie you up and make you mine. What do you think of that?”

As soon as Summer posed the question, she clapped her hand tightly over Rachel’s mouth. Instinctually, Rachel let out a moan of surprise into Summer’s hand. The sound, a delicious ‘mmph’ noise, made Rachel wetter than ever. The thing that made her wettest was the sound of her own voice, gagged.

“Moan twice if you want me to do this. Once, if you want me to let you go. But be warned, if we do this, we do it my way. Whatever I want. However I want. For as long as I want. Understood? Now, what do you say?”

Rachel’s mind went blank. Here was an opportunity to escape, to leave, if she really wanted to. Here she was, practically held captive by a woman she had never met, who held her in a room filled with sex toys and restraints. As dangerous as it sounded, this was her biggest fantasy, the ultimate turn-on that she had never been able to act out with her previous lovers...

“Mmph. Mmmph.” Rachel moaned twice into the tight handgag, thus giving away her freedom for the night.

“Excellent.” Summer said, removing her hand from around Rachel’s mouth. She reached over to the bedside table a couple of feet away and extracted a pair of leather cuffs with silver buckles. Rachel’s eyes widened. This wasn’t her self-bondage gear. This was real.

“We are going to establish some rules. If you disobey my rules, you will be punished. If you abide by my rules, you may be rewarded. Now, remove your shirt and your jeans, and get down onto your knees on the bed.” Summer’s words were firm and unflinching. Rachel wondered, as she began to comply, how old Summer was. She looked to also be in her mid-twenties, like Rachel.

Pulling her shirt over her head and stepping out of her jeans, Rachel stood with her back to Summer as she placed herself onto the soft duvet cover of the gray king-sized bed. She was not wearing a bra that day, but she was wearing her favorite pair of black, lace panties.

“Place your hands behind your back.” Summer instructed. The soft tinkling of metal was almost unbearably pleasurable to Rachel. As she placed her hands behind her, they were met with the soft touch of the leather cuffs buckling around each wrist. This was it. There was no going back now.

Summer crawled onto the bed behind Rachel. She reached around and tweaked Rachel’s soft, pliant nipples. She pulled and twisted until the nipples became erect, rubbing them with the base of her thumb occasionally. “Tell me, Rachel. Are you a bad girl?”

Rachel was moaning softly at the sensation of her nipples being fondled. “Y-yes.” She whispered, “I’m... I’m a bad girl.”

Summer’s touch pulled gently away from Rachel’s nipples and Rachel couldn’t help but let out a whimper, wishing for them to come back. “What am I going to find if I reach down and swipe my finger through your pussy, huh? Is it going to be wet down there?”

Rachel nodded once. Then, realizing she probably should be responding to Summer verbally, she murmured, “I’m wet. So... so wet.”

“Is that so?” Summer purred, one hand trailing down Rachel’s stomach and hovering at the lacy waistband of her panties. “Let me see about that.” As she suggested, Summer slipped two fingers effortlessly across Rachel’s clit.

“Ahhh,” Rachel tried to stifle a moan, but she could not. Her pussy was dripping wet, as wet as if she had been fucking all night long.

“Wow.” Summer chuckled, “This is impressive, Rachel. All from just having your hands restrained? You really are a bad girl, aren’t you? Have you ever been tied up before?”

“N-no. I... I tie myself up, sometimes. And-and then I masturbate.”

“Mm, I see.” Summer’s hand drifted upwards, gliding across Rachel’s breasts and grabbing onto her chin. “You really are a bad girl. I’m going to have to punish you, you little slut.”

Before Rachel knew what was happening, a soft, leathery blindfold was slipped over her eyes. She had one of her own that she put on herself, occasionally, but she preferred to have a full view of herself in self-bondage, so it wasn’t often.

Summer’s hand pushed down on the center of her back, hard, and Rachel met the blankets of the bed face first. Her ass was in the air, pointed upward and exposed. For a moment, nothing else happened. Then–

Rachel hissed as a sting of pain traveled across her buttocks. Then another. And another.

Summer struck her again with a long, black riding crop. It’s end was covered in a fold of leather. “How does that feel, slut? Do you like that? Hm? Are you my dirty little slut?”

Rachel’s whole body jolted with every strike from the crop. She had never been spanked before during sex, much less hit with a bondage toy. Despite the first moments of pain, it made the warmth and wetness between her legs grow even more, if possible. She let out a little moan with every hit.

“Yes, I like that.” She gasped, “I’m... I’m your slut. Dirty-I mean-dirty, little slut.”

Rachel lost count after twenty strikes with the crop, but it couldn’t have been more than thirty, she thought. She panted lightly as she tried to listen to Summer’s movements, trying to determine what was about to happen to her next.

Summer’s hands took hold of her shoulders and pushed her to her side. There, she felt Summer’s soft hands grabbing at the waistband of her panties. In one swift motion, they were pulled off of her. Next, Summer grabbed at her ankles. A pair of leather cuffs, identical to the ones adorning her wrist, were attached just above each of her feet.

Then, Summer’s voice was just beside her ear and traveling towards her lips. “Do you feel how helpless you are, dirty girl? You aren’t going anywhere.”

Rachel tested out her restraints for the first time. She pulled at the metal clips keeping her wrists bound together, but there was no give. She squirmed in the bed further, trying to pull apart her ankles, but finding that they as well were stuck together. She was, as Summer said, completely helpless. It was such a strange feeling. Rachel felt waves of pleasure like she had never felt before, and yet, she couldn’t help but think how easily Summer could be kidnapping her and truly making her a slave. It was incredibly exciting.

“Struggle all you want. I’m in control now.” As Summer spoke, she pulled the blindfold off of Rachel’s eyes. Blinking in the soft light of the bedroom, Rachel licked her lips in anticipation of what was coming next. “Now, I want to see the look in your eyes while you get your next punishment.”

Rachel could not see Summer as the woman went to one of the many shelves lining the room. She shivered at the memory of first seeing all of the woman’s toys lined up in plain sight. What was coming? A dildo? A buttplug? She had no idea.

Summer lay down behind Rachel, her crotch rubbing up against Rachel’s bare bottom. Without a word of warning, she held a silicone-covered vibrating egg up to her submissive’s clit. Then, she showed Rachel the remote. “See this? Most people think being forced to have multiple orgasms would be pleasurable, but it’s actually a punishment. The first one will be so delicious. So will the second one. Maybe even the third. But I’m sure you know how sensitive and sore a pussy gets after an orgasm, don’t you? Let’s see how many you can take, hm?”

Clicking the remote on, Summer sat up and watched as Rachel writhed suddenly against the vibrating egg.

“Oh... oh, god...” Rachel murmured, pressing her face into the blankets, her eyes squeezed shut tightly. Her clit throbbed with waves of pleasure. She had been so wet for so long, and this was the sweet release she craved. Summer drew the egg slowly up and down her sopping clit.

“Does that feel good? I bet you like that, you bad girl.”

“Yes, yes, god, yes, I like it, oh my god, I like it, please–” Rachel begged, moaning into the mess of blankets beneath her.

Summer pushed the egg inside of Rachel’s pussy, then removed herself from the bed. “Have fun.” She said, moving to an armchair by the bedroom window. She sat herself down and watched as her new toy writhed and struggled against her restraints, moaning in sweet, hot pleasure.

“Oh!” Rachel cried, “oh, oh, my god! Oh my god, I’m going to cum. God, I’m going to cum–” Rachel’s hips bucked over and over again, tremors wracking her body like a seizure. But she could not take pleasure in that sweet release that came with end of an orgasm. The egg kept vibrating, and her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter.

“I... I.. god, oh... I...” She knew she couldn’t ask to for it to stop; that was the whole point. She was prisoner to Summer’s whims, and right now, Summer wanted her to be punished. Rachel cried out again, a long and drawn out moan of exhausted pleasure. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take. One orgasm was enough. After her exhausting day, anymore would leave her utterly spent.

“Do I have to gag you?” Though she desperately wanted a break from the punishing vibrations, Rachel did love to be gagged... Summer’s hand over her mouth had been the hottest moment of their encounter so far, and she would do anything to get her captor to take away her ability to speak again. However, she wondered if Summer would fulfill her wishes if she knew just how much Rachel liked being gagged. She moaned again, trying to raise the volume of her voice.

Summer stood from the armchair and rustled in another drawer in a bureau across from the bed. She approached the bed and looked down at Rachel from where she stood. Then, with one hand, she pressed a pair of wet panties against Rachel’s nose. Rachel tried to move her face away, inadvertently sniffing and realizing the the panties were hers.

“Recognize these? Your dirty, cum-filled panties. Do you like the way these smell? Hm? I think you’ll love the way they taste.” Summer stuffed the lace panties in Rachel’s mouth, licking her lips as she did.

For a moment, Rachel was horrified. She could taste her own cum as the wad of cloth filled her mouth. But, after a few moments, the taste, she realized was not so bad. In fact, it turned her on to have the dirty panties stuffed into her mouth. She moaned into them and her eyes fluttered at the sound of her muffled cries.

Summer held up a long piece of bondage tape. It was shiny and looked like latex to Rachel, something she had never experimented with before. Summer placed the tape tightly across Rachel’s lips and began to wind it around her head at least three or four times. It got tighter against Rachel’s mouth with each wrapping, quieting her cries more and more. She moaned into the tape, looking up at Summer with something like a look of begging.

“You’re still too loud, you dirty slut. I’m not finished, yet.” Summer said, presenting Rachel with the final layer of her imprisoning gag: a long black scarf. Rachel did not think she could get any more turned on. The scarf was tightened around the layer of tape and double-knotted at the back of her head. Despite how sore her pussy was getting from the egg, she could not have felt happier at this fulfillment of her fantasy. It was so incredibly hot to be unable to call out for help, to have her words reduced to a garbled, meaningless moan.

Another orgasm passed through Rachel and she cried out into the gag, feeling the tight outer layers absorb her cries of ‘oh god’ and ‘I’m cumming.’ As her body bucked through the third consecutive orgasm, the vibrations slowed, and then came to a stop. Panting, Rachel looked gratefully up at Summer who held the remote in her hand.

“Alright, my dirty girl. You deserve a short break.”

Relaxing into her bonds, Rachel noticed for the first time beads of sweat pooling down the side of her face. She had never had a sexual experience like this before. She turned over onto her side as best she could with her hands and ankles restrained and furrowed her brow as Summer approached the bed with a black five-inch dildo in her hands. A moan inadvertently left her gagged mouth at thought of that thing going inside of her after so many orgasms.

Summer pulled apart Rachel’s legs at her knees and pressed the tip of the dildo up against her labia. “I’ve gotten your clit nice and wet, huh? You need some attention elsewhere, for a little while.” She slipped the dildo inside of Rachel’s warm, welcoming pussy, pushing it further and further in until the base of it was pressed against her clit.

Rachel cried out into the gag, moaning with deep, unbridled pleasure. Summer reached over and shut her legs. “You can relax with that for a little while. You were so wet, I didn’t even need to use any lube.”

Rachel moaned harder and harder, her inner walls clenching tightly around the object inserted in her. God, this was torture, she thought. Absolute torture. But god, did she love it. She squirmed in the bed, turning onto her back but keeping her knees shut tightly so that the dildo stayed tightly inserted inside of her.

The blindfold was slipped over her eyes once again and Rachel was encased in darkness. All she knew was the flaming pleasure of being filled by Summer’s dildo.

‘Fuck me,’ she moaned into her gag, wishing then that Summer could hear her pleas. ‘Please, please fuck me. Fuck your dirty slut. I want to be fucked so badly.’ But all that came out was a mess of ‘mmph.’

Despite the blindfold, she could feel Summer close to her, moving onto the bed beside her. A pair of knees suddenly straddled each of Rachel’s sides and Summer reached down to grab hold of each of Rachel’s erect nipples. She gave them a few squeezes, twisting them around in her fingers. Then, Summer attached a nipple clamp to each one. The sudden, unexpected pain caused Rachel to cry out, giving a long, tantalized moan in response to the bite of the clamps.

“You look so good in that gag, my little slut. You need to be gagged every time you’re fucked, because you are far too loud.” Summer hummed, taking hold of Rachel’s chin and giving each cheek a little slap. She squeezed the sides of Rachel’s gagged mouth, massaging her mouth gently before giving her a long gag-kiss. She pulled the the scarf layer down and licked the latex tape. Then, she pulled the scarf back up and climbed off of her squirming captive.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you? I can tell. You want that big cock shoved in and out of you, don’t you?” Summer questioned.

Rachel nodded vigorously, moaning twice.

“Hm, but you don’t deserve to be fucked like that, do you? You deserve to be punished. I think you can stay like that awhile longer.”

Deflated, Rachel succumbed to the waves of hot pleasure the nipple clamps were adding to her already engorged clit. She was desperate for Summer to fuck her, to plunge that big cock deep inside of her, to pull it out, then thrust it back in again. She wanted Summer to fuck her over and over again, playing with her clit at the same time. She wanted to be Summer’s dirty girl all night long.

After a torturously long twenty minutes of holding the cock inside of her, Rachel felt the nipple clamps begin to be removed. Then, to her slight disappointment, Summer untied the thick scarf layer of her gag. She also pulled the blindfold off and set it aside. When Rachel could finally see again, she saw that Summer was sitting on the bed beside her, looking down at her hungrily.

“Here is what’s going to happen. I’m going to take this cock out of you, and you’re going to lick my pussy. If I deem that you have done a satisfactory job, then I will fuck you. How does that sound?”

Rachel moaned twice.

“I’m going to remove your gag, but if you say one word, then I will gag you even tighter than before, put you into that cage at the foot of my bed, and leave you there until morning. Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice so low and serious that Rachel was certain she wasn’t bluffing. Rachel nodded, her heart hammering in anticipation.

“Good. Now, don’t you dare say a fucking word, you slut.” Summer began to unwind the bondage tape from around Rachel’s head. She pulled the wad of wet panties out of her mouth and set them aside. Then, she arranged herself at the foot of the bed, spreading her legs open and nodding for Rachel to get started.

Rachel was, for a moment, perplexed. How was she supposed to get over there while her wrists and ankles were bound? As well as she could, she sat up and pushed her bound legs to her side. Then, scooting forward, she bent down onto her stomach and stuck her ass in the air, as she had done before. She inched forward, and finally her mouth was settled on Summer’s warm, wet pussy.

“Good girl,” Summer said, placing a hand on Rachel’s head and pressing her face downwards. Rachel had licked pussy many times, and considered herself to be quite good at it, but she wasn’t sure if she was up to Summer’s standards. She swiped her tongue over Summer’s clit and licked her lips. Her cum was sweet and tangy, like vanilla and cherries. She pressed her nose into the folds of Summer’s labia and licked rapidly over her core.

Summer let out a small moan of pleasure. “Keep going, dirty girl.”

Rachel licked harder and faster, burying her whole mouth deep around Summer’s juicy, wet opening. She was proud to hear Summer moaning every few moments, and nearly moaned herself at the feeling of Summer’s fingers tightening around a wad of her hair at the top of her head.

“You like that?” Summer asked, “You like licking your mistress’s pussy? Lick it up, my dirty girl. Make me cum with that tongue.”

Rachel continued licking with more fervor, surprised to feel her own clit throbbing with desire. She hadn’t expected to be turned on by giving pleasure, but it felt really good to be useful while she was tied up. She wanted to please her mistress, to give her just as much pleasure as she was getting.

Summer bit her bottom lip, moaning into her arm to stifle her cries of pleasure. She was getting close to cumming. “Oh, yes, yes you slut, keep going. Lap it up, baby, right there, right there. I’m close–I’m close–I’m...!” Summer’s voice trailed away as a series of tremors exploded through her. She kept Rachel’s face pressed hard into her pussy until the orgasm had completely finished. “Good girl. You did better than I expected, I must say. You really are a slut. No one is that good at licking pussy unless they’re a dirty little girl.”

Careful not to speak, Rachel remained still and obedient as Summer removed herself from the bed. “Okay,” She called from somewhere behind Rachel. “You deserve a little reward for fucking your mistress so well. What do you think?”

“Y–” Rachel stopped herself before hardly a sound left her lips. Luckily, Summer had not heard it. She rolled herself onto her back, and then onto her side, trying to see where her mistress had gone to.

Summer was standing in front of her closet, stepping into a black leather harness. When she turned around, Rachel gasped. She wore a silicone cock in a harness that wrapped tightly around each thigh and buttock. “I’m going to fuck you now for being such a good girl.” She promised, approaching the bed slowly. Rachel’s hips bucked in anticipation. She humped the air, wanting Summer’s cock inside of her so terribly badly.

Summer climbed onto the bed and pushed her prone prisoner onto her back. With one hand grabbing a fistful of Rachel’s hair, she used the other to slip the dildo inside of Rachel’s wet, shuddering core. She thrust inside of the bound woman once, twice, then began a torturously slow rhythm, sliding in and out, in and out. Rachel moaned a long, drawn-out sigh, pulling hard against her wrist restraints. She looked up at Summer and bit her bottom lip, daring her to go harder.

“How does that feel, slut?” Summer placed two fingers onto Rachel’s clit. “Think you can take it?” Rachel nodded again, suppressing a moan from the inside of her throat. Summer increased her rhythm, thrusting the cock harder and faster inside her captive. Rachel moaned louder and louder, trying not to form words, though she was admittedly curious as to just how tightly Summer could gag her.

“You like that? Yeah, you like that. You love that big cock sliding in and out of you. You love being tied up, don’t you? Yeah, you like it, I can tell. You love it.” Summer teased, going faster and harder now, pulling roughly on Rachel’s hair. “Say you love it.”

Rachel met Summer’s eyes once more, ensuring she had her mistress’s permission to speak. “Go on,” Summer insisted, “tell me how much you love my cock inside of you.”

“God, oh god–” Words spilled out of Rachel. “I love it, god I love your cock. Please, god, right there, oh jesus, right there. Don’t stop–”

“Tell me how much you like being tied up. You love it, don’t you? You love being tied and gagged like a submissive little slut.”

“Yes, god, yes, please, please I love it, I love it–mmph!” Summer’s hand clapped tightly over Rachel’s mouth once again and she thrust the dildo harder into Rachel’s wet core.

“I like you much better when you’re gagged. Now, shut the fuck up and cum for me.”

Summer’s words sent an explosion of desire straight into Rachel’s core as the cock rubbed up against her g-spot. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was close–so close–

“Mmphh,” She moaned into Summer’s hand, “Mmmph! Mph! Mmmph!”

Her orgasm ripped through her entire body. She shuddered over and over and over again, screaming in pleasure into Summer’s tight grip over her mouth. The cock slowly came out of her and Summer collapsed onto the bed next to her. She slowly removed her hand from Rachel’s lips and panted quietly.

Rachel strained against her bonds momentarily, as if taking pleasure in the feeling of being immobilized. Then, she relaxed completely. She looked up at Summer who, she was surprised to see, was smiling down at her. She reached over and unfastened one of the wrist cuffs keeping Rachel’s hands tied behind her.

Rachel cautiously pulled her hand out from behind her, looking at Summer for permission. She reached over and shakily undid the ankle cuffs.

“I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

Rachel swallowed hard, feeling like she had just awoken from a wonderful dream. “Um.. y-yeah... I... that was... amazing.”

“Well, then. I expect to see you back here at tomorrow night at seven pm sharp. You, my submissive, need lots of training.”

Rachel’s clit throbbed for what seemed liked the thousandth time that night. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Now, go. Clean yourself up and rest. You have a very busy night ahead of you, tomorrow.”

Rachel dressed slowly, ripples of pleasure from her orgasm still threading through her. “Oh, and,” Summer looked over her shoulder at the woman. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” She said with a grin. “I think you and I are going to get along very, very well.”
















Teasing Session

“Well, well. I wondered if I’d see you again.” Summer’s voice was soft and welcoming as she stepped out of the way for Rachel to come inside her apartment. Summer was dressed in skin-tight black jeans and a white crop-top. Her black hair cascaded down her slim shoulders in soft ringlets.

Rachel’s mouth opened and closed a number of times before she could force words out. Last night had been the most incredible night of her sex life. Summer had fulfilled her ultimate fantasy: being tied up and dominated by a woman. Being tied up with a mouth-filling gag and brought to multiple mind-blowing orgasms had given her a taste of something she had wanted for many, many years. At Summer’s demand, she was returning tonight to begin her training as her new mistress’s plaything.

She cleared her throat, nodding once and smiling gently. “I...could hardly think of anything else all day.”

Summer shut the front door as Rachel stepped inside, locking it with a heavy ‘click’. Rachel had tried gallantly to keep her desire under control as she made the short walk from her apartment to Summer’s, but she had to admit her clit had been growing warm and wet inside of her panties.

“Are you ready to begin, Rachel?” Summer asked, crossing her arms and leaning against the doorway to her bedroom.

Rachel nodded once. She had worn another black pair of panties tonight, though these were not lace, but mesh. They curved around her buttocks and tightened in single straps around her hips.

“Now, as my submissive little slave, you are going to wear this collar. And anytime that you are wearing this collar, you are mine.” Summer held a long strip of leather in her hands, punctuated by a thick metal ring in its center. She slipped around Rachel’s neck and buckled it on the next to tightest strap.

Rachel shut her eyes, taking in the snug fit of the leather collar. She licked her lips, reaching up and gently caressing the soft material.

“Do you understand?” Summer demanded, her voice suddenly sharp.

“Yes.” Rachel whispered.

“Yes, mistress.” Summer corrected, taking hold of her slave’s chin.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel repeated.

“Now, I have some business to attend to before I teach you any of tonight’s lesson. While I am doing so, you will reside,” Her green eyes drifted towards the cage at the foot of the bed, “there.”

Rachel’s heart shuddered in her chest.

“I think that you quite enjoyed being tied up last night, didn’t you?” Summer’s hands drifted through Rachel’s black hair, her fingers tangling in the long, messy tresses.

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel replied.

“And you said you had never been tied up by someone else before. I think I’ll give you some time to meditate on just what it is about being restrained that you like so much.” Summer’s voice was so smooth it was as if she was purring. “Hands behind your back.” She commanded.

Rachel quickly slipped her hands behind her, crossing her wrists and waiting obediently for her mistress to bind her. She desperately wanted to touch herself, to run a single finger across her wet and throbbing clit.

Summer ran her fingers down the back of Rachel’s arms, sending a shiver through the submissive woman. She began winding a long layer of bondage tape around Rachel’s wrists, the slick latex sticking to itself tighter and tighter the more she wrapped. Next, Summer wrapped a length of the tape around Rachel’s upper arms and beneath her breasts. The tape pulled her arms towards one another near the center of her back and bound them to her torso. When Summer was finished, Rachel’s upper body was almost completely immobilized.

Rachel took a moment to strain against the latex tape. There was absolutely no give. It was a delicious form of restriction.

“How is that, my dirty girl?” Summer asked.

“Very nice, mistress.” Rachel whispered, her breath trembling as it left her parted lips.

Summer’s hand trailed gently up Rachel’s neck, tightening around her chin. She turned Rachel’s head to the side, exposing her neck, and lowered her lips onto the soft stretch of skin. She kissed the neck lightly at first, then began to suck on the side of her neck.

Rachel moaned softly, the kiss tickling and sending goosebumps up and down her bound arms.

Summer ended the kiss and shifted her hand from Rachel’s chin to her lips, handgagging her with a firm, warm grip. “I’m going to gag your dirty mouth, but I think I’ll let you choose how you want it.”

Rachel shivered in her bondage, holding back a quiet whimper from leaving her. Being gagged was her absolute favorite part of bondage. It made her so incredibly wet to have her ability to speak taken away by someone.

Summer swept past Rachel and walked with extreme slowness, moving to the bureau on the left side of the room. She opened up the stand-up cabinet and perused the container’s contents. Rachel could not see what was inside, but assumed there must have been many things to choose from, as Summer stood there for many long moments.

Summer removed a few items, shut the cabinet doors, and sashayed back over to Rachel. She tossed the items in her hands down onto the bed. “So, what would you prefer? As you may have noticed, I’m a fan of bondage tape. It’s incredibly restricting and I love the way it looks when it’s wrapped tightly around your slutty little mouth. However...” She reached behind her and showed Rachel a thick black ball gag on a long leather strap. “Option one.”

She placed the ball gag back down, then picked up a leather panel gag with straps that Rachel assumed wound over her head. Inside of the panel was a large black, ovular ball. “Option two. This one will keep you very quiet. The ball gag on the inside is cock-shaped and shuts you up well while the leather panel on the outside keeps that ball in place. The straps go around your head and buckle tightly in the back.”

Summer placed the panel gag down, then, held up a long swath of stretchy-looking fabric. “And option three,” She said, “is a little more... restrictive. The hood goes over your entire head. It covers your eyes, but leaves an opening for your dirty mouth. I’ll keep you quiet with a few layers of my favorite bondage tape. But later, perhaps, I’ll find something else to fill that hole.”

She tossed the hood down and crossed her arms. “So, make your choice, then. You have permission to speak.”

Rachel inhaled deeply, her eyes pouring over the choices laid before her. She had a ball gag of her own back in her apartment that she used occasionally in her self-bondage adventures. The panel gag looked very inviting with the straps that buckle around her head and filled her mouth with a cock-shaped stuffing. Then there was the hood... She had never been restrained by anything so intense, and the idea of having her whole head constricted by the fabric sounded mind-blowing.

Rachel nodded towards the panel gag. “That one, please, mistress.”

She wanted to feel the mouth-filling cock-shaped ball, to have her cries muffled and silenced by the thick layer of leather. Also, she had a feeling that no matter what she chose now, all of these gags were going to be used on her at some point throughout the night...

“Good choice.” Summer said. She grabbed the panel gag and moved to stand behind Rachel. “Open wide.”

Rachel did as she was told, opening her mouth and sighing with pleasure as the gag filled her. She brought her lips around the filling and was surprised at how tightly the leather panel pressed against her lips. She let out a small exploratory moan. It contained her voice incredibly well.

“Now, my dirty girl,” Summer instructed, running a thumb over the leather panel over Rachel’s mouth. She placed a hand on Rachel’s back and led her towards the cage. “On your knees. Get inside, but leave your legs out. I’m not finished restraining you, yet.”

Rachel did as she was commanded, walking with light steps towards the cage. She dropped to her knees in front of the door and shifted herself inside as well as she could with her bound arms. The cage was large enough to fit her, but she wouldn’t be able to sit up inside of it. She would have to lie on her side with her legs curled up beside her. She kept her legs outstretched as her mistress instructed.

With a roll of bondage tape in hand, Summer knelt down beside her bound captive and grabbed hold of both of her ankles. With a few quick movements, she wrapped six layers of tape around Rachel’s ankles. Then, she wrapped six more layers around her knees. Satisfied with her binding, Summer shut the cage door and locked it with a small key she then placed on top of the cage.

“I’ve got some phone calls to make. So, while I handle that,” Summer left Rachel’s view for a few moments, returning with a long mirror she placed against the wall across from the cage. “I want you to look at yourself. Think about what turns you on so much about the things I do to you. Watch yourself struggle and squirm. Watch as you grow more and more helpless with every moment. But don’t make too much noise, or our punishment will be far less enjoyable tonight.”

Rachel could only see Summer’s legs from where she was situated. She noticed how toned and golden her skin was. It was clear Summer took care of her body.

Summer seated herself on the top of the cage, crossing her ankles and dangling them down in front of the cage. Rachel heard the familiar sound of her unlocking her iPhone and dialing a number into the keypad.

Rachel’s eyes drifted slowly over to her reflection in the mirror. There she was, curled onto her side, her arms pinned behind her and that sleek, shiny black tape keeping her immobile. She pulled her knees upward to get a better look at them in the mirror. She had never had more than her ankles and wrists tied before. The addition of tape securing her knees together was giving her little spurts of desire everytime she struggled against them.

No matter how hard she tried to pry apart her legs, they remained utterly stuck together.

“Mph,” She moaned a little into the gag, running her tongue over the insert that filled her lips. She pulled at her wrists, delighted by the snug constriction they offered. Her clit was getting wetter with every minute that she saw her reflection out in front of her. It was a strange sensation, to be turned on by herself, but Rachel had to admit she looked incredibly sexy tied and gagged. What was it about being restrained that was so pleasurable? Did she love the prospect of being helpless? Unable to call out for help at any time? Was it the excitement of not knowing what was going to come next? Whatever it was, she loved it deeply.

She eyed the gag and the leather panel that stretched from below her nose all the way down to her chin. It was held in place by three straps: one that went over her forehead and around the back, and two on either side of her lower cheeks. She desperately wanted to be fucked, to have Summer play with her clit and use her wetness to fuck her deeply. From where she lay on her side, her bound hands could just barely touch the backside of her thighs. She could feel a pool of wetness forming there. She inched her arms backwards, grunting at the strain it put on her. She was close, so close to being able to touch her pussy with her bound hands. Would she get in trouble for touching herself, though?

It did not matter. She could not control herself. She had to cum as soon as possible. Being bound was making her wetter and wetter and she could not wait any longer. She swiped the one finger that she could reach into her pussy. It was dripping wet with cum. She could not quite reach her clit, but she was close enough. She bucked her hips backwards and forwards very slowly so as to not alert Summer sitting above her.

A quiet moan left her. Summer was on the phone now and hopefully distracted enough to have not heard her. She kept going, rubbing at her pussy with her one free finger. God, it felt so good to get some relief. To have a little bit of friction on the sweet wet of her pussy. She moaned again, a little louder now, unable to control herself. She needed it. She needed attention on her pussy right now, and if Summer wasn’t going to give it to her, then she had to give it to herself.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Summer’s voice rang out in the room like a gunshot. Rachel’s eyes, wide and uncertain, looked up at the mirror, though she could not see her mistress’ reflection. Summer kicked the cage with her bare foot. “I can see you, you dirty fucking slut. You’re touching yourself, aren’t you?”

“Mmno, mmph, mnmno,” Rachel muttered into the gag, shaking her head vigorously.

“Then let me see your fingers.” Summer demanded. “I should’ve known you’d disobey me.”

Rachel felt shame creep across her face as Summer unlocked the cage door and grabbed her ankles. She pulled Rachel out of the metal casing and turned her over onto her stomach. “Ah,” She grabbed hold of Rachel’s wrist. “Your finger is covered in cum. You clearly have not yet grasped who is in control here. You do only what I say. Nothing more, nothing less. I don’t care how horny you are, touching yourself without your mistress’ permission is the most disrespectful thing you can do.”

Rachel moaned into her gag, a sigh of apology and shame that was garbled and unintelligible.

“I guess I’m going to have to punish you tonight. You know, I was very excited to fuck you and give you some sweet pleasure, but now I think teaching you a lesson is most important. What do you think about that, hm?” Summer grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair and yanked her head upwards. Her lips were tickling Rachel’s earlobe and sending tremors down her neck.

Rachel knew that, despite being gagged, she needed to respond to her mistress’ question. She moaned softly into the leather panel, whimpering as she squeezed her hands into tight fists.

“First, I need to keep you from touching yourself.” Summer pushed Rachel’s head back down, then stood and returned to that cabinet of mysteries a few feet away. Rachel did not dare raise her head again. When Summer returned a moment later, she began strapping a pair of leather mittens around each of Rachel’s fists. “These will keep those naughty fingers from sneaking into places they shouldn’t be.”

Rachel explored the feeling of the mittens. They were tightly buckled around her wrist and turned her hands into useless paws. No more masturbating, she supposed...

“Look how useless and helpless you are down on the floor.” Summer muttered. She turned Rachel over onto her back, then stood to her full height, looking down at her bound prisoner. She pressed her barefoot up against the leather gag, her toes grazing past Rachel’s nose. “Pathetic. You displease me, greatly. I wanted to make you my pet, but you’re clearly just another little brat.”

Summer bent down once again and began to unwrap the bondage tape securing Rachel’s knees and ankles. “I’ll give you one last chance to behave. Are you going to behave, slut?”

Rachel nodded up and down many times, the panel gag’s buckles tinkling quietly.

“Good. Now, get on your feet.”

Rachel struggled onto her knees, then slowly rose to her feet, dizzy with anticipation.

Sumer was turned away from her for just a few moments, this time going to her closet

door and rustling briefly in a set of drawers hidden in the dark room. When she returned, Rachel was entirely unsure what exactly her mistress held in her hands. It was made of steel, it looked like, or some other incredibly strong metal. A padlock at the center of the metal device jangled loudly.

“You will have absolutely no pleasure until I give you permission to.” Summer unlocked the device and Rachel still could not figure out where exactly it was going to go on her body, or what it was going to do to her. She could see now that it had an oval-shaped belt and a similar strap curving in a perpendicular U-shape. Against the lower strap were two metal dildos. One must go up inside of her, Rachel assumed, but the other one...

“This is a chastity belt.” Summer said, bringing the belt around Rachel’s curving hips. She locked the first belt with a heavy padlock. She took the lower metal strap into her hands and gave Rachel a smirk. “Somehow, I doubt you’re very experienced with anal play. But, after what you did, you don’t deserve an easy introduction.” She brought the strap upwards and the first of the dildos went straight into Rachels’ asshole.

She cried out into the gag, a mixture of pleasure and pain overtaking her. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. The cold metal was chilling, but sent shots of pleasure up into her.

Summer full the strap all the way forward. The second dildo inserted itself into Rachel’s wet pussy.

“Mmph!!! Mph, mph, mmmpphh...” Rachel could do nothing but moan in simultaneous appreciation and discomfort as her core was filled with the thick metal insert. Every hole inside of her that could be filled was stuffed to the brim. Her pussy, her ass, and her mouth, all completely overfilled with cock-shaped plugs.

Summer chuckled as she locked the second padlock, joining the lower strap with the top one. “Well, you’re all plugged up, aren’t you? Do you like that? I wonder if you regret touching yourself, now.”

Rachels’ ass clenched a few times as she tried to get used to the strangely pleasurable sensation. It was making her even wetter than before, though. She was on edge, ready to burst, ready to cum a thousand times if need be. If only her mistress would touch her...

“On the bed.” Summer commanded, her voice sharp and unflinching.

Rachel walked slowly to the bed, wincing with every step. She laid herself down on the soft duvet, her eyes never leaving her mistress. Summer grabbed hold of one of Rachel’s ankles and pulled it roughly towards the corner of the bed. From beneath the mattress, she pulled out a thick velcro cuff connected to a leather strap. She tightly bound both of Rachel’s ankles to the bottom bed posts. Then, she moved to the side of the bed and roughly pushed Rachel onto her side. She began unwrapping the tape that bound her wrists and arms to her upper body.

The brief release felt good and Rachel almost stretched her arms out before remembering she could only do what her mistress told her to. Just as her ankles were bound, each wrist was tied to a similar strap of leather at the top bedposts. She was spread-eagle on the bed, cold air tickling her wide open pussy.

“Now try to pleasure yourself, you selfish little girl.” Summer muttered as she took a seat on the edge of the bed. She reached over and tweaked Rachel’s nipple, causing her prisoner to whimper a little. She twisted the nipple in her fingers tightly, squeezing it and pressing hard into the erect skin. Rachel gazed longingly at her mistress, begging her with her eyes to please, please fuck her.

Summer took hold of her other nipple, squeezing and tweaking it, rolling it around the base of her thumb. She glared down at Rachel, shaking her head. “You ruined our night, Rachel. Do you know what I was going to do to you? I was going to finger you so softly and slowly. I was going to tie your hands to my headboard and rub your entire body with oil. I was going to massage you, would you have liked that?”

Rachel nodded affirmatively. ‘Yes,’ she pleaded into her restrictive gag. ‘Yes, yes I would have liked that.’

“And then I was going to slip two fingers inside of you and rub your g-spot so sensually. I was going to circle it over and over again before fingering your warm, pink little clit.”

Rachel’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head. She could imagine so well what Summer described to her that she could practically feel the other woman’s touch inside of her.

“Then, I was going to fuck you. Nice and slowly. Not too hard, not too soft, just to get you going. Just to give my little slave a treat. I was going to get my fingers covered in your cum, soaked in your wet pussy juices. And then I was going to force them into your mouth. I was going to wipe your cum all over your face. I’d take your gag off of you just to force my fingers into your mouth. What would you have done then, hm? Would you have licked them clean?”

Rachel groaned in appreciation. The chastity belt might not have kept her from getting horny, but it certainly kept her from being able to do anything about it. She nodded slowly. She would have licked her own pussy juice clean off of Summer’s fingers.

Summer trailed a fingertip down from Rachel’s breasts to the cool edge of the metal belt. “I would have let you cum, too. I would have brought you to an amazing orgasm. It would have been one of the best you’ve ever experienced. But instead, you chose to disobey me.”

“Mmno,” Rachel shook her head, whining into the gag. She couldn’t take any more of this. She wanted, no, needed Summer to fuck her. It was why she had come here in the first place.

“No?” Summer laughed throatily, “You’re not making much sense with that big tight gag in your mouth.”

Rachel glared up at Summer from beneath the head harness, her frustration getting the better of her.

Summer reached over and began to unfasten the leather panel from her submissive’s lips. She pulled it out of her Rachel’s mouth and tossed it aside. “So, what do you have to say that’s so important?”

“Please, mistress, I didn’t mean to disobey you. I was–am so horny, and I just–I-I want you to fuck me so badly. Please, please fuck me. Please, I’m on the edge, I’m going to explode. I just need you ins––mmph! Mmph, mph.”

Summer listened to Rachel’s begging and whining for only a few moments before shutting her up again. She smothered her mouth with her hand, pressing tightly down against the other woman’s lips.

“You need to learn some manners. Don’t you know it isn’t polite to beg and whine?”

“Mmmphh.”

“I know what you’re doing, you bratty little bitch. You like being gagged, don’t you? You love having your mouth filled up just as much as your pussy.”

The look in Rachel’s eyes was pure shame and humiliation. She nodded once, defeated.

“Say it.” Summer demanded. “Tell me what you love.” She pulled her hand away from Rachel’s mouth.

“I... I love to be ga––mmph.” Summer pressed her hand down on Rachel’s lips once again.

“Again.” She commanded.

“Ivvwwuvvthhoobeeaadd.”

“I can’t hear you, slut. Again.” She removed her hand from her submissive’s lips.

“I love to be gagged! I love gags!” Rachel said, a little more loudly than she’d expected.

“What a dirty slut you are. Well, I’m certainly not going to give you something that you enjoy after you’ve been so bad.”

“Please! Please, please gag me, mistress. Please, I–I need it. I need to feel... I...”

“Absolutely not. Now, shut the fuck up and lie there and be still. You’re to remain here for as long as I please as punishment.”

Rachel felt her clit throb painfully up against the chastity belt as Summer moved to the head of the bed. She roughly pulled the spandex hood she had offered to Rachel earlier over her captive’s head. It covered her entire face and neck, save for a small opening for her lips. Rachel wanted so badly to beg for more, to plead with Summer for a little tape to seal her mouth shut, or even a cleave gag, anything to satisfy her love of being gagged. But instead, she remained silent.

Was Summer ever going to let her cum? How long was she going to keep her tied to the bed with this medieval belt? Even if she squirmed in the chastity device, the anal plug and dildo plug weren’t quite thick enough to give her real pleasure. They certainly were getting her wetter and wetter, but there was nothing she could do to get any release.

Having her gag taken off was the biggest punishment, though. She loved the way the cock plug had made her feel like an object, just another one of Summer’s hundreds of sex toys. And the leather panel was so soft against her face, yet so restricting in how tight it was pulled. Why had she disobeyed Summer by trying to masturbate? It was such a stupid mistake, she thought, pulling weakly at the tight velcro strap that bound her wrists.

It felt like at least an hour had gone by before she heard any noise in the bedroom. Her pussy was unbearably wet beneath the tight chastity belt and her arms ached from being bound so tightly. She wanted release so badly, even just few moments of Summer rubbing her clit would satisfy her.

There was a sound to her right, a quiet clicking noise that for a few moments she could not identify. Then, Summer’s voice. “Are you ready to behave, you filthy pathetic excuse for a slave?”

“Y-yes, mistress. I’ll behave.”

Another click. Rachel winced beneath the encompassing hood. She wondered if she looked like a faceless doll all tied up with the hood obscuring her head.

Summer roughly grabbed onto the top of her head and yanked the hood off of her. In one hand, she held a cell-phone. A moment of horror passed as Rachel realized it were her phone. Summer climbed into the bed beside Rachel.

“I’ve take some photos of you all tied up in my bed. They’re just for my personal collection, but, I’m sure you realize that if you ever misbehave again I’m going to post these to your Facebook account. I’m sure there’s plenty of people who would be very interested to see innocent little Rachel tied up in a chastity belt.

“P-please, mistress, don’t. Please, I’ll be good. I’ll be a good slave, I swear. I only want to please you. I don’t want to be bad.”

“Of course you don’t.” Summer said, placing the phone down and beginning to untie Rachel’s hands from the bedposts. She removed the leather mitts and tossed them to the floor. “Turn over and get on your knees.”

Rachel immediately did as she was told, getting in a doggie-style position. She looked down at the spot she had been laying in and spot a humongous puddle of wetness where her cum had been leaking out of her. Finally, she thought, finally she was going to get some release...

Summer unlocked each of the chastity belt padlocks and slowly pulled the dildos out of each of Rachel’s wet holes. As Rachel waited for her mistress to begin, Summer reached over and grabbed her chin, holding it firmly in place as she slipped the giant black ball gag into her mouth. She tightened the strap as tightly as it would go around Rachel’s head. Then, without another word, she began to fuck her with a thick steel cock.

Rachel screamed into the gag, the huge diameter of the dildo forcing her open wide from behind. She grabbed onto the sheets and held tight, her whole body shuddering with pleasure and pain. Summer thrust in and out of her, in and out, in and out, over and over again while Rachel moaned and whined.

“You like that? You like that huge cock inside of you?” Summer murmured. She pressed the cock inside of Rachel and held it in there with one hand. With the other, she reached out and played the throbbing, sopping wet clit. “How long have you wanted to cum? Hours? It must have been agony being so wet. Was it agony? How badly did you want to cum?” Summer grabbed Rachel’s hair and forced her face down into the sheets. Rachel’s arms collapsed beneath her. She placed them obediently behind her back.

“Good girl. You’re learning.” Summer praised.

She continued to finger her slave, rubbing her clit slowly and carefully while Rachel released a slew of muffled gag-talk. “Now, I’m not going to give you an orgasm yet. But I am going to teach you patience.” Summer murmured. She left the steel cock inside of Rachel while she briefly climbed off the bed. When she returned a moment later, she stopped to admire her brunette sub, ass in the air, face pressed firmly into the sheets, waiting patiently for her mistress.

She climbed onto the bed and attached a pair of black leather thigh cuffs to each of her captive’s thighs. Next, she added a pair of match leather cuffs to each of Rachel’s wrists. Then, using a two-point silver clip for each side, she bound Rachel’s wrists to her thighs, keeping her bent-over with her ass in the air. Summer pushed Rachel over onto her side and lay down next to the bound woman, pressing her body up close against her prisoner’s.

She slipped her fingers over the wet clit with torturous slowness, humming hungrily into Rachel’s ear as she bit at the woman’s earlobe. Rachel moaned softly, shuddering with each long touch. “You like being teased, Rachel?”

The sub nodded, panting, her hips bucking uncontrollably.

Summer dipped her two fingers inside of Rachel’s wet cunt, circling around her g-spot, flicking at her clit occasionally. “I could do this all night, you know? Could you?”

Rachel shook her head ‘no’. A trail of drool fell from her lips. Summer leaned over to kiss the gagged lips, licking softly at Rachel’s bottom lip, sucking on the silicon ball, moaning into her sub’s obscured mouth.

“How about that cock inside of you right now? Penetrating you... your inner muscles keeping it in place. That must feel good, doesn’t it?”

“Mmmppphh,” Rachel could not keep from moaning in pleasure at the sound of Summer’s sultry words.

Summer increased the speed of her fingers massaging Rachel’s engorged clit. “It must be so sensitive right now, isn’t it? After hours of teasing? I’ve been teasing you all night, you must be ready to explode.”

Rachel shuddered again, her body desperately needing the release after a night of unsatisfied desire.

Summer began fingering her faster and faster, rubbing her clit all over, gathering the wetness leaking from her cunt to use as lube. “Like that, bad girl? You like being punished like this?”

Sitting up quickly, Summer pushed Rachel back down onto her knees, shoving her face into the mass of pillows. She pulled the steel cock out of her and slapped her ass. “You’re a fucking dirty slut. You love being teased and tortured, you kinky little bitch.” She spanked her again. And again. Rachel screamed into the ball gag, begging for more. Her ass was turning red with every hit.

Finally, Summer plunged three fingers into Rachel’s cunt, fucking her from behind like a mounted animal. She fucked her hard and fast, in and out, in and out, biting her lip with every thrust. At long last, she reached her hand around and began to finger Rachel’s clit as fast as she could. “Cum for me, slut.” She commanded.

Rachel humped the air madly, her voice rising with every second that Summer’s fingers danced across her clit. She was so close, she was going to cum–

“MMmph, mmph, mmph, mph,” She whimpered, heat building and swelling within her. This was it, building up inside of her with every slap of her ass. Drool was freely spilling from her mouth down onto the sheets now.

She screamed into the gag, cum leaking out of her from all over, dripping onto the sheets and pooling at her knees. Summer slowly withdrew her fingers and climbed off of her dirty slut. Rachel panted so hard she thought she might pass out. She could not remember every cumming with some intensity, except for maybe last night.

She collapsed onto her side, watching Summer as her mistress gathered a few items from the cabinet that held most of her toys. She returned to the bed with a few things in her hands, dropping them onto the bedside table. She lay down beside Rachel, facing her this time. She reached out and pulled the ball gag out of her sub’s mouth. With one hand, she swiped a few fingers across Rachel’s clit, causing the woman to hiss in sweet, unexpected pleasure.

Summer held up her fingers covered in the thick sticky liquid and pushed them into Rachel’s mouth. “Suck on them.”

Rachel did as she was told, whimpering as she licked her own cum off of her mistress’ fingers. She lapped up every bit of liquid. Summer extracted her fingers and dipped them again through her bad girl’s pussy. This time, she pressed her fingers up against her sub’s nostrils, wiping the liquid against her upper lip, forcing her to smell the pungent cum.

“Alright.” Summer whispered. “I think you deserve a special treat. I teased you for far longer than I intended to. Would you like a special treat?”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel nodded quickly. She took a moment to pull at the cuffs that kept her wrists bound to her thighs. She was completely immobile in this position.

Summer reached behind her for the items she had left on the bedside table. First, she pulled out a dirty sock, stained with sweat. Without warning, she stuffed into the bound woman’s mouth, giving Rachel a new surge of wetness between her legs. Next, she held up a roll of black electrical tape. It was thicker than duct tape and looked far stronger. Rachel’s eyes widened slightly.

Summer tore off one piece and spread it onto her captive’s lips, sealing them shut. She took a moment to press the tape hard against Rachel’s lips, ensuring it was deeply stuck. She ripped off four more pieces of the tape and placed them slightly above, below, and to the sides of the original piece. When she was finished, Rachel’s entire lower face was sealed with the sticky adhesive tape.

“Ah, but I’m not finished yet.” Summer murmured. Next, she pulled out a roll of white, stretchy-looking tape. “Microfoam. It’s elastic and waterproof so you can’t push your tongue through it like you can with duct tape.” She unwound a long strip of the tape, ripping it off and pressing it carefully up against Rachel’s already severely gagged lips.

Rachel moaned into the next layer, her eyes fluttering open and shut at the constriction. No matter how loudly she screamed, hardly any sound escaped the many layers taped across her lips.

Summer applied one more long piece of microfoam tape. FInally, to complete the monstrous gag, she retrieved a soft black scarf. She folded it over so that it covered just below her prisoner’s nose down to her chin. Then, she placed it against Rachel’s lips. She pulled it roughly behind her and double-knotted it. “Now, let me see...”

She observed her handiwork with a satisfied nod. “Very good. Tell me how much you enjoy being my captive slave.”

Rachel looked up at her mistress with big wide eyes. “Mmmmmmm,” She attempted to speak, but the tape drowned out much of her garbled words. ‘I love being your slave,’ She desperately tried to communicate, writhing around in her bondage. ‘I love being taken captive by you.’

“Now, I have one final exercise for the night. I’m going to untie you. When I do, I want you to get dressed and return to your apartment WITHOUT removing your gag.”

Rachel looked like she had been slapped across the face. What if someone saw her? What would they think?? She couldn’t go out in public with this massive tape gag across her face. Even for the short walk up to her apartment.

“Do as your told, slut. When you get to your apartment, you will take out your cell phone and start filming yourself. I want you to get into your bed and undress. Then, you will masturbate. You will rub your clit until you cum again. And you will NOT remove your gag. Film yourself cumming at least two times. Then, send me the video to prove that you’ve completed your task. After that, you may remove the gag. Although, knowing you, I wouldn’t be surprised if you slept in it.”

Rachel moaned appreciatively up at her mistress. She could see this task really was a special reward for her, as long as she could get to her apartment unseen by anyone else.

Summer reached over and unlatched the wrist cuffs to their connecting point on the thigh cuffs. Then, she released Rachel’s ankles from their bondage attaching them to the bedposts. Rachel slowly dressed, feeling very strange when she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing her jeans, t-shirt, and boots, but that enormous gag was spread across the whole lower half of her face.

“Go.” Summer instructed, pointing towards the front door. “Send me the video as soon as you’re finished. I’ll see you back here tomorrow evening at seven PM sharp.”

With one last longing glance at her mistress, Rachel obediently stepped outside of Summer’s apartment. She looked up and down the hallway and thanked god that it was empty. She darted up the central staircase, taking the steps two at a time until she reached the sixth floor. She fumbled for her keys as she scrambled towards her apartment door. As she was reaching to take her keys out of her pocket, she heard the familiar sound of a door being unlocked a few units behind her. She buried her face towards her chest and blindly shoved the key into the lock.

As her front door finally swung open, she dashed inside and shut the door behind her. That was close. She hadn’t met any of her new neighbors yet, except for Summer, and having a gag plastered all over her face wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined being welcomed into the neighborhood.

As her mistress instructed her, she took her cell-phone out of her pocket, pulled up the camera, and began to record. She placed the phone onto her bedside table, propping it up onto her lamp so that it had a full view of the bed. Then, she climbed onto the bed and began to strip for the camera, for her mistress.

She slowly peeled off her shirt and tossed it to the ground. Next, she stepped out of her jeans. Then, she slipped her panties off, took a big whiff from the wet stain in the center of them, and tossed them aside. She lay down on the bed in front of the camera, and slowly dragged her fingers down her own abdomen.

Her whole body was so sensitive after a night of being teased that even these light touches were sending electricity all up and down her. She moaned a little into the unrelenting gag. Her fingers hovered just above her clit, playing gently with it. She thought of Summer tying her up in the cage and intending for her to stare at herself. Just like what she was doing now. Would Summer masturbate to this video when she sent it to her? She hoped so.

“Mmmmmpph,” She groaned as she pinched her left nipple.

Summer ramming that metal cock into her had been so, so delicious.

She played with herself, fingering the wet slit between her legs.

What had been her favorite part of tonight? Finally cumming after Summer’s torture? Being gagged by these thick layers of tape? Or was it the new sensation of the buttplug sitting in her asshole?

“Mmm! Mmmph, mmph,” She moaned louder and harder, pressing her fingers inside her dripping cunt.

What about when Summer had gag-kissed her and licked up all of her drool from around the ball gag? Or when she had bound her wrists to her thighs? There were far too many good things to choose from.

She worked faster on herself, giving her pussy a slap, fingering herself faster.

‘Mistress,’ she moaned into the tape, ‘mistress, I wish you were here to fuck me. I wish you were here to take me from behind and show me just how much of a bad girl I am. Fuck me, mistress. God, I just want you to fuck me.’ As usual, her pleas were a mess of unintelligible gag-speak.

“Mmph! MMPH!” She came unexpectedly, her body collapsing onto the bed into a shuddering mass. Rachel made herself cum three more times that night before sending her video to Summer. She fell asleep that night with a smile, realizing she still wore the leather collar her mistress had put on her. 




























Group Session

When Rachel awoke that morning, her body was filled with the familiar sensation of a  precious afterglow ache. She had pleasured herself three times on video the night before for her mistress, and she felt a lasting warmth settled between her legs. She had fallen asleep with the leather collar Summer had put on her.

Rolling over in bed, she gently fingered the metal ring in the center of the leather strap. She was owned by her mistress. At all times. In all places. It was taking time to get used to, the idea that she actually had a mistress.

Rachel had spent all of her life hiding her obsession with bondage from all of her lovers. She loved nights where she could be alone in her apartment and indulge in some self-bondage. It was nothing serious, as there was only so many restraints she could afford to own and only so much she could to herself, but she loved the feeling of squirming and writhing around with her hands bound behind her and a mouth-filling gag keeping her from speaking.

Now, after meeting the dominatrix that lives two floors down in her new apartment building, Rachel’s lifelong fantasy of being dominated by a woman in bed had become reality. Not only had it happened once, but two nights in a row. Summer had done indescribably dirty things to her, things that her past lovers would have gawked at. Summer had tied and gagged her so tightly, fucked her over and over again in both torturous and tantalizing ways. She had kept her captive, made her into a prisoner, and shamed and humiliated her. Rachel loved it.

She reached over to the bedside table and picked up her cellphone. Last night she had sent her mistress a video of her masturbating, but had fallen asleep before getting a response from Summer. She unlocked her phone and was delighted to see a message from Summer:

Leave your front door unlocked. Put yourself into your most restrictive self-bondage. Be ready for me at noon.

A wave of desire overwhelmed Rachel. Summer was coming here? To her apartment? And expected her to be tied up and waiting? What time was it? Shit, she realized with a pang of panic, it was 11:48. Summer would be there in ten minutes!

She scrambled out of bed and dove for the box of restraints she kept under her bed. What was her most restrictive? There was the roll of duct tape which was tight, but could be gotten out of fairly easily with enough force. Then there was the coil of cotton rope. She hadn’t yet experimented much with that as it took two people to make the most out of it. There was also the hogtie harness. That was probably her best bet. It was quick and easy to get into and if she tightened it enough could potentially be difficult to get out of.

She tossed the hogtie, the roll of duct tape, and her leather blindfold onto the bed, then ran to the front door. It would be so risky leaving the front door unlocked while she was tied up, but the thought of being walked in on by a complete stranger was also very tantalizing.

Rachel ran back to her bedroom and began to prepare. She ripped off a piece of the duct tape and pressed it tightly against her own lips. She would have to go out sometime and get that wonderful latex bondage tape Summer had been using on her. It was much more comfortable and sexy than the duct tape. Next, she wrapped the ankle cuffs around her ankles and then set the wrist cuffs at the usual tightness. Snug, but escapable. Before putting on the last two wrist cuffs, she slipped the blindfold over her eyes and pushed her hands through the cuffs.

When she was finished, she lay prone on her side in the middle of the bed, her arms relaxed behind her while her knees bent back to accommodate the pull of the cuffs. What was Summer going to do, she wondered. Were they going to play in her apartment today? Was she going to bring her toys upstairs with her? Rachel silently hoped so. Her limits had been pushed so far in the last couple of days and she would be lying if she didn’t admit to herself that she wanted more.

Rachel really loved the feeling of being bound and gagged. It was so fucking sexy to her to push and pull against her restraints, to feel like an object of someone else’s pleasure.

The front door suddenly opened. Rachel gasped behind the single strip of tape gagging her mouth. She really could have gagged herself better if she had more time.

The sound of high heels reverberated through Rachel’s living room as someone entered, then shut the door and locked it. Rachel’s heart began to beat faster and faster. She assumed, of course, that it was Summer, but not knowing sent a tremor of warmth through her clit.

The high heels came closer and closer until whoever had come inside was standing in her bedroom, just beside her.

Though Rachel could not see, she assumed it was her mistress standing in front of her.

A hand reached out and grabbed hold of her chin, roughly. “One single strip of tape? And I thought you liked gags. Pathetic.”

Rachel recognized Summer’s voice and her pussy immediately began to throb.

“Mmph,” She attempted to convey her shame through the single sound.

Summer took hold of the hogtie harness, examining it for a moment before sighing with displeasure. “This is... disappointing, Rachel. This is your most restrictive toy?”

Rachel hung her head.

“Well, we’ll have to go out and get you some more things to play with at home.” Summer said, sitting down on the edge of the bed beside her bound submissive. She reached over and swiped two fingers through Rachel’s pussy, causing the tied woman to moan at the sudden and unexpected sensation.

“Wet, as usual.” Summer noted, very slowly beginning to dance her fingers around Rachel’s clit. Rachel moaned soft and low, pressing her face into the blankets beneath her. Summer’s fingers were moving so, so slowly, circling around her clit, a gentle and unrelenting torture.

Summer reached over and very slowly peeled away the single strip of duct tape sealing Rachel’s lips together. “Your video last night was very pleasing.” She whispered.

“T-thank you, mistress.”

Summer placed her fingers that had just been inside Rachel’s cunt up against her bound submissive’s lips. She parted them and forced her fingers inside the wet mouth. Rachel began to suck on the fingers, moaning quietly as she did so.

Summer retracted her fingers and stood up from where she had been lying on the bed. She reached over and silently began releasing Rachel from the hogtie. “I’ve brought some toys over because I knew your supply would be inadequate. Sit with your knees beneath you. Place your hands behind your back.”

Rachel very quickly did what she was told. She folded her knees beneath her and sat in the center of her bed. She crossed her wrists behind her back and waiting with shuddering breath for her mistress to begin.

Summer lifted Rachel’s blindfold and set it beside her on the bed. Rachel gazed up at her mistress, training her eyes on the tall, dark-haired woman in front of her. Summer was holding in her hands a thick waist cuff, lined with multiple rings on each side as well as the front and back. She placed it around her sub’s waist, tightening it so hard that Rachel gasped.

Next, she applied a matching black pair of wrist cuffs. Using a two-point clip, she attached the cuffs to the back of the waist cuff. Then, she snapped a long, black leather leash to the front of Rachel’s collar. She yanked hard on the leash and Rachel bent forward, her nose forced downward towards the edge of the bed.

“Very good. I have some friends coming over tonight, and I think I’d like to show off my new pet. But first, I need to make sure you’re going to be obedient.” Summer pulled hard on the leash again. “Down. Get down on the ground.”

Rachel crawled forward, unfolding her legs as she lowered herself to the ground. She returned to the same position as she was in on the bed, craning her neck to look upwards at her mistress. It was nerve-racking thinking about being in front of Summer’s friends. Were they all dominatrixes?

With one hand on the leash, Summer bent over and looked through the bag she had brought with her. She took out a long, thick, cock-shaped dildo. Summer stepped into the harness it was in and pulled the cock up around her waist. With her free hand, she grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair and directed her head forward.

Rachel immediately opened her mouth as wide as she could, taking in the thick shaft and wrapping her lips around it. Rachel usually fucked women, and having the cock forced into her mouth was more than dehumanizing. She shivered at the sensation, feeling very much like Summer’s own personal toy. It made her horny, moistening the inside of her cunt liberally.

“Take it,” Summer murmured, pushing her hips forward and forcing the thing deep into Rachel’s mouth.

Rachel moaned quietly into the dildo, her eyes fluttering shut.

“Look at me, slut. Look at me while you suck on this cock.”

The cock touched the back of Rachel’s throat and her eyes began to water, but she brought her gaze up to her mistress.

Summer continued to fuck Rachel’s mouth, bucking her hips back and forth, shifting her hand down to Rachel’s jaw.

“You like being face-fucked, dirty girl? Your mouth is just another hole for me to fill. Lick it. Suck on it.” Summer’s words were so pleasing, so delicious to Rachel’s ears. She wondered if she might cum just through her mistress’ dirty talk.

“Very good.” Summer murmured, as she pulled away. She removed the harness and dildo and shoved it aside. “I’m going to have you on display tonight for the others to admire. Are you going to behave for me tonight?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you going to submit to me?”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll submit to you.”

“No matter what I ask of you?”

Rachel hesitated. She wondered just what exactly Summer would be doing to her tonight with her friends. “...y-yes, Mis–”

“What if I let my friends fuck you? Hm? What if I fuck you in front of them? Will you submit to me, then?” Summer stroked the length of Rachel’s neck, her hands tangling gently in her prisoner’s hair.

Rachel swallowed hard. This went far beyond any fantasy she had ever had. These last two days with Summer had completely and utterly decimated her sexually, emotionally, and physically. She was dedicated to Summer and pleasing her, being her pet, her sexual object. Was she willing to give away that much of herself to this woman she had so recently met?

Summer’s touch suddenly pulled away from Rachel as she bent down to gather her toys and bag. “Hm. I suppose I’ll get my things and go then if you’d like to end our–”

“Wait!” Rachel surprised herself. She felt genuine panic at the thought of Summer leaving her. She had to please her. “I-I’ll do anything, mistress. Anything for you.”

Summer paused in her rummaging and slowly lowered herself to her knees. Her eyes were wide and intense as she seemed to star through Rachel, as if trying to read her sincerity. She pushed her thumb into Rachel’s mouth as she grabbed hold of the side of her face again. “Is that so? You’ll be a good girl tonight?”

Rachel nodded obediently, “Yes. Yes, you can fuck me in front of anyone, I don’t care. I’ll let anyone fuck me if it will please you.”

Summer captured Rachel’s lips in a crushing kiss, biting her bottom lip and shoving her tongue into her sub’s mouth. She got to her feet and tugged on the leash twice. “Come, then. On your feet. I have a surprise for you.”

Rachel stumbled only once as she was jerked forward and led from her bedroom into her living room. She gasped quietly at the sight of a black latex catsuit lying on the living room floor. It was shiny and sleek and Rachel became a little wet when she imagined the feeling of the material hugging her body tightly. It was crotchless, she realized with a small blush, and would leave her exposed for anyone to see, and most likely, play with. There was a leather hood sitting on top of the catsuit.

“This will be your outfit tonight. As well as this,” Still holding the leash in one hand, Summer reached over and grabbed the hood. She brought it swiftly over Rachel’s head where it fit snugly. There was an opening for her eyes and her mouth, but the material stuck quite well to her face and neck.

“Let’s practice a little, shall we?” Summer suggested, moving around to Rachel’s backside. She unclipped the leash from her submissive’s collar.

Rachel felt a heavy duty blindfold being placed over the hood and across her eyes. This one was far thicker than the one she had with an elastic band. It made her feel ashamed of her pathetic collection of bondage toys.

Rachel could not see what Summer was doing, but she heard her mistress moving around the room and assumed, hopefully, that she had brought more things to bind her with.

Summer retrieved a long, metal spreader bar from beside the front door. She attached it to Rachel’s ankle cuffs, forcing her bound captive to push her legs apart about three feet or so.

“You’re going to be on display, you dirty little girl. Since you were so selfish yesterday, wanting to touch yourself, wanting to make yourself cum, I figure you’ll enjoy being out in the open, available for anyone to tease and torture. Who knows how many times you’ll cum tonight?”

A quiet, shuddering moan left Rachel.

“You won’t know if it’s me touching you, or someone else. You’ll be gagged so tightly, your mouth filled to the brim and sealed shut. You won’t be able to scream or call for help. You’ll be... just a little toy for us to play with. Is that what you want?” Summer’s words tickled the inside of Rachel’s ear. She found herself nodding along, whimpering quietly at each imagining of a mystery hand fingering her through the crotchless catsuit.

“Y-yes, mistress. I... I want to be punished. I want to be used by you and-and your friends. I deserve it.”

“Oh, you think you deserve it, do you?” Summer’s hands drifted slowly across Rachel’s abdomen, hovering just above her wet cunt. “Why do you deserve to be used?”

“Because I... I’m a selfish, dirty slut. I disobeyed you.”

“That’s right.” Summer whispered, her tongue gently scraping across Rachel’s mouth. She dipped two fingers into Rachel’s pussy and slid them all the way up inside of her submissive’s dripping hole.

Rachel moaned quietly, trying so hard not to demand to be fucked. It’s what she would have done with any other lover, crying out in the heat of desire and passion: Fuck me! But with Summer, she knew she had to be quiet and controlled.

Summer fucked her slowly, pushing her two fingers, then three, then four, into and out of Rachel with torturous slowness. While she worked her, Rachel felt the sudden sensation of something being pressed into her asshole. She gasped, realizing Summer was plunging a metal buttplug inside of her.

“You have very little experience with this, I can tell.” Summer said. She had suddenly stopped fucking Rachel and the bound woman couldn’t help but buck her hips forward with want. The buttplug made her squirm, her breath coming out in sudden, uneven spurts. “You’ll need to get used to it, as my friends are certain to fill every hole of yours.”

Rachel shuddered again. She had completely and utterly submitted her body to this whims of this woman.

“They’ll fuck your asshole, your cunt, your mouth. And you’ll let them do it, for me? Won’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel agreed.

“Good.” Summer bent down and removed the spreader bar, placing it aside for the moment. “Down on your hands and knees.”

Rachel inhaled sharply. The sensation of the buttplug deep inside of her was very pleasurable, but the sensation was strange as she stepped forward and lowered herself to the ground. She pressed her nose to the floor, waiting until Summer unhooked her wrist cuffs from the waist cuff. Rachel felt much like a dog as she sat before her mistress on her hands and knees.

“Do you think you deserve to be gagged right now?” Summer’s question caused her to clench her asshole around the plug. She would love to be gagged, but she knew she didn’t deserve it. “It’s a treat for you, so I’m afraid I must use it sparingly. Don’t worry, you’ll be gagged for the majority of the party tonight, but I’m certain some cock or dirty shoe will be shoved into your mouth at some point.”

“I... I don’t deserve it.” Rachel resigned, hanging her hooded head slightly.

“No, no I don’t think you do either. However, I want to see how you’ll look tonight, and I want you to practice being a good little sex object. So, it’s your lucky day, I suppose.”

Rachel smiled from within the hood. Before she knew it, Summer was pressing a tight strip of latex tape over her lips. She wound it around her hooded head at least eight times, making the latex of the hood and tape fit seamlessly together.

Now, completely encased in the hood with only two small nose holes to breathe from, Rachel gave an exploratory moan into the gag.

“That looks quite nice, I think.” Summer said from where she sat down on the couch. “Good. Now,” Summer extended her legs and rest her high-heeled feet onto Rachel’s back. “I’m going to rest for a little while and let you think about tonight...”




◆◆◆




Rachel was nervous, her heart fluttering in her chest uncomfortably as Summer finished putting her in the latex catsuit. She stood in Summer’s bedroom, gazing at herself in the mirror. She wore the hood as well, and the leather collar on the outside of the catsuit. Rachel was affixing her wrist, waist, and ankle cuffs to her as well.

“Now, you’re going to be a good girl for your mistress, aren’t you? You know what will happen if you misbehave tonight?” Summer asked, glancing in the mirror reflection.

“I’ll be punished.” Rachel said.

“No. This will all be over. You’ll go back upstairs to your apartment and will live the rest of your days with your pathetic little tape gags and restraints. You’ll never be a slave to someone like me again.” Summer’s voice was sweet, but her words stung. Rachel knew she had to be perfect tonight.

“Now, into the living room, let’s go.” Summer instructed, grabbing Rachel by the front of her collar and dragging the shorter woman behind her. She pushed her towards the spanking horse that now sat in the center of the living room.

Rachel climbed atop the thing and was forced onto her hands and knees while the ring of her collar was attached to a ring keeping her head pulled down towards the central panel. Her wrists and ankles were bound to hooks around the horse, and her ass was pushed slightly up into the air. Her asshole, cunt, and mouth were all easily accessible.

Summer, holding a pair of Rachel’s panties she had stolen from the woman’s bedroom, wiped at her submissive’s crotch with the small bit of cloth. She ensured that every inch was covered in Rachel’s cum. Then, she moved around to the front of the horse and held the panties up.

She shoved the wet panties into Rachel’s mouth and began gagging her extremely tightly with the latex tape. It wound around and around her head as Rachel wrinkled her nose at the taste of her own cum. She felt so secure and restricted when Summer was finished, and tried a couple of times to pull at her bonds. They were wonderfully tight as well.

“For now,” Summer slipped a vibrating egg inside of Rachel’s already moist folds. “Have a few orgasms. Wouldn’t want to waste any lube on a useless object like you.” Finally, Summer slipped the heavy-duty blindfold over Rachel’s eyes once again.

With that, Rachel was fully encased in latex. She had never felt a sensation like this before where every part of her felt bound, hugged tightly by the strange material. She could not see, she could not move, she could not speak. All she could do was hump the air gently and ride the wave of orgasm that the egg was bringing on.

“Mmpph,” She moaned quietly into her gag, tensing her body as the egg tickled her clit.

She had two orgasms before she heard the front door opening and Summer greeting a few of the guests. This was it, she told herself, she needed to be perfectly obedient or else risk losing this brand new and exciting world of possibility Summer had opened up for her.

She listened as the guests filed inside and were poured wine. They were all female voices, to her knowledge.

“And who’s this?” An unfamiliar voice grew closer and closer to Rachel until she felt like the person was standing just in front of her.

“That’s my newest,” Summer called from somewhere further away, in the kitchen maybe. “Yes, I’ve been punishing her all weekend. She’s been a little... difficult.”

Rachel felt the stranger grab her chin as if to examine her closely. “Well you’ve got her gagged tight enough, don’t you? Doesn’t make a sound.”

At that moment, another orgasm jolted through her and Rachel squirmed slightly, moaning into the hand that held her chin.

“Well, she quite likes being gagged, so it’s more of a reward for her than a punishment.” Summer explained.

The stranger’s hands moved towards Rachel’s backside.

“Go ahead.” Summer called, “She’s ready to be plugged up. However you’d like.”

Rachel shivered as the egg was removed from her crotch. The stranger’s touch was feminine, soft but controlling. For a moment, nothing happened. Then–

Thwack!

A paddle clapped against Rachel’s ass so hard she screamed into her massive tapegag, but as usual all that came out was a pathetic moan of ‘mmph’.

Again, the paddle slapped against her. Explosions of pain were punctuated by soft waves of pleasure. She loved it, and simultaneously hated it. The paddle hit against her skin three more times before the mysterious stranger slipped her fingers inside of Rachel’s pussy. “Well, that made her quite excited, Summer. Maybe you want to come here and fuck her?”

“You can do the honors, Felicity.” Summer responded.

Rachel felt a strange stirring of excitement within her. She wanted Summer to fuck her, but this woman’s touch was very welcoming. If this was what Summer wanted, then it’s what she wanted as well.

Something cold was trailed up her ass, metal maybe. It was thick and hard, but sent shivers through her. The thing moved upwards towards her cunt.

“Marie, come over here. Bring that buttplug over here. Let’s fuck her together.”

Rachel’s moan was filled with desire at that words. She sighed in pleasure and scooted her ass backwards a little to welcome the touch. Summer was the first one to have introduced her to assplay, but she was beginning to love it. She desperately wished Summer would come over and fuck her with them.

A new voice and presence appeared somewhere to her right a moment or so later. “This one? The red one, right?”

“Yeah, put that inside of her.” Felicity suggested.

Marie slowly inserted the red buttplug inside of Rachel’s asshole. Rachel groaned long and loud, her voice muffled through the layers and layers of tape. It felt so good working around inside of her, spreading her open, widening her, pressing up against her walls.

“Oh, Summer, do you have any clamps lying around? Clothespins?” Felicity asked.

“In the drawer below the bookcase.” Summer called back.

Rachel whimpered at the thought of nipple clamps being put on her now.

“I’ll get them in a minute. First,” Felicity pushed the cold metal cock she had been holding deep inside of Rachel. She pumped it back and forth a few times while Marie pressed the buttplug in further.

Rachel released a long, continuous moan, breathing very heavily all of the sudden, straining hard against her bonds.

Marie laughed. “I think she likes it.”

A hand was suddenly tapping at her cheeks, slapping her lightly and grabbing hold of her chin. “What a lucky little sub.” Rachel could not tell who it was, but perhaps it was Marie since the buttplug had been inserted fully into her now. She leaned into the touch, whimpering submissively.

“Yes, she has some kind of oral fixation.” Summer said with a small shrug. “You could fuck her mouth if you’d like. She prefers to be gagged, but she’s had enough for now. Go ahead, ungag her.”

Rachel felt the layers of latex begin to be peeled away.

“Mm, pretty lips.” Marie observed when all the tape had been pulled away.

Suddenly, Rachel felt a tongue pressing inside her mouth, massaging her own tongue gently. She was being kissed very sensuously by another wet mouth. Her bottom lip was sucked on for a few moments, a pair of teeth grazing across it hungrily. She could not tell who was kissing her, but she was fairly certain it wasn’t Summer. Summer’s mouth tasted like cinnamon and tobacco.

The kiss faded away and before Rachel had a chance to miss it, it was replaced by a thick shaft of some kind of slippery material being shoved into her mouth. It felt like one of the dildos Summer had fucked her mouth with earlier in the day, but this one seemed far more realistic and skin-like.

“Take it,” She heard Marie whispering into her ear. It pressed far into her mouth and hit the back of her throat. Her eyes began to water beneath the blindfold and she sputtered on the cock choking her. The dildo in her pussy was still being pushed in and out slowly, pushing up against her core, rubbing against her g-spot with every thrust.

Marie moved around to Rachel’s backside and resumed circulating the buttplug around and around inside her asshole. Rachel moaned in appreciation, trying very hard not to speak, not to grunt out right there yes baby please more from behind the mouth-filling cock.

“Look how wet she is,” Felicity said through a throaty laugh, “she’s actually dripping,  Summer. Dripping.”

“Does she eat pussy well, Summer?” Marie asked.

Summer finally emerged from the kitchen and dropped down onto the couch. Crossing her knees and taking a sip from her wine glass, Summer observed her friends pleasuring her submissive with a small smile. “Yes,” She finally said, after thinking for a few moments. “Yes, she’s quite good at eating pussy, actually. She needed little training in that area.”

“Well, let’s put her to work then, shall we?” Felicity suggested. She swallowed another mouthful of wine and pulled the dildo from out of Rachel’s wet pussy. “God, it’s waterfalling.”

Summer set her glass down and stood from her seat. She approached Rachel and bent down so that they were face to face. “How is my dirty little slut?” She whispered, pressing her lips against Rachel’s as she spoke.

“M-mm, good. Mistress. P-please let me lick your sweet pussy.”

“In due time.” Summer murmured as she began to unclip Rachel’s wrist cuffs from the spanking horse. Felicity unclipped Rachel’s ankle cuffs and moved to sit on the sofa. Marie, leaning against the wall, watched hungrily as Rachel was released from the horse.

Summer reached over to a drawer in a nearby bookcase and retrieved a thick, black dildo connected to an elastic strap. “On to the carpet, slut. On your knees.” She demanded.

Rachel’s limbs were trembling as she climbed off of the spanking horse and lowered herself to the ground. She could not tell if she was beside her mistress or not, but she patiently waited further instructions.

Summer attached the dildo to Rachel’s left thigh and pulled the strap as tight as it could go. “Felicity, would you like a go? You can fuck yourself on her while she eats my pussy.”

“Most certainly...” Felicity murmured. The tall redhead removed her white thong from beneath her skirt and tossed it aside. She approached the bound and hooded captive and slowly lowered herself onto the dildo.

“Mmmm,” She moaned quietly as the dildo went slowly up inside of her pussy. She fucked herself gently against the thigh dildo, her breasts pressing up against Rachel’s. Summer, standing beside Rachel, lifted one leg and swung it over her submissive, turning and facing her so that her cunt was directly positioned in front of Rachel’s mouth.

She lifted her dress and pulled her red, lace underwear a few inches. She grabbed the back of Rachel’s head and pulled it forward. Rachel tongued her mistress’ warm, wet clit. She ran her tongue up and down the velvety slit, rubbing her face in the smell of moisture of her favorite pussy.

She could feel Felicity fucking herself very slowly against the thigh dildo and leaned forward a little to press her breasts up against the other woman’s. Her nipples were getting hard, and she could have swore Felicity’s were too.

Summer, a little breathless, shut her eyes for a moment, tipping her head upwards. “Marie... come here.” She whispered, holding out one hand and beckoning for the other woman to come forward.

Smirking, Marie licked her lips and stalked over to the three women. She stood behind Rachel and leaned forward to give Summer a gentle kiss. She inserted her tongue into the dominatrix’s mouth, moaning quietly at the shock of desire that flared up inside of her.

Summer smiled into the kiss. She pressed her fingers very slowly up against Marie’s pussy. “Take off your pants,” She instructed the blonde.

“Yes, ma’am.” Marie replied obediently.

From where she was positioned below Summer, Rachel could not help but feel a surge of jealousy. She did not like hearing someone else submit to Summer, to her mistress.

Marie began removing her skin-tight leather pants, pushing them down to the ground and stepping out of them. Summer ran her fingers gently over Marie’s underwear. She pushed them aside with one finger, and slipped her fingers over her friend’s clit. Marie moaned appreciatively.

“Do you like that?” Summer whispered, her voice wavering as Rachel’s tongue gave her a surge of pleasure.

“Yeah,” Marie murmured, placing her hands on Rachel’s shoulders. “Yeah, Summer, I like that.” She pressed her hips forward a little, a whimper leaving her as Summer’s fingers tickled her labia. “Does your sub get jealous when others submit to you?”

“Hm,” Summer murmured thoughtfully, looking down at Rachel.” Ah,” She moaned out, riding her hips against Rachel’s hooded face. “I don’t know. Are you jealous, my dirty girl?”

Rachel continued licking and sucking, her mouth shining with Summer’s wetness. “Y-yes, mistress.”

“Hm,” Summer moaned again, reaching over and pinching Marie’s left nipple. “Is that so? Felicity...?”

Felicity bucked hard against Rachel’s thigh as she approached orgasming. “A-almost... ah-ah-god-I-...” She came almost silently, biting her lip hard as cum started to leak from her pussy, down the shaft of the dildo and onto Rachel’s latex catsuit. She climbed off of Rachel and sighed contentedly. She moved towards the sofa and collapsed onto it with an exhale of afterglow.

Summer moaned into the air, “Right there, bitch,” She whispered, “keep going. Right there, my little slut. Marie,” She instructed, her eyes shut tightly as her orgasm came closer and closer. “Sit down on the floor and wait for me. I’m...quite close.” Summer bucked her hips up against Rachel’s mouth, nodding silently.

Rachel licked harder and harder, pressing her tongue into her mistress’ cunt. She licked and sucked fervently, wanting only to please her mistress, to convey to her that she wanted so desperately to be her only submissive.

“I’m... God, I’m coming, I’m coming...” Summer murmured to herself, squeezing her eyes shut tight. She shuddered three times, her whole body tensing until a tremor released her muscles into ultimate relaxation. She pushed Rachel’s head away from her and reached down, wiping her submissive’s lips with her fingers.

Summer began to unzip the hood confining her submissive’s head, peeling away the latex and tossing it aside. A blast of cool air hit Rachel’s face and she inhaled deeply, breathless from eating pussy for so long without stopping.

“Felicity,” Summer murmured, “would you come here and finger my dirty girl? I want her to watch while I fuck Marie. Make sure she doesn’t look away.”

“Gladly.” Felicity agreed, sitting up from where she relaxed on the couch.

Summer clipped Rachel’s wrist cuffs together. She attached her ankle cuffs to one another as well before giving Rachel a crushing kiss. Then, she moved down to the ground where Marie waited for her.

Felicity pulled Rachel to her chest and slowly curled her palm around Rachel’s mouth. “You’re going to watch your precious mistress fuck someone else. How does that make you feel?” She used her free hand to tweak Rachel’s nipple a few times. “Nice, firm breasts.”

Rachel protested into Felicity’s hand, squirming around in the woman’s hold. Her cuffs bound her tightly, though, and she was unable to get away from the redhead’s hold.

Summer held Marie in a similar position to how Felicity held Rachel. With one arm holding Marie’s wrists together behind her back and the other freely exploring the woman’s nipples and clit, Summer kissed down her friend’s neck, her eyes constantly on Rachel.

Marie tilted her neck to the side, moaning in pleasure at the tickle of Summer’s lips. “Oh, god, Summer... that feels good. That feels so good.”

Felicity laughed as Rachel moaned into her hand again. She pressed hard against the woman’s clit, not moving her fingers but simply applying pressure to the sensitive area. “Summer, she can’t stand it. She’s so jealous... look at her eyes. This is torture for her.”

Summer trailed her fingers down Marie’s abdomen and began lightly fingering Marie. “What do you think Marie? Should I tie you up? Make you my second submissive?”

“Mmm!” Rachel muttered, straining against Felicity’s tightening grip around her lips. “Mmph, mph, mm.”

Marie whimpered as Summer’s fingers slipped inside her cunt. “Oh, Summer, please. Please tie me up. Make me yours.”

“Can I gag this slut?” Felicity asked, reaching upwards and slapping the submissive’s breast. She pinched her nipple against very tightly. “She needs to behave.”

“Go ahead.” Summer whispered, moving her lips onto Marie’s and licking her gently.

Felicity reached over to the drawer where the thigh harness had come from and dug around for a moment. She retrieved a thick, black bandanna and a long vibrator wand. She brought the bandanna roughly over Rachel’s lips. “This will shut your dirty mouth up. Now, watch your mistress and shut up. Just take it, you slut. Take it.”

Rachel’s protests became muffled as the bandanna tightened severely around her mouth. She watched Summer fuck Marie gently, glaring as they lay down on the carpet. Marie kept her wrists together above her head while Summer shoved three fingers inside of her, pumping them in and out. Marie’s whimpers and moans grew louder, her pussy wetter.

Felicity used both hands to rub Rachel’s nipples. “You must not be pleasing your mistress very well if she’s fucking someone else, huh? You must be inadequate.” She pulled the wand over to her and turned it on. She held it up against Rachel’s pussy and laughed as the bound submissive began jerking and twitching in pleasure. “Oh, you like that, do you?”

Summer glanced up, briefly shifting her attention from Marie to Rachel. She smiled and laughed to herself at her bound prisoner’s predicament.

Marie was getting close to cumming, her hips bucking upwardly and hissing gasps leaving her bright, full lips. “S-Summer...” She begged, “M-may I cum? Please, please may I cum?”

“Of course you may,” Summer approved, increasing the speed with which she was fingering Marie’s pussy.

The woman let out a short scream, her sounds of pleasure growing in volume and intensity until she was bucking up against Summer’s thigh. “Oh, god...” She whispered, her body shuddering a few times.

Felicity looked down at Rachel and moved the wand up and down against her wet sensitive, throbbing pussy. “Did you see that? Your mistress gave Marie such pleasure... “

Rachel moaned into her gag, a mixture of pleasure and envy. The wand felt delicious against her pussy, the vibrations giving her a rush of lightness.

“You, on the other hand, won’t be coming again tonight...” Felicity shut the wand off suddenly and tossed it aside. “Maybe if you had been a bit more obedient, you’d be allowed to cum.”

Rachel let out a pathetic whimper. Her body was begging for release, but she didn’t want it from Felicity. She wanted it from Summer. Felicity continued to rub her nipples and hold her prone against her.

Summer pulled away from Marie and moved to sit up. She stared at Rachel with a hungry smirk. “Yes, Felicity, I think you’re quite right... She doesn’t deserve to cum. In fact, I think she needs to take a time-out.”

Rachel looked up from where she lay in Felicity’s arms, trying to communicate with her eyes to Summer how much she wanted her mistress to fuck her.

Summer bent down and unlatched Rachel’s ankle cuffs. “On your feet.” She instructed, coldly.

Rachel quickly did as she was told, standing in front of her mistress with expectant eyes. Summer spun her around and grabbed hold of Rachel’s shoulders. She led her towards the bedroom and straight to the bed. Silently, she pushed Rachel onto the bed and unclipped her wrist cuffs. Then, just as she had the night before, she attached her wrist and ankle cuffs onto each one of the bedposts. “You’ll have my full attention once my friends leave. Until now, you can stay here and think about all of the things we’ve done tonight.

Rachel nodded a few times, her eyes never leaving Summer’s. Summer bent down, pulled the bandanna down from her submissive’s mouth, then kissed her hard and sensually. Rachel moaned into the kiss and was unsurprised to feel the bandanna being slipped back over her lips.

Summer gave her cheek a light slap before raising to her full height and leaving her in the darkened bedroom.








































Team Domination

Rachel was tossing and turning without any hope for rest. On any other night, she would have been absolutely ecstatic to be bound hand and foot to a four-post bed with a tight black bandana gagging her mouth. But tonight, she was left wanting. The bondage felt extremely comforting, especially because it had been done by her mistress, Summer, but she had not been allowed to cum earlier in the night while playing with Summer’s friends, Felicity and Marie.

She was their willing and submissive slave for the night, bound and pleasured and forced into whatever position they desired for however long they desired. Although, tonight Rachel learned something about herself that she had not known before. She was incredibly jealous and possessive of her mistress. She hated watching Marie submit to Summer. She wanted, desperately, to be Summer’s only submissive slave, but unfortunately it seemed that would not be the case. It had been torture to watch Marie squirming and moaning with her arms held behind her back by Summer all while Summer teased Rachel with her fiery stare.

After being teased and punished by Felicity, Rachel had been taken back into Summer’s room for a time-out. Summer bound her to the bed and promised that she would have her full attention once her friends left, but it had been nearly two hours and it sounded unlikely that they would be leaving anytime soon.

Rachel pulled on her wrist bindings, moaning a little just to please herself. She loved the sound of her gagged voice and could make herself wet from just giving out a little moan from behind a ball gag or layers and layers of tape. She also loved seeing other women tied up and gagged and teased and pleasured, but she had never had the desire to dominate, only to be dominated.

Rachel’s clit was throbbing and wet as she humped the air, trying to get any sort of friction onto her wanting pussy. She knew she was a dirty girl and that Summer would punish her greatly if she knew she was trying to masturbate herself again, but honestly, Rachel did not care. She wanted to be punished, as long as it meant Summer’s attention would be on her.

Suddenly, the door opened–

Rachel’s head snapped to the left where Summer slowly entered the bedroom. “Mmphh?” She moaned into the quiet of the room.

Her mistress was graceful and cat-like as she glided towards the bed and crawled on top of the prone submissive.

Rachel immediately began bucking her hips upward, grinding her naked pussy up against her mistress’ abdomen.

“Are you ready to behave?” Summer whispered, laughing a little as she drew her tongue across the cloth of the bandana gag.

Rachel nodded vigorously. “Yemmphh. Mmmph. Mmph.” She agreed. She could still hear the voices of Felicity and Marie laughing together in the living room, but her eyes never left Summer’s.

“Good girl.” Summer murmured. Then, she turned and called over her shoulder, “Ladies...she’s ready!”

Rachel felt a hot tightening in her cunt. Ready for what?

Felicity and Marie were still giggling as they strolled into the bedroom. They held hands and Rachel could immediately smell wine as they entered. Felicity held the vibrating wand she had used on Rachel earlier in the night.

“Mmm, she looks comfy.” Marie said, climbing up onto the bed and lying beside Rachel. Rachel shut her eyes as Marie trailed a finger down the prisoner’s jaw.

Summer remained where she sat with each knee on either side of her submissive. Felicity climbed onto the bed on Rachel’s right, and suddenly Rachel realized she was surrounded by three dominant women looking at her like a pack of hungry wolves.

“Let’s warm her up a little.” Felicity suggested, powering on the vibrating wand. She held it up slowly to Rachel’s exposed cunt. Summer climbed slowly off of Rachel and stood at the foot of the bed, watching her sub with a hungry stare.

Rachel moaned quietly, trying to contain her cries of pleasure because she did not want Summer to think that Felicity could pleasure her better than her mistress could. From her left side, Marie began to gently massage Rachel’s nipples, pulling at them and tweaking them from behind the layer of latex.

“Too bad you’re wearing all this latex,” Marie murmured, “otherwise you could really feel your nipples getting teased.”

Rachel squirmed in her bondage, pulling restlessly at her strenuously tight wrist and ankle cuffs as pleasure swam its way through her. Her pussy was heating up considerably as the wand vibrated against her clit. It felt so so delicious, but she had a feeling she wasn’t going to be allowed to cum for awhile. She wanted so badly to cum, to let her liquids stream freely from her cunt and give her that wonderful afterglow that came after a long-due orgasm.

“Felicity,” Summer instructed quietly but sternly from where she observed at the foot of the bed. “Take the gag off of my submissive little slut and sit on top of her face. She will lick you until I tell her to stop.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful.” Felicity said, handing the vibrating wand over to Marie. She did as Summer instructed her and slowly peeled the black bandana off of Rachel’s lips. “Too bad. You look so good gagged. And oh, those cute little noises you make.” Felicity lifted her skirt up and climbed further up onto the bed. She turned herself around to face Summer and lowered her pussy directly onto Rachel’s face. “Now lick, bitch.”

Rachel felt suffocated by Felicity’s pussy. It was directly on top of her mouth and occasionally blocked her nasal passage as Felicity rocked back and forth. Rachel did as she was told and began licking the pussy furiously, running her tongue across the wet stretch of skin and feeling Felicity’s cum begin to smear across her face.

“Mmm, that’s good.” Felicity murmured, her green eyes sliding shut. She began to fondle her own breasts through her black lace top. She pinched her nipples, looking down at Marie with desire.

“Marie,” Summer said, “I want you to get down on the ground, on your knees, and lick my submissive’s cunt. I want you to eat her out while she eats Felicity out. And while you do that,” Summer turned away momentarily and retrieved a couple of items from the cabinet in the corner of the bedroom. “I’m going to play with your asshole.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Marie agreed immediately. Biting her lip, she winked up at Felicity as she climbed off of the bed and got down onto her knees at Summer’s feet. She removed her shirt and placed it aside. She was wearing a black bra that her nipples were peaking out of. She placed her hands on Rachel’s thighs for leverage.

“Oh, no,” Summer protested. “Marie, put your hands behind your back. It will please me very much to see you bound while you eat her out.”

Marie silently obliged, crossing her wrists behind her back. She gasped quietly as the cold clinking metal of handcuffs clicked shut around her wrists. Then, she bent her head forward and began to slowly lick Rachel’s sopping wet pussy. It tasted tangy, like citrus, and she lapped it up like an obedient dog.

“Mmm,” Felicity moaned as the vibrations from Rachel’s own cries of pleasure tickled her slit.

Summer sat down at the edge of the bed beside Marie, watching her tongue flick carefully at her sub’s clit. She ran her hands down the brunette’s arm and gently fingered the metal handcuffs. Then, she reached over and pressed a single finger up against Marie’s asshole. She inserted it very slowly, exploring and widening the hole.

Marie moaned appreciatively into Rachel’s clit. Felicity, still fondling her own breasts, whimpered with pleasure as she watched Summer playing with Marie’s ass. “I want to go next.” She said, “Summer, I want you to fuck me after.”

“Patience, Felicity.” Summer responded. She held a thick metal buttplug in her hand and was placing the tip of it up against Marie’s asshole. She pressed it inward, smiling at the sound of Marie’s muffled moans, and continued pushing it until the plug was completely inserted. Then, she reached around and began to slowly finger Marie’s clit.


“You sure can take that buttplug, can’t you? I didn’t know you were so experienced, Marie. Take a break from eating pussy.”

Marie ceased what she was doing and sat back slowly onto her knees. She winced at the sensation of the plug maneuvering around inside of her. Summer continued teasing her clit, torturing her, bringing her hot, searing pleasure with little relief.

“Felicity, what do you think? Should we tie Marie up too?”

“Oh, yes. Tie that bitch up. She’s been begging for it all night. Let’s put the dildo gag on her so I can face fuck her.” Felicity said, her hips still riding up and down against Rachel’s numbing tongue.

“Mm, no, please–” Marie protested, but she was smiling and writing with pleasure as she said it. “Please, don’t tie me up. Please don’t make me a helpless slave. I’ll do anything, plea–”

Marie’s ‘protests’ were cut off as Summer clapped a hand over her mouth. She extracted her hand from Marie’s pussy and brought the woman up to her feet. She pushed her up onto the bed and reached for a roll of bondage tape on her bedside table. With a couple of quick wraps, she bound Marie’s ankles together.

“The dildo gag, hm? Yes, that sounds good...” She agreed, striding over to her closet and disappearing inside the small room for a few moments. When she returned, she held a gag like Rachel had never seen before. It was a long, curved dildo cut in half by a leather panel.

Felicity climbed off of the captive submissive and took the dildo gag Summer offered to her. She moved to Marie’s side and very roughly shoved one end of the dildo into the woman’s mouth. Then, she pulled and tightened the straps around Marie’s head. When she was finished, Marie’s mouth was filled with one end of the dildo and the other extended about six inches out from her gag.

Rachel took this brief break to lick her lips, savoring the taste of Felicity’s cum. She wished it was Summer’s.

Felicity stroked the side of Marie’s face. “Wow, you look a thousand times better with that cock coming out of your mouth.” She laughed.

Glaring, Marie wrenched her head away from Felicity’s touch.

“Okay, you deserve to be face-fucked for that.” Felicity climbed on top of the bed again and pushed Marie onto her back. She grabbed onto the cock coming out of Marie’s gag and sat down on top of it, inserting it easily into her pussy. She rode her pussy up against Marie’s face, laughing as she did so. “Like that, bitch?”

Marie moaned in anger and displeasure, but she could do nothing but lay there helplessly.

Summer returned to Rachel’s side on the bed and, to Rachel’s surprise, untied her wrists from the top two bedposts. She bent down closer to Rachel’s ear and whispered, “You deserve a little treat. You’ve been a very good girl.” She pulled Rachel into her lap and began to fingerfuck her, slipping two fingers up into Rachel’s pussy and thrusting them up and down. Rachel moaned out a long, continuous exhale of pleasure. She would be cumming in moments, she could feel it. Summer quickly flicked at her clit, rubbing tight, hot circles around it as Rachel’s breath began to hitch.

“Oh-oh my-oh my god-mistress-please, I–” Rachel bit her lip to keep her from talking any more. She grasped tightly onto the bedsheets and felt her body building building building and then–

“I’m cumming, mistress, I’m cumming, I’m–god, I–” A squirt of cum left her like never before. It released from her like a small waterfall, all of the pent up pleasure of the night, all of the torturing and teasing she had endured.

“Good girl,” Summer approved, slowing her movements against Rachel’s clit as her submissive shuddered in her hold. She lifted her two fingers, covered in cum, and placed them up against Rachel’s lips. Rachel sucked them dutifully, lapping at her own cum until Summer pulled her fingers away.

“Now,” Summer was quick to reattach Rachel’s wrists together by the metal clip, but she continued holding the woman in her lap, “watch as Felicity fucks Marie.”

Summer drew Rachel up against her and reached over onto the bedside table and retrieved a roll of thick, white microfoam tape. She pulled off a single piece and very placed it securely around Rachel’s mouth. The tape covered just below her nose down to her chin. Summer very slowly and gently began playing with Rachel’s clit as the two other girls fucked a few feet away. “Good girl, that’s my good girl,” Summer praised, using her free hand to hold Rachel’s chin still. “You see? When you’re good and obedient, you get rewarded.”

Rachel tested out the tightness of her new microfoam tape gag and found that her moans were hardly audible at all through the thick adhesive. She nodded, basking in the feeling of Summer’s fingers holding her chin and fingering her sensitive clit.

“Turn over, you slut.” Felicity demanded of Marie. She climbed off of the brunette’s face and grabbed her hip, helping her to turn over onto her stomach. She slapped Marie’s ass so hard that a red mark almost instantly appeared across her left cheek.

Marie cried out into the dildo gag, wincing with her eyes shut tightly.

“Oh, you like that do you? I bet your ass is so sensitive with that buttplug still stuck up in there, huh?”

Marie whined, straining against the handcuffs and latex tape that bound her.

Felicity spanked her again. “I think you need to be spanked some more, bitch. Summer, do you have anything more punishing around here?”

“In the cabinet,” Summer murmured, looking up briefly from her task of gently tweaking Rachel’s nipples.

Felicity left the bed and tore open the cabinet doors, her eyes lighting up with the sight of how many toys her friend owned. She drew her hand across a mass of hanging floggers, whips, and crops. She pulled down a wooden paddle, lightly hitting her own palm with it. She turned around to face Marie who looked up at her with wide eyes, shaking her head.

“Mmno,” Marie protested, squirming and writhing on the bed, trying desperately to get away. She groaned into the gag, pulling at her elbows and shoulders to no avail. The cuffs were on the tightest setting. She huffed in frustration.

“Does this mean you’re going to submit to me?” Felicity murmured, stalking up to the bed where Marie lay. She grabbed woman’s jaw and forced her to look up at her. “Answer me, cunt.”

“Mmmpph!” Marie mumbled angrily up at her redheaded friend.

Felicity laughed, her clit warming from the sight of her friend struggling around in her bondage. “Pathetic. Here,” She took the dildo gag out of her mouth and tossed it aside. “Now, will you submit to me?”

Panting, Marie averted her eyes down to the ground. “...yes.” She mumbled.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I will submit to you... mistress.” Marie looked absolutely humiliated as she admitted submission to her friend.

“Great!” Felicity spanked Marie with the paddle, causing the woman to let out a high-pitched whine. She spanked her again, and again, and again until Marie’s ass was bright red. Felicity ran a finger through Marie’s slit, “Ah, very wet. Must have been the spanking. Oh, I almost forgot!”

Felicity pulled the buttplug out by a couple of inches. Marie moaned with sumptuous pleasure. She shoved her ass upwards a little bit, trying to get Felicity to insert the plug in and out of her.

“Like that, do you, slut?”

“Ugh...god, yes, mistress. I love that.” Marie admitted.

Felicity shoved the thing in as far as it would go. Then, she pulled it all the way out. “Summer? I have an idea... Let’s tie our submissives up together. You know, hogtie them to one another or mummify them or something.”

Rachel’s eyes lazily opened at the suggestion. Summer flicked her clit once or twice. “Would you like that? Want to be tied up with Marie?”

Before Rachel could respond, Felicity was back at the cabinet digging out a mass of binding materials. She tossed coils of rope onto the ground, “Let’s see here... Summer, help me please?”

“Gladly.” Summer murmured, carefully extracting herself out from under Rachel. She grabbed Marie’s middle and pulled her upwards on the bed towards Rachel. “Back to back? Or front to front?”

“Hm.” Felicity picked one of the long, cotton coils. “Back to back. Then, we can each fuck them at the same time.” She handed Summer the coil of rope, then gathered up her own. She moved to the foot of the bed where Marie was kicking her bound ankles around, trying to escape her impending bondage.

“Oh, you are so dramatic, you submissive little slut. Calm down.” Felicity muttered as she began to wind the soft rope around Marie’s ankles. Once they were tightly wrapped, she pulled the rope over to Rachel’s legs nearby and began to find the two pairs of feet together. A little further up, Summer began winding rope around Marie’s upper arms, then pulling the long strands over to Rachel’s upper arms. She bound them tightly together by their arms, forcing their bodies up close to one another. Their asses rubbed together gently.

Next, Felicity took another length of rope and began binding their thighs and knees together.

“Mmmpph,” Rachel moaned quietly as she tried to pull on her bonds. Marie pulled back and together they made a squirming bodily mass, unable to move, unable to escape.

When she had finished her rope work, Summer climbed back onto the bed, lying down and facing Rachel with a soft, hungry smile. Felicity mirrored Summer’s actions, lying down next to Marie on the other side of the bed.

“How does that feel, slut?” Felicity asked.

“Nghh,” Marie tried to adjust herself to no avail. She was bound extremely tightly. “Like I’ve tied up with nowhere to go.” She muttered.

In response, Felicity very quickly reached for the microfoam tape roll sitting in the middle of the bed. She ripped off three strips and very roughly gagged Marie, slapping her face lightly after she applied each layer of tape.. “You are such a bad little slut. So rude.” She shoved her fingers up into Marie’s pussy, tickling her g-spot mercilessly. Marie moaned out a loud, but almost inaudible, groan. She bucked her hips to the side, but found she could barely move with the weight of another person tied to her.

Behind Marie, Rachel gazed into Summer’s eyes whining quietly behind her tapegag. She felt satisfied by her recent orgasm, and loved being able to just be gazed at by her mistress.

Felicity fucked Marie hard and fast, roughly shoving more and more fingers up inside of her until her whole fist was inside of the woman’s cunt. Her pussy was growing wetter and wetter with every thrust, her cries of pleasure hardly leaking out of her gag. Felicity slapped Marie’s face again, not hard, but enough to let her know that she was just an object, just a little sex toy for Felicity to use.

“You like that? Like being fucked by your owner? Look at me, look at me, bitch.” Felicity demanded until Marie’s eyes met her own.

“Mmmph, mmpph, mppph, mmphh, mmph, mph, mph,” Marie’s cries continued, each a little whimper as Felicity fisted her.

“Don’t look away from me. Keep looking at me. You’re mine. You’re my sex toy for me to use whenever I want. You submitted to me, so I own you, Marie. I can fuck you, tie you up, gag you, whatever I want to do to you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” She slapped her cheek again, pushing her face down into the bedsheets.

Marie came before Felicity could tease her clitoris at all, her body shivering and shuddering, causing Rachel’s to do the same, until she was a groaning mess. Felicity extracted her hands from Marie’s pussy and lie down beside her with a quiet sigh of contentment.

“Mmm, that was divine...” Felicity murmured. “Summer, can we keep them like this until morning?”

“Yes,” Summer replied sleepily from behind Rachel. “yes, let’s do.” She stroked the side of her sub’s face before shutting her eyes. Within minutes, all four women were sleeping after the events of their long, sexual evening.































BDSM Club

Rachel had never seen anything like this before. She was new to the world of BDSM, but the sight before her was beyond anything in her wildest, horniest, dreams. She was pulled from her reverie, literally, by a tugging on the leather collar around her neck. From its center ring, a metal clip led a long, black leash to her mistress’ hand.

Summer clucked her tongue over her shoulder, “Come.” She instructed firmly, giving the leash a couple of tugs. Rachel hurried forward a couple of steps and snuck one last glance of wonder around the dark room.

They were in the basement of an apartment building in an extremely wealthy area of the city. A doorman had let them inside and led them to the metal door beneath the building’s central staircase. There, a heavy pulse of bass had suddenly enveloped them as they went down a narrow set of metal stairs. It had been difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back, but Rachel managed to go slowly.

A soft red light filled the central room as they arrived at the bottom of the stairs. Now, Rachel understood why Summer had refused to tell her where they were going. At least thirty other mistresses and their subs filled the space. Though the music was loud, Rachel swore she could hear the moans of multiple people being pleasured throughout the space.

Summer’s lips were suddenly very close to her ear. “Do not disobey me tonight and you will be rewarded with a little treat.”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel said.

She felt spoiled by the gifts Summer had given her for their night out. The metal fittings of her collar were gold-plated, as were the fittings on her chest harness. Beneath that, she wore a pair of crotchless latex pants and a pair of black stiletto heels. The black cuffs on her wrists were held together behind her back with a tight gold clip.

This, Rachel realized, was a BDSM sex party for women. And Summer had brought her here for a night out.

Summer tightened her hold on the leash and Rachel’s head dipped forward as she was led from the central room down a black hallway. As they neared the end of the hall, they entered a room with low, dark ceilings. In one corner was a small cell that could fit one, or perhaps two, people. Against the back wall was a bed with slippery looking sheets. And in the center of the room were a number of hooks hanging from the ceiling.

Rachel felt a warmth grow deep inside of her at the sight of a woman in the cell. Her hands were tied to two bars far enough apart that she was forced to stand with her arms wide open. There were clothespins attached to her nipples and her mouth was forced open by a metal spider-gag.

On the bed, another woman was lying face down with her ass in the air. Her hands were bound to the headboard and her mistress was fondling her clit while three others watched from beside the bed.

Rachel gasped at the sensation of Summer’s hands on her shoulders. She was growing incredibly horny and even that small touch was enough to startle her. “Do you like what you see? I’ll bet you do, you dirty slut.” She purred.

Rachel nodded, swallowing. “Mm, yes, mistress. Are you going to do to me what’s being done to them?”

“That, and more.” Summer confirmed. In one quick movement, Summer unbound Rachel’s hands from behind her back. She pulled them together in front of her and lifted them up. Then, she bound them together again and lifted them onto the hook just above their heads. Rachel was pulled upwards slightly and had to stand on the tips of her toes.

Summer removed the leash from Rachel’s collar, then turned away briefly and set down the large, leather bag she had brought with her. She busied herself with taking out a few items. Rachel glanced around her as well as she could from where she was tied. She felt the gaze of at least five other women looking her up and down. The sounds of the room were making her wet. Every few seconds she heard a moan from behind her where the woman in the cage writhed and struggled or from her right where the submissive was being fingered and tickled.

Summer circled around her own submissive slowly, licking her lips as she observed the curves of Rachel’s hips, the swell of her ass, and her erect nipples. She smiled a little when she noticed that her submissive could not keep her eyes off of the other dominating and punishing that was happening in the room. “Does it make you wet? Being exposed for everyone to see?”

Rachel nodded once, shutting her eyes for a moment. “Yes, mistress.”

“Why does it make you wet? Do you want everyone to see what a bad girl you are? How badly you need to be punished by your mistress?”

Rachel pulled a little on her wrist restraints. She was suspended from the ceiling and couldn’t shift any of her body weight to get out of this position. One of her favorite things about bondage was testing out her bonds. It was so exciting when she was restricted by something that was absolutely inescapable. “Yes, mistress. It... it makes me horny. I want to be punished by you. And... I want them to see. I’m yours. You can play with me wherever you want to.”

Summer ran her hand slowly down Rachel’s abdomen. She let her fingers hover just above Rachel’s clit. She laughed as her sub tried to push her hips forward, begging to be touched by her mistress.

“And what if I left you in here? If I left to go watch some other submissive get fucked by her mistress? What would you think of that?”

“Please, mistress, no. Please, don’t leave me. Please, I want you to fu–”

CLAP!

Rachel released a whimper of ecstasy and pain as Summer’s hand struck her bare ass.

“Stop talking.” Summer instructed her casually. 

Rachel immediately silenced.

“I’m going to punish you in front of everyone in here. They’re all going to see you crying and whining like you do when I fuck your wet cunt. I’m going to punish you until you cum all over yourself. Everyone in here is going to see you leaking all over the place. I may even let a few others punish you.”

Rachel shuddered at the thought. While being bound and gagged was her favorite part of bondage, she was beginning to learn the joys of shame and humiliation. Last weekend Summer had tied and gagged her on display in her living room after inviting over her two friends, Felicity and Marie. It had been incredibly humiliating to be spanked, fingered, fondled, and fucked in front of these two strangers, but that humiliation had quickly transformed into horniness.

Rachel couldn’t help but release a ragged breath as she realized she was helplessly bound and surrounded by many dominant women who were gazing up at her exposed form. She could feel Summer standing behind her but was unsure what she was doing, what was going to happen next.

Then, a huge rubber ball gag was shoved into her mouth. This one was bigger than any she had ever felt before. It forced her mouth open wide and her teeth were pressed hard against the ball. The straps were tightened cruelly behind her head and her clit throbbed with want. Summer circled back around to face Rachel. She was smiling with amusement as she bent forward and grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair. She brought their heads together and gag-kissed her thoroughly. Her tongue ran across Rachel’s restricted lips, sliding over the ball, and sucking on the corners of her wet mouth.

Rachel moaned into the kiss, a slew of unintelligible gag-talk leaving her. ‘Please, Mistress, fuck my clit, please, please.’ She attempted to communicate.

Summer moved behind Rachel once again. From there, she reached around and took hold of both of Rachel’s nipples. She pulled on them very gently, squeezing them, rolling them around between her thumb and forefinger. “You like that, slut?” She murmured.

Rachel nodded, a whimpers leaving her.

“Yeah? You like that, hm?” Summer continued tweaking Rachel’s full nipples until they became erect. When they were sufficiently swollen and raised, Summer brought a clamp onto the left nipple. She tightened it until Rachel released a small cry of pain. Then, she attached the other clamp to her right nipple.

Rachel’s breath came harder and harder as the clamps gave her a rush of both pain and pleasure. “Mmmnnghhh,” She mumbled into the gag.

To her left, she could see a few more mistresses approach and watch as Summer dominated her. Her eyes ticked upwards and she felt a wave of hot pleasure swell inside of her as she met eyes with another dominatrix.

Summer’s hands were running over her hips, tickling her as her fingers danced downwards. One hand brushed through the soft wetness of her clit and labia. Then, her fingers very slowly began to slide up and down inside of Rachel’s cunt.

“Good girl,” Summer whispered into Rachel’s ear as the submissive began swaying slightly with writhing pleasure. She slapped Rachel’s clit with the palm of her hand. “Bound, gagged, a helpless prisoner...”

Rachel leaned backwards into Summer’s touch.

“I wonder what would happen if I left you here... Do you think they,” Summer nodded towards the three hungry looking mistresses watching closely, “would fuck you? Hm? Think they would punish you?”

Rachel squirmed as she shook her head, licking the back of the ball-gag with her tongue.

Summer’s hands slipped deeper inside of Rachel, entering into her, penetrating her. She pushed up against her submissive’s g-spot, pressing on the velvety area firmly. “You are mine, bitch. I own you. I can do whatever I’d like with you. You know that?”

The bound woman moaned appreciatively, her head lolling in a lazy nod.

Summer began to fuck Rachel with torturous slowness. She pumped her hand in and out of her every few moments. Her free hand moved around to Rachel’s front and tugged gently on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps. The longer she fucked her, the more Rachel’s need to cum grew. Her clit was swollen and sensitive despite having been given very little attention.

Suddenly, Summer’s hand pulled out of Rachel’s clit and the submissive slave was left suspended, weak with wanting. She watched as Summer moved away from her over to the group of women who had begun watching them when they began playing. Rachel could not hear what they were saying, but felt flares of hot desire heating her as her eyes continuously met the others’ gazes.

Moments later, Rachel found her hands being removed from the suspension hook. She made a quiet questioning moan, but of course, was told nothing of what was about to happen. Summer held Rachel’s wrists tightly together in her hand as she led her towards the occupied cell in the back of the room.

The woman that currently occupied the cell was bent over slightly as her wrists were bound to cell bars about three feet apart. Her nipples were purple and swollen from the clothespins that cruelly clamped them.

Rachel was surprised when Summer pushed her into the cell, and even more surprised when her mistress began binding her in the exact same way as the other submissive. With her wrists bound to the same cell bars, she was forced up against this blonde submissive, her breasts pushing up against the woman’s bare back and her dripping wet pussy pushing up against the woman’s ass. She had no choice but to rub up against this stranger. And now, with how incredibly horny she was, she couldn’t help but hump the woman’s ass. She needed friction, desperately, needed something, anything to touch her desperate clit.

“There,” Summer murmured, smiling down at the two women who moaned and whimpered up at her. The three other mistresses approached the cell, each laughing down at the two bound prisoners.

“Oh, Summer, your little pet is drooling onto mine. How sloppy of her.”

Rachel could not help but let a huge stream of drool fall from her gagged lips onto the back of the woman beneath her. She continued humping her, rubbing the front of her pussy up against this bound, helpless slave. The woman was pressed up against the cell bars and moaned hungrily at the sensation of Rachel’s rubbing.

“Look at that. They want to fuck each other so badly.” Summer murmured with amusement. “Too bad.”

The owner of the submissive beneath Rachel reached out and removed the clothespins from around her nipples. She massaged the nipples with her fingers, murmuring to her submissive, “Good girl. Such a good little fuck. I’m going to fill that mouth of yours.”

Rachel thrust her hips harder and faster as she watched this woman beneath her have a dildo shoved into her mouth, held open by a metal, wiry spider-gag. She raised her eyes up to Summer and felt fucked just by the woman’s gaze. She loved being watched by her mistress.

Rachel pressed her wet, drooling mouth up against the woman’s neck, trying to wipe away the excess of saliva from her lips.

Summer bent down close to the bars, caressing the back of Rachel’s neck. “Have fun.” She said, softly. Rachel struggled suddenly, pulling hard on her bonds as she whined and whimpered.

“She has some separation anxiety and jealousy issues.” Summer explained to the other women beside her. “I’m trying to train it out of her.” Before Rachel could protest any further, Summer turned on her heels and walked away.

“Mmmphhh,” Rachel moaned after her, sighing in defeat as she realized this was her true punishment. She enjoyed being bound and slapped and gagged and humiliated too much for it to be punishment. But when Summer left her to attend to other submissives, that truly was painful.

She need to cum very badly, but she wasn’t sure how she was going to accomplish that while tied up against this other submissive. The woman’s ass was round and supple, but there was no way she could rub her clit up against her. Her wetness was starting to slide down her legs.

The sub beneath her was sucking dutifully on the dildo inserted into her mouth, refusing to spit it out despite how easily it could have been done. She pushed her ass backwards up against Rachel, probably just as horny as Rachel was. Together, they continued rubbing uselessly up against each other, unable to give each other pleasure with their hands bound, suffering together.

Fifteen or so minutes went by until Summer walked by the cell again. She approached the bars and smiled almost lovingly down at her bent over sub. “Enjoying yourself?”

Rachel moaned a few times up at Summer, her mouth moist and wet and dripping.

“Okay, I think you’ve deserved a little treat.” Summer untied Rachel’s cuffs from each of the cell bars. She motioned for Rachel to step out of the cell. Clipping the leash back onto her collar, Summer cuffed Rachel’s hands behind her back again.

In silence, she led her dripping, panting submissive back to the main room. There were a number of sofas, benches, and armchairs dotted around the room where other women were fucking each other, observing, or conversing. Summer pushed Rachel gently down onto an empty sofa. She positioned herself against the edge of the sofa and drew Rachel towards her.

Rachel sucked in a huge breath as the ball-gag was removed from her mouth. Before she could exhale, Summer’s hand tightened over her wet lips.

“Did you enjoy that, my impatient slut? That’s one of my favorite things to do to you... Make you so wet and wanting, so painfully aroused that you’re squirming and writhing about, and then... leave you. Did you try to fuck yourself on that other little slut? Hm? Did you rub your wet mound up against her ass?”

Rachel moaned into the tight handgag that sealed her lips. She nodded at her mistress’ words, her clit begging to be touched. She didn’t care how Summer fucked her, she just needed the release as soon as possible.

“And you want me to fuck you now, don’t you? Even in front of all of these people?” Summer pulled again on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps that severely pinched Rachel’s red and swollen nipples.

Still keeping her prisoner gagged with a tight clamping hand, she reached downwards and began vigorously fingering Rachel. She focused all of her attention on the woman’s clitoris, rubbing it, slapping it, spreading her cunt’s wetness all around. “You are such a greedy little slut. Always wanting me to fuck you and only you. You do not deserve to be pleasured. Do you?”

Rachel pulled hard against her wrist cuffs, her hips twitching and shuddering with each moment of Summer’s mercilessly fingering.

“Here, here,” Summer scooped up some of the cum leaking out of Rachel’s crotch. She briefly stopped gagging her to shove her cum-covered fingers into her sub’s mouth. “Lick it, bitch. Lick it up, baby.”

“No, please, n-no, don’t make me taste my cum,” Rachel, in truth, loved when Summer forced her to taste her own juices. What turned her on even more was to pretend that she didn’t like it. It made their activity that much more pleasurable when she pretended Summer was forcing her into it.

“Shut up and take it, you dirty fucking slut.” Summer rubbed her wet hands all over Rachel’s face, spreading the cum all over her chin and cheeks. Then, she tightly gagged her with her hand again.

She continued flicking her clit, fingering her harder and faster than Rachel had ever been fingered before. Rachel whimpered again and again into the oppressively tight handgag, her eyes squeezing shut and the taste of her own cum filling her mouth. She was close to cumming, her orgasm building behind her navel and travelling downwards, threatening to spill out, to explode all over this sofa.

Rachel shuddered, pleasure overtaking her, burning her insides. Her cries were getting louder and louder behind Summer’s hand. And then, beyond Rachel’s control, she screamed into the gag, her body tensing tensing tensing and finally... cum sprang out of her, down her legs, coating Summer’s hand in her liquid pleasure.

Summer continued very gently fingering her submissive until the shudders began to quieten and lessen.

“Good girl.” Summer whispered.

Panting, Rachel was grateful that Summer did not remove her handgag just yet, despite having cum. She leaned into the touch and moaned appreciatively into her mistress’ wet palm.

“You’ve been a very good girl tonight. I think tonight I’ll let you pleasure me when we get home. How does that sound?”

Another wave of hot pleasure somehow materialized in Rachel’s loins at those words. She nodded again and again, and couldn’t wait to get home.










Owned By My Lesbian Boss

7:18pm. Okay, I’m officially annoyed. My boss asks me to work late frequently if we have a big presentation to a client coming up soon, or a project nearing a deadline, but the office is now completely empty save for me and her. Elena Hardwick, the hard-ass. That’s what everyone around here calls her, and deservedly so.

I have no idea why she asked me to stay late tonight. I’ve had so little to do today I’ve mostly been surfing the web at my desk watching time crawl by. I pull up the email she sent me a few hours ago and read it through a couple more times.

Samantha,

You’ll need to stay late tonight to assist me with some unscheduled work.

Elena

Unscheduled work. What the hell does that even mean? I haven’t actually seen Elena all day and if I want to get out of her before 9pm, then I better go and find her. In fact, no one ever really sees her all that often. She’s usually hidden away in her office all day. I sigh as I slip my four-inch heels back onto my feet and rake a hand through my long, brown tresses. I dust off the front of my black dress and walk down the wall towards Elena’s office. I’ve only worked here at Hardwick and Grisham Associates for three months, so I’m honestly still a little frightened of Elena. She hardly ever smiles. She’s tall, thin, and very severe looking with her strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a tight, perfect bun.

As I approach her office door, I give it a small knock. “Ms. Hardwick...?”

“Come in.” Her voice is sharp and commanding behind the polished oak door. I let myself into her office and am greeted with the familiar smell of hardwood polish and lilies which she always keeps a vase of on her desk. “Shut the door behind you.” She insists, not once looking up from where she sat at her computer, typing away.

I do as I’m told and sink silently into a chair across from her desk. “Ms. Hardwick, I was just wondering if you needed anything else from me today. It’s 7pm...”

Elena doesn’t respond, only continuing to type. Ten, fifteen seconds go by until she finally gives me any indication that she’s heard me. Her green eyes tick upwards to me and she stares at me very directly for a few long moments. Then, she shuts her laptop and gets to her feet.

Uh-oh. Did I do something wrong? Did she keep me here late to berate me for a mistake I made? What’s she going to do?

Elena walks very slowly around her desk and settles herself directly behind me. A shudder runs through me as she places her hands onto my shoulders. What is she doing?!

“Samatha. I’ve asked you here tonight because I’d like your assistance with something of a... delicate nature.” She squeezes my shoulders lightly, beginning to massage them very gently.

“D-delicate?” I murmur.

“Yes. You see, I’m in need of an assistant. A secretary, if you will. I need someone who can handle my more demanding and intimate needs.”

Is she saying what I think she’s saying? Against my better judgement, I feel a little bit of warmth growing deep inside of me.

“Um... I’m not sure I understand.” I say. I lean back into her touch, letting my eyes slide shut and enjoying the relaxation her touch is bringing me. Elena’s hand start to dip below my shoulders, rubbing downwards until they reached the top of my breasts. Is she...? She’s hitting on me, definitely. I can’t deny her, though. She’s my boss! She could fire me...

I’ve never been with a woman before. I’ve never even thought about it, to be honest. All my life, men have always gone after me and I’ve chased them right back. I always thought that I would have known by now if I were a lesbian. So, why am I getting wet as Elena touches me?

Elena’s fingers very gently pinch my nipples through my dress. She squeezes them, tweaking them in her fingers and twisting them around. It sends a surge of pleasure through me, a wave of warmth and moisture growing in the seat of my panties. Despite myself, a little moan leaves me.

“I merely need someone who can cater to my whims. Can you do that?” Elena asks, her voice steady and sure. She kneads my breasts some more, tightening her hold around my erect nipples.

“Y-yes. I... I can do that.” I reply back, though I’m not really sure why. She’s just making me feel so good right now and I don’t want it to stop.

“Good girl.” Elena says, and her fingers drop away from my nipples. “Stand up.”

My eyes open and I’m suddenly missing her touch. I hesitate to do what she says, gripping the arms of the chair as I try to figure out what the hell is going on here.

“Now.” Elena commands, again. “Do not make me repeat myself.”

I get to my feet quickly and wait for my next instructions.

“Turn around and bend over. Place your hands on the arms of the chair.”

Bend over? What is she going to do to me? What is going on? If I’m uncomfortable, I’ can leave at anytime. But... what if that pisses her off and she claims I sexually harassed her or something? My heart is hammering in my chest, but I slowly do as I’m told and bend over the chair, holding onto the arms of it tightly.

The dress I wore today is probably a little too short for workwear, but I know I look hot in it, so I wore it anyway. It pulls up around my ass and is exposing the black thong I have on underneath today.

I’m not sure what Elena is doing but I can hear her approaching me from behind. I can’t believe I’m getting wet from this...

THWACK!

A hand spanks my asscheek with force, the clap of sound reverberating throughout the room. I cry out a little, mostly out of surprise, and suck in a breath. “What-what are you–?”

THWACK!

Elena spanks me again. “Quiet.”

I stop talking.

THWACK!

I’ve never been spanked before. I mean, maybe as a kid, but never as an adult, never during sex. The pain is only momentary, and afterwards its followed by waves of pleasure which I wasn’t expecting. I kind of like it, if I’m being completely honest with myself. I stick my ass out a little further.

Elena reaches over and pulls my dress up, exposing my full ass. “You’re a very bad girl.” She says, grabbing a handful of my left asscheek and squeezing it. She kneads it like dough, giving it a few slaps.

“Why am I a bad girl?” I question her, looking briefly over my shoulder though never lifting my hands from the chair.

Elena bends over slightly and presses her face very close to mine, her lips hovering just above my ear. “Because you’re enjoying this.” As if to prove her claim, Elena’s hand snakes from my asscheek over to my wet slit. She deftly pulls away the black thong and slides a single finger through my wet pussy and lets it hover over my throbbing clit.

A pathetic moan leaves me. God, that feels so good.

Elena moves away from me and returns to her seat at the massive oak desk. She makes herself comfortable, taking her time before calling over to me.” Stand up straight and turn around to face me.”

My clit is dripping wet now, and I really, really need to be fucked. Chewing on my bottom lip, I do as I’m told. I’m pulling my dress down when she reaches into her desk drawer and extracts something that makes me gasp: a thick, black, silicone dildo. She places it down onto her desk and nods towards me.

“I want you to touch yourself, Samantha. Fuck yourself for me.”

Okay, I can’t do this anymore. I can’t believe I’ve even let it get this far. I shake my head. “No, Ms. Hardwick. I won’t do that. I’m not... I’m–I can’t do this.”

For a moment, Elena doesn’t speak. I think I got through to her. I’m going to just–

“Do you like having a job, Samantha?” My stomach sinks. I think I know what’s coming.

“Y-yes, Ms. Hardwick. I like working here very much.”

“And do you think that you’ll still have a job waiting for you here tomorrow if you don’t fuck yourself for me right now?”

I shake my head, knowing the answer. “Are you... you’re blackmailing me, Ms. Hardwick?”

“All I’m saying is that I think it will be very difficult to be hired anywhere with sexual harassment accusations hanging over you.”

She’s blackmailing me. I can’t believe it. My boss is blackmailing me into masturbating in front of her. I have to do this. I literally have no other choice.

“Please, Ms. Hardwick. Please, I’ll do what you want. I’ll do anything that you want.” I plead, reaching over and grabbing the dildo.

“Very good.” She says, leaning back in her leather chair and crossing her legs. She nods at the thick cock I hold in my hands. “Proceed.”

I suck in a deep breath and pull my panties down to my ankles. I, admittedly, am already extremely wet so sliding this thing up inside of my won’t be an issue. Slowly, I use one hand to pinch my left nipple, tweaking it and twisting it very gently. I moan a little into the air, releasing a quiet whimper of pleasure.

I have three vibrators at home that I use frequently, but I’ve never had a dildo shoved up my pussy before. I wonder what it feels like... I guess I’m about to find out.

With my other hand, I take the dildo and rub it gently up against my clit. I let out another little moan and Elena smiles. She looks pleased. I slip the dildo further back and push it up against my hole. Then, I press it inside, inch by inch, so slowly.

“Oh... oh, god...” I mumble as I keep inching it upwards. I push it up until it can go no further. It’s pressing up against my g-spot so deliciously. I pump it a little, pushing it in and pulling it out, fucking myself with it. I ride the air, bucking my hips with each little thrust.

“Fuck,” I whisper, “Oh, fuck...”

I move my hand from my breasts down to my clit and begin to play with myself. I flick and rub at my clit which has practically doubled in size from how horny I am. My whole core is dripping wet. Cum is leaking down my plugged up pussy, down my thigh, and towards the ground.

I pump the dildo harder and increase the speed I’m fingering myself at. It feels so, so good. I’m getting hot, my core tensing and warming as waves of pleasure ride over me.

Elena retrieves her cellphone and begins to film me. I want so badly to tell her not to, but I know that she has the power over me right now. I have to do everything she says or she’ll accuse me of being the one to harass her...

“Mmm... god, oh fuck, Jesus, I’m... I’m going to cum soon. M-Ms. Hardwick, I’m-I’m–” I hear Elena laugh a little. Then, I cum hard. I bend forward and grab onto the edge of her desk for support as my orgasm overtakes me. I shudder and tremble beneath it, reduced to a pile of jelly. I can hardly move, but I reach forward and begin to draw the dildo out of me.

“That was very enjoyable.” Elena says, putting her phone down.

I’m panting and can’t help but to squeeze my nipples a couple of times as I come down. I don’t know what to say, what to do, what to even think about what just happened.

“You’re a very obedient and good girl, Samantha. Don’t worry, you’re going to be rewarded for that.”

“Thank you, Ms. Hardwick.” I say, putting my hands behind my back.

Elena opens up the center desk drawer of her desk and retrieves a small item. I can’t see what exactly it is as she gets to her feet and moves to the other side of the desk. She stands in front of me and smiles. Her teeth are very white and straight and she is radiating confidence. In her hands, she holds a small egg-shaped vibrator.

Oh, god. I know exactly what this is. I’ve seen them at the sex shop I got my vibrators at.

“While you are under my employ, you will wear this at all times. Keep it inside of your pussy and hold it in place with your underwear. I,” She reached backwards and held up a small remote control with three buttons on it. “am in control of it. Put it in. Now.” She hands me the egg and for a moment I just stare down at it, unable to believe what my life has become in the last hour.

With her insistence, I push the egg up inside of me, exhaling a hot breath of pleasure as I do so. It fits snugly inside of me and stays in place as I pull my underwear up to my hips. I bite on my lower lip, wincing expectantly for it to turn on.

Elena holds the remote control in her hands and after ten torturously long moments, she presses one of the buttons and it roars to life. ”I am in control of how much pleasure it gives you. I may keep it on the lowest setting for extended periods of time throughout the day. Or, I may put it on an exponentially higher setting if I’m feeling bored and want to be amused.”

I hold in my whimpers, squeezing my eyes shut tight. Oh my god. How am I ever going to wear this around the office? Someone will definitely hear me moaning in pleasure, no matter how hard I try to hide it.

Elena presses another button and the sensations weaken. It’s still incredibly pleasurable, but manageable.

“Yes, Samantha, I think we’re going to make quite a team you and I.” She says with an easy smile. “Now, you are dismissed for tonight. I will see you here bright and early.”

With that, I’m ushered out of the office and left in the dark of the empty building. My clit throbs against the soft, slow vibrations of the egg and I wonder what the hell I’ve gotten myself into.

◆◆◆

My heart is hammering in my chest as I ride the elevator up to the fourteenth floor. My office floor is an open-plan and about thirty people are all spread out in separate cubicles. I take a deep breath and step off of the elevator. The vibrating egg is sitting just inside my pussy, right where Elena told me to keep it.

I wore black, lace underwear today to keep it in place. No way am I going to risk wearing a thong again with that thing up inside me.

I walk towards my cubicle carefully, one foot in front of the other, afraid the egg might become dislodged and fall out of me. I have to be ready for it to turn on at any moment. The prospect of suddenly being forced to have an orgasm at any point throughout my day is... strange, but exciting, I have to admit.

I sit down at my desk and nod a quiet hello to Shelly a few desks away from me. I place my purse down at my feet and slowly slip into my chair. The egg stays in place but rubs gently up against my labia. God, that feels good even when it isn’t vibrating.

I open up my email and start to go through the few messages I’ve gotten this morning. Spam... invitation to the office social... and... something new from Elena. Sent thirty minutes ago.

Report to my office as soon as your arrive. I will expect this daily.

A shiver runs through me as I read the message. I read it a couple of more times and bite my lip to stifle a hot wave of pleasure that runs through me. I wonder what Elena is going to have me do...? Is she going to spank me again? Or something more?

I close the email, and then on second thought I delete it. I get to my feet and slowly march towards Elena’s office. I pass at least ten people on my way and can’t help but blush a little at the thought of them not knowing about the vibrator plugged up inside of me.

I knock softly on the door and immediately here Elena’s voice from behind it. “Come in.” She demands.

Just as I did last night, I enter Elena’s office, shut the door behind me, and wait patiently for my next instructions. Elena is reviewing a stack of documents in front of her. She does not look up at me as I enter.

“I have a meeting in fifteen minutes with the board of directors. You will accompany me and keep thorough notes of our conversations and decisions.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I agree, slipping my hands behind my back. What is her deal, I wonder. Does she get off on being able to tell me what to do? I shake the thoughts out of my head and focus on being obedient.

“For now, you will sit quietly.” Elena nods to the chair in front of her desk. The one I was bent over last night. I comply and lower myself into the chair, careful not to dislodge the egg. Though she’s busy overlooking the stack of papers, she does glance up at me once with a wicked smirk.

I fold my hands in my lap and–

I gasp. A quiet, gentle buzzing has erupted in my underwear. I shift in my seat, my lower lip trembling. She’s turned the egg on to a low setting. I can’t help but squirm. The vibrations send teases of pleasure up to my clit. It warms my pussy and I slide my eyes shut.

“How does that feel?” Elena murmurs, her attention focused squarely on the papers in front of her.

“Mmm,” I moan a little, shifting my hands to my thighs and rubbing them gently. “I... I like the way that... feels.”

“You like that?” Elena continues, “You like being teased like that?”

“Yes,” I moan, trying hard to control myself. If I were anywhere else right now I would finger myself, but I’m not sure that I have permission.

“Getting wet down there?” My boss, my captor, questions me. She spares me a single, uncaring glance.

“Mmhm,” I nod, licking my lips and whimpering quietly.

“Well...” The vibrations suddenly intensify and I release a long, trembling moan. I grip the sides of my chair tightly, my hips bucking slightly. I hump the air, trying to get any amount of friction onto my sopping wet pussy.

Elena moves out from behind her desk and moves to lean against the edge of her desk. She watches me, tilting her head upwards and running a hand across her own abdomen, down, down to the hem of her black pencil skirt. She stands and takes a step forward, standing just beside my chair.

I whimper again as I look up at her.

She slides a finger across my thigh and I gasp. “M-Ms. Hardwick, please–”

My words are cut off as Elena’s fingers press up against the fabric of my underwear. She presses up against my clit and I hump the air again and again, begging for release, silently begging for her to fuck me. Instead, she just applies pressure to my wet clit, laughing quietly beneath her breath.

“You must be incredibly wet...”

Elena raises her hand from my wet mound and slips her thumb into my lips. She pumps it slowly, lightly, and I suck on it gently. I tongue her thumb and moan into her hand. “Well, Samantha, unfortunately it’s time to go. We’ll have to continue this after the meeting.”

I moan out a noise filled with pleasure and disappointment. How am I going to go into a meeting like this? I can smell my own cum leaking out of my underwear. I hope to god no one asks me any questions or requires me to do anything but sit silently.

Elena turns around and grabs a notebook and pen off of her desk. She shoves the items into my hands and starts for the door. “Let’s go. I do not like to be late.”

I’m forced to regain my composure in about ten seconds and get to my feet shakily. I hold the notebook and pen under my arm and move to follow Elena. I pause at the doorway and shift my thighs a little. The egg is still buzzing on its lowest setting. I can’t believe my boss is forcing me to go into a board meeting while being masturbated by a remote-controlled vibrator...

I remain a few steps behind Elena as we walk down the hallway together. I give a few fake smiles to my co-workers as we pass by a number of desks. Can they tell I just almost had an orgasm? Can anyone else smell my cum-stained panties?

Elena leads the way into the board room and sits in one of the tall leather chairs on the left side of the table. I sit down beside her very slowly. The egg remains in place. A few other board members trickle into the room behind us and one sits down to my right. What if he can hear the buzzing of the vibrator?

A little horrified, I try to catch Elena’s gaze but she seems to be ignoring me. The meeting begins a few minutes later and it’s all I can do to write down today’s date without humping the air. I squirm in my seat, clearing my throat and attempting to scribble down the conversation topics as they begin.

I have no idea what this meeting is about because all I can focus on are the low, gentle buzzings that are massaging my pussy. I really, really need to be fucked right now. God, I would lay across this table and let Elena fuck me in front of all of these board members if it came down to it, but clearly that’s not going to happen.

About fifteen minutes into the meeting, my heart, and my pussy, constrict. The vibrations have increased. Did Elena bring the remote with her?! Oh, god, I can’t take this. I can’t. I clear my throat for the second time and shut my eyes. My hips thrust forward uncontrollably. I can feel my wetness growing through my panties. I’ve got to be leaking cum onto the leather chair by now.

Fuck, I want to touch myself. I want to finger myself and pump this egg further up into my pussy. I look to my left and try to get Elena’s attention again, but she’s turned slightly away from me as she listens to a board member across the table explain his proposal. It feels so good, buzzing up against my clit, torturing me with those endless vibrations. Why is Elena doing this to me? Does she like to see me suffer? It must get her off to watch me squirm.

I’m going to cum, I realize with horror. It might be seconds or minutes, but I’m definitely going to come. The egg has hit a sweet spot and I ride it in my chair, circling my hips in my seat as surreptitiously as possible. I don’t dare look over at the guy next to me. Fuck, what do I do? What am I going to do? I can’t cum here, not now. Please, Elena, god, please give me mercy...

I’m squeezing the sides of the chair so tightly that my knuckles are white.

Here it comes. Oh my god. Oh god, oh shit, I’m cumming. I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming! I grip the chair and tense my entire body. I suppress a couple of tremors, but my body still jerks uncontrollably. Did anyone see? God, I hope no one saw that...

The meeting ends a few minutes later, but the vibrator has not stopped buzzing. My clit gets so sore after an orgasm, and it was painfully sensitive after I came. The merciless vibrations were making my pussy numb. I gather my notebook and pen and followed Elena out of the boardroom and back towards her office. I received a couple of odd looks from one of the board members as we left, but that could have simply been because I was Elena’s new assistant.

When we reached her office, I shut the door behind me and hugged the notebook to my chest. “M-Ms. Hardwick, I–I need a break from–”

The vibrations shut off before I could even get the words out. Elena had the remote in her hand throughout the entire meeting. She turned to face me and looked me up and down like I was just a specimen to be admired.

“Let me see the notes you took at the meeting.” She demanded.

My mouth went dry. I had forgotten to take any notes. I had been so distracted by how horny the egg was making me that I hadn’t written anything down...

I slowly turned the notebook around and handed it to her.

“Tsk, tsk.” Elena murmurs, looking at the blank page. She tossed the notebook to the ground and crossed her arms over her chest. “Now, I think that’s worthy of a punishment, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms. Hardwick.” I murmur towards the ground. “I... I should be punished.”

“Bend over across the desk.” Her voice was sharp and cold, as usual.

I do as I’m told and step towards the desk. I lower myself down on top of it, taking hold of the far edge of the wood and holding on tight. I have a feeling I’m about to be spanked again. Although it isn’t something I ever found sexy before, I have to admit to myself that this attention from Elena is... well, hot. I know I’m being blackmailed and forced into sexual acts by my domineering boss, but... is it wrong that I get horny from it?

After all, that’s all I’ve been wanting since last night, is to finally get some release, to finally get fucked–

THWACK!

My ass is smacked just like it was last night, only this time it’s not just a hand doing it. It just be something hard and wood. A paddle, maybe? I cry out, gripping the desk harder.

THWACK!

“You’re such a dirty girl, aren’t you? Getting off at work? I ought to fire you for that...” Elena threatens, though I can hear the desire in her voice. She’s loving this.

THWACK!

“I could smell your cum throughout the whole meeting. I bet everyone saw you squirming in your seat, giving yourself pleasure. And on top of all that...”

THWACK!

My ass is throbbing, waves of pain and pleasure emanating from each hit of her paddle.

“You failed to take suitable notes of what was discussed during the meeting. You need some training, Samantha. Otherwise, you’re not going to make a very good assistant. Do you want to be a good assistant?”

“Yes, Ms. Hardwick.” I assure her. Then, my horniness giving me a little more confidence than usual, I scoot my ass out a little further. “I’m a dirty girl, Ms. Hardwick. I need to be punished.”

“Oh, do you?” Elena purrs. Suddenly, I feel her pressing up against my ass. She bends down and her lips are just up against my ear. Her tongue darts out and she nips at my earlobe. I shudder with hot pleasure. A man has never treated me like this before...

Elena’s hands are on my hips and she rubs herself up against me. Then, she takes one hand and pulls my panties down from my red dress. Without warning, she slides three fingers inside of me and up into my pussy.

“Ah!” I cry out as she pumps her fingers in and out of me, fucking me hard and rough. I knock against the desk with every thrust.

Elena’s free hand grabs a fistful of my hair. “You like this, dirty girl? You like to be fucked by your boss?”

“Oh, god-god, yes, yes, Ms. Hardwick, yes, please, don’t stop, r-right there–”

Elena shifts her fingers from my pussy to my clit. She rubs it sensually and slowly. It’s still so sensitive from my orgasm a few minutes ago. I whine up at her, twisting in her hold, writhing in delirious pleasure.

She slaps my pussy with her hand, then, all too suddenly, she leaves my side and returns to her chair behind the desk. I’m still bent over the desk when she sits down and it takes me a moment to realize she’s finished with me. I straighten, dragging a shaky hand through my hair.

“That’s all for now.” She dismisses me without looking up at me. “I’ll buzz you if I need anything.”

With that, I slowly turn and leave the office feeling simultaneously full and empty, used, and cherished. I return to my desk, certain that I smell of cum and sex, and wait patiently for the moment my boss will call upon me again.
















Cuckolded by the Lesbian Billionaire

Claire Bauman had it all: a 4,000 square foot apartment off of Madison Avenue in New York City, a very cushy job managing an art gallery in Chelsea, and, to top it all off, an incredible boyfriend with a perfectly chiseled jaw who catered to her every whim. She had everything she could ever ask for.

She tried to remind herself of these things as she stood in the back of her loft apartment, staring slack-jawed at the blonde woman who was carefully examining an art piece from Claire’s collection. Her chocolate brown eyes trailed down the woman’s long, silky legs that crept out of her short blue dress. Claire had always dated and been attracted to men, but for some reason this woman was causing something to stir within her. She could not keep her eyes off of her and it wasn’t helping that the woman kept eyeing her back.

“...the way that the artist handles color and line here is exquisite, don’t you think? The canvas practically pulsates here in the upper left. It’s like a dream...”

“Y-yes, Mrs. Prince.”

Mrs. Prince turned slowly away from the painting and faced Claire once again, her pale lips turned into a small smile. “Please, Claire, call me Madeline.”

“Madeline. Of course.” Claire agreed, laughing nervously. She swallowed down a growing lump in her throat as Madeline took a few steps closer to the younger woman.

If Claire had to guess, she would have thought Madeline was in her early fifties, but this incredibly wealthy woman had to have been having facials from the fountain of youth for most of her life because she looked much younger. Other than a few fine lines that showed beside her eyes and lips, she was just as attractive as any of the other wealthy New York City elite that roamed the streets of the Upper East Side. Her blonde hair was cropped just below her chin in a severe, neat cut. Her cheekbones were high and gave her cheeks large, elegant divots.

Madeline was just a couple of inches away from Claire now, her lips hovering somewhere near the younger woman’s ear. “Do you know how much money I have, Claire?”

Claire shut her dark eyes, her breath hitching in her throat. A warmth of wetness began to settle on top of her clit. She had never been attracted to a woman before, and the experience was overwhelming, not to mention a little embarrassing...

“Um... n-no, I don’t.” The sun was drenching the apartment and Claire felt it warming her back as she leaned forward slightly. She found herself wanting Madeline to kiss her.

“I am worth over a billion dollars.” Madeline whispered, “And that means I can buy anything I want...” She said. Her lips were tickling Claire’s earlobe gently.

Claire hissed in a breath. She wasn’t a lesbian. She loved her boyfriend. So, then why was she feeling attracted to this older wealthy woman?

“I could even buy you, if I wanted to.” Madeline insisted. As she spoke, her hands drifted slowly to Claire’s hips. One hand trailed up Claire’s bare leg. She was wearing her short black pencil skirt and a tight-fitting white top.

Claire turned her head to the side and released a soft moan of excitement and pleasure as Madeline kissed her neck. Claire had no idea why she didn’t turn away, why she didn’t deny the woman’s advances. She was growing wetter and wetter, her clit beginning to throb gently beneath her panties.

Madeline’s fingers reached up into Claire’s skirt. With torturous slowness, she pulled the black lace panties aside and began to slowly massage the younger girl’s labia. “My god, you’re so very wet, Claire...”

“I...I...” Claire could not bring herself to form words. She only whimpered into the quiet of the apartment, wanting desperately to feel Madeline’s fingers go deeper inside of her. But what about her boyfriend, Craig? She couldn’t do this to him... but Madeline was so very tantalizing. Why was she doing this to her?

“Have you ever been with a woman, Claire? Have you ever been fucked by a woman?” Madeline purred as she swiped over Claire’s clit.

“No,” Claire mumbled, her eyes sliding shut and her neck craning upwards. Her panties were getting soaked with her wetness. She would need to change before Craig came home. “I... I can’t do this... my boyfriend...this isn’t right...”

“Your boyfriend?” Madeline chuckled softly. “Has your boyfriend ever touched you like this? So slow and soft? Has he ever given you pleasure like this? Focused on you completely?”

Claire hated to admit it, even to herself, but Madeline was right. Craig always wanted her to suck his dick, to fuck her doggie style, or to sometimes fuck her in the ass. But rarely, if ever, had he fingered her just for her pleasure.

“I didn’t think so...” Madeline murmured when Claire didn’t respond.

A noise suddenly startled Claire–

Was that–?

The front door shut loudly. “Hey babe, I’m ho–what the fuck?” Craig’s voice pierced the silence of the apartment like a gunshot.

Madeline turned slowly towards Craig, though she never removed her fingers from where they rest against Claire’s dripping pussy.

“C-Craig...” Claire moaned, unable to stop herself.

“What the hell is this? Are you fucking my girlfriend?!” Craig demanded, starting towards the two women.

Madeline held her free hand up and the man suddenly stopped advancing. “Sit down, you pathetic cuck. Here,” She reached down to her purse lying on the floor against the wall and retrieved her pocketbook. She withdrew a couple of bills and tossed two hundred dollars at him. “You’re going to shut the hell up and sit quietly while I fuck your beautiful girlfriend.”

Craig scrambled for the money, looking up at Madeline with his mouth hanging open. “Claire...? What’s goin–?”

“You heard her.” Claire heard herself suddenly insisting. “Sit down and shut up. I want you to watch me get fucked by someone who knows how to give me pleasure.” She shivered at her own words, taking delight in the look of shock on Craig’s face. He slowly backed a couple of feet away, dropping down into a nearby armchair and watching attentively.

Claire moaned appreciatively as Madeline turned her around and unzipped her tight skirt. She pulled the thing to the ground. “Craig, your girlfriend is sopping wet. Have you seen her this wet before? Ever made her cum like this?”

Craig shook his head, slowly unbuttoning his black pants.

Madeline bent Claire over, forcing her hands down onto the arm of the couch. She pushed two fingers into the woman’s cunt, sliding them in and out, pressing up against her g-spot with torturous slowness. Claire moaned, crying out with pleasure as her pussy was filled with Madeline’s long, slender fingers.

Craig unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out and beginning to tug on it hard.

Madeline’s laugh, strong and sultry, suddenly pierced the air. She stared down at Craig and shook her head, scowling at him with pity. “What a pathetic little dick you have, Craig. No wonder Claire needs to be fucked by a woman. She must hardly even feel that tiny cock inside of her.” Madeline muttered, not bothering to even look the cuckold in the eyes.

“Oh, oh god,” Claire begged, “Please, please Madeline, please, don’t stop, god, that feels so good–”

“Don’t worry, baby, I’m not going to stop.” Madeline said, pumping her hand in and out of Claire with care and attention. She pulled her fingers out of Claire’s warm pussy and directed the woman down to the soft rug below their feet. She began to unbutton Claire’s shirt, gently pulling off the blouse and tossing it to the floor. Claire’s breasts were full and perky, a solid C-cup, and her nipples were erect.

Madeline bent down beside Claire and began to tweak and pinch the young woman’s nipples. Claire whimpered and moaned gratefully.

“Do you like that?” Madeline murmured, “You like the way that feels? Does Craig ever do this to you?”

“Yes, that feels so good.” Claire sighed, “Craig, he doesn’t. He... he has no idea how to please me...”

Madeline looked over to the seated man, smirking as he pulled harder and harder on his cock. “Craig, do you want some of this?” Madeline asked, nodding down at the prone brunette beneath her.

“Yes, god yes, I want to fu–”

“Well, that’s too fucking bad, isn’t it? Because she doesn’t want to be fucked my a worthless, useless man like you. She wants to be fucked by me, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

Claire nodded vigorously as her nipple was rolled between Madeline’s fingers. “Yes, yes, Mrs. Prince, please, please fuck me. I want you inside of me. I-I want him to see how wet you make me...”

Madeline was quick to re-insert her fingers into Claire’s wet cunt. Her pussy was so wet and dripping that she was staining the rug beneath them. Madeline pumped her hand in and out of Claire, going harder and faster than before, causing the brunette to cry out in pleasure with every thrust.

Claire’s moans were becoming more and more frequent, louder, and more uncontrollable. Madeline slowed her thrusting, “Oh, I don’t want you to come yet, darling. I’m not finished with you.” The wealthy older woman got to her feet and returned to her purse against the wall. She retrieved a large black dildo attached to a harness. “I always keep this in my bag, just in case someone’s girlfriend needs to be fucked.” She said with a wink towards Craig.

Craig watched in awe as Madeline stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. He looked down at Claire and his dick hardened at the sight of the cum stain on the rug. He had never heard his girlfriend moan so loudly before. He was completely left out, forced to watch as his girlfriend was pleasured by a middle-aged billionaire lesbian.

Madeline stood over Claire and held a hand out for the woman to take. She pulled her up to her knees, then took a step closer.

“Watch carefully, cuck.” She said, grabbing a fistful of Claire’s hair and guiding her mouth towards the cock hanging from the harness. “Take it, sweetheart. Take my cock into your mouth.”

Claire immediately wrapped her lips around the large dildo, sucking and licking at it energetically.

“She gets so much more pleasure from my cock than yours. Why do you think that is, pathetic cuck?” Madeline asked.

Craig shook his head, moaning beneath his breath as the tip of his penis began to spill pre-cum. “I-I don’t know.”

“Because I actually know how to fuck her. Because my cock knows what she wants and how to give it to her.” Madeline said. She smiled down at Claire, “Good girl. Just like that. Keep going.”

Claire continued her enthusiastic sucking of Madeline’s dick. It made her incredibly wet to suck this silicone cock. She chanced a glance over at Craig and was happy to see how awe-struck he looked.

Finally, Madeline pulled the cock away and wiped it across Claire’s face. “Now, on your hands and knees.” She instructed.

Claire immediately complied, turning over and lowering herself to the ground. Madeline lowered herself to her knees as well and very smoothly inserted the cock inside Claire from behind.

She rode her hard, thrusting into and out of her with a speed and fervor that Claire had never felt before. Madeline reached around and grabbed a handful of Claire’s breast, tweaking her nipples very hard as she fucked her. She pulled Claire up so that they were both on their knees and used her free hand to rub the young woman’s clit.

“This is how you pleasure a woman, cuck. This is how you make her cum.”

Claire was practically screaming now. She had never been penetrated and fingered at the same time and it was almost too much to take. Not to mention having her nipples played with at the same time. She grabbed onto Madeline’s thighs, her own hips bucking forward with every thrust of Madeline’s cock.

“Oh god, oh-oh Jesus-oh my god-fuck-fuck me, Mrs. Prince-I-I think I’m-I’m-going to-I’m going to–”

“Are you going to cum?” Madeline whispered, “Cum for me, Claire. Go ahead, cum for me.”

“Mrs. Prince-! God, Mrs. Prince, I-I-I’m cumming-! I’m cumming!” Claire screamed as her pleasure crescendoed into a body-wracking climax. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as her orgasm took over. She sighed contently as she pulled away from the cock inside of her and lay back down onto the rug, staring up at Madeline.

“I... I’ve never had an orgasm like that before...” She murmured. She looked over at Craig who was very close to climaxing now, his hand swiping up and down endlessly on his wet cock. “In fact... Craig has never made me orgasm...”

Madeline reached over and swiped her hand through the creamy cum still leaking from Claire’s ravaged pussy. With the viscous material coating her hand, she walked over to Craig and held her hand up to his face. “Do you see this, Craig? Do you smell it? That’s your girlfriend’s precious cum. And you were not the one who made this come squirting out of her. I was. You will never pleasure her like I do.”

Claire laughed from where she lay, looking up at Craig with a smirk. “You’ve never fucked me like that. I can’t wait to be fucked again by Mrs. Prince, with or without you watching.”

Craig screwed his eyes shut tightly, moaning as his climax took hold. He came with a few unrelenting jerks of his hips, staining the front of his shirt with an unusually large amount of cum. Rarely did he ever produce this much. Even as he finished, he was still extremely turned on.

Madeline walked to the kitchen and washed her hands. When she returned, she moved to stand in front of the painting again. She examined it, just as she was doing before she had begun fucking Claire. Finally, she nodded. “I think I’ll take it. It’ll look wonderful next to my Cézanne.”

She lifted her purse up from the ground and began to write a check. She left it on the windowsill. “I’ll have my art handlers come by tomorrow to pick it up. Claire,” She said as she reached the front door, “call me.”


























































Dominating My Enemy

“Well, well, well, it’s the golden girl.”

Sarah begrudgingly glanced up from where she stood at the bar trying in vain to order a chardonnay from an overworked bartender. She knew that voice. She hated that voice.

“Kate.” She muttered, despite herself, not even bothering to raise her eyes to her taunter.

The brunette woman two seats away at the bar slid to her feet, tall and lanky. She raked a hand through her wind-swept hair and smirked at the shorter blonde. “Having trouble getting a drink? Funny. I didn’t think little-miss-perfect Sarah Thornton had trouble with anything.”

“What do you want?” Sarah demanded, giving Kate a contemptuous up-down. This interaction better not cost her the bartender’s precious attention. She had been dragged to this swanky Midtown speakeasy for a girl’s night out with some old college friends, and certainly hadn’t expected on running into any co-workers. Not to mention, her least favorite co-worker.

“Fast car, big house, good food, good sex. What does anyone want?” Kate responded, her wolf’s grin never leaving her face.

Sarah rolled her eyes so hard she thought they might get stuck in the back of her head. Whatever. She didn’t have time for this. She waved her hand out towards the bartender, trying desperately to get his attention. The sooner she could get a drink, the sooner she could get away from Kate.

The taller woman laughed wryly as she watched Sarah struggle. She slid back over to her own seat and nodded once at the bartender who almost immediately came to take her order. “Two whiskey cokes.”

She returned to Sarah’s side less than a minute later and pushed one of the glasses into Sarah’s hand.

“What’s this?” Sarah brought the drink up to her nose and sniffed, wrinkling her nose in distaste. “Jesus, you actually drink this stuff? No wonder there’s something wrong with you.”

“Hey,” Kate took another step forward and Kate got a whiff of her perfume. Calvin Klein One, she recognized. Her ex-boyfriend used to wear it. “Try broadening your horizons sometime. You might like it.” Her husky voice tickled the inside of Sarah’s ear and the blonde couldn’t help but feel a shudder run down her spine. She wrenched away and took a sip of the drink.

“So... here to prey on unsuspecting women? Find a skank to take home tonight?” Sarah asked, placing her free hand on her hip. She let her eyes run down Kate’s figure once again. She was always wearing too-tight pants to work that showed off her ass and narrow hips. Her breasts were small, but there was something about Kate that made her both feminine and domineering. Perhaps it was her devil-may-care attitude. Not that Sarah thought about her often. Or at all.

“Kiss my ass, Sarah. You would love for a night in the sack with me. I see how you look at me in the office. You can’t keep your eyes off me.”

“Yeah, I can’t keep my eyes off of you when you’re constantly harassing me with your sexual innuendos, or-or talking over me at the weekly meetings. Oh, and hey, here’s a bright idea, how about you don’t fuck the interns in the women’s bathroom?”

“Jealous?” Kate murmured, leaning in again so that her lips were just inches away from Sarah’s ear. “I know it was you who stuck around in the stall to listen to what dirty things we were doing in there. I would recognize those Louboutins anywhere.” She nodded down to Sarah’s feet, clad in black stiletto heels.

“God, you are so annoying.” Sarah muttered, though she made no move to put distance between herself and the taller woman.

“Or maybe you wanted to learn a thing or two, hm? You’ve probably had so much mediocre vanilla dry-humping in your life that something as banal as workplace sex sent you over the edge. Didn’t it? Were you masturbating as you listened to us fuck in the bathroom stall, Sarah?”

Sarah shoved Kate away with a groan. “You’re disgusting.”

Kate only laughed, raising her drink up so as not to spill it. “Whatever you say, baby.”

Anger boiled in the center of Sarah’s chest. She couldn’t stand the way Kate always dismissed her as tightly-wound or prude. That’s it, she decided. She was going to prove to Kate that she was neither of those things.

Without warning, she grabbed the woman’s arm and led her silently to the womens’ bathroom. She pushed her up against the wall beside the closed door and placed her lips close to Kate’s jaw. “You have no idea what I could do to you. I could ride you all night like a whipped pony. But I’m not so depraved as to parade it around the office all-day long like you.”

For a moment, they both looked at each other, glaring, jaws tensed. Then–

Their lips crashed together, hard. Kate pushed her tongue into Sarah’s mouth without permission, groaning hungrily into the wet hole.

Sarah yanked her head away, wiping her lips. She looked panicked for a single moment, as if questioning what she was doing. Then, avoiding Kate’s eyes, she tilted her head up to kiss her again.

“Take me somewhere.” Sarah growled.

Thirty minutes and a cab ride later, they had hardly even stumbled into Kate’s apartment when Sarah roughly pushed the brunette up against the wall. She met her with a crushing kiss, biting down on Kate’s lip and chewing desperately on the swollen, red mouth.

“I want to–”

“Shut up.” Sarah protested, shoving Kate into the wall again. “Just shut the fuck up.”

Kate’s hands travelled down to Sarah’s hips. She fumbled for Sarah’s skirt zipper, finally bringing the skirt down the floor. “Well, look what we have here. What a tease, leaving your underwear at home tonight. Y’know, you walk around with a stick shoved so far up your ass, I’m surprised to see you ever let your pussy out to play.”

“You don’t know me.” Sarah muttered, “Are you always this insufferable?”

“Only to you, baby.”

Suddenly, Sarah felt a pair of hands close tightly around both of her wrists. A moan escaped her as she was forced backwards into the wall behind her and her hands brought in front of her. Kate was grabbing blindly for something while she shoved her tongue into Sarah’s desperate mouth.

Sarah wanted to protest. The words were in the back of her throat, desperate to come out, but something kept her from saying anything. She allowed the sensation of rope wrapping tightly around her wrists to continue. What the hell was Kate doing? And why wasn’t she stopping her?

Kate pulled the rope upwards and wrapped it around a coat hook secured into the wall. Sarah’s arms lifted above her head without her permission and she tugged against them a little to see how tight they were. An exhale of pleasure and frustration left Sarah’s lips as Kate grabbed hold of her chin and held it in place.

“Little miss tightly wound, all tied up. What am I gonna do with you, huh?” Kate growled lowly, her lips pressing up against Sarah’s ear.

“Fuck you.” Sarah mumbled, trying to jerk her chin away.

“Fuck me?” Kate laughed a throaty chuckle. “Right now I’m fucking you, bitch.”

Kate’s hand trailed down Sarah’s bare abdomen, hovering lazily over her wet pussy. She slid two fingers across Sarah’s clit and another laugh left her. “You fucking slut, you are so wet right now. You like being teased, don’t you?”

“I don’t really have much of a choice now, do I?” Sarah muttered, glaring up at her dominant captor.

With her free hand, Kate suddenly grabbed Sarah’s ankle and thrust it upwards, opening up access to her warm, pink pussy. She thrust three fingers inside of her and Sarah released a low moan of pleasure. She thrust her hips upwards, pushing her pussy out and further onto Kate’s fingers, riding them hard and fast.

“Fuck,” Sarah exhaled, “Oh, fuck, god, harder!”

Kate thrust deeper and harder into Sarah’s cunt, pushing and pulling her fingers in and out of her, fucking her over and over again as Sarah’s cries of pleasure grew louder. Her hand was covered in a growing wetness as Sarah’s cunt began swelling. She was dripping with need.

“Harder!” Sarah insisted again through panting breaths.

Kate suddenly stopped and extracted her fingers from the woman’s pussy. She got to her feet and disappeared into the kitchen.

“Hey!” Sarah called breathlessly. “What the fuck? What are you doi–mmph!”

Kate returned just a moment later and pressed a strip of black electrical tape across Sarah’s mouth, using her palms to smooth it down and ensure it stuck well to the woman’s lips. “Shut the fuck up, you slut. God, I can’t stand to hear your voice.”

“Mmmpph,” Sarah whined into the tapegag. Her pussy throbbed with hunger. Her clit was engorged and sensitive with want.

Kate ran her fingers slowly across Sarah’s clit and the bound woman shuddered and writhed. “Oh, you like that, do you? Like when I rub your clit like that?”

Despite herself, Sarah nodded, feeling meek and helpless in her current predicament. She kept her eyes away from Kate’s, not wanting to giving the woman the pleasure of knowing just how intense this sexual encounter was. Their bickering with each other had produced such tension between them over the last two years. It annoyed Sarah to her core when she realized that she wasn’t just annoyed and repulsed by Kate’s constant teasing of her. She loved it. She had been disgusted with herself when she realized her attraction for the brazen, cocky brunette. Now, all she could do was succumb and submit to Kate’s pleasure.

Kate’s fingers circled over the sensitive area with torturous slowness, teasing Sarah with gentle, constant rubbing. “Such a greedy slut. You really want to be fucked, I can tell. You’ve always been such a selfish, needy bitch. Turn over.”

Sarah moaned unintelligibly as Kate grabbed roughly onto her hips and turned her over to face the wall. With her hands still tied above her head, Sarah tucked her knees beneath her and was forced to press her forehead against the wall. She stuck her ass out towards Kate, her body tensing into a taut, curved line as her captor slapped her ass with a loud CLAP! She realized then, as she pulled at the rope that bound her wrists together, that she was completely helpless. This woman who she had butted heads with for so long was now in total control. She could do anything she wanted to her: fuck her relentlessly all night, leave her tied up all weekend, whatever she wanted.

Sarah suffered through another wave of wetness as Kate’s hand came down on her ass three more times. “Fucking bitch.” She hissed into Sarah’s ear, “I’ve been wondering how tight your pussy is for so long. No surprise an uptight cunt like you would probably have a tight-ass pussy.” She thrust fingers into Sarah’s wet core from behind, fucking her so hard that they were both knocking into the wall with a rhythmic thumping.

Sarah released a guttural and low groan with every thrust of Kate’s hand, her whimpering cries silenced by the tight strip of tape stretched over her mouth.

“You go around acting so innocent, like a fucking princess, but really you’ve been begging for me to fuck your wet, dripping pussy all night long.” Kate grabbed a handful of Sarah’s hair with her free hand, yanking the blonde woman’s head backwards. She stared down at her prisoner and slowed her thrusts. “I want to hear you say it.” She decided, removing her fingers from Sarah’s tortured pussy and ripping the tape off of her lips.

“Ow!” Sarah whined as the tape came off. “Say what?” She muttered.

“Say how much you want me, how badly you’ve wanted this.” Kate gripped the handful of hair tighter.

“Go to hell.” Sarah said, pushing her ass out further. “And just fuck me.”

Kate reached around Sarah’s front and tightly squeezed both of the woman’s nipples, rolling them around roughly in her fingers. “Tell me what you want me to do to you. C’mon, don’t be a cunt, Sarah. Tell me.”

Sarah bit down hard on her bottom lip, stifling a quiet whimper that escaped her. The last thing she wanted was to actually admit to Kate that yes, she was turned on by her and had fantasized about being fucked into oblivion by the brunette woman. “I...” She swallowed hard, “God, I... I want you to...” Her nipples being squeezed was giving her such pleasure. If only Kate would fuck her and tease her nipples at the same time...

“C’mon, bitch. Just fucking say it.”

“Yes, okay, I want you to fuck me! Happy now? I want you to fuck me all night long, okay?”

Kate removed one hand from Sarah’s breast and rubbed the engorged clit mercilessly. “God, you’re fucking wet.”

“Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck, Kate, right there, god, don’t stop–”

“Don’t fucking tell me what to do or I’ll gag you again.” Kate suddenly demanded, squeezing Sarah’s nipple hard and continuing her assault on the bound woman’s clit.

“God–please, Kate, don’t, don’t stop, right there, right there–”

“What, are you going to cum? You better say my fucking name louder, bitch.”

“Kate–god, I’m cumming, Kate, I’m cumming–!” Sarah’s body tensed into one giant nerve. She writhed and shuddered over and over again, waves of pleasure rendering her limp in her bonds. Kate remained hovering over Sarah, her hand still brushing up against the woman’s sensitive and swollen clit. She released her hold on the erect nipple, and began squeezing and kneading Sarah’s full, perky ass.

Sarah was too weak to protest when she felt Kate turning her over to face her again. “So, are you going to beg me for another orgasm?”

Panting, Sarah glared up at Kate and shook her head. “You don’t ever stop being a pig, do you?”

“Like I said, baby, it’s only for you.” Kate muttered, getting to her feet. She gave Sarah a smirk and wink as she made her way to what Sarah assumed was her bedroom. Taking a moment to take pleasure in the remnants of her orgasm, Sarah sighed in content and tugged on the rope binding her wrist. She desperately wanted to be able to rest her arms, but she figured Kate might have other plans for her tonight.

A couple of minutes later, Kate came back around the corner, this time adorned with an eight inch silicon cock hanging from her pelvis. She had taken all of her clothes off and Sarah couldn’t help but stare at the woman’s pale, lithe body.

Getting down onto her knees, Kate took a hold of both of Sarah’s legs and tugged the woman closer to her, bringing the strap-on and Sarah’s wet cunt close together. “You seem like the cock-loving type. Are you, Sarah? You like a big, thick cock to fuck you?”

“My sex life is my business.” Sarah murmured, though she desperately wanted to agree that yes she was a cock-loving girl and wanted Kate’s cock inside of her right this instant.

“Mmhm.” Kate hummed, pressing the tip of the strap-on up against Sarah’s clit. She gasped beneath her breath, her bottom lip trembling as her teeth scraped over it.

“What was it you said to me earlier tonight? That you could ride me like a whipped pony? Doesn’t look like you’re doing much riding tonight, blondie.”

“Yeah, well I can’t do much with my hands tied, can I? God, this is so typical–”

“Jesus, I think I’m going to gag you again. Your mouth really has no good use, does it?” Kate ignored Sarah’s feeble protests and grabbed the discarded piece of tape off the floor. She slapped it tightly onto Sarah’s mouth and massaged the strip of material onto her face. “Much better. Hey, maybe you could wear a gag to work so you won’t be able to constantly bitch and moan about every little thing, huh?”

Without warning, Kate shoved the strap-on cock deep into Sarah’s cunt. Sarah cried out into the restrictive gag, her inner walls clenching tightly around the silicon. She bucked her hips up and down, trying desperately to ride the cock sitting inside of her.

“That’s my girl. Knew you’d like that, fucking slut.” Kate muttered, slowly thrusting the cock into and out of the bound woman. She circled it around, pressing up against Sarah’s g-spot and torturing her with slow, hard thrusts.

Sarah’s moans were loud and continuous. No matter how much she hated Kate, her body had a far different response to the provocative, sexy woman. Kate increased the speed of her thrusts, bucking her hips forward and back to fuck the blonde woman as hard and fast as she could. “Gonna fuck you like you deserve to be fucked, bitch.”

Sarah brought her eyes up to Kate and for the first time that night, she submitted to the woman, begging her with her eyes, moaning unendingly up at the woman giving her such unimaginable pleasure. She pulled hard on her bound arms, her back pressing up against the cool wall as Kate’s cock deepended inside of her.

Kate grabbed hold of her face again, holding her chin and licking up the length of Sarah’s neck. Sarah could feel she was nearing another orgasm already. How was Kate pleasuring her better than any of her other previous lovers? It was almost embarrassing how wet Sarah was. She could feel her wetness puddling beneath her on the ground.

“Mmph,” She groaned into the gag, giving Kate a look she hoped would communicate what was about to happen. “Mph, mmmph.” She was close to cumming, her clit begging for attention that she knew it wouldn’t get. Kate increased the speed of her thrusting–in and out in and out in and out in and out–and Sarah’s body became tight and taut once again. She released a series of pathetic whimpers into the gag, and her body once more went limp as another orgasm overtook her.

Kate peeled off the piece of tape gagging the woman and crumpled it. “You know, I’ve thought of a good use for that dirty fucking mouth of yours.” She sat up on her knees just slightly and pulled the silicon cock out of the harness she wore. She pressed it’s tip up to Sarah’s lips.

“Oh, jesus, no, Kate, that’s fucking disg–” Sarah tried to protest, but could do nothing as the cock was shoved into her mouth.

“Taste your own wet juices, Sarah. Lick ‘em up.”

Sarah glared daggers at Kate, though she was helpless to do anything other than was demanded of her. Kate slid the cock into and out of her mouth before holding it about three quarters of the way in Sarah’s mouth.

The blonde woman tongued the head and sides of the silicon cock, gagging a little as it touched the back of her throat. She had never tasted herself before, but found that it wasn’t as bad as she expected. She tasted sweet and a little tart, like cherries.

“Good girl.” Kate praised her, finally pulling the cock away and setting it aside. “I guess you’re not as prude as I thought you were, golden girl.”

“Stop calling me that.” Sarah complained.

Kate climbed forward and positioned their cunts right up next to one another, her legs on opposite sides of Sarah’s. Their faces were very close together, but Kate made no move to kiss Sarah. “You are so fucking sexy.” She finally murmured, the words tumbling out of her mouth as if she wasn’t in control of them.

Sarah shook her head, “This,” she nodded down at herself, “will never happen again. It cannot ever happen again.”

“Sure,” Kate agreed, smirking, clearly not in agreement. “I won’t ever tie you up and fuck your brains out again.”

She silenced any further protests with a heavy, biting kiss. She moaned into the wet embrace, exploring Sarah’s mouth with her tongue. “Guess you’ll just have to bite your tongue next time you see me fucking an intern in the bathroom?”

“Why’s that? You think I won’t report your sorry-ass to human resources?”

“No,” Kate murmured, her lips still pressed up against Sarah’s. “You won’t.”

“Oh, no? And why’s that?”

“Because I’ll tell everyone about the submissive side of Sarah Thornton. I’ll tell the whole fucking office about the time I fucked the blonde bitch from hell. And you don’t want anyone knowing you stooped down to my level, do you?”

Sarah growled into another violent kiss, biting down hard against Kate’s bottom lip. “Guess it’ll be our little secret.”































Hot Nights In The City - Part One 

“Okay, set ready?! Alfie, is the set ready?! We’ve got one more coming in. Last shots of the day people, let’s go!”

The chaos of photoshoots could easily bring the average person to their limit, but Lane Price basked in the constant comings and goings of the many people on set that day. She loved the buzzing busyness of producers running to and fro, models coming and going trailed by assistants holding up their absurdly long dress trains and spritzing them with mist. As a photographer, Lane was grateful for the ability to watch the chaos from afar and enter it only for a few minutes at a time.

“Model is set. Lane, where’s Lane? Where’s my photographer?!” The production manager, Alex, with a voice loud enough to be heard across a football field, called across the warehouse studio.

She had managed to be left alone for the time it took to consume two and a half cigarettes and a stale vanilla latte from earlier this morning which was a new record. Typically, she couldn’t go ten minutes without someone on set calling her name or forcing contact sheets into her hand.

Lane winced at the impossibly loud voice calling her name. She exhaled a last cloud of smoke, swept through the open doorway from the balcony back into the warehouse and made her way to the tripod situated in the center of the room. Behind a camera was her absolute favorite place in the world to be.

As she settled herself in position, Lane hardly looked up at the set in front of her. Instead, she examined the scene from the viewfinder of her camera. The backdrop was a pure, translucent white and the model sat against a Louis IX antique French chaise lounge. It was an editorial shoot which were her favorites because it meant she could have a little artistic freedom and not focus so much on photographing a product. She adjusted the camera a few times, widening the aperture, dialing down the F-stop, and playing with the focus a bit. Once she was satisfied, she stood up to her full height and looked at the scene head-on.

It struck her then that the model she was photographing was absolutely stunning. She was perhaps middle-aged with cascading blonde hair that fell just past her shoulders, an angular, bony face, and a certain quiet sadness about her. For many moments, she stood there staring, admiring her. Lane would describe herself as girl-crazy, but the rest of the world seemed to want to call it promiscuousness or womanizing. Sure, she loved women. She loved fucking women, but she wasn’t a love and leave them type. Lane loved making other women feel good. She loved giving pleasure to all kinds of women. She just wasn’t much for relationships, that’s all.

“Lane! Get going! What’s the hold up?!”

“Yeah, yeah. Sorry, Alex.” Lane sprang back into action, dipping down to press her eye up against the viewfinder of her camera again. When she was finally satisfied with her camera settings, she took a couple of test shots and shot a look over her shoulder at the tech sitting a few feet behind her. He sent her a thumbs up in approval of the shots and Lane turned back to her camera.

As was her typical workflow, she took a few shots, then paused to look at the scene again. The model was looking off to the side, her eyes slightly downcast and hooded. Lane dragged a hand through her sandy-colored messy hair that hung boyishly at her shoulders.

“Can you, um, can you look towards me?” Lane asked, her voice gentle and steady.

The model glanced upwards, her gaze meeting Lane’s, and for many moments they just looked at one another.

“Like this?” The model asked.

“Um...” Lane returned her eye to her viewfinder. “Yeah, yeah, just like that. That’s great.” She took a few more images, then jogged back a few steps to take a look at the tech’s screen to review them. After another few moments of contemplation, she moved swiftly past her camera and stepped onto the set.

“Hi,” She said softly to the model. “I’m Lane, by the way.”

“Marion.” The model murmured. Her voice was thick with what sounded like an Italian or maybe French accent. Lane couldn’t help but smile slightly. She knelt down beside the sofa Marion was stretched across.

“Do you mind if I...?” She reached outward to tentatively shift a couple of fallen strands of hair that obscured Marion’s face.

“Oh... sure.” The woman murmured.

“Um, great. Looks good. Just uh... just stay like that, okay?”

Again, Lane returned to her camera, this time smiling to herself as she pressed her eye up against viewfinder. She was very good at reading people, but for some reason Marion was coming off a little opaque. For the next twenty minutes, she took hundreds of photos, occasionally asking Marion to shift or to switch sides along the couch.

“Alex, we good?” Lane asked the surly production manager who stood a few feet away monitoring the tech’s computer screen as each new photo appeared.

“Yeah, looks good, Price. Alright, that’s a wrap, everyone! Call time tomorrow is 7:30 AM, do NOT be late!”

Cringing at the volume of Alex’s voice, Lane smiled to herself as she began dismantling her camera from the tripod. She took her time in packing away her treasured 1989 Mamiya 7 into her camera bag, and made her way off set and to the elevator down the hall. She jammed the down button a few times and couldn’t help but think about how pleased she was with the photos of Marion. Then again, she couldn’t take all the credit for how well they came out. Marion herself certainly had a part in that.

As the elevator doors groaned open, Lane suddenly realized she wasn’t wearing the coat she had been when she arrived on set this morning. She zipped away from the elevator and back down the hall towards the green room where talent was able to have some privacy between shots. She had a habit of leaving things in there overnight.

She pushed the door open and was surprised to find that the room was not empty.

Marion sat at a vanity in the corner of the room, looking at herself in the mirror, a tube of lipstick in one hand. Her green eyes ticked upwards to the mirror in front of her and she watched the reflection of Lane entering the room.

“Oh,” The photographer mumbled, “should’ve knocked. I’m sorry. I just came to grab my–”

“You’re very good at what you do.” Marion said, suddenly.

Lane shut the door behind her and reached down to swipe her coat up off of an armchair in the corner of the room. “I... yeah. Well, glad you like it.”

“Other photographers I’ve worked with are so cold and uncaring. They hardly even see me as a person. Just a pretty object.” Marion put the tube of lipstick down and turned in her chair to face Lane. She looked the woman up and down very slowly.

Lane straightened, her camera bag on one shoulder, her jacket slung across the other. For many moments, she said nothing as Marion examined her tall, slightly gangly form. “Yeah, well... good photos require a good relationship between the photographer and model, I think.”

Though she was unsure why, Lane found herself taking a couple of steps forward towards Marion. Marion moved gracefully to her feet and stood in front of the chair. She was a few inches shorter than Lane and tilted her head upwards slightly to look at her.

“You know,” Marion murmured, “I’ve been wanting to have some photos taken of me as a gift for my husband. Maybe you would...?”

“Your husband?” Lane felt something inside of her deflating slightly. Of course Marion would be married. She was a middle-aged attractive woman with lucrative modeling career, after all.

“Well, we’re... consider this a last-ditch effort to repair something that perhaps should just be scrapped. Here,” Marion turned and reached for her purse hanging on the corner of the chair. She retrieved a small business card and held it out for Lane to take. “My address is on there. Would tomorrow work? I’ll pay you, of course.”

Lane stared down at the card in her, her mind fizzling to a stop. “Yeah.” She finally agreed, nodding. “Sure thing, Marion.”

“Alright, then. See you.” As swiftly as she had offered Lane the job, Marion sunk back into her chair and returned to the mirror.

A day alone with Marion at her home tomorrow...? Lane did love a challenge.
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“I’m, uh, here to see Miss–Mrs. Laurent.” Lane declared into the speaker box sticking up from the ground a few feet away from the massive iron gate. Marion certainly had the demeanor of a wealthy person, but Lane had never imagined she had this kind of wealth. The home was humongous, towering up into the sky at least four stories and punctuated by a perfectly manicured lawn and entryway.

The speaker box buzzed back at her and with a creaking groan the gate began to open. With her camera bag in one hand, Lane hoped desperately that she wasn’t making a mistake. Her exploits with women had taken her on some adventures in the past, and she typically didn’t involve herself with married women, but Marion was too hard to resist.

Lane walked through the gate and up the short steps to the front door. She stood idly for a moment, staring at the polished oak door and wondering if she should make a run for it now. Before she could raise her fist to knock, the door suddenly pushed open.

“Miss Price?” A stout, older man appeared in the small opening crack of the door. He had a head of salt and pepper hair and wore a suit finer than anything Lane had ever owned.

“Ah, yeah. Yeah, that’s me.” The photographer murmured.

“Mrs. Laurent is expecting you.” The door opened wide and the man tilted his head down as he ushered Lane inside. Wordlessly, he led her through a gigantic foyer and to the back of the house down a long hallway looking out into a green courtyard. The man knocked twice on the door. Then, without another word, he turned and went the way he came.

“Come in,” A voice sounded quietly from the other side of the door.

With a tentative hand, Lane pushed open the door and slipped inside. The bedroom was as big as Lane’s entire apartment. The polished wooden floors gleamed in the light of the setting sun streaming in from the massive windows on either side of the room. And there Marion was, lounging across the humongous bed wearing nothing but a silk robe.

Lane couldn’t help but smirk a little. She hadn’t been entirely certain if Marion had been hitting on her by inviting her over, but now she was more than certain.

“Hi, Marion. Nice place.”

“You think so? I don’t know. I find it a little... bland. No personality. My husband’s taste in furniture is so predictable. All Danish mid-century, you know? I myself am a little more of a maximalist.”

“Well, I think you’ve done a fine job, but I’m not exactly an expert in interior design.” Lane placed her camera bag on the floor and for the first time let herself look Marion up and down. A thrum of desire ignited in her. The woman’s legs were smooth and silky looking as they peeked out from beneath the black silk of her robe. Lane imagined herself undressing her, putting a tongue to that–

“So, shall we get started?” Marion suggested.

Pulled from her reverie, Lane nodded once. “Right. Yeah. Let’s get started.”

The photographer took her time in taking out her tripod from its case and arranging her camera on its rotating head. She went about her usual preparatory business before she took photos, taking a few light readings around the room and inserting a new film roll into the back of the camera.

“So,” She murmured, peering through the viewfinder at her barely-clothed subject. “What are we doing today, Marion? This is a gift for your husband you said?”

“Yes,” Marion said, sitting up and arranging the soft tresses of her hair on one side of her shoulder. Lane was surprised that Marion had little else to say about this gift, but didn’t press the issue. Without another word, Marion removed her robe and tossed it to the side of the room. Nude, she presented her tight, well-cared for body in full to Lane.

For a moment, Lane remained completely still, her eyes taking in the woman before her, fantasizing about kissing Marion, teasing her, biting her nipples, fucking her. She kept those thoughts to herself for now.

“Well, he’s a very lucky man.” Lane said, softly. “Alright, I’m going to get started here. Can you, um, just lie back. Relax. And... yeah, that’s great.”

Lane took three images in quick succession as Marion arranged herself on the bed. She removed her eye from the viewfinder and examined the scene again. Her insides were warming, desire swimming through her belly hungrily. She really wanted to fuck Marion right now.

“Marion, let’s try something. Um, lie on your side there. Put your leg down, and...”

“Why don’t you show me how you want me?” Marion’s voice cut through Lane’s thoughts like a hot knife through butter.

The photographer straightened slightly and held tightly to the leg of her tripod. With a wry, knowing smile stretching across her face, Lane pressed forward to the edge of the bed, abandoning the camera behind her. Marion lay looking up at her, her lips parted slightly, her knees pressed together. With a sudden unbearable hunger, Marion sat up, grabbed onto the collar of Lane’s shirt, and pulled her down into a crushing kiss.

Lane climbed onto the bed eagerly, each hand going down on the side of Marion’s head. She was surprised to feel Marion’s tongue slipping inside of her own, dancing around and exploring every wet crevice. The room was filled with the sounds of small sighs and gasps of pleasure as Marion pawed impatiently at Lane’s shirt.

“Take this off.” She demanded, pushing the plain black t-shirt over Lane’s toned core. Lane sat up slightly and removed the offending garment before descending back down to Marion once again.

Their mouths met in another crashing embrace and Marion slipped her arms around Lane’s neck. She groaned appreciatively into the younger woman’s mouth as Lane’s hand tangled in her hair and took hold of one of her hips.

“I’ve been thinking about you ever since I first saw you.” Marion gasped into the kiss, unwilling to break their wet embrace. “Imagining your hands all over me, inside of me. I... I don’t know what’s happening to me, why I’m so attracted to you–”

Lane silenced Marion’s confessions by dragging two fingers across the lips of her warm, wet pussy. “What, am I not your usual type?” She teased.

Marion hissed out a gasp of delight as Lane’s fingers brushed past her clit. She was already incredibly wet. Watching Lane photograph her had turned her on far more than she had expected it to.

“God, you–you’re so much sexier than my husband, than anyone else I’ve ever fucked. I’ve never felt this way... about a woman before...”

Marion’s words hung in the air for a moment as Lane shifted her lips down the older woman’s jaw and to a a spot just above her collarbone.

“Let’s not talk about your husband.” She hummed throatily. “So, you’ve never been fucked by a woman before?” Lane murmured into the soft stretch of skin.

“N-no,” Marion whimpered, pressing her hips flush up against Lane’s. She wanted her inside of her. She wanted to be penetrated by Lane, fucked by her, teased by her. She had never wanted anyone so badly. “God, Lane, please–”

“I bet you’ve been just desperate to be fucked, then. Since your husband is so disappointing...” Lane’s left hand hovered over Marion’s pussy yet again, teasing it, occasionally pushing a finger through her wet folds and stimulating her swollen, wanting clit.

“Yes, I need more, Lane. I need you. I need you to fuck me.” Marion gasped, her arms tightening around the photographer’s neck.

“I think you need to better appreciate what it’s like... being with a woman. Getting fucked by a woman.” Lane continued murmuring.

Marion suddenly became very aware that Lane was teasing her, drawing out her pleasure into new, unknowable lengths. She whimpered pathetically, her pussy throbbing with need.

Lane plunged two fingers deep inside of Marion with exquisite slowness, filling her up, exploring her inner wetness and teasing her g-spot delicately. She pulled and pushed her fingers into and out of the older woman, slowly, her upper row of teeth biting down on her bottom lip as she did. She gave her a taste of what it felt like to be filled up by her.

“Oh, fuck, oh my god, fuck, Lane, yes, god, oh my god–” Marion begged, grabbing a handful of the younger woman’s hair. Her green eyes screwed shut and Marion felt spikes of pleasure shooting through her like never before. Her hips bucked in pleasure as she tried desperately to fuck herself on Lane’s fingers.

Lane lowered her lips to Marion’s full, firm breasts. She couldn’t be certain, but it seemed like they may have been implants. She took one nipple in between her lips and sucked on the hardening skin with fervor.

“Yes, baby, don’t stop. God, please, don’t stop...” Marion continued whining, her body bucking and writhing in pleasure. Never before had her husband or any of her other lovers ever fucked her like this. Pleasure had been woefully absent from her life for far too many years.

Lane removed her fingers from Marion’s warm, clenched inner walls and dropped down onto the bed beside the woman. She slipped her knee in between Marion’s legs and pressed it gently up against the woman’s wet core. Marion immediately began to ride Lane’s knee, bucking herself up against it, stimulating her clit with every little rocking movement she made.

With her two fingers covered in Marion’s wetness, Lane wrapped her lips around her own fingers and lapped up the older woman’s juices.

“You taste so good, Marion.” Lane murmured. “Can I taste you some more?”

Wordless, her mind locked into a cage of pleasure-induced paralysis, Marion nodded emphatically. Lane lowered herself further down the bed and arranged herself so that her head was just in between Marion’s legs. She pushed her lips into the warm, wet folds of Marion’s sex and stroked her clit with soft scrapes of the tip of her tongue.

Marion grabbed great handfuls of the silk sheets beneath her, squeezing her eyes shut and releasing a barrage of whimpers. She felt her chest rise and fall rapidly, uncontrollably, warmth and pleasure building up inside of her like a great balloon being inflated. Her senses were taken over the edge as Lane reached up both of her hands and began tweaking Marion’s nipples mercilessly. With her clit and nipples stimulated simultaneously, Marion was certain she would be unable to hold in a scream of unbridled rapture.

Lane’s mouth worked manically, her tongue petting Marion’s folds endlessly, over and over again. Her eyes ticked upwards and watched as the older woman’s head tipped back.

“Lane, Lane, I’m going to... God, I’m going to cum, Lane. I’m going to cum–I’m going to–!” Marion’s voice hitched in the back of her throat as her body seemed to fold in on itself, scrunched into one giant nerve. She gasped, her hands balled into tight fists, and finally released. Sweet waves of unending pleasure burst through her and she succumbed to an overpowering orgasm.

Her body trembled and shook against her will and finally released her into a heavy, immovable exhaustion. Lane lifted her head and wiped her lips with the back of her hand, unable to keep a small smile from rising.

“So...” The photographer murmured.

Marion opened her eyes and smirked a bit sheepishly down at the younger woman. “That... Thank you. No one’s ever...”

“Yeah, that’s what you said.” Lane said, climbing up from the foot of the bed and collapsing next to Marion.

Marion sat up onto her elbows and leaned over to press her lips up against Lane’s. They shared a long, exploratory moment of caressing each other’s tongues. Suddenly, Marion pulled away, her eyes wide and uncertain.

“What?” Lane murmured.

Marion clapped a hand over Lane’s mouth, looking as if she were listening intently to something. “Go!” She whisper-yelled. “You have to go, my husband is home. I just heard the garage. Fuck!”

“What?” Lane asked again. Looking over her shoulder wildly as if Marion’s husband would be standing right behind her.

“Go!” Marion repeated, pushing the long, thin photographer from the bed and thrusting her shirt at her.

Lane pulled the shirt over her head and turned to her photo equipment standing in the middle of the room. “What about–?”

“Honey, are you back here?” A man’s voice pierced the fearful silence.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Lane muttered, sprinting over to her camera and pretending to fiddle with its settings. Marion scooped up her robe from the floor and in record time put it on and tied the belt around herself.

By the time Joseph Laurent stepped into the master bedroom, Marion was dressed and sitting on the unmade bed with her legs crossed, pretending to pose for Lane’s camera.

“Oh,” The man stopped in the doorway, looking back and forth between his wife and the young photographer. Slowly, he smiled. “working from home today, darling?”

“Something like that.” Marion said, laughing through her teeth. “We’re just finishing up though, aren’t we?” She said, sending a stiff look towards the woman who had just been penetrating her. Marion’s cunt was dripping wet still. She hoped to god her husband couldn’t smell her sex.

“Um, y-yeah. Yep, all done.” Lane said, nodding once to the man.

“Yes, well, thank you, that’ll be all.” Marion muttered towards Lane, hopping off the bed and kissing her husband’s cheek. “How was work today? Did your meeting go well?”

Lane watched as the couple disappeared down the hall, heaving a huge, desperate breath of air. That had been painfully close. She quickly packed up the rest of the camera and let herself out of the massive, towering house. She gave one last look up at the place as she took off down the street, a little frustrated that she herself had gotten no release after that sexual encounter.

She yanked the business card Marion had given her out of her pocket and stared down at the phone number printed on the card. Marion had been incredibly fun to fuck, and clearly the woman had a lot to learn about sex with women. Lane fantasized about being the one to teach her. In truth, she loved the excitement of going behind Marion’s husband’s back, fucking his wife like he wasn’t able to.

As she made her way home, Lane’s mind was filled with endless streams of images of Marion lying below her begging for more. She had never fucked a middle-aged woman before and Lane had to admit to herself that it was incredibly sexy. There was something about the fact that she was showing Marion, a woman of refined taste and accomplishment, the pleasures of lesbian sex.

Her apartment was warm and quiet as she unlocked the door and slipped inside. Lane hardly had time to throw down her camera bag and jacket before she was jogging into her bedroom and pulling out the box of sex toys that lived beneath her bed. There it was. She grabbed the long, graceful black vibrator and kicked the box of toys back under the bed. She stepped out of her shoes, lay down across her messy bed and admired her favorite of sex toys. It was pale black and had a name like a princess. Grace or Vivian or something. She clicked the on button to ensure that it was charged and was met with a welcoming buzz.

Lane unbuttoned her tight jeans and pulled them down to her ankles. Then, she pressed the buzzing tip of the vibrator up against the boxer briefs she wore and let out an initial sigh of pleasure. Lane was unsurprised to the find that she was still dripping wet after her encounter with Marion. She pressed the tip of the vibrator further up against herself and rose her hips slightly to increase the pressure of its touch.

Her mind wandered dreamily to Marion. Teasing her bare body mercilessly. Giving her only little spurts of pleasure now and then, fingering her swollen clit for a moment or so before dragging her fingertips along Marion’s thighs or pinching and kneading her nipples.

A small moan escaped her as she maneuvered the vibrator downwards towards her sex. She was incredibly wet now after thinking of Marion again. She pushed the massager inside of her and rocked her hips up and down a few times as the pleasure became overwhelming.

“God,” she whispered, letting out a sudden exhale of hot breath. “oh, oh, fuck...”

She loved the idea of taking control of someone else’s pleasure, allowing only little delicacies every now and again. The slap of an ass, fingers being pushed into her mouth, an occasional penetration. She fucked herself with the wand very slowly, pushing it in and out, in and out of her and panting along with it.

With one hand, she squeezed her nipple tightly, pinching it between her fingers and twisting the skin around until that delicious sensation of something between pleasure and pain took over. She increased the speed on the vibrator and moved it back up to her swollen and wanting clit. The vibrations sent unbearable waves of pleasure shooting up inside of her. Her whole body felt drawn, tight, and yet relaxed into utter tranquility. She rolled onto her side and stroked the vibrating up and down against herself.

“Hey, Lane, is that yo–”

Lane nearly toppled off of her bed at the sound of the voice. She opened her eyes and gasped slightly at the sight of her roomate, Michelle, standing in the doorway.

“Oh...” Michelle said, a small smirk rising onto her face. “I, um, didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“Fuck.” Lane muttered, turning off the vibrator and tossing it down beside her. “Hi, Michelle. Sorry... should’ve closed the door.”

Michelle walked into the room a couple of steps and looked down at the vibrator with a growing smirk. “Doesn’t bother me. In fact... I wouldn’t mind watching.”

Lane let out a small, unsurprised laugh. Michelle had been hitting on her for weeks ever since she moved in to the second bedroom of Lane’s apartment. Typically, Lane had a rule against fucking roommates, but this technically wouldn’t fucking...

“Hm. Yeah, alright, Michelle. You can watch.” She said, settling back onto her elbows and grabbing the vibrator again. She pulled her briefs down to her ankles with her pants and turned the vibrator onto a medium setting.

Michelle moved to sit on the edge of the bed, lying down onto her side and watching Lane attentively. She swept her dark hair out of her eyes and let her hand hover over her own sex.

Lane slowly stroked herself with the buzzing tip of the wand, letting out a low, throaty moan as she did. She pressed it up against her clit and slowly drew it down to her cunt. “Nnghh,” She groaned, “Michelle, I’m really, really horny right now.” She murmured.

“Yeah?” Michelle asked, “Why are you so horny?”

“Because... ah... fuck... I just fucked this model... and her husband came home while we’re fucking... and I didn’t get any release, you know?” Lane’s eyes fluttered shut as she increased the speed at which she stroked herself. Her clit was warming up, bursts of heat exploding through her lower abdomen. Her wetness was spreading now. Fuck, she needed to cum.

“Wow,” Michelle murmured, “that sounds really hot. Do you... want some help?”

“Fuck it,” Lane murmured, “yeah, Michelle, help me.”

The photographer handed her roommate the vibrator and bit down on her bottom lip as she lay back on the bed. Michelle seemed eager as she climbed over to Lane’s side and lay beside her. She held up the wand and increased the speed to the highest setting. Then, she tentatively pressed the wand up against Lane’s wet, dripping cunt.

“Fuck,” Lane mumbled, “oh, yeah, right there,” she said, pushing her hips upwards.

Michelle rubbed the wand at Lane’s clit, teasing it, trailing the tip of the device up and down many times before allowing it to settle in one place.

“You like that?” She whispered.

“Oh, fuck, Michelle, yeah, yeah, I like that, keep going.” Lane said, whimpering as her clit was tortured and teased. “Michelle, fuck me, please, go inside of me.”

Michelle pulled the vibrator downwards and pressed the tip of it inside of Lane’s sopping wet cunt. She pushed it inside slowly, watching Lane’s face closely as she did so. Then, she pulled it out. Then, she pushed it in again. She repeated this process over and over, countlessly, fucking Lane with precision and control.

“Shit,” Lane moaned, forcing her hands behind her head tensing every core muscle. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the device and held it in place. The vibrations shot an explosion of pleasure through her. She was getting close to cumming. It wouldn’t take much after her evening with Marion, that was for sure.

“You gonna cum for me, Lane?” Michelle whispered, again. “I bet your clit is so sensitive right now. What if I just...?” Michelle moved the vibrator back up to Lane’s clit and held it there mercilessly as the woman bucked and writhed on the bed.

“Fuck, Michelle, I’m going to–I’m going to cum, Michelle, fuck, Michelle, I’m–!” Lane panted, her breath leaving her in hot spurts. Her orgrasm was rising, billowing up inside of her, threatening to explode. An unbearable swath of heat grew inside of her and Lane’s body suddenly tensed and twitched and shuddered as she came onto the vibrator.

Michelle pulled the device away and turned it off with a soft smile. “Wow.” She murmured.

For many moments, Lane was silent. “Yeah. Wow.” She parroted. “Michelle... fuck, thank you.”

“No problem.” Michelle said, climbing off of the bed with a small smirk. “You’ll just have to return the favor sometime.”

Feeling utterly spent, Lane remained still on the bed for many minutes, her eyes shut and her mind floating comfortably. She thought of Marion again, the woman’s face screwed up in pleasure as she had what was probably her first orgasm in years. She thought of Michelle, taking control over her pleasure and fucking her silly with her own toy. Though she hadn’t intended on falling asleep, Lane’s last thoughts before she slipped off into a restful slumber wondered what kind of shit she would get herself into tomorrow.



















Martina in the Morning

Martina rolled over in bed. A broad sheath of gray light filtered in through the sheer white curtains and filled the room with colorless quiet. Usually her eyes opened easily, but this morning her body refused to cooperate. No matter how hard she tried, her eyes kept sliding shut and falling prey to the heavy weight of sleepiness. It was Saturday and the morning was hers to do with as she wished.

There was laundry to be done, a stack full of dishes from a small dinner party with a handful of friends the night before, and a few other unfortunate but necessary chores she had to do. She cringed at the thought and pushed those ideas away in exchange for more pleasant sleep-addled desires. As dreamy thoughts swirled around her of what the day might bring, a warm flame of certainty lit itself inside of her. She knew exactly what she wanted to do this morning. Martina rolled onto her stomach and threw an arm out onto her bedside table. She pulled open the bottom drawer and blindly grasped for what she was looking for.

She felt the soft, slick silicone of her vibrator and drew it out of the bedside drawer carefully. Slipping onto her back, she held the smooth, elegant massager in her hands and admired her favorite of sex toys. It was a lovely shade of mint green and had a name like a princess. Grace or Vivian or something. She clicked the on button to ensure that it was charged and was met with a welcoming buzz.

It had been at least a week or so since she had last indulged in a morning masturbation. What with work and family visiting town and a million other things occupying her mind it had been extremely difficult to find a little time to herself. Now, with the whole morning at her disposal, Martina settled comfortably on her back and turned the vibrator on to a low setting.

She pressed the buzzing tip up against the boxer shorts she wore and let out an initial sigh of pleasure. Martina was unsurprised to the find that she was already a little bit wet, as sometimes happened in the mornings. She pressed the tip of the vibrator further up against herself and rose her hips slightly to increase the pressure of its touch.

Her mind wandered dreamily to one of her favorite fantasies. In it, she’s in bed with a woman whom she has brought home with her from a party or a bar or something. They’re removing each other’s clothing and this fantasy woman begins teasing Martina mercilessly. She gives her only little spurts of pleasure now and then, fingering her swollen clit for a moment or so before dragging her fingertips along Martina’s thighs or pinching and kneading her nipples. It’s torturous, but Martina loves it. The idea of being denied pleasure was so tantalizing to her, though she had no idea why.

A small moan escaped her as she maneuvered the vibrator downwards towards her sex. She was incredibly wet now after reminding herself of her fantasy. She pushed the massager inside of her and rocked her hips up and down a few times as the pleasure became overwhelming.

“God,” she whispered, letting out a sudden exhale of hot breath. “oh, oh, fuck...”

She loved the idea of someone taking control of her pleasure, allowing her only little delicacies every now and again. The slap of an ass, fingers being pushed into her mouth, an occasional penetration. Martina was in control of so much during her daily life that having that control taken away from her was mind-numbingly stimulating. She fucked herself with the wand very slowly, pushing it in and out, in and out of her and panting along with it.

With one hand, she squeezed her nipple tightly, pinching it between her fingers and twisting the skin around until that delicious sensation of something between pleasure and pain took over. She increased the speed on the vibrator and moved it back up to her swollen and wanting clit. The vibrations sent unbearable waves of pleasure shooting up inside of her. Her whole body felt drawn, tight, and yet relaxed into utter tranquility. She rolled onto her side and stroked the vibrating up and down against herself.

Her mind returned to her fantasy and she imagined having her g-spot teased, two fingers slipping up inside of her from behind and petting that soft, velvety area that sent lightning rods of pleasure through her. How sweet it would be to beg for more, to beg to be fucked, to be given just the barest amount of pleasure when her body needed the most. She thought of being on her hands and knees, pushing her ass up into the air and fucking herself on the woman’s hands, rocking back and forth and being filled to the brim.

Martina opened her eyes for just a moment to look down at herself. Her hips were bucking uncontrollably up against the wand. Her clit was dripping wet and making her boxer shorts moist and damp. Her breath was hitched in the back of her throat and she could tell her orgrasm was coming soon. In her mindless state of pleasure, Martina pressed the vibrator up inside of her and used her free hand to play with her clit. With two fingers, she gathered some of her wetness and rubbed it over her sensitive lips. Over and over, she stroked her pleasure center, increasing speed, going faster and faster, her teeth biting down on her bottom lip.

It was coming. Her orgasm was swelling. Squeezing her eyes shut tightly, Martina worked herself harder and faster, if possible. Again and again until–she was going to come. She was on the verge of coming–

“Fuck! Yes, god, fuck!” She moaned as that delicious, beautiful, body-wracking sensation overtook her. Her body curled into itself and she slowed her fingers until her clit could take no more. Her body jerked and bucked a few times until finally slowing and relaxing into complete repose. She pulled the vibrator out of her and placed it aside, images from her fantasy still floating around at the edge of her mind.

She released a long, heavy sigh, shut her eyes, and took pleasure in her complete and total ability to please herself.




























Taken in the Office

You had been staring at me all day long. I felt your eyes on me from the moment I stepped into my office. We’ve been working together at the same company for only six weeks, but every single day I’ve felt you looking me up and down whenever I walk by your desk, or when we’re in a meeting together, or slipping into an elevator. 

I was on my way to the employee kitchen when I felt that familiar sensation once again. I ignored it at first and continued on my way to the espresso machine. I ignored it as best I could and made myself my second Americano of the day. When I turned around, there you were, leaning up against the doorway with that tease of a devil-may-care smirk. Your arms were crossed over your chest and your sandy brown hair was shaggy and messy and grazing your shoulders. Your black blazer hung off of you so perfectly I wanted to scream. Your black boots were just visible beneath your cuffed chinos and I couldn’t stop staring.

You held your finger to your lips and beckoned me to follow you. I should have ignored you. I should have swept right past you and went straight back to my office, but you are so sexy when you smirk at me like that. I licked my lips and followed you down the hall. I wasn’t sure where you were leading me, but somehow I wasn’t surprised when you ushered me into the women’s bathroom. You shut the door behind us and before I could ask what the hell we were doing here, your hands pressed up against me and directed me into the nearest stall. You shut and locked the door and suddenly your lips were on mine.

You pressed your hips up against me, and my bad pressed up against the cool, hard wall. You slid your fingers up into my skirt. I whimpered, immediately wanting you inside of me so, so badly. You teased me, rubbing your fingers over my underwear but not entering me. Not yet.

“How badly do you want me?” You whispered, tilting your chin down and pressing your lips up against my ear. I shivered under your touch, sucking in a hiss of a breath.

“I... I want you. I want you so badly,” I whispered, my voice hardly a whisper as it stumbled out of my mouth.

“You’ve been thinking about me?” Your voice was low and breathy, tickling my ear as your hand trailed upwards and grazed up against my left breast. You began to knead my nipple, gently at first, then harder and harder, pinching it, rolling it between your thumb and forefinger.

A little moan left me at the sensation. With your free hand, you teased me down my front, hovering over my sex.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” I confirmed, nodding slightly and sighing into your neck.

“Say it.” You murmur. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I whimpered again. I would do anything you told me to. “Please,” I found myself whispering, “Please, fuck me. Please, god, I need you inside of me.”

You teased me a little more, rubbing your finger across my panties, pressing up against my clit. Then, you grabbed onto the waistband of my thong and yanked it down to my thighs. You shoved your fingers inside of me, two at first, pumping into me, then sliding out and rubbing against my sensitive clit.

“You are so wet...” You murmured into my ear. “Is this how you want me? Fucking you in a bathroom stall?” I nodded through a series of uncontrollable moans. My pussy was throbbing, desperate for more of your touch.

You continued to tease me, rubbing my clit with painful slowness.

“Yeah, yeah, please, right there–” I begged, thrusting my hips forward up against your crotch.

You pumped three of your fingers inside of me again, widening my wet hole. You pressed up against my g-spot and I gasped at how well you filled me up. Suddenly–

The bathroom door opened. As if you had been expecting it, you removed your hand from around my hips wrapped it tightly around my mouth. Your hand stifled my cries and I made sure to be as quiet as possible. We listened as someone came in and began to wash their hands at the sink. For many moments, you held me in a silent, tight hold, while your fingers very slowly slid out of me. Then, the door opened once again and you began thrusting your fingers in and out of me as hard and fast as you could.

You kept your hand covering my mouth as you went hard on me, fucking my pussy over and over again. I moaned into your hand, squeezing my eyes shut tight. Fuck, you felt so good inside me.

You purred into my ear, moaning quietly as my body responded so well to yours. You pulled your fingers out of my pussy and began playing with my clit, rubbing at furiously, working it over and over as my orgasm threatened to rise to the surface. I bit down mercilessly onto my  bottom lip. God, I was going to cum so soon...

“Cum for me, baby. Cum for me right now.” You whispered.

I whimpered pathetically, over and over again, helpless to your touch. I panted and whined as my orgasm came closer and closer. It was coming–I was coming–

My hips bucked as my body shivered and trembled and my orgasm took over. Your hand loosened around my mouth and you pulled your fingers from my pussy. Your lips pressed up against mine and for a moment we shared a long, hard kiss.

Then, without another word, you unlocked the stall door, washed your hands at the sink, and left me alone in the bathroom. I stood in the stall with my pantied around my knees, and the feeling of your hands still pumping in and out of me, feeling so deliciously filled up, so yours.























































One Night Stand


I’ve never been to this side of Bushwick before. I never had much of a reason to go beyond Prospect Heights, to be honest. Tonight, though, I’m feeling extremely grateful I left my apartment. I agreed to have drinks with an old college friend, Emily, and met her at a little divey spot in Bushwick for what I told myself would be two drinks only. Now, it’s nearly 2AM and I’ve agreed to go home with a stranger. It’s been a long time since I’ve done this, but hey, what the hell?

I glance down at the twinkling street a few stories below me, admiring the massive living room window in this apartment. Annie, the woman who invited me back to her place, is some kind of designer I think. At least, her place makes it seem like it is. We hit it off at the bar just as I was paying my tab, and somehow her crooked smile and chocolate-brown eyes convinced me to stay a little longer. Emily went on her way, and I suddenly found a reason to have another drink.

We talked for at least an hour, and then came the inevitable: ‘My place is nearby. Want to continue this conversation there?’

It’s a little unlike me these days, but I said yes, and here I am. Annie disappeared into the bathroom a few minutes ago. I have to admit that I’m feeling a little nervous and out of practice with the whole flirting thing. Then again, I must have done something right to get invited over.

A hand suddenly snakes around my waist. I twirl around, surprised to see Annie standing just an inch or so behind me. I must have been deep in thought as I didn’t hear her approach. Her hand remains firmly on my hip and she raises the other to caress my cheek. Her breath is warm as I gasp into the touch and slide my eyes shut.

I can feel her breath on my neck as she tangles a hand in my hair. Slowly, her lips lower to mine. Her kiss is hungry and wanting, her tongue pressing into and dancing along the inside of my mouth. She tastes like vanilla and tobacco. I moan quietly into her embrace, feeling my legs weaken and my mind slip away.

Her tongue continues to explore my mouth. The room is silent except for my quiet gasps and sighs of pleasure. I clasp my hands behind her neck, drawing her closer.

“Do you want me to stop?” Annie murmurs into my mouth, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and teasing it gently.

I hardly have to think before answering. “No,” I whisper, “please don’t stop.”

Never breaking the kiss, she leads me backwards towards a beige loveseat in the center of the room. I felt my knees back into the metal legs of the piece of furniture and lower myself onto it. Annie looks down at me with dark, lidded eyes swirling with desire. She drags her top teeth along her bottom lip as she climbs on top of me. She breaks our kiss to lower her lips to my jaw and neck. Her hands dance around my waist, pulling dexterously at my pants button and zipper.

I open myself up to her, whimpering in pleasure as my core is suddenly alight with need. I need her closer to me. I need her touching me. My clit is throbbing. She manages to pull my pants downward and drags a couple of fingers across my black, lace underwear.

“Oh, oh god,” I whine, desperately wanting to feel her inside of me.

With torturous slowness, she pulls my underwear down my legs. Her fingers part my slit slowly and carefully.

I’m surprised by how wet I am as she drags her fingers along inside of me. She plays with my clit slowly and easily, just teasing it, daring me to beg for more. “You like that?”

I writhe in pleasure, gasping for more, my breath hitching in my throat. I grab handfuls of her black t-shirt as she touches me. I want to feel her skin beneath her clothing.

“Y-yes,” I moan, “god, yes–”

With her free hand, she lifts my own shirt upwards towards my neck, exposing my bra and bare abdomen. She pushes the thin material away from my breast and teases my hard, pink nipple. She pinches it between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it against her fingers and making it harden even more. My head cranes backwards in pleasure. God, it feels so good. My body feels like it’s on fire.

Without warning, she plunges three fingers inside of me, and suddenly she’s fucking me hard and fast, in and out, in and out. I cry out an unbridled moan of bliss, biting on my lip to contain the noises.

“Fuck, fuck, Annie, please! God, right there, please! Don’t stop, don’t stop–” I beg.

She presses the heel of her hand up against my clit and my wetness spills out of me. I buck my hips upwards to the rhythm of her thrusting. She reaches that perfect little area, my g-spot, and I plead for more.

Her fingers continue to work my nipple, kneading it until suddenly her lips disconnect from my neck and latch onto it tightly. I pull her closer to me, my own lips pressing up against her earlobe.

She pulls her fingers out from my wet core begins working my clit again, harder and faster this time, petting it furiously.

“God, you’re so wet, Taylor.” Annie mumbles into my jaw. My body is taut like the string of a bow. I’m filling to the brim, ready for release. My clit is on fire, ready to burn, ready to burst–

“I’m–I’m... going to cum. I’m going to–” My voice sputters out of my mouth. Annie’s weight is heavy on me, her fingers merciless as they work on me. I squirm beneath her, my face twisted into a silent scream.

“Cum for me, Taylor.” She breathes into my mouth, taking my lips in hers again. I groan into her kiss. It’s coming. My orgasm is rising. It’ll be here any second–

My body feels like an inflating balloon, heat bursting from my center and exploding out from in. I gasp endlessly, my hands tightening around the back of her shirt, clutching her to me. “Oh–oh god!”

My juices spill from my core as my body shivers and trembles under the grasp of my orgasm. My mind melts and words seem impossible as the world shakes around me. I pant, my chest heaving up and down as divine pleasure swells and settles within me.

Annie slowly rises, turning and lying down on the loveseat beside me. She’s smirking a little when I open my eyes again. Her arm is thrown casually around my waist and I feel full, comfortable, and like I may be floating slightly.

“So,” She purrs, “want to take this to the bedroom?”



















As You Please

I’ve never been good at new beginnings.

“Marie, allow me to introduce you to some of our company. Marshall, whom you met at the interview. Kamene, Leticia, Annie, Lincoln, and Cyn.” Vincent, the director of the New York City Ballet and my new boss, points at each person he names. I’m fairly positive I’ll forget every single person’s name. I smile and nod once at the group. They’re all standing around aimlessly, tapping toes, sucking on water bottles, scrolling through their phones.

The rehearsal space is humid and sticky and everyone has a slight sheen of sweat glistening on their foreheads. I pull my gym bag closer to my side. First days have always been hard for me. I can remember crying on the first day of school every year until the fifth grade. It isn’t any help that dancers aren’t exactly known to be the friendliest of people. Ours is an industry of competition, hard work, and dedication. We don’t tend to let each other get in our way.

A sleight Asian girl offers me a smile and a wave, but otherwise the group is nonplussed. I’m not surprised. This is the New York City Ballet, after all. I made it. After years of training, cutting my teeth in smaller companies in the northeast United States, and competition after competition I’ve finally made it. I’m the newest member of the top ballet company in the nation.

“Okay, warm ups in fifteen.” Vincent reminds us, his hand slipping off of my shoulder. He turns and meanders back to a few chairs settled in the middle of the stage where I presume he directs from. He winks over his shoulder at me.

I warm up with the group when the time comes, stretching out and pressing my nose to the polished wooden floor. I do as much as I can with the group until they begin a piece I’ve never heard of before and will eventually have to learn. I meander over to the side of the stage and watch from there.

Everyone is sharp and quick and sudden in their movements, perfectly on time, moving like individual parts of a well-oiled machine. I watch a girl who, after staring at her long enough, I realize looks very similar to myself. Her dark hair is almost-black and her eyes are a soft brown. She’s moves with a fervor I don’t have though. She’s long and slender, her pale feet stomping the ground heavily.

Her eyes tick over to mine and I quickly look away.

*

“So, new girl.”

I look up from my canvas gym bag, though I don’t say anything. I’m not entirely sure where the voice came from until it sounds again. This locker room is like a cave, dark except for a few fluorescent lights lining the cracked ceiling.

“You came from Columbia, right? Impressive.”

I turn on my heel and am met face-to-face with the girl who looks like me. The girl who caught me staring at her. I think about her footwork again, heavy and emotional, something I’ve never been able to achieve in my own dancing. Dance like you fucking feel things! You’re not a feather in the wind, Marie! I can hear my old director’s voice clunking around in my head. I’m always too light on my feet.

“Yeah.” I murmur, offering the woman a small smile and not much else. I dig into my bag for my jacket.

She leans against the lockers and I can feel her sizing me up. She’s looking at me in a way that most people do from across a crowded bar, trying to pick me apart.

“I went to NYU. Feels like a million years ago now.” She says, laying a hand on her chest. “Oh, and I’m Annie.”

“Oh.” I pull on my jacket for something to do. “Um, I’m Marie.”

I’ve never been very good at, or interested in, small talk. Sure, we could end up being close friends eventually, being in the same company and all, but right now I’m eager to get home and continue rehearsing.

“Hey,” Annie murmurs, crossing her arms over her chest and shifting her weight onto one foot. “you ever been to this bar on 9th street? I think it’s called Lucky’s, or something. Some of us are headed over there now for a drink. You want to come?”

I find myself staring at her mouth instead of her eyes. God, what’s wrong with me? I haven’t been laid in a few months and I think it’s starting to show. I quickly avert my eyes up to hers. When I look up at Annie, I see something in her eyes that I can’t quite identify. Like a challenge, or a dare. Is she really inviting me out? Or is this a test of some kind?

The question is hardly even out of her mouth before I mumble out, “No thanks. I’ve, uh, got a lot to do tonight.” Like have a date with my vibrator.

I pull my gym bag onto my shoulder.

“You sure? C’mon, we don’t bite.” She insists, taking a step closer to me. Her smile is wolfish and crooked. I get a whiff of her scent as she moves closer: vanilla and tobacco.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Annie.” I say, turning and slipping past her to get to the door. No distractions, I tell myself. Even if she is extremely attractive...

◆◆◆

I’m panting heavily, my breath coming out of me in ragged puffs of heat. The routine we just practiced was like blast of cardio. Vincent is auditioning all of us for the spring production, but no one knows what it is yet. I’m hoping for a classic, like La Sylphide or Carmen. We’ve spent the afternoon repeating routines over and over again while the assistant directors and producers spectate. It’s exhausting, but it’s the dancer’s chance to shine. I chug water from my bottle and pace around a little, as do most of the other company members.

As I’m drinking, I can see out of the corner of my eye that Annie is heading my way. Despite my impulse to turn away, I stand still.

“Your arabesques are really good.” She says. Is that smirk permanently affixed to her face, or something?

“So you were staring at me?” I fire back, surprising myself.

Annie laughs low and guttural, like a cat’s purr. She bites her bottom lip and gently chews on it.  “I guess I couldn’t help myself.”

I turn myself towards her, my chest still heaving a little. “So... what do you think it’ll be? Bolero? Spartacus? I’ve heard Vincent’s a fan of the classics.”

“Dunno.” She says, throwing a look over her shoulder at Vincent. He’s standing in the center of a circle of assistants all talking in hushed tones. He looks tense, but excited as he drags his hands through his salt and pepper hair. “I’m hoping for Swan Lake though. A chance to play the good girl and the bad. Now that I think about it... you might be a shoe-in for the part. There’s something about you, Marie. A dark side hiding underneath that perfect outer layer.”

I laugh a little, but there’s no humor in my voice. In fact, I can’t help but feel a little turned on. She thinks my outer layer his perfect? I imagine I look a little monstrous with all of this sweat dripping off of me. I turn my gaze towards the ground, anywhere except for Annie’s eyes. “Yeah, well...”

“I’m going to get the lead.” Annie says, confidence dripping off of her voice. “It’s my time. I can feel it. Vincent’s been giving me looks like he wants to tell me something, or he knows something I don’t.”

I can’t say I’m surprised by her words. Dancers can be really intense sometimes. Not to mention, they can get incredibly competitive when it comes down to it. “Well, best of luck to you.” I offer.

Annie turns her attention back to me and scoffs a little, clearly finding little meaning in my words. With a wink, she turns and saunters away.

“Alright, everyone! Great work today.” Vincent’s voice booms through the space. “The cast list will be outside my office door sometime next week. Have a good weekend.” Everyone begins a languid scatter out of the room, slowly packing water bottles into backpacks and talking excitedly about weekend plans.

◆◆◆

“It’s out. Did you fucking see it? I can’t believe–”

“–printed on his door, go look for yourself!”

“–bullshit.”

From the moment I walk into the building, all I hear are snippets of conversation like this. It’s Monday morning and rarely are any of my co-workers this chatty first thing before noon. I get a few glances here and there from company girls. One even smiles at me.

The list, I realize.

Vincent must have already finished casting this year’s production. My heart skips a beat in my chest. I know I shouldn’t be too excited, being a new addition to the company and all, but I can’t help but hope I’ve got a part. New dancers tend to have to prove themselves before getting offered any major roles in the seasonal productions. I’ve been avoiding the invitations to weekly outings at Lucky’s with Lincoln and Annie and the others all in the interest of rehearsing more, getting better, proving my worth. Maybe, if I’m lucky, I’ll be rewarded for all of that hard work.

I increase my walking speed until I’m going at a small jog. I skip going to the locker room downstairs and instead head straight for Vincent’s office. There, pasted in the center of the polished wood door is a singular piece of paper.

I’m panting a little as I arrive. My eyes read the text on the printout so quickly I can’t even tell what they’re saying.

“Cast list for season production of...” I read aloud to get a better grip on what I’m seeing. I drag my finger down the list of names. Where is mine? Where is–there. I follow my name over to a title typed on the right column of the page.

“Lead...”

Holy shit. I’m the lead! I’ve been cast as the lead role in the spring production! My heart hammers impossibly fast against my chest and I let out a smile, almost a laugh, in the silence of the hall. I can’t believe this happened. I only joined the company two weeks ago. When I’m finally able to, I return to the page and read the list again. I notice for the first time that there’s an understudy listed beneath my name. Annie Caldwell.

Well, she isn’t going to be happy about that.

◆◆◆

The rehearsal space is filled with the sound of continuous talking as everyone discusses the announced cast with gusto. Apparently it causes gossip every year.

“Hey, Marie, congratulations. Really, well done.” Marshall slips his arm around my shoulders and steers me towards the back of the room where rows of water bottles and joggers and dance shoes litter the floor. He leans up against the mirrored wall and smiles at me with a genuineness I haven’t yet seen from any of the other dancers.

“Thank you.” I murmur, looking over my shoulder at the gaggle of women stretching and swallowing mouthfuls of water during our break. Annie is in the middle of a reverse lunge, but our eyes meet for the briefest of moments. Her face is unreadable. I imagine I look a little scared.

“Don’t let Annie get to you. Bit of a sore loser, she is. But she’ll come ‘round. Seriously, you deserve it.”

I nod, turning my gaze back to the Marshall, but I can’t help noticing Annie in the mirror’s reflection. She’s watching my back, her eyes trailing up and down me so carefully, so slowly. I can almost feel her stare.

“So, listen, rehearsals are going to ramp up for you and I and the understudy leads. It’s intense, but fun. We have this tradition where all the leads go out for dinner and a little bit of fun right before we get down to business. We were thinking this Friday. You in?”

“Will Annie be there?” I have no idea why that question came out of my mouth, much less rose to the surface of my brain. I shake my head, trying to course-correct.

“Yeah, leads and understudies.” Marshall says with a small, knowing smile. “Do you... do you fancy Annie, Marie?”

“No, no, I–” I shake my head even more vigorously. The thought has never occurred to me before that maybe this strange energy between Annie and I is attraction. I can’t think about that right now. “No. I just... was wondering. Um, Friday sounds good. Thanks, Marshall.”







◆◆◆




The bar is exceptionally, achingly loud. I wince a little as I push my way through the endless throngs of New York City trust fund kids sipping cocktails with ludicrous names. Somehow I hear Marshall’s booming laughter over the cacophony of the crowd. I slip through an opening in the crowd and head towards the back of the bar. There, in a corner booth tucked beneath a three-foot tall speaker mounted on the wall is Marshall, Annie, and Lincoln.

“Hey, there she is!” Lincoln booms over the thumping bass. “Marie, glad you made it. Come, come, sit down.”

I flash a smile at the group and Marshall raises his drink in a silent hello.

“This place is... busy!” I yell.

Annie smirks a little and laughs to herself as she takes a sip from a glass of wine.

“It’s our go-to spot.” Marshall shrugs, “Usually not so intense. Want a drink, Marie?”

“Uh...” I look over my shoulder and notice a lull at the bar. Now is probably a better time than any to order something. “Yeah, yeah, I’ll be right back.”

I slip away back into the crowd and wrangle my way up to the bar. For many minutes the bartenders seem to zip around like a moths around a flame and I remain invisible to them.

“You gotta be a little more assertive than that.” A voice says somewhere to my right. I whip my head to the side and Annie smiles hungrily from the barstool next to me. “Like this.” She leans forward and holds her hand out, nodding to the closest bartender. Suddenly, he stops and puts all of his attention on her.

“I’ll have another Merlot, and she’ll have a gin and tonic.” Annie orders without so much as consulting me for what I wanted. I have to admit though, she hit the nail on the head...

“How’d you know that’s what I’d order?” I ask, leaning onto my elbows and looking curiously at her.

“Oh, you just seem like that kind of person. I don’t see you ordering one of those fifteen dollar pink cocktails. You’re not so hard that you’ll drink beer on the regular, and yet... you like to have fun, so a glass of wine is a little boring for your occasional outings. Gin and tonic is the only viable option, I think.”

I laugh a little, nodding. She’s exactly right. “Good guess.”

The bartender returns a few moments later with our drinks and Annie signals him to put them on her tab.

“Thanks,” I say, offering her a small smile and taking a sip. Maybe Annie isn’t as intense as I first pegged her as. Maybe she’s just hard to warm up to.

“So... I never congratulated you on getting the lead.” She says, looking down into her glass. I lick my lips, unsure what to say.

“Oh, you don’t have to–”

“No, you deserve it. Let the better man win, right? Well, better woman, anyway.”

We stay at the bar talking with raised voices over the crowd’s buzz for many minutes until Annie suddenly looks perturbed.

“Ah, shit. I don’t have any cigarettes left. You got any?” Annie is digging into her purse like a madwoman.

“No.” I murmur. “I don’t smoke.” I guess I’m not surprised. Dancers are usually very conscious about what goes into their bodies, but Annie is clearly untraditional.

“Shit.” Annie sighs. After a moment, she puts her drink down. “Hey, I think I’ve got some at my place. It’s just around the corner. Wanna come?”

I look back at Marshall and Lincoln in the corner, “Um...”

“Oh, c’mon, they’ll be fine. C’mon, it’s late at night in New York City, be my walking buddy.” She insists.

“Alright, alright.” I agree. I’ve finished at least three quarter of my drink, and it was free after all, so I abandon the glass at the bar and slide off my barstool.

Annie runs back to the booth to get her coat and meets me at the front door. “I told ‘em we’ll be right back.”

I follow Annie outside of the bar and the wash of cool breeze that greets me is like a breath of fresh air. I pull my coat a little tighter around myself. Annie is a couple of paces ahead, nodding back at me to catch up.

“I’m just a few blocks up, off 23rd.” She says. We shoulder past a group of raucous skateboarders, duck beneath some low hanging branches on a linden tree, and wait at the crosswalk. “Do you have a boyfriend, Marie?”

The question is so casual it takes me a moment to realize what she was asking. “No. No boyfriend.”

“Girlfriend?”

“Not right now.” I say. I try to mimic the smirk she’s always flashing around at everyone, but I think it comes off as a little weak.

We cross the street and within minutes we’re climbing the front stoop of a pre-war apartment nestled in between a bodega on the corner and another similar building on the left. I follow Annie inside and try not to think about my dingy Lower East Side fifth floor walkup. Before I even enter her apartment, I know Annie is loaded.

The elevator takes us up to the eighth floor. We’re silent, occasionally exchanging alcohol-fueled sly glances and smiles. I’m a still a little weary as to what exactly I’m doing here with Annie. Maybe she really just wanted company.

Annie unlocks the front door and I shuffle inside the dark unit behind her. She slips off her coat and hangs it on the hook beside the door before flipping on the light switch. The living room is punctuated with vintage furniture and antique light fixtures and expensive looking cabinet hardware. I try very hard not to think about my bank account in this moment.

“Annie, your place is–”

My words are silenced by the strange and sudden sensation of another mouth on mine. Annie’s hands are around my hips and her lips are pressing into me hungrily. I give in to her kiss. I don’t know if it’s the alcohol, or maybe the loneliness I’ve been experiencing since starting at the ballet, but I let her kiss me. Not only that, I kiss her back.

“What’re you–” I start to mumble into her mouth, but Annie walks me backwards into the wall in between her bedroom and bathroom.

Her mouth latches onto my lower lip and for many moments we stay like that, her tongue exploring the corners of my mouth with her own. Finally, she pulls away just a couple of inches and tilts her head to the side.

“I just wanted to see what you tasted like.” She says, softly.

I’m taken aback to the point where my brain has stalled. Of course I’ve noticed the way Annie constantly stares at me in rehearsal, in the locker room, during break, but I’ve never considered that she actually was attracted to me. I always thought she was fucking with me.

“We should... get back to the bar...” I mumble. I think she can tell I don’t actually mean it.

“Come here.” She whispers. I’m entranced, feeling a little like I’m under a spell, out of control. If I’m being honest with myself, I’m a little bit turned on.

Annie takes my hand in hers and pulls me into her bedroom. It’s one of the biggest bedrooms I’ve ever seen in a New York City apartment. It’s low-lit and decorated with a black desk in the corner and what looks like a king-size bed in the center. Annie draws herself down onto the bed and pulls me with her. We’re both lying on our sides and her lips are on mine again.

Something digs into my back from beneath the covers. I turn over and feel around for the offending object. Tucked beneath the bedspread I find a pair of black leather cuffs. For a moment, I’m not sure what I’m looking at. When I reach out to pick them up, I realize they’re meant to restrain. The leather is soft and pliable and the two cuffs are connected by a short chain between them. My eyes tick up towards Annie’s.

“Oh.” She says with a small smirk. “Whoops. That’s embarrassing.”

I place the cuffs down and shake my head. “No, no, you don’t have to be...”

I can feel my attraction growing. I’ve always been curious about bondage, about being tied up during sex, but I’ve never had the confidence to try it out with any of my lovers. I’m somehow not surprised at all that Annie would be into that sort of thing.

“Do you want to try them on?” Annie asks, wagging her eyebrows at me. The old me would have said no immediately. The old me would have found some excuse to have to leave. Not anymore.

“Sure.” I whisper.

The sound of the clinking metal sends desire shooting through me as Annie shifts around behind me. I can hear her unbuckling the clasps and my breath hitches in my throat.

“I guess you could say I’m a little kinky.” Annie says. She takes my wrist with one of her hands and begins wrapping the leather around it. It’s snug and warm and she tightens it around me. Fuck, I’m getting wet. “I like having power over people. I like being in control.”

My heart is thumping around like crazy inside of me. What is going on? Why am I allowing her to do this? I look down at my hand imprisoned by the cuff. Then, Annie reaches for my other hand. I almost pull it away, but our eyes meet and I’m suddenly entranced. All I want to do is kiss her.

“Do you like being in control, Marie?” She whispers. Her face is just inches away from mine.

“Y-yes,” I murmur, shutting my eyes and leaning forward just slightly.

Annie grabs my other wrist and before I can protest, she pulls it behind my back and secures it to my other arm. My hands are cuffed behind my back now and I really, really want to kiss her.

“Well, that’s too bad.”

Annie’s lips crash into mine and I fall back onto the bed. She’s on top of me like a wild animal, kissing me with a mad fervor. There’s nothing I can do with my arms bound behind me. I’m completely at her mercy.              

“I was supposed to get the lead part.” Annie mumbles into my mouth.

My blood runs colds. Is that what this is about? “No, Annie, it isn’t like–”

“Shut up.” She claps her hand over my mouth and my protests turn into muffled whimpers behind her hand. “I’m talking right now. I’m in control. You’re mine.”

Her words send a strange sensation up through my spine. I’m frightened, but fuck I’m turned on. I pull a little at the leather cuffs binding my hands together behind my back, but there still just as tight as they were last time I tried. I stop talking and let her low, strained voice fill the silence of the room.

“When you joined the company, I knew you would be my greatest competition. I was so obsessed with you, beating you, wanting you. I hated you, and yet... I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” Annie’s hand loosens around my mouth. She holds two fingers together and forces them between my lips. I don’t have much of a choice except to take them in, to wrap my lips around them and suck hungrily.

“And now I have you.” She murmurs, her eyes dark and unreadable as she lowers her head down to mine. She parts her lips and kisses the edge of my mouth. My mouth, her mouth, her fingers all come together in a wet embrace. “And what can you do about it? Nothing.”

Annie reaches back behind her and pulls open a bedside drawer. I can’t see exactly what she has in her hands, but I know what it is as soon as she starts binding my ankles together. Two more identical cuffs wrap around my ankles and restrain them. She’s right. I am completely helpless to her.

My pussy is on fire now, begging for even the slightest of touches, for any kind of release. I shift my bound legs slightly and my push my hips upward to meet Annie’s. I need her inside of me.

“You’re helpless, Marie. Say it.” Annie commands me, extracting her fingers from my mouth.

“I’m... I’m helpless.” I exhale as my mouth is freed from her fingers.

Her breasts push up against mine as she lowers her weight further down onto me. She straddles me with a knee on either side of my hips and looks down at me from where she sits. I feel her fingers dragging slowly down my abdomen, inching towards my pelvis. She hovers above my pussy, just barely touching my wet folds.

“You want this? You want me, Marie?”

“I want you, Annie.” I beg, despite myself. I don’t know how the hell I ended up tied up in my closest competitor’s bed, but right now the details don’t matter. I want her to fuck me. I want to be used by her.

“Tell me I’m a better dancer than you.” She demands.

“Y-you’re better. You’re a better dancer that me.” I sputter up at her.

“Tell me I deserve to have the lead role in the spring production.”

I’m breathless. “You... you deserve to have the lead role.”

Her fingers dive inside of me without warning. She spreads my core open and plunges three fingers in. She fucks me hard and fast, licking her lips as she stares down at my prone form.

“Ah, fuck, fuck, oh god–” My mouth immediately begins running as my body tenses and pleasure swells somewhere inside of me.

“What did I say? I want you to be quiet, Marie. I don’t want to hear anything you have to say. In fact,” Annie’s hands slide out of me as she bends over the edge of the bed. I can hear her grabbing something off of the floor. When she returns to her previous position she has a long black scarf in her hands. “I’m going to gag you to make sure you stay quiet.”

There’s nothing I can do to protest as she lays the thick material over my mouth and knots the fabric behind my head. The scarf hugs my face tightly and I let out an exploratory moan to see how silencing it is.

“Much better.” Annie mumbles. Her fingers return to their position inside of me and she fucks me slowly, sliding in and out of me with a lazy, torturous speed. Unbearable groans of pleasure leave me but are stifled by the gag. I writhe and squirm beneath her as my clit is rubbed and worked mercilessly.

“You like it. I know you do. I know you want me, Marie. I know you want me inside of you.”

She’s right. I do. She’s reduced me to a pathetic, moaning mess and I can’t help but love it. I’m terrified of her, but I want more. My juices are soaking the bed beneath me and I’m a little embarrassed at how wet I am. I can’t remember a single other time in my life that I’ve ever been so turned on. It almost hurts how intensely my pussy is clenching for her.

Annie places a hand on the top of the headboard and leans forward a little, using it for leverage. She increases the speed and force of her hand sliding in and out of me. I moan in appreciation into the scarf and my eyes slide shut. She fucks me harder, her whole body going into every thrust.

God, I can’t take this anymore. I think I’m going to cum soon. I avert my eyes up to her and notice that Annie is staring down at me with this unreadable expression. She’s hungry for me. She wants me. But she looks so intense, like she’s controlling me, owning me. I try to communicate with my eyes that that the pleasure is becoming too much, that my body is going to rebel against my mind soon, but I don’t think my gaze is enough to let her know.

She pulls her fingers out of my dripping pussy and starts giving my clit special attention. My moans go up an octave. Fuck, that feels so incredibly good.

“Is this what you like? Being taken by someone? Controlled? You’re not nearly as accomplished as they say, are you, Marie? Huh? Look at you, all tied up, you’re just a plaything. A toy.” Annie growls at me. All too suddenly, her hands stop working on my clit and she lies down beside me on the bed. I grit my teeth together as waves of pleasure float away from me. I was so, so close to cumming...

Annie pushes me onto my side and lays with her front pressed up against my back. I can feel her breasts rubbing up against my shoulder blades. She reaches one arm over me and takes a hold of my left nipple in her fingers.

“Do you really think you’re better than all of us? Better than me?”

I shake my head ‘no’ with a meek groan.

“That part was mine, Marie. Mine! And now...” I hear her laughing low and throaty. “...understudy. You know, this is the first time in my entire life I’ve ever been someone’s understudy.” Her fingers pinch my nipple now, twisting the sensitive skin between her fingers like she’s kneading dough. A shiver runs through me. My nipples are particularly sensitive and it wouldn’t surprise me if I were able to orgasm just from nippleplay.

Annie’s words fall away. I can’t see her face, but I can sense she’s thinking deeply about something. She tweaks my nipple again, mostly holding it tightly between her fingers and occasionally twisting it around.

“I bet you really want to cum, don’t you?” She murmurs into my ear, her breath hot and ragged.

I nod emphatically, moaning out incomprehensible agreements.

“You want me to make you cum? You want me to give you pleasure, Marie? Do you think you deserve that?” Yes, I want to scream, yes I fucking deserve it, because I’m better than you.

Gagged, unable to give Marie any of my thoughts, I remain a helpless doll at the whim of Annie’s every emotion. Annie’s hand suddenly returns to my pussy, pushing open my slick folds and petting my clit with rapid strokes.

It takes only ten or fifteen seconds before I’m screaming into my gag, unbridled pleasure leaking out of every orifice of my body. Annie is giving me an orgasm on a whole other level than I’ve ever experienced. My body is one tight nerve bound by leather and chains. I buck in my restraints, my hips riding the air like a wild bull. I huff and pant into my gag, my wrists straining at the cuffs binding them. It folds over me like an unraveling ray of light, seeping out of me like I’m a seed, blooming.

Then, I’m nothing. Lying still and completely relaxed, devoid. I feel the scarf being pulled down from my lips. Annie’s voice is still warm and wet in my ear.

“You’re mine.” She says for at least the tenth time, reminding herself. “You may have my part, but I own you.” Her hand hovers over my pussy again.

I surprise myself when I whisper into the air, “Yes, you own me.”

◆◆◆

I can’t concentrate. My mind is completely shot. All I can seem to do is roll around in bed and touch myself. Even though it’s Sunday, I had been planning on going to the rehearsal space to get a few hours of practice in on my own without everyone else there. Now, that’s absolutely not going to happen.

It’s almost 1 PM and I’ve been awake for nearly three hours. I’ve masturbated at least four times as I try to process what the fuck happened last night. Annie... she... I submitted to her. I let her take control of me. I gave myself to her. She was taking the power back from me, I realize. She felt powerless by me getting the part and she needed someway to mitigate that. I guess tying me up and fucking my brains out is one way to do it.

I don’t know how I’m going to face her on Monday. I don’t know how I’m going to ever look her in the eyes again. I can’t help but wonder if she’s going to do it again, if she really was serious about owning me.

I replay the events in my head one more time, dragging my fingers up and down my clit slowly as I do. Annie eventually untied me and told me she looked forward to seeing me next week. She even made me take down her phone number. I remember leaving her apartment feeling like my legs were made of jelly. I walked all the way home instead of taking the train. And, unsurprisingly, I had to masturbate twice before going to sleep last night.

My clit is sensitive and spent from all of the attention it’s been getting in the last twenty-four hours. I guess it could use a break. I sit up and try not to think about Annie. I try not to think about her hand over my mouth muffling my groans of pleasure. I try not to think about her fingers pinching and tweaking my nipples. I try not to think about what else she might do to me and how much I may enjoy it.

◆◆◆

“One and two and three and four and one and two and three and four, Marie pick up your feet a bit, one and two and three and four and good, good, take five people.”

Shit. I bend down and grab onto my ankles to stretch out my lower back. I’ve been dancing like shit all day, probably because I can’t stop looking behind me at Annie every five seconds. I’ve been avoiding her when I can, but now that the company is all together for practice I have no options. I’m not really sure what I’m feeling for her. Lust? Shame? Excitement? Terror? It’s all sort of blending together into a cocktail of emotions.

I straighten up and wander over to Lincoln who’s talking spiritedly with Marshall. “Hey, guys.” I greet them quietly, trying to act as normal as possible, as if I hadn’t been taken and devoured by one of our co-workers this past weekend.

“Hey, Marie, how’s it going?” Marshall winks at me.

“Oh, there she is! I was wondering where you’d gotten off to on Friday. You AND Annie disappearing together. Suspicious, indeed.”

“Oh, oh, no, I–we were–”

“Mhm, whatever you say, honey. ” He says, wagging his eyebrows up at me. “Just know there’s many people here who would kill for a night alone with Annie Caldwell.”

I laugh beneath my breath, but I’m still freaked. Do they know? They couldn’t possibly know unless Annie told them. But from the way they’re talking I don’t think she did.

“Hi boys.” Annie’s voice cuts through me like a knife. I don’t dare look around behind me to confirm it’s her standing there. She saddles up to us and stands beside me and Lincoln.

“And here’s Thing 2. Speak of the devil! We were just discussing where you and Miss Marie ran off to on Friday night.”

“And there’s nothing more interesting to talk about?” Annie smirks, leaning all of her weight onto one leg and pushing her hands into her jogger pockets. “Oh, c’mon, we had a little girl time, y’know. Just getting to know each other.”               My eyes meet Annie’s and I feel like I’ve been electrocuted. There’s something about the way she’s looking at me that takes me right back to Friday night. She’s staring at me like she’s instructing me to do something, like she’s in control of me, daring me to speak out of turn or to defy her.

“Um... right. Yeah.” I mumble.

Somehow, I manage to avoid her for the rest of the day. I even manage to pack up my gym bag in the locker room and nearly sprint out the front door before she ever even makes it out of the rehearsal space. I’m not scared of her, though. I realize as I’m walking home I’m more frightened of myself.

◆◆◆

“Oh, the show was fantastic, wasn’t it, honey? God, I can’t believe the seats we had. Right in the center! Oh, your aunt and uncle are going to die when we show them the pictures.”

My father is chewing and talking at the same time. He and my mother definitely stand out as tourists in this midtown Italian restaurant. As much as I try to listen, my mind is stuck on Annie. On what she did to me three nights ago. I haven’t seen her since, but my mind has not once wavered from her. It seems like every five seconds I see her looking down at my prone body. I feel her hands inside of me.

“That’s great, dad.” I say, taking a long sip of wine.

“Well, we’re just so proud of you, honey. Look at you. Our kid makin’ it in the big city. You made any friends in your new dance group?” My mom asks.

“Um, yeah, definitely. I’m just going to run to the ladies room.” I mumble. My hands are trembling as I slip away from the table and stumble towards the back of the bar. I throw the door open and press myself up against the cool stone of the sink. I put my face towards the basin and take a moment to breathe.

I'm so horny right now I can hardly concentrate. My mind has been on overdrive since my night with Annie. It’s all I can think about. Her taking control of me and my body, tying me up, fucking me. It feels like a dream. I can’t understand why she makes me feel this way. Why do I like the things she did to me? Do I want to be controlled like that? Do I want to be owned by someone?

I can’t stand it any longer and I thrust my hand down the front of my skirt. I don’t care that I’m in a public bathroom. I don’t care that anyone could walk in at any moment. I run my fingers up through my wet folds and find, unsurprisingly, that I’m incredibly turned on. My sticky, clear juices are pooling in my underwear. I gather some of the wetness and drag it up through my pussy to my clit.

A small moan leaves me. I massage my clit slowly, gently, applying a little bit of pressure to it every few strokes. I want her right now. I want to please her. I want her to tell me what to do. I imagine Annie grabbing me from behind, her hot breath tickling my earlobe, her hands roughly grabbing at my breasts. I imagine her dragging my skirt down to my ankles and shoving three fingers deep up inside of me from behind.

“Fuck,” I whisper, dragging my hand down to my pussy. I fuck myself gently on two fingers. What would she do if she knew what I was doing right now? The urge to talk to her suddenly amplifies. What would she say to me, I wonder.

With my free hand, I dig shakily into my purse and pull out my cell phone. My fingers pause inside of my pussy as I call her with my other hand. It rings once. Twice.

“Hello, Marie.” Her voice is so thick and silky, and I want to wrap myself up inside of it.

“I...” I take a deep breath. What am I doing? “Annie, I... I’m doing something bad right now.”

“Oh?” Annie sounds amused on the other line, and maybe just as surprised as I am. “And what are you doing that’s so bad?”

“I’m in a bathroom at a restaurant with my parents. I... I want you so badly, Annie. I’m... I’m thinking about you.”

The line is silent for many moments. Panic seeps into me. Did I lose her? Is she angry?

“Are you touching yourself, Marie?” She finally asks.

I shut my eyes and let my index finger trail up to my clit. “Yes.”

“Are you caressing that dirty little clit of mine?”

“Mmhm.” I confirm. My panties are completely soaked right now.

“What made you think that you’re allowed to touch yourself without my permission, hm? I thought we had an understanding that I own you.”

“I... I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself, I... I needed it. I need–”

“You need to shut the fuck up and listen to me. Get down on your knees right now. I don’t care where you are. Do it.”

I suck in a sharp inhale. The bathroom has three stalls in it. I could easily go in to one of them. Otherwise, anyone could come in here at anytime. But Annie has instructed me to do as she says. I lower myself down to the ground beside the sink, holding the phone up to my ear still.

“Okay.” I whisper.

“I own you, Marie. Never forget that. Are you wet right now?”

“Y-yes.” I say, “I’m soaking through my panties.”

“Good. Take your hand and cover it in your wetness. Get your fingers completely covered.”

Without a second thought, I drag three of my fingers down to my cunt and wipe them in the spilling mess of my desire.

“Now, put your fingers in your mouth, Marie.”

My chest tightens. I pant for a moment at the thought. God, I wish Annie was here right now.

“Let me hear you.” She commands.

I tentatively pull my fingers from out of my pussy and examine them. They’re slick and sticky with my juices. I have no idea what they’ll taste like, but I press them up to my lips and slowly stick them inside. It’s tangy and sweet at the same time, a little fruity, a little sour.

“Okay,” I mumble, but I doubt she can understand what I’m saying with my fingers in my mouth.

“Good girl. Suck on them. Lick up all of your cum.”

I moan a little as my tongue winds up and down the length of my fingers. A sound outside of the door startles me, but I don’t stop.

“Now get up off the floor, go back to your dinner, and don’t you dare touch yourself again without my permission.”

Before I can protest, or agree, or beg for more, the line clicks off. Shivering, I remove my fingers from my mouth and pull my phone down from my ear. She’s hung up. I want more than anything to cum right now, but... The thought of disobeying Annie fills me with some unidentifiable feeling. I want to do what she says. I want to please her.

I get to my knees and straighten myself in the mirror. As I meander slowly back towards the table, I hope to god that my parents can’t smell the distinct scent of sex on me.

◆◆◆

“There you are.”

I look up at Annie, but say nothing. I put my gym bag down on the bench and slowly unzip it. Before I can begin changing, I’m suddenly being pressed up against the lockers, the cool metal of them shocking the bare skin on my back.

Annie’s lips crash into mine, hard. Our teeth touch at one point as her tongue inserts itself between my lips, exploring my wet mouth. Her hands go to my hips and she keeps me completely immobile against the lockers. Then, just as suddenly as it started, it’s over. She turns away and returns to her own locker just a couple of feet away.

I’m left breathless and wanting. There’s the sound of a few other dancers in the locker room some rows away. I realize with a pang that we’re not alone.

I stare at Annie for a few moments, watching her retrieve a pair of headphones and a bottle of vitamins from her locker. She has a slight sheen of sweat glistening on her arms. She catches me staring and my eyes dart away, to the floor, to my bag, anywhere.

Suddenly, Annie returns to my side and her arms snake around my hips. She holds me from behind and my first impulse is to squirm away. Instead, I lean back into her, pressing the back of my head against her chest.

“You’re very submissive for such a confident, accomplished dancer.” She whispers. One hand trails up my side, tickling my abdomen, brushing past my breast. The hand sends tremors down my spine as it slides up my neck and to my head. Annie grabs a fistful of my hair, but does not pull on it.

“...only to you.” I find myself whispering back.

“Hm. So, you wouldn’t want anyone else to know about what we do, hm? Wouldn’t like it if I fucked you here in the locker room for anyone to see or hear?”

I felt paralyzed by the thought. Of course I wanted to be fucked by Annie more than anything else in the world right now. But she was right that I didn’t want anyone else to know about it. I wanted it to be ours. “You... you can do anything you want to me.”

“What if I bent you over and tied you to this bench with your ass in the air? Your pussy hanging out for anyone to come in and see?” Her laugh sends desire shooting up inside of me. Fuck, I want her.

“Or... what if I tie your hands behind your back?” Annie grabs both of my wrists with her hands and thrusts them behind me tightly. “And sit you down right here...” She forces me down onto the bench, keeping my hands held tight with one of her hands. “...and put a big, red ballgag in your mouth? Would you let me do that? Just because it pleases me?”

I wince a little as my ass hits the bench. I struggle just slightly because I like when Annie uses force on me.

“I...” I can hardly form words with my pussy’s inner walls clenching so tightly.

“That would embarrass you, wouldn’t it?”

I nod, once.

“But you would let me do it? Because I own you?”

My eyes meet hers again and I exhale a quiet agreement. “I would let you.”

“What are you so embarrassed of, Marie?” Annie asks me. As she speaks, I feel a soft fabric wrapping itself around my wrists. Oh god, I’m getting wet. The fabric tightens until its binding my wrists together behind my back. Though I can’t see what exactly she’s doing, it seems Annie tied one end of what appears to be a robe belt to a horizontal bar on the bench she’s sat me down on.

“I... I don’t want people to know that... that I’m–”

“What? Kinky? A horny slut? Mm, I can just imagine the look on your face if some of our friends came in here and found you all tied up and wet, spread open wide.” Annie’s laugh sends tremors through me. She really, truly enjoys shaming me.

“Please,” I beg her, because I know she likes it.

Annie stands at the end of the bench and places her hand on the back of my head. She uses her free hand to pull down her pants and underwear. She pushes my head forward until I have a mouthful of her pussy. “Go ahead, eat me.”

I begin licking dutifully, my tongue sliding through her folds and petting her clit gently.

“Mm, that’s a good girl.” Annie whispers, her fingers tightening around the wad of my hair. She moans softly in the back of her throat, nodding down at me as I lap up her juices.

I continue eating her out until her moans turn into strained whimpers, escaping her lips against her will. She cums softly and quietly, her chest heaving up and down a few times before her grip around my hair relaxes.

“I’m going to shower now.” She says, pulling her pants back up to her hips and dragging a hand down the side of my face. I look up at her, my owner, my mistress, the one who holds my autonomy. She kneels down so that we’re face to face and I struggle in my restraints, looking down and behind me at my bound hands in anticipation of her releasing me.

Instead, Annie begins removing my shoes. Wordlessly, she pulls down my thigh-high socks. I stare down at her, watching her, trembling as her hands caress my feet. “Wh-what’re you...?”

Annie doesn’t respond to me with words. Instead, she takes one of the socks and begins tying my left ankle to the left bench leg. My heart constricts. What is she doing? Is she going to leave me here while she showers?

“No, Annie, please. Please don’t leave me here. Seriously, someone could come in, someone could find–”

“That’s exactly the point.” She says, flashing a smile up at me. She binds my right leg to the right bench and, despite the unbearable attraction that begins swelling up my already sensitive clit, I start to squirm in my restraints.

“Please,” I beg again. “Please, Annie.”

“You’re really hot when you beg like that.” She murmurs. With that, she brushes past me and disappears behind the rows of lockers towards the showers.

“No, no, fuck, no.” I whine, pulling hard on the belt binding my hands. My legs don’t budge either. I can’t believe her. I can’t believe Annie is doing this to me. I’m also really, really wet right now. The idea of someone coming in here and finding me is absolutely terrifying, but it’s also incredibly tantalizing. What if another dancer found me? What if they took photos of me? I shudder at the possibilities and pray to god that Annie comes back soon.

It’s at least six minutes or so before I hear the water shut off and the quiet sounds of feet padding against the wet tile floor. I’m struggling around and squirming incessantly when I feel someone taking a seat behind me on the bench. Annie presses her pussy up against my ass and the inside of her thighs touch the outside of mine.

“See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?” She purrs at me.

I say nothing as she reaches down and unties my ankles from the bench legs. She places her hand around each of my bound wrists and whispers into my ear. “Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes,” I whisper back, desperate to stand up.

“Okay.” She unties the robe belt and frees me from my bench prison.

Before I can get up, she wraps her arms around my hips and drags her teeth across my left earlobe. “You liked it, though. Didn’t you?”

I relax up against her, knowing I have to answer her.

“I liked it.” I murmur back. I’m absolutely aching for her, but I know that I’m in no position to ask for anything. She owns me. Every single part of me.

◆◆◆

Days turn to weeks as rehearsals for the spring production begin taking up more and more of our time. When I’m not dancing, I’m either sleeping or commuting. Were we not so busy, I have a feeling I would be spending more nights at Annie’s. So far, though, our time together has been limited to the rehearsal space.

There’s just a week left until the premiere of our show and I’m starting to resemble one giant nerve. I always get stressed before performances, but this is an entirely new level. I’ve never been the star of such a big and important show. I’m even starting to see promotional pictures on bus shelters with my name plastered across them.

During particularly long rehearsals where we’re required to stay from 8am to midnight, Annie has taken it upon herself to force me to relax. We’ve fucked in supply closets, the locker room, the green room for performers, and even outside of Vincent’s office. I can tell she wants to do more than just fuck me though. She’s always holding my hands behind my back or tying me up with whatever she has on hand. I let her, of course because, even amidst all of the attention I’m getting for my role, I know that it pleases her to be in control of me.

I’m sitting in the audience seats about to watch as the understudies do a full run-through in costume and makeup. This is my first break all day and I’m absolutely exhausted. I’m stretched out in one of the seats in a row all to myself when Annie suddenly slides into the seat next to me. She’s wearing my costume. I have to admit we look like a mirror image of each other now.

“I have something for you.” She says, biting her lower lip as she leans over to me. Without another word, she grabs for the waistband of my athletic pants and shoves her hand down into them.

I sit up suddenly, glaring at her. The theater is dark and there’s no one around us, but still. I can’t protest, though.

Annie slips her hand beneath the waistband of my panties and pushes something round and ovular up inside of me. I hiss out a gasp. What the hell was that? Suddenly, the object starts to vibrate. I sit back in my seat and tilt my head over to her. She just put a vibrator inside of me.

“I’ve got the remote.” She says, waving a small digital panel at me. “I’ll be making sure you enjoy the show.”

“Fuck, Annie–” I whisper, “Oh... god. I... oh my god...”

“Shh. Be quiet” Annie whispers, grabbing onto my chin and squeezing. “I’ll be back when it’s all finished.”

I watch her get up from the sat and jog backstage. I’m squirming in my seat, unable to sit still as the vibrations warm me up from inside. Fuck, it’s right up against my g-spot. The vibrations are low and slow right now, but I have no doubt Annie is going to ramp things up for me.

I try to stay quiet and still as the rehearsal begins, but it’s difficult. I can’t help but moan into the palm of my hand and squeeze my hands into fists when it shifts towards my clit. I know realistically that I could take it out. I could stop these games I play with Annie. But truthfully... I don’t think I want to.

I’m in awe of the way Annie controls me without having to tie me up. I’m basically restrained by the fact that I can’t disrupt the rehearsal. I can’t let anyone know that I’m experiencing sexual pleasure right now. Annie is far too good at this.

I watch her on stage performing my role just as well as I do and it’s making me wetter. I’ve already got a pool of cum sitting in my panties, but watching Annie dance and knowing she’s in control of me right now is making it even worse.

I bite my lower lip hard as I suddenly start to cum. My body shakes and trembles with tremors, releasing some fraught tension I’d been keeping inside of me.

The performance goes on for forty more minutes and in that time I cum at least three more times. By the end of it, I’m utterly spent, but unwilling to defy Annie and take the thing out of myself. It takes all of the energy I can muster to shuffle down to the locker room at the end of the show and wait impatiently for her to join me and release me from this pleasure prison.

“Wow.” She says, holding up the cum-soaked vibrator. “Impressive. Think you’ll cum that many times during the premiere?”

Fear shoots through my heart. “Wh-what do you mean?”

“Well, I of course won’t be letting you off the hook that easy. You’ve got the part that I deserved to get. I’m not going to make it easy for you, Marie.”

I lick my lips hungrily. What could she possibly do to me?

◆◆◆

“I want to give you a little pre-show gift.” Annie teases me, taking my hand and pulling me away from the production assistant. She leads me towards my dressing room.

“Places in one hour!” The assistant reminds me as I’m pulled away. A nod a silent acknowledgement back to her.

Annie shoves me inside of the dressing room and shuts the door behind her with a heavy thud. She’s staring at me with a wolfish, hungry grin and I have a feeling I know what’s coming. She did promise she would have something for me for the premiere.

“Down on your knees.” she instructs me.

I don’t think twice. I lower myself to the ground in front of her.

She puts her purse down on the ground beside me and begins taking out many, many items. A red ball-gag with a leather panel over it. A black leather blindfold. Coils of rope.

My heart begins to beat faster and faster. I don’t have much time to play, and Annie knows that.

She stands behind me and shoves the gag roughly into my mouth. The ball fills me up and forces me to bite into it. The leather panel on top seals my mouth shut. She buckles it tightly behind my head.

“You’re going to do great tonight, Marie. You’re going to dance your little heart out, and you’re going to get good reviews. And those good reviews are going to turn into more auditions down the line. You’re getting everything I’ve ever wanted.”

“Mmph.” I mumble in return.

Annie grabs hold of my hands and pulls them roughly behind me. She begins winding the soft coils of white rope around them. Then, she wraps more around my elbows. My arms are completely immobilized.

“But you don’t deserve it, do you?” she asks, looking down at me.

I raise my gaze to her and shake my head, knowing how pathetic and helpless I must look.

“No, you don’t deserve it at all. But I do. Say it. Say you don’t deserve it, Marie.”

I think Annie must really like the sound of my voice when I’m gagged. I think I do as well. “Mmppphhphh.” I groan back at her.

With a hand on my back, she pushes me down to the ground. I struggle a little and she tugs on my hair in response.

She removes my pants with one swift tug and leaves me bare in my underwear. Then, she begins binding my ankles and knees with more of the rope. I watch her as she works, my pussy dripping in anticipation.

When she’s finished, my legs are tied to my wrists in a severe hogtie. She pulls me up to the sofa in the corner of the room and as a final touch slips a blindfold over my eyes.

“Now, you have a choice, Marie. You can stay here as I command you to, or you can free yourself and go out on stage. If you stay here, I get to dance the part that I deserve. If you let yourself go, you defy me, your owner, and there will  be consequences. Do you understand?”

My mind began whirring as I realized that Annie was serious. This wasn’t just a game. This was real. She pulled at the waistband of my underwear and slipped the vibrating egg inside, just as she had done during rehearsals.

“Have fun, darling. But not too much fun. Otherwise you won’t make your debut.”

I realize in horror that the show is supposed to start in less than an hour. I’m supposed to be in costume and makeup as soon as possible. I’m supposed to be going on stage. If I’m not there, my understudy will have to go on in my place. Annie will go in my place.

Annie grins at me as she backs out of my dressing room and shuts the door behind her. No one will come in here without permission unless I say they can come in. That means no one will find me tied up in here.

I struggle hard in the hogtie, but it’s incredibly strict. The leather panel over the ballgag keeps my cries successfully stifled.

Annie’s testing me. This would be my ultimate submission to her if I obeyed. She’s making me choose our relationship or my career... I have to admit to myself that this decision will be difficult to make. I love the way she treats me. I love being her object, her thing to play with. I am in love with feeling like my freedom has been taken away. But do I love it so much that I’m willing to sacrifice the greatest moment of my career for it?

I can get out of these restraints if I make my way over to the pair of scissors she left on the ground. If I can get them into my hands, then I can cut the rope binding my feet to my wrists. The only problem is I can’t see with this blindfold on. I rub my face up against the side of the couch and the blindfold starts to lift upwards. I can see a little bit now, enough to spot the scissors about five feet away.

The egg presses up against my clit as I shift and a groan leaves my gagged mouth without permission. God, it feels so, so good. I don’t want it to end, but it must. I have to get on stage. I shift further until I start to tumble off of the couch and onto the ground below. It’s a short fall. I doubt anyone out in the hall heard it.

Now, I’m prone on the floor facing the door. I need to somehow turn around and get my hands around the scissors. The ropes are snug around me, hugging my thighs, breasts, and hips. It feels like Annie touching me, binding me, restraining me. I sigh into the gag and inch closer towards the center of the room. For a moment, I just lay there and take pleasure in the high-speed vibrations working my clit into a frenzy. I’ll probably cum soon if I can’t get untied.

I move forward bit by bit like an inchworm, pulling and struggling in my tight bondage until–

Finally. I roll onto my back and my hands press into the scissors. I’ve got at least forty minutes before the show starts. I can do this. I slip my fingers into the scissors handle and cut the rope connecting my wrists and ankles. It snaps apart and my legs are finally free. Though they’re still bound together, I can at least sit up onto my knees now.

 I try not to topple over as I bend backwards and carefully press the blades around the ropes wrapped around my ankles. It takes me a couple of tries, but they fall away as well. Now, I get to my feet and the vibrator dislodges slightly. It gives me a bit of relief, but I’m still plagued with that torturous delight.

Untying my wrists will be a little bit trickier, but I think I can use my experience as a dancer to my advantage. I’m extremely flexible from working with my body over the years, and bend down towards the ground and open my elbows as wide as I can. Then, I push my feet through the opening and my wrists are now bound in front of me instead of behind.

I fall back onto my ass and sigh, taking a moment to just enjoy the pleasurable sensation of being tied up. I really love the way it feels and knowing that Annie did it to me gives me that much more enjoyment. With my hands bound in front of me now, I’m able to lift them upwards and behind my head. I pull the blindfold off and light comes seeping in. Then, I make short work of unbuckling the tight gag. The ball falls out of my mouth and I suck in a massive breath.

With my hands in front of me, I’m able to see the knot in the center of the ropes. Bringing my fingers together, I work at it bit by bit, picking at it, cursing as it fails to loosen but every few tries. Finally, after a good five or six minutes of panicked picking, it finally gives. I’m free.

I pull my panties down and pull out the absolutely soaked egg. I wipe myself clean with a kleenex and rush to my costume hanging in the dressing room closet. I dress in record time and sit down at the vanity. It’ll look messy with how quickly I’m applying it, but my makeup will be done. I’ll be dressed. All that will be left will be to perform.

And when I see Annie backstage after the show, I’m sure we’re going to have a hell of a night together.



































































My Boss, My Mistress

“Her office is upstairs, third door on the right, you’ll see it. You’re welcome to store anything you’d like in the downstairs refrigerator, and the downstairs guest room is always open for anyone working late. Oh, and Ms. Stone doesn’t allow any of her assistants upstairs after six pm. Without permission, that is.”

I feverishly jotted down ‘Do NOT go upstairs after 6’ and a few other messy scrawls as Timothy continued leading me on the whirlwind tour of what was to be my new place of employment. Despite how nerve-wracking all of these rules are, I absolutely can’t believe I’m here right now. Audrey Stone, the most important and accomplished interior designer in the last twenty years, is now my boss. I feel like I could scream from excitement!

“Alright, well, I think that’s everything downstairs. Are you ready to meet Ms. Stone?”

“Um, yes, yeah, I suppose I am.” I say, sliding my notebook back into my bag. My heart clamored uncomfortably against my chest. This is it. Don’t mess this up, Lilah.

We ascended a polished, mahogany staircase up to the second floor of Ms. Stone’s massive house. The second story seemed to be just as large as the first, adorned with perfectly arranged pastel loveseats and indoor plants. I marvelled at the simplicity and charm of the second-story living room’s arrangement.

Timothy continued leading me past the den and further down the hallway where I assumed Ms. Stone’s office must be. We stood at the end of the hall for a moment while Timothy knocked on the door. After many silent moments, a quiet voice finally beckoned us in.

“Ms. Stone?” Timothy asked cautiously, opening the door only a couple of inches. “Ah, is this an alright time to come in? I have your newest assistant here. Lily.”

“Oh, actually it’s Lilah–” I tried to correct.

“Yes. Come.” Ms. Stone beckoned us again.

Timothy finally pushed the door open and sunlight from three magnificent bay windows in the back of the room streamed in. Ms. Stone’s office was well-lit and patterned with a lovely royal blue wallpaper and white Louis XV chairs with gold trim. She stood at a long, brown table in the center of the room, standing over a number of blueprints and hand drawn designs. She was tall with a strong jaw and her dark brown hair pulled back in a severe bun. Her green eyes were hidden behind a pair of thick, black glasses. I was absolutely in love.

I stood meekly beside Timothy, chewing on my bottom lip. “Hello, Ms. Stone. It’s an honor to be here. Thank you so much for hiring me. I’m excited to get to work and begin assisting you in–”

“Timothy, get me a sparkling water, would you?” Ms. Stone interrupted me, her eyes drifting back towards her work in front of her.

Timothy disappeared from my side suddenly and I was left in the cold, uncertain silence of Ms. Stone’s ambivalence towards me. Fifteen, twenty, then thirty seconds went by until either of us spoke again.

“Lilah, is it?” She murmured, never looking up at me. “And where are you from Lilah? Do I detect a southern England accent in you? Brighton, perhaps?”

“Dover, actually.” I murmured, not wanting to correct her.

Timothy burst in through the door as if he had sprinted the entire way downstairs. He delivered a glass of bubbling water to Audrey’s side before returning to stand beside me.

“That is all.” She said with a dismissive wave. A little taken aback, I moved to follow Timothy as he quickly turned to leave.

“Not you.” Audrey said, suddenly. I stopped and turned to look over my shoulder. Was she speaking to me? For the first time since meeting her, Audrey’s eyes were fixed onto mine. I licked my bottom lip.

Timothy gave me a look of surprise and maybe pity as he slipped away and shut the door behind him. I took a chance and stepped forward a couple of paces.

“Is... Is there something I can help you with, ma’am?”

Audrey took a long sip from her drink, her eyes never leaving me. Then, she motioned for me to sit in one of the french chairs beside her. “Sit.”

I did as I was told immediately, dropping down into the chair and staring up at her. She took a couple of lazy steps towards me, standing so close to my chair that her leg rest gently up against the base of it. “I read your job application, Lilah. You have been a personal assistant to many others. Do you enjoy that sort of work?”

“Yes. I do.” I answered simply. I couldn’t help but admire the soft lines of Audrey’s face, the pale tint of her skin, and her full, bee-stung lips.

“And do you think you are good at it?”

I nodded once, my breath hitching a little in my throat. “Yes. I... I think I’m very good at it.”

“That’s good, because I am in need of a... particular kind of assistance. I need someone whom I can rely on at every whim. Someone who can... please me in more ways than one.”

My stomach seemed to flip inside of me. What did she mean ‘in more ways than one’? I opened and shut my mouth a number of times. “I... I can do that...”

“Can you?” Audrey asked, tilting her head down at me, examining me, scrutinizing my face. “Are you certain?”

“I’m certain.” I said, quickly. I crossed my ankles and strengthened my gaze up at her. I wasn’t entirely sure of what she was asking of me, but whatever it was, I wanted to give it to her.

“Alright, then. That is all.” Like the turn of a switch, she moved away from me and returned her focus to the drawings spread across the table. I sat in the chair for many moments, stunned, before realizing I should leave. Without a word, I gathered my bag and scuttled out of the room.

I descended the wooden staircase feeling numb and... maybe, a little turned on. Ms. Stone was beyond what I had imagined her to be. And somehow I couldn’t wait to work for her.

I spent the rest of the afternoon setting up my computer workstation in the downstairs den where all of Ms. Stone’s employees worked. Despite the severity and terseness of our boss, everyone was in good spirits, hardworking, and dedicated to their jobs. I met Jes and Rae, two of the designers, and Samantha, Ronnie, and Maria, three other assistants to Ms. Stone. Between signing new employee paperwork and getting comfortable with the server setup, the afternoon went by surprisingly quick.

Before I knew it, six o’clock had rolled around and everyone began packing up. As I was pushing my things into my bag, the phone’s shrill ring broke the casual atmosphere of our office. Timothy dove for the phone like it was a bomb about to explode. He spoke quietly and quickly into the receiver before hanging it up again.

“Lilah,” He said, “She wants to see you.”

Surprised, I stood still for a moment. “Me? But isn’t it–”

“Now.” He encouraged me, nodding up towards the wooden staircase.

What could Audrey want from me? I slipped my bag over my shoulder and quietly made my way up the stairs with the unmistakable feeling of everyone’s eyes on my back.

I knocked on the white door leading to Ms. Stone’s office and waited until I heard her voice beckon me in further before opening the door.

Ms. Stone stood at the central bay window in the back of the office, staring out of it, her back turned to me. She looked over her shoulder as I entered.

“Yes, Ms. Stone?”

“Shut the door, Lilah.” She quietly instructed me, her voice cool and smooth. “Come here.”

Swallowing down a growing lump in my throat, I stepped further into the room and joined her at the window.

“Has everyone begun going home for the night?” She asked.

“Erm... yes, I believe so.” I said, nodding.

Slowly, Ms. Stone turned to me and her green eyes slid up and down me like I was a piece of meat. Was she... checking me out? She took a breath, then quietly exhaled it. Before I could ask what she wanted of me, she pressed herself forward and up against me. One hand snaked around my waist, and the other caressed my cheek.

I gasped into the touch, my eyes sliding shut.

She tangled her hand in my sandy colored tresses and very slowly put her lips to mine. Her kiss was warm and sensuous, her tongue pressing atop mine and dancing inside my mouth. I moaned quietly into her embrace, feeling my legs weaken and my mind go blank. What was happening?

Her tongue continued to explore my mouth and the room was silent except for my occasional gasps and sighs of pleasure. Despite how good it all felt, I found myself whispering into the kiss, “Wh–what are...?”

“Do you wish to stop?” Audrey murmured into my mouth, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and teasing it gently.

I hardly had to think before answering. “No,” I whispered, “please don’t stop, Ms. Stone.”

Never breaking the kiss, she led me towards a long, beige loveseat up against the western wall. I felt my knees back into the loveseat and lowered myself onto it. Ms. Stone climbed on top of me, breaking the kiss to lower her lips to my jaw and neck. Her hands danced around my waist, pulling dexterously at my pants’ button and zipper.

I whimpered in pleasure as I felt myself getting wetter and wetter. My clit was beginning to throb. She managed to pull my pants downward and dragged a couple of fingers across my black, lace underwear.

“Oh, oh god,” I whimpered, desperately wanting her to go inside of me.

With torturous slowness, she pulled my underwear down my legs. Her fingers parted my pussy lips slowly and carefully.

I felt her hot breath right up against my ear. “Tomorrow, you will have your cunt shaved.” She instructed me.

Without missing a beat, I nodded furiously. “Y-yes, ma’am. Yes, Ms. Stone.”

“Are you going to be a good girl?” She asked me, her fingers slipping inside of my cunt. She played with my clit slowly and easily, just teasing it, daring me to beg for more.

“Fuck, oh, oh god,” I whined, wanting her, needing her. “Yes, I’m-I’m a good girl. I’m going to be good.” I promised.

Without warning, she plunged three fingers inside of me, fucking me hard and fast, in and out, in and out. I cried out an unbridled moan of pleasure, biting on my lip to contain how loud it already was.

“Fuck, fuck, Ms. Stone, please! God, right there, please! Don’t stop, don’t stop–” I begged.

Ms. Stone pressed the heel of her hand up against my clit, my juices spilling down her hand and my inner thighs.

“I’m–I’m... going to cum, Ms. Stone. I’m going to–”

“Cum for me, Lilah.” She breathed into my mouth, taking my lips in hers again. Her fingers extracted from my cunt and worked furiously against my clit.

My body felt like an inflating balloon, heat bursting from my center and exploding out from in. I gasped endlessly, my hands tightening around the back of her shirt, clutching her to me. “Oh–oh god!”

My juices spilled from my core as my body shivered and trembled under the grasp of my orgasm. My mind melted and words seemed impossible as the world shook around me. It was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had...

Ms. Stone remained on top of me for a few moments longer. Then, she got to her feet and returned to the large work-table in the center of the room. She wiped her fingers on a black handkerchief and sighed contently. “I expect you here every evening at six pm exactly. You will be groomed as instructed and ready to obey any of my other demands. Is that understood?”

I felt woozy as I sat up and began to pull my pants back on. I swallowed hard, nodding. “Y-yes, Ms. Stone.”

“Very good. That is all.”

◆◆◆

I took a heavy breath before pushing open the front door to Stone Designs, Inc. It was 8:45 am and I was fifteen minutes early. Only Jes and Ronnie were at their desks already by the time I walked in. I was nervous as I sat down at my computer, unable to stop wondering if my co-workers had heard my cries of pleasure coming from upstairs last night.

“Morning.” Jes smiled over at me, holding a humongous mug of coffee in one hand, her other hand hovering over her computer mouse.

“Um, good morning.” I murmured. Maybe they hadn’t heard my whining and moaning from last night... Then, an uncomfortable thought struck me. Was Ms. Stone fucking all of her assistants? Or just me? I very much hoped it was just me...

As I sat down and settled at my station, I tried very hard to clear my thoughts of what had happened in Ms. Stone’s office. She had fucked me better than any of my previous lovers. And it had been so unexpected... I couldn’t help but wonder if I had been hired for my looks, rather than my talent.

I tried to work hard and diligently for the rest of the day but my mind was in a faraway place. Would Ms. Stone fuck me again tonight? I really, really hoped so.

I had no reason to go to Ms. Stone’s office all day, despite wanting to. She never called for me, nor was I asked to deliver anything to her. For most of the day, I organize her calendar for the next six months and scheduled meetings with clients. When six pm finally rolled around, I found myself breathing heavily, an unbearable desire rising deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait to see her again.

Only Maria and Timothy were left when I gathered my bag and slipped out of the office to go up those magnificent, polished stairs. I ran my fingers along the bannister, sighing in excitement at the thought of Ms. Stone’s hands on me. Like the night before, I stood outside of the office door until Ms. Stone invited me in.

The door groaned creakily as I pushed it open and quietly shut it behind me. Audrey stood at the head of the massive central table, scribbling over a yellow legal pad, her glasses sitting on the tip of her nose. The setting sun was bathing her in a warm, golden light. She looked stunning and my cunt began to ache for her.

As usual, she did not look up at me or acknowledge my presence for many moments as she continued to writing. Finally, she let out a small exhale, placed her pen down and pulled her glasses off.

“Sit.” She murmured softly, nodding to a chair right beside her. I hung my purse from a coat rack by the door and moved to her side very quickly, obediently. I sat myself in the chair and looked up at her expectantly.

“Good evening.” She said softly, looking me up and down as she had done last night, admiring me.

“Good evening, Ms. Ston–”

“You,” She corrected me, “will call me mistress from the hours of six pm til eight am. Is that understood?”

My mouth went very dry all of the sudden. “Yes, mistress.” I exhaled.

I had never said the word aloud before, and it felt foreign and strange on my tongue. I had never had a mistress before.

“Did you do as I asked you to last night?” Her eyes came to rest on my lap.

“Oh,” I murmured, “y-yes, mistress. I... I groomed myself to your liking.” My body ached for her. I wanted very desperately for her to be pleased. “Would you like to see?”

Ms. Stone nodded once, crossing her arms over her chest and waiting patiently as I stood from the chair and unbutton my skirt. I pulled it down to the ground, revealing the gray thong I was wearing that day. I grabbed the sides of the thin underwear and slipped them down my trembling thighs, revealing my freshly shaved and trimmed pussy.

She took a step closer to me, her hips pressing up against mine, and slipped her hand up against my cunt. I gasped in expectant pleasure.

“Very nice.” She finally said. “You please me, Lilah. Now, get down on to your knees.”

I did as I was told, getting down on the ground and placing my hands on my thighs. My breath was hitched in my throat. I had a perfect view of Ms. Stone’s breasts from where I sat. They were full and round, not big, but pillowy. I imagined pressing my face into them.

Ms. Stone moved behind me to a large chest of drawers by the loveseat she fucked me on last night. She took something out of the top drawer and returned to my side, though she remained behind me. Her hands rest on my shoulders and her fingers dipped slowly down my chest.

“I have something for you.” She whispered.

Suddenly, a leather collar was being clicked in place around my neck. It was black with a silver metal ring in the center of it. She tightened it and moved around to face me again.

“Thank you, mistress.” I whispered, reaching up and fingering the ring.

“You’re my pet, and I’m going to treat you as such.” She placed her hand around my cheek, caressing it, brushing her thumb across my lips. I opened them for her, offering myself to her, and sucked gently on the tip of her thumb. My eyes slid shut in silent ecstasy. I wanted her to fuck me again so, so badly.

She pressed her thumb further into my mouth, “Suck on it.”

I did as I was told, lapping at her finger, my eyes opening to look up at her and admire the firm, instructive look on her face.

“Good girl. Would you like to go for a walk, my good girl?” Ms. Stone asked me, removing her thumb from between my lips and grabbing something off of the table top. Before I could answer, a leather leash was clipped to the collar around my neck. I gasped silently, my pussy clenching in delight. I was Ms. Stone’s pet. Her dog. Her plaything she could drag around and do with as she pleases.

She pulled on the leash and my head was brought towards the ground. I pushed myself forward until I was on all fours, my head dipped down in subservience. “Like this, mistress?”

“Yes. Now, come.” With the leash wrapped tight around her hand, she began walking the length of the room, pulling me along with her. I clamored to keep up on all fours, enjoying the tug of the collar against my neck when I wasn’t quick enough. She led me around the room twice. By the time we returned to the runner rug by the windows, my knees were red and sore. I sat back onto my heels and looked expectantly up at my boss, my mistress.

Ms. Stone unhooked the leash from around my collar and took my chin into her hands. She stood very close to me, her hips right up against my face. I chewed my bottom lip, looking up at the woman I had submitted to, a whimper escaping me.

Very slowly, she began undoing the button of her own pants. She pulled the zipper down and slid her pants down to her ankles. “Lick your mistress, pet.”

“Yes, mistress.” I agreed.

She placed her hand on the back of my head and guided me forward. My mouth met her trimmed and neat pussy. She kept my head still in that position and I pushed my tongue into her wet folds and onto her clit.

“Oh, yes,” She moaned softly, “mmmm, yes, good girl.”

I licked her harder and faster, her sweet juices spreading all over my mouth and onto my chin. I lifted my hands and placed them around her hips. No sooner than I touched her did she grab my hands and push them off of her.

“Put your hands behind your back.” She instructed me, offering no other explanation. I looked up at her through my licking, but silently obeyed. I wondered if she might tie my hands behind me. I know Ms. Stone certainly liked to be dominant, but I wasn’t sure if she was into bondage. I had never been tied up before and the idea was tantalizing...

Ms. Stone’s moaning grew louder and more exaggerated as my tongue swept through her sweet, wet folds. After a few more minutes of this, she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back.

“Very good, my pet. That’s enough for now. You are very obedient.” She complimented me. My insides warmed with pride. “I think you deserve a little treat. Back on your hands and knees.”

I pressed myself forward, panting a little. Was she going to fuck me? God, I hoped she was going to fuck me.

Ms. Stone approached me from behind again and rest one hand on my ass. She rubbed it gently, kneading one of my cheeks. She slipped the thong down to my knees and very gently spread my cheeks apart.

“I’m going to put something inside of you, and you are going to keep it in until you get home. Do I make myself clear?” She asked, her voice low and throaty.

“Y-yes, mistress.”

Something cold and soft pressed up against my asshole. I gasped as it went in further, my walls expanding to allow it in. I let out a tortured moan of pleasure. It was filling me up, filling me to the brim. God, it felt so good. My ass clenched around it. When she finished, the buttplug was fully inserted inside of me. She pulled my thong back up around my hips and returned to her seat at the head of the table.

“Now, I want you to touch yourself.” She whispered. “Sit right there and once you’ve cum then you can go home for the night.”

I swallowed, hard. My cunt was throbbing with desire, and I had so hoped she would fuck me. I guess she was going to leave me wanting. That would make me all the more obedient.

I winced as I sat on to my heels, the buttplug tickling the inside of my asshole. I pressed two fingers up against my underwear, swiping them across my wet cunt. Then, I slipped the panties to the side and inserted two fingers inside of me. I pumped them in and out and couple of times, releasing a long, drawn out moan.

“God,” I whined, “oh, fuck....” My fingers worked slowly on my clit, tickling it, swirling circles around it, slapping it a few times. My juices were shining on my fingers and slipping down my hand. I began to go faster and faster as my clit heated up and begged for release. My body was feeling light and full. I wanted to cum as soon as possible.

“M-mistress, I... I think I’m going to... cum, I’m going to cum...” I pleaded at her. My fingers continued working, pressing up and down on my sensitive little clit until finally–my body bucked and shivered with the explosion of pleasure that came with a well-earned orgasm. I panted, slowly removing my fingers from my cunt and looking up at my mistress.

She was watching me very closely, not smiling, not saying anything. “Lick your fingers, and then you may go.”

I hesitated, looking down at my slick, wet fingers. I had never tasted myself before, but for her... I slipped the two fingers inside of my mouth and sucked on them gently. My cum was tangy and a little fruity. Sweet, but not sour.

“Good girl.” She said, nodding once to me. “Leave your collar on the table.”

I really wanted to keep the collar on, but I unclipped it and placed it down on the table beside her.

“Goodnight, Mistress.” I said, gathering my purse and showing myself out of the office. My legs wobbled beneath me as I descended the polished wooden staircase and made my way out of the office and to the street outside. What the hell had I gotten myself into?




























My Boss, My Mistress Part II

I glanced at the clock for the thousandth time today. 5:46 PM. Still fifteen minutes to go. A sigh escaped me as I deleted a few emails from my inbox and checked my calendar to see what I had to do tomorrow. No matter what mindless task I put myself to, my mistress, my boss, continued to rule my thoughts.

Never before in my life have I ever been so dedicated to my job. The last two weeks have by far been my most productive since the start of my career three years ago. I’m constantly trying to do my tasks as perfectly as possible, refusing to allow myself shortcuts or any laziness, all for Ms. Stone. Evernight I find it incredibly easy to go to bed early knowing that the sooner I go to sleep, the sooner I’ll wake up and get to return to Ms. Stone’s office.

I’ve even begun working out in the evenings, which has never been a priority for me before. Something about being made Ms. Stone’s assistant has made me want to impress her in every single way that I can. Every evening at six pm, Ms. Stone expects me to be waiting outside of her office door. How we spend our time together is dependent upon how she’s feeling that day, but usually I’m instructed to fuck her, or to be a little play toy for her, filled to the brim with her toys or even just “simply something pretty to look at.”

Often times, Ms. Stone likes to tease me, to fuck me for a few minutes or tease my clit, and then make me sit by her side while she continues to work. She lets me cum only when she cums, which, as torturous as it is, has been utterly mind-blowing. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I love being Ms. Stone’s personal sex slave.              

Getting through today was especially hard as it was a Monday and I hadn’t seen Ms. Stone since Friday evening. I was horny for most of the morning thinking about what Ms. Stone had planned for me today and had to sneak away during lunch to masterbate in the downstairs bathroom. Now, after a painfully long and boring afternoon, I finally start gathering my things so that I can join my mistress upstairs. 

“Hey Lilah, we’re going to go grab dinner at that arepas place down the street. Want to join?”

I freeze as Samantha calls over to me from her desk three tables away. I turned to face her, my purse in my hands. “Oh, uh... I totally would. That sounds like a lot of fun, but I... um, I still have a few things to do for... for Ms. Stone.”

“Yeah, no worries. Maybe next week?” Samantha says before turning back around. I swear she smiles at me knowingly as she returns to her computer, but there’s no possible way for her to know what’s going on with me and Ms. Stone. No one knows.

Finally, I made my way out of the downstairs office and up the familiar set of polished, wooden stairs. My heart was clamoring, as it always was right before our sessions, as I stood outside of my boss’ office door and knocked quietly against the antique, white panel. As usual, I heard a quiet ‘come in’ from the other side of the room. I opened the door, slipped inside, and shut it behind me.

“Good evening, Ms. Stone.” I greeted her, unable to keep a hungry smile from my lips. She was half-lying on the chaise lounge against the wall of her massive office, a book in one hand and a cup of tea sitting beside her on an accent table.

“Good evening, Lilah.” She murmured back to me, her eyes never leaving the page in front of her. “Come.”

I removed my coat and purse, hanging them both on the wooden coat rack beside the door, and made my way to her side. She smelled like cherries and vanilla. My clit throbbed a little beneath my panties.

“Sit.” She instructed, nodding once to a spot beside her on the small lounge.

My pussy was already warm and moist by the time I sat down beside her.

“Remove your skirt, and put your hands behind your back.”

A sharp stab of desire flooded me. I had always wondered if Ms. Stone was going to bring bondage into our time together. Mostly, she liked telling me what to do, but many of our activities had been bondage-adjacent, such as when she leads me around the room with a leash and collar. Whatever was to happen, I couldn't wait.

The severity of her words made me act quickly. I unfastened the button keeping my skirt around my hips, and pulled it down to the ground. Then, with only my black, lace panties on, I sat down beside her and placed my hands behind my back.

For a moment, nothing happened. I chanced a look over my shoulder and saw her shutting her book and removing something from the accent table beside us. I heard a quiet clinking of metal.

Then, something cold and hard snapped around my wrist noisily. Handcuffs. With a firm grip golding my wrists together, she cuffed them. Then, she relaxed against the chaise again and pulled me to her. I was facing away from her and my back was pressing up against the soft mound of her breasts.

She held me to her with one hand, her other returning to her book and holding it up so she could continue reading. With her free hand exploring me, trailing up and down my abdomen and side, I shivered with anticipation.

She said nothing as her hand dipped around to my underwear, pinching the waistband and pressing gently over the fabric covering my clit. I whimpered quietly.

Her fingers pushed the fabric aside and settled on top of my clit. She began fingering me very slowly, almost thoughtlessly as her eyes continued reading her book. A tortured groan left me. She worked on my clit, pressing down against and working my juices from my cunt over my pleasure-center. My moans became more frequent and louder.

Suddenly, Ms. Stone shut her book and placed it down on the ground. She clamped her free hand over my mouth severely.

“Your little noises are distracting me. Do I need to gag you?”

A whimper escaped me as her fingers kept working on me. I didn’t want to displease her, but, god, I couldn’t help but to release a steady stream of moans.

Her hand fell away from my mouth and Ms. Stone began removing the silk scarf tied loosely around her neck. She folded it into a long, thick pleat of fabric and brought the scarf over my mouth. She tied it very tightly around my head. Then, on second thought, she double knotted it.

I tested out my new gag with a quiet, exploratory moan. The scarf kept my noises of pleasure dull and quiet.

Ms. Stone returned to her book with one hand, then resumed the gentle, casual fingering of my clit with the other. With my hands tied, I could do nothing but squirm and writhe against her petting. God, my body was on fire, taut with her seemingly bored and careless attention.

Her hand abandoned my now dripping pussy and trailed upwards to my breasts. I still wore my form-fitting white blouse, but hadn’t worn a bra today on her suggestion that I occasionally forgo it. She slipped her hand inside of my shirt, unbuttoning it with ease. Her fingers tickled my nipples, pinching and pulling at them, rubbing them between her thumb and forefinger.

The gag stifled most of my moans, but a few slipped out in the silence of the room. The sounds of my gagged voice were making me even hornier. I loved being the object of Ms. Stone’s every whim, just a little toy for her to play with. Although, as I suspected, she wasn’t about to let me cum.

She shut her book again after another few minutes of petting me, and removed herself from beneath me.

“Stay.” She instructed, hardly giving me a glance as she got to her feet and returned to her massive worktable in the center of the room.

I did as my mistress instructed me to and lay prone on the chaise. I shifted onto my side and admired her lean, strong form, pulling gently on the cuffs keeping my arms bound. It was far more comfortable than I expected, having my hands bound. In fact, I think I kind of enjoyed it.

Ms. Stone’s attention focused onto her work yet again, despite how badly I wanted her to be teasing me. I remained still for the most part, waiting patiently for her to return to me. After ten minutes or so, she picked up the phone in the center of her desk, a landline I knew only called the downstairs office. She spoke quietly into the receiver, but I swear I heard her say the words ‘bring it to me.’

A rush of fear passed through me. Was a coworker of mine about to come upstairs and see me bound and half-naked on our boss’ couch? I thought everyone would have gone home already. I squirmed, letting out a whine of protest. Ms. Stone briefly turned to gaze at me, but said nothing and returned back to her work yet again.

Less than thirty seconds later, a sharp, sudden knock sounded at the door. I tried to sit up, my eyes searching frantically around the room for somewhere to hide. There was nowhere I could get to quick enough. The door opened and I squeezed my eyes shut tight in shame and embarrassment.

Then, I heard Rae’s voice. “Here you are, Ms. Stone. The attachments just came through and I’ve put them on the FTP server. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

I opened my eyes. Rae seemed completely oblivious to the fact that her co-worker was tied up and gagged on our boss’ chaise lounge.

“Rae, why don’t you keep my pet occupied while I finish this? She’ll need to cum soon, surely. You know where the toys are.” Ms. Stone’s voice was droll and bored, as if this were an everyday occurrence.

“Yes, ma’am.” Rae said.

My eyes were wide above my mouth-obscuring gag. What was happening? What was Rae going to do to me? Had Ms. Stone been fucking her, too? My mind was reeling as Rae walked silently over to a small closet in the corner of the room. She took a few moments to gather a number of items, then walked slowly over to where I lay on the chaise.

I whimpered up at her, pulling on my bound hands despite knowing how little give they had. I looked over at Ms. Stone, but her attention was back on her desk.

Rae hovered over my prone form, a small smile rising to her lips. She was tall and thin and lanky. She held up a small, silicone egg-shaped vibrator and held it in front of my face. In her other hand was a miniature remote control. She pressed a button on the control and the vibrator came to life, suddenly buzzing throbbing just inches away from my face.

Rae said nothing as she pried open my legs and pushed the vibrator inside of my wet, dripping pussy. She pushed it until it was fully inside of my cunt. Then, she shut my legs and began winding a soft coil of rope around my thighs, keeping my legs tied together and the vibrator stuck inside of me.

I moaned appreciatively at the sensation of the egg lighting my pussy up from inside, but I was still weary of Rae and what she was going to do to me. She finished tying my legs together and pushed me onto my side onto my back on the chaise. Then, she lay down next to me and slipped an arm around my waist.

With one hand, she pulled the gag down from my mouth and kissed me with a very soft, sensual touch. I moaned into the kiss, my legs writhing uncontrollably beneath me as the egg engorged my pussy and made my underwear soaking wet.

Her tongue explored my mouth gently, pressing down on my own tongue, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and dominating my mouth with her own.

“I like the way you taste.” Rae whispered.

I was still utterly bewildered by the fact that my co-worker whom I worked side by side with every day was now lying on top of me and kissing me.

“I... I, um–” I sputtered.

Rae silenced me with another kiss. “No, no, no. You don’t get to talk.” She grabbed the scarf from around my neck and re-gagged me with it, pulling it up over my lips and stifling my wet moans once more. I was helpless to her.

She laughed a little at me as she unbuttoned my blouse and took each of my nipples in her hands. She squeezed them gently at first, then pinched them, rubbing them between her thumb and forefinger, slapping them, biting them.

“So, you’re Ms. Stone’s new assistant, hm?” Rae purred.

What did she mean? Did she know about what Ms. Stone and I did upstairs, alone, every evening?

“Oh, what? Did you think you were special? Thought you were the only one our mistress played with?”

I felt like a deflating balloon. Was I not Ms. Stone’s special assistant? Had she not chosen me because I was attractive to her? Did she truly do this with all of her employees?

“You’re just the newest in a long line of assistants. We’ve all had our time with her. We get invited back sometimes, like Ms. Stone invited me tonight. But you’re her number one right now, so enjoy it while it lasts.”

The egg was bringing me close to orgasm, my pleasure rising now from my cunt into my entire body, despite my swirl of emotions rolling around in my belly. I tried to communicate with my eyes what was about to happen, but Rae either ignored me, or didn’t care.

Then, much sooner than I expected, I began cumming. My body bucked beneath Rae’s, my bound legs kicking uselessly and my eyes squeezing shut as pleasure overtook me. I panted pathetically into the gag, ready to be released from my restraints as a divine exhaustion weighed me down.

Rae giggled, something I had never seen the typically stoic and serious woman do. She slid her hand between my legs and with some effort removed the still-vibrating egg from my cunt despite how tightly my knees were tied.

Placing the egg down on the accent table beside us, Rae threw one leg over me and straddled my hips. She once again pulled the gag down and kissed me, filling my mouth with her tongue. I chanced a glance over to Ms. Stone and saw that our boss was on her phone now, punching in a series of numbers. I sighed into the kiss, wondering who she was about to talk to.

“Ramon? It’s Audrey. I’ve just received the files, and I have some questions... Yes, I am aware of what time it is in Istanbul, put Andrew on the line.” Ms. Stone turned to face us and sat down in a chair just a couple of feet away from where Rae and I played.

She slipped off her leather shoes and rest her feet on the edge of the chaise lounge, her eyes never leaving us as she spoke into the phone.

“Andrew? It’s Audrey. The drapes are eggplant, not periwinkle. I thought we agreed the palette was to match the Teatro la Fenice?”

I kept my eyes on Ms. Stone’s, watching her watching us. Rae pressed her hips into mine, riding me, grinding into me. As she spoke on the phone, Ms. Stone raised her right foot and pointed it towards me, extending it out until her toes grazed my mouth. I parted my lips and brought her toes into my mouth, sucking on them gently, lapping at them. Her gaze never left mine.

“Well, I’ll do what I can, but there’s no replacement for the periwinkle cashmere. You just won’t find something with such good quality... I know that, Andrew. Do not insult my intelligence...”

I moaned a little as I placed my entire mouth around her toes, licking at the blood-red lacquered polish, worshipping every bit of her that I could.

“Call me when you have a suitable solution.” She said viciously, hanging up the phone and placing it down on the table beside her. Her attention remained on me and her outstretched leg. Slowly, she pulled it away and rest it on the edge of the chaise again.

“I’m going to need to visit the site again this week. Rae, can you book me a flight to Paris for tomorrow or Wednesday?”

Like a switch had been flipped, Rae suddenly climbed off of me and stood at Ms. Stone’s side like an obedient assistant. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll send the confirmation to your email when it’s done.”

Rae dismissed herself, turning and very quickly walking out of the office. I heard her boots slapping against the polished wooden staircase.

“Would you like to go on a business trip, Lilah?”

My mind seemed frozen. Was Ms. Stone offering to bring me with her to Paris? I had never been to France before. I couldn’t help but wonder if this trip would be purely business or if I would be there to provide her pleasure, as I did here.

“Y-yes, mistress. I would love to go with you t–”

“You’ll need suitable clothing. You are a size four?” She guessed correctly. “I will have some things brought to the office tomorrow morning for you.”

With my hands still bound behind me, I struggled to sit up on the chaise. “Thank you, mistress.” I whispered, unable to keep a smile from my face.

Ms. Stone got to her feet and moved a couple of steps closer to me. She took hold of my chin gently, caressing my cheeks and tilting my head up towards hers. I felt incredibly special in that moment, like she was admiring me, like she was proud of me for the pleasure I brought her.

“Mistress?” I dared to ask. “Is there anything I can do to... pleasure you?” My voice trembled a little. She stared down at me, exhaling a long, quiet breath before speaking.

“I think you have done enough for tonight, pet.” She bent down and pressed her lips to mine, giving me a long, sensual kiss. Her fingers tangled in my hair and a shiver ran from my ears to my toes. Though I couldn’t be sure, I got the sense then that my relationship with Ms. Stone was maybe a little more than just sexual in nature. I absolutely adored her, and had even before beginning to work for her, and I felt that I was giving her something more than just sexual pleasure. I gave her someone to care for, to spend money on, to take care of.

My Boss, My Mistress Part III

I held the dress up to myself and examined my reflection in the mirror. The dress was black with intricate gold embroidery lining its sides. It fell down to just below my knees and tapered into a small, narrow train. It was so unlike me. So exquisite. And probably cost more than my monthly rent.

I hung the dress on a hook on the back of the bathroom door and began to undress. It was ten-thirty in the morning and Ms. Stone and I would be departing for Paris in just over an hour. She sent me a private message through email this morning instructing me to go to the upstairs closet outside of her office. There, I would find a collection of clothes suitable for my trip with her. When she said suitable, I was thinking a nice tailored business suit, not couture dresses fit for a princess.

I pulled off my shirt and dropped it to the floor, then followed suit with my skirt. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a moment and examined myself. My breasts weren’t big by any standard, but they were round and perky. I wondered what Ms. Stone thought of them... Did she like bigger, rounder breasts? Or small and firm ones? Rae’s breasts were far larger than mine, I faintly remembered from our time together yesterday evening. I thought of Samantha and Jes and all of my other co-workers. Had they all been some of Ms. Stone’s assistants in the past?

I reached up and pinched my left nipple very gently, something I never did to myself while masturbating. Ms. Stone seemed to really love playing with my nipples while she fucked me. I pinched the right one as well, being gentle with myself as little waves of warmth sprang up in my crotch. Remembering what a tight schedule we were on, I quickly dropped my hands from my breasts and began pulling the dress on.

It slipped over my head easily, but the center portion of the garment was much like a corset with tight, thick material meeting between my breasts. I pulled it tightly around myself, sucking in a breath and hooking the two sides of fabric together. The rest of the dress fit easily and well. Had Ms. Stone known my measurements or something?

I ran my hands through my shoulder-length wavy hair and smiled at my reflection. I really hoped Ms. Stone liked the way I looked in this.

I slipped my shoes back on and meandered out of the upstairs bathroom. I knocked very gently on Ms. Stone’s office door and waited for her voice on the other side of the door to beckon me in.

“Come.” I heard her typical low and breathy murmur.

With a shaky breath, I pushed open the door and let myself in. As usual, Ms. Stone was standing behind her massive desk, her eyes trained down on endless images and drawings. She was making notes in a leather-bound notebook when I entered. She somehow knew it was me without ever lifting her eyes.

“Let me see you.” She instructed me, shutting the book and placing it down on the table. Finally, she tilted her head upwards at me and used two fingers to motion me forward.

I felt my heart constrict as her eyes settled on me. Her gaze was so severe sometimes that it was often difficult to tell if she was pleased or angered. I hurried forward to her side and stood beside the window for her to examine the dress.

As if I were a doll, she reached over and tilted my chin upwards, running one hand down my side. I shivered slightly under her touch. Her hand grazed past my abdomen, then drifted up to my shoulder. She turned me around and even though I couldn’t see her, I could swear I felt her gaze running up and down me.

I felt a hand suddenly grab onto my ass, squeezing it, kneading it. I could feel her breath on the back of my neck. Ms. Stone slapped my ass and drew me towards her with one arm around my waist. Her crotch pressed up against my ass and I sucked in a hiss of a breath.

“Very good.” Ms. Stone whispered. “You look acceptable.”

Her hand trailed down to my upper thigh and I felt her kneel down behind me. She lifted the dress up to my hips with one smooth motion and my ass was bared to her.

“Th-thank you, mistress.” I whispered, my voice trembling. Her breath was on the back of my thighs, hot like steam, tickling me. I suddenly had the sensation of something wet and warm drawing up from the back of my thigh and into my pussy. Her tongue. Oh god, she was licking me, exploring me with her mouth. A little moan left me and I braced my legs to keep from falling down.

I felt the wet mass push up in between my ass cheeks, sliding along the soft, wet stretch of my pussy leading up to my asshole. I gasped and threw my hand out, steadying myself on the work table. The tongue pushed at my folds, separating them, lapping up the little bit of wetness that had formed since I walked into Ms. Stone’s office.

My mistress slowly rose to her feet, extracting her tongue from within me and wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She placed both hands on to my shoulders and turned me around to face her. “Had we more time to spare, I would fuck you silly in that dress, but unfortunately...” Her eyes ticked down to a gold, shining watch on her wrist. “We don’t. Go downstairs and see that our things have been loaded into the car. I’ll meet you down there shortly.”

I turned and scurried away to do as my mistress asked, not once looking behind me as I slipped out of the office door and hurried down the polished wooden staircase. There was a flurry of activity for the next hour as my meager suitcase and Ms. Stone’s thirteen pieces of luggage were hauled into a shining, black SUV town car waiting out in front of the home office. When finally the time came, I as well was ushered inside the car’s backseat to Ms. Stone’s side.

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised when our car went past the usual waiting lines to get to the departing gates at the airport, but I wasn’t prepared for the sight of the private plane sitting on an isolated runway when we pulled up to it.

There was a whirlwind of activity from drivers opening our doors to airport employees wheeling over the mobile staircase and the flight attendants and pilots settling us onboard. As I sat in a plush leather seat in the center of the plane and was offered a glass of champagne from a passing attendant, I had the sudden sensation that this must have been a dream. There was no possible way that this was real. How had I gone from being a lowly assistant of one of the star interior designers’ of the world to being her personal sex slave and following her wherever in the world she may go to ensure her pleasure?

Ms. Stone sat in the seat opposite me, but her attention was on her phone for the most part. She typed endless streams of messages and emails while I marveled at the view during our takeoff. When we finally reached cruising altitude, Ms. Stone placed her phone down and her attention focused on to me.

“Come here.” She instructed, nodding towards a spot between her legs. They were the first words she had spoken to me since we took off. 

I fastened my seatbelt and maneuvered myself into the small space at my mistress’ feet. She was wearing a beige pencil skirt that hugged her thighs closely and showed off the toned muscle of her legs. As I settled myself looking up at her, Ms. Stone reached inside of her skirt and began to pull her underwear down to her ankles. It was a plain black thong with white embroidery around the edges.

“Lick me.” She said, her voice very smooth and demanding.

I looked over my shoulder automatically, wondering if any of the flight attendants were around. Would they see us? Would they care? Halfway through my examination of the cabin, I felt Ms. Stone’s hand roughly grab at my chin. “Do as your mistress tells you. Worry about nothing else.”

“Yes, Ms. Stone. I apologize.” I said quickly, though I was almost certain there was a flight attendant preparing drinks just a few feet away.

I pressed my head forward and very lightly pushed my tongue in between Ms. Stone’s lower lips. She tasted tangy and sweet, like candy. Her hand came around to the back of my head and tangled in my hair. She held my head locked in place and I felt her lean back into her seat.

“Good girl. Mm, yes, that’s a very good girl.” Her body seemed to relax more and more the further I pushed my tongue into her. I sucked on her clit very softly, teasing the area and moaning gently into her wet mound, hoping the vibrations of my muffled voice would please her.

Another moan escaped her and I felt a swell of pride fill me. I was giving Audrey Stone pleasure. I could hardly believe it.

I grabbed onto the armrests of my mistress’ seat and ran my tongue up through the whole length of her wet slit. Ms. Stone’s back arched and her dark eyes slipped shut. Her lips parted and let out a silent scream. As I curled my tongue into her cunt and lapped up the growing glut of wet juices, I felt her hands grip tightly onto mine.

“God, yes, that’s a good girl, yes, fuck–” Her body was trembling now. I licked faster and faster, my whole face pressed tightly up against her pussy. I could feel her juices all over my lips and nose and chin.

Ms. Stone jerked once, her hips bucking out towards me, her face contorted into what looked like a painful grimace but I knew to be an incredibly pleasurable sensation. Then, she relaxed completely, all of the tension leaving her and her limbs relaxing at her sides. She settled back into her seat and I hesitantly pulled my head away from her.

“Thank you, Ms. Stone.” I said courteously, wiping my lips with the back of my hand.

“Sit.” She instructed me, nodding to the seat beside hers. She took a long sip from her champagne flute and exhaled quietly. I think I had brought her a surprising amount of pleasure.

“Would you like to have a little playtime?” She asked without looking at me. I wasn’t sure what I would be agreeing to if I said yes, but I nodded and settled into the aisle seat beside her.

Ms. Stone bent down and pulled her black leather purse into her lap from where it sat on the ground. She dug through it for a couple of moments before extracting something metallic and shiny. It looked like a long, thin chain with two little clamps on each end. She turned to face me and began undoing the top two fastens that were keeping my dress together. I wasn’t wearing a bra and my breasts became visible as the last one fell away.

I had a moment of fear imagining what would happen if a flight attendant saw before remembering that we were on Ms. Stone’s very own private plane and she could do damn well whatever she wanted.

Ms. Stone’s hand hovered over my breast as her eyes ticked upwards to meet mine. “Just a little pinch to start off with. And then we can move onto something a little more... restrictive.”

My nipples were soft and pliant as Ms. Stone took hold of one of them and began to pinch it gently. She twisted and squeezed it until it started to harden. I exhaled a quiet breath of appreciation. I loved when she played with my nipples. It enhanced my pleasure so much more when they were hard.

She brought the clamp down onto my left nipple and tightened it.

“Ah!” I hissed as its full force came down on me. It wasn’t painful, but it was certainly an unexpected sensation.

Ms. Stone prepared and tightened the other one around my other nipple. My pussy immediately clenched with pleasure. God, it felt so good, even without her actively touching or petting me. The sensitivity of my nipples seemed to translate to my clit as a wave of desire flew through me. I really, really wanted to be fucked now.

“That looks very pleasing.” Ms. Stone said, looking over at me with a rare smile. “Do you like that, my pet? You like the way that feels?”

“Mmm, yes, Ms. Stone. I–... god, I–yes, I like it...”

“Good. You’re going to stay like that.”

Statements like that with little indication of how long I was actually going to have to endure something were absolutely tantalizing. I had no idea how long she would make me endure the bite of the clamps. Twenty minutes? An hour? Three hours? My mind reeled as pleasure swept through me. However long I had to wear them, I would do it with pride for my mistress.

She sipped more of her champagne, gazing out of the window beside her and leaving me squirming and writhing in silence. I desperately wanted to touch myself, to just slide one finger across my throbbing clit. Or better yet, for Ms. Stone to touch me, but I knew that she was in total control of whenever I received pleasure or not.

I wrapped my hands around the armrest and shut my eyes, chewing on my bottom lip and trying to control myself. I was bucking slightly, riding up and down on my seat, just trying to get a little bit of friction on my pussy.

Ms. Stone looked over at me and the sound of her amused laugh sent a fiery burst of desire through me. “That bad, is it? Need a little relief do you, darling?”

I nodded once, my voice hardly squeaking out of me. “Yes, please, mistress.”

She lay her hand in my lap and very dexterously pulled at my dress until it was pooled at my hips. Her fingers were light and ticklish as she danced over to my pussy, her fingers resting very gently at my lower lips. She parted them and drew a finger up through my warm, wet slit.

“Ungh, god, mistress–” Even that one touch was enough to ignite something deep within me. She rubbed small circles around my clit, my moisture spreading and pooling inside of me. She used my wetness like a lubricant, gathering it from my cunt and spreading it all around my clit. A series of short, puppy-like whimpers left me.

Warmth was spreading through me, drenching me, torturing me. I opened my legs wider for Ms. Stone’s hands.

“You’re extremely wet, my pet. Have you been thinking of me? Desiring me?” Ms. Stone teased me. I could hear a smile at the edge of her voice.

“I... yes...god, I want you...”

Ms. Stone’s fingers increased their speed as they worked on me, slipping and sliding around in my warmth.

“Are you going to cum, dear?” Ms. Stone murmured, her voice low and silky.

“Yes, mistress. Yes, I’m going to cum soon. I’m going to... god, I’m going to cum soon...” My voice escaped me thoughtlessly. My words mixed with my whimpers pathetically. God, she felt so good.

“You think you deserve to cum?” My mistress said, softly.

“...I... no, mistress. I don’t... I don’t deserve it.” I breathed heavily, “I don’t deserve your pleasure.”

“No, you don’t.” Ms. Stone confirmed, turning her body towards me just slightly and letting her breath tickle my earlobe. “You don’t deserve it. You’re an undeserving slut, aren’t you? Just a little toy for me to play with, hm?”

“Yes, god, mistress, I’m... I don’t deserve it...” I whimpered, turning my head to face her and begging her for release.

“You only come when I say you cum, yes?” Ms. Stone reminded me.

I nodded in breathy silence wanting so badly to grab her face in my hands and kiss her.

“Alright then. You may cum.” She allowed. Her fingers focused on my clit then, rubbing me furiously until the pleasure became too much, rising in me like a roaring flame. My hips bucked as my body tensed and my orgrasm rose to the surface, climbing higher, higher, and finally–

“Nnnghh, god, mistress, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” I cried out, trying to stifle my voice by pressing my lips together tightly.

“Good girl.” Ms. Stone praised me, slowly extracting her fingers from my clit. She held pointer and index finger out to me, and pressed them gently up against my lips. Her fingers were covered in my own cum, filling my nose with the scent of myself.

She pushed her fingers into my mouth and I gently began to suck on them. I had never tasted myself before. I almost hesitated, but remembered that Ms. Stone was in complete control of what I did or didn’t do.

“Mmm,” I groaned, my tongue dancing around her fingers, lapping at them.

“Do you taste good?” She asked me.

“Yes, mistress.” I murmured, nodding. “Thank you.”

“Now,” Ms. Stone pulled her fingers away and wiped them on a handkerchief she pulled from her pocket. “We have a long flight ahead of us. Rest, now.”

The rest of the flight went by in a daze as I napped for a couple of hours, then spent the rest of the time with my nose buried in a book. The sun was setting as we our plane began its initial descent down into the Charles de Gaulle airport outside of Paris.

There was a whirlwind of activity as we landed and left the plane. I followed Ms. Stone like an obedient little dog as a towncar met us just outside of the runway. I felt a little sleepy and dazed after such a long flight, and I had a feeling I would have a hard time going to sleep in a few hours with the sudden time change.

We rode in the town car for almost an hour with the city speeding past us. I couldn’t believe I was here after only working for Ms. Stone for less than a month. I couldn’t believe I was here at all to be completely honest.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, our car pulled up to a tall, ornate building, gilded and shining in the setting sun. The driver and an approaching bellhop began unloading our luggage and led us inside. Again, I trailed behind Ms. Stone and followed her through the massive hotel.

Ms. Stone answered a phone call as we were in the elevator going up to the eleventh floor. She was murmuring into her phone as I took the keycard and opened the door for us. The room was like nothing I had ever seen before. Like a piece of the past inserted into the present. It looked like a forgotten room in a King Louis’ castle. The furniture was all 18th century, restored and polished to its best. I held in a squeal of delight as my eyes took in the visual splendor.

The bellhop unloaded our luggage in the center of the room and quickly disappeared. Ms. Stone lazily held out a few bills for him to take, though her attention was still on her phone call. I approached the bay window lined with pink moulding and peered down into the busy Paris streets below. People thronged back and forth across the sidewalks, small twinkling lights filling up my field of view.

I turned back around and only then did I notice that was only one bed in the hotel room. Did that mean...? I gulped back a mouthful of desire and anticipation. I suppose Ms. Stone and I would be sharing a bed during our trip.

“Yes... alright, goodbye, Andrew.” Ms. Stone slipped her cell phone back into her purse and turned to face me. “Your first time in Paris, I imagine?”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unable to keep a smile from lighting up my face.

“Very good. Well, you are of course free to go gallivanting about, but I am in the mood for something a little more... fulfilling.”

My pussy tightened. Being fingered on the plan had been pleasurable, but I was really craving to be fucked. “Yes, mistress?”

“Lie down.” She instructed me, her voice very clear and strong.

I chewed on my bottom lip as I stepped slowly towards the bed, my gaze connecting with hers and never wavering. I climbed onto the bed and very gently lay myself back.

She stayed where she was standing beside the bureau and crossed her arms over her chest. “Remove your dress, you dirty little slut.”

I felt a shiver run through me at her words. Ms. Stone didn’t dirty talk with me often. She mostly told me what to do. I began unfastening the dress clasps and let it fall away from me on to the bed, exposing my bare body.

“Turn over. Onto your stomach.”

I did as I was told, but my anticipation seemed to grow tenfold when I realized I wouldn’t be able to see what Ms. Stone was doing.

I heard her rustle around behind me, unzipping a suitcase and moving around or removing a couple of items. What was she doing? Had she brought some of her toys with her? I licked my lips, exhaling a breath of desire.

As I was lying on my stomach awaiting my mistress, I felt her climb onto the bed behind me. I didn’t dare look behind me. Her knees pressed down beside my torso and before I could protest, a soft, thick material covered my eyes and blocked out my vision. It was a blindfold made of leather, I think. I smiled nervously. I think I was going to like this.

I felt my mistress’ hands clasp around my wrists and I shivered in excitement. She drew them both behind me and into the center of my back. She began wrapping another leather-like material around each wrist, and though I couldn’t see what she was doing, it felt like tight leather cuffs were wrapping around me. I pulled a little at them as they were fastened. There was little give and I’m pretty sure they were connected by a buckle that I couldn’t reach with my fingers. I was helpless to Ms. Stone’s touch.

Her touch left me for a few moments and a small, wanting beg left my lips.

“Oh, shush. You’ll get what you deserve. Be patient.” She chided me.

“Yes, mistress.” I whispered, my breath hitching in the back of my throat.

I felt her weight shift off the bed once again and hear a series of noises I couldn’t quite identify. I think she was putting something on. A few moments passed and Ms. Stone returned to the foot of the bed. She was silent as she pressed the head of something soft and cool up against the back of my pussy. I hissed in excitement. What was that?

My mistress pushed forward and pressed the thing further into me. It entered me and I gasped in delight and surprise. It must have been a dildo of some kind. Silicone, probably. It was thick and round and for a fleeting moment I wondered if it was too big to enter me. I pulled at my bound wrists helplessly, whining as the dildo pushed just inside my wet, warm pussy. Ms. Stone must have been wearing a harness, because I felt her hips press up against my buttocks.

She kept pressing forward until the dildo was completely inside of me. I let out a cry of pleasure, biting mercilessly onto my bottom lip.

“Oh, god, oh my god, mistress–” I moaned, my walls opening up and taking her in.

“Do you like my cock inside of you?” She purred.

“Yes, mistress. G-god, yes, mistress, please, please fuck me with your cock, mistress. Please.”

“Excuse me? You do not get to ask for things, slut. You get what I give you when I want to give it. Is that clear?”

I whined again, unable to hold in my cries of pleasure. “Y-yes, yes mistress. I... yes.”

She pulled the cock out until it was just at the entrance of my pussy. Then, she plunged it in again. And again. And again. She plunged it in and out of me until she was fucking me with a strong, unending rhythm.

“How does that feel, slut? Do you feel my cock inside of you? Fucking you? Penetrating you?”

I ached for more, my body screaming in pleasure as she questioned me. I could hardly find my voice. “I love it, mistress. Please more, mistress. Please. I’ll do anything for you, please–”

I was cut off by a hand clapping over my mouth and silencing my pleading words. She fucked me harder then, her hips grinding into my ass and my wetness spreading below me on the bed. I had never, ever felt so fulfilled before. She removed her hand from my mouth after a minute or so and used it to turn me onto my back. The dildo slipped out of me and I felt it placed up against my belly once I was on my back. I shifted around with my hands bound behind me, turning slightly onto my side. I imagined I looked very hot then, a helpless doll to be fucked and played with endlessly.

Her hands grabbed onto my nipples and squeezed, twisting and pinching them until they hardened considerably. I moaned out my pleasure up towards her, wishing I could feel her mouth on mine. With one hand, she reached down and began to finger me gently, running her fingers dexterously up and down my sensitive, throbbing clit.

“Are you my dog?” She muttered down at me.

“Y-yes, mistress. I’m your dog. I’m... I’ll do whatever you want, I... I’m yours.”

“Good. Good dog.” She praised me, working at my clit with fast, furious circles.

I whimpered and begged and pleaded, moaning and groaning into the air, coming dangerously close to that indescribably plateau of pleasure that came with orgasming.

She slipped the cock inside of me yet again and fucked me hard, sliding in and out, in and out, hitting my g-spot perfectly every time. Then, all too soon, the cock was taken out of me again and I mourned its loss immediately. I was releasing another whimper of pleasure when I felt its tip press up against my mouth. I wrapped my lips around it and felt Ms. Stone settled the weight of herself onto my chest.

She fucked my face then, sliding the cock in and out of my wanting mouth, letting it touch the back of my throat and fill my mouth with the taste of my own cum.

“D’you like that, dog? Like tasting yourself? Take it, slut. I know you like it.”

I wished desperately that I could see her in that moment. I was certain her eyes would be dark and hooded with that delirious desire I sometimes saw in her. Finally, as I gagged and choked on the massive cock slipping inside of my mouth, it was removed. Ms. Stone’s hands began working on my clit again and she gave it glorious attention.

I was getting close, extremely close to cumming, my pleasure rising, rising into an unbearable bodily sensation. I squirmed and writhed in my bondage as Ms. Stone relentlessly fingered me.

“M-mistress, may I cum? May I please cum, mistress? Ple–”

Before I could get another plea out, Ms. Stone’s hand clapped over my mouth yet again and silenced me. “Yes, dog. Cum now.” She instructed me.

I screamed into her handgag then, my body tensing into one giant nerve. Then, finally, my body released and I fell limp across the bed.

Ms. Stone removed my blindfold and lay down next to me. She made no move to untie me, and to be honest, I was glad. She relaxed next to me, sighing in content. I could see now that she was wearing the dildo as a strap on over her black, lace underwear. Other than that, she was bare.

“You were a very good girl.” She praised. “Now, get some rest. We have a long, exciting week ahead of us.”

With thoughts of what was to come lingering in my mind, I fell into a light, dreamless sleep, unable to bear the wait until I could give Ms. Stone more pleasure.
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