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CHAPTER ONE

It was the first day of university, and I was already running late. I was lucky enough to have this job, and the last thing I needed was to make a bad impression. I hurried down the hall and tried to look sure of myself. I knew I looked young for my age, and I needed to command authority. I could not slip up after what happened at my last position.

I checked my room assignment again, made sure I had everything I needed in my bag, pulled down my brown tweed skirt, and took a deep breath.

“Hello class,” I put on my best “I’m in charge” voice and made my way down the proscenium stairs trying my hardest to keep my head up. “My name is Professor Torres, and I’ll be teaching your calculus II class.” They seemed underwhelmed, and I couldn’t blame them. Very rarely was anyone that thrilled to be in a calculus class, but I still did my best to keep the mood upbeat.

I understand that math fans are few and far between, but numbers were some of my best friends. They were consistent, faithfully, and unchanging. Everything I desired in a companion, so I tried not to let the bored faces get me down. “ I know math isn’t everyone’s cup of tea, but I will do my best to make this as painless as possible.”

“Ha!” from the back corner came one sharp laugh. Well at least someone got my sense of humor. I scanned the back of the room to look for the source of the chuckle and landed on her face.

My eyes met hers, and my blood chilled in my veins. I remember that face. Perfect high cheekbones, cupid’s bow lips, with bright blue eyes that sparkled in contrast to her pitch black hair. She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen, and she knew something that I desperately wished she didn’t. I had thought the laugh had been in good fun, but now seeing the source of the sound she knew that the young woman had no good intentions. She was here to make her life a living hell.

“Like I said, it’s perfectly fine if you’re not a math fan. I love it enough to make up for it, and we’ll get through this together,” I tried to smile while I plugged my flash drive in to pull up our syllabus, but my mind wandered.

That night had been a mistake. It could’ve happened to anyone, but it wasn’t anyone. It was me. The choice was mine to make, but after all this time I thought it was behind me. I thought I’d run far enough away that I could move on in peace. But one look at that face and knew there was no far enough way.

The class continued as expected. Uninterested twenty somethings yawning their way through a class they needed, but didn’t want. Still in the back of my mind was her. Her presence sent my mind spinning into a panic I had to push down. The class was only forty-five minutes. I could stand anything for forty-five minutes.

“I will see you guys on Wednesday,” I concluded the class and released the students immediately, casting my eyes toward my desk and gathering my things. I’d hoped that avoiding her gaze would make me invisible to her. I listened to the students chatter and shuffle out and the room fell quiet. I sighed, letting my shoulders fall believing that I was alone in the room.

She sat in the same seat that she’d been in the entirety of class. Her bright blue eyes boring into me. My reaction should be different, but my body couldn’t help it. My nipples perked as she parted her lips to speak.

“You look good Natalie,” no one has used my legal name in years, and it made me wince to hear it again. Partially because I missed it and it sounded beautiful in her tone, and partially because Natalie was gone. I’d left her and her actions in my past that I didn’t want to relive. “You remember me don’t you?” She smiled and walked down the stairs toward me with a power and presence beyond her years.

I considered playing dumb for a moment, acting like she had the wrong person and must be mistaken. I thought maybe if I was assertive owned up to who I was I could gain the upper hand, but I decided to meet somewhere in between.

“I’m not sure. You do look familiar. I’m sorry,” I tried my best to sound polite like maybe if I genuinely sounded like I might not know who she was she would start to doubt herself. No such luck. 

“Natalie I’m hurt. I didn’t think you would forget me so easily. I mean that night was pretty memorable. At this point she was leaning over me, her palms pressed against my desk. Without realizing it I’d sat down and I had a full view of her perfect cleavage. It shouldn’t be what was on my mind, but her shirt perfectly dipping on the edge of her breast I couldn’t help but look. “I was hoping I would find you. You know, for safety. I’m sure the dean wouldn’t want a murderer teaching impressionable young minds.”

“It was an accident,” I choked out in barely a whisper. It came back to her. The flash of headlights in a startled face, the dull thump and screech of tires. I’d glanced up in my rear view mirror hoping I’d been wrong and saw the outline of a body and a face with bright blue eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

“There was an accident. That part is true, but you kept driving. That was no accident,” she’d lifted her thigh onto the edge of my desk and reached her hand under my chin lifting my averting gaze to hers. “She was the love of my life and you took her from me. You just kept driving.”

“I’m sorry. I was scared. I was young. I should’ve stayed, called 911, anything,” she placed a finger to my lips and cut me off.

“Well it’s time to stop running,” she caressed the side of my face and neck, tracing her delicate fingers along the neckline of my blouse. I was terrified of her turning me in, turning my life upside down, but my pussy started to throb as her fingers slipped inside my bra cup grazing a taught nipple. “I thought I would just come here and expose you. I’ve wanted nothing but to ruin your life for years, but I might have something else in mind.”

“I’ll do anything you want. I just really need this job,” I said breathlessly. My heart was racing as she stood up and walked to the other side of her desk standing in front of me.

“Anything?” She sat on the edge of desk and leaned forward. In one motion she widened her legs and pulled my rolling chair forward with her thighs on either side. She wiggled her ass pulling her skirt up. She had no panties on and her pink wet pussy was so near my face I could smell her sweet sex. Her eyes met mine expectedly. “Eat me.”

“What?” The situation was pretty obvious, but I still couldn’t believe what she was asking me.

“Eat my pussy like it’s Sunday dinner,” she slipped a finger inside her glistening fold and shoved it into my mouth. My eyes widened as her rich taste spread over my tongue. Almost instinctively I sucked her finger, and looked up to see her bite her lip and thrust her lips wantingly. “That’s it you treacherous bitch. Now suck my clit just like that.”

Her hand slipped to the back of my head and balled into a fist pulling my hair then pushed my face between her thighs. My cheeks grazed the smooth perfect skin of her thighs and she shoved my face between her legs. She was wet, very wet, and after a moment of shock my tongue found her clit throbbing and wanting. She was  trying to maintain control, but as I alternated between long lapping licks and wrapping my lips around her clit to suck hard she moaned and loosened the grip on my hair. I’m a little disappointed because I oddly liked it.  I blew gently on her clit then slipped my tongue into her glistening hole her thighs began to tremble on either side of my head. I looked up and she pulled her shirt down to release her breast. They have the most perfect pink nipples and  a beautiful natural softness. Her head was hung back and her mouth was slack while she whimpered in pleasure and tugged lightly on her nipple.

It looked like I was doing a pretty good job. I worked a hand up her leg and let my fingers slide along her inner thigh. Her leg started to shake, and I can tell she wanted me to finger fuck her as she started more forcefully thrusting herself into my face. I slipped two fingers into her, and she groaned low and carnal. I’m sucking savagely on her clit as I slipped another finger in her dripping pussy and curled them pounding her g spot relentlessly. Her hands were on the back of my head and she was grinding herself into my mouth and hands hard nearing her orgasm. She came, her hands released my head and her whole body collapsed on my desk in shaking long ecstasy. She was still quivering with her tits out and skirt above her waist and I felt bold and accomplished by making her come.

I stood up tentatively and leaned over her placing a sweet nipple in my mouth while I rubbed her still engorged clit with my thumb gently. She moaned and trembled and lifted her hips as if wanting more. I started to nibble on the edge of her nipple and rub her clit more aggressively, lost in her taste, smell, feel all of my senses flooded with her. Suddenly she raised up on both her hands and shoved me back.

She was stunning with her tits still out, breathing heavily looking at me as if she was the teacher assessing my performance.

“I think we can come to some kind of arrangement,” she said as she pulled her shirt back up and tugged her skirt down over her perfect pussy. “I won’t tell everyone about your little discretion, but you are mine.”

“What do you mean I’m yours?” her juice was still sticky on my lips, and I licked them as I held her stare.

“You’re my little bitch. You wear what I tell you, eat what I tell you, do what I tell you, and fuck me when I tell you without question. I’m your boss now.  It’s really simple. Do what I say, and you can keep this pretty fake life you pretend to have. Do we have an agreement?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You can always say no, and I walk to the dean’s office right now and tell her everything. So, do we have an agreement?” I nodded in agreement to her terms. She said I have a choice, but did I really? She put her hands on either side of my face and pulled my face towards hers, and kissed me. It felt almost romantic at first then grew more aggressive until she nipped my lip with her teeth. I tasted the slight metallic taste of blood and she licked my lips before pulling away. “I taste good on you,” she purred in my ear.

She stood up and grabbed her crossbody bag casually then turned around. Her eyes go the shiny wet smear she’s left on the top of the desk.

“Lick that,” I hesitated for a moment,”Now.” She smiled deviously as she waited. I leaned forward holding my eye contact steady while I dragged my tongue hungrily tasting her sweet wetness again.

“Good girl,” she said as she turned away and started to walk up the stairs. “Oh and wear something cute next class. Sheer, no bra. I want the whole class to see your nipples the whole time. See you later Natalie.” and she was gone.

The next day I sifted through my closet getting ready for the day. I couldn’t really wear a sheer dress to teach. If any student felt uncomfortable and reported me then I’d lose my job, but if I didn’t then I would definitely lose my job. 

She had left me no choice, so I picked out a black lace button up. Normally, I would have put a camisole underneath that top, maybe a black bra if I was wearing it out, but I slipped it over my torso and buttoned it up bare chested. I looked at myself in the mirror, and despite myself was pleased with the outline of my nipples perky under the delicate lace. The soft fabric rubbed my nipples with my every move and reminded me that I was doing something I shouldn’t.

I should have felt embarrassed or nervous, but there was a thrill in the arrangement. I could still taste her in my mouth and envision her wet slick womanhood coming closer and closer to my face in wanting expectation. I was the teacher. I should have the upper hand, but there was pleasure in the surrender. I liked not being in charge, but I couldn’t let her know that. She needed to watch me squirm.

I put a sweater over my blouse before I left my car, and walked through the hall with my heart thumping against my chest. Maybe she wouldn’t be there. I could get away with keeping the sweater on and it would all be fine. I was the first in the classroom and hugged my sweater against my breast.

Students began to file in greeting me and settling in, completely oblivious to my tense body language. Every time the door opened I stiffened expecting her to be there, but she didn’t enter. I watched the clock tick away until the start of class and sighed, half relieved, half disappointed by her absence.


CHAPTER TWO

I started class promptly and pulled up a presentation on some theory no one could care less about. My back was turned, pointing out distinctions in the formula when the door opened one more time.

I kept my eyes on the projection screen and tried to convince myself it was just another late arrival. But when I turned around to face the class I found the familiar blue eyes and black hair in the back row examining my sweater. For a moment I looked away, and thought that maybe I could just pretend I didn’t see her, but that piercing stare was unavoidable.

I hesitantly looked at her face and she gave me the tiniest nod like “No no.”  I knew what it meant.

I pulled the sweater tighter around my shoulders and faced the screen again slowly pulling it down and placed it on the back of my chair. I glanced over my shoulder and pointed to an equation trying to look casually and as if “oh this is how I always looked, and I always taught with my back to class.”

“I have a question Professor Torres,” her voice rang sharp and clear in my ear. I could practically hear the smirk on her face as her voice beckoned me to turn around.

“Yes?” I turned around with my arms by my side in surrender. And low murmur ripples through the class and several eyebrows raised. No one seemed to be outwardly offended by my near topless appearance, so that was somewhat comforting.

“Are they always so hard?,” she asked, her eyes trained on stiff nipples, practically slicing the lace top. “Are all these formulas so goddamn hard?” She bit her lip in fake frustration, and the class laughed in agreement.

“Some are a little more complicated than others, but I trust you can figure them out,” I tried my best to continue class as normal, but it was hard to concentrate on the task at hand when every move sent a sensory jolt straight to my nipples. I looked across the class, and tried to assess if any of the students were staring. There seemed to be a few quick glances, but to my surprise most seemed to be having an easier time paying attention to the class than I was, and I was supposed to be teaching it.

There was one pair of eyes lasered in on my chest. Those ice blue eyes perked at the corners in amusement because even if the majority of the class didn’t seem to care, she could see how self conscious I was. I stumbled and stuttered until the clock ticked the hour away, and I was finally able to dismiss the class.

I turned off the projector and sat at my desk opening up my emails and pretending to read my emails, but I was really waiting. I knew that she would still be there, waiting. Sure enough the room grew silent, and I heard her start to make her way towards me.

“You wore a sweater,” she said matter of factly.

“It was just a little chilly this morning. I put it on when I left the house and forgot about it, honest mistake,” I glanced up knowing that she would not be pleased, but to my surprise there was a smile across her perfect face.

“I told you to wear a sheer top. I thought you were smart enough for me to not have to spell it out for you. What I wanted was for you to walk in here with your tits on display for me,” she spoke as if she was the teacher giving me a lesson. “So in the future if you have any questions or any of my requests seem unclear. Just ask.”

She walked behind me and whispered those last words leaning over my shoulder gently brushing my hair off my shoulders. She smelled like flowers and menthol cigarettes. It was an intoxicating scent. “No sweaters next time right?”

“Right.” I whispered barely able to remember words with her breast pressed against my shoulder.

“I’m going to need you to take that blouse off right now, and get out of my chair,” she made an upward motion indicating I give up my seat to her, and I did so without question. I took a few steps away, turned around to face her, and began to unbutton the black pearl buttons of my top. Her face was almost unreadable as I released the last button and slid the lace down my arms and dropped it at my side.

“Can I lock the door?” I whispered.

“Excuse me?”

“I mean should we lock the door?”

“Absolutely not. Now your skirt,” she eyed my grey a-line skirt expectantly.

I fumbled with the side button then slipped down the zipper and the skirt dropped easily around my feet. She eyed me up and down as if assessing a painting or trying to to figure out a circuit panel. The silence went on uncomfortably long, and I started to wonder if I could put my clothes back on.

“Get down on your knees and crawl to me you pretty slut,” she widened her legs and leaned back as if readying herself. I lowered my body to the ground and started to crawl, slinking and easing myself toward her. The rough thickness of the carpet hurt my knees, and I was pretty sure she enjoyed the little grimace that crossed my face with each inch closer.

I settled in front of her poised as a kitten waiting for direction. I was oddly excited as I wondered what she had in mind. A part of me thought this was wrong. She was blackmailing me. She was a student. This wasn’t how things should be. But I remember her taste and smell and eagerly wanted to taste her again. That cunt made me forgive any number of sins, both hers and mine.

She rolled the chair closer to me and left me in breathless anticipation. After what felt like an eternity one delicate hand moved forward and graded my tight aching nipple. I was so horny that any touch was enough to elicit a low sigh out of me.

“Oh. So now you want it?” I bit my lip and nodded. I wanted to be her slave. I wanted to make her come.

“What about this?” She leaned her face down and gently placed her mouth on breast light licking and sucking. Then she began to nibble them and bite hard on my pink wanting nipple.

It hurt, but behind the hurt was a jolt of pleasure that seemed to go straight from titty to my pussy and I started to drip with want. I was immediately so wet I could feel myself dripping down my inner thighs.

She moved her mouth to torture my other tit with her mouth while her hand pinched and pulled and my already battered nipple. My breast already ached, but I couldn’t help but arch my back, wanting as much of me in her mouth as I could get.

“Stand up,” she pushed back and gave me room to rise. Her lips and neck were flushed bright pink, and one breasts had slipped out of her top. She didn’t bother to pull her shirt back up and leaned back. She lifted her ass and tugged her panties down her long legs and off. “Turn around and put your hands on the board.”

I obeyed and faced away from her bracing myself. For a long moment there was nothing. I started to think maybe she had left, or I’d done something wrong. Then I heard the creek of the chair and sensed her stand and walked towards me. She brushed my hair away from my neck, and I realized she was closer than I thought.

Her arms slipped underneath mine, and a hand shoved her soaking panties into my face. I gasped in shock and inhaled all of her.

“You like the smell of my cunt?” I nodded wordlessly rubbing my face harder into the damp cloth. Her fingers balled up the lace thong and put them in my mouth. Her juices mixed with my saliva and it was so divine I could’ve swallowed it whole. Her hand traveled to my breasts rubbing and taunting, grinding her crotch into my ass. I started to thrust back into her almost against my will. My body just needed that contact.

Her fingers traced the curves of my body and squeezed my ass digging her sharp filed nails into the soft flesh of my cheeks. She pushed the thin fabric of my panties aside and let a finger lightly brushed my taint. My knees buckled, and I almost collapsed at just that.

“Don’t you dare,” she growled, bracing me against the wall forcing me to stay upright. Her fingers tickled the wetness of my cunt, and I bucked towards her hand begging her to get inside me. I moaned, aching begging for her fingers. She finally slipped four fingers fiercely into my dripping slit, and I gasped.

I fucked her hand, grinding myself into her digits as they flicked and thrust back into me. Her other hand traveled to my front and started rubbing my swollen clit with the heel of her palm. She pressed against every nerve, and my pleasure was climbing and mounting. My gasps and groans were slightly muffled by the panty gag in my mouth and my eyes rolled back as I neared orgasm.

My thighs started to shake, and I gritted my teeth about to come. Then her touch was gone. I stood there shaken and sweaty on the precipice of coming, and she’d taken it away.

I tensed and groaned begging for a climax that didn’t come. My knees betrayed me and I buckled on the floor. I heard her chuckles behind me, and I accepted that the encounter was over.

“I don’t think you deserve to come, you silly bitch,” I couldn’t bring myself to move. I wanted to put my hands between my thighs and finish myself, but I knew that wouldn’t be allowed. “Next class don’t wear panties, and wear something short. I want you to look inappropriate, unprofessional. Everyone needs to see what you really are, a filthy little slut murderer.”

My face was still resting against the wall when I heard her steps start to leave. That last insult left me too ashamed to even try to face her. I wanted til I heard the door open and close to turn around and make sure I was truly alone. Once I was sure she wasn’t coming back, I slipped my fingers into my still dripping pussy and came hard remembering her breath on my neck.

I pulled open my panty drawer and looked at the variety of underwear. From comfortable and practical to strappy and sexy, she had more panties than most women. I grabbed my standard cotton thong about to slip them on, then I remembered our bargain and slid the drawer closed.

I stood naked in front of my closet and surveyed my options. She’d said to wear something short. I didn’t have many short things. It had been years since I’d been to a club or any place that would warrant a short number. I pushed aside my practical blazers and slacks to the dark corner of my closet where the clothes I didn’t really wear lived. There was my cousin’s bridesmaids dress, a Chritstmas sweater my Aunt Terri gave me, a pair of low-rise jeans, and one burgundy leather skirt. I yanked it out of the recesses of my closet and pulled it up over my bare ass. It practically squeaked over my thighs. It was so tight, and any quick movement was sure to show butt cheek and beyond. This would have to do.

I parked in my usual spot grateful to have even made it work in one piece. Driving with your legs practically tied together by a skirt is no easy feat. It wasn’t part of the deal, but I’d paired the micro mini skirt with a pair of knee high black boots. Go big or go home right?

I felt the eyes of every college coed as I walked the halls. It was intoxicating, all those gazes following me as I passed, and even more so because I knew it was all for her. Everyone could look, but she was the only one I wanted to touch. And damn how I wanted her to touch every part of me. Sometimes I even forgot that the whole reason this was happening was supposedly against my will. I looked forward to it. It excited and engorged my pussy just thinking about how wildly inappropriate it all was. That it could crumble, and I could lose everything somehow made it even sexier.

I briefly considered going to the Dean, and I probably should have. She had no real proof. There  wasn’t. I’d left the scene clean. It was like she’d never been there at all. All I had to do was explain that an unhinged student was attempting to blackmail me with false accusations, and she would be removed from her class, probably expelled. But then I remember the taste of her pussy, the smooth skin of her inner thigh, her fingers pounding into my wet sex and it felt worth the risk. I hadn’t felt a sexual rush like that in years, and it was so electrifying I just couldn’t imagine letting it go just yet.

I walked into class and slowly and purposefully made my way down the stairs, careful not to move too quickly and risk exposing my entire bottom half. Just the walk to my desk produced a light breeze against my cunt that reminded me how close I was to revealing myself to all of my students. I started to feel wetness between my throbbing folds at just the thought. I sighed as I reached my desk and safely took my seat after prepping the presentation without incident. I’d almost wished a little cheek would slip out, but I knew it was for the best it didn’t.

I began the lecture seated behind the desk and used a laser pointer in lieu of being up and pointing at the problems myself. It seemed like a perfectly good work around, and I thought if I could avoid her line of sight it would be doable. I scanned the back of the class, and she wasn’t there. I began to ache at the thought of her not being there, and I spotted her not in her usual back row seat, but right in front. She was right in front of me with this little smirk on her face, tapping a pen on her desk. Slowly she extended her hand over the edge of the desk and deliberately dropped the pen.

I heard the sound of the metal pen roll down the slight incline of the room with a steady drumming sound until it stopped against the wall behind my desk.

“I’m sorry,” she raised her hand and blinked her eyes innocently at me. “Professor, can you grab my pen please?”

I considered suggesting she grab it herself, but thought better of it. “No problem,” I replied, trying to imagine any scenario where this didn’t end in me flashing a lecture hall full of twenty somethings.

I pushed myself back from the desk,and steadied myself on my feet. A quick pivot and a few short steps and I was standing about the pen. All I had to do was bend down to grab the pen. It was as simple as that. I considered the options. Bending at the waist guaranteed my whole ass out, so I attempted a bent at the knees bunny dip. I felt the skirt inch of my thighs, and it settled right above my butt. I stood up quickly, and yanked my skirt down in one motion, but the damage was done. The entire class had already seen my bare bottom. A wave of murmurs and some giggles hummed through the room. The smug look on her face as I handed the pen back to her told me was pleased.

“Here you are,” I said, placing the pen back on her desk.

“Thank you Professor,” she winked at me.

I sat at my desk and avoided eye contact with the students as they passed, pretending to type some imaginary email. The clatter of students began to quiet until it was only me and here.

“I shouldn’t have had to do that,” she sighed, lifting herself casually onto the edge of my desk showing me the most delicious bit of thigh.

“What if a student were to tell on me? If one person felt uncomfortable enough they could get me fired.” I brought my eyes up to her, and her blue eyes were mischievous and excited.

“Probably the same thing that would happen if I went to the board and told them you killed my boyfriend and drove away from the scene. And I mean you appeared drunk too,” she feigned innocence and sincerity while her fingers drummed her collar bone above her perfect cleavage. “Your ass is beautiful. Come on, I actually think you’re enjoying this. At least a little bit.”

She unbuttoned the top of her blouse and arched her back threatening to spill her breasts over the edge. I bit my lip, and she definitely noticed. “I enjoy it too. You’re fun to fuck and to fuck with.” Her delicate finger flicked open another button, and she flashed a sweet hint of nipple. “Help me with these.” She leaned back and wiggled for me to finish undoing her top.

My hands shook slightly as I fumbled with her buttons. I wasn’t nearly as graceful as her. Her flesh was so soft, and as cool as she played it her arched back and hard nipples showed that she was wanting my touch the same way I was wanting to touch her. Her top opened to reveal her creamy soft breast and perfect little tummy. Her breath was already quickening and I was so turned on watching her tits move up and down with each breath.

I slid my hands up her waist and cupped her breasts in my hands gently playing with her pointed nipples. She moaned and started to thrust her crotch slightly wanting more. I pinched her titties hard, and couldn’t resist anymore. I took a nipple in my mouth and sucked and flicked while she groaned at the sudden change in sensation.

“Take my clothes off,” She didn’t have to tell me twice. My eager hands slid the blouse off her shoulders, and I dipped my head to kiss her neck but she pulled away. “No no. You have to undress me first.” My mouth watered wanting to taste her, but I obeyed.

My fingers moved to the zipper on the side of her skirt that pulled down carefully so as not to pinch her perfect skin. She tilted her hips up eagerly, so I could pull the green wool skirt off her body. She had panties on today. They weren’t much, just the tiniest patch of lace held together by threadlike strings. My hands were almost shaking with anticipation as I pulled them down her long smooth legs.

She was so bold, sprawled across my desk with nothing but a smile on. I wanted to touch her, taste her, make her gasp and moan, but I resisted and awaited further instruction. It was like she knew how badly I needed to feel, so she left me waiting with baited breath. Just looking at her with her legs spread, her cunt already glistening made me ache between my thighs. At least I could tell that this excited her too.

“Take your clothes off,” I quickly pulled my sweater over my head and yanked the leather skirt down my sticky thighs. In a moment I was completely naked except for the boots. I started to bend to unzip the boots when she said, “No, leave those on.” I smirked with pleasure at the idea of fucking her with these slutty boots on. “Open the front pocket of my bag, and take that out.”

With mild trepidation, I unclasped the front pocket of her backpack not sure what I would find. To my excitement that was a palm sized red bullet vibrator inside.

“I want you to turn that on max and wreck my clit,” she said and rolled her head back while tilting her hips up in want. The small vibe was more powerful than I expected, and it rumbled in my hand when I twisted it on. I grazed her wet pussy lips with the toy, and her thighs reflexively twitched at the touch. I teased her taint and her swollen vulva before finally tapping her pink throbbing clit. I started off with light taps slowly increasing in speed and pressure in time moans while she gripped the side of the desk with her eyes closed and mouth opened in ecstasy.

I used one hand to keep the bullet flush with her clit keeping continuous pressure, and used the other to slip two fingers inside her slick hole. Her eyes flew up and she gasped in surprise at the sudden added sensation. She began bucking wildly into my hands. She lifted further up on her hands, giving more power to her thrust, and I returned the intensity thrusting my fingers deeper into her and curving them slightly to find her g spot. The muscles in her lower stomach and thighs tensed and quivered as she near orgasm. She bit her lip and fucked my fingers hard until she came screaming and sighing and shakily collapsed on the desk.  She laid on the desk tugging at her nipple and still rubbing the soft mound above her pussy, quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I stepped back and admired her beautiful form lost in pleasure. She slowly regained her composure and trained her eyes on me.

“Lick it clean,” she said motioning to the vibrator slick in my hand. I lifted it to my lips and put nearly all of it in my mouth, sucking it clean. Her sweet slick juices spread across my tongue, and I savored the taste. “Now use it on yourself.” 

I smiled and turned the bullet back on. I pressed the vibrator on my clit and applied a light pressure. My knees weakened. I was still so turned on from playing with her I could hardly stand it. I stumbled back and caught myself on the wall, sliding down it. I opened my legs wide and pressed the buzzing bullet firmly against my pussy. I could feel my wetness dripping out of me and down my thighs.

Out of the corner of my vision, I noticed her crouched in front of me. I started to moan and tweak my nipples, writhing harder into the small but powerful toy. I loved the idea of her watching me touch myself and feeling half as wet as I did. I used the heel of my palm to keep the vibe situated flush against my clit and hooked two fingers into my juicy cunt crying out at the dual sensation. Sweat dripped down my forehead as I panted with exertion, fingering myself more forcefully. I cried out as I came hard and left the vibrator on my clit to ride out another wave of pleasure. I’d never come so hard alone. I caught her eye while I was catching my breath and realized that she wasn’t just enjoying the view. She was holding her phone in her hands.

“Were you recording me?” I asked shakily, realizing what was happening and trying to cover myself with that embarrassingly small skirt.

“And taking pictures,” she smiled, and stood up to walk to the desk. She calmly started to dress herself as if nothing had just happened.

“What are you going to do with this?” I started to dress as well, but didn’t seem nearly as composed.

“You’ll find out. Don’t worry about what you’re wearing next class,” she whispered, “It won’t matter.” She slid her hand into my top and pulled out my tit. She put my nipple in her mouth and sucked gently, running her hands through my hair.

“Please,” I moaned, “ you can’t show those to anyone.”

“I can do whatever I want to, remember,” then she turned around and left me alone in the room with my tit out.

I considered just leaving. I did it before. I could do it again. I could start over, pick out another new name, and try again. But what if she just found me again? I wasn’t even sure how she had found me this time, so what would stop her from just doing it again?  I resigned myself to the idea that whatever was going to happen was unavoidable, and went home.

I imagined what kind of footage she’d captured. Did I look sexy at least? I’m sure I should’ve been concerned about the repercussions if they were to be released, but that was oddly not my main concern. I’d hoped I looked pretty. I’d hoped that she looked at the video when she got home and felt wet all over again. I pictured her looking at me, and touching herself and was tempted to slip my hand in my panties.


CHAPTER THREE

The next day I looked at my clothes and considered what she had said about how it didn’t matter what I wore that day. But it did matter. Regardless of whether she’d directed or not, I want to look good for her. I didn’t want to show the entire class my ass again though, so I wore a knee length a-line skirt and button up blouse. I did however put on my favorite push up bra and left an extra button undone leaving a good amount of cleavage and just a peek of lace over the top of my shirt.

I circled the parking lot before settling on a spot, and just sitting. Running was still an option. I had no family here, no real ties but the job. It wouldn’t be hard, not like the time before. Something held me in place. The thought of her thighs around my head, her fingers in my pussy, her mouth on my neck. I could fuck anyone, but it was different with her. The danger, the element of control was something that I couldn’t just pick up at a bar. I’d spent the past ten years in a tailspin feeling like everything was out of my hands. With her calling the shots, I had a boss. I had someone to be in charge.

I like having someone in charge, because I was so bad at it. When I was in charge, bad things happened. I didn’t have a lot of good associations with my own decisions. She felt born to be in control. Her ease and confidence as she directed me into the dirtiest of tasks was almost as sexy as the directions themselves. It wasn’t just about avoiding repercussions from my past anymore. I liked it. I liked to be told, and directed, and commanded. She put me in my place, and I started to love being her slutty little pet. It gave me a sense of purpose that I’d never had before, and I wanted to keep it going as long as I could.

Today felt like she had something special planned. The way she smiled before she left, the way she wasn’t concerned with my attire led me to believe that she had something bigger in mind than flashing a few coeds.

I walked into class not sure what to expect. I placed my bag down, and plugged in my flash drive to pull up that day’s presentation. The familiar welcome screamed, and I took a seat behind my desk. I looked around the room and smiled at the class, welcoming in a few late students. She wasn’t there yet.

I hid my disappointment, but also felt a wave of worry. What if she had something bigger in mind? My biggest fears had been being exposed to the class. I hadn’t considered the possibility of the footage being released to the whole campus. Nothing disappeared from the internet these days. If any of those photos or the video were to end up online I wasn’t sure if I could run far enough. I started thinking of ways that could change my appearance enough to be completely unrecognizable when I realized the entire class was staring at me.

Lost in my daydream, I’d completely forgotten that I still had a class to conduct. I hastily apologized, scanning the room and seeing that she still wasn’t there. I continued the class, but was decidedly distracted. I couldn’t shake from my mind, what she might be up, or just the thought of never being at her mercy again. I ached to be her slave again. Halfway through the class there was the quiet ding of an instant message from my laptop.

The notification showed YourWorstNightmare99 as the sender with no photo. It was definitely not one of my contacts. I stumbled over my explanation of a complicated theorem in my hurry to open the message.

“Sorry about my absence, Professor. I overslept. Miss me?” it read. It was safe to assume it was her.

“We’ll we’re covering a very important part of the course today. Hopefully you’ll catch up.” I replied, trying to maintain some sense of cool. Another notification dinged, but it had no text. I clicked on it quickly and a photo of me naked except for only a pair of boots, my fingers in my cunt, my mouth in a silent moan appeared.

I quickly closed the window and started to sweat. I knew she had them. I knew she had something planned, but seeing the photo was jarring especially in the middle of a class. I opened up the message, after instructing the students to work on a series of problems while I worked on mine. It was a sexy photo. My legs looked long and strong, my back arched giving my tits the perfect perk, and a bit of my pussy juices shined off my inner thigh. I thought back to that moment, and my nipples started to harden at the memory.

The class ended, and the students shuffled out. I almost felt like apologizing for seeming so out of sorts, but I didn’t want to let on that anything was wrong. She still wasn’t there. I’d expected her to show up by the end of class, but maybe she really wasn’t here. Her absence made me both disappointed and anxious. I started to gather my things, and there was another ding from my laptop. This time it was an email.

As I clicked open the email from an unmarked sender with the subject “TEACHER EXPOSED!!!” the door opened and I didn’t have to look up to know it was her. My blood ran cold as I looked at the email. It was a naked photo of me followed by some video footage and a graphic image from the car crash. That last photo was particularly jarring. I was covered in defamatory words and accusations, and unfortunately it was all true.

“Do you see any typos Professor?” she said from the bottom of the stairs, but not coming closer.

“Who did you send this to?” my voice trembled.

“Well, no one yet. I wanted to make sure my grammar was correct before I sent it out. I mean that would be so embarrassing,” she giggled, starting to take a few steps.

“Who are you going to send this to?”

“Everyone. I have the email list of everyone on campus down to the maintenance workers. I even found some email addresses for your family. I found some other information too. It’s pretty cute your parents are still in your childhood home,” she was leaning over my desk now, and I could see straight down her top. She didn’t have a bra on and her breast swayed with her words.

“What do I have to do? Please, no one can see this,” I begged.

“No one has to see it. You just have to do what I say. Always,” she was standing in front of me now gently stroking my hair. “Kneel.”

I knelt down dutifully in front of her. I was happy to. I wanted to listen to her, and I didn’t want that email to get out. She lifted her stretchy skirt above her skirt revealing her sweet pussy. In a single step she was close enough for me to smell and almost close enough to taste. And I wanted to taste her. She laced her fingers into my hair, and pushed my face between her legs.

Her taste filled my mouth like a divine nectar. I let my tongue find her clit and alternated between the flicks and sucking that I knew now made her lose it.

“You’re going to eat my pussy, and fuck me senseless at a moments notice. I’m going to do with your slutty little cunt what I want when I want. You’ll wear what I say and do what I say, and we can keep our little secret. Ok?” she demanded as she thrust into my face with her knees starting to shake. I nodded happily, breathing in her smell, and trying not to smile.

I couldn’t imagine a better arrangement.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Cass looked at the pile of dirty laundry that spilled out from the laundry room into the kitchen and sighed. The laundry room was not big. Like the rest of the apartment, it was proportioned on a European Aesthetic – which was to say, it was tiny as hell. A stackable unit sat on one side of the tiny closet and a half-size card table sat on the other, serving as a counter for detergents and dryer sheets. Cass also used it to fold clothes before taking them to her room.

Shae used it as a staging area for starting laundry and, judging by the pile, had simply forgotten about it. Well, she had forgotten to start the laundry. She did not seem to have forgotten to add to it. Cass wrinkled her nose and turned around. The kitchen was a mess too – dishes piled in the sink, dried sauce and egg coated the stove, and a new puddle of something dark had formed under the refrigerator.

She was afraid to know what it was, but suspected that a bottled sauce had probably fallen over and spilled out. Shae also had a habit of not putting caps back onto things properly.

The rest of the apartment was no better. Cass walked back out of the kitchen and into the living room/dining room, which was a mess of clutter, mostly books and papers. She got that Shae was a graduate student and had to study long hours. That was what the desk in her bedroom was for. Cass had bought it for her so that she would have a place to study. She even bought her a desk lamp for it so that if she had someone sleep over, she could have light at her desk to study while they slept in the bed.

The small things always meant the most, Cass thought.

Shae was a mess of a human being – literally and metaphorically – but Cass adored her. What Shae lacked in an ability to keep anything neat, she made up for in sweetness and dedication. She was only lazy when it came to housework. She had completed a double major in just under four years of undergraduate study and was now working on her Masters. The only thing that kept her from finishing that degree in half the time was that her Professors were strict about some of the timelines she had to follow with regard to her internships.

Still, she was going to manage it in about three quarters of the time it would normally take.

“Oh fuck!” Shae’s voice drew Cass’ attention away from the clutter of papers that looked almost like a nest to the open bedroom door. Shae stood there with her oversized nightshirt hanging off one shoulder, dangerously close to revealing one of her breasts. One of her slender legs was bent slightly where she was still in mid-step and her sandy blonde hair was tossed about from sleep. “What are you doing back?”

“Well, if you bothered to check your messages, you’d have seen that the convention was called early and my boss bought me a plane ticket to go ahead and fly back so that I could be in the office tomorrow morning.” Cass looked from her friend to the mess around her. “Did you really think you could clean this all up in two days?”

“I was going to try,” Shae said. “Please don’t be mad. I wasn’t going to leave it for you to clean up.”

“I’m not going to clean it up,” Cass said. “You really have to stop this, though. I’m tired of having to constantly either shift around your mess or pick it up.”

Shae grew paler and her foot dropped to the ground to support her. “Please don’t kick me out. I’m really sorry.”

“I’m not going to kick you out.” Cass let out a small laugh. Why would Shae think she was going to kick her out? They’d known each other since middle school. It wasn’t like Cass never saw the mess that had been Shae’s bedroom growing up.

“You have no idea how expensive studio apartments are around here. They jack up the prices because of the University,” Shae continued to plead.

“But you don’t have to worry about it.” Cass kept her voice even to reassure her friend. As she started to speak, Shae immediately spilled more words over her.

“You have no idea how tight money is for grad students. Mom and Dad make too much money for them to give me a rent stipend, so I’m having to pay you out of grad salary as it is.”

“I know.” Cass rolled her eyes. Shae was in panic mode, which meant that she had intended for Cass to actually clean up the mess, at least any of it that she did not manage to take care of. She just had not expected to get caught in act of still creating that mess.

“Please,” Shae said. “I’ll do anything you want if you’ll give me another chance.”

Cass held up her hand, hoping it would stop the torrent of words coming out of Shae’s mouth. She adored the girl but damned, once she started, she did not shut up. Shae stopped talking and looked at Cass.

The convention that Cass had been sent by her work had ended early, but the other convention that Cass had attended had concluded its three nights on schedule. Most of Cass’ coworkers had gone with her to the Fetish Convention that had taken place after hours at the hotel. She had had a wonderful time getting to beat on Diane, who was, it turned out, a rather bratty masochist.

Now, another demonstration stuck out to her, one that Cass had found intellectually interesting, but did not think she would ever actually make use of. It had been all about caring for and training domestic slaves. That particular Domme had a manservant as her slave, a thin young man whom she sissified in a French maid’s outfit. While she humiliated him, she talked about the types of chores she gave him, the exacting standards she expected, and the ways she punished him when he did not meet them.

“I’m not going to kick you out,” Cass said.

“Thank you!” Shae’s expression of relief was so strong that Cass thought she was going to throw herself onto her. “What do you want me to do? I’ll do anything. I know this is such a huge mess.”

And you think I’m going to fix it.

“I’m not going to kick you out,” Cass said. “I’m not going to clean up your mess either, not this time. You’re going to clean it all up.”

Shae started to open her mouth. Cass thought about how the Domme had controlled her slave, using a stern, sharp voice.

“Ah ah!” Cass held up one finger and shook it. “Don’t start with me. You’re a mess and we’re going to fix that. You’re going to do everything that I tell you to do, from how to pick up your mess to where you sleep.”

Shae closed her mouth, looking almost terrified.

“When I say everything, I mean everything,” Cass said. “You’re going to start by taking care of your laundry.” She waved her hand at Shae as she noticed the stains on the nightshirt. “Start with that thing. It’s all dirty.”

To Cass’ delight, Shae pulled the nightshirt over her head, revealing her bare breasts and thin, almost transparent panties.

“Now before I spank you too,” Cass said.

Shae gave a small yelp and trotted to the kitchen, her breasts bouncing as she walked past Cass. Cass turned to look after her, watching that tight ass jiggle slightly as she crossed into the kitchen on her way to the laundry room.

If Shae didn’t snap out of her silly paranoia about getting kicked out, Cass thought this was going to be fun.

***

Cass sat on the couch and put her feet up on the ottoman. It felt nice having a Saturday she didn’t have to clean for a change. She could just sit in her lazy pants, t-shirt, and thick argyle socks and relax for the afternoon. She picked up the television remote, turned on the TV, and looked at the channel guide as it scrolled up. She had no idea what to actually do with it. Technically, she knew how to select a channel and go to it. That was the easy part.

She had no idea what channel to pick. It had been so long since she had a Saturday to just sit down and do nothing, that she didn’t know what she wanted to watch. She had no idea what shows were on or what was good to watch. Usually, she watched one of the streaming services. If the television was on anything else, it was because Shae had something on. The shows were just background noise as Cass cleaned.

“What do you like to watch?” Cass asked, knowing Shae was in the kitchen. She heard the refrigerator close and waited for the answer to her question.

“Whatever,” Shae replied. She sounded either busy or annoyed, Cass could not tell which.

“You’re always lounging on the couch watching TV on Saturdays. Don’t you pay attention to what show it is?”

Shae did not respond. Cass figured it was probably annoyance she heard, then. It was understandable. After all, it was not like Shae was going to get to watch whatever she replied with. Cass had her making lunch now. After, she had to clean the kitchen and scrub the floor. Once that was done, the bathroom was filthy and needed to be clean.

Cass had considered making her scrub out the toilet with an old toothbrush,  but decided against it. That seemed a little too debasing, even for her tastes. Besides, it was incredibly inefficient. The toilet scrubber would work just fine. Besides, Shae hated cleaning bathrooms. Being made to do it was humiliating enough on its own.

A plate landed a little too hard on the counter. Cass marked that down mentally as well. She had to punish Shae for showing annoyance and verbally and physically. She needed something that would be humiliating but not too mean. The idea of having a reason to discipline Shae was … tantalizing. If she chose the right kind of punishment, she would have the opportunity to do it again.

As Shae presumably finished putting together Cass’ sandwich, Cass continued to browse the channel guide. She settled on a silly-looking science fiction movie and watched on the screen as B-list actors tried a little too hard to deliver unconvincing lines.

Shae finally came in, plate in hand. She wore a blue apron that Cass had cut and re-hemmed so that it sat under her breasts, pushing them up slightly. Shae’s breasts did not really need the lift, but Cass thought it was still a nice touch. The bottom of the apron barely covered her from the front, falling just under the line of her hips.

It tied in the back, the tie being the only fabric other than the neck strap, to touch behind her. She wore nothing else under the apron, as it was the only clothing Cass allowed her to wear in the house. She had a second apron for cooking that covered her breasts, that way she would not have to worry about hot grease popping onto bare skin.

Cass held up her hand to take the plate, but Shae sat it down on the arm of the chair instead. With a frown, Cass watched Shae turn to go back into the kitchen and cleared her throat. Shae stopped and turned back around. Cass could see the annoyance and fear in her eyes.

“It’s great that you’re not wearing clothes, except for your apron of course,” Cass said. “It does little good to obey me, though, if you’re not going to have a good attitude about it.”

“I’m sorry,” Shae said.

She might have been sincere, but for a slave, a reprimand without punishment was useless. Seeing her in the apron and knowing she was naked under it, gave Cass an idea for a punishment that might show her the attitude she wanted Shae to have.

Cass placed her plate on the side table and pushed her ottoman forward. “I might have to replace the ottoman. It’s not that firm. Tell you what, though. I’ll give you a break from chores. You can get on your hands and knees and be my ottoman for a little while.”

Shae opened her mouth to speak, but Cass fixed her with a stern glare. Shae averted her eyes and moved to stand in front of her. She lowered herself to her hands and knees, her side facing Cass.

“Your ass is a better view,” Cass said. She pushed Shae’s shoulder with one foot, and obediently, Shae turned so that her ass was facing Cass now. “You can pull the ottoman over and lean on it if you want. I’m not mean.”

As Shae pulled the ottoman to her, Cass brought her feet up to rest on her ass. It was firmer than the ottoman. She shifted her feet a little until she found just the way to rest them that felt supported and relaxed. Shae sat there on her knees as Cass took her sandwich and started eating.

It wasn’t bad, actually. Shae had followed her instructions to the letter, making the sandwich better than Cass would have made it for herself. The meat and cheese were at just the right proportions for the amount of bread in each slice. The mustard was just enough to add a little spice without overpowering her senses and the pickle was placed perfectly so that each bite of it was a nibble.

Shae always was a good cook. She seemed to have a natural knack for understanding food and flavor. The sandwich was almost enough for her to end the punishment, but Cass was not ready to give up her view of that ass. She could, though, offer Shae something of a reward while punishing her, the kind of reward that would still reinforce the attitude Cass wanted her to have.

She brought her foot down and around, under Shae’s hips, forcing her ass up a little and revealing the pink skin of her neatly-shaved pussy. For all that Shae could be a wreck sometimes, she took care of her appearance. Cass moved her foot back around and down, so that her heel could press against it. Shae started to pull away and Cass leaned forward to slap her ass with her bare hand. The sound of flesh on flesh made Shae yelp.

“Push the ottoman away,” Cass said. “I want your shoulders down and your ass in the air. If you move again, I’ll take a wood spoon to your ass.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Shae almost whimpered the words. She obeyed, pushing the ottoman forward. She lowered herself down and raised her ass in the air, revealing more of her pussy as she did.

Cass pressed her heel into it, grinding it back and forth as she sat back again and continued to eat her sandwich. She sat that way, savoring each delightful bite of food as her foot moved, pressing harder against Shae’s body. Below her, Shae did her best to contain her sounds, a combination of whimpers and moans.

Slowly, Cass’ sock began to grow wet at her heel. She smiled and pressed even harder, really grinding her foot against that pussy and adding a more circular motion. Shae responded with a grunt and her body shuddered. Cass pushed harder, grinding faster back and forth as Shae let out a sharp cry and a deep, long gasp. Then her body shook a large quake that made her simultaneously pull back and push into Cass’ heel. It was obviously an unconscious gesture, probably a response to the increased sensitivity post orgasm.

“There,” Cass smiled and put her foot back up on Shae’s ass. “You can lean on the ottoman, you know. I don’t know why you have your face on the floor.”

She heard Shae give another gasp, this one full of shock and mild indignation. She waited to see if attitude followed. Instead, Shae pushed herself up and pulled the ottoman back to her. It seemed, for the moment at least, that Cass’ lesson had been taken in.


CHAPTER TWO

Cass had enjoyed that first punishment. There was something immensely satisfying about humiliating Shae, using her like a piece of furniture, and then playing with her like some casual slut. That night, Cass sent Shae off to bed and lay in her own, tossing as she thought about the afternoon. She could still feel Shae’s wetness on her foot, even with her sock dry now and in the hamper, and a shower between herself and the moment.

It was frustrating. Cass rolled onto her back and brought her hand under the covers and between her thighs. She could just masturbate and fall asleep to post orgasm bliss. Her finger worked over the tiny nub of her clitoris, quickly back and forth. She felt pleasure build up and surge in waves, but nothing quite spilled over.

Instead, she thought about Shae kneeling there as her own personal human ottoman and felt her arousal grow and grow.

No other thoughts, no clever spin or twist on her clit, not even reaching her other hand down and inside her to find her g-spot could quite get her there. Cass growled and pulled her hands out from under the covers.

This never happened. She sat up in bed and her thoughts turned to across the hall.

“Shae!” She called out sharper than she meant to and heard the scrambling from Shae’s bedroom. A moment later, the door opened and Shae almost stumbled into the room.

“What? I folded everything; I swear.” She stood up straight but could not quite meet Cass’ gaze.

“If it’s the first thing you mentioned coming in, you probably didn’t,” Cass said. “We’ll deal with it in the morning, though. Right now, you have a job to do.”

Cass pulled her panties down and kicked them to the foot of the bed. She moved the blanket and spread her legs open.

“Um?” Shae stood there, her eyes wide, caught somewhere between confusion and comprehension. “What do you want?”

Cass sighed and rolled her eyes. This girl had a lot to learn about being a sex slave. Maybe she thought it was going to be all about Cass playing with her. “You’re going to lick my pussy and make me come.” Now Shae did meet her eyes. The look was hard to read, but it was not terror or disgust. That was good at least. “But first, you’re going to lick my feet and toes. Consider that your punishment for what you didn’t fold right.”

“I have to lick your feet?” Shae looked down the bed.

That’s what you focus on, huh? Interesting. It amused Cass and she decided to file it away for another time.

“Between the toes and everything, princess,” Cass said. “If you don’t get started, I’ll spank you.”

Shae moved immediately to the foot of the bed and crawled onto it. Cass placed her hands under her head and looked up at the ceiling as Shae started with tiny pecks on the tops of her feet, alternating between the two randomly. It was nice. Her lips moved around to the sides to the soles, kissing the balls of her feet, along the arches, to the heels.

If she kept just this up, Cass thought she would be happy. It was nice, soft, sweet, and so insecure. It was everything about this little experience encapsulated into one act. She moved to Cass’ toes and began to kiss them lightly as well. Her tongue came out, tentatively exploring them, licking over the tops and bottoms. Then she licked between them and Cass let out a light sigh.

She loved having her feet worshipped, but it was so hard to find a woman into it. Shae’s tongue moved between each toe, moving from foot to foot. Then at the pinky toe, she sucked, softly and gently but growing with intensity as she moved along her toes. She became almost hungry with her enthusiasm and Cass moaned at the sensation and energy.

The pleasure was almost enough for Cass to let her keep going. The only problem was that annoying urgency between her thighs. She needed to come and she knew that Shae pleasuring her was the only way she was going to get there tonight.

“Kiss up my legs to my pussy,” Cass said and let out another sigh.

It took Shae a minute to comply, and Cass thought she was going to have to repeat herself. Then Shae began kissing up her leg. These were not little pecks. These were full kisses, her lips wet as they pressed against her skin. She moved up, kissing one leg and then the other, to Cass’ knees, then up her thighs. Shae paused as she reached the top-most point of her inner thighs, and Cass wondered if she knew what to do.

Then she kissed Cass’ delicate lips with the same full, wet pressure she had applied to her legs. With the same eagerness she had shown her toes, she sucked the tender skin between her lips. Cass moaned in spite of herself and felt Shae’s tongue push out and begin to explore the folds of skin until she found the hard, tender nub for herself.

It only took a few minutes and Cass felt the pleasure surge and push through her body. She shook with the force of it, strong and intense. As the orgasm moved through her body, leaving her cold, Shae’s ministrations turned from pleasurable to pleasurably unbearable. Cass tapped her head until she stopped. Shae sat up and Cass followed, feeling relieved and tired now.

“Right.” Shae’s cheeks were a brilliant color of pink now, and Cass felt another surge of delight move through her. It was almost enough to be arousing, except that exhaustion was finally moving in. “I’m going to go back to bed now.”

“Yes, you are.” Cass took hold of Shae’s arm and pulled her into the bed next to her. Before Shae could argue, she pulled up the blankets and clapped off the lamp, leaving the room dark.

Next to her, Shae stiffened, then sighed and relaxed. Cass wrapped her arm around her body and closed her eyes, letting Shae’s warmth finish lulling her into sleep.

***

Cass sat at the small dining table and waited as Shae brought out her plate. Scrambled eggs, puffy and still steaming, sat next to sausage links and hash browns. It looked appetizing and smelled delightful. She waited for Shae to sit with her own plate before taking a bite of the eggs.

“Is it good?” Shae asked.

She sounded like she really did not know. Cass gathered up some sausage and hash browns with her next bite of egg, letting herself enjoy the combined flavors. The sausage was cooked perfectly, done but tender and juicy. The hash browns had an exterior crunch and interior softness that made them inviting.

“Who told you your cooking is bad?” Cass sat down her fork, wanting to continue enjoying her meal but knowing that she needed to address this now.

I’ll gladly humiliate you all kinds of ways, but I’ll be damned if I let you think you’re not actually good at something. Cass tried to think about their own conversations, wondering if she had ever contributed to the idea. She didn’t think so. When they were younger, they would pick on each other all the time, as friends do, but she didn’t think she had ever said anything about her cooking.

“My mom has always been critical,” Shae said. “You know how she gets. And then Ray always complained about how I cooked stuff.”

Ray … Cass did her best not to roll her eyes at the mention of Shae’s ex-boyfriend. He was three times an ex now. They broke up in high school, then started dating when Shae started college. That happened twice. So far, Ray had stayed away, but that would only be for as long as he was getting his rocks off elsewhere.

Shae was always defensive of him. If Cass said anything, Shae would probably defend him. That would have her thinking positive things about him, which would weaken her resolve when he finally made his appearance.

Ray is trash. “Men are trash,” Cass said. “It’s why I have nothing to do with them. You really should consider swearing them off too.”

“You know me.” Shae propped her head on her palm and sighed. “I like dick.”

“That’s not all you like.” Cass smiled across the table at her, causing Shae’s cheeks to turn a bright shade of pink again.

“I had to,” Shae said. She quickly looked down at her plate and took a bite of food.

“I guess we found something besides school that you’re willing to put your back into,” Cass said. The pink did not leave Shae’s cheeks and Cass went back to enjoying the food while watching Shae battle between sating hunger and her embarrassment.

Cass finished her breakfast and pushed her empty plate away. She sat back in her chair, feeling full and once again satisfied. “You’re a really good cook.”

Shae looked up, blushing once again. It was not as deep of a pink as before. Still, it was apparent that Shae was not used to being praised for her cooking. That was something that Cass was going to change.

“It’s okay, I guess,” Shae said. “If you like the kind of food I make.”

Cass rolled her eyes. “God, you’re daft sometimes. It’s good food because you know how to make it good.”

Across the table, Shae simply shrugged.

“I didn’t think you’d believe me,” Cass said. “But I do have a way to prove it to you. We have to lay out a couple of ground rules, though.”

Shae looked up at her and Cass smiled.

“You’re my sex slave,” Cass said. “You know what that means, right?”

“You get to do whatever you want with me,” Shae said.

Cass gave a nod. “Yeah. But it’s a little more than that. I’m the only one who gets to do whatever they want with you. I get to touch you, tease you, fuck you, or make you fuck me. Anyone else who wants you, or whom you want, you’re all shit out of luck. That’s also part of being my slave.”

Shae took a deep breath and Cass waited for it. This would be the moment, the straw that finally broke her. Shae would tell her no more and probably return to the babbling “don’t kick me outs” that started this whole thing.

“I kinda had a feeling that was going to be the case,” Shae said as she let out her breath. “I’ve been doing some reading.”

Cass raised an eyebrow. She was impressed, though she really should not have been. Studying BDSM was probably like anything else Shae was given a reason to study. Books and school were really the only things she ever completely applied herself to.

“Good. I wanted to make sure that was clear.” Cass leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table. “This is the part you might find a little uncomfortable, so I want you to talk to me about it.”

Shae looked at her, eyes wide again. Cass could read this look very well. She was curious and nervous. Good. This was a big thing, and she wanted Shae alert to her feelings about it. They could get out anything now, before something happened that both of them would regret.

“You being my slave means that anyone you want can’t just have you,” Cass said. “However, if I want them to have you, they can do whatever I tell them they can do. No exceptions. If I get to do it, so do they.”

Shae paled and looked down at her plate. Cass waited to see if she challenged it or asked any questions. When Shae finally looked back up at her, the expression was almost unreadable. She was nervous and a few other things that Cass could not quite identify. She thought she saw curiosity there too.

“Probably not guys, though, huh?” Shae asked.

Cass laughed. She really did love her friend. Of all the things that she could think to ask about – what if she didn’t like them? What if she thought they were creepy? What if they insulted her? What if … what if … what if … dick was what Shae decided to ask about.

“If you’re good,” Cass said, “then I’ll arrange dick for you. I might even make it real dick, but I want to see some improvements first.”

Shae’s mouth dropped open and she started to protest, but Cass held up her hand.

“You’re getting better with chores,” Cass said. “You’re not perfect, but it’s definitely and improvement. However, that’s not the improvement I’m talking about. I want to see more confidence about your cooking. So, I’m going to toss you into the fire. This weekend I’m going to host a lifestyle party. You’re going to make finger foods and pick out the drinks that will go with them. You’re going to listen to people praise what a good job you do with it, and you’re going to let it sink in.”

Once more, Shae paled and Cass thought she understood a little while her friend was going along with all of this so easily. While she was a slave, while she was following orders, she did not have to think about why she was doing anything. She was responsible for doing a good job, but she did not have to own that good job. It was just her following orders, after all. She could suck toes, eat pussy, do laundry, and cook meals and it was all the same.

Cass ordered it. Shae did it. Nothing had to go beyond that. It was a similar mindset to what some of the other slaves described at the demonstrations Cass had attended. All of them had something about their lives that made them not want to think for a while. It might be past trauma. It might be a high pressure and high stress job. It might be life responsibilities that they could not shirk off onto anyone else.

Well, Shae’s cooking was something she was not going to get to shirk off. She was going to get it into her head that she was a good cook and Cass was going to see some pride. It would give her something to strip away, and she thought Shae would probably enjoy what she had in mind.

“What do you want me to make?” Shae asked.

Cass shook her head. “You get to decide that. We’re going to have seven people show up, so make sure there’s plenty of food and that it’s tasty.”

With that, Cass stood and walked out of the room, leaving Shae to ponder for herself what she would do for the weekend.


CHAPTER THREE

The blend of smells was interesting. It was like walking into a restaurant and past the kitchens. Cass could smell the ocean smell of fresh fish, spiced up and savory. She could smell the warmth of fried chicken, and the sweetness of fudge brownies. All of these were laid out in small servings, some with toothpicks in them, others set to be easily picked up with fingers. Among them was a selection of fruits and vegetables as well. 
 

Cass was impressed. Shae held a tray in one hand with plastic cups of white wine. It was the only thing she was allowed to wear. Otherwise, she was naked from head to toe. Cass’ guests were allowed to look at her. They could touch her, but only to tease her. However, they could tease any part of Shae’s body they wanted.

A few, all women, had taken advantage of that over the course of the evening. Cass watched in delight as Shae grew flustered from the attention. They teased her breasts or reached down between her thighs. Cass had armed Shae with a safeword, in case she felt truly uncomfortable with the attention. She was Cass’ slave, but not theirs, after all. 
 

As the evening continued, the praise started. Mistress Marie complimented Shae on the choice of wine. Adelae remarked how well the pineapple complimented the chicken. Cora remarked about the fish and wanted to know the recipe. 
 

One by one, all of Cass’ guests shared compliments about the food. All of them were authentic. How could they not be? Everything tasted wonderful. Cass watched as the compliments began to sink in. Shae began to hold her head a little higher. She used her safeword once in order to correct Mistress Kate on how she was touching her. When Abigail asked about her recipe for fried chicken, Shae remarked that it was a family secret. 
 

It was good to see the confidence build in her. When she thought that Shae really was feeling it, she nodded to Mistress Marie and Cora. They were the ones who were going to help her get Shae ready. 
 

Cora took the tray from Shae and set it carefully on the table while Mistress Marie took her hands and led to the couch. She pulled her over the back and pulled off the scarf she wore around her waist. That, she tied around Shae’s wrists and tethered her to the leg of the coffee table. 
 

“What’s going on?” Shae asked. She looked from Mistress Marie to Cass.

“You’ve done very well,” Cass said. “I think everyone is delighted with the finger foods you served. I’m happy with the job that you did. So, I was going to let my guests show you how much the appreciate what you’ve done.”
 

Shae swallowed hard and Cass gestured to her guests and Shae’s naked body. “Please. Let her know what you think.”
 

Cora was first. She knelt behind Shae and parted her legs, bringing her face up behind her. Cass watched Shae’s expression go from surprise to pleasure. Unlike earlier, where Cora was only allowed to tease, now she brought her fully through. Shae’s body trembled and she let out a small cry as an orgasm pushed its way out vocally. 
 

One by one, Cass’ guests took their turns, licking her and fingering her. With each one came a new orgasm, and Cass watched in delight as her slave took it all, her body shaking. Her voice cracked as Adelae took her turn. 
 

Finally, only Cass herself and Mistress Marie remained. Cass smiled at her friend as she strapped her pelvic harness with the large, penis-shaped dildo on it. Cass looked down at her own matching one and gripped it, feeling the weight of it. It was fleshy and supple. She knew Shae would enjoy these, but Cass could not help but want to roll her eyes at it. The texture, she thought, would feel nice enough, but she could get the same effect from a simple, streamlined design. 
 

It didn’t need to actually look like a penis. 
 

“It’s not going to bite you,” Mistress Marie joked as she and Cass walked up behind Shae. “So, how do you want to do this?” 
 

“I thought we would take turns,” Cass said. 
 

“What are you going to do?” Shae sounded tired and almost weak. Cass thought she probably was. Six people had had their turn pleasuring her and Cass was pretty sure it was the first time Shae had ever had six orgasms in a row. She’d never dated anyone, as far as Cass knew, who would have cared about her getting past one - if they even showed that much interest in her pleasure. 
 

“Whatever we want,” Cass replied. She doubted they would need it, but she took the lube Mistress Marie offered anyway, coating her dildo with it generously. 
 

“After you,” Mistress Marie gestured. 
 

Cass took hold of Shae and brought the dildo up to her. She found her pussy easily enough, let it slide down it, then back up and inside. Shae let out a cry of surprise, then delight as Cass pulled back and thrust in again. 
 

“I told you if you were good, you’d get dick,” Cass said. “You’re getting two dicks, actually.”
 

Shae let out a strange sound, a mixture of fear and delight as Cass pulled out. Mistress Marie brought hers up and slid easily into Shae’s pussy. She thrust several times in quick, short motions, before pulling out and letting Cass take over again.

“You know, only sluts take two dicks at a time,” Cora said. 
 

Cass smiled as her other guests nodded in agreement. She slid the dildo into Shae again and almost slipped with how easily she took it this time. She had grown wetter with Cora’s pronouncement. That made Cass smile, and she thrust harder before pulling out and letting Mistress Marie take over again. 
 

“I feel like I should discipline a slut,” Cass said. She looked around the room. “I’m kind of busy, though. Any volunteers?”
 

Mistress Kate stood up from her seat and walked over, pulling out a very small paddle. It was rosewood and polished, small enough to fit in her hand and tight places. “I’ll take care of it.” She knelt down and gestured to Cora, who took Shae’s shoulders and supported her upward so that her breasts were revealed. 
 

The sound of wood on flesh was music to Cass’ ears. She wished she was the one slapping those breasts, until she slipped her dildo into Shae again. She was tighter from the pain, but wetter. Now the battle was not in slipping in, but keeping herself from being jettisoned out when Mistress Kate smacked Shae’s breasts with the little wooden paddle. 
 

It was a challenge she was happy to face and thrust forward, making Shae cry out with pleasure, followed immediately by pain as Mistress Kate once again slapped her breasts. Cass pulled out and Mistress Marie thrust in again. Shae continued to cry out with pleasure and paid as the sound of wood on flesh filled Cass’ ears. 
 

How long did she want to go like this? It wasn’t like her dick was going to ejaculate and shrivel up. She watched Mistress Marie thrust and Shae’s body tremble again. Mistress Marie pulled out again and Cass took over, thrusting inside her, pushing her dildo deep until she was touching Shae’s skin. 
 

“Definitely a slut,” Cass said. She pulled back and thrust forward again, going faster, feeling Shae tremble under her. Mistress Kate slapped her breasts a few more times and then let her go. Shae leaned forward and Cass held onto her hips, thrusting in her until she cried out, tensing and shaking with another orgasm so strongly that she almost pushed Cass out. 
 

Cass pulled out and stood back, feeling strangely satisfied. She pulled the straps around her hips loose and stepped out of the harness as Cora untied Shae and pulled her upright again. Shae’s legs trembled and Cora brought her to sit down next to her on the couch. Cass smiled and set her dildo aside, pulling on pants again as Mistress Marie did the same. 
 

“She looks like she enjoyed herself.” Mistress Marie took a glass of wine from the tray. 
 

“She does.” Cass watched Shae carefully as she sat next to Cora, resting her head on her shoulder. Her breasts were pink, but it didn’t look like there were any marks that would linger. 
 

“I’m always cautious playing with new subs, especially when they’re new to the lifestyle,” Mistress Marie continue. “You prepared her pretty well for tonight, though. You should be proud of yourself and her.”
 

Cass gave a small laugh. She had been focused on Shae’s pride and confidence. She did not even think about her own. “Thank you. Did you have fun?”
 

Mistress Marie gave Cass a smile. “It was a lot of fun, thank you.”
 

With that, Mistress Marie walked over to the living room to join the others. Cass followed, sitting on the other side of Shae. She leaned over, to whisper in her ear. “You did very well. Are you okay?”
 

Shae gave a small moan and turned her head to look at Cass. She wondered for a second if she would see hate or annoyance with Shae being non-vocal. Instead, she saw a glassy look. Shae licked her lips, then smiled and nodded her head before returning it once more to Cora’s shoulder.

“Did I drink something?” Shae sat up in bed and held her head as Cass brought over ibuprofen and a glass of water. 
 

“No,” Cass laughed and handed both to Shae. Once everyone had left, Cass brought her back to the bedroom to sleep. Shae had fallen asleep almost immediately and slept soundly through the night. 
 

“Then what’s with this headache?” Shae tossed the pills into her mouth and gulped down the water. Cass sat down on the bed and folded one of her legs up under herself. “It feels like a hangover.”
 

“I’m not surprised,” Cass said. ”You had quite the evening. Eight orgasms, a mild beating, and all the pressure of having to cook and serve for my guests.”
 

Shae moaned and lay back down. She almost dropped the glass, and Cass grabbed it, setting it carefully onto the floor. She watched her friend and slave lay there, staring up at the ceiling. She was no longer glassy-eyed, but Cass did not think she was completely there either. 
 

“If orgasms do this, I don’t want another one.”
 

“You’ll get all of them I want you to have,” Cass corrected her and lay down next to her on the bed. “This isn’t from orgasms, though. You had a huge chemical rush to the brain that sent you into sub-space.” Shae turned her head to look at her. The expression she wore was blank. “It can feel like being drunk, so I’m not surprised you’re feeling some backlash this morning. The good news is it's not from outside chemicals so once you the ibuprofen takes affect and you eat, you’ll feel better.”
 

Shae moaned again and held her head. ”Please no. I can’t cook. I don’t even want to move.”
 

Cass laughed and patted Shae on the thigh. “Don’t you worry. I’m going to run out and grab us both something for breakfast. Before I do, though, I need a little pick me up.”
 

“What do you– ” Shae’s question cut off as Cass moved between her thighs to her pussy. She still looked pink and Cass licked, running her tongue along the soft, puffy skin. Shae shuddered and Cass smiled, pressing her tongue between the folds and finding her clit. 
 

She flicked her tongue over it until Shae cried out and then opened her mouth, sucking the soft skin between her lips and tasting the juice of her orgasm. It was sweet with a light musk that made her suck harder until Shae’s cry became a steady moan. 
 

It was, Cass thought, nice of Shae to serve her breakfast in bed.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

Chloe had fancied Jake’s mother since she was eighteen years old, she thought of her as a stepmother although technically they weren’t married.

It had started at a family dinner — one of those stiff, slightly airless occasions that came with her father remarrying. She'd been doing her usual thing: picking at her food, answering in monosyllables, radiating hostility at the general situation. Then Diana had reached across the table for the wine and her silk blouse had pulled taut across her chest and Chloe had looked up at exactly the wrong moment and felt something detonate quietly behind her sternum.

She'd looked away immediately. Reached for her water. Said something rude about the pasta.

But the damage was done.

It wasn't just that Diana was beautiful, though she was — objectively, almost unfairly so. It was the way she inhabited herself. Forty-four years old and she moved through the world like she'd long since stopped apologising for taking up space in it. Tall and full-figured, dark-haired, olive-skinned, with green eyes that absorbed a room and gave very little back. She laughed at the right moments and was quiet at the right times and wore silk like it had been invented specifically for her body. She was everything that made Chloe feel simultaneously furious and about three inches tall.

Chloe dealt with it the only way she knew how. She was appalling. Late to dinners and rude at them. She left dishes in the sink and played music too loud and engineered small domestic conflicts with the precision of someone who'd studied the terrain. Diana absorbed every bit of it with a composure so immaculate it made Chloe want to put her fist through a wall. She didn't snap. Didn't complain to Chloe's father Robert. She simply received every provocation with those green eyes and that slight unreadable expression, and occasionally said something so precisely devastating that Chloe would be replaying it at two in the morning three days later, furious and restless in the dark.

She'd met Jake at eighteen — at a friend's birthday, nothing complicated about it. He was kind and good-looking and thought her brattiness was charming and he made everything easy. She'd loved him in the warm uncomplicated way you loved someone who asked very little of you. They'd been together long enough that it felt settled, comfortable, and for a while that had been enough.

And then Robert had suggested, during what he described as a temporary cash-flow situation he'd laughed off far too quickly, that she and Jake move into the east wing of his mum’s house for a few months while they got back on their feet. Just six months, he'd said. Practically no time at all.

Chloe had agreed before he'd finished the sentence.

Six months in Diana's house.

She was, she'd long since accepted, completely lost.

She'd been in the house three weeks when it happened.

She'd used the main bathroom — the one adjoining Diana and Robert's bedroom that she had absolutely no business being in as they had an en-suite in their own room — and she'd been about to leave when she saw them. A pair of Diana's underwear left on the edge of the laundry basket. Black lace, small, expensive looking. Very clearly worn.

She should have walked out immediately.

The thing was, Chloe had never thought of herself as someone who lusted for women. She'd had boyfriends, she had Jake, and she'd always filed the way Diana made her feel under something she refused to examine too closely. Admiration, maybe. Jealousy. Something that didn't require a name.

She stood there for ten seconds arguing with herself before she lost the argument.

She picked them up. They were soft in her hands, the lace delicate, and she turned them over slowly and told herself she didn't know what she was doing even as she brought them toward her face. Then the scent hit her before the fabric even made contact — warm and intimate and unmistakably female, unmistakably Diana — and Chloe's breath caught in her throat.

She pressed the soft lace against her nose and inhaled slowly.

The smell of Diana's was warm and heady and overwhelming — a deep intimate musk that went straight through Chloe like something physical, settling at the base of her stomach and spreading outward in a slow burning wave. She breathed her in deeper, pressing the fabric closer, and underneath the warm intimacy of her there was something earthier, something that spoke of Diana's body in its most private and unguarded state — the faint dark musk of her ass and the warmer sweeter scent of her pussy combined into something that made Chloe's legs go soft beneath her. She parted her lips slightly and pressed the fabric against her tongue and the faint intimate salt of her detonated there and she made a sound that she immediately swallowed, her eyes closing.

She stood there longer than she should have. Far longer. Lost in the scent and taste of a woman she had absolutely no business wanting, pressing black lace against her face in a bathroom she had no business being in, her heart hammering and her thighs pressing together against the ache that had built from nowhere to unbearable in the space of thirty seconds.

When she finally lowered her hands and opened her eyes Diana was standing in the doorway.

She was looking at Chloe. At the underwear in her hands. Back at her face. Her expression was completely, infuriatingly unreadable.

The silence lasted approximately one thousand years.

Chloe opened her mouth. Nothing came out. There was nothing in the English language adequate to this situation.

Diana looked at her for one long moment. Then she turned and walked away down the hall without a word, her footsteps unhurried, as though she had simply seen something mildly interesting and filed it away for later.

Chloe stood in the bathroom shaking for a full minute before she could move.

She didn't come down for dinner that evening. She lay on her side of the bed while Jake watched television in the other room and stared at the wall and waited to be asked to leave the house in the morning.

Diana never mentioned it. Not the next morning at breakfast, not that weekend, not at any of the dinners that followed. She was exactly as she had always been — composed, pleasant, unhurried — and the only difference was in the way she looked at Chloe, which had shifted in a way that was impossible to define and impossible to ignore. The appraising quality that had always been there had sharpened into something more deliberate. Something that had been merely observing became something that had made up its mind.

Chloe spent the next three weeks in a state of low-grade electrical charge that she couldn't switch off. She was ruder than usual at dinner and quieter than usual in the mornings and Jake asked twice if she was alright and she said yes and smiled at him and lay awake next to him at night thinking about black lace and the particular warm scent of a woman she had absolutely no business thinking about.

What Chloe didn't know — couldn't have known — was that Diana had been watching her for far longer than she'd realised. Not just in the bathroom. For weeks before that. Diana had noticed Chloe looking approximately six weeks after she and Jake had moved in. Not the hostility — she'd catalogued that immediately and filed it under manageable. The other thing. The way Chloe's eyes would find her across a room and stay a beat too long before snapping away. The particular quality of her attention at dinner underneath all the performance. The way she'd looked at Diana by the pool one Tuesday afternoon — twenty-one years old, furious about everything, wearing an expression that had absolutely nothing to do with hostility and everything to do with something much more interesting.

Diana had looked back. Calmly, long enough to watch the colour flood Chloe's face. Then she'd returned to her book.

She'd thought about it carefully after that. Diana did everything carefully — it was the thing Robert loved about her and the thing that occasionally made her feel like she was living at a slight remove from herself, always composed, always measured. She was good at it. She'd been good at it for so long it had become almost indistinguishable from who she was.

Except it wasn't the whole of who she was.

There was something else in her that Robert had never seen. Something she'd kept behind a very clean, very locked door. A part that wanted to take something bright and difficult and uncontrollable and fold it completely until it was hers. That had looked at Chloe across dinner tables and thought, with increasing frequency and decreasing guilt: I could do something with that.

She'd locked it away. She was disciplined. She loved her husband.

But then Chloe had stood in her bathroom with her underwear pressed against her face and her eyes closed and her thighs pressed together — and Diana had stood in the doorway and watched her for a long, quiet, decisive moment — and the lock had broken completely.

It started on a Tuesday. Nine in the morning, Robert at the office, Jake gone since eight.

Diana was at the kitchen island with her coffee and her book when she heard Chloe's footsteps on the stairs — that unhurried tread that somehow managed to sound like a complaint about something. She set her book down and waited.

Chloe appeared in the doorway wearing tiny cotton sleep shorts and a thin white vest top with no bra, the fabric doing very little to conceal anything underneath. Her long blonde hair was loose and slightly tangled from sleep. Feet bare. She looked young and pretty and thoroughly dishevelled and she was wearing that expression she always had when her guard was down — open and unguarded and hungry.

She caught herself. The default sullenness dropped into place.

"The hot water in our bathroom cuts out again," Chloe said.

"I know," Diana said. "I've reported it."

"That was last—"

"Chloe." Diana said her name quietly. "Shut the door."

A beat. Then Chloe turned and pushed the kitchen door shut and turned back, the sullenness gone uncertain, something underneath it surfacing.

Diana stood from her barstool and moved around the island toward her — unhurried, deliberate — and came to a stop directly in front of her. Close enough that Chloe could feel the warmth radiating off her skin. She looked down at her with those green eyes and held her gaze.

"I'm going to say something," Diana said. "And you're going to listen."

Chloe swallowed. Said nothing.

"You've been looking at me since you moved in," Diana said, in the same even tone she used for everything. "I noticed the first time. I've noticed every time since." She tilted her head slightly. "And I was in that doorway considerably longer than you realised."

The colour that came into Chloe's face was total and instantaneous — spreading from her cheeks down to the pale skin of her chest. Her mouth opened.

"I didn't ask you to speak," Diana said. Not unkindly.

Chloe closed her mouth.

"I have a part of me," Diana continued, "that nobody in this house has ever seen. I've kept it behind a closed door for a very long time. And I have wanted, for longer than is perhaps sensible, to find the right person to show it to." Her eyes moved over Chloe — unhurried, appraising, making no effort to conceal the appraisal. "Someone younger. Someone who needs to be taken in hand. Someone who's been asking for it in their own way for quite some time."

She let that settle.

"The question is whether you want the same thing." She tilted her head slightly. "And I think you do. I think you've known what you wanted for a very long time."

Chloe said nothing. There was nothing to say.

"So here is how it works," Diana said. "In front of Robert and Jake, nothing changes. We are what we have always been. But when we're alone — when they're out, or asleep, or otherwise occupied — you belong to me. Completely. My rules, my instructions, my pace. You do what I tell you, when I tell you, how I tell you." She held Chloe's gaze. "And if at any point you genuinely want to stop — not as performance, not as part of what we're doing, but truly — you say apple pie. Once. Everything stops. That's not negotiable."

Chloe nodded.

"There's one more rule," Diana said. "When we are alone — when we're being intimate — you don't call me Diana." She paused, letting the weight of what was coming land properly. "You call me Mistress. Every time, without being reminded."

The word sat between them in the quiet kitchen. Chloe stared at her.

"That's—" she started.

"That's the rule," Diana said simply. "It's not a negotiating position."

Chloe held her gaze for a long moment. Something moved across her face — the war between pride and wanting that Diana had been watching her fight for months.

"Is that what you want?" Diana asked.

The pause lasted four seconds. Maybe five.

"I've wanted you since the first dinner," Chloe said. Her voice came out low, stripped of its usual edge. "I moved into your house and I still — yes. That's what I want. All of it."

Something shifted in Diana's expression — satisfaction, warmth, hunger, all at once. She reached out and touched Chloe's face — two fingers tracing slowly from her cheekbone down to her jaw — and felt Chloe go very still under the touch.

She moved in close — slowly, giving Chloe the full weight of her proximity — until her lips were a breath away from Chloe's. Close enough that Chloe could feel the warmth of her exhale against her mouth. Close enough that it would take almost nothing to close the gap.

Diana stopped there. Waited.

She watched Chloe's eyes drop to her mouth. Watched her sway forward that fraction — involuntary, helpless — and that was all Diana needed.

Her hand slid into Chloe's hair and gripped firmly, tilting her head back slightly, and she closed the distance herself — pressing her lips to Chloe's with slow deliberate certainty. She kissed her softly at first, just the warm press of her mouth, feeling the sharp intake of breath against her lips. Then her tongue pressed forward, sliding between Chloe's lips and into her mouth in one long unhurried stroke, and Chloe made a sound from somewhere deep in her throat that she'd clearly never made before and Diana swallowed it and kissed her harder.

She kissed her thoroughly — her tongue moving against Chloe's in slow claiming sweeps, tasting her, exploring her mouth with complete unhurried authority, one hand gripping her hair and the other sliding to the small of her back pulling her flush against her. Chloe's hands came up instinctively toward Diana's waist.

Diana broke the kiss immediately. Still a breath away, lips brushing as she spoke.

"Hands at your sides," she said quietly.

Chloe dropped them.

Diana looked at her — flushed and bright-eyed, breathing like she'd been running, lips parted and waiting — and felt a deep quiet satisfaction move through her. Then she leaned back in and kissed her again, slower this time, her tongue sliding deep against Chloe's and rolling in long deliberate strokes. She kissed her until Chloe was gripping the counter edge behind her just to stay upright, until the whole kitchen felt ten degrees warmer, and then drew back a single inch and looked at her.

"Was it worth the wait?" Diana said softly.

Chloe breathed out something that wasn't quite a word.

Diana's hand slid slowly down the outside of Chloe's body — over her shoulder, her ribs, the curve of her hip — and down to the bare skin of her thigh just below the hem of her tiny shorts. She felt Chloe go rigid with anticipation. Her fingers trailed inward, running up the inside of her thigh with a slowness that was entirely deliberate, and she watched Chloe's face the whole time — watched her lips part, watched her eyes lose focus — as her fingers reached the hem of her shorts and slipped underneath.

She ran two fingers slowly along the fabric of Chloe's underwear and felt the heat there before anything else. Then the dampness. Then — when she pressed slightly — how completely soaked the fabric was, warm and clinging, and Chloe's whole body shuddered.

Diana pressed her fingers firmly against her through the fabric and held them there.

"All of this," Diana said quietly, moving her fingers in one slow deliberate circle, feeling Chloe's hips twitch forward. "From a conversation."

"From months of watching you," Chloe managed. Barely a sound.

Diana pressed firmer. Chloe's head dropped back and she bit her lip hard against the sound that tried to escape. Diana watched her throat — the long pale line of it — and moved her fingers again in slow purposeful circles through the soaked fabric. Chloe's hips rolled forward helplessly seeking more pressure.

"Look at me," Diana said.

Chloe's head came back up. Her brown eyes were dark, pupils blown wide.

"What do you say?" Diana said quietly. Patient. Waiting.

The word sat heavy in Chloe's chest. Her pride made one last stand and lost comprehensively.

"Please, Mistress," she said. The word felt enormous in her mouth. Strange and humiliating and unbearably right all at once. "Please."

Something warm and dark moved in Diana's eyes.

She worked her fingers slowly — watching Chloe's face with quiet attention, learning what made her breath catch, what made her jaw tighten, what made those small involuntary sounds escape — and just when Chloe's thighs began to shake she withdrew her hand entirely.

Chloe made a sound of pure frustrated desperation that she immediately tried to swallow.

Diana brought her fingers to her lips and held Chloe's gaze and tasted them slowly. She watched Chloe's throat move as she swallowed.

"You taste," Diana said, "exactly as I expected."

She turned and moved back to her barstool with complete composure, picked up her coffee, found it had gone cold, and set it down again mildly.

"Sit down," she said, nodding at the barstool across the island. "We need to talk about how this is going to work."

Chloe peeled herself away from the counter and made it to the barstool on legs that didn't feel entirely reliable. She sat. Her breathing was still not fully under control.

Diana looked at her across the island.

"When Robert and Jake are home," she said, "you and I are what we have always been. You may be as difficult as you like — it suits you, and frankly it's more convincing. But the second we are alone and the last car leaves the drive or the last light goes out upstairs — you are mine. You come when I call you. You do what I tell you. " She tilted her head slightly. "There are other things I'll want from you. Things beyond the obvious. I'll introduce them as we go. Some of them will surprise you. Some will embarrass you." A brief pause. "That's rather the point."

Chloe held her gaze. Something in her chest had settled — the specific enormous relief of months of tension finally, quietly released. "Okay," she said.

The corner of Diana's mouth moved. That almost-smile.

"Tomorrow morning," Diana said. "Jake leaves at eight. You'll be in this kitchen at eight-fifteen." She stood, retied the belt of her robe with neat unhurried fingers. "And tomorrow, unlike this morning, you'll be on your knees."

She picked up her cold coffee cup and moved toward the door.

"Mistress," Chloe said.

Diana stopped. Looked back with one eyebrow slightly raised. A small acknowledging nod at the word.

"What if I don't want to wait until tomorrow?"

Diana looked at her for a long moment. Something moved in her eyes — heat, amusement, satisfaction all layered together.

"Then," she said, "you'll learn something about yourself that will be very useful going forward."

She walked out. The door swung softly shut behind her.

Chloe sat alone in the quiet kitchen with her pulse in her ears and her underwear ruined and the absolute certain knowledge that eight-fifteen tomorrow morning was going to be the longest wait of her entire life.


CHAPTER TWO

Chloe was in the kitchen at eight-thirteen.

She'd been awake since five. She'd lain next to Jake's unconscious breathing and stared at the ceiling and replayed the morning before in forensic detail — Diana's fingers pressing through the fabric of her underwear, Diana's tongue sliding into her mouth, Diana's voice saying tomorrow you'll be on your knees — until she was wound so tight she could barely keep still.

Jake had kissed her forehead at eight and headed out with his laptop bag and his easy smile and she'd counted sixty seconds after the front door closed before she'd come downstairs.

She was wearing what Diana had told her. Not much. A thin cotton sleep dress, short, straps thin, nothing underneath. Feet bare. Hair loose. She stood in the kitchen in the morning light and waited and tried not to think about how long eight-fifteen could feel when you were waiting for it with your whole body.

At eight-fifteen exactly she heard Diana's footsteps on the stairs. Unhurried. Deliberate. Each one landing with the calm certainty of someone who had never been in a rush in her life.

The kitchen door opened.

Diana came in and Chloe forgot, momentarily, how to stand.

She was wearing a black silk robe, shorter than yesterday's, belted loosely at the waist. Her dark hair was down around her shoulders. Her face was composed and unhurried and her green eyes found Chloe immediately and moved over her with that slow appraising look — the one that felt like being taken apart and examined and found satisfactory.

She crossed the kitchen and stopped in front of Chloe. Close enough that Chloe could smell her — something warm and expensive and underneath it something more intimate, more human, the warm scent of her skin in the morning.

"Good morning," she said pleasantly.

"Morning," Chloe managed.

"You're on time." Diana reached out and ran one finger slowly along Chloe's collarbone, tracing it from one end to the other with complete leisure. "Good girl." She tilted her head slightly. "How did you sleep?"

"I didn't."

"No." She traced back the other way. "I didn't expect you to." Her finger stopped at the strap of Chloe's dress and slipped beneath it slowly. "Turn around."

Chloe turned. Diana moved behind her and her hands came up to Chloe's hair, gathering it slowly, moving it over one shoulder to expose the back of her neck. She pressed her lips there — warm and deliberate, mouth open slightly — and Chloe felt it travel the full length of her spine.

Diana's hands settled at her waist. Her mouth moved to Chloe's shoulder, her jaw, the side of her throat — unhurried, open-mouthed, her tongue leaving a warm trail up to just below her ear — and then she spoke quietly into the side of her neck.

"I'm going to take my time with you this morning," she said, lips moving against Chloe's skin. "I want you to understand something." Her hands slid from Chloe's waist up her ribcage, thumbs tracing her spine. "This body belongs to me when we are alone. Not to Jake. Not to yourself. To me. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Chloe said.

"Good girl," Diana said. "Remember that."

She turned Chloe back around to face her and looked at her — the flush already blooming from Chloe's chest up her throat — with quiet satisfaction. Then she reached up and slowly, deliberately, slipped both straps of Chloe's dress from her shoulders and let the thin cotton fall to the floor.

Diana looked at her. All of her. The full heavy weight of Chloe's breasts, pale skin scattered with faint freckles, the long bare legs, the slight tremble she couldn't control. She looked at her with complete unhurried appreciation — the way someone looked at something they owned and were very pleased with.

"Christ," Diana said softly. Not a performance. Just honest. Her eyes moved up to Chloe's face. "You have absolutely no idea what you look like, do you."

Chloe opened her mouth.

"I didn't ask," Diana said. And smiled — slow, slightly wicked.

She reached out and cupped Chloe's left breast in her hand — warm and full and heavy in her palm — and watched Chloe's face as she ran her thumb slowly across her nipple. Felt it stiffen immediately under the touch. Did it again, firmer, and watched Chloe's jaw tighten against the sound that tried to escape.

"Don't hold back sounds," Diana said. "I want to hear you. You're not being quiet for Jake now."

The sound that came out of Chloe was long and low and thoroughly embarrassing and she didn't care at all.

Diana leaned in — close, that breath away — lips a fraction from Chloe's, and then bypassed her mouth entirely, pressing her lips to her jaw instead, the corner of her mouth. Teasing. Then her mouth moved lower — down Chloe's throat, her chest — and closed over her nipple. Her tongue pressed flat against it and circled slowly, warm and deliberate, and Chloe's hands flew up toward Diana's hair.

Diana pulled back immediately.

"What did we say about hands?"

"Sorry—"

"Behind your back."

Chloe locked her wrists behind her. Diana returned her mouth to Chloe's breast — tongue circling, then sucking, then grazing her teeth gently across the nipple until Chloe was shaking where she stood. She moved to the other and gave it the same slow thorough attention, taking her time with complete unconcern for Chloe's rapidly deteriorating composure.

"Mistress—" The word came out before Chloe had decided to say it.

Diana lifted her head. "Mm?"

Chloe looked at her. Her chest was heaving. Her wrists were locked white-knuckled behind her back. She was wet enough that she could feel it on her inner thighs and Diana hadn't gone anywhere near her yet and she was completely out of patience and pride simultaneously.

"I need you," she said. Low and slightly desperate. "I've been awake since five thinking about this and I need your touch, I'm going out of my mind."

Diana looked at her for a moment — at the desperation she was barely containing — and something in her expression shifted. Not kindness exactly. Something more like acknowledgment. But before she moved she tilted her head slightly.

"Before we continue," she said pleasantly, "I want to talk about something."

Chloe stared at her. "Now?"

"Now," Diana agreed. "The bathroom. Three weeks ago."

The heat that flooded Chloe's face was instantaneous and total..

"Don't explain it," Diana said. "I'm not interested in your explanation." She leaned forward slightly, bringing her face closer to Chloe's, green eyes steady and unhurried. "I want you to tell me what it was like. In detail."

The silence stretched. Chloe's pride and her humiliation wrestled each other and neither won cleanly.

"It—" she started. Stopped. Started again. "The smell hit me before I even touched them to my face. I could smell your pussy on them and I—" She stopped.

"Go on," Diana said softly.

It was warm and it was all over the fabric, and underneath it something else, something deeper, and I couldn't—" She stopped again. Her jaw was tight.

"You couldn't put them down," Diana said.

"No."

"And when you pressed them against your mouth?"

Chloe's whole body tightened at the memory. "I could taste you," she said. "Just — faintly, just the salt of your pussy on the lace, and I—" She exhaled. "I couldn't make myself stop. I stood there and breathed you in and I was so—" The sentence didn't make it to the end.

"So wet," Diana finished for her. Her voice had dropped. "I could see that from the doorway."

Chloe stared at her. "How long were you standing there?"

Diana smiled. That slow wicked smile.

"Long enough," she said, "to know exactly what I was going to do about it." She reached down and ran one hand slowly up the inside of Chloe's bare thigh — taking the long route, trailing her fingers upward through the warmth — and pressed inward and felt immediately, unmistakably, how wet she was. Slick and warm and soaking, wet enough that it had spread to her inner thighs, and Diana pressed two fingers through the length of her slowly and deliberately and Chloe's knees nearly gave.

"Filthy girl," Diana said softly. Approvingly. "All of this." She moved her fingers slowly through her soaking pussy. "Is this what happens every time you sit across from me at dinner, you little slut? You're sitting there like this?"

"Yes," Chloe managed. Barely.

"Every time," Diana said, as though noting something of interest. She withdrew her hand and Chloe made an involuntary wounded sound. "On your knees," Diana said. "Now."

Chloe looked at her.

"Now," Diana said pleasantly. "I won't ask twice."

Chloe sank to her knees on the cold kitchen tile. From down here Diana was overwhelming — tall, dark-haired, the black robe falling open at the front, those full heavy breasts visible above the loosened belt, looking down at Chloe with green eyes that were warm and absolutely in charge.

She reached down and touched Chloe's face. Tilted her chin up with two fingers and looked at her for a moment without saying anything. Just looked at her — kneeling, naked, trembling slightly — with an expression of deep quiet satisfaction.

Then she stepped back and moved to the kitchen chair at the head of the table and sat, positioning herself with her hips tilted forward slightly, robe falling fully open on either side of her. She looked across the kitchen at Chloe on the floor.

From across the room Chloe could see all of her — those magnificent full breasts, dark nipples already stiffened, the generous curve of her stomach.

"Come here," Diana said. "Crawl."

The pause lasted four seconds.

Chloe put her hands on the cold tile and crawled to her. She was fully aware of exactly how she looked — naked, on all fours, crossing her stepmother's kitchen floor — and the humiliation of it and the want of it were completely fused into something she had no category for. She reached Diana's feet and sat back on her heels and looked up at her.

Diana stroked her hair once — almost lazy. Her hand firmed.

"Good girl," she said softly. "Now. Come closer. Between my legs. Don't touch. Not yet."

Chloe shuffled forward on her knees until she was positioned between Diana's open thighs. Close now — very close — and the heat coming off her pussy reached Chloe first, a warmth that seemed to radiate outward and pull her in. Then the scent of her hit and Chloe's lips parted automatically — that same warm intimate musk from the bathroom, that same deep heady intimacy, except now it was fresh and immediate and overwhelming, filling her nose and settling on the back of her tongue. She was close enough to feel Diana's warmth against her face, close enough to see how wet her pussy already was, slick and swollen and glistening, and she held herself back with enormous effort.

"What do you say?" Diana said above her. Lower now. Rougher at the edges.

Chloe swallowed hard.

"Please, Mistress," she said. Low and wrecked. "Please let me taste you."

Something moved in Diana's eyes — dark and deeply satisfied.

"Good girl," she said.

And she reached down and wound her fingers into Chloe's hair — firm and deliberate, no gentleness — and pulled. Pulled her face forward those last two inches, closing the gap completely, pressing her face into the wet heat and softness of her, and Chloe gasped as the warmth enveloped her — feeling the soft skin of Diana's inner thighs pressing against her cheeks, the slick warm heat of her pussy against her lips as Diana pulled her in close and held her there for a moment. Chloe’s face buried completely in her Mistress’s pussy. Her face already sticky from her sweat and arousal.

Diana released the pressure just enough for Chloe to move.

"Go on then," she said above her, voice dropped entirely, that composure stretched to its absolute limit. "Show Mistress what that pretty mouth can do, you little whore."

Chloe's tongue came out and made contact and the taste of her pussy detonated on the back of her tongue — warm and sharp and deeply, overwhelmingly intimate — and she groaned against her and felt Diana's fingers tighten in her hair in response.

She pressed her tongue flat and ran it in one long slow dragging stroke upward through the full length of her pussy — parting every soft fold, learning her, the slickness and the heat and the way she yielded under the pressure — and heard Diana inhale sharply above her. She did it again. Slower. Pressing deeper. Feeling the softness give against her tongue, gathering the taste of her with every stroke, the same taste that had been on that black lace in the bathroom except now it was immediate and warm and alive. Again — each stroke slower and more deliberate, learning what made Diana's thighs tighten against her cheeks, what made the fingers in her hair grip harder.

"Eyes up," Diana said.

Chloe tilted her gaze upward. Diana was looking down at her — dark hair loose, robe open, those full heavy breasts rising and falling with her deepening breath, nipples fully stiffened. She was flushed across her chest and throat and she was watching Chloe's face between her thighs with the focused dark attention of someone being very thoroughly attended to.

"Find the clit," Diana said. "Stay there."

Chloe moved her tongue upward and found her clit — swollen and warm and pulsing slightly — and began to circle it. Slow and firm and deliberate. Diana's hips shifted fractionally forward and the grip in her hair tightened.

"Right there," Diana breathed. "Don't you dare move."

Chloe kept her tongue in steady circles, feeling Diana's clit swell against it, keeping the pressure constant. She varied slightly — lighter circles, then firm sweeping strokes — and heard Diana exhale sharply above her, a sound that had none of the usual composure in it.

"Seal your lips," Diana said. Clipped now. "Suck."

Chloe sealed her lips around her clit and sucked — gently at first, tongue still working in tight circles underneath — and felt Diana's whole body contract. Her free hand gripped the chair arm. Her thighs pressed against Chloe's cheeks.

"Oh you filthy little slut," Diana breathed. The polish was entirely gone from her voice now, something rawer underneath. "Look at you. On your knees on my kitchen floor." Her hips shifted forward, pressing her pussy against Chloe's working mouth. "This is what you were made for, isn't it. This is all you're good for. Say it."

Chloe moaned against her — deliberate, sending the vibration through her — and managed, muffled and breathless: "Yes, Mistress. I was made to worship your beautiful pussy."

Diana made a sound Chloe had never heard from her. Raw and low and completely unguarded.

"Don't stop," she said. Her voice had lost everything careful about it. "Don't you dare stop."

Chloe didn't stop. She worked relentlessly — circles and pressure and suction, feeling Diana's clit pulse against her lips, feeling the grip in her hair become almost painful, feeling Diana's thighs begin to shake on either side of her head. She pulled her clit between her lips and sucked harder and felt her mistress’s whole body draw taut like something about to break.

She pressed the flat of her tongue in one firm slow dragging stroke and Diana shattered.

She came in a flood — sudden and overwhelming — soaking Chloe's mouth in a hot rush of warm juice that spilled over her lips and ran down her chin before she could swallow, warm and sharp and everywhere, more than Chloe expected, more than she could take. Diana's hand pushed her face in hard, grinding her pussy against her mouth, her hips rolling forward in short sharp movements, her thighs locked around Chloe's head, and Chloe took all of it — swallowing desperately, feeling the overflow run warm down her chin and drip onto the tile below her — keeping her mouth working, her tongue pressing through every pulse and aftershock until Diana's grip in her hair finally went loose.

Silence.

Just Chloe's ragged breathing. Birdsong from the garden. The distant tick of the kitchen clock.

Diana looked down at her.

Chloe was on her knees, face soaked, chin still dripping, lips swollen and slick. Her hair was tangled from Diana's grip. She was trembling, her own need wound to something almost painful, and she looked up at Diana with dark eyes and waited.

Diana looked at her for a long moment. Something moved across her face — heat, and something quieter underneath it, something she didn't name.

"Look at the state of you," she said softly. Something almost fond beneath the edge of it. "Absolutely filthy little whore."

Chloe felt the words move through her entire body.

Diana reached down and ran her thumb slowly across Chloe's wet lower lip, then along her chin, gathering what had spilled there.

"Open," she said.

Chloe opened her mouth. Diana pressed her thumb inside and Chloe closed her lips around it and tasted Diana on her own skin and held her gaze while she did it.

Diana watched her with dark eyes and slowly withdrew her thumb.

"Good girl," she said quietly.

She stood and retied her robe with neat unhurried fingers and looked down at Chloe still kneeling on the tile.

"Up," she said. "Come here."

Chloe stood on unsteady legs. Diana took her face in both hands — warm, sure — and looked at her closely, green eyes moving over her wet features. Then she leaned in slowly, that breath away, close enough that Chloe felt the warmth of her lips before they made contact. Then Diana kissed her — deep and slow, her tongue sliding into Chloe's mouth and tasting herself there with complete unhurried thoroughness. Chloe gripped the front of her robe with both hands and this time Diana let her.

She broke the kiss after a long moment. Stayed close.

"Shower," Diana said quietly. Her thumbs moved against Chloe's cheekbones. "Get dressed. Dinner tonight — be your usual impossible self. Nobody will know a thing."

"What about me," Chloe said. Her voice came out slightly wrecked. "I haven't—"

"No," Diana agreed.

"That's cruel."

"Yes," Diana said pleasantly. "It is." She brushed her lips against the corner of Chloe's mouth — barely a touch. "Tomorrow morning, if you behave, I might do something about that."

She stepped back. Composed. Robe tied. In possession of everything.

"Oh — and Chloe." She picked up her coffee cup.

Chloe looked at her.

"When we're alone," Diana said, "you call me Mistress. Every time. Without being reminded." She held her gaze. "Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Chloe said. The words came easier this time. Horribly, wonderfully easier.

Diana nodded once.

"Good girl," she said.

And walked out.

Chloe stood naked in the kitchen with the taste of her stepmother's pussy on her tongue and her own need wound so tight it was almost unbearable and the absolute certain knowledge that she would spend the entire day being the most well-behaved she had ever been in her life.

She pressed her thighs together. Tomorrow couldn't come fast enough.


CHAPTER THREE

Chloe was spectacularly, exhaustingly good for the entire rest of that day and the day after. She was pleasant at dinner. She loaded the dishwasher without being asked. She didn't make a single cutting remark about anything. Jake noticed that evening and said she seemed well and she smiled and said she was sleeping better and across the table Diana cut her food with complete composure and said nothing at all.

That night Chloe lay in the dark and pressed her thighs together and thought about Diana's hand in her hair and the taste of her pussy and the way she'd said she was a good girl in that low quiet voice and she was so wound up she could barely breathe.

The following morning, just like clockwork, Jake woke up and left at eight.

Chloe was in the kitchen at eight-fourteen wearing nothing but a thin oversized shirt that skimmed the tops of her thighs, unbuttoned low enough to make her intentions clear. Hair loose. Feet bare. She stood at the island and waited and told herself she wasn't nervous and was completely lying.

Diana came in at eight-fifteen again.

Black robe again. Hair down. She looked at Chloe in the morning light — at the shirt, at what was very obviously not underneath it — and something moved in her eyes that made Chloe's stomach drop in the best possible way.

"You behaved," Diana said.

"I did my best.” Chloe said.

"You were adequate," Diana said pleasantly, and crossed the kitchen toward her. "But adequate is enough for now."

She stopped in front of her and reached out and ran her fingers slowly down the open neck of Chloe's shirt — trailing between her breasts, down her sternum — and watched Chloe's face while she did it.

"I'm going to give you something today," Diana said. "And you're going to take it exactly as I give it. Not faster. Not harder. Exactly as I choose." She held her gaze. "Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Diana's eyes darkened slightly at the word. She reached for the buttons of Chloe's shirt and undid them one by one from the bottom upward — slowly, taking her time — and pushed it off her shoulders and let it fall. She stepped back and looked at her.

Chloe stood in the morning light completely bare, long blonde hair loose around her shoulders, and held Diana's gaze and tried not to visibly shake with wanting.

Diana looked at her for a long unhurried moment. Then she reached out and cupped her breast in one hand — warm and heavy in her palm — and bent her head and pressed her lips to the top of it. Her mouth moved slowly downward, lips parting, and her tongue traced a warm wet path down to Chloe's nipple and closed around it and Chloe's head fell back on a long exhale.

Diana took her time with it — tongue circling, then sucking, the occasional graze of teeth — moving from one breast to the other and back again with complete unhurried thoroughness while Chloe stood with her hands locked behind her back and her legs going steadily unreliable beneath her. By the time Diana lifted her head Chloe's nipples were swollen and her breathing was wrecked and she was wet enough that she could feel it cooling on her inner thighs.

"Sit on the counter," Diana said.

Chloe hoisted herself up onto the kitchen counter. Diana stepped between her knees, spreading them wider, and looked at her — spread open, bare, completely exposed — with quiet satisfaction. She ran both hands slowly up the inside of Chloe's thighs from her knees upward, taking the long route, watching Chloe's face the whole time.

"Look at you," Diana said softly. Her fingers reached the top of her thighs and stopped, just short of where Chloe needed them. "You've been like this since yesterday morning, haven't you."

"Yes," Chloe said. Low and honest.

"Sitting at my dinner table like a good girl," Diana said, running one finger in a single devastatingly slow stroke through the full length of Chloe's pussy, feeling how slick she was, how swollen. "And underneath it—" She did it again, slightly firmer, and Chloe's hips rolled forward. "Absolutely desperate."

"Yes, Mistress."

Diana reached down and ran one hand slowly up the inside of Chloe's bare thigh and pressed inward and felt immediately, unmistakably, how wet she was. Soaking, her pussy slick and warm and swollen, wet enough that it had spread to her inner thighs, and Diana pressed two fingers through the full length of her slowly and Chloe's hips rolled forward.

"Filthy girl," Diana said softly. Approvingly. "Your little pussy is absolutely drenched." She ran her fingers through her again — slow and deliberate, parting her fully, feeling every fold. "Is this what happens every time you sit across from me at dinner, you little slut? You're sitting there with your pussy this wet?"

"Yes," Chloe managed. Barely.

Diana pressed two fingers against the entrance to her pussy and circled slowly — not pushing inside, just pressing and rotating, feeling her clench against the pressure — and watched Chloe's face with complete focused attention. Then she pressed inside — slowly, both fingers sliding into the tight wet heat of her — and felt Chloe's whole body grip around her and heard the sound that tore out of her.

"Christ," Diana said softly, just honest. "You're so tight." She pressed deeper, both fingers buried fully inside her pussy and felt Chloe clench and flutter around them. She began to move — slow deep strokes, her fingers curling upward on each one, finding the place inside her that made Chloe's thighs shake — and worked her in a steady rhythm while her thumb found her clit and pressed and circled at the top.

Chloe gripped the counter edge with both hands and kept her hips still with enormous effort and made sounds she had absolutely no control over. Diana's fingers moved inside her — deeper, firmer, the heel of her hand grinding against her swollen clit on every stroke — and Chloe could feel how close she was, could feel her pussy tightening and gripping around Diana's fingers with every movement.

"Mistress—" Barely a word. Just an exhale.

"I know," Diana said. Her voice had dropped entirely. "I can feel exactly what your pussy is doing." Her fingers pressed deeper, curling hard. "You've been waiting since yesterday for this, haven't you. My needy little slut."

"Yes," Chloe managed. "Yes, Mistress, please—"

"Ask properly."

"Please let me come," Chloe said, the words tumbling out stripped of any remaining dignity. "Please Mistress please I need to — my pussy is so — please—"

"Look at me," Diana said. "Keep your eyes on me."

Chloe looked at her — at those green eyes, dark now, watching her with complete focused attention — and Diana pressed her fingers deep and curled them hard against that place inside her and ground her thumb in a firm circle against her swollen clit and Chloe shattered.

She came hard — her pussy clenching and pulsing tight around Diana's fingers, hips jerking forward, a sound tearing out of her that she'd never made before — flooding around Diana's fingers, soaking her hand, her thighs shaking violently on either side. Diana worked her through every wave of it, fingers pressing and curling, her thumb keeping the pressure on her clit without letting up until Chloe was oversensitive and gripping her wrist with both hands and trembling.

Diana withdrew her fingers slowly. They were soaked, glistening, and she brought them to her lips and tasted her — held Chloe's gaze and licked each finger clean with complete deliberateness.

"You taste," Diana said, "even better from the source."

Chloe sat on the counter trembling and completely undone and watched her mistress and felt something enormous move through her chest.

Diana reached out and pushed Chloe's hair back from her face. Then she turned and crossed to the kitchen drawer and opened it and took something out and came back.

She was holding a collar.

Black leather, slim, with a small silver ring at the front. Simple and expensive-looking and completely unambiguous about what it was.

Chloe stared at it.

Diana held it up between two fingers and looked at Chloe steadily.

"When you wear this," she said, in that same quiet conversational register, "you are completely mine. No attitude. No brat. No performance." She tilted her head slightly. "Just you, exactly as you are underneath all of that, which is — as we've established — a very good girl who does exactly what she's told." She paused. "You only wear it during our time together. It comes off before anyone else sees you. It's ours. Nobody else's." She held Chloe's gaze. "Do you understand what I'm asking?"

Chloe looked at the collar. At Diana's face. Back at the collar.

"Yes, Mistress," she said quietly.

Diana stepped forward and reached up and buckled it around Chloe's neck — slowly, carefully, her fingers warm against her skin. She fastened it snugly, not tight, and then ran her thumb along the leather and took the silver ring between her fingers and tugged it gently, just enough to feel the collar pull against Chloe's throat.

Chloe felt something unsettling. Something that clicked quietly into place.

Diana looked at her wearing it — sitting bare on the kitchen counter with a black leather collar around her throat — and her expression did something it didn't usually do. Something unguarded moved across it briefly before the composure returned.

"Good girl," she said softly.

She turned and took a shallow ceramic bowl from the cupboard — cream coloured, wide — and set it on the kitchen floor. Then she looked at Chloe.

"Down," she said.

Chloe slid off the counter. Diana looked at her expectantly and Chloe understood and sank to her knees on the tile.

Diana poured cold water into the bowl and set it in front of Chloe and crouched in front of her, bringing their faces level. She reached out and took the silver ring of the collar between her fingers and held it.

"When I put this on you," Diana said quietly, "you are mine completely. You eat when I tell you to eat. You drink when I tell you to drink." Her thumb moved against the leather at Chloe's throat. "You do not use your hands, you eat and drink from a bowl like the slutty doggie you are."

Chloe stared at her. At the bowl on the floor. Then back at Diana's face.

The humiliation of it moved through her in a slow burning wave. And underneath the humiliation, deeper and more honest, something else entirely.

She lowered her face to the bowl.

The water was cold against her lips. She drank from it — slowly, her hands flat on the tile at her sides, her ass in the air, the collar at her throat, completely bare on her stepmother's kitchen floor — and heard Diana make a low sound of approval above her and felt it move through her entire body.

Diana's hand came down and rested on the back of her head — warm, steady — while Chloe drank from the bowl on the kitchen floor, and the hand in her hair was almost tender, and Chloe thought: this is the strangest and most humiliating and most right thing that has ever happened to me.

When she lifted her face Diana was looking at her with those dark green eyes and something in them that was warm and hungry and very far from done.

Diana reached forward and unbuckled the collar and set it on the counter above them.

"Tomorrow," Diana said, standing, retying her robe. "Jake has a work dinner. Robert is away." She looked down at Chloe still kneeling on the tile. "We'll have the house to ourselves."

Chloe looked up at her. "All evening?"

"All evening," Diana confirmed. Something moved in her eyes. "I suggest you rest today."

She picked up her coffee and walked out and Chloe knelt on the kitchen floor with the ceramic bowl in front of her and the ghost of the collar still warm around her throat and thought about tomorrow evening with her whole body.


CHAPTER FOUR
 

Jake left for his work dinner at seven looking handsome and uncomplicated and entirely unaware of anything. He kissed Chloe on the cheek in the hallway and she smiled at him and the moment the door closed behind him she stood in the hall and listened to the house settle into quiet.

Robert had left for Edinburgh that morning. Two days away, possibly three, a business thing he'd explained cheerfully and, in more detail, than necessary at breakfast. Diana had kissed him goodbye at the door with the warmth and composure she brought to everything, and Chloe had watched from the stairs and felt the specific electric charge of knowing what the evening held.

She heard Diana's footsteps in the bedroom above her. Moving toward the stairs.

Chloe went to the sitting room and sat and waited and tried to look like someone whose pulse wasn't doing something embarrassing.

Diana came downstairs.

She was wearing something Chloe had never seen on her — a dark silk slip dress, deep green, thin strapped, that ended mid thigh and did extraordinary things to the full curves of her body. Her dark hair was down. Her feet were bare. She looked simultaneously more relaxed and more dangerous than she did in her daytime armour and she looked at Chloe sitting in the armchair and smiled — not the almost-smile, a real one, slow and warm and slightly wicked.

"Just us," Diana said.

"Just us," Chloe agreed. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

Diana crossed the room and stood in front of her and held out her hand. Chloe took it and Diana pulled her to her feet and then kept pulling, drawing her in close until their bodies were pressed together — the warmth of her immediate and overwhelming — and she tilted Chloe's chin up and leaned in close, a breath away, close enough that Chloe could feel the warmth of her lips.

Chloe swayed forward and Diana closed the gap — pressing her lips to Chloe's softly at first, then her tongue pressing forward, sliding deep into Chloe's mouth in that slow claiming way that made Chloe's knees unreliable. She kissed her thoroughly, unhurried, one hand in her hair and the other at the small of her back, and Chloe gripped the front of her dress and kissed her back and felt the whole day of waiting unravel all at once.

Diana broke the kiss and looked at her.

"Upstairs," she said quietly. "My room."

Chloe followed her up the stairs and into the bedroom.

Diana's bedroom was large and warm, lit by the low lamps on either side of the bed. The bed itself was enormous — wide, dressed in dark linen — and Diana turned at the foot of it and faced Chloe and reached into the drawer of the bedside table and set the collar on top of it.

She looked at Chloe.

Chloe crossed to the bedside table and picked up the collar and held it out to Diana and turned around, lifting her hair off her neck.

She heard Diana make a quiet sound behind her. Then warm fingers at her throat, the familiar weight of the leather settling around her neck, the small click of the buckle.

Diana turned Chloe around and looked at her wearing it — the collar against her pale skin, her hair falling around her shoulders — and something moved across her face that she didn't bother to compose away this time.

"Take the dress off," Diana said quietly.

Chloe reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. Nothing underneath. She stood at the foot of Diana's bed with the collar around her neck and held her gaze.

Diana looked at her for a long moment. Then she reached up and slipped one strap of her own slip dress off her shoulder, then the other, and let it fall and stepped out of it and stood completely bare in the lamplight.

Chloe had seen her before — in the kitchen, in the mornings — but something about Diana in her own bedroom in the low evening light was different. She was extraordinary — the full heavy weight of her breasts, the olive warmth of her skin, the generous curves of her hips and stomach — and she was looking at Chloe with those dark green eyes with no composure left to maintain and nowhere to put it.

"Kneel," Diana said. "On the bed."

Chloe climbed onto the bed and knelt in the middle of it. Diana climbed on after her and knelt behind her and pressed her body against Chloe's back — warm skin against warm skin, the full soft weight of her breasts against Chloe's shoulder blades — and her hands came around and moved over Chloe's body slowly. Her lips found the back of her neck, then her shoulder, her tongue tracing warm lines across her skin.

Her hands moved up to Chloe's breasts — both of them, filling her palms, thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow circles — and Chloe let her head fall back against Diana's shoulder and made sounds she couldn't have controlled if she'd tried.

Diana's mouth moved to her ear. "What do you want?" she said. Low and warm. A genuine question.

"Everything," Chloe said honestly. "Everything you'll give me."

Diana's hands moved downward — over her stomach, her hips, her thighs — and then inward, her fingers sliding slowly through the warmth of Chloe's pussy, feeling how wet she already was, how swollen. She worked her slowly — fingers stroking through her folds, circling her clit, pressing and retreating — until Chloe was gripping her thighs and shaking and right on the edge of something she desperately needed.

Then Diana withdrew entirely.

Chloe made a sound of pure frustration. Diana looked at her — flushed, desperate, kneeling on the dark linen — and reached out and took the silver ring of the collar between her fingers. She tugged it gently, guiding Chloe down onto her back, and Chloe went without question, settling against the pillows and looking up at her.

Diana moved over her. Knelt above her. Her thighs either side of Chloe's head and the full warmth of her pussy hovering above Chloe's face.

She lowered herself.

The heat and warmth of Diana's pussy descended and Chloe tilted her face upward and felt the warmth of her against her mouth and her tongue came out immediately — pressing flat, running slowly through her wet folds — and Diana's hips pressed down in response. From below Chloe could look up the full length of her body — at the curve of her stomach, those full heavy breasts hanging above her, Diana's head dropping back slightly as Chloe's tongue found its rhythm.

Chloe worked her tongue through Diana's pussy in long slow strokes — parting her fully on each one, pressing the flat of her tongue through every soft slick fold, tasting her deeply. Diana's pussy was warm and swollen against her mouth, slick and getting slicker, and Chloe pressed her tongue upward and found her clit — swollen and pulsing — and circled it slowly.

Above her Diana rolled her hips in slow deliberate circles, riding her face, pressing her wet pussy down against Chloe's working mouth, and Chloe reached up and gripped her thighs and pulled her down harder. Diana made a sound above her that had nothing composed about it.

"That mouth," Diana breathed above her. Her hips moved steadily. "You filthy little — don't you dare stop."

Chloe sealed her lips around Diana's clit and sucked — hard, her tongue pressing and flicking underneath — and felt Diana's whole body shudder. She worked her relentlessly — suction and tongue, her face buried in the wet heat of Diana's pussy, Diana grinding down against her mouth — until Diana's thighs locked around her head and her pussy flooded Chloe's mouth in a hot rush, soaking her lips and chin, warm and overwhelming, Diana grinding through every wave of it while Chloe swallowed desperately and kept her tongue moving through every pulse until Diana stilled.

Diana lifted herself and looked down at Chloe’s soaked face.

"Turn over," she said. "On your stomach."

Chloe turned over and lay face down against the bed, repositioning her face into Diana’s pillow, her hair falling around her, cheek pressed against the bed. Diana moved behind her and settled between her legs, her hands running slowly over the curve of Chloe's ass — both cheeks, squeezing slightly, spreading her — and then her mouth descended.

She kissed her way across Chloe's ass — open-mouthed, warm and wet, her tongue dragging across each cheek — and then her hands spread her wider and her tongue pressed between her cheeks and found her pussy first — one long slow stroke through her slick folds that made Chloe's fingers curl into the linen beneath her — before moving upward and pressing against her ass.

Diana rimmed her slowly and thoroughly — her tongue circling the tight entrance, pressing and retreating, warm and insistent — while one hand reached beneath Chloe and found her pussy, two fingers pressing inside her and moving in slow deep strokes while her tongue worked her ass above. Chloe gripped the headboard and pressed her face into the pillow and the sensation of Diana's tongue on her ass and her fingers inside her pussy simultaneously was so overwhelming she couldn't have formed a coherent word if her life depended on it.

Diana's tongue pressed deeper — firming, circling, probing — and her fingers inside Chloe's pussy curled upward and found that place and pressed it and Chloe made a sound into the pillow that she'd never made before in her life.

"Mistress — Mistress I'm going to—"

"Hold it," Diana said against her ass. Her voice was rough and warm. "Not yet."

Chloe gripped the headboard and held it. Her whole body was shaking. Diana's tongue kept working her ass and her fingers kept moving inside her pussy and the effort of not coming was almost physically painful.

Diana finally withdrew both — her tongue, her fingers — and pressed a warm kiss to the base of Chloe's spine.

"Turn over," she said. "Now."

Chloe turned onto her back as Diana reached across to the bedside drawer and pulled out a strap-on dildo, sliding it on with practiced efficiency while Chloe settled against the linen and watched her. Diana fastened the last buckle and moved over her, positioning herself between Chloe's thighs.

She pressed the tip against Chloe's pussy — just the tip, just enough pressure — and looked down at her face.

"Tell me," Diana said.

"Please, Mistress," Chloe said. Low and wrecked and entirely honest. "Please. I need to feel you inside me. Please."

Diana pressed forward — slowly, inch by inch — and Chloe felt herself stretching around it, her pussy taking her in gradually until Diana's hips were flush against her and she was fully seated and Chloe exhaled a long shaking breath.

Diana held still for a moment. Just looking at her. Then she began to move.

She started slowly — deep, full strokes, pulling back until just the tip remained inside and then pressing all the way in again — and with each stroke Chloe felt her pussy grip and flutter around her. Diana's hips rolled forward on every thrust, grinding her pelvis against Chloe's clit, and Chloe wrapped her legs around her and her hands moved over Diana's body — up her back, over her hips, gripping the full warm weight of her heavy breasts — and Diana inhaled sharply and moved harder.

The pace built. Diana's hips snapping forward with more urgency, driving into Chloe's pussy in firm deep strokes, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. Chloe's hands gripped Diana's ass and pulled her deeper and Diana buried her face in Chloe's neck and her teeth grazed the skin above the collar.

"You feel—" Diana started and didn't finish. Just moved harder.

"Don't stop," Chloe said against her hair. "Please don't stop, Mistress, please—"

Diana drove into her — deep and hard and completely without the usual composure, every careful thing stripped away — and reached between them and pressed two fingers against Chloe's clit and rubbed in tight circles and Chloe felt everything build to a single blinding point.

"Come for me," Diana said against her throat. Her hips didn't slow. "Come on, you filthy little slut, come for Mistress—"

Chloe came. Her pussy clenched hard around Diana — gripping, pulsing, flooding — her back arching off the bed, Diana's name tearing out of her throat, her legs locked around Diana's waist as she drove her through every wave of it until Chloe was shaking and spent and completely undone.

Diana stilled. Pressed her forehead against Chloe's. Their breathing was wrecked and matched and the room was warm around them.

After a while Diana removed the strap-on and lay down beside her and they lay in the lamplight without speaking and Chloe stared at the ceiling and felt the collar still warm at her throat and the warmth of Diana's body along her side and thought: I am in an enormous amount of trouble.

Diana's hand moved slowly through her hair.

"Diana," Chloe said.

Diana turned her head slightly.

"Mistress," Chloe corrected, automatic now, then stopped. "No. Diana." She paused. "I want to say it properly."

Diana was quiet. Waiting.

"I know what this is," Chloe said. "I know what we said it was. I'm not asking for anything to be different." She stared at the ceiling. "I just — I need you to know that it isn't nothing. For me. It isn't nothing."

The silence stretched.

Diana's hand stilled in her hair. Then she turned onto her side and looked at Chloe and Chloe turned to look back at her and Diana's green eyes were doing something in the lamplight that Chloe had never seen in them before.

"No," Diana said quietly. "It isn't nothing."

She reached out and touched Chloe's face — two fingers along her jaw — and then leaned in and Chloe closed the gap herself this time.

They kissed slowly in the lamplight. Not the claiming kiss of their sessions. Something else. Something that tasted like an admission.

Diana pulled back and looked at her.

She reached up and unbuckled the collar from Chloe's throat — carefully, the way she always did — and held it in her hand for a moment. Then she set it on the bedside table and lay back down and Chloe curled against her side and Diana's arm came around her.

"Jake's back at eleven," Chloe said eventually.

"I know," Diana said.

Neither of them moved.


CHAPTER FIVE
 

Three weeks passed.

They found a rhythm — the stolen mornings, the occasional afternoon when the house was empty, the evenings when both men were out and the house belonged to them. Chloe learned Diana's body the way you learned something you intended to know for a very long time — thoroughly, attentively, with the particular focus of someone who understood that the knowing was a privilege. Diana learned Chloe's with the same precision she brought to everything, and deployed that knowledge with a deliberate, devastating accuracy.

The collar became ritual. Chloe would present herself — in the kitchen, in Diana's bedroom, wherever Diana had summoned her — and Diana would buckle it around her throat and the day would fall away and there would be only this.

On a Friday morning Robert told them over breakfast that he'd be away for the weekend. A golf thing, he said. He'd be back Sunday evening. Jake had his own plans — a friend's stag do, Friday through Sunday.

Diana heard this and said how lovely and cut her toast with complete composure.

Chloe heard this and didn't trust herself to speak and looked at her coffee cup.

Friday evening. Jake's bag was barely through the door before he was out again, loud and cheerful, see you Sunday. Robert had left that afternoon. The house went quiet.

Chloe stood in the hall and listened to the silence settle around her.

She went upstairs to Diana's room.

The collar was on the bedside table. Chloe crossed to it and picked it up and buckled it around her own throat — carefully, the way Diana did it — and stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself wearing it. Bare feet. Hair loose. The black leather against her pale throat.

She sat on the edge of Diana's bed and waited.

She heard Diana's footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opened.

Diana stood in the doorway and looked at her — at Chloe sitting on her bed with the collar already around her throat — and something crossed her face that was larger and more complicated than anything Chloe had seen there before. She stood very still for a moment.

Then she crossed the room and stood in front of her and reached out and ran her thumb along the leather at Chloe's throat, checking the fit the way she always did, and her thumb stayed there a moment longer than usual.

"Good girl," she said quietly. Something in her voice that hadn't been there before.

She stepped back and reached for the hem of her silk robe and let it fall and stood completely bare in the lamplight and looked at Chloe.

"Kneel," she said. "On the floor."

Chloe slid off the bed and knelt at Diana's feet. Diana looked down at her for a moment — at the collar, at her face — and then she sat on the edge of the bed and crossed one leg over her knee and looked down at Chloe with those dark green eyes.

"Start at my feet," she said. "And take your time."

Chloe lowered herself forward and pressed her lips to the top of Diana's foot. She kissed her way slowly across it — unhurried, reverent — her tongue tracing along the arch, tasting the warmth of her skin. She felt Diana's toes curl slightly and heard the quiet exhale above her and worked her way slowly up to her ankle, her lips pressing open-mouthed kisses against the thin skin there, her tongue trailing upward.

She moved to the other foot. Kissed across the top of it, dragged her tongue slowly along the arch, pressed her lips to each ankle bone. Diana's hand came down and rested in her hair — not directing, just resting, a warm steady weight.

"Up," Diana said. "Slowly."

Chloe kissed her way up Diana's calf — lips and tongue, warm and unhurried — tasting the smooth skin of her leg, feeling the muscle shift beneath her mouth. Up past the knee. Along the inside of her thigh, where the skin went softer and warmer and Diana's breath changed slightly above her. She moved to the other thigh and worked her way upward the same way — slow open-mouthed kisses, her tongue pressing flat against the warmth of her inner thigh, the scent of Diana's pussy reaching her before she got anywhere near her.

She hovered at the top. Close enough to feel the heat of her pussy against her face. She looked up.

"Please, Mistress," she said softly.

Diana took the silver ring of her collar and pulled her forward.

Chloe pressed her tongue through Diana's pussy in a long slow stroke — parting her fully, feeling the slick warmth of her — and Diana's hand tightened in her hair. She found Diana's clit and circled it with the flat of her tongue — slowly at first, learning the pressure Diana wanted, watching her face above her for the signs she'd learned to read. Diana's full breasts rose and fell faster above her. The flush spread across her chest and throat.

Chloe sealed her lips around Diana's clit and sucked — firmly, her tongue pressing in tight circles underneath — and heard Diana's composure finally break entirely.

"Right there," Diana breathed. "Don't you dare move from there. Don't you—"

Chloe didn't move. She worked her tongue in relentless tight circles, suction building, feeling Diana's clit swell and pulse hard against her lips. Then she pressed the flat of her tongue in one firm dragging stroke — the full width of her clit, slow and deliberate — and felt Diana's thighs clamp around her head and her hips surge forward and then the flood of her — sudden and hot and overwhelming, pouring into Chloe's mouth and over her lips and down her chin, Diana's pussy soaking her face as she ground through her orgasm in long shuddering waves. Chloe swallowed what she could and took the rest against her lips and kept her tongue working through every pulse and aftershock until Diana's hand in her hair went completely slack.

Diana looked down at her — at her soaked face, her dark eyes, her swollen lips — and something moved across her expression that she didn't bother to hide.

She reached down and wiped Chloe's chin slowly with her thumb and pressed it to her lips and Chloe tasted her and held her gaze.

"On the bed," Diana said. "Hands and knees."

Chloe climbed onto the bed and positioned herself on her hands and knees in the centre of it. Diana came up behind her and ran both hands slowly over the full curve of her ass — spreading her cheeks, looking at her, completely unhurried.

"Your ass," Diana said softly, almost to herself, running her thumbs inward, "is absolutely perfect."

Her mouth descended — open-mouthed kisses across each cheek, warm and wet, her tongue dragging in slow circles — and Chloe gripped the headboard. Then Diana spread her wider and her tongue pressed between her cheeks and ran in one slow deliberate stroke from Chloe's pussy — through the full length of her wet folds, tasting her there, pressing inside briefly before withdrawing — all the way up through the crease of her ass to the tight entrance there.

Chloe made a sound into the headboard.

Diana rimmed her with complete focused thoroughness — her tongue pressing against the tight ring of her ass, circling slowly, then firming and pressing deeper, tasting her intimately and without apology — while one hand reached beneath her and found her pussy. Two fingers slid inside her — feeling how soaking she was, how her pussy clenched immediately around the intrusion — and began to move in slow deep strokes, curling upward to press against that place inside her.

Chloe's arms buckled slightly. She pressed her forehead against the headboard and gripped it and felt Diana's tongue working her ass and her fingers working her pussy simultaneously and her entire world narrowed down to those two points of sensation.

Diana's tongue pressed deeper into her ass — probing, insistent, warm — and her fingers inside her pussy moved faster, the heel of her hand slapping lightly against her swollen clit on each stroke, and Chloe was shaking so hard her thighs were barely holding her up.

"Mistress — I can't — Mistress please—"

Diana withdrew her tongue from her ass and her fingers from her pussy and pressed a single warm kiss to the base of her spine.

"Turn over," she said. Her voice was rough and low and entirely stripped of composure. "Now."

Chloe turned onto her back and Diana looked down at her — at the collar at her throat, her soaked thighs, her heaving chest — then reached across to the bedside drawer and pulled out the strap-on, stepping into the harness and fastening the buckles while Chloe watched her from the bed. She moved over her and positioned herself between Chloe's thighs, taking the strap-on in her hand and running it slowly through the slick heat of Chloe's pussy — feeling how wet she was, gathering the warmth of her — before pressing it against her entrance.

She looked down at Chloe's face.

Chloe reached up and pulled her down by the back of the neck and kissed her — deep and hungry, her tongue pressing into Diana's mouth — and Diana kissed her back and pressed forward simultaneously and Chloe felt her pussy stretch and fill as Diana slid slowly inside her.

Diana held herself there — fully seated, Chloe's pussy gripping tight around her — and kissed her slowly and deeply and Chloe felt the fullness of her and the warmth of her body and the weight of her above and thought she might actually die from this.

Then Diana began to move.

Slow deep strokes at first — pulling back until just the tip remained inside Chloe's pussy and then pressing all the way in again — and on each full stroke Diana rolled her hips forward and ground against Chloe's clit and Chloe gripped her ass and pulled her deeper. Diana's heavy breasts moved against Chloe's with every thrust and Chloe reached up and gripped them — both, filling her hands, feeling the weight of them — and Diana inhaled sharply against her mouth and drove harder.

The pace built steadily. Diana's hips snapping forward in firm deep strokes, filling Chloe's pussy on every thrust, the wet sound of them together filling the warm room. Chloe's long legs wrapped tight around Diana's waist and her nails raked down her back and Diana buried her face in Chloe's neck and bit down above the collar and Chloe arched up off the bed.

"Your pussy," Diana breathed against her throat, hips not slowing, "feels — incredible."

"Don't stop," Chloe said. Her voice was completely wrecked. "Please Mistress don't stop, please, your cock feels so good inside my pussy, please."

Diana made a sound against her throat that had nothing careful or composed about it and drove into her harder and reached between their bodies and pressed two fingers against Chloe's clit and rubbed in fast tight circles and Chloe felt everything tighten to a single unbearable point.

"Come for me," Diana said against her throat. Rough and low and stripped of everything. "Come for Mistress. Now."

Chloe came. Her pussy clamped down hard around Diana — clenching in long powerful waves, flooding around her, soaking the linen beneath them — her back arching fully off the bed, Diana's name tearing out of her at a volume she couldn't have controlled, her legs locked so tight around Diana's waist that she couldn't have moved if she'd wanted to. Diana drove into her through every wave of it — her hips snapping forward, working Chloe's clenching pussy through every second of her orgasm — and kept the pressure on her clit until Chloe was shaking and oversensitive and gripping her wrist.

Diana slowed. Stilled. Pressed her full weight down against Chloe and lay there while both of them breathed.

The room was warm and quiet around them.

After a long moment Diana lifted herself off and removed the harness and lay down beside Chloe on the dark linen. She reached out and ran her thumb slowly along the leather of the collar at Chloe's throat.

Chloe stared at the ceiling.

"Diana," she said.

Diana turned her head.

"I know what we said this was," Chloe said quietly. "I'm not asking you to say anything. I just need you to know that I—" She stopped. Started again. "Whatever this is. It isn't nothing. It was never nothing."

The room was very quiet.

Diana was still for a long moment. Then she turned onto her side and looked at Chloe and Chloe turned to look back at her and Diana's green eyes in the lamplight were doing something Chloe had never seen in them. Something unguarded. Something that had run out of door to hide behind.

"No," Diana said quietly. "It was never nothing."

She reached out and touched Chloe's face — two fingers along her jaw, the same gesture as the very first morning in the kitchen — and then leaned in slowly and Chloe closed the gap herself.

They kissed slowly in the lamplight. Not the claiming kiss of their sessions. Something else entirely. Something that had been building since a Tuesday morning in a kitchen and had arrived, finally, here.

Diana pulled back and looked at her for a long moment.

Then she reached up and unbuckled the collar from Chloe's throat — slowly, carefully, the way she always did, and held it in her hand. She looked at it for a moment. Then she set it on the bedside table and lay back down and Chloe curled against her side and Diana's arm came around her and neither of them moved.

Outside the house was quiet. The street, the night, the enormous ordinary world carrying on in complete ignorance of what had shifted in this room. In this bed. Between these two people who had started as something uncomplicated and arrived somewhere neither of them had planned for and neither of them wanted to leave.

Chloe looked at the collar on the bedside table in the lamplight. The small silver ring catching the glow.

She thought about Sunday. About Jake coming home cheerful and uncomplicated. About dinner tables and silk blouses and the specific particular weight of wanting someone you couldn't have — except that she had her, didn't she. She had her in ways that nobody in this house or any other knew about. She had the taste of her and the sound of her and the warm weight of her arm across her ribs right now.

Whatever came next — and something would come next, she wasn't naive enough to think otherwise — it could wait.

Tonight the house was theirs. The weekend stretched ahead of them, quiet and uninterrupted, and Diana's arm tightened slightly around her as though she'd had the same thought.

Chloe closed her eyes.

"Mistress," she said softly. Even now. Even like this.

She felt Diana press her lips to the top of her head.

The night settled around the house. Neither of them spoke. Neither of them needed to.
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CHAPTER ONE

Layla was trying her best to pay attention to her English professor, Joan. Donna, another girl in her class, was popping her gum so loud it was hard for Layla to hear. Layla squirmed in her seat, trying her best to hear what Joan was saying. Layla had finally had enough; she gathered her things and moved closer to the front, away from Donna.

Joan had noticed Layla moving. She didn’t stop talking but noticed who Layla had been sitting close to. Joan smiled to herself. Donna was always bothering someone. Joan watched as Layla got herself settled and began taking notes. There was something about Layla that intrigued Joan. Layla was one of those quiet students who worked hard, made decent grades, and did everything that was asked of her.

Layla was finally able to listen to Joan and take some decent notes. She was going to have to ask Joan after class to go over what she had been talking about earlier. Layla hoped Joan wouldn’t get too upset with her, but with Donna popping her gum in Layla’s ear, she just couldn’t concentrate.

Joan was having a hard time remembering what she was teaching. She lost her concentration when Layla had bent over to put her backpack on the floor beside her seat. Layla was not the most beautiful woman in the world, but she did have a nice round ass that Joan found herself wanting to bite. Joan mentally shook herself and got back to teaching about Edgar Allen Poe.

Layla got through the rest of the class without any problems. When Joan released them, Layla began gathering her stuff. She was just turning around when Joan approached her desk. Layla accidentally bumped into Joan.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Ms. Rice. I didn’t see you there.”

“It’s okay, Layla. You can call me Joan, you’re in college. We aren’t that formal in college.”

Layla laughed nervously. “Sorry, it was just the way I was raised. I was wondering if you could go over what you talked about earlier in the class. I was sitting near Donna and couldn’t hear with her popping her gum.”

Joan smiled and nodded. “Ah, yes, dear Donna. She’s a special one. Well, I don’t really have time right now to go over what was covered this morning; maybe you can get the notes from someone else in the class.”

Layla looked a bit confused as Joan had always been willing to help her students out before. “Oh, okay, no problem.”

Layla slung her backpack over her shoulder and walked out of the classroom. Joan watched Layla until she was out of the class. Just watching Layla walk up the stairs toward the door made Joan groan inwardly. Joan walked to the teacher’s bathroom and splashed some water on her face. She had been attracted to other students before, but something about Layla made her core tighten. She had to find a way to have Layla.

Layla saw Ronnie, a guy in her English class, in the cafeteria. They had talked a few times before, and he always took good notes. She got her food and then walked over to Ronnie.

“Hey, Ronnie.”

“Hey, Layla.”

“Is it possible for me to see your notes you took in Ms. Rice’s class today?”

“Ms. Rice? Oh, you mean English. You know you can just call her Joan.”

“I know, but it’s just hard for me to call any of my teachers by their first name.”

Ronnie reached into his backpack and brought out a notebook. He opened it and slid it across the table to Layla.

Layla quickly copied Ronnie’s notes and gave him his notebook back. “Thanks, Ronnie. You’re a lifesaver.”

“You’re welcome.”

Layla went back to her dorm room and studied like she did every day. Weeks went by, and Layla thought everything was going great. She was getting herself prepared for midterm exams and the holidays.

Layla was taking notes in Joan’s class, making sure she knew everything that was going to be on the midterm test. Layla was trying her best to follow Joan, but her mind kept darting from one class to the other. Layla didn’t notice when Joan asked her a question.

“Layla, hello, are you with us?”

Layla brought her mind back to the present. “Oh, Ms. Rice, I’m so sorry. I guess I have a lot on my mind with midterms and all.”

“I asked if you could give me three poems that Poe wrote.”

“Oh, yes, sure. The Raven, The Tell-Tale Heart, and The Fall of the House of Usher.”

“Thank you, Layla. Class dismissed. Layla, I need to see you after class, please.”

Layla frowned. Why would Joan need to see her? Yes, she might have spaced out a bit in class, but she couldn’t figure out what else Joan might need to see her about. Layla gathered her things and walked to Joan’s desk.

“Ms. Rice, you wanted to see me?”

“I don’t want to have to tell you again to call me Joan. Yes, I wanted to see you. Do you realize you are about to fail my class?”

“Fail your class? How? I’ve passed every test and done all my work?”

“Are you questioning me?”

“No, ma’am. I’m sorry. Is there anything I can do to bring my grades up so I can pass this class?”

Joan slyly smiled. “As a matter of fact, there is. There is a special project I’ve been working on that I need some help with. If you can help me with it, I can promise you that you will pass this class.”

“I’ll do anything it takes to pass this class.”

Joan smiled again. “That’s good to hear. Meet me back here at seven tonight.”

Layla went through the rest of the day in a blur. She kept thinking about Joan and failing her class. She knew some of the other students had talked about Joan having a weird grading scale, and normal grades didn’t really matter to her. Layla just thought they were angry students who didn’t like Joan, but now it made Layla wonder.

It was a quarter to seven when Layla entered Ferguson Hall. She made her way to Joan’s room and tried the door. It opened. Layla walked into the familiar classroom and let the door close behind her. She jumped when the door snapped shut. Layla slowly walked to the front of the class. She wasn’t sure who all was supposed to be here, but no one had gotten there yet.


CHAPTER TWO

Layla sat down to wait on Joan. She pulled a book out of her backpack and began reading. Layla didn’t hear Joan when she came into the room. Joan walked over to Layla and placed her foot beside Layla’s thigh. Layla looked at Joan’s foot and slowly moved her eyes from Joan’s foot up her leg, and blushed when she saw Joan was wearing fishnet stockings, crotchless leather shorts, and a leather nippleless bra.

“Um, Ms. Rice?”

Joan slapped a riding crop against the desk Layla was sitting behind. Layla jumped.

“My name is Joan.”

“Yes, I’m sssorrry.” Layla stuttered.

“Are you ready to help me with my special project?”

“I guess.”

“Then let’s get started. Stand up.”

Layla stood up. Joan took Layla by the hand and led her to a hidden door behind her desk. The door looked just like one of the panels on the back wall. Joan reached her hand out and ran it down the right side of the trim. Layla heard a click, and the panel swung inward.

“Watch your step.”

Joan raised her leg up and stepped over the bottom of the door frame. Layla did the same, but the toe of her shoe caught on the door frame, and Layla stumbled. She bumped into Joan and almost made both of them fall.

Joan grabbed Layla and steadied her. Layla looked up and gasped. The room they were in looked like some kind of dungeon. There were all kinds of bars, chains, harnesses, and other things Layla didn’t know the names of hanging on the walls and from the ceiling. Layla turned all the way around so she could see everything in the room. Layla jumped when Joan spoke.

“Like what you see?”

“I don’t even know what I am looking at? Is this some kind of torture chamber for students who are failing?”

Joan laughed a deep throaty laugh. “No, it’s my fun room.”

“Fun room? How can you have fun in a room like this?”

“Glad you asked. Let me show you.”

Joan walked Layla over to a bench in the center of the room. She put handcuffs on Layla’s wrists and pulled her arms over her head. Joan hooked the handcuffs to the top of the bench. Joan bent down and cuffed Layla’s ankles to the floor.

Layla pulled against her restraints. “Joan, what are you doing?”

“Showing you some fun.”

Joan pulled Layla’s shirt up and tucked it behind her head. She unfastened Layla’s bra and moved it out of the way. Joan then moved down to Layla’s lower body. Joan unfastened Layla’s pants and pulled them along with Layla’s underwear down to her ankles.

Joan walked over to a cabinet and opened the doors. She ran her hand over all the toys and picked up a feather flogger. Layla strained her head to see what Joan was doing. Joan brought the flogger back to Layla and ran it down the middle of Layla’s body. Layla sucked in her breath. Joan ran the flogger around Layla’s nipples and smiled as they hardened into little peaks. Joan then ran the flogger down Layla’s body until she got to her core. She flicked her wrist and slapped the feathers across Layla’s fun button. Layla gasped and tried to move her hips.

Joan bent over and sucked one of Layla’s nipples into her mouth. She held Layla’s nipple in her mouth and flicked the end of it with her tongue. Joan sucked hard and pulled back on Layla’s breast. She captured Layla’s nipple between her teeth and bit.

Before she realized what she was doing, Layla had groaned. Joan smiled with Layla’s breast in her mouth. Joan allowed Layla’s breast to pop out of her mouth. Joan moved so that she was straddling Layla’s body.

Joan grabbed Layla’s breasts with both hands. She squeezed and pinched Layla’s nipples hard.

“Joan, please stop. You have to stop. You can’t do this.”

“Oh, I believe I can, and I will. Just relax and enjoy. Your body is telling me that you don’t want me to stop.”

Joan bent forward and kissed Layla’s mouth. Layla tried her best to move her mouth away, but Joan grabbed her by the chin and held her still. Joan shoved her tongue in Layla’s mouth and kissed her deeply.

Layla just laid there and let Joan kiss her. What was she going to do anyway? Joan released Layla’s lips and kissed her way down Layla’s body. Joan moved so that she was straddling Layla’s body where her head was pointing toward Layla’s bottom. Joan bent forward and licked Layla from her clit to her ass.

Layla groaned and moved her hips. Joan smiled to herself and moved her bottom back toward Layla’s face.

“Eat me,” Joan said.

“I don’t know how.”

“Just do to me what I’m doing to you.”

“You don’t understand. I’ve never been with anyone like this.”

Joan hesitated just a moment. “Then now is the perfect time for me to teach you.”

Joan went back to Layla’s crotch. She ran her tongue around Layla’s clit in circles then moved down toward Layla’s center. Joan pushed her tongue as far inside Layla as she could get. Layla couldn’t stop her body from responding to Joan’s touch.

Joan kept backing her bottom up toward Layla’s mouth. All Layla had to do was move her head just a bit, and she would be able to lick Joan. Layla took a deep breath and licked Joan from her clit to her ass. To Layla’s surprise, Joan didn’t taste anything like she thought it would. Layla tried her best to keep up with what Joan was doing. Layla circled Joan’s clit with her tongue, and Joan shivered above her and pushed her crotch harder against Layla’s face.

Layla was bucking her hips against Joan’s mouth. She knew she was about to have her first-ever orgasm. Layla got so caught up in the feelings she was going through that she forgot to pleasure Joan until Joan pushed her crotch tight against Layla’s face. Layla went back to licking Joan.

Joan pushed two fingers inside Layla, and this brought Layla’s hips up off of the bench. Layla was straining against her restraints. Layla was shaking violently. Joan moved her fingers in and out of Layla’s core faster while sucking on Layla’s clit. Layla couldn’t breathe; she wrenched her face away from Joan’s crotch.

“Oh, God, I don’t know what you are doing, but I feel like I’m going to explode.”

Joan didn’t stop what she was doing to Layla. She knew Layla was about to orgasm, and if she was right, this just might be Layla’s first orgasm.

“Oh, my God! Joan, please, help me! I can’t. I can’t…” Layla’s voice trailed off as her orgasm took hold of her. Her body bowed as the orgasm traveled through her body. Joan stopped licking her clit and just held it lightly in her mouth. Joan could feel every pulse of Layla’s muscles in her vagina. Once Layla calmed down, Joan kissed her clit lightly, which caused Layla to gasp.

Layla was trying to calm her breathing when Joan sat her crotch onto Layla’s face. Layla remembered what she was supposed to be doing. She wanted to give Joan what she had just experienced. Layla pulled Joan’s clit into her mouth and began sucking on it. Layla then ran her tongue down to Joan’s center and pushed her tongue as far into Joan as she could get. Layla soon got into a rhythm, and Joan began groaning and shaking above her.

Layla pulled Joan’s clit back into her mouth and began sucking harder. Joan threw her head back and came all over Layla’s face. She kept grinding her crotch against Layla’s face until her orgasm subsided. Joan stood up off of Layla and turned to face her. Joan bent down and kissed Layla. To Layla’s surprise, she actually liked the taste of Joan’s and her own juices.

Layla thought Joan would release her, but Joan walked back over to the cabinet and brought something back in her hand. Joan unfastened Layla’s ankles and then began pulling what Layla assumed was a pair of underwear up her legs. Layla felt something cold being placed against her clit. Layla wiggled her hips.

“Be still. I have to get this just right.”

Layla stopped moving and tried her best to be still.

“Raise your hips.”

Layla raised her hips up, and Joan pulled the “underwear” up around her hips. Layla lowered her hips back down, and Joan pressed a button on what she was holding. Layla’s hips bucked off of the bench as vibrations shot through her clit.

“Holy cow, what is that?”

“My way of having some fun with you in class without anyone seeing.”

Joan walked back over to the cabinet and brought back two more small items. She bent over and placed them over Layla’s nipples. She ran the strings that were attached to the small vibrators around Layla’s back and clipped them together. Joan then clicked the remote on the nipple vibrators, and Layla’s body once again bowed.

Joan put the remotes in her pocket and turned to Layla.

“Do you know how good you look lying there naked with vibrators attached to your nipples and clit?”

“No.”

“It doesn’t matter. I want you to wear these every time you come to my class. You can take them off when you shower, but I will know if you aren’t wearing them to my class. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.”

Joan took the handcuffs off of Layla and helped her sit up.

“You can get dressed and go back to your room. You realize that if you tell anyone, we are both in big trouble.”

“I know. You don’t have to worry. I won’t tell anyone.”

The rest of Layla’s evening went by in a blur. In fact, the next few weeks went by fairly quickly, with midterms and everyone getting ready for the holidays. Layla made sure she wore her special things every time she had to go to Joan’s class. The day before the exam, Layla was concentrating extremely hard on her notes to prepare herself for the midterms when suddenly her crotch and nipples were covered in vibrations.

Layla almost fell to the floor when Joan started the vibrators.

“Layla, are you okay?”

Layla composed herself as best she could. “Yes, Joan, I’m fine. I just had a cramp in my leg.”

Joan smiled to herself as she let the vibrators continue to hum. Layla was trying her best to keep her composure, but she was getting close to having an orgasm and didn’t want to cum in the middle of her English class.

Layla began sweating and breathing harder. She raised her hand.

“Joan, may I please be excused?”

“Is there a problem, Layal?”

“I just need to use the restroom.”

“Class is almost over. I think you can wait.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Layla crossed her legs and knew it wouldn’t be long before her orgasm consumed her.

Joan was enjoying torturing Layla. She saw Layla’s eyes roll back into her head as she slumped down in her seat. Layla was shaking, but she was trying her best not to draw attention to herself.

Ronnie looked over at Layla and wondered what was wrong with her. Layla had always seemed so healthy, but she looked like she was about to pass out today. Maybe the midterms were catching up with her. Ronnie’s sister used to have seizures when she was younger, and stress could always trigger them. He wondered if Layla might suffer from them too. He stood up to go check on Layla.

“Ronnie, where do you think you are going?”

“Layla doesn’t look too good, Joan. I was just going to check on her. My sister has seizures, and they start out with her shaking like that.”

“Layla, are you prone to having seizures?”

Layla took a deep breath and prayed to everything that was holy that her voice would be calmer than her body. “No, ma’am, I don’t have seizures.”

Ronnie sat back down but stayed very concerned about Layla. He kept watching her out of the corner of his eye. He was determined to talk to her after class.

Layla started gritting her teeth, trying not to scream. Joan let the vibrators go for a few more minutes, and Layla had almost melted into the floor. Joan turned off the vibrators, and Layla laid her head on the desk. She was breathing heavily and trying to stop shaking.

“Okay, class, remember to study as much as possible and good luck on your test tomorrow.”

Layla tried her best to gather her things, but she kept dropping stuff. Ronnie came over and helped her pick up her books.

“Layla, are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yeah, Ronnie, I’m fine.”

“Are you sure you weren’t having a seizure?”

“No, I wasn’t having a seizure. I was just stressing over this test, and it is cold in here. I was shivering from the cold while trying to remember all this crap.”

“Okay, I consider you a friend. I worry about my friends.”

Layla looked into Ronnie’s eyes and saw the truth in them. “Thanks, Ronnie. I appreciate that.”

“No problem. Wanna get some lunch?”

“Sure, just let me use the restroom.”

“Okay, I’ll meet you outside the cafeteria.”

“I’ll be there.”

Layla shoved all the books into her backpack and slung them over her shoulder. She hadn’t heard Joan walk up behind her. Layla jumped when she heard Joan’s voice in her ear.

“I am so wet just watching you cum, knowing I have total control over you when you are sitting in my class. Meet me here at five.”

“I’d really like to study. I have three tests tomorrow that I want to be ready for.”

Joan clicked on the vibrators, and Layla crumpled onto the floor, shaking. Joan bent over her and turned the vibrators on high. Layla threw her head back, bowed her back, and looked up at Joan. Joan bent down and covered Layla’s scream with her hand. Layla’s eyes rolled back in her head, and her body convulsed as she screamed into Joan’s hand. She was shaking violently as an intense orgasm shook her body. Layla kept screaming over and over again. Layla’s eyes were pleading with Joan to turn off the vibrators. When Joan realized Layla couldn’t take anymore, she turned off the vibrators.

Layla rolled onto her side and curled into the fetal position. Layla kept having mini orgasms, and her body would shake every now and then. Joan bent down, so her breath moved Layla’s hair.

“I’ll meet you here at five.”

Layla couldn’t talk yet, so she just nodded. Joan gave her a quick kiss on her cheek.

“I have a class in five minutes. Make sure you are up by then.”

Layla stood on shaking legs. She walked to the closest restroom, peed, and splashed water onto her face. Layla looked at the woman in the mirror and did not recognize herself. Her face was flushed, and her eyes looked different. She splashed more water onto her face and took a few deep breaths. Once she felt like she could face Ronnie, she walked out of the bathroom and toward the cafeteria.

Layla saw Ronnie pacing back and forth in front of the cafeteria, and she hurried her footsteps.

“Sorry, Ronnie, there was a line at the restroom, and well, let’s just say I almost didn’t make it.”

Ronnie laughed, but then he noticed that Layla didn’t quite look like herself. “Are you sure you’re okay? You look a bit flushed?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

Layla and Ronnie at lunch while chatting amicably. Joan noticed the two of them together and made a mental note to ask Layla about Ronnie. If they were close, it might be hard to keep their little secret. Joan walked into the cafeteria and made sure she walked right past Layla and Ronnie. She wanted to see if she could intimidate Layla out of the classroom.

Layla saw Joan walking toward her, and she stiffened. Layla put her hands in her lap and sat quietly until Joan walked past. Once Joan’s back was to Layla, she smiled. She knew right then that she had Layla right where she wanted her.

Ronnie frowned when he saw Layla stiffen when she saw Joan. “Do you have a problem with Joan?”

“No, she just scares me. I’m afraid I’m about to fail her class.”

“I’ve heard she can be tough. She has a really weird grading scale that is different than all the other teachers. Do you need help studying? I’ll be glad to study with you.”

“That actually sounds like a great idea.”

“Good. Do you want to meet in the library tonight?”

Layla remembered she had to be in Joan’s office by five. “Well, it depends on what time. I have a meeting at five, but I’m not sure how long it will take.”

“No problem, just call me when you are done, and I’ll meet you.”

“Okay, that sounds great.”

Layla and Ronnie went about the rest of their day. Layla was extremely nervous about having to meet with Joan again. Layla never had boyfriends in middle or high university, so sex was the farthest thing on her mind. Layla was pretty sure she wasn’t gay because although she hadn’t had any boyfriends, she had a few crushes, and all of them had been on guys. Layla appreciated a beautiful woman, but they just didn’t cause any kind of sexual reaction.

Layla wondered what it was about her that made Joan choose her. Was it because she was quiet? She knew she was “prettyish,” but she was not the most beautiful woman in her class. So, why did Joan pick her? What was it about Layla that made Joan decide to torture her?

Layla was slowly walking to Joan’s office, and she knew it was almost five. She didn’t want to fail this class because it would screw up her grade point average. Layla didn’t want to begin her college career with a low-grade point average. Right now, she was at a 3.89, and she was fine with that. Joan was making it harder and harder for her to want to come to class. Layla stood outside Joan’s room, debating on whether or not to go through with this.

Layla reached for the door handle but stopped when she heard voices coming from inside the room. Layla pressed her ear up to the door but only heard muffled sounds coming from inside. Layla cracked the door open just a bit to see if she could peek inside to see who was with Joan.

To Layla’s horror, Joan saw the door move and called her name.

“Layla, honey, is that you?”

Layla hung her head and took a deep breath. She opened the door more and walked inside. “Yes, Joan, it’s me.”

“Come on in; we have someone new to play with today.”

Layla had kept her eyes focused on the floor, but when Joan mentioned someone new, she looked up. There stood Joan with Ronnie.

“Why, what, why is he here?”

“I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me why he is here?”

“I don’t know why he’s here.”

“He claims he just came here to try to get you some help with my class. Why would he think that you need help in my class?”

Joan put her hand in her pocket, and Layla knew she was going to the remotes for the vibrators, but Layla wasn’t wearing them. She hadn’t seen any point in putting them on since she was going to be “playing” with Joan anyway. Layla stiffened and knew she would be paying for disobeying Joan. Joan frowned when she didn’t get a response out of Layla. Joan forgot about Ronnie for a moment as she walked up the steps toward Layla.

“Did you forget something?” Joan said through gritted teeth.

“I didn’t think I would need them since we would be playing with other things,” Layla whispered.

“From now on, you are to wear them at all times when you are on campus. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Joan took Layla by the arm and led her down the steps where Ronnie was standing. “So where did we get to? Oh, yes, why would your good friend Ronnie think you were failing my class?”

“I might have mentioned that I felt like I was doing poorly in this class and might fail it.”

“You MIGHT have mentioned. Well, did you or didn’t you?”

“Yes, it came up during our conversation at lunch. I just don’t think I’ve been doing well, and I’m worried about my GPA.”

“Well, we are going to have to find a way to fix that now aren’t we?”

Layla looked shocked. “You aren’t?”

Joan shrugged, “Why not? The more, the merrier.”

Joan walked over to the panel behind her desk and pressed the hidden button. Ronnie had walked up to Layla.

“Hey, are you sure you’re okay?”

“No, I’m not okay, and soon you won’t be either.”

“What are you talking about?”

Layla just shook her head. Joan opened the door wider. “Well, come on, let’s get this party started.”

Ronnie frowned at Layla, who just slowly began walking toward Joan. Ronnie, still frowning, followed Layla. Layla stepped over the door frame and entered the room. Ronnie followed suit but stopped when he saw all the BDSM equipment in the room. Ronnie let out a low whistle.

Joan and Layla turned to look at him. Joan smiled, “Do you see something you like?”

Ronnie began slowly walking around the room, looking at all the things Joan had. Ronnie has seen some BDSM porn but never thought he would get to see these things in real life. Layla looked shocked when she realized Ronnie liked what he was seeing.

Joan walked over to Ronnie and whispered in his ear. “Go ahead and choose something.”

Ronnie walked over to one wall and ran his hands over a pair of leather cuffs dangling from the ceiling. His eyes went to the floor and saw a matching pair lying on the floor that was chained to hooks in the floor.

Joan took Layla by the arm and led her over to where Ronnie was standing. “Take off your clothes.”

Layla knew better than to argue. Layla began undressing. She folded her clothes and placed them on a shelf. Ronnie turned around and saw Layla standing there naked.

“What? No!”

Joan just smiled at Ronnie. “Did you think I was going to let you see my fun room without actually having some fun?”

“Yeah, but not Layla?”

“Why not Layla? She’s my special project this semester. You and I together get to have some fun with her.”

Layla was standing there exposed to a guy she was just beginning to like who she figured would never want to have anything else to do with her after today, feeling completely ashamed and unlovable.

Joan gave Layla a little push toward Ronnie. “Go ahead, chain her.”

Ronnie shook his head. “I can’t.”

“That was an order, not a request.”

Layla lifted her head and looked at Ronnie. “Go ahead; it’s okay.”

Layla walked over to the cuffs and stood there. Ronnie walked over to her and picked up her left hand. He lifted it above her head and fastened the leather cuff in place. He repeated this process on her right hand. Ronnie then bent down and carefully moved her right foot into place, and fastened the cuff around it. He did the same for the other foot.

“Layla, I am so sorry.”

Layla shook her head. “You should have just left things alone. I told you I was going to handle it.”

“Was this how you were handling it? Did she make you do this?”

“What choice did I have? She told me I was going to fail if I didn’t do everything she said to do.”

“We can go to the university board. There has to be something we can do.”

Joan had walked back over and was standing behind Ronnie. “Oh, there’s plenty we can do, but first, we need to get you comfortable.”

Before Ronnie could respond, Joan had unbuttoned his shirt and was sliding it down his arms. Ronnie tried to step out of her way, but she wasn’t having it. “Ronnie, what you don’t realize is that once you are inside this room and that door is shut, there isn’t a way out unless I unlock the door. I am the only person who knows the combination to unlock the door. So either you do this my way, or I chain you over there where you can see what’s happening without being able to touch or relieve yourself. What’s it going to be?”

Ronnie looked at Layla. She smiled weakly back. “It’s okay.”

Ronnie knew deep down that it wasn’t okay, but he would rather be free and try to help Layla than being tied up, unable to help. Ronnie took his clothes off and folded them. He placed them on the shelf beside Layla’s.

Layla had fixed her eyes on a painting that hung on a wall on the opposite side of the room. She learned that if she could disengage her mind as to what was happening around her, things didn’t bother her as much.

Joan walked around Ronnie sliding her hand over his exposed flesh. “Mmmm, nice, I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.” She knelt down on the floor in front of him and sucked his soft manhood into her mouth.

Ronnie sucked in a breath and closed his eyes. He used everything in him to try and stop from getting hard, but a woman’s hot mouth was wrapped around his manhood. Ronnie groaned and quit fighting. He let Joan suck him like he had never been sucked before. Since he hadn’t been sucked off before, he was going to enjoy every minute of it.

Joan swallowed his hardness down her throat and began playing with his ass cheeks. Her fingers probed between them and found his puckered tightness. Joan tickled Ronnie with her fingernail. Ronnie squirmed, but Joan put more pressure on his tightness. Joan swallowed Ronnie’s hardness and began humming. Ronnie’s knees almost collapsed under him. Joan took this moment to slide her finger into Ronnie’s ass.

Joan smiled around Ronnie’s manhood deep in her throat. She pulled back until just Ronnie’s tip was still in her mouth, then she would plunge it back down her throat. Joan kept this rhythm up until she felt Ronnie’s manhood swell in her mouth. At this point, Joan just began pumping Ronnie’s erection in and out of her mouth as fast as she could.

Ronnie had balled his hand into fists at his side to try and slow his impending orgasm. But Joan knew what she was doing, and Ronnie knew he couldn’t hold back any longer. He began shaking and groaning.

“Oh, God, oh, God.”

Joan swallowed Ronnie’s erection just as he began spurting his load into her mouth. She swallowed every last drop. She put a lot of suction on his manhood as she pulled it out of her mouth. Ronnie groaned until she finally released his manhood.


CHAPTER THREE

Ronnie was standing there trying to catch his breath. Joan stood up and walked over to Layla, and kissed her. Layla returned the kiss and tasted Ronnie’s sperm. It wasn’t what she was expecting, but she really didn’t know what to expect.

“How do you like the taste of your friend Ronnie?”

Layla shrugged the best she could with her arms chained above her head. “It’s okay, I guess.”

“Haven’t you ever tasted a guy before?”

Layla turned bright red. “No.”

“Have you ever done anything with a guy before?”

Layla’s face got redder. “I’ve kissed guys.”

“Is that all?”

Layla was tired of being embarrassed in front of Ronnie. “YES, THAT’S ALL!”

Joan reached out and grabbed Layla’s hair. She brought her face very close to Layla’s. “Don’t you ever raise your voice to me again! Do you understand?”

Layla swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s better, Ronnie; come here.”

Ronnie walked over to where Joan was standing with Layla. “Kiss her.”

Ronnie moved in close to Layla. She wouldn’t look at him. In fact, she just closed her eyes. Ronnie bent his head and gently kissed Layla. Something in the pit of Layla’s stomach came to life when Ronnie’s lips touched hers. Layla found herself enjoying the kiss and kissing Ronnie back. Ronnie deepened the kiss.

Joan moved in behind Layla and began running her hands up and down Layla’s back. Layla tried her best to just concentrate on the sensations coming from Ronnie’s lips. Joan kissed Layla’s shoulders and moved down her back. When she got even with Layla’s butt, she bit one cheek. This caused Layla to jump and yelp.

Ronnie broke the kiss. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“She’s fine. I just bit her on the ass.”

“Oh,” was all that Ronnie said. Ronnie and Layla just stood there looking into each other’s eyes.

“Hey, since I’m working on the backside, why don’t you start working on the front?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“That wasn’t a question.”

Layla smiled weakly at Ronnie. “It’s okay.”

Ronnie kissed Layla again and this time moved his lips down to her throat, across her collarbones, and down toward her breasts. Ronnie sucked her left nipple into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue. Layla groaned.

“That’s it, Ronnie, make her groan,” said Joan.

Ronnie moved over to her right breast and repeated the action. He brought one hand up to play with her left breast while he sucked on the right. Layla let her head fall back as she enjoyed Ronnie’s lovemaking. Ronnie moved on down her body and was soon at her curls. He paused just a moment and silently asked Layla to forgive him.

Ronnie took the time to kneel down in front of Layla, and then he stuck his tongue in between Layla’s folds and found her clit. Layla jerked and moaned when his tongue made contact. Joan was still kneeling behind Layla, playing with her ass. Joan smiled and ran her hand between Layla’s legs.

Ronnie kept circling Layla’s clit with his tongue, and her breathing grew erratic. He moved down to her core and stuck his tongue as far up inside her as he could get. Ronnie made love to her center with his tongue until he felt her cum on his face. He stopped for a moment to let her catch her breath, but Joan had other plans.

Joan shoved two fingers inside Layla and began pumping them in and out of Layla as fast as she possibly could. Layla was pulling against her restraints as orgasm after orgasm hit her.

“Please, Joan, stop. I can’t. It’s too much.”

“Oh, you can, and you will.”

Joan kept working her fingers in and out of Layla until Layla collapsed. If Layla hadn’t been chained, she would have fallen to the floor. Ronnie pulled Joan off of Layla and shoved her back.

Ronnie quickly unfastened Layla’s restraints and helped her lie down on the floor. It wasn’t ideal, but it was better than nothing.

Ronnie rubbed Layla’s arms and legs to try to stop them from twitching. He turned to Joan, “You really are a sadistic bitch aren’t you?”

Joan had stood up. “Yes, I can be.”

Joan walked over to a cabinet against the wall and pulled out a blanket. She handed the blanket to Ronnie. He quickly covered Layla’s twitching body with the blanket. Layla immediately stopped shaking. Ronnie laid down beside Layla but on top of the blanket and held her.

Joan allowed Ronnie to hold Layla for a few more minutes. “Okay, I didn’t come here tonight to babysit the two of you. Move, and let’s have some fun.”

“I think Layla has had all the fun she can have tonight.”

“Nonsense, she’s had time to catch her breath. Let’s move on to something else.”

Layla looked at Ronnie and nodded her head. “I feel better. It was just so much at one time. It’s okay.”

Ronnie stood up and took the blanket off of Layla. Her nipple hardened when the cool air hit them. Ronnie offered Layla his hand, and he helped her stand up. Joan had moved to the other side of the room and pushed a button on the wall. To Layla’s and Ronnie’s surprise, a bed folded out away from the wall.

“Come on, Layla. Climb into the middle. You are the guest of honor tonight.”

Layla climbed up onto the bed and crawled into the middle. She was soon joined by Joan. Joan turned to Ronnie, “come on.”

Joan bent her head and kissed Layla; her hand moved across Layla’s breasts as she squeezed both of them in turn. Joan reached across Layla and took Ronnie’s hand, and placed it on Layla.

“You get to have fun, too.”

Ronnie looked into Layla’s eyes and saw the acceptance there. He bent his head and kissed her lips as Joan moved down her body. Joan ran her tongue across Layla’s stomach and smiled as goosebumps followed. Joan stuck her tongue into Layla’s navel and then traveled lower.

When she got to Layla’s shorts and curlies, she paused only a moment to move in between Layla’s legs. Joan pushed Layla’s legs apart and bent them at the knees. She lay down in between Layla’s legs. Joan began licking Layla from her clit all the way back to her ass. Joan paused a moment at Layla’s center to stick her tongue as deep into her as she could get. Joan moved her tongue back up to Layla’s clit and began making circles around it.

Layla began moving her hips to match Joan’s tongue. Joan rolled her eyes up to Layla’s face and saw that she and Ronnie were still kissing. Ronnie was playing with Layla’s breasts, but Layla wasn’t touching Ronnie. Her hands were just lying by her side. Joan stopped licking Layla.

“Layla, you know it’s okay to touch Ronnie. Your hands aren’t tied. You can do what you want to him.”

Layla and Ronnie didn’t stop kissing, but her hand did come up, and she tangled her fingers into his hair. Her other hand went to his chest, and she lightly ran it down his side. Ronnie pulled away from the kiss breathless. Joan saw how those two were looking at each other, and she knew she would not be the one taking Layla’s virginity.

Joan ducked her head back down and captured Layla’s clit in between her teeth. Layla gasped and brought her hips off of the bed. Joan flicked her tongue across Layla’s clit and began sucking on it. Layla began bucking her hips and groaning. To Joan’s surprise, Layla reached down and pushed Joan’s head closer to her center.

“Oh, God, yes, right there. Yes, yes, yes….”

Joan didn’t stop sucking on Layla’s clit until she had cum all over Joan’s face. Joan slowly stopped sucking on Layla and just held her clit in her mouth until Layla’s center stopped pulsing. Once Layla laid her hips back onto the bed, Joan climbed back up beside Layla.

Joan kissed Layla and Layla was able to taste herself on Joan’s mouth. When Joan broke the kiss, she bent over Layla’s body and sucked Ronnie's hardening manhood back into her mouth. She sucked on it until it was hard and bobbing up and down.

“Layla, I want you to suck Ronnie.”

Layla looked unsure of herself, but she got on her knees in front of Ronnie and took his hardness into her mouth. Ronnie closed his eyes and sighed. Layla didn’t know what to do like Joan, but she wasn’t too bad for this to be her first time. Ronnie helped her out by moving his hips at different times to guide her as to what he wanted to be done. While Layla was kneeling in front of Ronnie, Joan lay down on her back and scooted herself under them. Joan began licking and sucking on Ronnie’s balls.

Ronnie began shaking and sweating. “Oh, my God, that feels incredible oh, no, oh, God….”

Before Layla realized what was happening, Ronnie shot his load into her mouth. She swallowed as much of it down as she could, but some of it leaked out of the sides of her mouth. Joan scooted her way out from underneath the couple and saw some of Ronnie’s cum sliding down Layla’s face. Joan licked this off of her face and kissed her.

“Okay, I’m the only one who hasn’t cum tonight. Can I get some action?”

Joan lay down on the pillows and spread her legs wide. She put her hands in between her legs and began playing with herself. Layla had eaten Joan before and knew what she liked. Layla moved in between Joan’s legs and licked her from clit to ass. Layla stopped at Joan’s center and moved her tongue in and out of her like it was a miniature penis. Joan pushed her hips off the bed, welcoming someone to do more.

Ronnie began sucking on Joan’s nipples. Joan groaned and grabbed the back of his head to pull him closer. Layla was making circles around Joan’s clit, and then she sucked Joan’s clit into her mouth. She bit down on it slightly and flicked her tongue over the tip.

“Stick your fingers in me.”

Layla moved her hand and stuck two fingers inside Joan. “Yeah, that’s it. Give it to me good.”

Layla tried to match the rhythm of her hand with the rhythm of her tongue, but she just couldn’t get the rhythm to match. Ronnie saw that she was having problems, and he moved his hand down and stuck two fingers inside Joan, too.

“Oh, yeah, that it.”

Layla let Ronnie’s hand guide hers as they worked together to make Joan cum. Joan began shaking, and she brought her hips higher off of the bed. She soon shook violently and began flopping on the bed. Ronnie and Layla did their best, but they couldn’t keep hold of her the way she was flailing around. Joan finally stopped moving and sat up in the bed.

“Wow, that was good. Thanks.”

Ronnie and Layla both said, “You’re welcome,” since they didn’t know of anything that would be more appropriate.

“Okay, Ronnie needs to stick that piece of meat into someone.” Joan reached over and squeezed Ronnie’s hardness. Ronnie sucked in a breath through his teeth. “I nominate Layla.”

Layla blushed. Ronnie looked at Layla. “I would really like to make love to you.”

“I would like that too, but I’ve never….” Layla’s voice trailed off.

Ronnie moved forward and captured Layla’s lips in a fiery kiss. “I promise I’ll go slow.”

Layla smiled and nodded. “I’d like that a lot.”

Ronnie moved in between Layla’s legs. Joan moved around on the bed so she could see everything that was happening. Ronnie bent forward and kissed Layla again. He moved his hardness closer to her center. He pressed forward until he was against her opening. Ronnie and Layla were both breathing heavily. Ronnie began moving the tip of his hardness up and down between Layla’s folds. He kept bumping into her clit, and this was making her hotter.

“Ronnie, you’re about to make me cum again, and you haven’t even put it in. Just do it.”

Ronnie nodded and got into position. He pressed forward and felt the tip slide inside. Ronnie knew he hadn’t broken through yet, and he didn’t want to hurt her. Ronnie was shaking as he kept himself still above Layla. Layla had had enough. She moved her hips and brought her legs up around Ronnie’s waist. She pushed against his back with her feet and brought her hips up at the same time. This was enough to move Ronnie’s hardness all the way inside Layla. She gasped when she felt the sharp pain, but that pain was soon gone, and only wave after wave of pleasure filled her body.

Joan had been sitting there waiting on their union before she did anything. Now, she bent forward and sucked on Layla’s nipples while Ronnie made love to her. Layla had mini orgasm after mini orgasm, which was all leading up to one giant one. Layla felt a huge one building, and she began shaking.

Joan knew what to do to help her. Joan moved her hand down to Layla’s clit and began rubbing it with her finger.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it. Please don’t anybody move or stop. I’m just about there, just about there. Just a bit more….”

Joan bent down and captured Layla’s lips with her own. She swallowed all of Layla’s whimpers and cries. Joan kept rubbing Layla’s clit until she felt Layla beginning to cum. At this point, she just left her finger on Layla’s clit and let Layla do the movement herself. Ronnie was beginning to sweat and shake above Layla.

“Layla, I’m cumming.”

“Oh, yes, Ronnie, cum with me. Fill me with your cum. I want to feel you shoot your hot juices inside me.”

Hearing Layla actually voice her feelings set Ronnie off. He pushed himself deep inside Layla and shot his load inside her. He collapsed on top of Layla as he caught his breath. Joan rubbed Ronnie’s back as his breathing calmed. Ronnie rolled off of Layla and held her close.

Joan pulled the covers over all of them, and they snuggled in together. They spent the night together, making love in every position possible. Layla even put on a strap on and made love to Ronnie. At one time, Joan made love to Ronnie while Ronnie made love to Layla. Joan and Ronnie even double penetrated Layla, and Layla and Ronnie double penetrated Joan.

Although Joan knew she had lost this lover, she also knew she had brought these two “friends” closer. She would find another lover soon enough, but she secretly hoped the three could get together for another fun night again.

Even though Layla and Ronnie completely forgot about studying for their midterms, they both passed every class with flying colors. Joan gave the remotes to Layla’s “torture devices” to Ronnie so he could have fun with her. He did torture Layla once at the bowling alley, but he never made her cum in front of others. By the time they got to their car that night, she was making love to him in his car.

Nobody ever figured out Joan’s grading system, but she was fair and graded accordingly. The three did get together again at least twice a year before the final exams. It helped relieve everybody’s stress levels.
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“This is what your punishment gives me,” Mistress Rose said, voice rougher now. “Your mouth. Your breath. Your patience. Your need.”

Elise moaned into her.

Mistress Rose’s body tightened.

Then her hips ground down hard against Elise’s mouth as pleasure broke through her, her thighs clamping around Elise’s head, her full body shuddering above her. Elise felt the rush of Mistress Rose’s release over her lips and tongue, felt it smear across her mouth and the back of her throat as Mistress Rose rode out every wave, using her face until the last tremor passed.

Then, with deliberate cruelty, Mistress Rose lifted herself away and shifted higher, settling over Elise’s chest instead of her mouth.

Elise gasped for air, flushed and dazed.

THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could leave me a review on Amazon? If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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