

Faye Rose

Used by Lesbian Stranger


Copyright © 2023 by Faye Rose

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Foreword
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
Also by Faye Rose



Foreword

Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net
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Chapter 1

45-year-old woman, seeking an obedient toy was not normally the dating profile I would swipe yes to, but somehow today was different.

After months of failed conversations, canceled dates, and unwanted dick pics, I was about to delete my dating app. I thought maybe it was time to try going to the bar, or to ask my friends to set me up with someone. I wasn’t even very picky, especially not anymore, but there was no one I seemed to connect with.

It wasn’t like I was entirely desperate for a relationship. I was doing okay on my own. I had a decent job, a good social life, but I was missing something. I really just needed someone physically. Someone to touch, or kiss, or have sex with, anything.

I went into my app settings, trying to change the radius of potential matches, and the age, but it was no use. It didn’t seem to change anything. I was still getting the same men that I’d already seen before.

However, one option I’d never looked into changing was gender. After I’d experimented with all the settings on my app, I couldn’t deny that it was the only one that remained.

As far as I knew, I was straight, but I’d never really thought about being with a woman. But what was the harm in looking? I was bored, done with the app, and ready to call it quits. I definitely wasn’t planning on seeing anyone, but what was the harm in looking?

I’d already seen the same men multiple times, so I turned the option completely to women only.

I spent a bit of time looking through profiles. I wasn’t even really sure what kind of woman I’d be looking for. All I knew was that I just wanted some kind of connection. A lot of them seemed a bit intimidating, especially because I didn’t even know what to expect with a woman.

The part that seemed to make me the most nervous was rejection. With men, I knew what kind of guys were in my league, and I wouldn’t go too far outside of it because I didn’t want anyone to turn me away. But with women, they were all so beautiful in their own ways. I did not know where I fell on the scale. This was new territory.

I found a few that I considered trying to match with, but realized they were too far away for my liking. But after about ten minutes of searching, I swiped and felt a rush through me.

45-year-old woman, seeking an obedient toy. The words immediately made my legs feel like jelly. The picture was of a gorgeous woman sitting back in a chair; her legs crossed, drink in hand, with large black high heels hanging off of each foot. She wore a tight red dress and her piercing eyes seemed to look right at me.

I clicked on her profile. I needed to know more.

Married to a loving husband but missing a woman’s touch. Not looking for a threesome or swingers. I am only looking for a woman to have some fun with while my husband works nights. He would not be involved. I am very dominant, love BDSM, and would like to have someone to play with. ;)

Something about her description made me feel so turned on that I was actually thinking about what it would be like to meet up with this woman. I looked through her other pictures, and could feel myself getting excited. She had long, straight black hair, a perfect body, and her devilish, sexy smile commanded attention. I hadn’t expected to be this attracted to a woman, but I found it even more surprising that I was interested in someone older and married. It wasn’t that I was super young, but at 27 I never went for people much older or much younger.

I thought for a moment. Maybe this was something I needed. Something with no commitment and no expectations. I figured she might enjoy the fact that I was inexperienced.

However, not only was it new that she was a woman, but I also had never been with anyone who described themselves as dominant. I’d always been curious, but BDSM was not something I had ever seen myself experimenting with.

But the idea of being someone’s ‘obedient toy’ made my pussy throb. I didn’t even really know what that entailed. But looking at this woman, I knew I’d probably let her do things to me I’d never had done before.

I decided if we matched, I would be honest with her. Tell her I’d never been with a woman, that I wasn’t sure, but that I found her irresistible. I figured by tomorrow it wouldn’t matter, anyway. I’d probably be unmatching her and feeling guilty, but at the time I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

I swiped yes, and a few seconds later, the screen flashed.

“You’ve got a match!”
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Chapter 2

I could feel my heart beating fast, and my hands almost shook. I was so nervous now, and she hadn’t even messaged yet. What was I doing?

I took a deep breath and put my phone down to think. I got up to walk to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, but before I left the room, I heard my phone buzz. Quickly, I ran back and checked it.

“Wow, hey gorgeous. Did you really mean to swipe?”

I wrote out my response about ten times, feeling foolish until I finally replied. She seemed so casual, and I felt completely out of place.

“Yes, of course I’m sure! But I’m not sure what I’m really doing… I just saw your profile and couldn’t refuse.”

“I’m so flattered. God, I wish I could meet up with you right now, but I’m totally busy with work tonight. What do you mean you’re not sure what you’re doing? First time?”

“Yes, I’ve never been with a woman before… or done anything like, y’know, what you’re saying. But I think I want to.”

Every message I sent caused me to throw down the phone and pace in the opposite direction, as if it were going to explode.

“Even better. Don’t worry, hun. I can teach you everything you need to know. I might even go easy on you. ;)”

“Not necessary,” I replied. I was starting to feel confident. I’d send hundreds of flirty messages in the past to men. Why would this be any different?

“Fuck, I like you haha. When are you free? I hope you’re not going to make me wait too long.”

“Is tomorrow night okay?”

Tomorrow? Why did I suggest that so quickly? I was giving myself no time to prepare. But I knew if I had too much time, I wouldn’t go. I thought maybe I sounded too desperate, but the way she was talking to me made me too excited and turned on to care.

“Tomorrow is so, so good. My husband will be gone. How about 9pm? I’ll send you my address.”

This was so unlike me. I thought in the past that when I’d agree to a spontaneous coffee date, that I was doing something so crazy and unexpected. But agreeing to go to a strange woman’s house who described herself as dominant? An older married woman that wanted to have sex with me? What was I doing?

But for the first time in a long time, I felt nervous to meet with someone. For the past few months, going on dates had lost its charm, each one feeling like a chore. I used to have an excitement about meeting people, but that had completely gone away. Until now.

The woman sent her address, and then a few moments later sent another message.

“By the way, you can call me Kat. And no pressure. If you need to reschedule or have questions, just message me or ask me anything tomorrow. I want to make sure you enjoy yourself.”

“Thank you so much, Kat. I’m Sarah. And yes I will totally let you know if I think of anything.”

I had so many questions I didn’t think I’d be able to list them all, but for now, I thought I would let my mind wander. I knew in the morning I would probably block her and delete my account, but for now, I decided to ride the wave of excitement and let my imagination go.
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Chapter 3

I woke up the next morning feeling the regret that I had expected. What was I thinking? I lived in a small city, what if she knew someone who knew me? What if someone I knew was to find out that I was going to be someone’s ‘lesbian toy’ for the night? I felt guilty, even though I hadn’t done anything.

I had to tell myself to relax. I took a deep breath. It was only Saturday morning, and I was off for the weekend. I had all day to come up with an excuse to get out of this. Really, I didn’t even have to show up. I could just go on the app and block her.

I made some fresh coffee and sat out on my balcony in the morning to soak up some of the early summer sun. I laid back for a moment, closing my eyes so I could really think.

There was nothing wrong with talking to someone online or meeting up with them, regardless of gender. I knew that. I’d met up with guys before, knowing it would be a hookup. This was only a bit different, not by much. And I knew how badly I wanted it. I started thinking again about her long legs wearing heels, the way she spoke with me, the way she seemed to want me badly. It felt good to be wanted.

My phone buzzed, and I opened my eyes and quickly sat up. I looked at the notification, and it was from Kat.

“I’m so excited to see you later, babe. I’ve been so horny all morning, I can’t stop thinking about you.”

My cheeks instantly got hot. She sent another message right after, which was a picture. I clicked on it and gasped when I saw it.

She was sitting outside in the sun, just like I was but in the grass on a chair, but wearing a white silk robe. I couldn’t see her face, but her robe was open and her hand was squeezing her breast, her long, red fingernails digging in. Her smooth skin was exposed to her waist, before the fabric folded back, covering her up again.

I wondered if maybe this was a sign to keep my plans. I couldn’t stop staring at the photo, feeling myself salivate as I looked at her body. She looked so soft and perfect, and I wanted to see more.

Before responding, I looked up online stories about first sexual encounters with women. I started reading comments from people’s different experiences, and I could feel myself getting turned on even more. It started as curiosity, but now it was fueling the fire.

Finding a site I’d used to watch porn before, I started watching a few videos with my volume turned off, after typing in dominant lesbian. I watched as a gorgeous woman held a whip while another woman was tied up on the ground. The woman with the whip walked, her heels clicking on the ground as she teasingly asked, “Are you ready, slut?”. I could feel myself breathing faster, and I quickly closed the video.

I pulled up Kat’s profile again, swiping through her pictures and rereading her About Me section.

It finally hit me. I knew if I didn’t do it, I’d always regret not knowing.

“Me too. I can’t wait. Especially after seeing that… you’re so fucking gorgeous.”

I knew I should send a picture back, but I was way too nervous. Instead, I went back to searching up different stories, trying to resist the urge to rub my clit outside on the balcony.
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Chapter 4

I pulled up to her house at 9:01pm. The sky was mostly dark blue with the last lingering rays of the sunset lighting up part of the horizon. I took a deep breath. Normally when I would go to someone’s house for a hookup, I’d tell one of my friends the address just in case something were to happen. But this time I was too nervous to tell anyone.

I checked my makeup in the rearview mirror and noticed my hands were shaking slightly as I adjusted it. I’d put more effort into my makeup and hair than I had in months. My long brown hair was down and curled, and I had made my makeup dark, with a smokey eye and a soft red lip. I wore a black, short, fitted dress, and big silver heels on my feet.

I thought for a moment about just pulling back out of the driveway and going home. But I had already made my mind. I stepped out of the car, locked it, and walked up the stairs to Kat’s house.

Once I was on the front porch, before even having to knock, the door opened.

“Oh my god,” Kat said, opening the door all the way. “How do you manage to look even better in person?”

“Thank you,” I said, laughing. “I was going to say the same to you.”

Her long black hair was straightened and tossed over one shoulder, and she wore a red silky gown that could have been a dress or lingerie. She wore a gold cross around her neck, and a big gold wedding ring on her finger.

She definitely looked older than me, but it didn’t seem strange at all. Instead, she just looked mature and inviting.

“Come on in, Sarah.” She opened the door for me and I stepped in. “You can keep your shoes on. Actually, please keep your shoes on.”

I looked around her house, and it just looked normal. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but I felt relieved. It was immaculately clean, free of clutter, with lots of lamps and candles.

“So, maybe we could take a seat first. I have some questions for you and I’m sure you have some for me. Do you want something to drink?”

“Maybe just water.”

I sat down on her couch, crossing my legs. She returned with a cold bottle of water for each of us and then sat down in a chair only a few feet away.

“If I’m going to be honest, when I saw your message, I thought maybe you were joking,” Kat said, smiling.

“Wait, what do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re like completely gorgeous, not that, you know. I just didn’t have very high expectations when I made the profile last week. And then when you said that you weren’t experienced, I thought maybe you were going to cancel. I’m glad you didn’t, because I’m going to make sure you don’t regret it.”

I felt my heart skip a beat, feeling turned on again.

“I mean, to be honest, I almost did cancel. But I just couldn’t. I don’t know why… I mean, this isn’t really something I’d normally do. And I’m nervous. But there was just something about you.”

“Are you single?”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t have a problem that I am married?”

“No, I mean, to be honest right now, that’s the least of my concerns.” I said, laughing.

“Yeah, that’s fair,” she laughed. “So you’ve never been with a woman. Have you ever done anything a bit more…kinky? Not that it’s a requirement…”

“No, but you know… I’ve always thought about it. Like maybe someone being rough, or being tied up. But I’ve never done anything.”

“Well, I would make sure that you were always in control. If you ever wanted to stop or change things, I would listen to you. But I know that since I’m a stranger, that would require a lot of trust, so I understand if you would want to take things slow.”

I looked at her for a moment, scanning her eyes and thinking. I knew it was bad, but I trusted her. Really, I had no reason to, but I did. I just wanted to know more. I wanted to know what she would do to me. My clit was throbbing, and each beat made my mind feel numb.

“I trust you to listen to me.”

“Well, we can start off slow. I definitely like to be rough. I’d love to tie you up and make you beg to cum. I’d like to boss you around, use you and call you names, spank you…I mean, these are just suggestions, but I only want you to be comfortable.”

I thought I was going to start grinding myself against her couch as I sat there, my pussy getting wetter with every word. I had a feeling that if anyone else I’d been with said these things to me, I’d say no. But with her, just the way she was speaking made me want to get on my knees right away. She was so casual about it, like this was something she’d done every day, like brushing her teeth. I could feel myself blushing, and I was grateful for the heavy makeup I’d applied.

“Yes, fuck. Yes, all of the above,” I said, and Kat laughed unexpectedly.

“Wow,” she laughed. “I thought that might be harder. So… if I told you right now to get down on your knees and crawl over here…you’d do it?”

I felt kind of silly, but I didn’t care. I was here, and I was committed. I uncrossed my knees, dropped onto her clean hardwood floor, and crawled over to her. I sat down on my knees and felt her hand running through my hair.

“Ohhh, you are sure. Just tell me, okay, if anything is too weird, or too much, or anything. Okay? I won’t be mad or embarrassed.”

“I promise.”

Being on my knees like this was unbearably hot. I already felt like I was being dominated, and I wasn’t even doing anything. My clothes suddenly felt like they would be better off of me. I wanted to be touched. I wanted whatever Kat had to offer.

It was hard not to think of her husband sitting in this chair, or walking in on us while I was on my knees in front of her. But it added to the thrill. I knew it wasn’t cheating, but it still felt like it.

“I had no idea that you were such a horny slut. Willing to drop to your knees for a woman, without a second thought. You don’t even like women, but you’re so eager to do what you’re told. I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone as desperate as you.”

Her finger traced my bottom lip, and I didn’t even have to think before I responded.

“Yes, I’m so desperate. I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I will be doing whatever I want. And by the looks of it, I might not need to go as easy on you as I thought.”

Her hand trailed down from my lips to my throat, where she lightly dragged her fingernails against my skin, sending a shiver through me. I could feel my nipples harden and my heart beating fast.

“I forgot to tell you. I have a special room that has everything I need to train you into my personal little slut. Do you want to see?”

“Please.”
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Chapter 5

She stood up, and I scrambled to my feet beside her, fixing my dress. She watched me for a moment, and then spoke.

“No need to fix your dress. Actually, I’d like for you to take it off and leave it here. Shoes stay on.”

I was used to someone else undressing me, so it felt embarrassing to have her watch as I unzipped my dress and pulled it over my head. I wished I could have done it in a sexier way, but she didn’t seem like she wanted to wait. I dropped it onto the floor, revealing my matching black lace bra and panties.

”The bra too.”

I reached behind me and unclasped it, and let it fall to the floor. Suddenly I didn’t know how to rest my arms. I felt awkward, shameful, and more turned on than I ever had in my life.

I waited for a moment, thinking she might say something, or touch me, but she just smiled and started walking. I followed her, my heels clicking loudly through the silent house.

We walked to the back of the house, through a dark hallway and into a dimly lit room.

“Welcome to my office,” she said with a laugh.

I looked around at what could have been a spare bedroom if it weren’t for some additions. In the middle of the dimly lit room was an enormous bed with fluffy pillows and black leather straps affixed to each bedpost corner. A desk was pushed up against the wall near a window with a thick blackout curtain, and the desk had a bunch of ‘tools’. A whip, a paddle, even a ball gag. I also saw a few dildos and other toys. There was a closet near the door, and I wondered if she had anything more inside.

“So, Sarah. I have three rules; no cumming until I cum, you need to ask permission to cum, and I get to decide how you will be used. Cumming is not guaranteed, it’s earned. Got it?”

“Yes, Kat.”

“Good. Now get on the bed, on your knees.”

I walked to the bed and climbed onto it, on my knees, and I felt Kat right behind me. She used her hands to guide me where she wanted. Her hand barely grazed my skin, but it was enough to send me crazy. I hadn’t even kissed her, or anything, but I was more turned on than any foreplay I’d ever had.

I felt so vulnerable on my hands and knees, facing away from her. Her view was just my ass in a thong. Even though I wasn’t restrained, I felt controlled already.

“Open your legs wider,” she demanded, tapping my inner thigh lightly. I did as she said, spreading my knees. “Mm, that’s better.”

I jumped as her fingernails lightly trailed down the back of my thighs and up again. I spread my legs even wider, without even thinking.

“God, you must be so wet already, and you don’t even know if I’m going to allow you to cum tonight. I might not even fuck you. I might just tease you over and over until you can’t take it.” Her fingers moved over me as she spoke, teasing my inner thighs and ass cheeks.

“I might make you so horny, and then tell you to go home. You won’t even be able to drive. That might be a good idea. I can just imagine you, pulled over on the side of the road, desperately trying to make yourself cum…”

Her fingers now made their way to my panties, lightly grazing over my clit and pussy. I couldn’t help but move my hips.

“No, please, I’ll do anything. I’ll be good.”

“We’ll see if that’s enough,” she said, laughing.

Suddenly, she was rubbing my clit through my panties, and I ground myself against her hand. It felt so incredible that I already felt my mind slipping into bliss, but she stopped almost as quickly as she’d started.

“Since we’re doing things my way, I want to make sure you think of me every fucking time you sit down for the next week, slut.”

I felt Kat pinch the skin on my ass with both hands, and without even thinking, I moaned loudly. It felt so strangely good.

“Sounds like you might want that, huh? Want me to spank you until your ass is nice and sore?”

“Please, Kat.”

“Good. I want your pussy to get wet every time you wince from the pain.”

Her hands left me, and I waited, wishing I could see what she was doing. I felt like I could explode, my whole body hyper focused on my throbbing clit and clenching hole. It felt more important than breathing or blinking.

Without warning, Kat’s hand came down on my ass, spanking me hard. There was a loud smack, and the pain seemed almost numbing as it turned into pleasure. The warmth spread through my skin and down to my pussy. I let out a small noise, and I wasn’t sure if it was a moan or a scream. I pushed my hips back up again, ready for more.

“Did that feel good?”

“Yes, I want more. Please?”

She hit me again, this time harder, on the other side. I felt the same feeling, the warm pain morphing into pleasure, but before it finished, she hit me again, and again on each side. It hurt so much more to be hit again on the skin that was already sore, and right as the pain faded, she pinched each side.

“There we go. Now you’re getting nice and red for me.”

“Fuck, Kat, yes.”

My pussy was so wet I could feel it sliding as I moved from side to side. It hurt so much when she hit me, but it felt so good too, and I wanted more. I wanted anything but the time in between.

This time I could feel her use one hand to steady herself on me, holding my hip, as she spanked me two more times, so hard that I definitely screamed. Then immediately, her fingers pressed me again through my panties, and this time she rubbed against my hole.

“Wow, you are soaking wet. I bet your stupid pussy feels so empty and useless, doesn’t it, slut?”

“Yes, it does, fuck,” I moaned.

Her fingers returned to my clit, rubbing in steady circles now. I put my forehead down onto the bed, opening my legs more and sticking my pussy out as much as I could. She seemed to like this, rubbing me even harder.

I was getting so close, just from this. We had barely even done anything sexual yet, but I could feel my orgasm building.

“Not yet, slut. You think I’d make it that easy?” She said, pulling her hand away. My hips writhed, wanting her hand back.
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Chapter 6

“Please…” I whined, but she ignored me.

“Lay down on your back, babe. I’m going to tie you up, got it?” She asked, and I realized she was checking in with me.

“Yes, Kat.” I replied and moved off of my hands and knees. I laid down on the soft bed, my head finding the fluffy pillows to rest on.

Kat gently pulled my wrist to one corner, fastening it to the bedpost with the straps. She adjusted it and then did the same to my other wrist. I lifted my hips as she quickly slid off my panties and then restrained both of my ankles. She adjusted the straps so that I could squirm a bit, but I wouldn’t be able to really move. I felt my pussy shaking with anticipation as my legs were spread, and I was completely helpless. She could do whatever she wanted to me like this, and all I could do was writhe and wait.

She crawled on the bed and then straddled my hips, lifting her gown up to her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I could feel her warmth close to me. I wanted so badly to touch her, to run my hands up her smooth thighs, to feel her skin, and push her skirt up even more. I wanted to touch her and make her feel as good as she’d made me feel, but I couldn’t. All I could do was imagine it while her tempting body was over mine.

She leaned over me, her long, black hair pooling near my collarbone. She raised her fingers up to my lips and pushed them inside of my mouth. I opened eagerly, not breaking eye contact with her as she pushed her two fingers against my tongue. I closed my lips around her fingers and sucked gently as she dragged her fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Mmm, you’re such a good girl, Sarah,” she whispered, her fingers pushing deeper.

I moaned in response. I couldn’t believe how intimate and pleasurable it felt, even just to have her fill my mouth with her fingers. It didn’t even matter to me how deep she pushed; I accommodated her.

However, I paused for a moment, realizing there was something cold against my mouth. I felt it with my tongue and realized it was her wedding ring between my lips, on her finger. For a moment, it brought me back to reality. Kat was married to a man, and I was here, about to be fucked by her in the house they shared. I thought for a moment what it was like when they had sex. Was she like this with him, or the opposite, or was it just boring regular sex? Maybe they didn’t even sleep together at all? But Kat’s voice interrupted my thoughts.

“I’m going to fuck your face until you make me cum, even if it takes all night. Sound good?”

It sounded good, even though I had no idea what to do. I was nervous that I wouldn’t be able to finish her, and that maybe she would give up and send me home. But I knew she was aware I’d never done anything like this before.

“Mhhm,” I agreed.

She pulled her fingers out of my mouth, and I watched as she quickly took her wedding ring off and threw it on the dresser. I wondered if she had forgotten it was on, maybe she felt bad about it, or wanted to pretend she wasn’t married. I wanted to know, but I didn’t dare ask.

“By the way, your makeup looks so good. I can’t wait to ruin it,” she said, smiling.

Kat’s eyes locked with mine as she stripped off her gown. Her warm thighs pressed against either side of my waist, and I knew that if I wasn’t tied up, I would need to touch her. I glanced down at her body, drinking her in. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her gorgeous breasts bounced gently as she readjusted herself over my body. I could feel myself salivating with anticipation. I wasn’t even nervous; I was impatient.

She lifted my head gently and removed one of the pillows underneath, and then just as swiftly, before I’d even realized, she had repositioned herself near my head. She grabbed the back of my head and looked down at me.

Before she could direct me, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out in anticipation. She smiled and then lowered herself downwards. I felt her soft pussy against my tongue, and the sweet, warm taste of her was overwhelming. I moved my head, licking and exploring her with my tongue as she ground her hips back against me.

She moved her hips back a bit, and I realized her clit was on my tongue. I flicked against it, listening to her soft, surprised moan, and then I lifted my head so that I could wrap my lips around her and gently suck the hard nub. She pressed down so quickly that my head was pushed back onto the pillow, and I heard her moan again, this time louder.

It turned me on so much to be used like this. I wanted to do a good job, and the way that she ground her hips against my face made me feel like a toy. There was something so hot about giving Kat what she wanted.

“You like that, don’t you, straight girl? You like sucking my clit like a fucking lesbian slut?”

“Mmmm,” I responded, my mouth too occupied to reply. Even if I wanted to, she was pressed against me now so hard that I wouldn’t have been able to.

“I bet you fucking do. This is what you were made for. Just to service pussy like a toy.”

“Mhhmm,” I replied again, this time noticing her jump a bit with the vibration of my lips. I did it again, and when she pulled away for a moment, I let go and flicked my tongue against her sensitive clit.

She grabbed the back of my head harder now, with both hands, now completely using me. She rubbed herself against my mouth and used my head to rub back against her. Her moans grew louder as she fucked herself faster with my mouth.

As I felt her legs shake, my own clit and nipples had never been so hard, almost aching, my whole body feeling neglected in the hottest way. I wanted what she had, but I knew I had to earn it.

“Fuck Sarah, fuck, I’m cumming,” she said, her hands gripping my head against her as she moved her hips only slightly. I could feel her legs tensing around my head as she cried out, her orgasm ripping through her.

My face was wet from her cum and my saliva, and I didn’t realize fully until she had let go of my head.

“Lick it up, slut, and tell me how good my fucking pussy tastes.”

I did as she said, my tongue slowly cleaning around her warm hole, tasting her sweet, tangy liquid.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you? Tell me.”

I pulled away. “I do… I love the taste of your pussy. I love being used by you.”

“Good girl. Now let’s see how long I can make you last.”
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Chapter 7

I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to last at all. I was so horny I knew my pussy was dripping, even though it had barely been touched. My clit throbbed painfully, and it didn’t help that my legs were spread open so all I could do was grind against the air.

Kat got off of me for a moment and returned with something in her fist and a tissue in her other hand. She gently wiped my face, and it felt as if she was waiting for me to say I wanted to stop. But I didn’t. Stopping was the last thing I wanted to do.

She climbed on the bed again, this time straddling one of my upper thighs, her leg painfully close to my pussy. Even if she would just move it closer, I knew I could probably get off just from grinding against her leg. And even though the thought sounded embarrassing, at this point I would.

Kat placed both of her hands up near my shoulders and dragged them down my body, and then up again. She lazily grazed my nipples and let out a small laugh as I squirmed and moaned just at the slight touch. She teased her fingers down to my bikini line, and back up again, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please, Kat.”

She ignored me, but this time when her hands passed over my chest, she paused and pinched my nipples gently, rolling them between her fingers. The feeling shot right down to my pussy and I ground my hips desperately, lifting them off of the bed.

“Fuck, Kat, pleaaase.”

“You’re so fucking impatient. I haven’t even decided if I’m going to allow you to cum tonight. I might just leave you here and go to bed.”

“No Kat, please. I need it. I want to cum so badly.”

She ignored me again. This time one of her hands remained, pinching at my nipple, and the other hand went down, and kept going down, until finally she pressed a few of her fingers against my pussy. I was so wet and open, my pussy squeezed with anticipation as one slow finger dragged across my hole.

“God, you are so fucking wet.”

She leaned over me even more and, to my surprise, she spit on my breast, using her saliva to wet her fingers and slide across my nipple even faster. Her other hand continued as well, her fingers so wet from my pussy that she slid them easily up to my clit. I jumped as she rubbed, and I moaned with so much relief. With the way both of her fingers worked, I knew I would be cumming within minutes.

She watched me as she moved her hands, her eyes trailing over my body as I writhed against her. My whole body felt warm, my cheeks flushed as I felt myself get closer. I felt like I was in a trance from the way she rubbed me that when she suddenly stopped; I jolted so quickly back to reality out of the cloud I was floating in.

“Please don’t stop, Kat, please…”

“You’re going to have to get used to it. I want to drag this out for you. I want to make sure you cum so hard that you don’t forget about me for a long time.”

She moved away from me for a moment and leaned toward the bottom of the bed to grab what was in her fist earlier. It was a small, rose gold colored vibrator. She rubbed it against my pussy, smiling as I shook even just from the light touch, and then pressed the wet metal against my clit. I waited in anticipation for her to turn it on.

“Remember, you have to ask for permission to cum, Sarah.”

“Okay, I will, I promise.”

She smiled at me and turned the vibrator on, and instantly I felt my whole body tense as the vibrator beat against my desperate clit. I couldn’t believe it. It had only been about ten seconds, but I couldn’t hold on any longer.

“Kat, please! Please, can I cum Kat, please…”

“Not yet,” she said, and removed the vibrator.

My whole body recoiled, almost out of my control. If I wasn’t tied down, I knew I would probably kick my legs. I had been so close, just on the edge, and I needed it badly. All I could do was beg and moan and grind my hips against the empty air.

“What’s wrong? Were you close or something, slut? Is your stupid pussy aching? Just because you earned it doesn’t mean you deserve it.”

Before I could respond, she pressed the vibrating metal back against my clit, just for a few seconds, and then pulled it away again. I was almost glad she did, because I was worried I might cum just from the quick contact.

She brought one of her hands back to pinch and play with my nipples, and even that little bit of touch now felt multiplied by one thousand. And finally, she brought the vibrator back once more.

I tried so hard to just enjoy it without getting so close, by moving my hips away a bit, or breathing deeply. But it was no use. I knew I couldn’t wait. I was about to ask her when I heard her voice.

“Aww, are you about to cum? What’s wrong, you can’t take it anymore?”

“Please, Kat, no! I can’t take it anymore I need to cum I need it, fuck.”

”Not yet.”

I focused everything on stopping myself, finding just the right angle and rhythm of breathing that was almost enough to keep it from happening. But I was too far gone.

”Kat, you’re going to make me fucking cum. Oh my god.”

”I thought you wanted to?” She said, with a smile in her voice that I couldn’t see, my eyes closed shut as I focused everything within me to hold back.

”I want to, but I can’t. You won’t let me, please..”

Kat laughed at me. “Okay, fine. Cum for me, slut.”
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Chapter 8

My whole body was like a board, all of my muscles tensed, my hands wrapped around the ties and pulling. I’d never cum so hard in my life or for so long, my pussy clenching over and over again. I was screaming, and I didn’t even have an ounce of embarrassment thinking of her neighbors hearing me. In fact, it seemed to fuel me more.

Finally, when I was done, my clit felt so sensitive. I could feel my hips twitching and jumping to get away from the vibrator. But Kat wasn’t done. She held the vibrator still.

“What’s wrong? You wanted to cum so badly, didn’t you, whore? Do it again.”

“Oh my god,” I screamed, as the next orgasm started again. This one was even stronger, my whole body shaking.

Suddenly, as I let go, I really let go. For the first time, I realized, I’d squirted. I was completely soaked, the bed underneath, and the back of my thighs as it dripped down from my quivering, clenching pussy. Finally, Kat removed the vibrator.

“Fuck, babe,” she started, as she hurried down to untie my ankles. I caught my breath, feeling a warm bliss spread over my body. “How do you feel?”

I had to take a moment to even think about forming a sentence. I couldn’t put into words what I really felt. All I could say was, “I feel incredible.”

She crawled back on top of me and leaned over to undo my wrists. I barely even moved my limbs once I was free, my whole body feeling like I was riding one big wave.

She stroked my hair, and I felt as her long nails slightly grazed against my scalp, soothing me even more. I smiled at her, and realized that finally my hands were free, and I could touch her. I grabbed onto her waist with my hands, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and pulled her closer.

”You did so good, Sarah.”

She leaned down over me, her naked breasts against mine, and pressed her lips against mine, kissing me softly.

Even her kiss was so undeniably sexy, the way she teased with her tongue, and rubbed her body over mine. I was starting to somehow get turned on again, after everything, but I knew I was too tired now to do anything more.

“Fuck,” I said, as she pulled away. “You’re so hot. I’m so happy I did this.”

“Me too. You’re so perfect, Sarah. And I mean….as much as it’s fun that you’re a stranger, I really want to see you again. I want to know everything about you. Maybe sometime I can even take you out?”

“I wish. But is that… allowed? Like in your agreement or whatever? With…” I didn’t even want to say the words ‘your husband’ but I didn’t have to.

“I don’t care, but it’s going to be.”

I thought it was funny how normally I would get to know someone, and then have sex with them. But now that we’d done this, I felt like I had such a strong connection with Kat that it seemed obvious I would want so badly to get to know her more. I was so relieved she felt the same way.

Kat rolled off of me and then laid right beside me, her leg wrapped around mine, and her hand gently running down my side. I relaxed there with her for what seemed like an hour, talking about how hot the night had been. It surprised me to learn how nervous she had been, even though she seemed so calm and natural. Finally, I got up and headed to the bathroom.

After I cleaned up, Kat walked me back downstairs to get my clothes. She helped me get dressed, fastening my bra behind me and pulling my dress down over my body.

”This has been the best night ever, seriously. I can’t thank you enough. I really hope you come back. I need more of you.” Kat said, wrapping her arms around my waist at the door and pulling me in close. I got one final whiff of her sweet, spicy perfume and hugged her back tightly.

”Me too, and I will, I promise. Text me.”

I walked back out to my car, and once I was safely inside, Kat waved and shut the door. As soon as I sat down, I felt the soreness of my ass, and the muscles in my legs and abdomen, exhausted and aching from being tightened for so long.

The pain still felt incredible. I felt like I had earned it. I drove home thinking of Kat, her long black hair, and wondering what else she had in store for me.
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