





Wild Lesbian Submissions






Bella Scarlett











Copyright © 2017 by Bella Scarlett

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be replicated, reproduced, or redistributed in any form without the prior written consent of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.








Contents








Excerpt: The Lesbian Librarian










1.
 
The Lesbian Librarian







2.
 
Tied and Taken at the Salon







3.
 
The Professor’s Private Lessons







4.
 
Taken by the Woman in Blue











Preview: Lesbian Surrender Series








About the Author








Other Books by Bella Scarlett




















Excerpt: The Lesbian Librarian












Preview: The Lesbian Librarian






Ms Roberts paused behind me. “Bend over the table.”



I leaned down on the table, my forearms resting on the cold metal. My bare ass was thrust out behind me. After overhearing Ms Roberts talk of spanking with Annie, I knew what was coming.



“I think we both know what happens to girls who break the rules. They get punished.” Ms Roberts ran her hand across my ass cheeks, her fingertips grazing my pussy lips. A shiver went through me. She pulled her hand away. I tensed in anticipation, waiting for her hand to fall.



Instead, Ms Roberts rounded the table and pulled something out of the briefcase. It was a large, flat paddle, made of black leather. She tested it on her palm. It made a hard, thudding sound against her skin.



My heart pounded in my chest. I should have protested. I should have put a stop to things. But I wanted to know how that paddle would feel on my naked cheeks. I wanted to be punished by Ms Roberts.



She walked back around the table, her heels clicking on the concrete. Positioning herself behind me, she pushed the smooth paddle along my ass cheeks.



“In here my rules don’t apply. You can make as much noise as you want.” Ms Roberts leaned down towards me and whispered in my ear. “This room is soundproof. No one will hear you.”
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The Lesbian Librarian










It was my first day working at the library. It wasn’t exactly my dream job, but I was desperate. After graduation, I had struggled to find a job for almost a year. When this opportunity came up, I’d jumped on it. And because I had worked at the campus library during college, I had plenty of experience.

As soon as I walked through the door, I was greeted by Ms Roberts, the Head Librarian. I remembered her from the interview. Ms Roberts was a woman who was hard to forget. She was stunningly attractive, but in an intimidating way. Her fine blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and her full lips were dark red. Her long, stockinged legs were slender and toned. In her sky-high heels, she towered over my petite frame.

After a brief introduction and tour of the library, Ms Roberts sat me down in her office. I fidgeted with the hem of my skirt as she laid out the rules.

“Rule number one. Obedience. You are to follow any instructions that I give you without question. And you will complete all given tasks with the utmost efficiency and care.”

I nodded. I was clear that Ms Roberts was extremely old fashioned when it came to the way she ran things.

“Number two. There is to be no noise in the library. No talking. And no use of electronics. If you have a cell phone, you are to turn it off.”

I had already noticed that there were no computers in the library. Even the catalogue was an old card system. Between that and Ms Roberts authoritarian attitude, it was like I had stepped back in time.

“Number three. You are not to go into the stacks. If someone requests a book from the stacks, ask me and I will get it for you.”

This was unusual. I had taken note of the large metal door labelled ‘STACKS’ on our tour of the library. It was locked. It didn’t make sense that only Ms Roberts could retrieve things from the book stacks. It was where the library stored books that were borrowed less frequently. But a significant portion of the library’s collection was stored back there, so it was odd, not to mention inefficient, for us not to be able to access the stacks. Everything about this place was strange.

“Now, some of the girls who previously occupied your position found my rules hard to follow. They didn’t last very long here.” Ms Roberts crossed her arms on her chest. Her breasts threatened to burst from her blouse. “But that won’t be a problem with you, will it?”

“No, Ms Roberts.”

“Good. Because if you break my rules, there will be consequences.” The stern expression on her face told me that she wasn’t joking around.

I nodded. I really needed this job. I would have to be careful to not break any of her rules.

“Now that that’s out of the way, why don’t we go meet the girls?”

I followed Ms Roberts out of the office. Her ample hips swayed as she walked. The others had just arrived at work. There were five of us in total, including Ms Roberts. I couldn’t help but notice that the three other girls were all around my age or even younger. And they were all drop dead gorgeous. The unofficial dress code seemed to be blouses, short, figure-hugging skirts and heels. Ms Roberts introduced us one by one, then dismissed the others.

“Why don’t you get started shelving these, Lauren?” She gestured towards a trolley of books. “It will help you learn where everything is.”

Obediently, I took the trolley and started at my task.

Ms Roberts ran a tight ship. She patrolled the aisles and watched us work, keeping an eye out for any infractions or rule breaking. Which apparently included talking to each other. The other girls worked away at their tasks in silence, following Ms Roberts orders with zealous deference. All the girls except for one.

Annie. She was hiding in one of the aisles at the back corner of the library. Annie leaned lazily against the bookshelves, phone in hand. Her long dark hair was braided into two pigtails. Her pink bra peeked out the top of her carelessly buttoned blouse, and the hem of her skirt barely reached the top of her thighs.

Annie nodded to me. “So, you’re the new girl. Lauren, right?”

“Yep.” I glanced at Annie’s phone nervously. I wondered what would happen if Ms Roberts caught her with it. It was clear that Ms Roberts took her rules very seriously.

Annie noticed anxious look. “Oh, this? Don’t worry, I won’t get caught.” She smirked. “And if I do, the worst that will happen is that she’ll take me out to the stacks.”

“The stacks?” I enquired.

“Oh, that? That’s where she punishes us if we’re naughty.” Annie shot me a mischievous grin. “There’s a reason it’s always locked.”


What did that mean?
 I was starting to feel like I was going crazy. Everything about this place was bizarre. My confusion must have shown on my face.

“Don’t worry. You’ll find out soon enough.” Annie leaned in close to me and whispered in my ear. “I can tell that you’re not the type to break the rules. But everyone slips up eventually.” She shot me a sultry smile.

“What’s going on here?” Ms Roberts voice rang out from behind me. Annie pulled away from me and snapped to attention, her hands behind her back and her head bowed.

Ms Roberts strode over to us, hands on hips. “Show me your hands Annie.” Annie held out her hands, revealing her phone. The screen was on. “Give that to me.”

I watched as Annie handed the phone over. Her head was still bowed, but she had a smug expression on her face. She didn’t seem at all concerned about the consequences of getting caught.

Ms Roberts glared at me. “You. Back to work.”

I turned back to my trolley and pushed it away. I didn’t want to incur Ms Roberts’ wrath. But I was curious about what she was going to do to Annie. Were Ms Roberts’ punishments why the other girls seemed so obedient? Abandoning my trolley, I crept into a nearby aisle and peeked through a gap in the books. I could see Annie and Ms Roberts clearly from my hiding spot.

“This is the second time this week Annie.” Ms Roberts stood over Annie, who cowered against the bookshelf. “You know the rules. No phones.”

“I’m sorry Ms Roberts!” Annie cried. “Are you going to take me to the stacks?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Ms Roberts grabbed Annie’s chin and forced her face up towards her. “Don’t think I’m not onto you.”

Ms Roberts released Annie’s face. “We’re not going anywhere. Since my previous punishments clearly had no effect on you, I thought I’d try something a little more public. Perhaps having everyone see what a naughty girl you are will teach you a lesson.” Annie’s face turned bright red.

“Take off your panties.” Ms Roberts demanded.

My mouth dropped open. But Annie simply reached down and pulled up her skin-tight skirt, then slid her bright pink panties down her legs. She kicked them aside with her foot, and turned around to faced the bookshelf, her back towards Ms Roberts.

Ms Roberts ran her hand up Annie’s thigh to her bare ass cheek, then took a step back. “No. Don’t think you’ll get away with just a spanking.”


Spanking?
 My heart began to race. Annie’s face fell. Clearly, whatever was happening was not what she expected. She turned back to Ms Roberts slowly.

Seemingly out of nowhere, Ms Roberts produced a small plastic object, shaped like a butterfly, with thin straps attached to it. It was a strap-on vibrator.

Annie’s eyes widened as Ms Roberts dangled it before her. “Put this on.”

Annie took the vibrator from Ms Roberts. She stepped out of her panties and slid the straps up her legs, securing the butterfly right over her clit.

“I’m going to turn it on.” Ms Roberts reached down into her blouse and produced a tiny remote from between her breasts. She pressed a button, turning the vibrator on. Almost immediately, Annie let out a gasp and grabbed the shelf behind her.

“Good. It’s working.” Ms Roberts put the remote back between her breasts. “You will wear this for the rest of the day. If you’re good, I’ll leave it on the low setting. But if you misbehave…” She pressed a button on the remote. Annie let out a whimper and doubled over, her legs snapping together. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms Roberts.”

Ms Roberts pressed another button on the remote, presumably turning the butterfly back to a low setting. Annie straightened up and took a few deep breaths.

“And I’ll take those. You won’t be needing them.” Ms Roberts pointed to Annie’s panties which lay crumpled on the floor. Annie picked them up and handed them to Ms Roberts. Ms Roberts took them and stuffed them inside her blouse with the remote.

“Now, back to work. And if I catch you fooling around...” She pointed towards the remote tucked away between her breasts.

Ms Roberts turned and marched out of the aisle, leaving the flustered Annie standing alone in the corner. After a moment, Annie pulled down her skirt and went to retrieve her own trolley of books.

I stood in my aisle, frozen in shock. What had I just witnessed? I was so lost in thought that I didn’t even notice Annie pushing her trolley towards the aisle I was hiding in.

“Oh, Hi Lauren,” Annie said quietly. She closed her eyes tightly as a tremor went through her.  

“Uh, are you ok?” I wasn’t sure what else to say or do. Annie’s trolley was blocking the aisle, trapping me in here with her.

“Mmmm.” Annie’s face was flushed. “I’m fine...”

Struggling to keep control over her body, Annie grabbed a book from her trolley and shoved it into a nearby shelf. With a pained look on her face, she picked up another book. It slipped out of her hands and onto the floor. Annie let out a soft gasp and bent over the trolley, her chest heaving. I couldn’t help but stare. Watching Annie being slowly tortured with pleasure was kind of thrilling.

“Oh!” Annie squeezed her eyes shut. She pressed her legs together and gripped at the trolley handle, her whole body shaking. Her mouth opened in a stifled moan. I could see her trying to fight the convulsions that racked her body.

As I watched Annie in the throes of her orgasm, I felt a stirring between my thighs. I had never seen another woman come before. I was mesmerized.  

“Mmmm,” Annie murmured, lost in a blissful haze. After a moment, she righted herself, breathing heavily. Annie smiled at me weakly. She didn’t seem to mind that I had just watched her orgasm. In fact, I think she liked it. I stood there dumbly as she pushed her trolley away.  

Annie spent the rest of the afternoon in a trance, alternating between staring into space and going into spasms. Ms Roberts showed no sign that there was anything unusual going on. She ignored Annie’s moans, as did the other girls. Everyone was simply behaving as if this was a totally normal occurrence. The few patrons in the library were too absorbed in their tasks to notice what was going on around them.

5pm rolled around and the library closed. Ms Roberts asked Annie to stay back after closing time like a misbehaving schoolgirl. As I was leaving, I saw the two of them walk towards the door to the stacks. I tried not to think about what Ms Roberts was going to do with Annie.

If I did, then I’d have to admit to myself how much it had turned me on.













* * *



I walked into work the next day with bags under my eyes and head full of fog. I had barely slept the whole night. My mind kept replaying the scene that I witnessed yesterday. Ms Roberts, standing over the cowering Annie. Annie’s panties in a heap on the floor. Annie’s face when the vibrator forced her to come for what seemed like the hundredth time.

These images occupied my thoughts as I worked. My distractedness and sleep deprivation made me careless. Once or twice, Annie caught a mistake that I had made, saving me from Ms Roberts’ wrath.

I was grateful for her help. But a part of me almost wanted to get caught. What I had witnessed yesterday had awoken something in me. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be in Annie’s position. And maybe I would find out what went on in the stacks. The mystery of what was back there excited me almost as much as the prospect of being ‘punished’ by Ms Roberts.

As I sorted through book returns, my thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of a phone. I froze. Rule number two. No noise, no cell phones. I had been so distracted this morning that I had forgotten to turn my cell off.

Shaking myself out of my trance, I put down the armful of books that I was carrying and reached into my pocket, silencing my cell. I looked around anxiously. All the other girls had stopped in their tracks, fearful looks on their faces. I heard the soft click of heels behind me. I turned.

Ms Roberts loomed over me, her arms crossed and her expression dark. “Your phone. Give it to me.” She held out her hand.

I handed my cell to Ms Roberts, my heart racing. She slipped it into her pocket.

“Come with me.” She turned and walked towards the big brown door marked “STACKS”.

I followed behind her. All the other girls looked away nervously as I passed. Except for Annie. She simply shot me a mischievous smile.






* * *



Ms Roberts unlocked the large metal door to the stacks. I followed her inside.

The room looked like any other library book stack. It was a small, barebones storage area with concrete floors. Huge bookshelves made of metal were arranged in densely packed rows. There was a large metal table to one side, with a hard leather briefcase on top of it. Nothing in the room gave me any clue as to what was to come.

Ms Robert’s reached around me and pulled the door shut, locking it with her key. She moved in close to me, backing me against the door. I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

Ms Roberts lifted my chin with her finger. “I’m very disappointed in you Lauren. It’s only your second day here and you’ve already broken the rules.” She shook her head. “I think you’ve been spending a little too much time with Annie.”

Ms Roberts released my chin and walked over to the table. She pulled the briefcase towards her and began to fiddle with the lock.

“Come here.” She pointed to the floor in front of the table. I walked over and stood across from her, the table between us. “I warned you that if you broke the rules, there would be consequences.”

Ms Roberts opened the case and looked over its contents. Butterflies filled my stomach. Was this going to be something like what I had witnessed with Annie?

Ms Roberts looked up and me. “Strip.”

My eyes widened. Did I hear that right?
 I stared at her, incredulous.

“You heard me. Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Her hard gaze compelled me to obey. Slowly, I peeled off my blouse and skirt. Ms Roberts held out her hand. I placed each item of clothing in it. She folded them carefully, and placed them on the table beside her. I was left in only my bra and panties. Ms Roberts looked at me and held out her hand, tapping her foot impatiently.

Sighing, I removed my bra. My nipples stood up on my bare breasts. I handed my bra over to Ms Roberts, then slipped out of my panties. She placed them on top of the pile of clothing, then walked around me in a circle, inspecting my body. The harshness of the metal and concrete room, coupled with Ms Roberts’ piercing gaze, made me feel exposed.

Ms Roberts paused behind me. “Bend over the table.”

I leaned down on the table, my forearms resting on the cold metal. My bare ass was thrust out behind me. After overhearing Ms Roberts talk of spanking with Annie, I knew what was coming.

“I think we both know what happens to girls who break the rules. They get punished.” Ms Roberts ran her hand across my bare ass-cheeks, her fingertips grazing my pussy lips. A shiver went through me. She pulled her hand away. I tensed in anticipation, waiting for her hand to fall.

Instead, Ms Roberts rounded the table and pulled something out of the briefcase. It was a large, flat paddle, made of black leather. She tested it on her palm. It made a hard, thudding sound against her skin.

My heart pounded in my chest. I should have protested. I should have put a stop to things. But I wanted to know how that paddle would feel on my naked cheeks. I wanted to be punished by Ms Roberts.

She walked back around the table, her heels clicking on the concrete. Positioning herself behind me, she pushed the smooth paddle along my ass cheeks.

“In here my rules don’t apply. You can make as much noise as you want.” Ms Roberts leaned down towards me and whispered in my ear. “This room is soundproof. No one will hear you.”

My heart thumped harder in my chest. Ms Roberts lifted the paddle up. I braced myself, waiting for the impact.


Crack!


“Ahhh!” Sharp pain lanced through my ass cheek. A stinging sensation followed, spreading across my skin.

Ms Roberts brought the paddle down again. Crack!
 My ass cheeks felt like they were on fire! I began to burn deep in my core. Crack!
 I let out a sound between a whimper and a moan.

“It sounds like you’re enjoying this. Perhaps I’m going too easy on you.”


Crack!
 I gritted my teeth. That one hurt. But I didn’t want her to stop. I heard the whoosh of the paddle through the air. Crack! Crack!
 I moaned. I could feel wetness between my thighs. Aching all over, I listened for the sound of the paddle.

Instead, I felt Ms Roberts’ cool hands on my ass cheeks. “It doesn’t sound like you’ve learnt your lesson.” She slipped a finger down my crack and between my slick pussy lips. I quivered.

“Mmmm…” Arching my back, I pushed myself out towards Ms Roberts. She slid her finger forward to my clit.

“Tell me.” She stroked my nub gently. “Have you learnt your lesson?”

“Yes, Ms Roberts.” I purred as she drew circles around my clit with her fingertips. Leaning down further, she ran her other hand forward and down to my chest, and grabbed at my breasts. Her fingers found my nipple, and she pinched it, hard. 

“Ahh!” I felt pressure building up between my legs. Still caressing my breasts, Ms Roberts continued to stroke my clit, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Are you sorry for breaking the rules?”

I moaned. “Yes, Ms Roberts. I’m sorry!” I felt like I was going to explode!

“I’m not sure if I believe you.” Ms Roberts withdrew her finger. “Stand up. Turn around.” I straightened up and faced her, stifling a groan.  

“Now, I’m going to give you a chance to make it up to me. To show me just how sorry you are.” Ms Roberts began to undress slowly. She unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it off her shoulders, then unzipped the side of her skirt and slid it down her legs. Underneath she wore a lacy black bra with matching panties and a garter belt. I stared, transfixed by her luscious curves.

Ms Roberts folded her clothes carefully on the table. She reached around behind her back and unhooked her bra, freeing her large breasts. Her rosy nipples were hard as pebbles.

“Get down on your knees,” Ms Roberts demanded. I knelt down before she. She ran her hands down past her garter belt to her panties. “Take these off. Slowly.”

Obediently, I pulled her panties down her hips and her slender legs. Ms Roberts stepped out of them. She was naked now, save for her stockings, held up by her garter belt, and heels. Her bare pussy was inches from my face. I could smell her faint, musky scent. Her juices covered the insides of her thighs. Being so close to Ms Roberts glistening lips made my own pussy throb.

“Prove to me that you’re sorry.” Ms Roberts leaned back against the table and pushed her pelvis out towards me.

I leaned in and licked up the moisture on the inside of her thighs, snaking my tongue closer and closer to her lips. I slipped my tongue into her folds and ran it up and down the length of her slit, covering every inch of my tongue with her taste. I slid my tongue up to her clit and flicked it gently.

“Mmmm.” Ms Roberts murmured with pleasure. 

I licked over and around her hard, red nub in long, slow strokes. She let out a moan. I looked up, my tongue still working away. Ms Roberts’ eyes were closed and her head was thrown back. I leaned in closer and wrapped my lips around her clit. She felt slick and warm in my mouth. I began to suck gently.

Ms Roberts moaned loudly. “Oh yes. Just like that.”

I was so turned on. I had never done this before. Something about making another woman moan and gasp made me ache.

“Don’t stop.” Ms Roberts spread her legs wider. I grabbed onto the back of her thighs and pulled her towards me, burying my whole face between her legs. I sucked and licked harder and faster. I felt her body tremble.

“Oh yes. Yes!” Ms Roberts leaned back slightly and gripped the table hard with both hands. Her back arched and her whole body shuddered as she was overcome with pleasure. I lapped at her pussy gently until her body relaxed.

“Mmmm.” Ms Roberts leaned back, her face flushed. I remained on my knees and watched her, hypnotized by her heaving chest. Tasting her had made me even wetter.

After a moment, she looked down at me. “Stand up.” As I got up, Ms Roberts turned to the table. She pulled the briefcase towards her and picked it up. “Come with me.”

Ms Roberts walked off towards one of the aisles. I followed her deep into the maze of bookshelves. Silence hung in the air, broken only by the click of her heels on the concrete floor. The smell of old books filled my nostrils.

When we reached to back corner, Ms Roberts stopped. The shelves there were empty. Without books, they were nothing more than skeletal metal frames.

“It’s time that I reminded you of your place.” Ms Roberts pointed a set of empty shelves. “Stand over there and face me.”

I obeyed, my back to the cold metal shelves. Ms Roberts set the briefcase down on the shelf behind her and opened it wide. When she turned back to me she held two pairs of handcuffs in her hand. The heavy duty cuffs clanked together as she dangled them from her fingers.

“Give me your wrist.” Ms Roberts ordered.

I held my hand out to her. By this point I was willing to do anything Ms Roberts said. I desperately wanted her to quell the fire between my thighs.

Making no effort to be gently, Ms Roberts snapped one of the cuffs around my wrist. She raised my arm up and out to the side, then fastened the cuff around the frame of the shelf. Ms Roberts repeated the process on my other hand, leaning in and pressing her body firmly against mine as she locked the cuff onto the bar. I could feel her breasts pushing against me. Heat grew between my thighs as her breasts pressed against mine.

Ms Roberts stepped back. My arms were stretched out wide. The hard metal shelf behind me dug into my shoulder blades, forcing me to stand with my chest thrust out. I tugged at my wrists experimentally. They didn’t budge.

“You’re not going anywhere.” Ms Roberts traced a line across my chest with her fingers, barely brushing my hard nipples. I moaned. She slid her hand down my stomach and past my bellybutton with excruciating slowness. I spread my legs out hungrily.

Ms Roberts pulled away. “Don’t move a muscle.” She turned back to the case.

I groaned, my feet planted out wide and the fire between my legs growing. When Ms Roberts turned around, she was holding two more pairs of cuffs. These were larger and heavier than the handcuffs around my wrists.

Ms Roberts looked down at my feet. “Spread your legs out wider.”

I spread my feet out. Widening my stance forced me to drop lower, straining my arms and shoulders. The handcuffs bit into the skin of my wrists. Ms Roberts crouched down and clamped the cuffs around my ankles, then locked them to the bars of the shelf.

She took a step back and inspected her handiwork. My petite body was bound in the shape of an X, my limbs stretched out to their limits. I couldn’t move. I was completely at Ms Roberts’ mercy.

“Now this is much more appropriate.” She ran her hands all the way down the sides of my body, then back up the insides of my thighs. I trembled with anticipation. Yet again, Ms Roberts turned away and reached into the briefcase behind her.

This time she produced a large, strapon dildo from the case. It had a small remote attached to it. The dildo had ripples and ridges on its surface and curled upwards provocatively. The fire inside me turned into a hollow ache.

“I’m going to make sure that you never forget your place again.” Ms Roberts slipped her legs into the straps, and secured them around her hips and waist. She clipped the remote onto the side of her hip and pressed a button.

Immediately, the dildo came to life, buzzing responsively. Ms Roberts stood with her hands on her hips, the vibrator sticking out from between her legs. The incongruousness of the strapon attached to her shapely, feminine body was somehow even more arousing.

“While you’re here in the library, you belong to me. Just like all the other girls.” Ms Roberts walked towards me, vibrating shaft in hand. “You’ll do whatever I tell you to do. You’ll obey me without question.” She slid the dildo up my slick slit. The head nestled against my engorged clit, sending vibrations rippling through my pussy. I murmured softly.

Grabbing the shaft in her hand, Ms Roberts guided it to my entrance and held it there tauntingly. I strained against my bonds, trying to push myself onto it, but my body was stretched to its limit. I couldn’t move. I whimpered, desperate to fill the hunger deep in my core.

“I want you to say it.”

“I belong to you.” I murmured, drunk with arousal. “I’ll obey you without question.”

“Good.” Ms Roberts leaned in and kissed me hard on the mouth. Her lips and tongue melted into mine. I moaned into her mouth. She pulled away. “And while you’re here, you’re mine to do whatever I want with.”

With one firm thrust, Ms Roberts pushed the vibrator inside me. I let out a gasp, my walls yielding to it. The dildo went deep, filling me up completely. The unrelenting vibrations ripped through me. I let out a long, low cry.

Slowly, Ms Roberts began to thrust in and out. She grabbed onto my ass cheeks hard, her fingers digging into my skin. I moaned as the dildo nudged against that sweet spot inside.

“Mmm, yes!” I rolled my hips in time with her thrusts, the only movement I could manage with my body bound and stretched.

Ms Roberts rocked her hips back and forth even harder. The cuffs rattled against the bars with every movement. I could feel them digging into me. My limbs splayed out and my pussy stretched and filled, I felt like I was going to burst.

“Oh fuck! I’m-” The pressure inside of me erupted, rolling through me relentlessly. My muscles seized as waves of pleasure and vibrations racked my body. Ms Roberts thrust away inside me, drawing out every last drop of my orgasm.

Panting, I went limp in my bonds. I had never had come like that before. My juices trickled down the insides of my thighs as Ms Roberts pulled the vibrator out of me. She drew her finger up my inner thigh, coating it in my juices.

“I want you to taste yourself.” Ms Roberts slipped her finger into my mouth. I sucked it hungrily. The taste and scent of my fluids was intoxicating my dazed state.

Ms Roberts unlocked the cuffs around my wrists. I leaned back hard on the bookshelf. The empty handcuffs hung limply from the bars of the shelf. She bent over and released my ankles, then stood up and held my wrists in her hands.

“Now that you know what happens if you break the rules, I trust you’re not going to forget?” Ms Roberts rubbed at my raw, red wrists. Her hands felt soothing.

“No, Ms Roberts,” I replied still catching my breath. “I won’t forget.”

And I was telling the truth. After that day in the stacks, I never forgot any of Ms Roberts rules.

But that didn’t mean that I followed them. Occasionally, I would ‘slip up’. And she would have no choice but to punish me.

I never knew what twisted punishment she would have for me next. And that was what made it so thrilling. I was on the receiving end of Ms Roberts punishments far more frequently than any of the other girls.

Except for Annie. Annie and I would compete with each other and swap stories of our punishments. Eventually Ms Roberts simply decided to discipline us together. It only made our behavior even worse.

About a year later, a new girl started working at the library. She made it clear that she thought we were all insane due to our unwavering deference to Ms Roberts. Although she followed Ms Roberts orders, she did so begrudgingly.

After a few days, she asked me why we couldn’t go into the stacks.

I smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough.”











2




Tied and Taken at the Salon










As the cab pulled up to the salon, I took out my cell and checked the time. I cursed. I was late for my appointment. My meeting had gone overtime, and I’d left work an hour later than planned. I’d called Christina, my hairstylist, to let her know I’d be late, but with a last-minute work emergency and bumper to bumper traffic, I was even later than I expected to be.

I stepped out onto the curb. I had the last appointment slot of the day. I hoped Christina hadn’t given up waiting for me and gone home. I’d been going to Christina’s hair salon every couple of months for years. Not only was she an excellent stylist, but she was so easy to talk to. I often found myself baring my soul to her. She had this way of disarming me, and getting me say things that I refused to even admit to myself. She was practically my therapist.

And she had this blunt, no nonsense attitude. She would dismantle my problems until they seemed trivial and insignificant. Which was comforting somehow. It was exactly what I needed.

Especially right now. Things were getting hectic at the law firm where I worked an associate. I was working overtime every single day, including weekends, and I took my work home with me every night. I knew what I was signing up for when I joined the firm. I could handle it. But I was starting to feel the need for some ‘me time’.

I crossed the sidewalk and opened the salon door. Christina was the only person in the room. She stood behind the cash register, counting bills. Her long, lustrous hair flowed down her shoulders all the way to her waist. It was a deep, vibrant red color, and dead straight.

“Hi Julie. Have a seat.” Christina gestured towards one of the salon chairs.

“Sorry I’m late. I got held up at work, and there was traffic-”

She held up her hand. “Stop. Sit.”

I obeyed. Christina stepped out from behind the register. As usual, she wore a stylish, all-black outfit, which made her white skin look even paler. Her black tank top was thin enough to show that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath, and her short leather skirt almost looked painted on. Her high-heeled knee-high boots had laces all the way up the front.

“What am I doing for you today?” Christina walked over and stood behind my chair, spinning me around to face the full-length mirror on the wall.

“Just a wash and cut. The usual.” My hairstyle never changed. All that mattered to me was that it was easy to manage and looked professional.

“Are you sure that’s all you want?” Christina gathered my brown, shoulder length hair in her hands and let it fall through her fingers. “How about a different style? Or some color?”

“I don’t think so,” I replied firmly. Christina’s taste was somewhat wild. I doubted that the senior partners at the firm would be happy if I walked into work tomorrow with an asymmetrical purple pixie cut.

“You’re the boss. But one of these days, you’ll give in.”

I sighed. She wasn’t the type to give up easily.

Christina ran her fingers through my hair. “You sounded stressed on the phone. What’s going on?”

“It’s nothing. Nothing that I can’t handle.”

“Really? Because it doesn’t sound like nothing.” She crossed her arms and gave me a piercing look in the mirror. “Well?”

“Ok, fine.” I sighed. “It’s just work. Things are a bit crazy at the moment. And I can’t remember the last time I got a full night of sleep. But I’m on top of it -”

“Stop.” Christina cut me off. “Forget about all of that. Forget about work. For the next hour, you’re all mine.”

With a nod, I leaned back in the chair and stretched out my legs. She pulled my hair to one side and ran her hands down my neck firmly.

“You’re carrying so much tension in your shoulders. When was the last time you took some time to look after yourself?”

“Doesn’t this count?” I protested weakly.

Christina shook her head in disapproval. “I need you relaxed in my chair. Here.” Placing her hands on my shoulders, she slipped her fingers under the top of my blouse and began to knead my shoulder muscles with her thumbs.

“Mmmm…”

I closed my eyes. Christina’s fingers felt amazing. My muscles relaxed and my tension flowed out of me. She increased the pressure. A moan escaped my lips. My face grew hot, and I glanced at Christina in the mirror to check if she had noticed.

“Just close your eyes,” she said.

I obeyed. She continued massaging my shoulders and neck. I melted into the chair beneath me, my mind drifting off. I felt Christina’s hands slowly creep forward towards my chest. She slid her hands down to my breasts, spreading her fingers over them. A shiver went through me…  

My body stiffened and my breath caught in my chest. I opened my eyes and looked in the mirror. Christina’s hands were down the front of my blouse. She was leaning down so that her head was next to mine.

“Didn’t I tell you to relax?” Christina said

“Yes, but…” I suddenly found it difficult to form words.

“Then relax. And close your eyes.”

I stared at her dumbly. I wasn’t the type to freeze up. In the courtroom, I had to be sharp and quick, prepared for anything that was thrown at me. But this was uncharted territory.

“Julie. I’ve known you for years. You tell me things you don't tell anyone. I know you. Probably more intimately than anyone else.” She slid her hands down further, caressing my breasts with her fingertips. I trembled.

“I know what you want. You want, for once in your life, for someone else to take the reins. You want to surrender control.” Her gaze bore into me through the mirror. “So, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to sit there, and you’re going to do exactly as I say, no questions asked. Do you understand?”

I answered without even thinking. “Yes.”

“Good.” Christina pulled her hands out of my blouse and rested them on my shoulders. “Now, since you’ve already resisted following my instructions, I think you need some extra help.

Christina reached into the drawer next to her and sifted through its contents. She pulled out a wide, stretchy headband, which she slipped over my head and down my face so that it covered my eyes.

“Wait, what are you doing?”

Christina lifted the headband back up. “I told you to close your eyes. But you didn’t listen.” She draped her hands around my shoulders and leaned down to whisper in my ear. “I know that once I get started with you, you’re going to want to take back control. So I’m going to make sure that you can’t.”

My heart raced. She pulled the makeshift blindfold back down over my eyes. The thick headband blocked out all light. I was in complete darkness.

I heard the click of Christina’s heeled boots against the tiled floor as she walked off to the side, followed by what sounded like her rummaging through a drawer again.

“This will work nicely,” Christina said, seemingly finding what she was looking for. She walked back over and stood in front of my chair. “Put your arms on the armrests.” Her voice came from down below. She was kneeling down.

I placed my arms on the armrests, butterflies filling my stomach. Christina grabbed one of my wrists, and with a firm but delicate touch, tied it to the armrest with something made of silky fabric. She repeated the process on my other wrist, pulling it so tight that I couldn’t move my wrist at all. I tugged at my bonds. They held firm. I wasn’t going anywhere.

I waited. Christina said nothing. Blinded and in deafening silence, I had no way of knowing what was happening. Or what was coming. The uncertainty sent my heart racing.

“Christina?”

In response, Christina ripped my blouse open. Half of the buttons went flying. I gasped.

“Oh, did I ruin your blouse?”

I cringed as she ripped the blouse open all the way. I was wearing a sheer balconette bra that barely contained my generous breasts. My nipples were visible through the thin fabric. I had matching panties on. When I’d gotten dressed in the morning, I hadn’t been expecting anyone else to see them.

Christina ran her fingers down my breasts over the top of the bra. I could feel her fingers on my nipples through the fabric.

“Isn’t this sexy? Does it make you feel naughty, wearing this skimpy lingerie under your work clothes all day? Who knew that conservative, straight-laced Julie was such a slut?”  

My face flushed. Even with everything else that was happening, it embarrassed me that I was so transparent to her.

“It’s too bad that this sexy little bra is in my way.” I heard something slide along the countertop as Christina pulled it towards her. She leaned in close to me. I heard a metallic snipping sound in front of my face. Scissors?


Christina leaned down and pulled the front of my bra towards her. With a single snip, she cut through the delicate fabric. I winced. The cups of the bra fell away, exposing my full breasts. The bra hung limply from the straps around my shoulders.

“That’s better. Now, where was I?”

Christina leaned in close, her long hair brushing against me. I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. Her hands slithered up my stomach and grabbed both breasts roughly. Her fingertips brushed my nipples, sending a jolt of electricity through me. She rolled them between her fingers. I let out a soft moan. Christina raked her fingers down my breasts and stomach, then climbed onto the wide chair, her knees at either side of me. It was a tight fit. The inside of her legs pressed against my thighs.

I heard the swish of clothing and felt the brush of fabric against my skin, then felt Christina’s bare skin against mine. She had taken off her tank top, and I knew that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I flexed my wrists involuntarily, desperately wanting to caress her bare breasts.

“Do you wish you could touch me?” Christina taunted.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She slid her hands down to the knots at my wrists, then paused as if changing her mind. “No. You can use your mouth.”

Christina pressed herself against me and dragged her breasts up to my face, smothering me. I kissed and sucked my way across her breasts, painting a swath of kisses with my lips. I took her nipple in my mouth and sucked hungrily. Christina murmured softly, and slid her hands up to my breasts. I moaned into her chest, throbbing with desire.

As if reading my mind, Christina got up off the chair and slid her hands down to my thighs. She grabbed the hem of my pencil skirt. I lifted my hips up in the chair. She pushed my skirt up to my waist, revealing my skimpy panties.

“Let’s make these panties match the bra.”

Christina grabbed the scissors from the counter next to her and slipped the blade beneath one side of my panties. The sharp point scratched against my skin. Snip.
 The other side. Snip.
 My panties fell away. She grabbed what remained of them in her fist, and ripped them out from under me. I cried out as the friction burned my crack and lips.

Christina scoffed, relishing in my humiliation. “I wish you could see yourself, tied up, half naked and helpless and in that chair. It's a good look on you.”

I didn’t care. I was desperate to have Christina’s lips between my legs and her fingers inside of me. I craved her.

She swept her hands up my inner thighs, her fingers moving agonisingly slowly towards my pussy lips. She slipped a finger between my folds and up to my clit. I let out a gasp.

“You’ve spent your whole life repressing all these dirty urges. Thoughts about men. Women. Wanting to be bound, and used, and fucked hard.”

Christina guided her finger down to my entrance and teased it with her fingertips. I trembled.

“Do you want me to fuck you hard like the dirty girl that you are?”

“Yes,” I breathed, thrusting myself out towards her.

“Of course you do. But you don’t call the shots here.” She pulled her fingers away. I groaned.

Christina stepped back, saying nothing. I waited. The silence and darkness were maddening. I wasn’t used to feeling powerless. It only made me more desperate for her touch. I whimpered.

“You’re a horny little slut, aren’t you? Fine. I’ll let you play with that hungry little pussy of yours. I want to watch.”

She untied my right wrist. I stretched out my arm, flexing my wrist and hands. I waited, hoping that she would untie my other hand and take off the blindfold.

“One hand is all you need.” The counter creaked as Christina leaned back against it. “Go ahead. Show me how you touch yourself on all those nights when you feel so horny that you can’t stop playing with yourself.”

I felt blood rush to my face. I didn’t deny it. But I hesitated. Something about masturbating with someone watching made me feel dirty.

“What did I say about following orders? I don’t want to have to punish you.” Although I couldn’t see Christina, her severe tone told me that she was dead serious.

Slowly, I slipped my hand down between my legs. My pussy was slick and wet. I slid a finger up and down my slit gingerly.

“Oh, am I making you self-conscious?” Christina asked mockingly. “Maybe watching your horny, dirty self in the mirror will help.”

She ripped the headband off my head. “Better?”

I squinted in the too bright light as my eyes readjusted, and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I barely recognised the woman in front of me. My hair was dishevelled, and my lipstick was smudged across the lower half of my face. My blouse hung limply open, my bare breasts and stomach exposed. My bra, cut in half, hung from my shoulders, and my skirt was scrunched up around my waist. My left wrist was still tied with a black scarf. My pussy glistened and the leather of the seat beneath me was wet.

I looked up at Christina in the mirror. She was standing behind my chair in only a mini skirt and lace up boots. My lipstick was smeared across her porcelain breasts.

“Keep going.” She looked down at me with an expression that made me feel even more naked than I was.

I leaned back in the chair and spread my legs wider. I dragged my finger up to my clit, and stroked it slowly. Christina’s hard gaze bore into me. I dropped my eyes to her lipstick covered breasts as I drew slow circles around my hard, red nub.

“Mmmm…”

“Does that feel good? Do you wish those were my fingers on your pussy?”

“Yes.” I let out an airy moan.

Christina rounded the chair and stood in front of me. “Don’t stop.”

She ran her hands down her sides, and hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her skirt. I watched hungrily as she shimmied out of it, then did the same with her panties. She was completely naked, save for her knee-high boots. Her bare pussy was glistening wet. I wanted to taste her so badly. I guided my fingers down to my entrance.

“Stop. That hole is mine. Put your hand back on the armrest.”

I obeyed, screaming internally. Thankfully, she didn’t tie my wrist up again.

Instead, she grabbed my knees and pushed them even further apart. “I want to taste that hungry pussy of yours.”

Christina’s words alone made the fire between my thighs rage. She knelt down between my legs. I pushed myself out to her hungrily. She slapped my thigh sharply, dangerously close to my pussy.

“Ahhh!”

“Stop that. Be patient and take whatever I give you.”

I sat my hips back down. Leaning in, Christina drew her lips along my inner thigh towards and bit down on my soft skin. I cried out. The pain fuelled the fire between my legs. She kissed closer and closer to my pussy, until finally, her tongue reached my bare, wet mound. She slid it up my slit, then flicked my swollen nub gently with the tip of her tongue. I murmured softly. Pushing her face deeper between my legs, she grabbed at the sides of my hips with her hands, then wrapped her lips around my clit and sucked it gently.

“Mmm, fuck!” I forgot all about wanting to be filled. Christina sucked and licked away ravenously. I could barely breathe between moans. Pressure built up inside me. It didn’t take long until I was close to the edge.

“Fuck!”

My pleasure peaked and crashed into me like a wave, rolling through my entire body. I gripped the armrests, my back arching, and threw back my head in orgasmic bliss. My body gave one last shudder I felt back to the chair, panting. I could feel a pool of wetness gathering on the seat below me.

Without giving me a moment's rest, Christina put her hands around my bound wrist, and untied the scarf. Get up,” she ordered.

I stood up shakily, my legs still weak. Christina walked around the back of the chair and looked down at the wet spot on the seat.

“Look at the mess you’ve made.” She shook her head disdainfully. “Clean it up. With your mouth.”

My face grew hot. This was getting more and more degrading. I hesitated.

“What are you waiting for? On your knees. Now.”

Reluctantly, I knelt down in front of the chair. I ran my tongue over the soft leather, licking up my juices. The musky, sweet taste coated my tongue. Christina loomed over me, watching as I lapped up the puddle like a kitten with a saucer of milk. When it was all gone, I wiped my lips with my hand.

“Good. Now, get rid of the rest of your clothes. You don’t need them anymore.”

Obediently, I slipped my blouse off my shoulders and shrugged off the ruined bra. I got up to pull down my skirt.

“I didn’t say you could get up. Stay on your knees. Lift it up over your head.”

Contorting my body awkwardly, I unzipped the skirt at my back. Squeezing it past my breasts, I pulled it up over my head.

“That’s much better.” Christina said.

I glanced at the mirror at my naked body, humiliated and vulnerable, kneeling before Christina. She looked down at me as if I were a peasant and she was my queen.

“Now it’s my turn.” She walked backwards slowly until she reached the opposite wall. “Come here. And don’t get up.”

She wanted me to crawl. Obediently, I placed my hands on the floor and crawled towards her. It was only about 15 feet away, but I was slow and awkward on all fours.

“Hurry up.” Christina commanded.

I crawled faster, my knees and palms aching from the hard, tiled floor. I reached Christina, sore and panting, and knelt before her. My head was level with her bare, wet pussy. Her scent filled my nostrils. I so badly wanted to devour her.

“You said want to be fucked? I’m going to fuck that dirty mouth of yours.” Christina leaned back against the wall, spreading her legs out. “Open wide,”

I opened my mouth. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face between her legs. She shifted my head up and down and side to side, smearing my whole face with her juices.

Christina grabbed my hair and pulled it downwards, tilting my mouth up towards her pussy. “Make me come.”

Open mouthed, I parted her lips with my tongue and ran it up and down her slippery slit, savouring her taste. I snaked my tongue down to her entrance and darted it inside her. She let out a low murmur. I grabbed onto the sides of her thighs.

Christina yanked my head away from her, hard. “Did I say that you could touch me?”

“N-no,” I whimpered.

“Keep your hands to yourself.”

Christina pushed me back between her thighs, pressing my mouth and lips into her folds. I slid my tongue up her slit in one long stroke, and probed gently for her clit.

“Oh, yes. Like that.”

Still holding me against her, Christina began to rock her hips into my face, grinding against it. I swirled my tongue over and around her hard, red nub, and sucked on it with my whole mouth.

She moaned. “Fuck yes. Make me come.”

Christina thrust harder, fucking my face while my lips and tongue moved frantically on her pussy. She put her hand on the wall behind her to steady herself.

“Oh fuck!”

Christina’s whole body shook and she cried out, overcome with ecstasy. Her fingers curled tighter around my hair as she held my head against her. I licked and sucked gently until her orgasm faded.

“Mmmm…” She released my head, her chest heaving and her face flushed.

I sat back on my knees, my lips and face smeared with Christina’s juices. After taking a moment to recover, Christina grabbed my hair in her fist. I cried out in surprise.

“Get up.”

She pulled me to my feet. My legs were shaky after being on my knees for so long. She pushed me closer to the mirror.

“Look at you now. What would your colleagues at the firm think if they saw you like this? What would they think of you if they knew what you were really like?”

Christina yanked my hair downwards, forcing me to look at my reflection. My makeup was smeared across my face, and my hair in disarray. Naked and dishevelled, I looked like a wild animal. I shuddered at the thought of anyone seeing me like this.

“Now that I’ve had my fun, I’m going to give you what you want.” She released my hair and pointed to the counter next to the mirror. “Bend over.”

I bent at the waist and leaned down on the glass countertop, my ass sticking out behind me. I turned my head to the side and looked into the mirror. I watched Christina stand behind me and grab my ass cheeks in her hands.

“You wanted to be fucked?”

Christina slid her fingers down my crack, then forward between my pussy lips. I quivered. She drew her fingers back to my entrance and circled it lightly, barely touching me.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Mmm, yes.” I pushed myself back towards her hungrily, desperate for her to quench the hollow ache inside me. “Fuck me Christina.”

She spanked my ass cheek hard. I let out a cry. She spanked the other cheek.

“I think you’ve forgotten who’s in charge here. Let’s try that again.”

My ass cheeks burned! “Please fuck me, Christina! Please!”

“Is that the best you can do?” She asked, still teasing my entrance.

“Please Christina, I need you to fuck me.” I let out a sound between a moan and a groan. “Please fuck me. Fuck me like the dirty girl I am. Please!”

Christina paused for a moment, thinking. “Ok. But I think you need something bigger than my fingers to feed that hungry pussy of yours.”

I watched in the mirror as she reached into the drawer next to her. She rummaged around in it, then pulled out a large hairbrush. The plastic brush had an extra thick handle that was covered in bumps and ridges.

“I’m going to fuck you with this,” Christina said, brandishing her makeshift dildo. “And you’re going to take it and thank me for it.”

My skin felt hot. Something about being fucked with a hairbrush felt demeaning, but I was too mad with desire to care. Arching my back, I pushed myself out to her. She spanked me across my ass again. I moaned.

“Such an eager little slut, aren’t you? Do you want this inside you?”

“Yes! Yes, please…” I felt like I was going to burst!

I watched in the mirror as Christina guided the handle down to my entrance. She pushed it inside me slowly.

“Mmn, fuck!” My walls resisted as she drove it in deep. It filled me up completely.

Christina pulled it back out, then pushed it back in, pumping it into me with the whole weight of her body behind it. I moaned.

“You just can’t control yourself, can you? Can’t contain all those dirty little feelings and urges.”

“Mmmm, yes.’ I croaked, rocking back and forth in time with her thrusts.

Christina spanked again, three times in a row. I whimpered. Still thrusting into me with the makeshift dildo, she reached around underneath me and snaked her hand down my stomach and between my legs. She strummed at my clit with her fingertips.

“Oh fuck…” This felt so good! I watched in the mirror as she pounded me with the makeshift dildo, my body being pushed back and forth like a ragdoll, my face contorted with pleasure. I felt control begin to slip away.

“Oh fuck!”

I came harder than ever before. It was like an explosion went off inside me. My body writhed around uncontrollably as aftershocks ripped through me. Christina thrust away, slower and gentler, drawing out my orgasm.

I lay my head down on the cold countertop, eyes closed and panting hard. Christina withdrew the brush from me. After giving me a minute to recover, she pulled me upright and turned me around to face her.

“Do you have anything to say to me?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Thank you, Christina. Thank you.”

She leaned in and kissed me hard, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. For a moment, I lost myself in her lips.

After a while, Christina pulled away. “Sit down in the chair.”

I looked at her pleadingly. I couldn’t take another round.

“You still need a haircut, don’t you? Don’t worry, I won’t tie you up again. Unless I have to.”

I sat down obediently. After cleaning my smeared makeup off my face, Christina spun my chair around so that I was facing away from the mirror.

“What are you going to do to my hair?” I asked, a sinking feeling in my stomach.

“You’ll find out when I’m done.”

“Don’t do anything too wild.”

Christina raised an eyebrow. “I don’t think you’re in a position to have a say in the matter.”

“But…” I shut my mouth, accepting defeat, and sat back in the chair. She covered my naked body with a hairdressing gown and fastened it around my neck.

An hour later, Christina spun me around to face the mirror. “All done.”

I looked at my reflection. For the second time that day, I barely recognised the woman in front of me. My hair, previously dull and thin, was shiny and luscious. It shorter than before, barely reaching my shoulders, and was styled into gentle waves. But the main change was the color. My honey brown locks were now a deep chocolate brown.

Christina smiled. “Let me show you the back.” She held a mirror up behind my head at an angle and ran her hands through the back of my hair.

As she parted my hair with her fingers, I caught a flash of red. I gasped. Christina held up the top half of my hair, revealing a layer of vibrant red underneath the dark brown. With my hair tied up, or styled in certain ways, the red would be clearly visible. But with my hair loose, it was barely noticeable, which was perfect for work. It would be my own little secret rebellion.

I smiled. “It’s perfect. I love it.”

“I knew you would. It should be obvious by now that I know exactly what you need.” Christina gathered her long, red hair over one shoulder. I noted that it was the same color she’d used on my hair. I couldn’t help but feel like she had marked me as hers.

Christina pulled the gown from around my shoulders. I was still naked underneath. Of all my clothing, only my skirt was left intact. Christina went out the back and returned holding a loose, black shirt dress.

“Lucky for you, I keep a change of clothes lying around.” She handed me the dress.

I slipped it over my head. My panties and bra were too damaged to wear, so I had to go without.

“Thanks,” I said. “For everything.”

“No problem.”

“Can I make another appointment?”

Christina chuckled. “You don’t need an appointment. Just come by after work whenever you need to. I’ll be here.”

I practically floated towards the door, my problems at work forgotten. Over the next few months I went to the salon to see Christina every few weeks. I would have gone more often, but with things at work still hectic, I could barely find the time.

But whenever things became stressful at work, I remembered myself on my hands and knees before Christina, and how insignificant I had felt in that moment, and how freeing it had been. And all my stress turned to nothing.
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The Professor’s Private Lessons










I looked at the clock. Still 15 minutes till the end of class. I let out a yawn.

Classes were starting to feel like a waste of time. It was my second semester of freshman year. In first semester, I quickly discovered that I was able to excel at my classes with very little work. So I began to focus my attention on the more exciting side of college. Sorority life. Parties. Guys. For me, this was what college was about.

And today was Friday. I had a whole weekend of fun planned, so I was counting down the hours until my classes ended.

I sighed. At least I had a hot teacher. One thing that I learned from college was that I liked girls just as much as guys. But I had only ever drunkenly kissed them at parties. And although Professor Carter was far older than me, not to mention my Professor, I couldn’t help but think about how sexy she was. She always wore these tight black skirts that hugged her hips, and button-up shirts that her breasts seemed to almost burst out of...

“Mia?”

“Huh?”

Professor Carter stood at the front of the room, hands on hips, staring at me with a stern expression on her face.


What was the question?
 I hadn’t heard a word that she said.

“Well? Do you know the answer?”


To what?
 Clearly she wasn’t going to give me any hints. “Uh, no Professor.”

A few of the students around me snickered. I shrank into my seat. I felt like I was in middle school again.

“Come see me in my office after class Mia.” She folded her arms across her chest.


Fuck.
 I was in for it now. Professor Carter had a bit of a reputation on campus. Everyone knew that if you got on her bad side, you were in for trouble. Rumor was that she kept a cane in her office and used it on unruly students. But I was pretty sure that it was just something the older students made up to scare the freshmen.

I looked at the clock again and sighed.



Lesson 1





I knocked on Professor Carter’s office door, and braced myself for what I assumed would be a stern lecture. I would act suitably apologetic, and promise to do better in the future. I would be in and out in a few minutes, and then my weekend would begin.

The door swung open.

“Hello Mia.” Professor Carter stood in the doorway. She wore a crisp white shirt, half unbuttoned, showing off her generous cleavage. Her high waisted skirt seemed impossibly tight. Her black hair was tied up in a neat bun, and her lips were a deep red color that matched her stylish heels.  

“Come in.” She closed the door behind me. “Have a seat.”

I sat down on the chair in front of her desk. Professor Carter leaned back on it, and crossed her arms. On top of the desk was a long thin length of what looked like bamboo. That explained the rumors.

“I've been watching you in class Mia. You seem…distracted.” Professor Carter leaned down towards me, her breasts spilling out from her top. “You’re a very gifted student Mia. A girl of your...talents should be performing far better than you are.”

I bowed my head, trying to appear contrite.  

“I know that college provides a lot of temptations outside of class. Parties. Boys. Especially for a girl like you.” She looked me up and down. “It can all be very distracting.”


What was going on?
 I had come here expecting to be lectured about my behavior, but this was something else entirely.

“But I expect nothing short of complete commitment from my students. And I’m not getting that from you.” Professor Carter placed her hand on my thigh. “I think that you could benefit from some one on one attention. I’ve found that girls like you respond very well to my private tutoring.” My heart began to race.

“I am willing to take you on as a student to see if we can address these issues.” She crossed her arms. “But before we start on our lessons, you have to agree to my rules.”

“Ok.” I stammered.

Professor Carter picked the cane up from the desk. My stomach dropped.

“Here are my rules. Number one.” She smacked the cane against her palm. “You will address me as ‘Professor Carter’. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Good. Rule number two. No speaking unless called upon. Of course, if I give you an instruction, you are to respond with ‘Yes, Professor Carter.’”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Rule number three. While you’re here, I’m in charge. You will do exactly what I say.”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“You catch on quickly. Let’s get started.” Professor Carter turned to her desk and cleared everything off the top of it with one wide sweep of her arms.

“Our first lesson is on discipline. Now, your behavior in class has been unacceptable. It will not go unpunished.”

Professor Carter held the cane up in front of her chest and ran her hand down its length. “I’m a bit old fashioned when it comes to punishment. But I’ve found that physical punishment is the only option when dealing with the most stubborn of students.”  

My eyes widened. Was she serious?


“Now, I want you to bend over the desk here.”

I hesitated.

“Mia. What’s rule number three?”

“You’re in charge.”

“That’s right. Either you do as I say, or you leave.” Professor Carter locked her eyes on mine. I knew a challenge when I saw one.

I took a deep breath. “Yes, Professor Carter.”

I bent over the desk, my ass sticking up in the air. I hoped that the thick fabric of my skirt would provide some protection.

Apparently Professor Carter had other ideas. “Pull up your skirt.”

I hesitated again. Why had I decided to wear a g-string today?


“You’ve just earned yourself another stroke.”

Suppressing a groan, I slid my skirt up to my waist.

“Well. This is going to hurt a lot more now isn’t it?” She grabbed my ass cheeks in her hands. “Such a shame to mark such a lovely ass.” My face grew hot.

“I think 5 strokes should be sufficient.” Professor Carter took a few steps back, and ran the cane across my bare cheeks. “Plus one for your earlier disobedience.”

I heard the smack of the cane on her skin as she tested it against her palm. Then, silence. I braced myself, waiting for the inevitable blow.


Crack!
 I cried out as white-hot pain pierced my skin.

“One.”

The cane whooshed through the air. Crack!


“Ahh!” The other cheek this time. My whole ass stung!

“Two.”

I gritted my teeth. Crack!
 The pain seemed to spread through me.

“That’s three.”


Crack!
 The pain was a steady burning now that went deep into my core. It felt kind of...good.

“Four.”


Crack!
 I let out a whimper. I began to ache between my legs.

“Five. And one more.” Professor Carter brought the cane down, hard this time.


Crack!


“Ahhh!” My ass cheeks felt like they were on fire. But it only fed the hunger between my legs.

Professor Carter walked up behind me and caressed my ass cheeks. Her hands were cool and soothing. “Now, that wasn’t so bad was it?”

“No, Professor Carter.”

“I’ve found that some of my students respond more to discipline than anything else.” I felt her hand slide down between my legs. My panties were soaked. “Looks like you’re one of them.”

She gave my ass cheeks a firm squeeze. “Which brings me to our second lesson.



Lesson 2





“Stand up and face me.” Professor Carter ordered.

I stood up and turned around. My ass cheeks ached.

“Now, our next lesson is in self-control.” Professor Carter began to undo the buttons of her shirt. “The definition of self-control is ‘the ability to exercise restraint over one's impulses, emotions, or desires.’” She slipped the shirt off her shoulders revealing a lacy black bra which barely contained her breasts. She reached up and released her long, dark hair from its bun.

“Do you think that you have good self-control, Mia?” She took a few steps forward so that our bodies were almost touching. My bare ass cheeks dug into the desk behind me.

“Yes,” I murmured.

“Yes, who?” She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, freeing her large breasts.

“Yes, Professor Carter.” I couldn’t take my eyes off her chest. Her tiny pink nipples stood out on her creamy white breasts.

“Do you don’t want to touch them?”

“Yes, Professor Carter,” I blurted out.

“Go ahead.” I hesitated. “Don’t worry, this isn’t a test. The real lesson will be much more challenging.”

I reached out and cupped one of her breasts in my hand. It was soft and full. I grabbed at her other breast hungrily and ran my fingers over her nipples. They were hard under my fingertips. I began to ache between my legs.  

“That’s enough. Hands by your sides.” I reluctantly obeyed.

“Now, take off your skirt. And your panties.”

I slid my skirt and g-string down to the floor and stepped out of them. My glistening pussy was on full display now. Professor Carter looked me up and down approvingly.

“Now. Here are the rules.” She got down on her knees before me. “You’re not allowed to come until I tell you to. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.” My pussy throbbed with anticipation.

“Good. Now spread your legs.”

I spread my legs out wide. Professor Carter ran her hands up the insides of my thighs. Slowly, she slipped her tongue between my pussy lips. I let out a gasp. She slid it up and down my slit in long strokes. My thighs trembled.

“Mmmm...”

She snaked her tongue up to my clit and painted slow, firm circles around it. I moaned.

“Oh, do you like that?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.” I desperately wanted to feel her mouth between my legs again.

“Remember, you’re not allowed to come until I say you can.”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

She reached up and grabbed my ass cheeks, pulling me firmly into her. Still swirling her tongue over my clit, she wrapped her lips around it and began to suck gently.

“Mmmm!” This feels so good!
 I knew I was going to come soon, but Professor Carter showed no indication of allowing me to. She moved her tongue harder and faster now, slowly pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Aaah!” I gripped the edge of the table. I felt like I was going to explode! Just as I opened my mouth to beg, she pulled away and spoke.

“You can come now.” Professor Carter dove back between my legs, licking and sucking my clit voraciously.  

Almost immediately, I was hit by an earth-shattering orgasm. I let out a cry as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me. I arched my back, pushing my pussy further into her mouth as she drew out my orgasm.

“Good girl.” Professor Carter stood up, sliding her hands up my body. She leaned in and kissed me hard, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I could taste myself on her lips. Her naked breasts pushed up against my body.

She pulled away. “That’s all I have time for today. Why don’t you go home and think long and hard about everything you’ve learnt?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.” My voice was filled with disappointment.

“No need to sulk. Our next lesson is tomorrow. I hope you don’t mind weekend classes.”

“No Professor Carter.”

“Good. 3pm, in the lecture hall this time. Don’t be late.”






* * *



It was late at night when I got back to my dorm. After Professor Carter’s ‘lesson’, I had gone to a party on campus with some friends. But I hadn’t been able to enjoy myself. I was too distracted.

I opened my door. My roommate was already in bed. She mumbled something at me, then rolled over and went back to sleep. Trying to be as quiet as possible, I changed out of my dress and got into bed.

I stared up at the ceiling. I was wide awake. My mind was still on Professor Carter. And there was an unmistakable ache deep below…

I looked over towards my roommate’s bed. The faint moonlight that streamed through the window illuminated the room enough that I could see her. Her chest moved up and down slowly. She was definitely asleep.

My heart racing, I slid a hand down into my pyjama shorts, and slipped a finger between my folds. Just thinking about Professor Carter and the evening's ‘lessons’ had already made me wet.

I brought my fingers up to my clit and ran my fingers over it gently. I slid my free hand up under my top and grasped at my breasts. I pinched my nipple hard, and let out a soft moan. I hadn’t known that pain could turn me on so much! I throbbed deep inside. I wanted to be filled.

I slid my hand down my chest and between my legs. With my other hand still on my clit, I slipped a finger inside of me. I pumped my finger in and out, curling it towards my g-spot. A moan escaped my lips.

Remembering myself, I looked over at my roommate’s bed. She still appeared to be asleep. I picked up the pace, both hands working in tandem.

I closed my eyes and replayed scenes from the evening in my head. Me, bent over the desk. Professor Carter, cane in hand. The sting of the whip on my ass cheeks.

My pleasure built and built until finally, it burst deep inside of me and flowed through my body. My back arched and I writhed on the bed. I bit my lip to keep myself from crying out.

I fell back onto the bed, breathless. I looked over to my roommate. She hadn’t stirred.

I rolled over and closed my eyes, and waited for Saturday to come.



Lesson 3





“Come in Mia. And close the door behind you.”

The clicking of my heels echoed through the vast room. Today, I wore an obscenely short summer dress, and heeled sandals. The thin fabric of the dress made it obvious that I wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

I looked around the room. Professor Carter stood at the front of the hall between a lectern and a large desk. We were all alone. Even though the room was empty, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there were hundreds of eyes watching me.

“Welcome back.” I wasn’t the only one who had dressed to impress. Professor Carter wore a tight black miniskirt, so tiny that it barely covered her ass, and thigh high black stockings with lace tops. Her sheer white shirt showed a red lace bra underneath. Her shiny black heels seemed impossibly high, and her dark hair hung loose around her shoulders. She held the cane in her hand.

“Now, what did we learn yesterday Mia?” She leaned back against the desk.

“Discipline,” I said, my eyes watching the cane. “And self-control.”

“That’s right. And how has your self-control been since then Mia?” She crossed her arms under her breasts. “Did you go home and touch yourself after our last lesson?”


How did she know?
 “Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Some students just can’t control their impulses.” She shook her head. “I think we need a new class rule. Rule number 4. As long as you're taking lessons with me, you’re not allowed to touch yourself or make yourself come. Do you understand?”


What?
 That was crazy! And just how long were these ‘lessons’ going to last?

I sighed. “Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Which brings me to our first lesson of the day. It’s on obedience. Come here.” I walked over and stood in front of her.

“Here’s what we’re going to do.” Professor Carter reached up under her skirt and slid her panties down her legs. “I’m going to give you some instructions and we’ll see how well you can follow them. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Now.” She propped herself up on the edge of the desk. “Make me come.”

I hesitated. I had never done anything like this before.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you out.” Professor Carter pulled up her skirt and spread her legs out wide. “Now, on your knees.”

I obeyed, my heart racing. Her hairless pussy was already slick with her juices. I could smell her faint, musky scent.

I leaned in and gingerly slipped my tongue between her pussy lips. She felt hot and wet in my mouth. I slid my tongue up to her clit and lapped at it gently.

“Mmm, yes. Just like that.”

I continued to lick her hard, red nub, dragging my tongue over it in long, firm strokes.

“Faster!” she cried. Grabbing onto her thighs for leverage, I licked harder and faster. I could feel her thighs quiver. She let out a moan. “Your fingers. I want them inside of me.”

Obediently, I slid a finger between her folds, and slipped it inside her. It went in easily. I slid another finger in. I could feel her walls tightening around them. I thrust my fingers in and out slowly.

“Mmmm, yes. Fuck me.”

At the same time, I dove my head back between her legs and worked her clit with my tongue and lips.

“Ohh yes! Keep going!” Professor Carter threw back her head, her dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, and moaned loudly.


This is so hot!
 My tongue and fingers working in tandem, I increased the speed and pressure.

“Oh fuck!”

She let out a cry as an orgasm overtook her. Her muscles tensed and her legs clenched around my head. Her chest heaved. I could feel her pussy gripping and releasing my fingers.

“Mmmm.” Professor Carter let out a lazy murmur as her breathing returned to normal. She hopped off the desk and pushed her skirt back down.

“Just as I suspected, you are a very talented student. And you learn very quickly.” She smoothed her skirt down. “All you need is the right motivation.”



Lesson 4





“Which brings me to our final lesson.” Professor Carter walked around to the back of the desk and opened the top drawer. She pulled something out of it and dropped it on the desk with a thud. My eyes grew wide.

It was a large pink strap on dildo.

“Now, this lesson is all about motivation.” She unzipped the side of her skirt. It fell to the floor. “I find that some students respond very well to more...physical motivators.”

Professor Carter picked up the strapon and carefully threaded her legs through the straps. With expert efficiency, she pulled it up her legs and tightened it around her waist and ass.

She stood before me, her hands on her hips, the dildo jutting out from between her legs. I began to ache between my legs. I wanted it inside me so badly.

“Take off your panties.”

I obeyed. By now I followed Professor Carter’s orders without even thinking.

She pushed me back against the lectern beside the desk and slid my dress up around my waist. She slipped her hand between my legs.

“So wet already.” She plunged a finger inside me. I moaned. She drew it out and held up in front of me. It was dripping with my juices. “Such an eager student.”

Professor Carter slid her finger into her mouth and sucked. My pussy throbbed.

Holding the shaft of the dildo in one hand, she nudged it against my entrance, then slipped it in slowly.

I let out a gasp. It seemed to fill me up completely. Grabbing my ass cheeks with her hands, she began to thrust in and out slowly.

“Mmmnnn.” I could feel the shaft rubbing against my g-spot. She thrust deeper and harder, the base of the dildo pushing against me with every thrust.

“Mmm, fuck!”

“Language.” Professor Carter gave me a sharp slap on the ass.

I moaned loudly. The sensations were like nothing I’d ever felt before. Just as my pleasure began to peak, she pulled out of me. I whimpered.

She spanked me on the ass again. “What was rule number three?”

I racked my brains, struggling to recall what she had said yesterday. “You’re in charge.”

“Yes. Me. Not you. You’ll take whatever I give you.”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Now. Turn around.”

I turned. I was facing the lecture hall now. Rows and rows of empty seats filled my vision. I leaned against the lectern and arched my back, sticking out my ass out eagerly.

Professor Carter slid the strapon back inside of me. I moaned. In this position, it filled me up even more. She began to thrust in and out, harder this time.

“Mmmm.”

She reached under my dress and pushed it up to my chest. Her hands found my breasts and she groped at them hungrily. She rolled my nipples firmly between her fingertips, then pinched them, hard

“Ahhh!” Pain shot through me. It only made me hotter.

“Consider it punishment for your insolence.” Professor Carter rammed into me, over and over. I was so close! She pinched my nipples again.

“Ahhhh!

The orgasm hit me like a crashing wave. My legs trembled, struggling to hold me up, as it spread through my entire body. I let out a long, soft moan.

Professor Carter pulled out of me. “Did you find that adequately motivating Mia?”

“Yes, Professor Carter,” I replied weakly.

“And are you going to put more effort into your classes now?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.”

“Good. But we’re not done yet.” She slid the strapon off her legs and placed it on the lectern. “What kind of a teacher would I be if I didn’t hold an exam?”



The Final Exam





“Strip.”

By this point, all I was wearing my dress and heels. I slipped the dress over my head and kicked off my heels My whole body was exposed now. I shivered in the cold of the cavernous lecture hall.

“Good.” Professor Carter looked my body up and down. “It’s time to examine you on what you’ve learned. Lie down on the desk.”

I lay down obediently. The desk was big enough that I could lie comfortably across it. I looked down at my naked body. My hard nipples seemed to be standing up on my chest.

“Now,” Professor Carter walked to the end of the desk near my feet and leaned back against the lectern. “I want you to touch yourself.”

I blushed. After everything, I didn’t know why this made me feel self-conscious. But I was powerless to disobey her orders.

Spreading my legs wide, I slid my hand down to my clit, and ran my fingertips over it. Professor Carter watched me hungrily. It made me even more turned on.

“Let me help you.” She unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders, then unclipped her bra, releasing her breasts. She shimmied out of her tiny skirt. She was completely naked now, save for her thigh high stockings and heels.

I rubbed my clit even harder. I could see her glistening pussy. I remembered how hot and wet it felt in my mouth. I moaned.

“That’s enough. Stop.”


Fuck!
 I was so close!

Without warning, Professor Carter picked up the cane and struck me across my breasts.

“Ahh!” The stinging in my chest only made me ache even more. But I lifted my fingers off my clit.

“Looks like you need to work on obedience.” She hit me across the breasts again. I let out a sound between a moan and a cry.

“That was just the warm up.” Professor Carter opened the top drawer of the desk again. “Now for the real test.”

My eyes widened as she pulled out a huge vibrator. It had a round head the size of a tennis ball and a long, white handle with a power cord dangling from the end.

Professor Carter plugged it in and placed it on the desk beside my head. I stared at the wand, my heart racing. It looked more like a torture device than a vibrator.

“Since you can’t obey instructions, I’ll have to penalize you.” She reached into the drawer again and produced a pair of handcuffs. “Sit up and put your hands behind your back.”

I obeyed. Professor Carter stood behind me and leaned in, her breasts pushing into my back. With a few deft movements, she fastened the handcuffs around my wrists. I pulled at my restraints. They didn’t budge.

“Lie back down.”

I lay down. The weight of my body on top of my arms made the cuffs dig into my wrists.

“Good.” Professor Carter climbed onto the desk and straddled my body. Her wet pussy lips pressed against my stomach. Sliding down my body, she grabbed the vibrator from beside my head. “Hold still.”

She placed the head of the wand at the top of my pussy lips. Slowly, she lowered herself down so that her pussy was on top of the vibrator, sandwiching the head of the wand between us.

“Here’s the test. You’re not allowed to come until I do. If you do, you fail. If you last longer than me, you pass.”

I suppressed a groan. I was already all worked up! I wasn’t going to last long.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Professor Carter.” I took a deep breath

“Time to begin.” Professor Carter switched the wand on. Vibrations ripped through my entire pussy.

“Fuck!” It was stronger than I expected! It was overwhelming.

“Language.” Professor Carter slapped me across the breasts. I gasped. The pain went straight between my legs. The vibrations were starting to feel good now. I let out a moan.  

Holding the wand in firmly in place, Professor Carter rocked back and forth on top of me. Her large breasts bobbed up and down. The pressure between my legs grew as I watched her. How am I going to outlast her?


Professor Carter leaned down and ran her hand up to my chest, teasing my nipples with her fingertips. I moaned. She raked her fingernails down my breasts, leaving red trails across my skin. I let out a whimper.

“Mmm, yes.” She bent down towards me and placed her hand on the table to brace herself. Her long, dark hair fell down towards my face. She rocked faster and faster, pushing the head of the vibe against my clit with every movement. My pleasure was building, and control was slipping away.

“Oh yes!” Professor Carter threw her head back and let out a cry. Her whole body shook and her chest heaved as she came. She collapsed on top of me, her body pushing against mine.

It was enough to send me over the edge. I cried out and bucked wildly as my orgasm rippled through me. Professor Carter held the wand against my pussy as the unrelenting vibrations milked me dry.

Weak and breathless, I closed my eyes.






* * *



Professor Carter climbed off the desk and put the vibrator down.

“Looks like you passed,” she said. She reached into the drawer and produced a small key.

I sat up, my head spinning, and turned my back to her. I felt her hands on my wrists.

“Although, there are a few things that you could improve on.” She let go of my hands, leaving them cuffed together. I groaned. “See this is what I’m talking about. You should be thanking me, not complaining.”

“Thank you, Professor Carter,” I breathed.

“That’s better. But I still think you could use some more lessons.” She placed the key down on the table beside me. “Would you like more of these lessons, Mia?”

“Yes, Professor,” I said, still breathless.

“That didn’t sound very convincing. Are you sure you’d like to continue? There are plenty of other students who would happily take lessons from me.”

“Yes, Professor Carter!” My voice cracked. “Please Professor. I would like to continue!”

“Ok Mia. But I expect you to follow my rules at all times. Including rule number four. Only I get to make you come.”

“Yes, Professor Carter.” I screamed internally. It was going to be tough. But it was worth it.

She picked up the key and unlocked the cuffs. I rubbed at my chaffed wrists and flexed my arms.

“Time to get dressed.”

I collected my clothes that were scattered at the front of the room and put them on. Professor Carter quickly got dressed then picked up the vibrator, handcuffs and strapon, and locked them in the top drawer of the desk. Class was certainly going to be more interesting knowing that they were in there.

We left the lecture hall. She locked the door behind us.

“Stay back after class on Monday and we can move on our next lesson. Perhaps something a little bit more advanced this time.” A sadistic smile crossed Professor Carter’s face. My heart thumped hard in my chest.

Something told me I was going to be paying a lot more attention in class from now on.
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Taken by the Woman in Blue










“Hey baby, lemme buy you a drink.”

I looked up. A large, muscular man was leaning on the bar next to me. I could see the outline of his six-pack through his tight white t-shirt. His hair had been meticulously styled to create the illusion of carelessness. He smelled like he had been in a fight with a can of Axe.

“No thanks.” I replied firmly. He shrugged his shoulders and walked away.


At least that one gave up easily.
 I sighed. This was no use. I had come to this dingy bar in a dodgy part of the town in search of something other than the usual inner-city types. Bearded 20-something hipsters. Vain pretty boys. Older men with too much money and too little charm. I wanted something different. I wanted danger and excitement. I wanted a real man.

But the guys here were no different. I’d have them wrapped around my little finger with barely a word. After an hour of conversation, they’d beg me to go home with them for dull, vanilla sex. And they’d want to make me breakfast the next morning, and take me out to dinner, and introduce me to their buddies...

I looked down at my empty glass. Maybe it was time to call it a night.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw someone place a glass on the bar next to me. Great, another one.
 I sighed and turned in my chair.

Leaning against the bar was a tall, dark haired woman. She wore a tight blue dress that clung to her generous curves. Her jet-black hair rolled over her shoulders in waves, and her blue eyes were the same colour as her dress. She seemed older than me, although I couldn’t tell by how much.  

She sat down next to me. “What are you drinking?”

“Vodka soda.” I answered without even thinking.

She turned to the bartender. “Can I get two vodka sodas?”

She turned back to me. “So, what’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?” She looked around the bar, one eyebrow raised.

“I could ask you the same thing.” I looked her up and down. In her sleek dress and expensive heels, she looked far more out of place than me.

“I’m here for work. Usually I stay in the middle of the city but this trip was short notice so I had to settle for a hotel out here.” The bartender placed our drinks in front of her. She slid one towards me. “And my hotel doesn’t have a bar. So here I am.”

Something told me that she didn’t usually stay in hotels that didn’t have their own bars.

“And you?” She leaned down on the bar. Her breasts were practically bursting from her dress.

“I thought I’d try something new.”

She smiled. “Looking for something in particular? Or someone?”

“Maybe.” I took a sip of my drink.

“Well you certainly have your pick. Every man in the bar can’t keep their eyes off you.” She looked up at me from beneath her dark lashes. “And you know it. I bet you're used to having guys fall over themselves for you.”

I didn’t respond. This woman was starting to get on my nerves. The way she looked at me made me feel like a child.

“So why are you still sitting here all alone?”

I shrugged. “I haven’t seen anyone I like yet”

“No one at all?” She stirred her drink with a straw. Her deep red fingernails were the same color as her lips. “I’ve been watching you. That was the third guy you’ve blown off tonight. What was wrong with him?”


Was she interrogating me now?
 I shrugged. “He was too cocky. If I’d gone home with him, he’d be giving his bros a play by play the next day.”

“And the others?”

“Too blonde. Too sleazy. Take your pick.”

“What are you really looking for?” She placed her hand on my bare thigh. My skin pickled.

“I don’t know, ok?” I sighed, exasperated. “I’m just looking for something...different.”

“Different how?”

“All of the guys I go home with. By the end of the night they’re all infatuated with me. And then they start talking about taking me out to dinner, or spoiling me with gifts, or treating me like a princess.”

“Well I’m not surprised. You’re a very attractive young woman. I can see why they all fall for you.” Was that a compliment? It was hard to tell. Everything about her manner just seemed so condescending.

“I don’t want them to fall for me! I don’t want to be taken care of or worshipped by fawning nice guys who are trying to win me like I’m a prize.”

“Well,” she leaned in close, her voice soft and low, “what do you want?”

“I want a real man. Someone who wants me so bad that he can’t keep his hands off me. Someone who will ravish me, and fuck my brains out and leave me aching and spent and satisfied.”

“So you came here to find a man who can give you that?” She slid her hand further up my thigh. “A big, strong, rough-around-the-edges alpha?” She scoffed. “That’s not what you need to be satisfied.”

“Oh yeah?” Who the hell did this woman think she was?
 “Since you seem to be such an expert on the topic of me
 , what is it? What is it that I need?”

She looked me in the eyes, and slid her hand up beneath my dress. I froze.

“Why don’t you come outside and I’ll show you?”


What the hell?
 My heart started pounding as I realised what she was saying. Her?
 I mean, she was a woman. And a stuck-up, overconfident, irritating one at that. Even if I was interested in women, I wasn’t interested in her.

Giving me one last look, she got up and sauntered off towards the door, her shapely hips swaying. The entire bar watched her perfect ass as she walked out.


Fuck.


I grabbed my purse and went after her.






* * *



“Over here.”

The woman leaned against the corner of the building, half hidden in shadow. As I walked towards her, she turned the corner into the alley beside the bar. I looked behind me. The street was empty. I took a step into the alley, my heart racing.


What the hell had gotten into me?
 I was following a strange woman into a dark alley behind a dodgy bar. I didn’t even know her name. Well, I wanted different. And I wanted exciting. And this was all those things and more.

“Hello?” I walked deeper into the alley, and looked around. I was almost pitch black.

Silence. Then, the click of heels from somewhere behind me.

“Walk over to the wall.” Her voice echoed through the alley. “And put your hands against it.”

I obeyed, my heart thumping hard in my chest. The brick felt cold against my palms. I looked over my shoulder but couldn't see anything.

“Turn around.” Her voice came from right next to my ear. I could feel her hot breath on my neck.

I turned my face to the wall. Her delicate hands grabbed my wrists firmly. She slid them up the wall until my hands were above my head.

She ran her hands down my thighs to the hem of my dress, and pushed it up around my waist. I was wearing a g-string, so my ass cheeks were exposed. She grabbed at them firmly.

“Mmmm,” she murmured into my ear. “An ass like that is just begging to be marked.” She gave my ass a firm slap.

“Ahh!” I cried out in surprise.

“Quiet. You don’t want anyone to find us back here do you?” She spanked me again. I suppressed a moan. I felt myself getting wet between my legs.

“That’s better.” She gave me another firm slap. My ass cheeks burned. My whole body burned. Everything about this was maddening.

She groped at my sore, red ass cheeks, then slid a hand down my crack and between my legs. “God, you’re practically dripping. See, didn’t I tell you I know exactly what you need?”

She gave my ass one last firm slap. I let out a sound between a cry and a moan. She pulled the front of my dress up even further, and slid a hand up to my breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra. Her fingertips brushed my rock-hard nipples. She slid her other hand down my lower stomach and into my panties.

“Have you ever been fucked by a woman before?” She slipped a finger between my pussy lips.

“No,” I whispered.

“Well then. Because I’m feeling generous, that’s about to change.” She traced her fingertips around my clit, never quite touching it. I moaned. “But next time, I won’t play so nice. And next time you’re going to beg for it.”

She pushed her body into mine. I could feel her breasts pressing into my back. She slid her finger down to my entrance and circled it teasingly.

“You’re just like all the other little girls out there. All you want is someone to take control. To tell you what you need and then give it to you.”

I moaned. I barely heard the words she said. My pussy ached. I wanted her fingers inside me.

“Or did you think you were the first girl I picked up at a bar?” She scoffed. “It's just so easy to get them hooked. So fun to watch their little heads spin, to see their faces when they realise that they want me.”

She plunged two fingers inside of me. I let out a gasp. My pussy tightened around her fingers. She began to move them in and out slowly.

“It’s the arrogant ones like you that I like the most. The ones who think they’re hot stuff because they have all the boys chasing after them. The ones that think they have it all figured out. The ones who try to resist.”

Thrusting her fingers harder, she grabbed at my breast and pinched my nipple with her fingertips. I moaned loudly.

“But eventually they all fall apart in my hands. And you're no different.” She pressed the heel of her palm against my clit. Her hand pushed against it with every thrust of her fingers.

“Mmmm, fuck!” This felt so good!


She picked up the pace and pressure, her fingers curling towards my g-spot. I felt heat building up inside of me, until finally it peaked.

“Oh fuck!”

My orgasm hit me like a crashing wave. I let out a cry as it ripped through me. My whole body shook and my legs felt weak beneath me.

“Oh god…” I leaned hard against the wall, breathless. As my head cleared, I heard the click of heels receding towards the street.

“What? Wait!” I cried out into the dim alley, hastily pulling down my dress. The footsteps stopped.

“Yes?” I could see the woman’s silhouette in the dim light.

I blurted out the first thing that came to me. “What’s your name?”

“Cassandra. And you?”

“Rachel.”

She nodded. “I’m in the city for a week. If I’m not too busy, I might just come back here.”

She walked around the corner, leaving me alone in the alley.






* * *




Cassandra.


She was infuriating. I hated how much she got under my skin. I hated how easily she got in my head. I hated how she had consumed my thoughts for days.

I threw my handbag down onto my bed. I had just gotten back from the bar where we met. I had gone back every night this week looking for her. But she hadn’t shown up.

I had no other way of contacting her. All I had was her name.

I was sure that she wanted to see me again. She had said that next time, she was going to make me beg. Not that I was going to do that. But surely that meant there would be a next time? There had to be a next time.


Fuck!
 What had this woman done to me? I wasn’t the type to obsess about anyone. Usually it was the other way around. Yet here I was, lying in bed, thinking about how much I wanted her. Just picturing that night in the alley was enough to make me wet.

I pulled the hem of my skirt up and slowly slid my hand into my panties. I ran my hands over my slick mound.

Cassandra said she was going to make me beg. What the hell did that mean? Did she think I was going to get down on my knees before her? Like some submissive little slut?

I slipped my finger between my folds and drew my fingertips over my clit. I slid my other hand beneath my top and pinched my nipples with my fingertips.

“Mmmm...”

She said she wouldn’t play nice. Would she spank me again? Throw me around? Force herself onto me?

I moaned as heat build up inside me. I recalled her hands groping my body roughly, her fingers around my wrists, her fingers pushing their way into my hot, wet pussy.

“Cassandra.” Her name came out as a moan as control slipped away from me. I threw my head back and bucked wildly on the bed as I came.

And just like that, it was gone. Just like that night with Cassandra.


I groaned. Tomorrow.
 I would go back to the bar one last time. She had to be there.

She had to.






* * *



Night number six. I looked around the bar for the hundredth time.


Nothing
 . It was the same crowd as every other night. Wannabe bad boys on the prowl. Women, chasing after them. Just like I foolishly had the other night. One of the men who had hit on me the night that I met Cassandra was watching me, his eyes boring through my clothes. He’d tried to pick me up again yesterday. Did he even realise that I was the same girl?

I sighed. I was done. I wasn’t going to wait for Cassandra like some schoolgirl with a crush. But then again, that was what I had said last night. And here I was.


No.
 This was it. I got up to leave.

As I turned towards the door, it swung open. Cassandra stood in the entrance, looking hot as ever. She wore a blue dress. A different one this time, and far skimpier. It was obscenely short, and had a plunging neckline with straps crisscrossing across the top of her breasts.

The entire bar stared as she strolled up to me.

“Leaving so soon?” She shot me a sultry look.

My face grew hot. “I’ve been waiting for you!” I was seething.

“A little waiting never hurt anyone,” she teased.


Ugh!
 I didn’t want to deal with her games. I turned to walk out.

Cassandra grabbed arm and pulled me back to her, and kissed me hard on the lips. She pulled away and put her lips to my ear.

“Didn’t I say I was going to make you beg?” she whispered.

And just like that, my anger melted away and I was under her spell again.

“My hotel is down the road from here.” She turned to the door. “Let’s go.”

As I followed her out, I noticed the guy from the other night staring at us, his mouth hanging open. I shot him my sexiest smile and waved him goodbye.






* * *



As soon as we walked through the door of Cassandra’s hotel room, I pulled her towards me desperately.

“No.” She pushed me away.

My stomach dropped. I had never been rejected before. Cassandra smirked at my shocked expression.

“I know your type.” She walked over to the minibar and poured herself a drink. “I bet you're used to guys doing whatever you say. But I’m not one of those boys.”

Cassandra sat down in the chair at the corner of the room. She leaned back and crossed her legs. I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. I began to ache between my legs.

“Here’s what’s going to happen.” She took a swig of her drink. “I’m going to use you as my little pleasure slave. And if you do a good job, then I might consider rewarding you.” She placed her drink down on the table.

I felt heat rising up inside me. I didn’t like being ordered around. But I wanted her so fucking badly. I nodded.

“Now, take of your clothes.”

Taking a deep breath, I slid my dress down my body. I unclasped my bra and slipped it off my shoulders, then shimmied out of my panties. They were already soaked through.

“Turn around for me. I want to look at you.” Cassandra watched hungrily as I turned in a slow circle. “Not bad.”

She got up out of her chair. “How many times did you go back to that bar looking for me?” I didn’t respond.

“Oh? Don’t tell me you’ve gone back every night since.”

My face burned.

“How long have you wanted this?” She circled around my naked body. “Someone who can satisfy you? Someone who can make you moan like I did in that alley?”

Cassandra ran her hands over my body, pawing at my hips and breasts. She rolled my nipples between her fingertips. They were hard as pebbles despite the heat. She pinched them. I moaned.

“Is this turning you on? Being groped like a piece of meat by another woman?” She slid her hand down my stomach and slipped a finger between my pussy lips. She held it up before her. It was glistening wet. “You can deny it all you want. Your body betrays you.”

Cassandra traced her finger between my breasts, leaving a trail of my juices down my chest.

“Girls like you are so easy. So pliant and willing. You’ll do whatever I tell you.” She placed her hands on my shoulders. “Won’t you?”  

“Yes,” I replied through gritted teeth.

She pushed down on my shoulders. “On your knees.”

I forced myself to kneel. I hated how much this was turning me on. And Cassandra knew it.

She slid her dress up to her hips. Her bare pussy was glistening wet. I had the sudden urge to taste it.

“Let’s see what that mouth of yours can do.” She placed her hands on my head and pushed it closer into her. Her scent filled my nostrils. “Make me come,”

Running my hands up the insides of her thighs, I leaned in and slipped my tongue between her lips. She was warm and wet in my mouth. I trailed my tongue up the length of her slit, lapping at her juices. I had never tasted another woman before. It was strangely intoxicating. I probed her clit gently with my tongue. She moaned softly.

“Oh, yes.” Cassandra gripped at my hair, pulling it hard. I slid my hands up to her ass and grabbed onto her soft cheeks.

“Suck it. Use your whole mouth. Use everything.”

I pursed my lips around her clit, hood and all, and sucked gently. My tongue danced over her hard, red nub. She rolled her hips, pushing into me.

“Oh yes. That’s it. Make me come.”

I opened my mouth wider, my lips and tongue devouring her. She thrust harder and faster, fucking my face. I felt her hands clutch my hair and her body tense.

“Oh, fuck!”

Her back arched, thrusting her pelvis hard into me. She threw back her head as she came, her thighs quivering. Her hands loosened in my hair.

“Mmmm.” Cassandra collapsed into the chair behind her.

I knelt at her feet and waited as she caught her breath. I had played the part of her obedient little pet. I was pretty sure I had earned a ‘reward’.

Apparently, Cassandra had other ideas. “Not bad for your first time.” She stood up, towering over me. “Clearly this is where you belong. On your knees.”

I clenched my fists, frustration and hunger storming inside of me.

“Get up. Help me with this.” She turned her back to me and pointed at her zipper. I unzipped her dress, slowly revealing her naked back. She was wearing nothing underneath.

Cassandra slipped out of the dress and turned to face me. Her pinkish nipples stood up on her pale breasts. I stared at them, wanting desperately to take them in my mouth and suck them. Cassandra kicked off her heels and sat back on the bed.

“Show me how much you want me.” She stretched out her lithe frame and propped herself up on one arm, accentuating her curves. “I want you to give my body the attention it deserves.”

I climbed onto the bed after her. My hands sought out her creamy white breasts.

“No. Start from down there.” She pointed to her feet.

I crawled down her body and kissed the tops of her feet with my tongue. I took her toes in my mouth and sucked as if each toe was one of her perfect pink nipples.

“Show me how much you want this body. Worship it.”

I slid my hands up Cassandra’s legs, trailing my lips up her feet and the insides of her calves. I kissed up her legs to her soft inner thighs. They were wet with her juices. I licked up the sweet moisture, skirting her pussy lips. She murmured softly.

I traced my hands and mouth over her her hips and flat stomach. I slid my fingers up to her breasts. They were soft and heavy in my hands. I buried my face in them, kissing them gently.

“Mmm, yes.” Cassandra placed her hands on my head, pushing me harder into her chest. I could feel her heart beating. I sucked on her nipples hungrily.

She moaned. “Your fingers. I want them inside me.”

Cassandra spread her legs out wide. Still exploring her breasts with my mouth, I slid my fingers down between her legs. Her slit was slick and wet. My fingertips searched her folds for her entrance. I slipped one finger inside, then another, and began to thrust them in and out.

“Mmmnn.” Her pussy squeezed at my fingers.

My tongue and lips worked away at her nipples. She rolled her whole body, pushing herself onto my fingers and moaning softly. I slid my thumb up to her hard nub. Every thrust made my thumb roll over her clit

“Oh yes. Oh yes!”

Cassandra arched her back and she grabbed at the sheets beneath her as pleasure overtook her. I could feel her pussy pulsing around my fingers. I thrust in and out gently as her body writhed beneath me.

She fell back to the bed, chest heaving. After a moment, she rolled over and pinned my shoulders down onto the bed.

“Hold still.” Cassandra threw a leg over me, straddling my body. She reached down and ran her hands over my breasts. “I want to play with these perky tits of yours.”

She circled my erect nipples with her fingertips, then pinched them hard. I let out a gasp.

“That’s right, pain makes you wet, doesn’t it?” She slapped to side of my breast.

“Ahh!”

She slapped my other breast. I moaned. My chest stung.

“That hot little pussy of yours must be dripping by now.”

Cassandra dragged her fingernails down my breasts, adding long red scratches to the handprints on my chest. She crawled down my body and shoved my knees apart. My pussy throbbed in anticipation.

“Do you still think you need a big strong man to satisfy you?” She ran her fingertips down the inside of my thigh.

“No,” I murmured.

“I didn’t quite hear you. Or don’t you want me?”

“Yes!” I blurted out. “Fuck, I want you. I want you Cassandra.”

She smirked. “Ok. Let’s see what your sweet pussy tastes like.”

Cassandra dipped her head between my legs. I could feel her hot breath on my lips. I thrust myself up towards her.

“So impatient.” She smacked my ass cheek. I moaned. “Do you think that you are entitled to this? That you’ve earned it?”

I gritted my teeth. “No.”

“That’s right. Your body is mine to do whatever I want with. Now, lie back and take what I give you.”

I lay down flat. She traced her tongue up my inner thigh and over my pussy lips. I quivered.

Cassandra parted my lips with her tongue and ran it up and down the length of my slit. I let out a soft moan. She dragged her tongue up to my clit.  

“Mmmm.”

Her lips joined her tongue on my pussy, kissing it gently. She engulfed my pussy with her mouth and swirled her tongue around my nub.

“Oh, fuck…” She felt amazing.

It didn’t take long until I was close to the edge. I trembled beneath her. Before I could come, she pulled away.

I groaned.

She crawled up my body and slid her hand around my neck. My heart began to race.

“Didn’t I tell you to take what I give you?”

“Yes,” I murmured.

“Then be a good girl and do so without complaining.”

“Ok,” I replied breathily.

Still holding my neck, Cassandra leaned down and kissed me hard. I could taste myself in her mouth.

“Speaking of taking things…” Releasing my neck, she got up off the bed and started to dig through her suitcase at the side of the room.


Ugh!
 What was she doing? I wanted to scream. I couldn’t take much more of this.

Cassandra turned back to the bed. In her hand was a large glass dildo. The base was attached to a series of leather straps.

“Didn’t you say that you wanted someone to fuck your brains out?” She dangled the strapon over me. It swung in the air like a pendulum.

I nodded, my eyes wide.

“Since you’ve been such a good little slave, I’ve decided to reward you.” Cassandra slipped her legs into the straps and tightened them around her. She put her hands on her hips. The dildo jutted out from between her legs.


Fuck!
 It was huge. But my pussy throbbed. I wanted it. I could take it.  

Cassandra crawled onto the bed on all fours. “Spread your legs.” I obeyed. She knelt between my legs.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” She took the shaft of the dildo in her hand.  

“Yes, Cassandra,” I whispered.

“Say it.”

“I want you to fuck me!” I felt like I was going to burst.

“That didn’t sound very convincing…”


Ugh!
 “I want you to fuck me!” I cried. “I need
 you to fuck me! Please Cassandra!”

A slight smile crossed her face. “Didn’t I tell you that I was going to make you beg?”

“Yes,” I breathed. I no longer cared. I was hers.

Cassandra pushed the dildo between my lips and slid it up and down my slit. “I want to hear you beg some more.”

“Please fuck me Cassandra! Please! Oh fuck-”

She pushed the dildo past my entrance and slid it inside me. I gasped as it filled me. My whole body tensed. She began to thrust in and out.

“Mmmnnn.” My muscles slowly relaxed. I melted into the bed beneath me.

“You don’t need a man to satisfy you, do you?”

“No.” I murmured.

“What do you need?” She thrust harder and faster. “Who
 do you need?”

“You,” I moaned.

“That’s right.”

She grabbed my knees and lifted my legs over her shoulders. With my legs up, the dildo pierced deep into my core. It felt so good. I moaned loudly with every thrust.

“Oh fuck!”

I let out a cry as something burst deep inside me, sending wave after wave of pleasure through my body. I locked my legs around Cassandra’s shoulders as my orgasm consumed me. She thrust in and out, milking every last drop out of me.

“Mmmm…” I lay on the bed breathless and weak. Cassandra leaned down and kissed me, forcing her tongue into my mouth.

“Fuck.” My head was spinning. “That was incredible.”

She got up from the bed and removed the strap on. “It wasn’t too bad for me either.”

“Not bad!?” I sat upright, my whole body shaking. I had gotten on my knees before this woman, and had obeyed her every command. I had been treated like a slave, and a toy and, and that was all she had to say? Who was she to treat me like this? I…

Cassandra stared at me, a smile on her face. “It’s so much fun watching you squirm.”

My face grew hot. I crossed my arms.

“Look.” She lay back down on the bed next to me. “I’m going to be in the city for a few days at the end of every month from now on. I might just stop by that bar again.” She traced a line down my stomach.

I glared at her. I knew I was acting like a petulant child. But there was no way I was going to let her string me along again.

“Ok, fine.” Cassandra held up her hands in defeat. “The last Friday night of the month. I’ll be there.”

“Ok,” I replied stiffly, savouring my small victory. My indignation faded.

“But don’t think that this changes things.” She pushed me down onto the bed and straddled my body. “Remember, when you’re with me, I’m in charge. You’ll do whatever I say. And you’ll love it.”

I sighed. She had me wrapped around her finger.

“Yes, Cassandra.”
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* * *



I pressed the buzzer for Ms Greene’s apartment, black box in hand. I shivered. All I was wearing under my coat was a short strapless dress and red heels. My chestnut hair hung loose around my shoulders. As always, I wore the silver choker around my neck.

Ms Greene’s voice came over the intercom. “Come on up.” The lobby door clicked open.

I reached her apartment, my heart pounding, and opened the door. The penthouse apartment was lushly decorated. The living area was filled with modern glass and leather furniture, and abstract art hung from the walls. The large glass windows provided a stunning view of the city lights below.

Ms Greene sat in the middle of the room, reclining casually in a leather armchair. She wore a short silky dressing gown, belted at the waist, and pair of thigh high stockings. I could see through the sheer gown that all she wore underneath was a pair of lacy panties. Her rosy nipples were visible through the fabric. Her lips were a deep red, and her hair was sculpted into perfect waves.

“Did you bring it?” she asked.

I nodded and placed the box on the coffee table.

Ms Greene kept her eyes fixed on me. “Did you use it?”

“No, Ms Greene.”

Her expression didn’t change. I couldn’t tell whether she was happy or disappointed.

“Bring me the rope over there.” Ms Greene pointed to a coil of thick red rope hanging from the back of a chair. I brought it over to her.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

I turned so that my back was to Ms Greene. I heard her stand up behind me. She pulled my arms back firmly, arranging them so that my elbows were at 90 degrees and one forearm was on top of the other. She pressed them into my back, straining my shoulders.

Making no effort to be gentle, Ms Greene wrapped the rope around my arms in a complex pattern. With a practiced, efficient hand she tied not only my wrists, but also my forearms and upper arms. When she was done, I couldn’t move my arms at all.

“Relax,” Ms Greene ordered. I obeyed. My bonds immediately became more comfortable. She spun me back around roughly.

“Let’s get you out of that dress.”

With my hands bound, I was powerless to stop her as she pulled the stretchy mini dress down past my breasts and hips. I wasn't wearing a bra, so I was left in nothing but my panties.

Ms Greene turned me around and pushed me towards the leather couch. There was a mirror on the wall in front of me. I saw that my bonds had forced me into a pose that pushed my chest out. My hard nipples stood up on my breasts.

I turned my body so that I could see my back in the mirror.  An intricate series of knots and loops circled my forearms and wrists. Ropes tied around my upper arms crisscrossed across my back.

Ms Greene pushed me backwards onto the couch, so that I was lying across it face up.  

“Tell me. Have you been good?” Ms Greene sat down next to me and slipped the silky robe off her shoulders, exposing her bare, pale breasts. Her nipples were pink against her cream skin. “Have you obeyed my instructions?” She ran her hands up my hips to my naked chest, brushing my nipples with her fingertips.

“Yes, Ms Greene.” My skin felt hypersensitive. Her touch was like electricity.

“First, let’s see if you’ve been telling the truth.”  Ms Greene ran her hands down my thighs. “If you really haven’t come in over a week, you’ll be wet and ready.”

She slipped her fingers between my thighs. My panties were soaked though. “Looks like you have been good.” She slid her hands to my hips “Do you want me to end your punishment?”

“Yes,” I murmured. “Please, Ms Greene.”

“Hmmm.” Ms Greene grabbed the sides of my panties. I lifted my hips so that she could slide them off. She pulled my knees apart, hooking one of my legs over the back of the couch and forcing the other to the floor. She shifted on the couch so that she sat between my open legs, holding them apart with her body.

Ms Greene drew her fingertips up the soft skin of my inner thighs. I quivered. She slid her hands up further until they almost touched my mound. I thrust my pelvis out to meet her fingers.

“No. Let’s make things a little more fun.”

Ms Greene grabbed the black box from the table and carefully pulled out the chrome, pebble shaped vibrator.

Without turning it on, she slid it down my bare stomach and between my thighs. It felt cold against my hot lips.

“Would you like me to turn it on?” She slid it between my folds to my clit.

“Yes, Ms Greene!” I felt like I was on fire.

Ms Greene turned on the vibrator. I let out a gasp. Strong vibrations surged into my clit and through my whole body. My thigh muscles tried to clamp shut, but her shoulder and knee were braced against them, holding my legs apart. My hands tried to push her away, but they were bound behind my back. I couldn’t move.

Ms Greene slid her other hand up my stomach and groped at my breasts. She grabbed my nipple and rolled it between her fingertips. I whimpered softly. Slowly, the vibrations became less jarring, and then transformed into pure, concentrated pleasure. I moaned.

“You know,” Ms Greene began, “I didn’t actually say that your punishment was over.” She turned up the vibrator. I gasped. “You’re still not allowed to come until I say so.”

I let out a groan. She pinched my nipple, hard. I moaned. The heat between my legs grew. After not being allowed to come for so long, I felt like I was going to explode!

Then Ms Greene turned the vibrator up to the highest setting.

“Ahh!” I took a series of deep breaths. “Please! Can I come?” I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold back the flood for just a bit longer. “Please, Ms Greene!”

“Yes. Come for me.”






* * *
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Hot Lesbian Submissions: Domination and Submission Erotica Bundle



Want bondage? Punishment? Innocent young women, tied up and spanked into submission by dominant lesbians?

Find all this and more in this kinky collection of lesbian erotica. These deliciously dirty stories are guaranteed to leave you hot, wet, and begging for more, just like the women in these books!


This 4 story collection is available now on
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Want older women seducing younger women? Innocent college coeds? First-time lesbian experiences? Find all this and more in this sizzling collection of lesbian erotica. These naughty stories are sure to leave you hot and wet.
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Lesbian Surrender Series




“You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.”


As personal assistant to Ms Greene, Anna will do anything to satisfy her boss’s needs. So Ms Greene decides to allow Anna to serve her in a more intimate way.

But the dominant Ms Greene demands complete submission. Anna is pushed to her limit as Ms Greene lures her deeper and deeper into a world of bondage, punishment, and control. Everything comes to a head when Ms Greene invites her sadistic mentor to share Anna with her.

Did innocent Anna take on more than she can handle? How far will Ms Greene take her power games? Will Anna break, or will she embrace her role as her boss’s sub?

Book 1: 
Serving My Boss



Book 2: 
Submitting to My Boss



Book 3: 
Dominated by My Boss




Or find the complete series bundle
 
here!











OEBPS/Image00000.jpg
EROTIC STORY BUNDLE

Hotg |
= Lesbian N
SubmissionsH

BELLA SCARLETT






OEBPS/Image00001.jpg
EROTIC STORY BUNDLE

v Ee”a Scarlett






OEBPS/Image00004.jpg
EROTIC STORY BUNDLE

Lesbian
Submissions

BELLA SCARLETT





OEBPS/Image00002.jpg
LESBIAN DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION

LN T W





