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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 
This magazine is specifically created for the erotic minds and 
kinky curiosities of lesbians, bi-women, inquisitive kitties and 
any and all women who identify as queer or otherwise. We all 
deserve the chance to feast our eyes on literature that ignites 

a fire. 
 

I am happy to share that we had an overwhelming number of 
submissions and have already started building issue three, 

which is set to release in May 2021. Within this second issue of 
Lusty Lesfemmes, we welcome new contributors from Canada, 

Scotland and the United States. 
 

So, ladies, embrace the pleasure and enjoy the release. 
You’ll be satisfied you did.  

This edition of Lusty Lesfemmes is composed of works from around the world! In love and lust we unite. 
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VISIONS OF LUST 
A SENSUAL SHORT STORY BY KAT ABAD 
 

  

 I don't know what has to happen for people to meet. The alignment of circumstances that follow. 
The step-by-step actions that result in people being in the perfect state of mind, for hearts to open or 
remain closed. All I know is I liked you from the first exchange of words. I felt a spark ignite inside me 
at the very moment of introduction. You stepped through a door I always thought would remain shut 
and shed light on an area that was once cold and dark. 
 It was at that very moment, you took my attention. I became adamant in taking yours. You 
brought something out of me that I thought I'd never see again. A side that's youthful and hopeful, 
motivated and alive. Suddenly, I'm digging through dreams I left in the dust. Precocious plans I once 
had that never turned into substance. I want them out in the open again to lay a foundation for a future 
I suddenly see come to life. And in that foundation, I see a path that leads to you. 
 Strangely, we would have never been acquainted under normal circumstances. Our worlds only 
decided to cross at a time and place where we can't physically touch. We both know this and recognize 
these obstacles. Still, here we are, in a state of connection. A metaphysical place of peace. Possibly 
the only peace we have, as I’ve learned we both have trials to overcome. Still, we hang on with no 
barriers or expectations. We are two sane people literally living out an illusion. 
 So where do we go from here? A woman like you can't simply be wined and dined, I'm sure. On 
top of beauty and mystery, you also come with great talents and aspirations. I thought to myself...how 
would I be able to deserve someone like you? In truth, I feel I don't, but a girl can dream, right? 
 Suddenly, my imagination comes to life. I see this grand vision of lust, a story being written of 
what dreams may come. I'd like to share this mental journey with you and lay it out in the open. 
 The morning sun rises and peeks through drawn shades. Soft light limns through the room, 
revealing an array of scattered clothes. Tops, bottoms, panties, and heels, all arranged in a neat mess 
across the carpet. They silently tell a secret of the night before, starring two mysterious strangers 
who become lovers overnight. 
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 The trail leads 
to a bed. Limbs in the 
shadow, bundled in 
warmth. All this from a 
simple meeting that 
led to wine and 
conversation. 
Libations easing 
nerves, letting down 
guards, and sharing 
flirtatious glares. The 
tale of two lovers 
begins where the night 
ends. A picture-
perfect fantasy in the 
making. 
 I see you lying 
next to me. I curiously 

slide the blanket off your body. I smile, seeing lipstick stains on your neck and rapidly healing scratches 
down your back. Every mark telling their own story of the fire ignited in this very bed. Each step replays 
in my mind of every moment our layers unraveled. Where all our potential seductions became fierce 
actions. 
 A puff of air seeps from the sheets as you turn over to face me. Seduction gleams in your 
emerald eyes as you wrap your legs around me. It's as if you felt my thoughts. The rise and fall of your 
chest makes your skin slide on mine. The touch of your hand sends shivers down my spine. 
I see something in you so soft and vulnerable, yet more powerful than anything I’ve ever witnessed. 
Your skin is bare from any mask. Magnificent natural beauty in all its glory. I think of all the wonders of 
nature in your skin. Lovers of the past coupled together from centuries before. Piecing the puzzle of 
your unique beauty. You fascinate me. The very scent of you consumes my thoughts. I'd like to bury 
my head under the covers and taste you all over again. 
 I think that’s exactly what I’ll do… 
 I crawl under the sheets and pull them over my head, spreading your legs over my arms. I softly 
kiss your inner thighs, getting lost in your essence. I hear you curse softly as I lick your lower lips. My 
tongue slides from left to right, letting your silky folds open to my touch. Liquid heat trickles in my 
mouth, sweet and warm like sun-basked nectar. I consume it as I kiss your clit softly. I press my lips as 
gently as possible, feeling your hot flesh swell. I feel the pressure of your hands press my head over 
the blanket. You make my lips press your pussy tighter. The slick warmth is making me even wetter. 
 I linger in the taste of you, floating in a haze of reverence. My mouth worships you in ways the 
most devout could never portray in stone temples. I’m but a helpless heap of flesh and bone, serving 
my goddess on my knees. Facedown until you deem me worthy to breathe. 
 My arms curl under your thighs as I stretch out my tongue, easing it slowly inside you. Each 
thrust of your hips, bathing my cheeks in your juices. I feel your thighs clamp around my neck as your 
hands tremble. I twist my tongue inside you in slow wet swirls, like I'm churning cream through your 
walls. Your breath grows heavy. Soft moans turning into musical tones. A sweet melody to my ears 
that my tongue can dance to. I get lost in the rhythm between your thighs until a hot brigade of tremors 
courses through you. I slide my tongue out of you and lick slowly up your clit, tasting every last pulse 
on your delicious flesh. 
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 I pull off the covers, letting heat rise. The escape of steam brings me back to life. I catch a 
glimpse of your face and smile, seeing a gorgeous look of satisfaction. I aim to keep that look on your 
face for as long as you'll have me, but the dawn brings every waking thing upon us. Two phones blare 
across the room, buried beneath a pile of clothes and shoes. The world awaits to separate us. I feel it 
like a premonition of rain, but we have yet to leave this bed. You have yet to look away and I'm not 
letting you go. It's at this moment, we reach a crossroads. A single breath in a different direction can 
break it or allow our story to continue. 

 
 Before I can question anything, your lips press mine in haste. Delicate fingers rise up my neck. 
Wetness spreads across my lap. One smooth thrust turns into another and another. Our eyes shut 
tight. Liquid fire stirs between us. Friction builds and emotions rise. Bodies aching and trembling. My 
arms wrap around you as you cradle my head to your chest. I feel the sweetest sensation course 
through my body that yearns to be released. Your nails drag down my shoulders in the throes of 
passion as we both reach a heart-thumping climax. My body shivers over yours. Eyes open again to 
see your face at peace. We lay a while, basking in the high until it descends to a steady calm. Sleep 
succumbs to us both, absent dreams. A fantastic world of fantasy awaits to be explored. 
 My vision takes us to a different view. There is a gentle rocking motion beneath us. The scent 
of the ocean fills the air. A bright full moon smiles down upon us from a clear midnight sky. Your 
glistening skin shames the twinkling stars above. 
 We look out and see the whole world before us like a floating painting. All from the bow of a 
Ferretti with your name on it. A gift you gave yourself when it spoke to you. I get to see this side of you 
that I've been waiting to meet. A Captain taking charge of her own wondrous journey. Your eyes, so 
full of passion and adventure. Pure confidence and control. Greetings of champagne kisses and ear 
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to ear smiles. The world awaits and its limits are boundless. 
 At this point, I'm not sure anymore if I'm dreaming or awake. Everything is so clear, I can't 
distinguish. I just sit back and recline, watching you at the helm. Admiring your white silk skirt ripple in 
the wind. The air is so soft and warm, I’ve barely clothed myself. There's a sense of freedom in it that 
I absolutely adore. 
  My heart skips a beat when I see 

you walk towards me. I follow the languid 
sway of your hips and it sends my 
imagination soaring. I already think of a 
dozen ways to get you out of that skirt 
before you’re halfway to me. By the time 
you hover over me, our lips are already 
kissing in my mind. And as we kiss at 
present, I’m already plotting on how to get 
you below deck. But first, we must 
christen the bow. It’s only right to do so. 
The open ocean surrounds and we must 
give her a show. 
 You straddle my thighs and kiss me 
deeply. Soft amber waves caress my face. 
The taste of your sweet salt resembles 
the ocean's kisses. I want you right here, 
right now. I want my fantasy alive in the 
making. My hands rise up your torso and 
curve over your back. Our bodies press 
closer, kissing deeper. Our tongues circle 
slowly with each wet press. 
 I feel your heat rise as your hips 
rock. Smooth and constant like the waves 
beneath us. My fingers reach for a single 
string holding your skirt. I pull it slowly, 
letting you feel every moment of being 
unraveled. I caress your skin with the 
loose silk and let it float away in the wind. 
Your bare flesh lays open upon me, even 
more gentle than the silk that covered it 

before. I feel your slick heat press my navel and I have a sudden craving to taste you. I lay back farther 
and pull your body up to my chest. Arms cuffed to your thighs, smothering my mouth with your pussy. 
 I kiss your clit softly, coaxing it to swell. Your hands lay flat above me to hold yourself up. I 
surround your clit with soft suctions, pushing your body to the edge. Once close to the peak, I kiss it 
even slower. My tongue swipes gently. Up and down, then side to side. Keeping your pussy on the 
verge until there’s nowhere else to run. I taste the first sweet tremors and keep my tongue swirling. 
Right at climax, I ease my fingers inside you. The instant fill making your thighs shudder. I can taste 
your lingering pulses and suck every beat out of you as your walls flutter around my fingers. 
 Your body slides down my chest, leaving a trail of wetness. Your skin glistens in sweat like 
sparkling diamonds in the moonlight. You lick your wetness up my chest and feed it to my lips in a 
smoldering kiss. I’m completely lost in you, yearning for more. I feel your fingers press my pussy. Just 
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a quick playful swipe to see how wet I am. 
 You take my hand and lead me below deck where a large soft bed awaits. Fantastic, 
embroidered pillows ready to cradle my head. I lay back as you crawl over me, trailing kisses up my 
legs. I try to pull you closer, but I only get one touch before you pin me down. My body writhes achingly 
under you as you hold my wrists above my head. You give me a sharp look, silently warning me not to 
move. 
 I become still and breathless in anticipation. Just one look from you and my world ends. You 
smile, feeling me submit to your will, and bless me with a soft kiss. Your nails softly rake down my body 
as you drag your tongue down my skin. My legs spread over your arms as you kiss my thighs softly. I 
tense at every press of your lips, slowly closing in on your target. 
 You look up at me mischievously as you gently bite my waist. I shatter before you as your tongue 
touches my clit. I gasp as you lift a string of wetness and stuff it back inside me. I feel a suction form 
in your mouth, coaxing my clit past its safe harness. You reach a spot so sweet, my eyes roll up my 
lids. 
 My hips grind up and down slowly, working up a sensual rhythm with your mouth. Your fingers 
squeeze inside me, magnifying my pleasure. Just moments into this and I’m already close. I feel my 
walls tighten around your fingers and you loosen me by adding another. My legs tremble over your 
back as I feel more fingers stretch me open. You softly suck my clit, easing your entire fist up my 
channel, reaching a place inside me that no one’s ever touched. My back arches in delight. The mix of 
pain and pleasure keeps my climax teetering back and forth between madness and joy. 
 I feel a surge of wetness build, as I feel you wrist-deep inside me. The steady swirls of your 
tongue inch me closer as that final wet swipe sends my body soaring through the plains of climax. A 
gush of wetness surges down my thighs and all over you. I instantly zone out into space, not 
remembering a single moment of events after. 
 My vision returns just as we arrive at a 
dock full of palm trees and stones. You led us 
to a place you’ve always wanted to call home. 
A land so picturesque, it would be wrong to just 
give it a short moment’s glance. We take our 
time witnessing the breathtaking view and walk 
down a cobblestone path. In the distance, we 
see a place of wonder. Every room inside is 
designed for pleasure and inspiration. A place 
to read, a place to write, a place to sing, a place 
to dance. You can scream as loudly as you 
want, and it will stir no one but you. There’s 
plenty of space to fill with your favorite people 
or just to admire alone. A six- 

 

car garage with twin convertibles. One red and one black, just because. You are far enough away for 
privacy, but close enough for culture. Your stable of horses awaits to greet you whenever you feel like 
a ride. The only thing there’s no room for is muffled laughter or sadness. 
 Only joy lives here and I’m grateful to witness it with you. I know how much you like to do things 
for others, but tonight, you will be catered to. It’s only right that a journey across the world ends with 
a full body massage. What better hands than mine to put you at ease? 
 Lay right here for me as I gather my special oils. I’ll even wear my tightest uniform, all white to 
show every curve. You can touch me anywhere you like, but you are not to move from this table. I will 
leave no muscle tense, not an inch of your body will be left untouched. I work out every kink from your 
neck and shoulders, along with your back. Your only job is to relax and enjoy it.  
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 I work the length of your beautiful arms down to your fingers. Smoothing over your chest and 
around your breasts. The oil brings warmth to your skin. The scent of the herbs steeps your senses. I 
press my thumbs slowly down your sides and trace your waist. I gently massage your pelvis and go 
around to your thighs, being careful not to touch your pussy. I have other plans for it in a moment. I 
cater to every inch of your legs and feet. The front and backs of your knees to your calves. Then, deep 
circular presses to your soles. By then, I’m sure your core will be aching for attention. 

 
 I wash my hands thoroughly before I touch you there. It’s a sensitive area that must be 
massaged with different ingredients. Simple clear water-based lubricant with a touch of aloe. It will 
work every inch of you to full satisfaction. I spread your legs out just enough to fit my hand between 
your thighs. I press down with my palm firmly, letting my hand warm your skin. I see your lips part when 
I slide my palm up. My middle finger gently strokes your clit. 
 I carefully spread your lips open and slide my finger down slowly. I feel for a hardening sensation 
on my fingertip and concentrate right on it. Soft slow circles until I feel your wetness build. Admiring 
the look of surrender on your face, utterly enjoying every moment. I spread you out a little more and 
add more fingers over your flesh. You feel heat surround your clit, almost like me using my tongue. 
 I press just a little harder but keeping my pace slow. Your hand reaches for me as lust courses 
through your body. I ease two fingers inside you and keep them deep. Just something for you to 
squeeze around while I massage this tension out of you, just enough to fill that hungry spot. From the 
way your pussy tightens, I feel you’re very close. I stay on task and slowly slide my fingers deeper, 
pressing in and up to graze your G-spot. Your hands grip the sides of the table as you start moaning 
softly, feeling a rush of pleasure fill your core. 
My lips take over where my fingers began. I lean down and kiss your thighs, hoisting your leg over my  
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neck. I keep my fingers deep and suck your clit like my favorite hard candy. I concentrate on the spot 
that makes your toes curl until the sweet sensation brings you to a gasping release. Your climax feels 
like a steady heartbeat on my lips. Sweet, delicious, and full of life. I lift my dripping face and admire 
the glow on yours. 
 Now, it’s time to massage your insides. I keep my fingers in you and curl them up to your G-spot. 
Pressing slowly at first, but gradually building speed. You reach for my wrist and pull me deeper, 
welcoming the inner pressure. I thrust my fingers faster and harder, making your walls flutter madly. I 
keep going until you’re completely spent. A pile of quivering flesh, nearing a peaceful sleep. 
It’s here I must leave you to enjoy your space alone. I am fully satisfied, knowing how much pleasure I 
gave you, and am grateful you accepted my gift. 
 This is when my vision ends. I slowly wake from my vivid dream and bask in the magnificent 
fantasy that remains. I am left with a blissful feeling of wonder and awe, that I have the opportunity to 
grace such a story to your presence. 

 
 
Love what you read? Check out more by Kat Abad on Berlinable and Amazon with The Pleasure Trip 
and The Pleasure House. Follow her on Twitter and get lost in her kinky stories on Medium. 
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SOMETIMES, THERE IS NO GREATER PLEASURE. 

 
Available on Amazon, Barnes & Noble, Indigo, 

Waterstones, GoodReads, 

A TANTALIZING EXCERPT FROM THE 

DOMINANT 

 “Before I had time to protest, Caroline 
took my hand and ran it up her inner thigh. Her 
bare legs were smooth and soft under my 
fingers. Our eyes locked daringly. 
 The silence of eye communication was 
enough to get the message across. I threw 
enough cash on the table to cover drinks and 
tip, too impatient to wait for the bill and charge 
the room.  
 Caroline took my hand and eagerly led 
me to the elevators. Doors opened, and she 
pulled me in. Almost forgetting to call the floor, 
I pressed her against the elevator wall, holding 
her hands still against the elevator rail. I held 
her there, my leg between hers, eyes closed as 
I took in the scent of her hair. The doors 
opened.  
 She kept pace with me as we traveled 
down the hall to my room. 
 The door shut firmly as I pressed her 
against it. Our lips hadn’t touched yet, and I 
could feel my heart pounding under my gold 
tank top. I lingered there, my body pressed 
against hers, feeling her breath on my ear…” 
 

READ THE PRAISE 

“What a delicious read! Page after page of pure 
unadulterated mischief, with well-composed 
characters. Definitely one to curl up with in 
private.” - Amazon Reader 
 

MORE FROM ALEKSANDRA 

Lusty Lesfemmes is always available for 
everyone on the Aleksandra website.  
 
Check out Aleksandra’s juicy blog and website 
at https://aleksandraamante.com/, follow her 
on Instagram (Aleksandra Amante), Twitter 
(@MmeAmante) or befriend her on Facebook! 
 

WHAT’S ON THE BACK 

 Finance and marketing director Kelly 
Jones, aka "Jones" to her friends, is searching 
for a submissive lover and life companion to 
add the spark that's missing in her current 
relationship. As she leans on Caroline, her 
long-time best friend and colleague, platonic 
feelings begin to blur into something heated. 
Maybe her bestie has the sizzle she's been 
searching for. First, she has to get beyond the 
friend zone and convince Caroline to explore 
her submissive side. 
 
 Caroline Sykes, an edgy and rebellious 
women's fashion designer, has been 
heartbroken before and doesn't trust easily. 
Jones is the only one she'll open up to. When 
her ex comes back to haunt her, Jones is there 
for her. In a moment of weakness, the 
undercurrent of desire Caroline has 
suppressed for so long roars to life. Taking her 
friendship with Jones to an intimate level isn't 
a new idea, but sex with Jones would lead to a 
world she's not sure she's willing to explore.  
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EXPLORE THE HOTTEST 

COLLECTION OF BDSM 

EROTICA STORIES!  

 
A Taste of Submission features 
realistic Dom and sub characters 
with real needs and desires. 
Follow Leni, Laila and Nisha as 
they experience the delicious 
world of BDSM. 
 
Purchase A Taste of Submission 
on books2read.com. 
 
Check out the rest of the series!  
 
Follow on Twitter: @TSubmissive 
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THE STORY   

Wet For Her is an online retailer, an innovative pleasure product designer and manufacturer that 
specialize in non-realistic sex toys for women, lesbians and the queer community.   
 The company was founded in June 2009 by Owner and CEO Alice Derock in Paris, France who 
was inspired to start the company after she was disappointed to discover that the sex toy industry 
was limited when it came to non-phallic sex toys for women, lesbians and queer community. There 
was of course a variety of pleasure products for women, but there were not many aimed at queer 
women. It was this that spurred Alice on to create products specifically for lesbians and queer women.  
 The first product that was designed by Alice was the Two Finger Extender, a clever ergonomic 
extension toy that provided extra length to the fingers. It was released to broad acclaim and received 
numerous industry awards.  
 Alice very quickly realized that there were not many retail spaces that catered specifically for 
queer women and in 2011, Wet For Her the online boutique was launched. The vision was to create a 
retail space that understood same sex logistics and the needs of same sex female couples. As the 
company as grown, so has the vision. Wet For Her is pleased that it provides a positive space for 
anyone who may identify as lesbian, bisexual, queer cis, trans, or nonbinary.   
 Since its launch, Wet For Her has gone from strength to strength whilst gaining an international 
fanbase and has become a favorite amongst customers. The range of products has expanded, and 
the store now offers a variety of strap-on dildos, double dildos, strap-on harnesses, vibrators, 
lubricants, and sexual accessories. Fast and discreet shipping is offered worldwide. 
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CUM ON, GET THE GOODIES 
 

ROCKHER 

 Elevate your scissoring technique with the RockHer™ 
Mini Scissoring Vibrator. Created especially with scissoring in 
mind, this unique toy has 10 vibrational settings and wireless 
remote control. This is a must-have for long time lovers of 
frottage and for novices wanting to explore the world of 
scissoring. The unique and versatile design of the RockHer™ 
means couples can share the pleasure in a variety of 
positions. The bulb can be inserted for g-spot stimulation and 
the flexible vibrating ring will nestle against the vulva so each 
partner will experience the sensation of the RockHer™. It can 
also be worn in reverse, opening the various possibilities of 
ways to play!  
 As it is made using the highest quality of silicone, the 
powerful motor can be felt throughout the toy. The vibrational 
patterns and speeds leave you spoilt for choice! It is also 
splash proof and can be used in the shower.  
 The RockHer™ is rechargeable and runs for 1 hour (60 
minutes) when fully charged. Please note that this cannot be 
used during charging. 

  
 
 

 
$79.95 USD & Free Shipping! 

 
 
 

 
$69.95 USD 

FUSION 

 A Wet For Her design, the Fusion dildo for strap-on 
play has a unique ergonomic base that enables the wearer 
to receive clitoral stimulation during play. Non-realistic in 
style, it is made with 100% medical grade silicone which is 
silky soft to touch and body safe. If a bullet vibe is used in 
the harness or panties whilst using the Fusion, the 
vibrations can be felt from base to tip of the Fusion. This 
adds another pleasurable sensation to play! 
  As the Fusion is made using 100% medical grade 
silicone and is phthalates free, it is completely safe to the 
body and easy to clean. This also makes it compatible with 
water based and hybrid lubricants. 
The Fusion is 5.7 inches in height and is compatible with all 
SpareParts Hardwear O’Ring harnesses, which can be 
purchased here. 
 It is available in sizes small, medium, and large and 
there are three colors to choose from – black, purple, and 
pink. 
 To add clitoral stimulation for your partner, try 
the WowHer™ with the Fusion! 
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UNION 

 A Wet For Her design exclusive, the Union is a double 
ended dildo that brings double the fun and double the 
pleasure for both partners. Made with 100% medical grade 
silicone, the Union is super soft and malleable. To use, one 
partner places the shorter part; “the bulb” in her vagina and 
once the legs come together it will be held securely in place 
thanks to the muscles in the pelvic floor. The bulb has been 
designed to suit every woman’s body, whilst the elongated 
portion of the Union means you can securely enter your 
partner with ease and confidence. You’ll then be ready to 
pleasure your partner (and yourself!). Thanks to the clever 
design of the Union and the internal copper wire deep inside 
the silicone, the long part can be shaped as desired. A small 
multi-speed, USB rechargeable bullet is included and can be 
used with the Union too for that added extra dimension. The 
possibilities are endless! 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

$104.95 USD 

 We at Wet For Her wanted to improve on our bestseller double dildo so we set to work to create 
a new version with unique features for lesbian couples that delivers on pleasure. 
 The Union Double Dildo is bendable on both ends and this is due to an internal copper wire with 
shape memory which is placed in the middle and deep inside the medical grade silicone. This enables 
you to choose the angle you want so it can be used in number of positions. It has better support (it 
does not fall) while maintaining a soft and supple texture. 
 The versatile Union also has an ergonomic stimulator which has been added right over the bullet 
location to increase vibrational sensation for the user. A 5 speed, USB rechargeable bullet is included 
with the Union, so users have the option of adding vibration to play if they choose. 
The Union is available in sizes small, medium, and large. 
 The Union Double Dildo has an insertable length of 5.90" with a 1.06" diameter for the small size; 
1.38" for medium size; and 1.61" for the large size. The bulb part has a 1.45" diameter for a length of 
2.75" for all sizes Due to its length it will remain in each of you during your back-and-forth movements. 
The Union Double Dildo is also compatible with a variety of harnesses. The Union comes in black, 
purple, or pink. For added clitoral stimulation, use the WowHer™ with the Union! 
 

 
  

SHOP FOR YOUR GOODIE BOX 
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DOMINANT LESBIAN 

LANDLORD'S QUARANTINE 

SEDUCTION 
A DOMINATRIX LANDLORD TAKES ADVANTAGE OF HER YOUNG SEXY QUARANTINED 
RENTER- BY JORDAN CHURCH 

 
 Willa thought quarantine sucked. Of course, she knew most people thought the same. But most 
people had at least some people they were living with, or had nicer living circumstances, or had more 
to do. 
         Not Willa. Fresh out of university she'd moved to the big city for employment only to be laid off 
due to the virus. Her temporary living arrangement would have to go on much longer now.  
         Willa had moved into a woman's basement. It was cheap, almost suspiciously cheap, especially 
because the woman, Annalise, seemed... a little too interested in Willa's physical form. As in, she 
seemed to like women - really like them. 
         Annalise had looked like she'd found a gold nugget when she met with Willa. Or like she was 
looking hard for gold nuggets all over Willa's body. 
         Annalise had even reached out and ran her hands, both at once, through Willa's long blonde hair 
soon after Willa moved in! Admiring and complimenting her while she did it. Willa liked compliments 
just like anyone but didn't think the touching was necessary. 
         After that, Willa found herself actually trying to avoid Annalise. The basement was above ground 
on the back of the house and had a door, so Willa just walked around the house to get in. The steps 
to the first floor had a locked door at the top for privacy and she had her own basement bathroom. 
         The place was nicer than an apartment especially with that little backyard, but it became a lot 
less nice when she was stuck there twenty-four hours a day unemployed and under quarantine. 
         Annalise insisted on doing all the shopping. Annalise had transportation and Willa did 
not. Annalise bought the food due to Willa's circumstances financially. Willa could not insist on her own 
shopping. 
         At first, Willa went on walks but then Annalise insisted she stop. Annalise claimed Willa could 
track the virus back into the home. That left Willa entirely stuck in the rather poorly lit basement.  
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         Willa felt herself going stir crazy. 
About a week into the quarantine Annalise insisted that they 
open the door at the top of the basement and keep it open. 
She said they were sharing the same air anyway and couldn't 
have anyone over, so they had to spend as much time 
together as possible.  
         Annalise said it just like that. They had to and as much 
time as possible. Willa felt indebted to her because she was 
literally indebted to her. She did not want to get evicted! Not 
ever and especially not during the quarantine. 
         Willa was grateful for the sunlight she could soak up 
through the upstairs windows. She'd heard how important it 
was to increase your vitamin D levels if you wanted to survive 
getting the virus. It felt a little like her life could depend on 
joining Annalise and keeping her happy. 
         Willa was happy to get out of the basement but a little 
intimidated and a little creeped out by Annalise. Annalise had 
some weird décor up there. Nude statues of females. All of 
them looked like they were either in pain or having orgasms.  

 

 

 

Actually, they all looked like they were 
both in pain and having orgasms! 
         Then there was Annalise herself. 
Annalise had pure black hair, curly, with 
a paleness that Willa thought of as 
“intensely pale” rather than washed out 
or unhealthy pale. Really, she looked like 
a vampire. 
         Whenever she looked at Willa, she 
looked like she was thirsty for Willa's 
blood. 
         Annalise insisted that they eat all 
their meals together. Annalise had all the 
food and kept the pantry locked. Willa 
had to wake up for breakfast when 
Annalise did. Willa had to ask permission 
for any snacks or drinks other than 
water and, often, Annalise even said no. 
Annalise never justified why the answer 
was no and Willa never pressed her. 
Willa did not feel comfortable pressing 
her. 
         Annalise felt plenty comfortable 
pressing Willa though! 
         Annalise insisted that Willa cook 
all their meals and clear the dishes. Then 
that Willa complete all the cleaning 
upstairs and downstairs. Annalise soon 
had her cleaning most of the day, all day 

16 



 

 

 
 

 
long. Even areas that were already clean! 
         Annalise claimed firmly that they needed to save money and save on laundry detergent. She said 
there was no reason for them to wear clothes at all what with them being house-bound. What could 
Willa say?  
         Annalise had Willa take off all of her clothing right there in front of Annalise, right there in front 
of the big bay windows of the living room. Annalise said it was to make sure Willa was comfortable nude 
or, rather, to force her to get comfortable. 
         Willa did it. It gave her a real funny feeling doing it. A ticklish swirling in her lower tummy. The way 
Annalise looked so boldly at Willa's intimate areas, even leaning forward and to the side at times, made 
Willa feel vulnerable and sapped her of confidence. 
         It also made that heavy tickle in her lower tummy swirl faster and faster. 
         Annalise had her spin around. Then again, more slowly. Then, “for fun,” she said -- but it wasn't 
“fun” to Willa – and for Willa to get comfier with her body, Annalise instructed her to pretend to be a 
stripper who had already taken off her clothes. 
         Willa was no innocent. Well, not that innocent. She knew that meant touching herself. Touching 
herself in all the important areas usually kept secret. 
         Willa did it. She wasn't sure who was more surprised, her or Annalise. 
         Doing it made the swirling expand and strive to work its way to the surface. 
         Where might that liquid whirlpool of sensation and emotion surface? 
         She felt it, the liquid, surfacing right where she thought it might. Probably her own hands pawing 
her breasts like those hands belonged to someone else didn't help matters. 
         Annalise called her a “sexy slut” and a “horny bitch”. It was hard to deny but it made Willa pause. 
         Annalise explained that she was just adding to the atmosphere to help Willa get comfier with her 
body. She said a girl needed to be able to take compliments, especially a hot “wench” like Willa. 
         Annalise told Willa to turn and bend over and look back at her through her legs while touching 
herself. She said strippers always did that. 
         Willa did it. She did it right away. She did it like... like she wanted to do it. 
         She knew Annalise had to be getting off on this. That was sort of sick. Or natural. One of those 
two extremes.  
         Willa felt unable to refuse Annalise, so she tried to control things in her head by just deciding it 
was fine, no big deal if a lesbian was aroused looking at her or even made her do things she did and did 
not want to do. It wasn't lesbian. Not of Willa. Willa was no lesbian. Willa was just... willing to entertain. 
         Willa was just being a good renter! 
         That line of thinking became a harder sell when she looked upside down between her legs, while 
burning with humiliation and who knew what else was in that fire, and saw Annalise touching her pussy. 
More than touching it. She was full-on masturbating! 
         It was hard for Willa to criticize right then. The house itself wasn't glass but Willa's internal house 
was made of glass and she couldn't be throwing any stones right then. 
         Not when she herself was frantically masturbating her pussy, one hand with two fingers up inside 
her and the other one stimulating her swollen clitoris. She'd touched her pussy as she'd been told to do 
and then just got carried away thinking what her bare ass looked like, whether Annalise could see her 
asshole, and then seeing Annalise like that... 
         Annalise ordered her – it was an order – to turn around, get on her knees, and crawl over. Willa 
couldn't help it. She did it. 
         Crawling over she tried not to think, even as her head came to a stop in between Annalise's 
knees, about what would be next. But, of course, she already knew. She thought she did. 
 Annalise had her lick pussy. Willa could not let her down and could not turn her down.  
         Annalise, gasping from Willa's licks, told Willa to get herself off while she licked.  
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         They both came within minutes. It was only the first of many orgasms that night and many more 
in the next weeks. 
         Willa was no longer stir crazy. Now she just felt crazy with sexual need and an overdose of 
obedience. 
         She heard Annalise talking on the phone one time. It was easy to overhear when you were right 
there licking her pussy. 
         Annalise said, “This quarantine is great. My new slave is named Willa and now there is nothing 
Willa won't-a do-a.” 
 

 
 

If you liked this story, you can find many more like it, book length plots, on the Jordan Church’s Amazon 
page. You can also find stories like this and a free ongoing book series on the author's web site. 
 
Follow Jordan Church on Twitter @JChurchAuthor 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

 Jordan Church has two degrees and is dedicated to providing the highest quality erotica. 
Jordan loves sharing the inner thoughts and emotions of characters and thinks seeing into their minds 
is the ultimate voyeurism.  Jordan is a big believer in plot and character development and wants the 
characters to be “real”.  
 Sex scenes are detailed and graphic. Jordan wants to always give a perfect picture of what is 
happening, why and how it happens, and exactly how the characters feel physically and emotionally.  
Jordan’s style of writing makes for an immersive and intense experience for the reader. 
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LOVE WHAT YOU READ? HAVE AN ORGY WITH JORDAN’S LATEST RELEASE  

 

 

 Reluctant and eager, Maddy went to the 
home of the woman claiming to be her Black 
Mistress. She’d foolishly thought she could 
avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination 
and submission there. Not so! Instead, she found 
the black women have also seduced several of 
Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms 
and spankings are causing too much noise and 
a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to 
complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer! 
 The lovely Hispanic neighbor,  Mariana, is 
an ex-convict on parole who just wants to get 
some sleep.  Luella and her dominant black lady 
friends think maybe Mariana wants something 
else. Or can be made to want it.  Can they 
overcome her reluctance and dominate her? 
 Mariana thinks Luella is having just 
another black on white orgy. Can Luella force 
her into understanding -- and experiencing – 
that it is really an interracial orgy and sexy 
brown skin will not be turned away. Nor can it 
escape. 
 Despite seething racial tensions and 
name-calling, Luella thinks she can make 
Mariana have a first-time lesbian experience 
and make her like it so much she’ll never be 
heterosexual again. She knows for sure that she 
can make Maddy help out in an extra humiliating 
way for both Maddy and Mariana. 
Luella has big plans to make Mariana into a 
brown sex baby with a black mommy mistress! 
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SERIES SHOWCASE: PRIDE TRILOGY BY TJ DALLAS 

THE BARTENDER'S PRIDE (BOOK 1) 

 This *erotica novel follows Lara as she moves to a new 
city and comes to terms with her desire for another woman; a 
seductive bartender with a supernatural secret. ~Semi-finalist 
for the BBNYA (Book Bloggers Novel of the Year Award) 
2020~ Lara’s world is turned upside down when her boyfriend 
cheats on her with her best friend and she’s forced to move 
to a new city. Desperate for money, she lands a job in an LGBT 
nightclub, but her racing heart and inappropriate thoughts 
about the club’s owner, Harry, must have everything to do with 
the stress she’s under. She’s not gay. There’s something 
about Harry. She’s stunning, cocky, and looks far too good in 
a shirt and tie, ignoring the fact she’s telepathic and can read 
Lara’s emotions like a book. Harry is one of seven managers 
at the Cardinal, and she has a set of skills that can help Lara, 
but she has to manage her own feelings about three of the 
other managers in the meantime—Lust, Gluttony, and 
Envy. When things go downhill for Lara, can Harry ultimately 
make her proud of who she is without admitting their deadly 
secret? Or will Lara’s shame, depression, and her homophobic 
parents, lead her down a path of destruction?  
 
* Content Warning: 18+, mature and sexually content, 1 x brief M/F scene, 
depression/attempted suicide. 

 
Available on Amazon and Goodreads. 

 
Available on Amazon and Goodreads. 

PRIDE AND THE STRANGER (BOOK 2)  

 Pride and the Stranger, book 2 in the Pride Trilogy, is 
a lesbian *erotica novel featuring the Seven Deadly Sins. 
This sequel follows on from The Bartender's Pride. The 
Sins are back in this highly anticipated second installment 
of the Pride trilogy. Sexy meets romantic as Lara and Zoe 
take their relationship to the next level. Unfortunately, our 
sinful women aren’t so lucky. A weekend in Brighton turns 
dark after a horrific truth is uncovered that will change 
Harry’s life forever, forcing her to make a heartbreaking 
decision that could tear her and Althea apart. Faced with 
an impossible choice, nothing will ever be the same again.  
 
Voted best erotica lesfic 2020 by readers on  
Twitter! 
 
 
*Content Warning: 18+, mature content. All sexually explicit scenes are f/f only 
and completely consensual, however the story line contains sensitive issues 
that deal with the aftermath of r/pe trauma. The r/pe is NOT graphic; only hinted 
at for story line purposes. 
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PRIDE’S HUMILITY (BOOK 3) 

 Pride's Humility, book 3 in the Pride Trilogy, is a 
lesbian *erotica novel featuring the Seven Deadly Sins. This 
sequel follows on from Pride and the Stranger. Fifteen years 
later, Harry is still coming to terms with the loss of Rue. 
Althea has waited patiently but can’t hold off wanting a child 
of her own any longer. Lara is 43 years old now and isn’t as 
young as she used to be. With more grey hairs and the 
prospect of Zoe’s parents moving away, the time has come 
for Lara and Zoe to leave the Cardinal behind. When Lara 
realises that Harry is more than her boss—she’s been her 
best friend for 18 years—Lara needs to find the strength to 
create distance. Her impending mortality ignites her desire 
to protect Harry from a death she can’t avoid. While Harry 
deals with Lara’s departure, the Cardinal is brought to a 
grinding halt when a young boy screams for help. A voice 
that Harry has only heard once, yet the only voice that can 
make her forget who she is. Don't threaten the cub if you 
can't defeat the lioness.  
 
*Content Warning: 18+, mature content, contains elements of horror. 

 

 
Available on Amazon and Goodreads. 

 

WHAT PEOPLE HAVE TO SAY  

“Fabulous character development, amazing plot and world-building, and well-
written sex. Does anyone but me see how rare this is!? Dallas, please write more! 
You are one of a kind in your genre – 5*” Amazon Review 
 
“Wow! What an epic story. Listen, if you guys are looking for a new spin on lesbian 
erotica this book is for you. TJ Dallas will blow your mind! – 5*” Amazon Review 
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AUTHOR SHOWCASE: KC LUCK 
 

THE LESBIAN BILLIONAIRES CLUB 

 I have all that money can buy. Power, sexy women, and toys. 
All kinds of toys. Everything is perfect, or at least it is until the 
exclusive Lesbian Billionaires Club I belong to gives me an 
ultimatum—stop the revolving door of women or leave the group. 
Insisting I settle down is crossing the line, and I want none of it. At 
least until she comes into my life.  
 Suddenly someone I crave, a woman I can’t stop thinking 
about, that I must have for my own. I won’t take no for an answer. 

A TANTALIZING EXCERPT  

 Although we rarely talk, she is unusually quiet tonight. I can't 
decide if I want to ask why, after all, that is not why she is here, and 
before I can, she turns to me. 
 “This is the last time,” she whispers. “I can't see you after 
tonight.” Raising an eyebrow, I consider her statement and try to 
assess how I will respond. Indeed, it's a shame as we are good 
together, but in the end, I don't care. There are others. Lots of 
others. 

 

 
Available on Amazon 

 “Then make tonight your best,” is all I say.  In answer, she drinks her champagne in a single 
swallow before setting the flute aside. Curious, I sip my scotch letting her lead for the moment, and I 
am not disappointed. Reaching behind her, she unzips the red dress before sliding it off to stand in 
front of me with nothing covering her but a lacy black thong. Her breasts are small, but that's never 
mattered, as long as her nipples are tight. In her excitement, they are, and I already know how they will 
taste in my mouth. Still, I wait. Clearly, she has an agenda. 
 Moving toward me, she slowly kneels and reaches for my belt. My whole body tightens in 
response. There is something so erotic about a beautiful woman on her knees in front of me—by 
choice. I enjoy another small swallow of my drink as she conquers my zipper and moves her hands 
inside the fabric of my slacks to slide them down past my hips. Anticipation inside me mounts. I know 
later in the evening I will fuck her, more than once, but right now I lean back against the window to give 
her access. The drop is ninety-eight stories, but I don’t give it a thought. Nothing tangible, like heights, 
frightens me. I am rewarded for my accommodation as her fingers clasp the top of my briefs and pull 
them down to give her mouth access to my swollen clit. I am wet and hard, and her tongue almost 
burns me as she licks me in a long, slow caress. She is teasing a little, knowing I like sex to be almost 
feverish, but before I can correct her, she moves in to pull me hard against her mouth. Sucking me. 
The pace is no longer playful, and I let one hand drop to her hair, where I entangle my fingers to help 
guide her, while the other still holds the not quite forgotten scotch. 
 “Fuck,” I murmur as my guest expertly uses her tongue to part my lips further and flick just 
inside me. I realize then I might miss her after all. She knows exactly what it will take to get me off. The 
combination of her movements from one point of pleasure to another makes me buck my hips against 
her. She wraps her arms around my thighs to keep me in place because we both know what is about 
to happen. A groan of pleasure escapes from her throat, and I can imagine how wet she is for me. Her 
pussy will be swollen and need me to fuck it, but first this—first my turn. I clench my fist in her hair to 
hold her in place as I come, knowing she can taste me, and no doubt feel me throb. We stay there a 
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moment as I tremble slightly against the cool glass of the window. The lingering waves of the orgasm 

still roll through me as she leans back and licks her lips. I cannot help but smile. In a moment, it will be 

my turn, and I will make her scream with pleasure before the night is over, but I savor the feeling of my 

body as I raise my glass to sip my expensive scotch. 

PRAISE FOR THE BOOK – FIVE STARS 

“What can I say? This story was so HOT and SEXY! I love a great butch women and Madison does not 
disappoint!! She’s dominant enough to not be overbearing. Claire is so sweet and just submissive 
enough to not be a pushover. If the sex scenes alone don’t keep you interested there is enough mystery 
surrounding these ladies to leave you wanting more. Congratulations to KC Luck on a wonderfully 
written story. I can’t wait to read what comes next!!” – Amazon Review 
 
“An exclusive group of powerful rich lesbians from all over the world. A smoking hot butch who is an 
incorrigible womanizer, a sweet, gorgeous blonde with a secret, an instant attraction and all this in a 
world of glamour. This is an incredible and fast paced romance. A story with colorful and charismatic 
characters. The chemistry between the main characters is scorching. It literally burned up the pages. In 
fact, the whole story is hot as hell. KC absolutely nailed it with this one. I highly recommend The Lesbian 
Billionaires Club. Now I'm looking forward to the next one in the series.” – Amazon Review 

CONTINUE THE EROTIC BLISS WITH THESE FOLLOW-UP READS 

The Lesbian Billionaires Seduction (The Lesbian Billionaires Club Book 2)  
 
The Lesbian Billionaires Last Hope (The Lesbian Billionaires Club Book 3) 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

 It was never my intention to become a bestselling 
romance writer. Ideas for stories have rattled around in 
my head since I can remember my first thoughts. Yet, not 
until recently did I find my niche and now more than ever, 
I am happy with what I am doing with my craft. To be 
honest, being an author means the world to me. It gives 
me a sense of fulfillment, which up until I was published, 
I could never quite find. There was always a sense of 
wanting to do more with my life. Even though I have been 
successful in a lot of endeavors writing is what has 
impacted my sense of accomplishment the most. It truly 
feels like I have found my home at last. I love the readers 
and, thankfully, a few of them like me back. They 
energize me and, although I have always been able to 
focus with incredible intensity on any project, I am even 
more dedicated to writing my best for them. I aim to 
leave nothing on the table and, with every story, I try to 
raise the bar with my writing. 

 

GET CONNECTED! 

Website • Author Page • Facebook • Instagram 
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NOT ALWAYS SO BLACK AND WHITE 

A NAUGHTY SERIES BY GUN ROSWELL, PART 1 OF 3 

 

 I was scanning the room for anything nice, something of my type. Hell, basically anything with a 
pussy was my exact type, no matter what the outlook might have been, short, tall, young, old, as long 
as there was a beating heart and readiness to go a few rounds. I wasn’t picky after all, just looking for 
someone to score with as it had been a while anyone had put a wide smile on to my face, let alone sat 
on it, as I liked that too. So guess I was hungry, starving really for something non-food related to eat.  
 It was then, when I saw her there, sipping her drink, a somewhat fancier type than I usually 
picked. I have to be completely honest here, because even if I wasn’t a chooser per se, I usually ignored 
the more high maintenance ones, at least she seemed to be. It was just because, well not really. There 
is a story there to tell, the whys and ifs why I was this way. But I won’t bore you with details, not tonight 
anyway, as I had more immediate things to concern about, and that was the one simple fact, of getting 
laid.  
 But as I kept on glancing at her, I became somewhat fascinated by this solemn character 
seemingly out of place. In this gin joint with the very mixed crowd, she still stuck out like a sore thumb, 
even if she looked like she did not care. But there was something about her very essence which made 
me want to go to her and find out more. Which was all fine and all, but for me, also quite odd, as usually 
when I felt something like that, I ran the opposite way to find a less threatening female to have some 
fun with. But apparently my feet did not get that particular memo, at least, not tonight. 
 So, I casually walked up to her and decided to ask, with the most simple line ever devised for 
this occasion, “Can I buy you a drink?” 
 “I already got one?” She replied without even looking up from the glass and at me. 
 “How about some friendly chat then?” I tried, for some reason, my ego could not take the denial 
of the one whom had caught my eye so thoroughly. 
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 She then turned to me and took a really long and hard look at me, I mean a thorough look see, 
from head to toe, making me shiver in all the good kind of ways. And if I was the shy type, well I would 
have been totally embarrassed of that thorough glance. Luckily I was not. So I waited for her judgment 
there like piece of meat she obviously treated me as. Still, I didn’t mind rather let her take the time. But 
then her eyes landed on my package, which I carried with gusto, a surprise of a smallest size hinted on 
her face, slowly turning to a frown on her otherwise expressionless self. 
 “If you are trying to score here, then no.” She stated flatly and turned back to stare at the wall 
behind the bar. 
 ‘Wow’, went off in my head, as that was a first. Well not really, but not recently either so there 
was that. Clearly, there was something she saw she did not like and I was a little surprised myself, but 
hey, each to their own I guess, as I wasn’t offend, not much anyway. 
 “Fair enough.” I said, as I wasn’t going to let this bother me, after all, women were dime a dozen 
so I knew I would get someone tonight, I always did. 
 But for some reason, I did not move on, but stood there, even ordering a new drink for myself, 
wondering why that was, that I did not continue my prowling. I glanced at her once in a while, but she 
did not return the favour. So why did it feel like she was the magnet and I was rooted in my place unable 
to move away. This never happened to me. Well not in such a long, long time so practically in forever. I 
was beginning to think I had caught something, a virus, only it was affecting my brain. Because clearly 
this woman had said no and I was still hanging around her, getting more and more interested in bedding 
her than ever before.  
 After a moment of pondering my dilemma, I felt my forehead with my palm for any signs of fever, 
but there were none. I shook my head in disbelief and donned the last of my drink and as I looked back 
at the direction of the mystery woman, she, was gone. ‘Guess, that was that’, I thought and tried to 
shake it off. But she was still there, the thoughts of her now rattling inside my mind instead. I was just 
hoping she would not take permanent residence there, rent free as it was, as this was not what I needed 
right now, not at all. No, I wanted my brain numb and my body on fire, not the other way around. 
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 It had been two weeks since I last graced this establishment. It wasn’t that I had been hiding, 
well, not really, but it had been a busy two weeks at work and my input in the project had been crucial. 
After all, I was the owner and I had to set the example for those working for me and that could be only 
by working harder than they did. But that wasn’t really the issue as I loved what I did and well, so did 
most of them too. So, today, the project was complete and I was free to enjoy myself. A few drinks 
and then maybe, if I was lucky enough, go home with some soft female and have a good old fashioned 
roll in the old silky hay sack and by morning, they would be gone. Because that is what I preferred my 
encounters, no lingering attachments of any kind. 
 So, there I was, at the bar, sipping my drink waiting for the perfect one to appear. As per usually, 
women came to me and not the other way around, as I hated to be on the prowl. I was deep in thought, 
when an image from the forthright ago appeared into my mind. The image of a tall type, something I 
would not have minded to take a closer look at, but alas, there was something, which had thrown me 
off, so I passed. It’s a personal thing you know, difficult to explain, but hey, we all have our tiny quirks, 
and if this one wasn’t really tiny, or even small, well, I just, couldn’t wrap my mind around it. And yes, I 
know, there is a pun here, but still, I just couldn’t, so I turned her down, with a frown, which off I’m not 
that proud. 
 I was on my second pouring, when I 
suddenly felt my skin starting to tingle. A 
clear indication of someone starting at me 
and in the good way too. I took a swingle of 
the glass and then turned to see, whom it 
was glaring at me. Imagine my surprise, 
when I saw her, the same one from two 
weeks ago. She was smiling too, and without 
my approval, my own lips turned into a curl, 
upward, not down, like before. She stood 
there, close to me, that cocky attitude and 
leathery outfit sending all kinds of signals 
every which way of my tired body, which  

 

soon enough, wasn’t so tired anymore. 
 “Any chance I could offer you that drink?” She then asked in that bass of a low voice. 
 I looked at her, my glass almost empty now, and was about to say yes. But then I remembered 
the last time we had met and what I had seen after I had her checked. Sure, she had all the right things 
I wanted for a quick shag, but then, there was one thing I unfortunately did not understand. So before 
I made a huge mistake, I decided to make a quick look see and of course it was there. Guess, you 
could call me a prude or something similar, but there were just some things I did not find alluring, so I 
knew I had to decline. 
 “Sorry, but I was just leaving.” I lied, as to the why, well, I wasn’t too sure. 
 “Oh, so soon?” She then asked, clearly she was privy that I had not been there for long. 
 “Look.” I decided to come clean, as tonight, it seemed to be, my only type of coming, “It’s not 
you, so don’t take this personally, what I am about to say.” I looked her in the eyes, and even if it was 
a look in there I really liked, I still had to decline her offer. 
 She nodded and let me speak. I sighed and casually glanced at her crotch before speaking up. 
 “Here is the thing,” I started still holding my gaze, feeling a tad uncomfortable to have to explain, 
“No offence, but if I wanted a dick, I would be with a man.” I told her straight, pun intended. “So, I have 
to recline that offer of a drink too.” Because I knew, that no drink offer in this bar was for free, no, it  
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always came with some price to be paid, usually, with a reward of getting laid. 
 I noticed her eyes widening a bit, clearly, my statement of my own fact had made somewhat of 
an impact. I know this was an odd reason, to turn down a nice overall package she was made off, but 
the smaller surprise package was the one which worried me too much, as I just never had gotten the 
hang of it. Yes, yes I know, puns, puns, all around. But hey, this was one of my many quirks, but just the 
few in the bedroom. So, I finished my drink, as she clearly let the comment sink and without further 
words, I left, cursing myself and my reluctance for change, but this was my fate, and to be frank, I was 
getting too old to change for anyone else, or even for myself. 
 
 
 The music was pumping loudly, but guess it was ok, as the small buzz behind my eyes and ears 
was also starting to affect me. The house party at a friends place seemed like a success if the whole 
rainbow pallet of the female persuasion represented here was any indication. It was the proverbial 
smorgasbord, simply taking a pick of what ever flavour one could imagine to desire. I was making my 
rounds, talking to people I knew and even a few new ones, biding my time, to make my move. I was 
fully equipped to handle most kinds of desires the women might have had, but for me, the real thrill 
was always hearing them beg for release, and I really liked to keep them waiting, until they could not 
take it any more and then only, would I give them their satisfaction they so desired. And before they 
were out of their bliss, I would be long gone. Well, at this party, maybe not too far away, but still, tonight 
there would be plenty of prey for me to exploit. After all, I was becoming somewhat antsy of the dry 
spell I had endured for the last few weeks, as it seemed, that none of the women titillated my libido 
quite as much as she had done. The mystery woman from weeks back. Yes, I know, I was still thinking 
about her. 
 I made a few more rounds, scanning for someone interesting and as I could not see anyone, I 
decided to take a breather on the outside balcony. Maybe the fresh air would put some sense into my 
brain and let me off the hook with that, lady, who still occupied my mind sometimes. Well, more than 
that. But I really needed to blow some steam tonight or I would most certainly blow up. The pent up 
frustration and energy, sexual one, as I had worked out plenty, more than usual. So I picked up my 
glass and strolled through the ocean of women outside. As I reached the deck, a calming wind landed 
on my face. It wasn’t cold outside, far from it, but the freshness of the clean air invigorated my senses 
and the longer I remained there, unthinking, which was hard, trust me, the more centred I felt. After 
some moments of sort of meditating, I felt a new sense of self and was ready to hit the scene once 
again and to have and eat my share of the bounty inside.  
 Just as I was about to grab the handle of the sliding doors, a low, throaty moan caught my ears. 
A smile emerged on my lips too. Yeah, I knew that exact sound alright, but never had I ever heard it 
pitched quite so, um, appealingly low as it was right now. I debated and hung on to the handle a moment 
longer before going inside and soon enough, I was rewarded with a similar sound, only this lasted much 
longer and well, it was a growl more than anything. Intrigued then was the voyeur in me and I decided 
to take a peek as to which gorgeous creature would utter such guttural and appealing noises. Because 
those ones hit me right in the core, and I wasn’t talking about my heart either. So, daring, I decided to 
go and have a looked. Besides, it was that kind of a party, so maybe, there was room for one more, 
who knew, or then, I would simply observe. 
 I ventured around the corner where the sounds were coming from and there they were, just 
on the patio furniture by the pool. The server between the other woman’s legs, feasting like she was 
starved for nourishment. And clearly, the woman on the receiving end was near the edge of her well 
earned bliss. As I moved closer in, to have a better view, because perking was now off the table as I 
wanted the IMAX view of this act, definitely. There was a spot just behind the large parasol and the 
large grill I managed to get behind to have my perfect screening. I made myself somewhat  
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comfortable there and continued watching the show. Only thing missing was the popcorn, but judging 
from the simulation I was getting to my ever wetting pussy, I could do much better than with simple 
snacks. 
 The show just a tad away from me continued, the kneeling woman was sucking and licking and 
fingering the one on the recliner, while the noise level of her moaning was increasing in kind. I too, was 
so wet and my hand started it’s way down inside my jeans on its own accord. I did not mind rather let 
it do its thing. After all, it had been a while and this was the most arousing scene I had encountered in 
a while. So, I kept on watching, the peeping Tammy I was while my fingers were playing my own clit 
like the fiddle like a real pro all the while the couple just over there, were reaching the crescendo of 
the symphony we were all part of now. Just as the woman getting her dos was about to reach her 
perk, as was I, but I halted my movements until she was there, as for some strange reason, I wanted 
to come with her, she turned her head and her eyes found mine. For a fleeting moment, they were 
locked, what seemed like an eternity, and then, she closed hers and let out the most thrilling sound I 
had ever heard as she came, hard. And, so did I, glaring still at the woman who was still spasming from 
her relief. 
 I panted for mere moments and quickly grabbed my zipper up and then I got the hell out of 
there. I half ran inside and dashed through the party towards the door. I needed to get out of there as 
soon as possible. I got to the street and hailed a cab I saw coming my way. As I sat inside, en route to 
my place, my thoughts went back to the scene and the woman, who had looked at me. It was her, the 
one from the bar. And she too, had recognised me, as a hint of smile was there, just before she had 
turned away. My heart was still pounding even if I was already miles away. But, there was something 
about her, which still lingered inside my confused mind, and I willingly let it, because today, it was 
absolutely fine with me too. 

To be continued… 
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DIERDRE WINTER - 

PHOENIX 
 Lisa Asher only wants to put the past 
behind her, but it keeps bubbling up, bringing 
uncomfortable memories with it. 
 When the statuesque beauty, Rachel 
King, her former client, rehires her as her 
lawyer, Lisa can't help but remember the 
reasons she had to leave her former law 
firm, nor can she ignore the desire she felt 
and still feels for the savvy business woman.  
 The same day, she recognizes her 
younger self in Bree, her new massage 
therapist. In her, Lisa sees the pure wide-
eyed innocence and shy desire she'd felt 
when she was twenty-two. While seducing 
the young therapist, she relives the beauty 
of discovery without the entanglements she 
experienced as she realized who she was. 
 Lisa must now navigate this 
complicated world of love and lust, wants 
and needs. Will Lisa find herself up to the 
challenge? 
 The sex is sometimes rough and 
sometimes gentle, and the choices are 
sometimes natural and sometimes difficult, 
but the story is ultimately about woman 
loving each other and learning to love 
themselves. 
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not much else. Phoenix by Dierdre Winter is not that. 
This is a full novel with a solid plot. The characters are 
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PRETTY LITTLE RICH GIRL 

WHEN THE FIGHT GET’S DIRTY, BY DIERDRE WINTER  

 

 
 The recent snowfall muffled the sounds of the world, which made the campus seem more silent 
and deserted than it actually was. Holly enjoyed the way the snow crunched under her boots as she 
walked down the empty sidewalk to the Boar and the Bear where she worked as a waitress. Though 
it was just before five, the world was dark, and the streetlights shimmered in the snow. She felt 
insulated from the world and completely alone, producing a strange mixture of coziness and 
melancholy that sat heavily on her chest. 
 She hadn’t gone home because she didn’t want to, though she’d claimed it was because of work 
and the fact that money was scarce enough as it was. There was a reason she’d moved across the 
country for university and it wasn’t the fact that the psychology program in Boston was anything she 
couldn’t have found in Sacramento; the truth was she needed to get away to find out who she was on 
her own. 
 This was the first year she’d dared to stay on campus over Christmas, and she knew her mother 
would be disappointed. She made the decision during the busyness of exams while she was being 
pulled in all directions by her job, her school, and her friends. As December neared, she fantasized 
about having some time alone to catch her breath, to write and think and be by herself. Her roommates 
were all leaving for the holidays, and it seemed a perfect opportunity to unwind and escape the 
intensity of her life for a few weeks. 
 But, she had not prepared for how empty, how silent, how lonely the campus would feel with 
almost everyone gone. She did have a few shifts at the bar over the holidays, and she found herself 
looking forward to these as opportunities to see other human beings. But, as Christmas neared, the 
bar was almost as depressing as her big empty house. Usually packed with rowdy college students, 
the only customers who came in now were hardened drunks who were trying to forget the season 
altogether. There had been a couple of times when she’d thought about buying a plane ticket and   
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surprising everyone back home, but she couldn’t quite make herself do it.  
 “Hey, Holly,” said Paul as she slipped in the back door. “Looks like another quiet night tonight.” 
 “Ah well,” she said. “I’ll try to look busy.” 
She took off her coat and tied an apron around her waist. Because the bar was always hot, she was 
dressed in a black t-shirt, a pair of tight black jeans with a rip in the knee, and her black blundstones, 
which had been a Christmas present last year.  
 “Yes, I’d appreciate that,” said Paul, winking. As the owner of the place for the past twenty years, 
he understood the ebbs and flows of the business and though he’d often thought about closing for the 
holidays, he stayed open for those who needed it, both the customers and the workers. And, since his 
wife had died, for himself as well. 
 Holly had been a faithful employee for three years now since she’d come from out west. Having 
turned twenty-one, she’d graduated from the kitchen to the bar where she was a natural. Unlike many 
of his bartenders, she was shy and quiet, but she managed to get the job done efficiently and expertly 
every time. Fondly remembering his own daughters at that age, he’d watched her hair and clothing 
darken as she disentangled herself from her family’s influence and became more herself. It was a 
necessary process, but it could be painful. He was glad he could offer her a place to be useful while 
she stayed on campus over the holidays.  
 For Holly, the last three years had been revelatory. Her mother had always hinted that college 
was a good place to find a man and marry, but she found that was not what she wanted. In fact, much 
of her mother’s wisdom and many of the ideas she’d accepted blindly as a child had fallen away over 
the years. It made her angry to feel like she’d been lied to and misled all her life. It made her furious, in 
fact, and she smashed into all sorts of things her mother would have disapproved of with a kind of  

 

violent glee, determined to get to the bottom of her own 
truth. 
 This past year, it had been tattooed. She’d started 
with a couple that could easily be hidden, even in a bikini. 
Her first was a canary on her left breast, the second was 
a triangle on her ass. They didn’t mean anything, really, 
but it felt good to stand in front of the mirror and see 
them there, symbols of her own power to do and change 
and be herself. But, after those first two, she was 
hooked. Her arms now were marked with trees and 
words and more birds. 
 She’d been working for an hour when Lana Davis 
threw open the door with typical Davis dramatics. She 
was dressed in a puffy white coat, which was open, 
thrown over a short, white dress with buttons down the 
front. Her legs were bare, and on her feet, she wore a 
delicate pair of white heels. 
 She blew in, pushed by the snowstorm developing 
outside. Holly was surprised to see her. Surely the Davis 
family took an elaborate holiday somewhere warm over 
Christmas; at very least, she would have pictured her 
skiing at an exclusive resort, her evenings spent cozied 
up in sweaters and warm socks while sipping the richest 
hot chocolate money could buy. 
 When she sat down at the bar, Holly prepared  
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herself for an awkward moment, but there was none. Lana didn’t recognize her. 
“Scotch, please. Ballantine’s,” she said, throwing down her hat and ripping off her gloves. She barely 
interrupted her phone call to bark the order. 
 Holly half-heartedly turned to the wall to see if, by some Christmas miracle, they stocked such 
a thing. But, it was not to be. 
 She overheard Lana’s phone call, “I know, right? I’m at a little dingy bar. I’m already dressed for 
the party. I thought it would be dramatic, like in the movies. You know, stranded over Christmas, the 
beautiful hero ends up at some dive, learning some shitty lesson from one of the yokels.” 
 “We have Kirkland Signature Scotch only,” said Holly, interrupting. 
 She paused, incredulous. “Like, from Costco?” 
 Holly nodded. She didn’t add that the bottle had been gathering dust on the shelf since before 
she’d started. Though she’d heard age could be a good thing for a scotch, she didn’t think that it would 
have the same impact on Costco’s signature brand. 
 Lana rolled her eyes and pointed to her glass, laughing into her phone. “Oh my God. Now that 
I’m here it just seems sad. I’m not sure what I would learn here except maybe how to find my way 
around a Walmart.” 
 Holly poured the glass and moved away, pretending to look busy. Though she was glad Lana 
didn’t recognize her, it added to her melancholy somewhat. 
 Lana’s shrill laugh cut into the middle of her thoughts, “Oh no, don’t worry. I’ve got Gregor 
waiting outside. He was supposed to drive me to the coast tonight, but we’re going to wait until morning 
because of the roads. I know though, right? All the guys in here are total scuz.” She lowered her voice 
for the last part, though not low enough. 
 Holly walked further away in an attempt not to hear. She felt her stomach twisting with familiar 
anxiety. They’d been partners in a first-year psychology course, thrown together by the fact that their 
names were next to each other in the alphabet. They’d fought after Holly accused her of not doing 
any work on the project, and even though it was accurate, undeniably accurate, Lana had become 
enraged, screaming about the difficulties of her life preventing her from the work, difficulties that Holly 
couldn’t possibly understand. In the end, it had been Holly who ended up apologizing, and it was Holly 
who ended up finishing the project all by herself. 
 There were nights when she lay awake thinking of the 
incident, how as a dowdy, uncertain, shy freshman, she’d been 
taken advantage of by the beautiful, blonde girl. She frequently 
replayed the scene, only in her late-night thoughts, she hadn’t 
taken Lana’s abuse, but instead, she told her exactly where she 
could stick her problems. 
 And now, after all these years where she had lived rent-free 
in her head, Lana didn’t even recognize her. 
 As she was drying the same glasses she’d tended to an 
hour ago, she felt rage rising across her body. It blossomed in her 
gut and spread along her arms until her fingers were shaking and 
she could barely hold the glass. 
 “I’m going out for a smoke,” she told Paul who moved in to 
cover her at the bar. 
 The wind had picked up since her walk through the snowy 
silence. Snow blew at her like sharp little daggers, but it felt good 
to be in the fresh air. Or, if it didn’t feel good exactly, it certainly 
felt necessary. Expertly lighting her smoke, she took a long 
satisfying pull and breathed out in a full exhale as if she was  
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trying to blow the thoughts from her mind. 
 She practiced for this moment for two years; she’d perfected her speech, memorized every 
word. Besides, she wasn’t the same shell-shocked wallflower Lana had trampled in their first year. But, 
if she couldn’t say anything to Lana if she just let her drink her cheap scotch in peace, then had she 
really grown at all? Steeling herself for confrontation, she sucked back the last of her cigarette and 
smashed it into the snow with the hard sole of her boot. It was time. 
 “You don’t remember me, do you?” Holly asked as she slid back behind the bar. 
 “Oh God, have I been here before?” she asked, her voice tinged with disgust. “If I have, I must 
have been really drunk. Ordinarily, grimy college bars aren't my scene.” 
Holly waited, her arms folded across her chest. She noticed that when Lana looked at her, she focused 
on her forehead. It was a practiced trick that any psychology student would know. It gave the illusion 
of looking right through a person. 
 “I’m sorry,” said Lana, after the silence became awkward. “If I broke one of your grubby little 
things, I’d be happy to pay for it. Is cash okay?” 
 “Put your money away. We were partners in freshman year, Intro to Psychology. Remember? 
You made me do all the work.” 
 “Oh,” said Lana, breaking into a wide smile. “That’s right. Heather! Of course. Well, I’m sorry you 
remember it that way.” 
 “Remember it that way? That’s the way it happened,” Holly said, her voice rising in a way that 
betrayed her emotions. The content of her speech fluttered away, and despite all her practice, she 
couldn’t think of anything else to say. 
 Lana laughed. “Listen, if you think you put more work in than me, I’d be happy to pay you an 
hourly wage. Is cash okay?” 
 Holly opened her mouth, stunned, new rage clouding her brain. 
 “So, you put in maybe four hours extra? How about sixty bucks?” she said, throwing the bills 
onto the bar. 
 Suddenly it all rose up in Holly: the bitter hurt, the impotent rage, the fundamental unfairness of 
life. In a pure moment of blind anger, she slapped Lana across her smug face with an open hand. The 
snapping sound of the contact was only paralleled in satisfaction by the whimper that escaped her 
open mouth when the pain and surprise registered in her brain. 
 “My name is Holly,” she shouted. 
 “What the fuck?” said Lana, grabbing her face. 
 Holly snatched up the money Lana had thrown on the bar and said, “Your drinks are on me. Now 
get the fuck out.” 
 Lana wobbled off the barstool, still clutching her face in shock. “I will destroy you, and this whole 
place,” she shrieked. 
 Holly made a sudden move as if she was going to jump over the bar and pummel Lana for real. 
Lana flinched dramatically, falling backward into a table, her hands out in front of her defensively. In 
the instant of the other girl’s weakness, Holly felt her rehearsed lines coming back to her, and she laid 
into her nemesis with the words she’d perfected over the years. 
 “You rich bitch, you absolute crap human. You have nothing I want, and nothing I aspire to. 
You’re a fucking defect of capitalism, born into something you didn’t earn.” 
 Holly opened the gate and came out from behind the bar, marching on Lana, was cowered, off-
balance against a table. “The only thing you’ve ever done is use the money to make other people feel 
bad. You made girls like me—who couldn’t afford a B, who came here to escape—you made girls like 
me carry your shit while you carried on with your frivolous fucking life; you’re nothing but a disgusting 
fucking parasite sucking the blood of everyone else until you’re fat and bloated and sick.” 
 She was towering over Lana now, jabbing her finger into her face, punctuating every word with  
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violence.  
 Pulling Lana up by her coat, she brought her close to her face, and it was likely she would have 
hit her again, but Paul got in the way, shoving her back and standing between them, his arms 
outstretched. 
 He yelled at her to stop, snapping her out of the trance she was in. She realized she was not 
frothing her anger in the shower or in the dark of her bedroom, but that she was threatening a patron 
at the bar she worked on Christmas Eve in reality. 
 Lana ran out of the bar and Holly buried her face in her hands and broke into tears. 
 “Hey, come on,” he said, gently leading her into his office. “That’s okay.” 
 “I’m sorry, Paul,” she said, sucking in jagged breaths. “I just—” 
 “Don’t you worry? You really livened things up in there, but maybe you should go home. I can 
handle it until close.” 
 “I’m so sorry,” she said again, looking up at him, tears streaking her face. 
 He smiled. “It’s been three years and this is the first time you threatened to beat up a customer, 
so I think that’s a pretty good record. I’ll see you later.” 
 He patted her shoulder with his awkward fatherly kindness before turning and leaving her 
behind in his office. She pulled herself together and stood, gathering her things. It felt like time had 
fractured and now that she was on the other side, the anger she’d nurtured for years was replaced 
with regret, not just for the public spectacle, but for the years wasted on such a trivial sleight from 
such a trivial person. 
 Lighting a cigarette just inside the bar’s back door, she stepped back out into the cold and wind 
and began the trudge home. As she turned out of the alley, a large black SUV pulled up beside her and 
crept along, keeping up with her pace. A chill of fear clutched at her heart and squeezed her lungs, 
but she kept walking into the wind, looking straight ahead. 
 The door opened. 
 “Holly. Let me give you a ride.” 
 Recognizing Lana’s voice, she dared to turn to 
look. “I’m fine.” 
 “Listen, I’m sorry. I can be careless with people. It 
seemed like you had more to say to me in the bar. It’s 
nice and warm in here, and you can tell me why you hate 
me.” 
 “It doesn’t matter now.” 
 Lana laughed. “It probably never mattered.” 
 Holly stopped. “What did you say?” 
 “It was a fucking project in fucking Intro Psych, I 
mean goddamn, it’s been three years.” 
 Holly turned, the scab pulled off, spilling fresh 
blood. “You made me feel like shit like I was less than 
you. That will always fucking matter.” 
 “Well,” she said, with exaggerated servility, “let me 
give you a ride, oh Queen. Your chariot awaits.” 
 “You don’t get it, do you?” 
 “I guess I don’t. I’ve never been poor. Why don’t 
you get in and make me understand?” 
 Dashing out her cigarette, Holly felt herself 
snapping again. She rushed at the open door, her arms 
outstretched, aimed at Lana’s throat. She attacked her,  
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diving across the backseat and slamming her against the opposite door. While they struggled, Holly 
was so intent on getting her hands around the other girl’s throat that she didn’t notice the door close 
behind her, nor the fact that the SUV eased its way back onto the road. 
 This time there was no Paul to separate them, and when the swell of her rage broke, Holly found 
herself with her forearm pressed against Lana’s neck, her eyes blazing, her teeth clenched, a 
murderous intent clouding out any other thought. As the tendrils of her rational mind weaved their way 
back, Holly found that Lana was looking back at her, her eyes wide, gasping and straining for breath. 
 Letting her adversary go, she looked around and realized the vehicle was moving. 
 “What is this?” 
 “I’m taking you home,” said Lana, in between deep breaths. 
 “You’ve already gone too far. I just live down the street.” 
 “We’ll take the long way.” 
 The thin sharp pangs of panic began to mingle with the low throb of Holly’s anger. “Oh, so now 
you’re kidnapping me?” 
 “I want you to teach me a lesson,” Lana said, sitting back, now eyeing her coolly. 
Something clicked in Holly’s brain, like rusty gears grinding together. 
 “Wait? What?” 
 “Did you finish your speech at the bar before your boss cut you off?” 
 “My speech?” 
 “Oh please, you’ve been practicing that speech for years, haven’t you? Did you get a chance to 
finish it?” 

 

 “I—” 
 “Do you want to hit me, Holly?” she asked, 
leaning close enough that Holly could smell the cheap 
Scotch on her breath. “Do you want to spank me and 
pull my hair and tell me what a spoiled little brat I am?” 
 Despite herself, Holly’s body couldn’t help but 
respond. The fact that her late-night rehearsals of the 
speech often ended in a quick, desperate orgasm 
was a secret she tried to keep from herself. Had Lana 
somehow guessed it? Was she that transparent? 
 Lana combed a stray black lock of hair behind 
Holly’s ear before whispering in it, her lips grazing 
against the soft fuzz on her earlobe. 
 “I want to feel your fist in my pussy while I 
watch your eyes blaze with rage. I want you to fuck 
me, and I want you to take all that pointless hate out 
on me while you do it.” 
 “It’s not pointless,” she began, pushing Lana 
off of her. She opened her mouth to explain herself 
again, but closed it without saying anything. “Drop me 
off here.” 
 “Gregor,” said Lana, stopping the car. 
 Without a look back, Holly stepped out of the 
SUV and set off walking, bent forward into the wind. 
She was further from her house now than she’d been 
coming from the bar, and she was angry again, but 
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this time it was because of the futility of it all. Nothing would ever change. With her head down, she 
marched home, chastising herself for the time wasted thinking about Lana. 
 Although she tried to focus on that, a new thought persisted in knocking at the door to her mind. 
Had her anger always been rooted in lust? Was that it? Was it just about the fact that she’d been so 
invisible to this beautiful girl, to her first lesbian crush? Three years of psychology and she’d never let 
herself see it. 
 “You fucking idiot,” she said aloud into the wind and the desolate streets. 
 Her eyes on her boots, she was still talking to herself when she turned up the sidewalk to her 
empty house. She fumbled for the key in her pocket, planning to get into more comfortable clothes, 
pour a drink, and sit out on the porch for a smoke and some more thinking. But, when she climbed the 
rickety wooden steps, she saw Lana sitting on the old wicker chair. 
 “What took you so long?” 
 “I had to walk seven extra blocks through a fucking blizzard.” 
 “Well, whose fault is that?” 
 Holly laughed bitterly. “It’s yours. It’s fucking your fault.” 
 “Oh God, is that’s the way it’s going to be for the rest of your life? Whenever something goes 
wrong, you blame someone else? It’s got to be the rich, or the men, or the government that’s causing 
me to suffer. Give me a break. It’s pathetic.” 
 Holly had wriggled her key in the knob in just the right way to open the stubborn lock. She was 
about to go inside and slam the door closed, but Lana had a way of getting under her skin that she had 
only begun to understand. Her brain clouded again, and she grabbed Lana by the lapels of her coat, 
yanking her out of her seat. 
She slammed her hard against the door frame before throwing her inside the house where she skittered 
across the hardwood on her high heels, trying to regain her balance. Without giving her a chance to 
recover, Holly rushed after her and tackled her, throwing her backward onto the floor. With a predator’s 
efficiency of movement, she positioned herself with a shin on each of Lana’s forearms, the bulk of her 
weight on her chest. 
 There was a moment where Holly felt surprised at herself, uncertain as to how to proceed next, 
but she gave into her body and allowed her instincts to guide her. She reached behind her and ran her 
hand up Lana’s bare leg until she felt the white lace of her thong. Yanking it up, she pulled it savagely 
between Lana’s labia and felt a rush of satisfaction when she heard the blonde’s whimpered gasp. 
 In a moment of distraction, Lana bucked up and threw Holly off balance just enough that she 
could wriggle free. She’d kicked off her heels and ran into the house on bare feet, but Holly wasn’t far 
behind. She caught her at the couch and pushed her forward into it, driving her headlong into the back 
of the ancient piece of furniture. 
 “Fuck, you bitch,” shouted Lana, standing and turning to face her. 
Without answering, Holly slapped her across the face, knocking her backward. When she regained 
herself, she stood an inch from Holly’s face, her teeth clenched, her cheek a bright red from the slap, 
her eyes shiny with tears. Holly grabbed her chin and forced her to look at her. 
 “Take off your coat.” 
 When Lana looked like she might protest, Holly squeezed harder. Resigned, Lana slipped out of 
the bulky white parka and threw it aside. Holly put her other hand on the neckline of Lana’s linen dress 
and tore down, popping open the buttons with a satisfying rip of fabric. 
 Lana let out another whimpered gasp but met Holly’s eyes as if daring her onward. She was 
braless under her dress and Holly had torn her dress down far enough that her pink perky nipples were 
exposed. Releasing Lana’s jaw, she grabbed both nipples and twisted. Throwing her head back, Lana 
put her hands on Holly’s forearms as if she were trying to pull them away, but Holly noticed that some 
of the fight had gone out of her. 
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 “Goddamn, that fucking hurts.” 
 “It’s supposed to hurt. Girls like you don’t learn anything until it hurts.” 
 “And girls like you die alone.” 
 Holly twisted harder until Lana shrieked. 
 “Okay, okay, I’ll do what you want. Just get it over with.” 
 “Take off your clothes.” 
 Lana complied, slipping the ruined dress off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. With one 
last haughty look at Holly, she slid her thong over her thighs and stepped out of it. She didn’t meet 
Holly’s eyes, but stood naked, her arms at her sides, her hard nipples a blotchy red from being pinched. 
 “You’re learning to listen,” said Holly, grabbing her by the hair and pulling her close. She could 
feel the other girl’s heat, and anger and arousal mingled in Holly’s brain until she couldn’t tell them apart. 
She liked the sound of Lana’s jagged breathing, the desperate wide-eyed look on her face, the faint 
smell of nervous sweat on her naked body. 
 “What are you going to do to me?” 
 As Lana became submissive to her power, Holly felt a calm descend upon her, a kind of clarity. 
The anger still burned in her, but it had been sharpened and honed as if it were light transformed by a 
prism. She only smiled impassively, not wanting to give her advantage away. 
 Holly set the course without warning. Roughly pulling her hair, she positioned Lana on the couch 
with her arms over the backrest, her knees on the cushions, her back arched, her ass in the air. 
 “Wriggle that ass for me, slut.” 

 

 Lana did as she was told, bending her back deeper and 
spreading her legs wider on the couch. 
 “Are you wet?” 
 “Yes,” Lana said, her voice a soft moan. 
 “Touch your clit for me, rub it, and then say my name.” 
 Reaching between her legs, Lana obeyed, gasping, 
“Holly, oh God, Holly.” 
 Holly interrupted her with a vicious slap across her ass. 
Lana shrieked and pulled away, quivering. 
 “You stupid slut, you thought this was a game that was 
rigged for you,” she said, borrowing a fragment of her speech 
as she exacted her revenge on Lana’s lovely round ass, turning 
it red and bruised. “After I’m done with you, you’ll wish you had 
never played me.” 
 Holly’s spankings crackled in the air like punctuation to 
Lana’s whimpered phrases. Each smack felt like a release, an 
ending, a new beginning until at last she was satisfied, the 
anger drained from her soul. Urgent, sweaty need rushed into 
the void, and she fumbled with the button of her jeans,  

desperate to satiate this new hunger. 
 Without asking Lana to turn around, she kicked off her boots and rolled her tight jeans down her 
thighs, taking her panties and socks off with them. 
 “Get on the floor, slut.” 
 Trembling on wobbly legs, Lana followed instructions, lying on her back on the bare hardwood. 
Holly, naked from the waist down, climbed on top of her, straddling her face, pinning her arms again 
with her shins. She looked at her adversary, whose face was red and covered in sweat and tears, whose 
expression had changed from haughtiness to a kind of grim submission. 
 “Do you want to come tonight?”  
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 Lana nodded her head, pathos quivering across her face. 
 “Then you better put that nasty little tongue of yours to work,” 
said Holly, smoothing out her blonde hair. 

Not giving her a chance to respond, she moved forward, 
pushing her pussy down over Lana’s face, cutting off her breath. 
Without regard to her well-being, Holly ground her wet pussy against 
her tongue, bucking her hips in quick furtive movements, taking 
control so that Lana couldn’t help but hit the right spot over and over 
again. Usually shy about her pussy, Holly rode Lana with abandon, 
spreading her juices all over her face until the raw feel of it, combined 
with the pure erotic pleasure of having her nemesis pinned and 
wriggling between her legs, finally sent her over the edge into a 
convulsing, gushing orgasm that ran down her face and tangled her 
hair. 
 Reluctantly, after a few long strokes over Lana’s messy face, 
Holly swung her leg back and knelt beside her. While Lana was still 
gasping for breath, Holly wrapped one hand around her neck and 
squeezed, making it hard for her to breathe. She loomed over the 
broken girl, staring her down. 
“Do you want to come, or do you want to go home?” 
 “Please, please,” said Lana, wide-eyed. 
 “I should let you go home so you can do all the work yourself.” 
 “No, God, I beg you. I’m so ready for it right now.” 
 “Then spread your legs,” Holly said, pressing down on her 
throat.  

 

 

 

 Lana threw her legs open wide, giving Holly a full view of her 
slick wet pussy. Holly gathered her fingers together into a point and 
held them above Lana’s face until she opened her mouth and let 
Holly push in against the back of her throat. She watched Lana’s 
eyes get wider and more desperate as she tried to breathe with 
Holly’s hand in her mouth. 
 Holly watched her face redden and her eyes blur with tears 
and felt the warm rush of power. Fighting the urge to push further, 
she pulled her slippery hand from Lana’s mouth and slid her first 
finger inside her spread pussy. Lana was swollen and thick and wet. 
She writhed against Holly’s finger, her wide eyes begging for more. 
Holly stacked three fingers side by side and pushed into her; Lana 
inhaled sharply, her breath raspy and hoarse. 
 “Please,” she begged. 
 Forming her fingers into a point, she penetrated Lana slowly. 
When her knuckles slid past Lana’s resistance, their eyes met again   
 

and Holly found now that Lana was a sweaty, whimpering mess writhing on her fist, she could bear to 
look at her with something other than anger. 
 “You’re pathetic.” 
 Lana grabbed her wrist, recklessly bucking her clit against Holly’s arm, moaning, whimpering. “I 
know,” she squealed through clenched teeth until she came in sharp little squeaks. 
 After a moment they breathed at last and opened their eyes to something new.  
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