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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. 

 

So, ladies, embrace the pleasure and enjoy the release. 

You’ll be satisfied you did.  
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This edition of Lusty Lesfemmes is composed of works from around the world! In love we unite. 
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THE BARTENDER  

IN L.A 
WHEN MAKING A ‘GOOD DRINK’, ISN’T GOOD ENOUGH.  
 
 

 

 

 
I took a large gulp of my gin and tonic as I waited at the bar. 

She was five minutes late.  
Why is she late? Did she cancel?  
I check my phone for the hundredth time.  

 “Can I get you another Miss?” The bar tender asked, 
seemingly amused at my presence.  
 I nodded, “Thank you, yes”. I adjusted my belt a little before 
checking my phone. No new messages. I refreshed my email 
pretending to be busy. I could feel the butterflies erupting in my 
stomach. I shivered a little.  
 “Here we are”, the bartender nodded as he placed a fresh 
drink on a coaster before me, his smirk still plastered on his face. 
 “Thanks”, I acknowledged half-heartedly.  

Where is she? Ugh.  
I swirled the straw around my glass. It was only the third 

time I had met Stephanie, but I had some expectations of her 
already – apparently one of those was to be on time. I checked my 
phone one more time.  

Ten minutes late.  
I shook my head.  
Maybe her boyfriend was keeping her. He sounds like a total 

jerk. 
  

 

 

“I could 

feel a fire 

erupting 

between 

my thighs 

just from 

her look.” 
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I focused on the cucumber slice as I pushed it around the crystal tumbler.  
 “I’m so sorry I’m late”. The voice paired with a vaguely familiar smell of cherry blossom.  
 I turned to face her – Steph’s deep brown eyes greeting mine with the same warmth they 
had before. Welcoming her with open arms I monitored my tone as I replied; “No worries – you’re 
worth the wait”. I smiled without any extra effort. “What would you like?” I watched as she 
removed her blazer, exposing the crescent of her perky breasts that peaked from her black, 
strapless top.  
 “Whatever you’re having is fine”, she grinned, placing a hand on my thigh.  
 She giggled a little, perhaps flattered that I remembered. “Yea, I sent it in this morning. I’m 
hoping that they like it”. Steph worked as a bar tender at a very popular L.A. establishment. She 
had been hailed as one of the best bar tenders in all of Los Angeles and she was embracing 
every moment of it. 
 I motioned to the gentleman for another round and refocused on her, “How did things go 
this afternoon? You had to submit a new bar menu proposal – right?” Her dark brown hair had 
been straightened to frame her face, accentuating her burgundy lips and dark eyeshadow.  
 Our drinks arrived and I lifted my glass to encourage a toast, “Here’s to the next step of 
your career”.  
 “Thanks”, she smiled sweetly as she shifted in her seat. “So, how have you been?” 
   

  

 

 It had been a couple weeks since we had last 
met up. My job had me flying all across the states and 
I was barely in one spot longer than a week. Although 
my home was officially New York, L.A had become a 
close second. “I finally closed the deal in Texas”, I 
offered, “that project starts next week”. 
 “Oh, that’s great news! You’ve been working at 
that for so long. Congrats”, she kissed me on the 
cheek.  
 I couldn’t help but appreciate the authenticity 
of her support. “Thank you”. I swirled the cucumber in 
my glass again, hesitant to ask – “How are you? How 
are things with…” I let my voice trail into silence.  
 Steph took a long drink from her glass, 
finishing her drink. “Let’s just say that I’m happy 
you’re here”. Motioning for another, she continued, “I 
do have to confess something”. 
 I smirked, “What’s that?” 
 She leaned into my ear. I could feel the gentle 
pass of her breath as she answered, “I want your 
fingers inside of me and your lips on my pussy…” Our 
eyes made contact as I could feel myself aching for 
her. I leaned in to kiss her sensually. Her hands flew 
around my neck as mine caressed her back.  
 “Do you want to be my pet tonight?” I asked 
flirtatiously. As we pulled apart, our hands landed on 
each other’s thighs. Her eyes looked at me with a 
devilish glare. That’s all it took – I threw down a 
couple  
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bills that would far exceed the bill’s total and helped Steph on with 
her blazer. Hailing a cab outside, I directed the driver to my hotel. The 
cab ride wasn’t long – no more than seven minutes. Steph’s hands 
never left my inner thigh as my arm rested along her shoulders. As 
the cabby pulled up, I passed him a bill and we ventured into the hotel 
lobby. Ignoring the curious eyes of the receptionist, we headed for 
the elevators.  
 “Floor?”  
 “Twenty-one”, I responded, swiping my key card.  
 “There’s no twenty-one”.  

“Penthouse level, babe”. 
“You always get the best, don’t you” Steph asked, eyebrow 

raised. 
 I shrugged nonchalantly, “Only in LA. The company here is 
worth it”, I air kissed her earning me a flush of her cheeks. The 
elevator doors opened, and my stomach was doing summersaults. 
There were only two units on this floor so walking to the room was a 
short excursion. Opening the door, I let her walk in first.  
 “Did you do this?” Steph pointed to the champagne on ice. She 
casted her blazer on the bench by the door.  
 I shook my head, smiling, “Nah, little elves did that”. I watched 
her hips, covered in tight black leather pants, as they moved towards 
the floor to ceiling windows to gaze at the panoramic view. Her ass 
was perfectly accentuated. I felt a shiver run down my spine. 

 

I want to fuck her so badly.  
I cleared my throat softly before asking - “Would you like a glass?” 

 She turned over her shoulder to grin mischievously, “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 “Coming right up”, I responded by pouring us two generous glasses. Walking over to join 
her, I passed her the glass of bubbly. “Cheers”.  
 She met my glass with a polite salute, “Cheers”. I clinked her glass, watching as she 
gracefully brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear. I couldn’t help but smile. I could feel a fire 
erupting between my thighs just from her look. I wanted nothing more than for her to rip my jeans 
off. “The Hollywood sign looks so pretty from here”, she offered seemingly aware of the silence.  
 I cocked my head, putting down my glass on the dining room table. “If you say so”, I moved 
towards her, wrapping my arm around her waist. Her perky breasts met mine – nipples brushing 
through several layers of fabric.  
“Why don’t you ever wear your hair down?” Steph asked as she pulled out my hair clip. Blonde 
locks flooded my shoulders. “Your hair is so pretty when its down”. She smiled genuinely as she 
wrapped her hand through my hair, grasping the back of my neck.  
 At her touch, my lips found their way to hers easily. The taste of champagne lingering on 
her tongue.  

I want to push you against the bed and devour you.   
Eyes closed, embracing her lips, I heard her put down her glass on the table. Her free hand flew to 
my ass. I walked her back towards the glass of the window, shoving my thigh between hers. I felt 
her hot breath whizz past my ear.  
 “I want you”, she whispered with longing. 
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 My lips travelled down her neck in response 
as my hand freed her top from her pants. Running 
my hand under the blouse, I brushed my fingers 
over her soft skin. My clit began to throb against my 
thong. There was no stopping now. My hands flew 
to remove her top, casting it on the floor.  
 I took a handful of her breast in my hand, 
biting through the cup of her bra. Steph groaned 
against the cool glass, running her hand through my 
hair, pushing me into her. Letting my tongue travel 
down her stomach, I undid the waist of her pants 
and kissed her fondly above her thong.  
 “More”, she begged softly. 
 “Off”, I commanded as I pointed to her pants. 
She responded swiftly by throwing them on the 
floor.  
 Stepping over to me she pointed, “You 
should at least make this fair”. 
 

 I looked at her coyly, “I don’t have to do anything – remember?” I smirked, “Especially since 
you were late my pet”. 
 Steph’s tone shifted, “Yes, Mistress”, Her brown eyes looked at me daringly from beneath a 
full rack of lashes. “How can I make it up to you?”  
 “For starters, you could behave and get onto your knees”. She did so swiftly, perching her 
perfectly round ass on the back of her heels, stilettos still on. I walked behind her admiring how the 
light fell across her breasts. This was a familiar role to me, and it was a role that ceased to get old.  

I pulled an elastic from around my wrist and ran my fingers through her hair, pulling it back 
into a ponytail. I watched as she centered herself, awaiting my next command. The corner of my 
mouth lifted.  

You’ll be begging to cum soon enough.  
“Come”, I extended my hand to guide her  

to the nearby desk, moving the chair out of the 
way. She placed both hands, palms down. 

“Wait and don’t move”. It was an easy 
instruction to follow, but I knew Steph well 
enough to know that her patience was short, 
and she would disobey. I shuffled through my 
suitcase for my whip and a coiled silk, black 
rope.  

Hearing her shift in her shoes, I peeked 
over my shoulder. “You’re staying still, aren’t 
you?” 

“Yes Mistress”. 
I shook my head, knowing that it would only be 
seconds before I heard her shift her weight in 
her heels. Finding the final essential, a bottle of 
lube, I stripped down to the lingerie I had worn 
in hopes that Steph would show.  
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 She shuffled her feet slightly on the floor.  
“You’re not moving, are you?” 
“No Mistress”. 
“Hmm-hmm”, I replied with a coquettish tone. Adjusting one of my black garter straps, I 

admired Steph’s ass, leaned over the table, waiting. Waiting for the touch of my hand. Waiting the 
slap of my whip against her ass cheek. Waiting my fingers to enter pussy. I smiled to myself as I 
took the whip between my fingers and walked over to her. Running the leather tip of the whip over 
her spine, I watched in the reflection of the window. Her stilettos added the perfect amount of 
provocation. I could feel her quiver at the end of my crop. Her full lips parted in anticipation as she 
steadied her breath. 

She kept her eyes closed. I raised the whip to flick her quickly. Steph let out a hiss, 
embracing the sting of the leather. “Why were you late, pet?” 

“I’m sorry…” she stuttered.  
I smacked her lightly, letting the tip bounce off her ass cheek. “That doesn’t answer the 

question”. I smacked her again, increasing the intensity. She didn’t budge.  
“I was late because…” she searched for an answer but felt the end of my whip once more. 
“Why?” I became more aggressive with my love taps. “What were you doing that you kept 

your Mistress waiting?” I whipped her in the same spot. A little red mark was forming – I would have 
to switch spots soon.  

“Because I had to finish making dinner for Ma…” 
“Do you think I want to hear about your boyfriend, Matt?” 
“No Mistress”. 
The whip came down hard on her other cheek and she hissed in response. “You’re supposed 

to be mine – my pet and no one else’s”. 
“I am yours”.  

 Her tone was 
submissive, but I wasn’t going 
to let this slide. I gripped her 
chin and turned her face 
towards me. Her eyes met 
mine, immediately I melted a 
little. Keep in character. My 
nostrils flared with 
displeasure ever so slightly, 
“You’re telling me that you 
made your Mistress wait 
because of something 
Mistress doesn’t care about? 
Is that true?” 

 She bit her lip as she darted her eyes downwards, “Yes Mistress”. 
“Shame on you. What a disappointment. Bend over, pet”. As Steph resumed her position with 

two palms on the tabletop, I ran my fingers over her back, letting my nails delicately trace over her 
skin. She quivered. I came behind her, taking her hips between my hands and pulled them outwards. 
Her heels helped prop her cheeks into a shelf worth devouring. Running my whip between her legs, 
I teased her pussy. I tapped her clit repeatedly. 

“Mistress”, she murmured.  
I smirked, repeating the action for a few more moments. I kept the leather tip pressed 

against her thong, gently rubbing it back and forth against the fabric. I tapped again eliciting a gasp  
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from her lips. I unlatched her bra before commanding her to “Turn around”. Steph turned as 
instructed, letting her bra fall to the floor. Her nipples betrayed her, erect to the air, beckoning to be  
bitten. I came before her, straddling her with my legs. I pushed my thigh into her, feeling the 
dampness of her thong. I could feel my body wanting to take over, wanting to devour her. I rubbed 
my clit against her thigh – cheating the paradigm. Her eyes flicked upwards towards me.  

She knows.  
 I encouraged my eyes to 

continue their playfulness, trying to 
mask my desire. 

Steph’s hands moved from 
the table to my hips. Our eyes 
locked. Her lips curled upwards, 
begging to be reprimanded.  

“You like being bad”, I 
whispered as I took her hands and 
wrapped them behind her back. Her 
eyes spoke for her – burning with 
lust and desire. Holding her wrists in 
place with one hand, I grasped her 
breast with my other, bringing her 
nipple upwards to my lips. I licked 
teasingly. Her wrists struggled for  
 

release as I barred down gently on her tender flesh with my front teeth. I sucked harder as her 
mouth let out a moan. Steph’s head fell back, subconsciously pushing her tit into me more. I took 
more of her between my lips, encouraging her. Dropping my hand to the top of her thong, I ran my 
fingers under the top of the band. I shifted to her other breast, letting my hand drop farther to feel 
her wetness. 

Oh my god.  
My fingers slid through to her clit easily. It was swollen against my hand. I dared to let go of 

her wrists. Her hands fell back to steady herself. “Get on the table”, I instructed.  
Steph did as she was bid, keeping her ass towards the edge. I came before her, bringing her 

legs together. I slowly pulled down her thong as I ran my fingers on the inside of her thighs. I saw a 
flash of smile cross her face. Using the rope, I tied her legs wide to each side of the table – just 
tight enough to restrain and wide enough for her to lose control.  

What a beautiful woman.  
I couldn’t help but look her over with admiration.  
And she’s my pet.  

 I smiled as she leaned on the back of her forearms. Our eyes met. Steph’s smirk beckoned 
for more.  

I know. 
Standing between her legs, I ran the whip’s tip over her jaw. She lifted her head submissively 

exposing her throat. I traced the leather over her collar bone, down to her breasts. Her nipples 
were hard and were prime targets for leather love taps. The whip’s end came down on her right. 
She squirmed. I tapped her harder on her left.  

“Please”, she groaned. Her legs jerked slightly against the ties. 
The whip made its way abruptly to her throat – “Quiet”.  
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I want to taste you – don’t worry, I won’t be able to refrain for much longer. 
I gave each nipple another brief greeting from the whip. She let out another soft moan but 

kept still. Running the butt of the handle along her inner thighs, I teased her pussy with my thumb  
 

simultaneously. Her wetness coated my fingers within seconds. Fuck it. I want you. I knelt between 
her spread legs and lay the whip on the ground. My lips easily found their way to her as they began 
kissing the inside of her thighs. My tongue caressed the very top of her thigh – she shivered in 
response. I spread her smooth lips apart, exposing her swollen clit to my eager mouth.  

My tongue traced inside of her pussy, flicking her clit slightly. Steph resisted the temptation 
to move. I rewarded her by taking her into my mouth, tasting her desirable saltiness. I sucked gently 
on her as I watched her head fall back once again. With two fingers I entered her, curving them 
gently. She groaned with pleasure. I sucked a little harder on her clit as I felt the heat of her pussy 
increasing. My fingers were covered with her excitement - encouraging another finger to enter her. 
Her legs pulled against the rope as my third finger entered. Her pussy took my fingers in eagerly as 
her nails tried to grasp at the smooth table. Her breasts rose and fell with her deep breaths of 
enjoyment. I was slow with my tongue, focusing only the motions that would make her crazy with 
desire. Steph’s hand caressed her breast, squeezing it roughly. Her ribs protruded as she breathed 
in deeply – trying to control herself. My tongue pressed against her clit – rubbing it passionately. My 
fingers massaged her g-spot.  

“Oh…” Steph inhaled sharply. “Fuck…” 
Cum for me.  
I kept my lips and tongue 

against her steady, increasing the 
pressure ever so slightly. My 
fingers felt a rush of lust over them. 
Her back arched as she embraced 
the flood of pleasure. Her legs 
pulled against the restraints 
forcefully. With her head back, her 
breasts rose, nipples erect. Her 
pussy closed over my fingers 
tightly. I kept my tongue against her 
clit – extending the orgasmic 
sensations. Her body shook as it 
embraced every last shred of 
pleasure.  

“Holy fuck”, she said with 
little breath. Propping herself back 
up, our eyes met. “You get me 
every time”. Her lips formed a smirk 
of satisfied disbelieve. I cocked my 
head at her. She bit her lip. “Round 
two, Mistress? If I’m allowed to 
pleasure you that is”. Her eyes 
were alive.  

 

 “Let’s see if you can please me, pet”, I smiled playfully back at her. It was going to be a long 
night. 
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Get Cuffed On 11.30.2020 

 
THE DOMINANT 

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. 

DESIRE MORE?  

Check out her blog and website at 

https://aleksandraamante.com/, follow on 

Instagram (Aleksandra Amante), Twitter 

(@MmeAmante) or befriend her on Facebook! 

ISBNs:  
978-1-5092-3363-2 Paperback  
978-1-5092-3364-9 Digital 

 

 

 

 

Read the Praise 

“Aleksandra Amante’s first release is a kinky 

lesbian erotica novel filled with a tantalizing 

amount of light BDSM and FF romance.” 

- Sarah W., Erotica Author & Reviewer 

Available worldwide from these retailers: 
- Amazon (now available for pre-order) 
- iTunes (books) 
- Barnes & Noble (Nook) 
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SISTERS OF THE GARDEN 
 Born into the cruel world after the Fall, Nora 
escapes her servitude at the mill with hope for a 
better life. Having heard tales of the Sisters of the 
Garden, a convent of women living nearby, Nora 
makes a desperate run toward their offer of safety, 
thinking that even if her life were just a little bit 
better, it would be worth the risk. 
 Much to her surprise, her life is a lot better. 
After being accepted into the group and initiated into 
its daily rituals and routines, Nora finds comfort and 
communion with the woman who live there. Although 
she still rages at the injustices that characterized her 
early life, she finds soothing solace in the garden, an 
oasis from the dry and broken world she'd inhabited 
for the first eighteen years of her life. 
 When the world threatens their sanctuary, 
Nora must make difficult decisions and become who 
she never thought she could. Along the way, 
however, she discovers who she was always meant 
to be. 
 Sisters of the Garden is plot-driven, post-
apocalyptic, lesbian erotica. It's length pairs perfectly 
with a bottle of red wine and an evening to oneself, 
but its thrills, characters, and relationships will linger 
long after the final words are read. 

 

Read the Praise 

“I love the concept of this story. I've always liked dystopia 
style books and this one brought a whole new sexy element 
to it. I also liked how it brought in the idea of issues 
happening now that could lead to the Fall. I loved the whole 
thing and have no complaints”            - Reader 

“Post-apocalyptic society with bands of women living 
together. Lesbian erotica with light BDSM. Gotta love it! I 
would definitely read more of Dierdre Winter lesbian erotica 
and romances.”                                  - Moonzful 

 

Craving More? 

Check out Dierdre Winter’s 
Author Page!  

You can also follow her on 
Twitter @insistentwinter or 
become a fan on Facebook. 

Sisters of the Garden is 

available for purchase directly 

via Amazon.  
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WORDS AND WOODS 
A SENSUAL SHORT STORY BY DIERDRE WINTER 
 
 

In May of my twenty-second year on earth, I went to a Writing Retreat held on the rocky banks 
of Lake Superior in the pine forests of western Ontario. Called Words and Woods, it was set on an 
expansive acreage that edged the lake and featured wide open spaces and thick woods, all of which 
lured deer and birds and foxes to wander fearlessly onto the grounds looking for food.  

Each writer was housed in a yurt that included a bed, a desk with a chair, and a wood stove for 
the cold nights. Breakfast was at six in the morning, and dinner was at six in the evening. In between, 
we were to be writing. There was no internet or other distractions, even lunch and coffee were 
brought to each writer at their yurt so as not to disturb us from our work. The only difficulty was that 
bathrooms were shared, and so occasionally writers would stumble into the daylight hoping to make it 
back and forth to the bathroom without having to engage in any small talk. I’d heard rumors from a 
friend who’d gone before that many of the writers brought a bowl with them, so they’d never have to 
leave their yurt during the day. 

In the evening, we were encouraged to linger in the main hall, to share our work and our 
struggles, to drink tea and discuss the minutiae of the writing process until we felt a little less alone in 
the lonely work of writing. Some of the writers didn’t bother with the evening communion, but I found 
it valuable because I was young and, up to that point, I’d never dared to call myself a writer out loud. 

I’d always felt spindly and awkward, and truthfully, I hadn’t dared to call myself much of 
anything at all. Lacking the easy definitions my brother seemed to offer, my parents and my teachers 
hadn’t known what to make of me either. Now, lacking a clear identity, even at twenty-two, I floated 
through life, my cheeks permanently blushed with one embarrassment or another, my mouth sealed in 
shy silence, and my head in the clouds, wishing to be anywhere but where I was, wishing to be anyone 
but who I was. 

When Michelle held my pages in her hand and said, “You’re a talented writer,” I felt suddenly 
like I’d been given a little insight into who I was, and I so desperately wanted to believe it was true. 
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“Do you really think so?” I asked, fiddling anxiously with the hem on my skirt, my bare legs 

goose bumped with nerves. 
She looked at me seriously for a moment. “Hasn’t anyone ever told you that before?” 
“No, not really. I kind of don’t show a lot of people my stuff.” 
“Well, that’s got to change. A writer can only grow with feedback. That’s the only way you’ll 

know if you’re on the right track or not.” 
A writer, I thought. That’s what I am. Michelle was older than me, well into her thirties. She’d 

already published and taught several creative writing courses at a small university near Toronto. She 
had been calling herself a writer for years, and her confidence inspired. We were writers working at 
our craft in the dusky hours of the evening, a crackling fire keeping us warm, cups of tea steaming 
between us, our red pens enthusiastically marking up our day’s pages. 

Michelle’s body type was similar to mine, tall and lean, but she had taken hers and turned it into 
muscle; she’d made shapes from the thin, straight pieces that I was still figuring out how to use. Her 
blue eyes were icy, evaluating, and serious, where mine were wide and too often teary. Her blonde 
hair was already tinged with grey on her temples, where mine was still growing out of the elven 
obsession I’d indulged in well into my twenties. I felt like a girl beside her, and I wanted to know what it 
felt like to feel like she did, to live with the confidence and certainty that underpinned everything she 
did.  

“Maybe you should come to my yurt tonight”, she said, her voice thick and sweet like honey. “I’d 
love to read these pages in context.” 

“Oh, I don’t—” 
“What? You don’t have more?” 
I thought of the stack of pages as long as my forearm, the novel that just wouldn’t end. I 

thought of the scribbles and the doodles and the paragraphs that made me cringe. There were a few 
good pieces in there, the parts that kept me going, but she would have to read two hundred pages 
with her exacting eye before getting to anything worthwhile. 

“Oh,” she said, reading my thoughts. “It’s not that you don’t have any more. You’re 
overwhelmed by how much you have.” 

I blushed and looked away. 
Her laugh was low and sympathetic. “I used to be a writer like you. Pages and pages of writing 

all going nowhere fast. But I learned how to be strict. I had a teacher who disciplined me, my writing, 
who showed me how to find my story in the tangle of indecision she saw in my pages. I could help you 
with that discipline.” 

The way she said it gave me a flash of 
my piano teacher digging her finger into my 
back to the beat of the metronome. I hadn’t 
thought of her in a while, but I used to think 
of her all the time. My fantasies always began 
with her hovering over me, her hot breath in 
my ear, her finger between my shoulder 
blades, but they didn’t end when our hour 
was up. In my imagination, she’d make me 
play until I got it right, until my hard nipples 
were visible against the thin fabric of my 
blouse, until my armpits were damp with 
sweat, until my pussy ached to be touched.  
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For some reason I could not explain, it turned me on when she called me stupid or incapable, 
when she was horrified by my posture, when she called me out for not practicing enough. Although in 
real life, these words crushed me and made me cry as soon as my hour was up, when I was alone in 
the dark, I mouthed her hurtful words again, but imagined that she’d torn open my blouse or had bent 
me over her knee for a spanking. The first time I masturbated to my own shame was so powerful it 
planted a seed that would live in me from then on, though I would never be able to articulate why.  

I imagined laying across Michelle’s knee with my pajama pants pulled down as I read her my 
pages, my lips trembling as I gave voice to my idiotic words.  

“What?” she asked. “Do you just want to hide them away forever? Isn't it the point to have 
someone read your work?” 

 “Oh, I couldn’t ask you to do that. 
It’s all so rough, and I’ve been writing 
this since my last year of high school. 
The beginning is terrible.” 

She laughed again, that low, 
knowing laugh. “Well, the first step is to 
admit it. I was quite a bit older than you 
before I could say that about my writing 
and really mean it. When I was your age, 
I told everyone it was terrible, but 
secretly I always expected them to 
correct me. It surprised me when they 
agreed.” 

I laughed nervously. 
She eyed me suspiciously with 

his sharp blue eyes. “That’s not what 
you’re doing, are you?” 

“No, no. I know it’s bad.” 
“But, you’ve gotten better since 

you started?” 
“I hope.” 
“No, if you know the beginning is 

bad, then you have,” she said. She 
drained her tea and stood up. “I’d love 
to see whatever you want to show me, 
but no pressure. I’m in tent seven. But, 
this is your week and don’t let me 
interfere.” 

When she left, I sank back into 
the overstuffed armchair and watched 
her leave. She faded into the shadows 
of the dusky room before being 
swallowed up into a crowd of middle-
aged women who often attended 
retreats like this, more to talk about 
writing than to actually write. They were 
blocking the doorway and though she 
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tried to slice right through them, I caught her glance back at me as she was drawn into a conversation 
about plotting and notebooks. 

Women like Michelle terrify and excite me. Although I hadn’t known her for longer than a few 
days, I could sense that she was the kind of woman who didn’t suffer fools kindly, and I have always 
had a suspicion that I am a fool. I crave approval from women like her; I need to hear of my worth and 
wisdom from someone who could just as easily tear me to shreds with her words. 

She was my piano teacher, my high school English teacher, my volleyball coach, my last lover. I 
could try to resist, but I knew that eventually I’d end up walking through her door with a bundle of my 
pages in my arms. 

I waited, staring at nothing, until she’d pried herself away from the women at the door and left 
the main tent. Still I waited, letting five more minutes pass before I walked briskly back to my yurt, my 
mind already made up. I snatched the first chapter from my pile of pages and, pausing briefly to sigh 
and smooth out my skirt and blouse, I walked back out into the night.  

Her yurt had a much better view than mine, looking out over the flat dangerous water of Lake 
Superior, close enough to hear the lonely call of the loon. When I rang her chimes, she opened the 
door dressed in her robe.  

“You came.” 
“I did.” 
“Come on inside.” 
“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” I said, motioning in the general direction of her robe. 
She smiled. “I only wear clothes when I go in for meals.” 
“That’s a part of your process?” 
She laughed and flopped back on the couch, her robe falling off her thigh. “I guess, yeah. A part 

of the process.” 
I stood still, clutching my papers to my chest. 
“Sit,” she said. “Sit down, girl. You don’t have to be so goddamn reverent.” 
“I—” I started, before I shut my mouth and sat down. 
She looked at me, her blue eyes evaluating what she saw. “One day you’re going to realize the 

power you have. You’re young, but pretty soon you’re going to discover just how rare you are.” 
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I blushed and looked away. My mother had told me something similar, but so far my whole life 

had been a lesson on how ordinary I was. 
“Let’s see those pages,” she said, shifting herself across the couch, her robe opening slightly to 

form a deeper vee down her chest.  
I handed them to her. She fished her reading glasses from her pocket, crossed her legs, and 

began reading. I waited and watched, trying not to stare or ask any questions when I heard her cluck 
her tongue or laugh or say, “Mmm.” 

When she got out her pen and began marking things on the page, I got up and paced behind 
her. She read like that for over an hour, the vast silence interrupting only by her occasional sounds 
and the crackling of the fire in the stove. Finally, she put it down on the table, having become the first 
person ever to read the entire first chapter. 

She leaned back in silence and rubbed her eyes.  
“Well,” I said, not able to take it anymore. “What did you think?” 
“Let’s have some wine.” 
“Wine? We’re not allowed to have that here.” 
“I snuck some in. What are they going to do? It’s in the cupboard.” 
Realizing that I wouldn’t have any answers until we both had wine in front of us, I grabbed the 

bottle and two glasses from the cupboard that doubled as a plant stand in the far corner of the room. 
“Okay,” I said, handing her a full glass, “now you’ve got to tell me what you thought.” 
Laying the papers on the coffee table, she began to work through the first page, pointing out in 

exquisite detail what she liked and what she didn’t. For over an hour we bent over the low table, 
shoulder to shoulder, moving paragraph by paragraph through the words and sentences I had lovingly 
penned years ago. I felt my writing slip away from its private prison into the public realm where it 
ceased to be so personally mine and instead became its own thing, a living being that could be 
critiqued or praised without hurting me, a thing on its own. 

While Michelle leaned over my pages, her robe fell open further; though her nipple remained 
hidden in the folds of fabric, the soft curve of her breast distracted me from our work. She didn’t 
seem to notice that I was fantasizing about tracing its shape with my tongue, about finding her nipple 
and circling it while I looked her in the eye. 

After we turned the last page, she put her hand on my bare thigh and said, “You’ve got a real 
story here, and this is not a bad first chapter. Lots of action and only the necessary information.” 

“I’ll take out the paragraphs dedicated to the weather, and maybe I can get rid of my long 
descriptions of my main character.” 

Her hand felt hot on my thigh, and I wondered if I dared to shift closer to her. 
She smiled. “I think most of the time, the reader imagines the main character looking like them, 

with a few minor alterations, so the more you can leave that door open the better.” 
We sat in silence for a moment, a long, awkward moment. I sipped my wine to give my hands 

something to do, but she watched me as if she were recording my actions and speech patterns for a 
character in her next book.  

Finally, to break the silence, I said, “I’m relieved you liked it. I thought you were going to yell at 
me. You can be a little scary.” 

“The walls are too thin for yelling, my dear,” she said, squeezing my thigh. “But, I can be scary 
without yelling.” 

A thrill cut through my body like the blade of a knife. My throat closed, and I swallowed hard 
before daring to meet her eyes. “I like to be afraid,” I said, my whisper barely audible.  

“I don’t want to take advantage of the situation,” said Michelle. 
“No, I want you to. I want you to take advantage of me.”  
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 Michelle moved in closer and tucked a loose hair behind my ear. Our lips were inches apart. 
The flutter in my body was almost unbearable and every inch of my skin begged to be touched. 

 “Are you going to be a good girl for me?” asked Michelle, stroking my hair just above my ear. 
From this distance, the scent of Michelle’s faintly vanilla perfume filled my senses. I breathed in 
deeply, wanting to remember this moment every time I smelled that smell for the rest of my life. 

 
 
 

“You’re going to have to show me how,” I 
whispered, blinking with exaggerated 
innocence, the warm wetness of expectation 
spreading out from between my legs.   

 Though I knew what was going to 
happen, it was still a surprise when Michelle 
kissed me. It felt like the first time I’d been 
kissed, like I was only now discovering the cool, 
slippery flavor of another person’s mouth. 
Tentatively, I pushed her tongue into her mouth, 
exploring, reveling in the intimate feeling. She 
received my tongue warmly, gently sucking it, 
sliding her lips along it.  

 The hesitation of our tender beginnings quickly ignited into real fire as we searched for skin 
and softness. I dared to let my fingers wander inside the lapels of her robe. When my hand slid over 
the shape of her breast, my fingers nudging against the prick of her hard nipples, it was just as I’d 
imagined it would be, though the reality of it was so much richer than my thin fantasy could ever have 
predicted. 

Just as I moved my hand down to her bellybutton where the robe’s belt barely held together, 
Michelle pushed me back on the couch. Grabbing her wine from the coffee table, she said coolly, 
“Take off your clothes.”  

With her evaluating gaze, she watched my face as I considered my options. 
Struck by the risk, I hesitated momentarily, but the unstoppable force of lust carried me 

forward into the vibrant chaos that I knew awaited me. The promise of reward, a reward I desperately 
craved, was worth the chance.  

With a finger on the top button of my blouse, I asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 
“Nevermind that. Take off your clothes.” 
I stood, keeping my eyes locked on Michelle who watched my while she sipped her wine. I 

undid my top button, and then another, untucking the fabric from my skirt. It was unnerving to have 
her stare at me while I undressed, but I liked it at the same time; I liked being the center of her 
attention. It was like she was reading my pages, marking my skin up with her red pen, her face 
impassive and her reactions disguised. 

With my blouse unbuttoned, I let it fall to the floor. My skirt was next; unzipped, it fell around my 
ankles. With a shiver, I stepped out of it. I felt like I was shedding more than my clothes; it was like I 
was stepping out of the shadows, like I was letting myself be seen for the first time. 

My bra and underwear were both simple and black, with just a small line of lace decorating the 
edges. I paused my undressing for a moment while she stared at me, taking in every inch of my 
exposed flesh, recording it in her mind for later use. I fought the urge to cross my legs, to cover 
myself with my arms. 
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 “Turn around,” Michelle commanded. 

I did as I was told.  
“Pull your panties off. Bend over as you do it.” 
Again, I did as she was told, carefully sliding the thin fabric over my ass and down my thighs. As 

I guided my underwear to my ankles, I bent at the waist, keeping my legs straight, well aware that as I 
bent, I was increasingly more exposed to her watchful eye. Conscious of the fact that she could now 
plainly see the intimate secret of my asshole, sweet shame flooded through my body, but, despite 
that, I kept the pose, my hands wrapped around my ankles, my hair fallen over my face. 

“On your knees,” I heard, finally. “Turn around and face me.” 
When I had gotten myself into position, my arms locked behind her back, Michelle stood, her 

eyes on the untamed patch between my legs.  
“Gorgeous,” she said.  
“I wasn’t expecting—” I said, blushing again. 
“I love it. Take off your bra.” 
I quickly unclasped my bra and pushed it forward on my shoulders before throwing it to the 

ground. My breasts were marked by a constellation of moles that seemed to orbit my dark nipples; 
her eyes charted a course across my skin as I waited for her command, still flushed with the heady 
thrill of exposure. My body quivered, my eyes raised to Michelle, searching for approval. 

She knew me now, more than anyone had in a while. She’d read my pages, she knew where my 
mind wandered, and now she knew my body, about my unruly bush, my blemished skin, my scars and 
lines. She gazed at me for a long time, memorizing me. I tried not to flinch, not to turn away, but it took 
every ounce of strength to face her unreadable inspection. 

Finally, she crooked a finger, beckoning me to come closer. Obeying, I got on all fours and 
crawled the few steps across the floor. She shifted her position, making me crawl past her, getting a 
picture of the way my back arched, the way my ribs jutted from my skin, the way my ass swayed in 
the air, the way my tits hung from my body, pointy as if weighted by my puffy nipples. 

The first time she slapped my ass, I was shocked. I squealed in surprise. But, somehow, this 
woman I’d barely met had known instinctually the keys needed to unlock me.  

“Do you need more?” 
I looked up at her with wide, pleading eyes. “Yes,” I gasped; my voice caught in the back of my 

throat. 
Though I am shy and I tend toward invisibility, Michelle recognized that my deepest desire was 

to be seen. She forced me out in the open, exposing me, seeing me. It was what I craved in my most 
sincere heart: a rescuer to save me from my own silence. 

She hit me again and again. I winced and whimpered, but I wanted more. I wanted to be made 
to call out, to be made to moan so loudly that the whole camp could hear. I loved to be at the mercy of 
someone more powerful than me. I was free then, my actions were no longer my own, no longer my 
responsibility. Whatever happened now was out of my hands, and I could not be held accountable. 

“God,” she said. “It feels so fucking good to hit you, to listen to you breaking.” 
“Make me cry,” I said, the wetness of my cunt spilling down my inner thighs. I grovelled, 

deepening the arch in my back, my whole body begging for more. 
Punctuating each word with a slap, she said, “You look good on your knees.” 
The sting blurred my vision and I opened my mouth, surprised at the bleated grunt that fell out. 

I rarely made sounds during sex, but it felt so cathartic, like it was the release of years of pent up 
desire. 

Without a word, she threw off her robe and tossed it aside. Her body was tight and thick, a 
woman’s, curvy around her hips and thighs. I sat back on my heels, waiting for her to summon me. 
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“I want your face right here,” she said, running her fingers over her folds, spreading her legs 
and thrusting out her hips.  

Eagerly, I followed instructions, putting my face exactly where she had shown me. I stuck out 
my tongue exploratorily, nudging the swollen flesh of her clit, before she grabbed the back of my 
head and pulled me deeper, grinding against me.  

I gasped for breath as she rocked against me, spreading juices all over my face. This was no 
gentle experimentation, no trepidatious foray into parts unknown. She knew exactly what she wanted, 
and she positioned my tongue exactly where it needed to be. I wanted her to use me, I wanted to feel 
her swell and pulse on my tongue, to taste the musky flavor of her arousal. 

I felt sexy on my knees, useful, like I belonged there, my face buried in her pussy. Her moans 
sounded like cracks in the winter’s ice, like a softening, an opening up. Somehow, I had earned a 
private invitation to this rare sight because I was smart, because I was tough, because I was beautiful. 

Within minutes, she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She rubbed herself against my face in 
quick, sharp strokes. On the last of these, she ruptured in a quivering, throbbing orgasm punctuated 
by a deep groan she made no effort to quiet. 
 “Oh God,” she said, falling back onto 
the couch, leaving me kneeling on the floor, 
licking my lips. Her legs spread casually, she 
struggled to catch her breath, the back of 
her hand resting atop her forehead like she 
was a Victorian heroine suddenly faint at 
the sight of her lover’s handkerchief.  

I couldn’t help but watch the pulsing, 
glistening redness between her thighs, 
thinking, with some pride, I did that. My own 
urgent need rose insistently inside of me 
like a stomach-ache, but I waited for her 
move, putting my orgasm into her hands.  

But, once she had recovered, she did 
not approach me with tender kisses and 
rewarding touches, as I had hoped. Instead, 
she pulled her robe on, belting it tightly 
around her. 

“I want to watch you touch yourself,” 
she said, sitting down on the couch and 
picking up her glass of wine. 

“You want me to—?” 
“Lay on your back, spread your knees 

apart and show me how you masturbate. A 
quiet girl like you, I bet you have a lot of 
practice.” 

I blushed at the truth. I looked away, 
but then forced my eyes back to meet hers.   

We waited in silence until I did what I 
was told. 
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Lying on my back, I let my knees fall to the floor on either side, but I pressed the soles of my 

feet together as I usually did when I was luxuriating in privacy. I couldn’t see her face, but as I slid my 
hand into place, I knew she was watching me. Shuddering, I moved my finger over my slippery clit in 
small circles, letting her know another private piece of me. 

Because I was so wet my fingers could move more easily. I slipped two inside, rolling and 
bucking my hips while I slid them in and out, maximizing contact between my clit and my palm on 
every upstroke. I clenched my teeth and moaned into the sudden crash of an orgasm that felt like 
something broke open in my belly. My pussy spasmed on my fingers, and I wanted to come again and 
again, my body insisting that once just wasn’t enough. I sat up on my elbows and met her steely blue 
gaze, hopeful for more. 

“I’ll be leaving early tomorrow morning,” she said, gathering my pages into an orderly pile. “Feel 
free to call me if you have any more editing questions. I’m going to take a shower now and head to 
bed.” 

She moved quickly around the yurt, gathering her towel and kit. I watched her, my nipples hard 
in the sudden cold of the evening, her juices drying on my face, my pussy still relentlessly throbbing.  

“Nice to meet you.” 
With that, she walked out of the yurt leaving me naked, still lying on the floor. I stayed still after 

she’d gone, feeling the full weight of my foolishness descend upon me, which, when paired with my 
body’s maddening insistence for more, made my mind a cacophony of incomplete and inarticulate 
thoughts.  

She had made me cry, just as I had asked her to. Tears filled me eyes and streamed down my 
cheeks as my body flushed hotly with embarrassment. 

“You stupid slut,” I said, angrily chastising myself. 
Reluctantly, I pulled on my clothes, wriggling into my skirt. Not bothering to fully button or tuck 

my blouse, I ran out of her yurt with my bra and panties in one hand and my pages in the other. I had 
been undressed, spanked, used, and exposed. As each moment of the last hour flooded my mind, I 
felt shame over my loosened inhibitions, but mingled with that, I felt freedom, I felt power, I felt 
aroused.  

When I crashed through the door of my yurt, I flopped down on the bed and pulled my skirt up 
over my hips. I slid my hand up between my thighs and found my pussy hot and wet and ready again. 
It only took a few expert flicks before I sighed out an orgasm, my eyes shut tight in the darkness.  

“You dirty girl,” I said, smiling. 
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Novel Show Case 
MY LESBIAN COLLEGE LOVE  

 
 Do you love me? Those words can be a life-changer in unexpected ways. 
 Tom has begun his sophomore year at college, but when his friend brings him to a frat party on 
a school night, he never expects to meet two girls, that in vastly different ways will change his entire 
life. 
 One an auburn-haired beauty who vanish before Tom even learns the name of his newly found 
dream girl. The other a mysteriously looking girl who offers him a chance to meet her again and test if 
she's his true love. 
 Little does he know that accepting her offer will rapidly turn him into a stunning looking 
female... 

A TANTALIZING EXCERPT…  

 
She looked thoughtful; for a moment I hoped she’d take the 
step and tell me about herself, but when that didn’t seem to 
happen, I’d to. 

“I have to tell you something.” 

“What?” She turned to her side toward me, resting 
her head on an arm. 

“I’m lesbian… I have known it for the past year or two, 
probably also some years before. That something was 
different for me. It’s not something I have been so open 
about, not sure why. Maybe I’ve just felt safer keeping it to 
myself, most of the time.” 

She gazed at me with her blue eyes as we faced each 
other with only a hand’s length between her lips and mine. 
Her face was frozen in the same expression she’d while I 
told her. Was she surprised to learn, maybe even happy? 
Her silence probably only lasted some seconds, but each 
felt like minutes to me. I wanted to break the stalemate, and 
the only way I could think of was to let my emotions guide 
me. I leaned over and kissed her, felt those soft lips of my 
desire against mine. For a short moment, I sensed she 
kissed me back, making my heart skip a beat. She didn’t 
move away but pressed them against mine. 

 

 Beep… Beep... Beep…! 
An alarm went off. It was the phone over on her bed, making her twitch and break our far too 

short kiss. She rushed off the bed to grab it. 
“Sorry was by the shop today to get the faulty battery, I told you about replaced. It seems that 

reset my morning alarm to default midnight instead.” 

She turned it off. 
“I’m glad you felt you could tell me… but uh... I’m sorry. It’s been a long day, and it’s getting late… 

Perhaps we can talk more about it tomorrow… Is it okay if I use the bathroom first tonight?” 
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“Sure.” 

She seemed beside herself, speaking incoherently. I’d never seen her like this before as she 
vanished out there. I wanted to slam her phone against the wall. It stole our moment, and now she 
acted all weird. Having her on my mind all evening, laying close, and finally kissing before it ended in 
nothing. I needed to come feeling so horny. 
 

READY TO DELVE INTO THE PAGES OF MY LESBIAN COLLEGE LOVE?  

Claim this kinky indulgence on:  Amazon | Smashword | Apple Books | B&N Nook | Kobo 
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I am a British Indian author of honest and immersive erotic fiction, who was 
born n’ bred in Yorkshire. Using my own real-life experiences and desires as 
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explore the daunting yet alluring world of BDSM. 
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THE BRUNETTE AT THE BAR  
SOMETIMES, IT ONLY TAKES A SINGLE GLANCE 
 
 

 
I couldn’t help but stare at her. Her dark brown, almost black hair, fell to her breasts which 

dared to escape from the confines of her body-hugging, red dress. She sat on the barstool - legs 
crossed and holding her wine glass with a refined elegancy. Her rich brown eyes darted over to meet 
mine. I smiled slightly as I held her gaze – seeing a flicker of amusement before she refocused on her 
date. I refocused on the menu in front of me. 

“Are you ready to order?” My waiter asked with a soft tone. 
“Yes – may I have the lemon chicken with a side salad and a glass of chardonnay”. I nodded 

politely, handing him my menu. 
“Right away” he smiled. 
“Take your time. I’m in no rush” I said just loudly enough for the brunette to hear. I casually 

glanced in her direction as the waiter walked away. She peered from the rim of her glass over at me. 
The corners of my mouth lifted a little as I proceeded to take out a novel from my bag. She shifted in 
her seat, turning more towards me. I opened to my current page and began to pretend to read. I could 
see her black stiletto fall slightly from her foot, exposing her soft arch. She tapped it subconsciously 
in the air. 

“Your chardonnay”, the waiter placed the glass before me. 
I glanced up to thank him, drawing my eyes over her. Her hourglass figure was the definition of 

perfection – her curves accentuated by the sleekness of the fabric. Taking my glass between my 
fingers, I saluted her casually. She bit her lip, gesturing slightly in return. Her date turned to look at me 
briefly before continuing on with his sentence. He was seemingly unaware of the subdued flirtatious 
acts being exchanged. I re-read the same few words, trying to absorb the content. 

About half-way through my chardonnay, her date stood as he answered his phone and 
gestured ‘sorry’ as he walked away.  
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She sighed loudly and swirled the 
remainder of her red wine. I couldn’t help but 
look over at her and cock my head. She was 
lost in the moment – pondering something. 
Brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear, 
she fiddled with her hoop earring for a moment. 
Feeling my eyes on her, she met me with a 
small smile. Her date returned and gestured for 
the bill. 

“I’m sorry – it’s an emergency”, he said 
with sternness. 

 

“It’s always an emergency”, she replied bluntly, rolling her eyes. 
“Sorry babe, I have to go. It’s my job”. As he tapped his card on the handheld processer, he 

threw on his jacket. “I’ll drop you off at your apartment”. 
She shook her head. “No thanks. It’s early. I’m going to stay”, she said with obvious annoyance. 
“But…” 
She shrugged. “I’m fine. Thanks”. He gave her a peck on the cheek and rushed out of the 

establishment. Shifting off of the stool, she came to my table. “May I?” 
I gestured with my hand to the empty chair across from me, “Please”. I placed my book down, 

marking the page. A moment of silence fell on the table as she made herself comfortable. I watched 
as her breasts pushed together as she fixed her shoe. I swallowed hard. 

Snapping me back to reality, she asked, “What are you reading?” 
I looked at the cover to remind myself. “Oh, it’s a historical review of the global economy and its 

ebbs and flows”. 
“So, you’re one of those”, she smirked. 
“A nerd?” I smiled. 
“A book-smart person”. Her eyes were intense as they held mine. I could feel her heel brush 

against my ankle. I couldn’t help but bite my lip. Her lips lifted playfully. 
“Ladies”, the waiter returned, apparently noticing the sudden addition to my table, “may I offer 

you something?” He laid out a set of cutlery and drink wear for her. 
She looked at me as if to ask permission – I nodded. “A glass of the California cabernet, 

please”. 
“We can do a bottle” I offered. She smiled playfully in agreeance. “The bottle please. And would 

you like something to eat? I have food on the way but I’m sure it can wait till yours is ready”. 
“What are you having?” 
“Lemon chicken and salad”. 
“Sounds great, I’ll do the same” she nodded to the 

waiter. Her eyes returned to mine. “Thanks for letting me 
crash your table”. 

“It’s my pleasure – trust me”. I couldn’t help but 
grin. “I didn’t quite catch your name”. 

“Marissa and you?” 
“Stella”. 
“Pleasure to meet you”. 
She smiled coquettishly, “Likewise”. 
“Ladies, your wine”. As the waiter poured a taste 

for Marissa, I could feel her barefoot against my ankle. 
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 A shiver ran down my spine. As both our glasses were poured, my eyes stayed locked with 
hers. We waited till the waiter walked away before continuing our conversation. 

“So, Marissa, the guy you were with…” I swirled my wine. 
“Cheers”, she gestured. 
“Cheers”, I returned. 
“That guy is technically my boyfriend”. 
I felt a smirk form on my lips, “Technically?”  
She shrugged. “Yea, we’ve been going out a few months”. 
“How’s that going?” My tone was playful. 

“It’s lacking in a few departments if you know what I mean”, she sighed, rolling her eyes. 
“Really? A stunning woman like you? I wouldn’t be able to take my hands off of you”. I could see 

her cheeks flush as I continued. “That dress looks phenomenal on you”. 
She subconsciously ran her hand over her thigh. “Thank you. I just got it. I was hoping it would 

help, well, spark something”. 
“It did for me”, I clinked her glass again as a smile spread across her face. She pulled a wisp of 

hair behind her hair as she took a long sip from her glass. “This might be a bit bold but, are you into 
women?” 

She giggled. “I didn’t think you’d need to ask”. 
 “Didn’t want to assume”, I shrugged. 

“You can. You can also assume that I want to rip that blazer off of you and strip you of your 
button-down shirt”. She took a cool sip from her glass. 

I swallowed hard. “And my jeans?” 
She leaned over the table to whisper – “They’ll be drenched by the time I take them off of you”. 
“Then you won’t mind if that dress ends upcast on the floor and your panties end up lost 

between my sheets?” 
She shook her head, “I wouldn’t mind any of that except for one small thing”. 
“What’s that?” 
“I’m afraid my panties can’t get lost between 

your sheets”, she paused, “since I’m not wearing 
any”. 

I grinned mischievously. “That’ll make the cab 
ride a lot of fun”. I tugged my ponytail tighter as the 
waiter put our plates down and topped up our wine. 
“So, Marissa, what kinds of things do you like?” 

She was cutting her chicken as her eyes 
flashed up at me from under her heavy lashes, “I 
tend to be a Dom, but I can be a sub sometimes if 
the mood is right”. She forked a piece of chicken 
holding my gaze. “You?” 

I smirked, “I may let you dominate for a little 
while, and then –’’ I ate a mouthful of salad. 

She cocked her head at me, “and then?” 
“Then I’ll want to pin you down as I’m sucking on 
your nipples and rubbing my fingers against your clit, 
daring to go inside of you”.  As the words escaped 
my lips, I could feel the heat building between my 
legs.  
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 “What if I don’t let you?” Marissa teased. 

I shook my head, smiling. “You won’t have a choice” I responded confidently. 
“We’ll have to see about that” she grinned. A comfortable silence fell on the table as her foot 

ran up my calf. She cleared her throat, “Um…you just about ready?” 
“Absolutely”, I couldn’t help but smile at her eagerness. I signaled for the bill and the waiter 

abruptly came over. 
Handing me the cheque he asked, “Is something wrong with the food?” 
We shook our heads, looking at the half-empty plates. “Not at all. We just want to move onto 

the dessert phase of the evening”. 
He smiled, knowing. As I put cash into the billfold, he replied, “Thank you ladies, I hope you have 

a, uh…pleasurable evening”. 
“Oh, we will”, Marissa replied cheekily. 
We made our way outside and I hailed a cab which quickly pulled over and picked us up. 
“Where to ladies?” 
I looked at her for a moment before responding. “Fifty-ninth and sixth, the Hotel St. Moritz”. 

She looked at me with a bit of a surprise. I answered the unasked question, “Here for work”. The 
cabbie pulled into traffic. We’d have only a handful of blocks to travel but it was bound to take at least 
ten minutes in New York traffic. 

“What do you do?” She took my hand in hers and placed it on her bare thigh. 
“Financial consulting. You?” I rubbed my thumb over her soft skin. 
“I’m the manager at Dior on fifth”. 
“You must get good employee discounts” I offered as she slid her dress up slightly, daring me 

to follow suit.  
She spread her legs a little more. “Very good actually”. She traced a finger over the top of her 

left breast – her manicured, red nail pushing down her tender skin. 
I let my hand inch daringly close to her 

pussy. My fingers brushed her inner thigh as she 
shifted herself towards my hand. My jeans were 
tight against me as I could feel my clit swelling with 
desire. She bit her lip and cocked her head at me. 
“You’ll have to cum by at some point”. 
“Oh, I will…definitely, I will”. I moved her hair to the 
side, exposing her neck to my eager lips. Her skin 
was supple to the touch. She moaned ever so 
softly as my lips gently pressed against her. I could 
feel the cabbie’s eyes on us, but I didn’t care. The 
burning between my legs could set my jeans on fire 
by now. As I began kissing up her neck, I could 
smell the faint vanilla scent of her shampoo. My  

 
 

fingers gravitated upwards on her thigh until I could feel her wetness. She moaned again. 
I heard the driver clear his throat as we pulled up to the front of the hotel. “Ladies…” 
 I took a quick look at the meter and pulled out a couple of bills. “Thank you”, I opened the car 
door and helped her out of the yellow car. We made our way straight to the elevators and took the 
excruciatingly long ride to the seventeenth floor. Pulling out my key card well in advance, I scanned 
the card and let Marissa in first. I took off my blazer and hung it in the closet. The room was perfectly 
untouched. My clothes and suitcase neatly tucked away and hung appropriately.   
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 “You’re a bit of a neat freak, aren’t you?” She asked, peering over her shoulder back at me. 

“Nerdy and neat freaky”. I replied with assurance. “Would you like anything? I can have wine or 
champagne ordered up”. I watched as she walked towards the windows overlooking Central Park. 
Her ass swaying slightly side-to-side. She didn’t respond but placed her hand on the window’s frame. 
She moved her thick, brunette hair to one side. I took the cue. 

Coming up behind her, I wrapped my hands around her waist and kissed the top of her bare 
shoulder. My lips moved up her neck as my hand grasped her breast tenderly. Marissa placed a hand 
over mine, squeezing down on it. A gentle moan escaped her lips. I took her earlobe in my mouth and 
sucked on it ever so slightly. “I want you”, I whispered in her ear. I cupped her jaw, bringing her lips to 
almost touch mine. She turned towards me, pressing her body against me – a thigh between the two 
of mine. Her lips hovered a few millimeters away. I could feel her breath brushing over my chin. Our 
eyes locked – her pupils were dilated with lust. I broke the distance, grasping the back of her head 
and bringing our lips to lock. Pushing against her, I pinned her to the wall. She fought back slightly, but 
I held her firmly with my body. My free hand slid over her ass, gripping a cheek firmly, bringing her 
closer to me. Our tongues clashed in a passionate embrace. She bit my lower lip for a moment before 
letting go and pushing me away slightly. 
 Her hands were eager 

to undo my shirt as her lips 
transcended down my neck. 
As she freed me from my 
shirt and threw it onto the 
ground, I turned her around 
briskly. I found the zipper 
easily and pulled it down, 
letting the garment fall to 
her heeled feet. Unlatching 
the bra, she cast it off to the 
side and stepped out of her 
pooled dress, casting it near 
my shirt. She stood naked 
before me. Her curvy body 
was toned – her abs defined 
and legs slender below her 
hips. Her nipples stood 
erect, enticing me. 

She looked coyly at 
me, “A little unfair, isn’t it?” 

 I smirked, “Yep”. I pushed her back against the wall, our lips colliding. Her nails ran down the 
length of my back, undoing my bra. I let it fall and threw it off to the side. Our tits squished together – 
nipples aroused. She pushed her hips into mine as my hand caressed her lower back. I moved my 
hungry lips to her neck, making my way to her nipples. Taking each one in my mouth, I licked and bit 
down on her flesh till Marissa moaned with pleasure. My lips made their way back to hers as my hand 
moved to her pussy and rubbed her clit gently. Her wetness coated my fingers at the touch.  
 “More”, she pleaded.  
 I couldn’t help but smile as I kissed her along her jaw and licked her neck. I teased my fingers 
along her slit, daring to enter her. I could feel my own clit throbbing against the seam of my jeans – 
wetness building with every passing second. I pressed a little more firmly against her clit. Her nails 
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dug into the back of my head, forcing my lips to hers. I slid two fingers 
easily inside of her, soliciting a sigh of relief. Her warmth embraced my 
fingers as I played with her. I rested my thumb against her clit, rubbing 
continuously. She bit down on my lower lip as her hand gripped my 
ass, pushing me into her. Marissa pushed me away. “Oh my god. I can’t 
take it. Off!” She pointed to my jeans. 
 I did as she instructed, my thong along with them, and followed 
her to the bed. She looked up at me naughtily, daring me to challenge 
her – and I did. I came on top of her, kissing her stomach, making my 

 
 

way to the inside of her thighs. She squirmed a little. My fingers spread her clit – exposing it to my 
willing tongue. I tasted her as I took her between my lips. Her wetness dripped down onto the sheet. 
With my free hand, I slid two fingers into her again. Curling them against her G-spot, she squirmed 
against the bed. I looked up at her – she gripped a breast in her hand, the other behind her head 
grasping the top of the mattress. Inserting another, I was rewarded with a moan of pleasure. My 
tongue pressed harder into her. Her hand flew to the back of my head, pushing me into her swollen 
slit. I sucked on her as her hips pushed into me. Marissa groaned as her grip tightened on the back of 
my head. 
 My eyes flicked up as I heard an “oh fuck” escape her lips. I could feel the blast of pleasure 
over my hand as she arched her back. Her fingers loosened from my hair. Her body quivered as the 
last shreds of orgasm rushed through her. She breathed heavily as her body came to rest. I lay beside 
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her and watched the rise and fall of her breasts. She took a few moments to collect herself 

before her eyes met mine. Strands of her hair stuck to her face ever so slightly.  
Marissa ran her hand up and over my stomach, bringing her fingers to cup my breast. She 

propped herself up on her elbow, keeping her eyes on mine, “You’re something else”, she bit her lip.  
“Something good I hope”, I half-smiled. 
“Let me show you just how good”. She smirked before bringing her lips to mine. I could taste 

the hint of wine on her tongue. She came on top of me. I could feel her wet pussy against my skin. 
“I wonder if you want me as much as I want you –’’ her 
hand felt between my legs. 

I gripped each of her breasts in my hand. 
“How’s that for an answer?” 

She bit down on her lower lip, “Not bad” she 
said with a grin. She kissed me again, “I want to taste 
you”. She took my wrists and pinned them above my 
head. “So, you think you’re the Dominant?” I shrugged 
smugly in response. “We will have to test that theory”. 

 

“A few times, I hope”, I grinned in reply.  
“So far, I’m just letting you think you are…” 
I nodded skeptically. “Sure, sure”. I bit my lower lip provocatively.  
Marissa smirked as her lips crushed against mine and her hand tightened against my wrists. My 

hips pushed against hers. Her hand flew to my tit, squeezing my nipple hard. I gasped slightly enticing 
her fingers to rub my erect nipple a little more. Her thigh slid between my legs and pressed against 
my slit. “Holy fuck – now, you’re super wet”. 

“Damn right I am. I hope you know to take it as a compliment”. 
“Oh, I do”. Marissa didn’t waste any time as her tongue traveled down my body. She took each 

breast into her mouth as her leg kept pressure against my slit. My hand traveled into her hair as she 
moved down slender my body. Her fingers spread my lips apart, exposing my throbbing clit. As her 
tongue made contact, I couldn’t help but hiss with pleasure. She took me gently between her lips, 
sucking a little harder each time. Her tongue pressed into me, sending a jolt of desire through my 
body. I shivered. I dared to look down at her. Her beautiful eyes flicked up to mine valiantly. Without 
hesitation, she inserted her fingers into me and played with my G-spot. I couldn’t keep it together 
much longer – nor did I want to.  

I gestured with a gentle tug of her hair for her to move beside me. She kept her fingers inside 
my dripping pussy. Her lips met mine, covered in my saltiness. I could feel myself clench over her. My 
fingers flew to my clit as I took myself through the last few paces. The flood of orgasm rushed 
through me as she kept her lips on mine and fingers deep inside. My body arched against hers. I could 
feel her free hand squeeze my breast, provoking any last shred of enjoyment. My eyes rolled back, 
sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I couldn’t help but want her fingers in me a little longer. I 
clung to the moment. As my breath finally settled, I refocused on the moment and looked into her 
satisfied eyes. 

She smirked flirtatiously as she leaned down to kiss me. “So, how often are you in town?” 
A giggle escaped my lips – “Hopefully often enough to keep you satisfied”.  
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Bi-Erotica Author Feature 

THE SCENT OF VIOLETS 

A PASSIONATE & SENSUAL EROTIC JOURNEY BY JUDY KEMP 
 
 Linda and her husband Graham are a happily married, highly 
sexed couple with a desire to explore and expand their erotic 
boundaries. While Linda has exhibitionist tendencies, Graham is a 
voyeur. They decide to satisfy both their desires by hiring a male escort 
for the night. Soon, they involve their alluring and voluptuous neighbor 
 Lucy in their activities and embark on a passionate and sensual 
journey which caters for all of their wildest fantasies and much, much 
more.  

 

 
 A BOUQUET OF GARDENIAS 

A BREATHTAKINGLY INTENSE EROTIC NOVEL BY JUDY KEMP 

 
 Fiona, an attractive thirty-something, has been stuck in a loveless 
marriage for longer than she cares to remember. She’s also desperate 
to have a baby, but she and her husband are unable to conceive. 
 Then a chance encounter with Jenny, a happily married woman 
whom she met briefly a few years before, gives her some hope of 
becoming pregnant, with the assistance of Jenny’s husband, Steve. 
 But things don’t go quite as planned. 
Soon, Fiona, Jenny and Steve are locked into a passionate, addictive 
and intense ménage à trois that will thoroughly stretch the boundaries 
of their combined erotic experience and change all of their lives forever. 
 
Ready to delve into this kinky story? Get your copy on Amazon.  
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She appeared 
From behind the shadows  
And gave me a leer 
But, I looked back in fear 
Alas, with, 
Her hips swaying 
Her lips saying: 
“Come with me, if you want to achieve perfection” 
 
How could I resist? 
Even though, she did not even insist 
It was, just a simply verbal suggestion 
So, without, any kind of protection 
I followed her  
Back, into the darkest of shadows 
 
Walking after her, as she reached, the end 
Of a very long, corridor 
I was hot, literally, on her lovely tail 
Like a timid, pretend, conquistador 
She said no words, but, what I heard 
Of her clear actions, was to me, utter friction 
 
Stepping inside, in to the unknown, wide 
For this, particular lure, there really was, no cure 
But, for the promise she made, I did not hesitate 
A waiting bed was made, as she on top of it laid 
No words spoken, I felt, like I was the one drunken 
Watching, licking, my lips sore, waiting, for the ultimate score 
 
Her clothes shedding, her legs spreading 
Awaiting, for the next move, which did not come too soon 
I was still stuck, my feet unmoving, mind hesitating 
“What’s the matter honey?” 
Her voice silky and low, clearly, much, she wanted to me show 
Deciding, beside her lying, soft skin caressing 
 
For the first time, I felt ever so fine 
Lips, limbs, touching, our bodies, completely matching 
Every move, every touch, feeling, was too much 
In the end, the searching spent 
Was coming, I, she, we, were coming 
Together in a quivering mass, too good a moment to last 
 
For a few more hours, almost getting enamored 
To nirvana and back, there certainly was no lack 
Of dreams and beyond, I was sold and gone 
Until the time of goodbyes, was seen in her eyes 
 But the memory of it all, and without any fault 
The promise of perfection was truly fulfilled, with abandon. 
 

 

Poetry in 

Motion with 
PERFECTION, IN MOTION 

 
“She truly is, perfection, in eternal motion” 

 
A poem by Gun Roswell 
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LOVE from Berlin 
BERLINABLE | THE BEACON OF FREEDOM IN TIMES OF CONSERVATISM. 

 
"Sex is not the problem, sex is the solution.” 

You might’ve figured: Launched in Berlin, the ultimate hedonistic paradise, BERLINABLE is our way 
to spread the city’s spirit around the globe. Unapologetic, free, fierce, and independent – the 
publishing house for erotic e-literature brings you the steamiest sex, the filthiest dirty talk, the 
craziest Berlin underground sex parties, and vanilla so pure you could lick it. 
 
Changing the consciousness of mankind and providing freedom through erotic literature. 

Changing the way people read and think about sexual behavior, kinks, culture and education – that’s 
the main mission we are after. Because BERLINABLE is way more than just a publishing 
house: BERLINABLE grew into a community that together strives for personal freedom and self-
determination.  
 
Through your own sexuality to less stress and more freedom. 

The platform BERLINABLE is a place for personal development. "Sex is a basic need, just like food. 
It must be satisfied in order to lead a content life", says Giada Armani, the founder of BERLINABLE.  
Her heart beats for the outcasts, the outsiders, for those who can only indulge in their kinks in the 
dark, but also for all of those who long for more empowerment and freedom in their lives. 

With a small staff team and 70 freelance writers from over 30 countries, BERLINABLE fights for 
sexual freedom as a human right by publishing well-curated stories in which everyone can find their 
true selves. The stories cater to all kinks and niches: all the way from BDSM and 
submission/domination stories up to queer romantic sex novels. 
  
But erotic literature is only the beginning, in the future BERLINABLE will be a network for everything 
regarding eroticism. A network where everyone can live out their sexual freedom without hesitation - 
free from social constraints and conservatism. 

That’s what Giada Armani genuinely believes: "Sex is not the problem, sex is the solution.” 
 

Website | Facebook  | Instagram |  Twitter  | Vimeo | Email: loveletter@berlinable.com 
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BERLINABLE SHOWCASE: PLEASURE HOUSE 
 

  

SPOIL YOURSELF WITH KAT ABAD 

 
 A tempting mistress guides you through a 
house designed specially to fulfil all of your wildest 
fantasies. Pleasure House is what would happen if 
Christian Grey actually knew what he was doing – 
and was a sensual lesbian mistress.  
 A 50 Shades of Grey for all lady-lovers, this 
story is a dream come true for fans of BDSM and 
romance alike. Author Kad Abad creates a house in 
which each room is designed to explore a different 
sexual fantasy. Come inside, you are invited in for a 
special tour with the lustful hostess, an experience 
Dom who has prepared a series of steamy 
surprises.  
 A sensorial piece of erotica that explores 
many fantasies, this tale will take you on a wild ride. 
Step into a world where anything is possible; and this 
sensual mistress is just here to serve you. The 
bedroom, the kitchen, the bathroom; all are equipped 
with all imaginable tools of delicious torture to make 
any woman squirm.  
 “I grind my pussy up and down your mouth, 
making your fingers grip harder inside me. Every 
move you make gives me chills. 
My toes curl in pleasure. My moans getting louder as I 
come closer. Sweet moments pass in steady licks. 
Suddenly, I feel the tension within me reach an 
immersive peak. The pleasure surrounds every inch 
of me.  
 Then, I explode in rhythmic pulses on your 
open mouth. What a way to wake. All my pent-up 
tension releases in a beautiful burst.  

 

 Today is going to be very special. I already hear faint noises coming from the dining area 
to prepare a feast for us. 
 They will be a while. I’d like to change, then take you outside for some fresh air. 
 I take your hand and lead you to the side of the bedroom. This special closet is unlike anything 
you’ve ever seen. 
 A never-ending maze. I call it the Naughty Narnia. Rows of gowns, costumes, and accessories 
for an array of tastes.” 
 Combining tasteful sensuality with deliciously graphic scenes, Pleasure House is a checklist of 
lesbian BDSM fantasies that will leave you longing for more. Get your copy here. 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR KAT ABAD 

  
 Kat Abad is fighting from the inside, writing amazing erotic 
stories from a military town in the U.S. But it's not just for fun. It's 
to change the world: Kat represents BERLINABLE in 
Jacksonville, North Carolina. A city in which half of the population 
is employed by the U.S. military, and there are almost two men 
for every woman. 
 It's in this scenario that this author writes beautifully  

crafted queer erotica. She brings her own experience into detailed stories – usually with a BDSM 
spin on it. Think of Abad's books as the lesbian, actually good, 50 Shades of Grey counterparts. 
 But you are wrong if you think that that is all Kat has to offer. Her books also present queer, 
gay, and straight couples. She creates stories in which all corners of humanity are represented, as 
seeing on one of her recent tales, Blind Love. In it, a blind woman has a beautiful date with a lesbian 
lover, in an erotic story written with touching sensitiveness.  
 Kat dives deep into the worlds and characters she creates. In her own words, “I write erotica 
because there is nothing I love more than arousing others. Not just sexually, but also mentally. I want 
to open a reader's mind with vivid imagery, push their boundaries, make them think. Make them feel. 
Feeling anything in such a numbing world is a gift.” 
 

 SATISFIED OR DO YOU DESIRE MORE? 
 
Check out more from the contributors featured 
in this issue! 

ALEKSANDRA AMANTE 
Website: https://aleksandraamante.com 
Purchase The Dominant: Amazon | Barnes & Noble | 
iTunes 

Blog: Nipples & Bites 

Instagram: aleksandraamante 
Twitter: @MmeAmante 
'Be Teased' Trailer: YouTube 

BERLINABLE & KAT ABAD 
Website: https://berlinable.com | Kat Abad on Amazon 

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/Berlinable/  
Instagram: berlinable 
Twitter: @berlinable 

Vimeo: https://vimeo.com/berlinable  
Email: loveletter@berlinable.com 

DANIELA R. LOVEJOY 
Website: https://danielarlovejoy.com 

Purchase My Lesbian College Love: Amazon | 
Smashword | Apple Books | B&N Nook | Kobo 
Author Page: Amazon 

Twitter: @DanielaRLovejoy 

DIERDRE WINTER 
Purchase Sisters of the Garden: Amazon. 

Author Page: Amazon 
Twitter @insistentwinter  

Facebook: @dierdrewintererotica 

GUNILLA ROSWELL 
Website: gunroswell.com 

Instagram: @GunillaRoswall 
Twitter: @gunillaroswall 

JUDY KEMP 
Purchase The Scent of Violets: Amazon 

Purchase A Bouquet of Gardenias: Amazon 
Twitter: @JudyKemp69 

NORTH BOUND LEATHER 
Address: 7 St Nicholas St, Toronto, Ontario, M4Y 1W5 
Phone: +1 416 972 1037 

Website: www.northbound.com 
Instagram: @NORTHBOUND.LEATHER 

THE SECRET SUBMISSIVE 
Website: https://thesecretsubmissive.com 
Purchase The Fantasies Collection: Books2Read 

Twitter: @TSubmissive 
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WANT TO BE FEATURED IN THE NEXT RELEASE? 
 

Are you a lesbian erotica writer? Do you have a novel you think would fit into these pages? Do you 
want to brag about your latest BDSM toy or perhaps showoff some sexy lingerie? You’re always 
welcome to submit your work to Lusty Lesfemmes!  
 

Submit your work or advertisement request to the editor directly via email at to be considered.   

Subscribe Today!  Sign up for more of Lusty Lesfemmes via Aleksandra’s website at 

https://aleksandraamante.com/be-pleased. 
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