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Chapter One

“What do you want me to say? That it’s a good idea? Because it’s not,” Jasmine said as she held my suitcase behind her back.

“I never said it was a good idea, but I didn’t ask for you to judge me for trying to have some fun either.” I crossed my arms and sat on the edge of my bed. “I want to go to the convention and if you’re trying to stop me, that’s just fucked up.”

“Seriously? After everything you’ve been through, you want to go show your body off to hundreds of people at a convention? Just because it’s out of state doesn’t mean it’s going to change the fact that people are going to try to take advantage of you. Leah, I’m not trying to judge you, I’m trying to protect you, that’s all.”

I shrugged my shoulders and stared at the wall ahead of me. For her to be my best friend, she loved to shut me down. I could respect that she wanted me to be safe and still have fun, but we both knew that with my interests, there was only a certain amount of safety that could be expected. How else would a sex addict enjoy their weekends?

“Protect me? It seems more like you’re trying to force me to neglect what my body needs,” I said.

Jasmine dropped the suitcase and shook her head, “You don’t need to be treated like filth by every random person you meet because you want to have sex. It’s not the hardest thing ever to find someone else that enjoys having sex, so why do you insist on fucking random people?”

“Yeah, because you don’t know,” I mumbled.

She crossed the room in a flash and bent down stared into my eyes, “What’s that supposed to mean?”

I held eye contact with her. “It means that you’ve let guys fuck you at parties too. I’ve seen you with chicks, too. It’s not like we’re doing anything different.”

She smiled weakly and then clicked her tongue, “Yeah, it’s not like I knew every person I had sex with. It’s not like I haven’t been friends with some of them for years, dated a few others, and just got to know some of them those nights. No, I definitely don’t make sure I have something in common with the people I have sex with. Unlike a certain slut I know.”

Had it been anyone else, I wouldn’t have cared that I was called a slut. Coming from Jasmine, it felt like a burning hot knife in my back. If anyone could understand why I did what I did, it was her. She was the only person that ever seemed to care that I had a real problem, but maybe her patience had worn thin by this point. It wouldn’t surprise me, being the local whore was bad for my reputation. I could only imagine what people said about her…

“I think you should go,” I whispered as warm tears started welling up in my eyes.

Jasmine sighed heavily and put her hand on my shoulder. The warmth was pleasant, but my first thought was of where I’d prefer that hand to be. I knew I had a problem, but not even my best friend was safe from my thoughts.

“I didn’t mean that, Leah. I’m just scared that you’re going to get pregnant, hurt, or a disease or something. People are crazy when it comes to sex. Especially the kind of sex you’re into,” she said and sat beside me. “I’m trying to understand what drives you, sweetheart, but I can’t. I can’t understand why you won’t even try to let one person take care of your needs.”

“Because I can’t fucking stand dating men. You know what happened and I’m never going to let myself be with one, not for more than a night.” I paused for a moment and took a deep breath. Therapy helped, but it wasn’t always enough when I got upset. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to love cock so much that you’d be willing to let someone you thought was revolting fuck you? Can you try to imagine that?”

Jasmine rested her head on my shoulder, “I can’t. I’ve tried before, but when I’m not really feeling like having a guy in my bed, I find a woman. For me, it does feel like it’s easier and I don’t want you to think that I don’t appreciate that you’re struggling. What I did want to ask you about was if you’d ever considered being with a transgender woman. Like, someone that doesn’t want to have the surgery.”

“I know about transwomen, I’ve had a few parties where I got lucky enough to find one that was down to fuck. They’re great up until it gets to the part where I want them to be a little more… I don’t know, aggressive?”

“And what if I told you that I had a friend that knew someone that I think might be perfect for you?” she asked.

I shrugged, “Then I’d think you were out of your mind.”

Jasmine sighed and reached into her pocket to pull her phone out. “Look, I’m not saying this will be what you want it to be, but a friend of mine told me about a woman they know that was really into the BDSM lifestyle. She’s transgender, apparently well-hung, in her mid-thirties, and has a decent bit of money. Those are things you like, right?”

“Sounds like she’s a good match for me, but what makes you think I’d be good for her? I’d just end up cheating on her the second I couldn’t have her around,” I mumbled. Honesty was key.

“I don’t think you’d get much free time. She’s not looking exactly looking for a lover. My friend said she wanted to train a submissive to her desires. I don’t know what all of them are, but it’s safe to say that if she’s into BDSM, she’s probably not looking to be passive in bed,” she said. Jasmine shrugged her shoulders, “I couldn’t say if she is going to be what you want, but you can’t keep living like this, sweetheart. You deserve better. You deserve someone that won’t let you hurt yourself like you have been.”

That wasn’t a bad thought, admittedly, my mind was on the money. And her cock. And the thought of being dominated by a strong-willed woman that I might even get to snuggle with after we fucked. If she was half of what my imagination was setting her up to be, going to visit her would be much nicer than going to a convention where I’d probably end up with some buff nerd that didn’t know how to use his cock.

“When could I meet up with her?” I asked.

“I’ll send your number to my friend, I guess she’ll contact you,” Jasmine said. She put her arm around my back and let her thumb graze across my waist, “Does this mean you’ll stay home tonight?”

I shrugged, “My panties are already drenched and I really feel like getting fucked right now. If you leave, I’m probably going to go out to a club and we’ll see what happens.”

“Would a dildo work for tonight?” Jasmine asked.

“I guess,” I grumbled. “Want to fuck my ass this time?”

Her soft hazel eyes locked with mine and she shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t mind changing things up. You do know that if you and this other chick work out, I don’t think I’d want to keep doing this kind of thing.”

“That’s a problem for another time, right now, I don’t even know her. So, am I going to get to eat you out while you fuck me or not?”

There was a reason Jasmine was my best friend. She understood what I needed. Just a few moments later, her caramel thighs were warming my ears while I moaned like a possessed woman into her delicious pussy. Sleepovers with my best friend were my favorite, but they didn’t make my shameful obsession any less humiliating.

Even if I was something of a whore, I wasn’t hollow. Sex when you loved someone had to be much more fulfilling. I just wish I knew that for sure…


Chapter Two

In the morning, Jasmine showered and borrow an outfit from me so that she could go to work. I hated when she left the morning after we had sex. For her, the sex was meaningless and that was fine, I didn’t want to date her or anything. She was my best friend and we shared an interest in sex, but how could she ever want to date the town whore?

No one wanted to date someone like me. That was the entire problem. If I could have found that one guy that didn’t make me sick to my stomach to think about being around, I might have been able to settle down. There were a few of them, mostly sweeter guys, but they were sweet, not stupid. They knew that dating me would only taint their names and make them the talk of the town. Even if they broke up with me, they’d still have that judgment lingering for the rest of their lives.

I knew that judgment all too well. Sex wasn’t something I was ashamed of, obviously, but people wanted to pretend that it never happened. That people shouldn’t talk about it. That people shouldn’t enjoy it…

Fuck that. I loved the feeling of control that came with choosing who I wanted to share my body with. As much as people wanted to talk about me behind my back, I didn’t have any diseases and the people that fucked me never seemed to complain. And yet, I was still the butt of a lot of jokes.

Whoever Jasmine was trying to introduce me to would probably be lame, someone that would judge me for not having a ‘real’ job or much of a life outside of going to parties and getting laid. They’d probably be some kind of pervert that just wanted to abuse someone and call it BDSM. Whatever they were, I was being just like the people that talked bad about me and it sickened me to think that I could judge someone before I met them.

I took a deep breath and turned on my laptop to write another blog post. Sex positivity was the focus of my blog and for how taboo people seemed to think I was, my followers came in droves and I always had a supportive community just a few clicks away. How many people could say that what they loved doing more than anything paid their bills and brought them closer together with other people? Probably a bunch, but I still felt lucky.

Just a few minutes after I finished writing the post, my phone buzzed. I leaned back in my computer chair and checked the message. “Meet me at the pier at five in your best outfit.”

“Not going to introduce yourself at all?” I sent back.

A few minutes later, she sent a picture. The suit she had on must have been worth more than my car, but it was her stunning green eyes that held my attention. Her jawline was strong but sleek. Her button nose didn’t give me the vibe that she was some kind of dominant figure, but I trusted Jasmine to tell me the truth about her. If nothing else, Jasmine definitely knew my type. The tanned brunette I couldn’t tear my eyes away from could have easily got me into bed with her with a single word.

I didn’t need to know what kind of person she was. Had I met her in a club, if she said jump, I would have asked how high. Maybe that was something I should have been ashamed of, but all I could think about was how wet she made me without even being near me.

She followed the picture up with another message. “I’m already aware of who you are, I don’t need a picture from you. Are you going to be at the pier or are you going to continue wasting my time?”

I bit my lip and muttered, “Who the fuck do you think you are?” But the woman in that picture, if it was even her, certainly looked like she could be a fun time, even if she didn’t have a cock. At the very least, I’d have a good time tonight if she knew who I was. If things didn’t work out, well, at least I could say that someone took me out on a date. “I’ll be there. Should I bring anything special?”

“Don’t bother. If I need something special from you, I will make sure you’ve got it.”

“Sounds like you’re already thinking about me in something special.” I sent a winking emoji alongside the message. The warmth building between my thighs wasn’t unnatural, but for once, I wasn’t thinking about being fucked to get that reaction out of myself.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. Meet me at the pier, do not text me again until I’ve seen you in person.”

Such a commanding little brat. I was willing to bet that she couldn’t even hold a proper conversation, let alone have the capability to handle someone like myself. Rich people always thought they had some kind of leg up over others, but I couldn’t kid myself about not wanting her. I wanted almost anyone that would make sure I got off.

I hoped that things would be different this time. Last night with Jasmine felt great, but when she left this morning, I wouldn’t miss her. Not like I’d miss someone that I was truly intimate with. Sex shouldn’t have been a replacement for masturbation, but now that I’d done exactly that, how the fuck could I go back to just using toys?

A frustrated groan rumbled out of me as I looked at my phone. How could she tell me that I couldn’t text her again? What was she up to that had her so busy that she couldn’t start getting to know me?

In the end, I wasted about fifteen minutes typing and deleting messages that I couldn’t send her. I ranted and raved about how unfair it was for her to act like she was better than me. The rants quickly changed topics, though. Instead of bitching about how she was looking for the same kind of fix I was, I started trying to explain what it was that I hoped I could get from her. Things like compassion, love, desire, and probably most taboo for me, a real relationship.

But I didn’t send her a single word. I just waited with a hand in my panties as I tried, and failed, to satiate the ever-present beast within me.


Chapter Three

I arrived at the pier with five minutes to spare before I needed to meet her. Glancing down, I had to hope that the dress I bought last year in hopes of finding someone to wear it for was good enough for her. It was a beautiful black and teal dress that stopped just above my mid-thigh and left little to the imagination. She did say she knew who I was, why bother hiding that I enjoyed sharing my body?

As I strolled down the pier without any real clue of where I was going, a woman called out to me loudly, “Up here.”

I looked to my left and nervously eyed the massive boat. A yacht? I couldn’t tell, when you can’t afford any kind of boat, it’s hard to be specific about what kinds there were. Damn sure wasn’t a fishing boat, that much I could say with a certain measure of authority.

“Am I supposed to get on your yacht so you can sweep me off my feet?” I called back to her.

“Or stay there. It’s not a yacht, it’s a cruiser. That’s what the salesman said anyway, I guess it really doesn’t matter, does it? If you came all this way to watch me sail away, I’ll see you around,” she said. The faintest trace of a smile played at the corners of her mouth, just enough of a sign that I might want to join her instead of standing around looking like an idiot.

I hurried onto the boat and joined her on the deck. She had the same suit on as in the picture she sent me earlier. Much to my surprise, she extended her hand for me to shake. As she did, the sun reflected off a watch that was previously hidden under the cuff of her suit. “Good choice. I’m Heather, but I’d prefer you not get too comfortable with that name.”

“Leah, any reason why I shouldn’t?” I asked as I shook her hand.

“We both know why your friends wanted you to get to know me. I’d like to believe they’re trying to help both of us with our peculiar problems,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “And here I was, thinking that they were trying to get us together so that we could take over the world and give them positions of power.”

She chuckled and let go of my hand before lifting her arm into the air and then dropped it. A man hurried out from what I could assume was where you drove the damn boat and he made preparations to set sail while she continued talking to me. “Today, I’m going to test you. I need you to know that before we do anything else. So let’s start with the basics. What are you hoping to accomplish with me today?”

“Honestly?” I asked.

She nodded.

“My friend told me that you were hung, loaded, and looking for someone to fuck. I’m sure that you know my reputation well enough,” I mumbled the last bit.

“I do, Leah. If you knew more about me, you probably would have learned a little about my reputation as well.”

I shrugged once again. “So fill me in.”

Her piercing eyes met with mine. “No.”

“Excuse me? If you’re not going to tell me anything about you, why should I even stay on this fucking boat?”

Heather took a deep breath and let it out slowly before she spoke firmly, “I’ll tell you about myself once you’ve learned how to ask a question with respect.”

I could feel my cheeks getting warm with frustration, but there was something else that I couldn’t account for. I didn’t want to say something smart to her, for once in my life, but I didn’t want to make it easy for her either. Still, something told me that she wasn’t the kind of woman that wanted me to toy with her.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered. “Would you please tell me about yourself, Heather? Maybe something about why you wanted to meet me in person?”

The boat lurched forward and nearly sent me toppling. Heather’s hands were on my waist in an instant and she kept me from falling. The sudden proximity to her sent chills down my spine, more so when I looked back into her eyes. There was something about them that both terrified and captivated me. People always said eyes were the window to the soul, and if that was true, I could see Heather’s strength as clear as day.

“That was much better. It’s not that hard, is it? To ask me for what you want, that is,” she said as she let me go.

I was much more aware of my balance after she let me go. I nearly ate the deck once today, that wasn’t happening again. “Not really, but it’s more effort. I don’t like putting in effort when I don’t feel like it’s going to be returned.”

She flashed a brief smile before she walked to the back of the boat and leaned against the railing, “Come here, Leah.” I joined her and before I could prop up like she had, she chuckled and shook her head. “On your knees, Leah. We’re not going to be complete equals. I told you, this is a test.”

I rolled my eyes as I sank down onto my knees in front of her, “Yeah, a test to see if I’ll spit or swallow?”

“We both know you swallow,” she said flatly. “You wanted to know about me, so let me give you a brief explanation. I’m a businesswoman that enjoys her work more than her play. I don’t have the patience to date and find someone that I may or may not be willing to share my secrets with. You already know one of them, not that I really hide the fact that I was born a male. The others, they’re much more intimate and close to my heart. But you already know that I’m interested in finding a submissive, I was told that much. How familiar are you with BDSM, Leah?”

“I know enough to know that you’re probably going to end up offering me cash to do a lot of the shit that other people wouldn’t do with you,” I mumbled.

“Absolutely not. You won’t be paid at all for having sex with me. I know your reputation too, Leah. Haven’t we discussed that?” she asked.

I crossed my arms and stared up at her, “If my reputation is large enough for some rich bitch to know about me, why the fuck are you even willing to be seen talking to me?”

Heather’s jaw clenched and she took another deep breath. “Leah, there is one thing that I’m going to ask you to do, something that you need to focus on more than anything else when you’re with me. You will respect me. I’m not asking you to worship me or to pretend that I’m something that I’m not, but I’m a self-made millionaire. I’ve given plenty of my time and resources to helping the people of this fine city.” She leaned down and looked me dead in the eye, her face only inches away from mine. “If I’ve been respectful to you, which I believe I have been, then you should return that.”

I bit my lip and tried to hold eye contact with her, but she was so damn intense. Of all things that I could have expected from someone that wanted in my panties, a lesson in respect wasn’t on that list. “Fuck, I’m sorry then. I know of BDSM, but I also know that it’s an umbrella term. What you get out of BDSM is going to be different than what I’d get out of it, probably.”

“I’m more interested in the relationship between a Dominant and a submissive. I’ve had all I can stand of fantasies, Leah. It’s long overdue that I’ve started exploring that dynamic personally. I’ve done my research, I’ve practiced techniques with professionals, and I’ve bought everything that I could possibly need to bring my fantasies to life,” she straightened up and cupped my chin with her hand. “Now, all I need is someone to help me fulfill those fantasies.”

“And what will I get out of it, Heather?” I asked.

She smiled and gently pulled my head closer to her crotch. “We both know your reputation. You might not believe me, but I have the same urges you do, but I have self-control.”

I couldn’t tell if that was supposed to be an insult or not, but with the thick bulge in her suit’s pants so close to my mouth, I didn’t want to argue with her. “When can we start?”

“If only it was that simple, Leah. Tell me, is that your best outfit? The one you would wear to really impress someone?” she asked.

I nodded. “I hoped to meet someone that would make me feel like this damn dress was worth it someday.”

“Good. Come with me,” Heather said softly.

Her hand trailed along the side of my face until her legs carried her too far away from me. That lingering warmth left me with a desire for so much more. I wasn’t a stranger to human contact, obviously, but there was something different about her. Instead of those hands tearing my panties down my thighs, she made things seem so much more intentional. She might have insulted me with her comment earlier, but she truly did have a measure of control that I couldn’t comprehend.

I would have broken her zipper just to have a taste of her cock. I would have happily bent over the side of her boat and let her fuck me until I couldn’t walk. Anything she wanted, I would have done, just to feel her cock. But that wasn’t all she wanted. She wanted me to follow her, so I did.

She led me into a kitchen area. Even though we were on a damn boat, its kitchen was larger than the one in my apartment. Heather stepped over to a grill and lifted its lid, “I’d like you to burn that dress.”

Her tone didn’t make it seem like she was teasing me, but I couldn’t be sure. She said that she was testing me, but where were the limits of that?

“Are you joking?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Afraid not. I’d like you to burn your dress.”

“But what about when I have to walk back to my car?” I asked.

“Do you trust that I will take care of you if we get involved in a relationship?” she asked.

I hesitated for a moment, “I don’t know. Heather, I just met you. You’re not really giving me a ton to work with here. I’m trying to figure out what you even want from me, if you want to embarrass me by making me walk to my car in my underwear, then yeah, I guess this would do it. If you’re trying to see if I’ll listen to you without asking any questions, well, you’ve got your answer.”

“And if I said that your dress served its purpose, that you have an interested partner, would you listen then?” she asked, yet her tone didn’t make it seem like much of a question at all.

Worst case scenario, I’d have to walk back to my car looking like the whore everyone already knew I was. Best case, she might get tempted by seeing me in a thong?

I mumbled, “Help with the zipper.”

She unzipped the dress and I let it slide down my arms and then pushed it the rest of the way off. I glanced back at her as I put the dress on the grill, but she didn’t make a move to stop me. Assuming that she wanted me to do all of it, I took the lighter from beside the grill and set fire to the dress that I spent more than I should have on.

As the flames quickly consumed the dress, Heather’s hands slid around my waist and she whispered in my ear, “Good girls get rewarded. You came here to meet me because you wanted to have sex. Is that correct?”

Her bulge pressed against my ass and I forgot how to breathe for a moment. “Y-Yeah,” I stammered.

“Close the lid on the grill,” she said softly. As I did, a chair screeched loudly across the floor. It was a cheap, short plastic chair that I could have sworn I saw at a retail store. “I want you to bend over and put your hands on the seat of the chair. Do not bend your arms, do not bend your knees.”

I walked to the chair, the slight sway of the boat making it a little more difficult, but it wasn’t all that bad. At first, the position she wanted me in didn’t seem so bad. Then, she pushed the chair slightly forward and forced my arms to hold more of my body weight.

“Stay right there. If you move, I’ll stop. Is that clear, Leah?”

My arms were already feeling like they’d give out. I wrote for a living, not once did I have to go to the gym to press keys more effectively. “How long are you going to take to get off?”

“That’s not an important question. I’ll ask you one that I think will make things a little easier for both of us. Do you want me to get off or do you care about your own orgasm more?” she asked.

The burning in my core from having to balance myself was uncomfortable, but I couldn’t give up yet. I needed her cock, I had to know if it was worth all of these extra steps. “M-Mine,” I answered honestly.

She let out a quiet sigh and quicker than I had time to register, she used her fingers to push my thong out of the way and sank two fingers into my pussy. “I hoped that you wouldn’t say that, but I can give you what you want.”

Under most circumstances, I would have pulled away from someone’s fingers. I didn’t want to be fingered, I wanted to be fucked. With most everyone else, I couldn’t expect to enjoy something that I considered foreplay. Fuck, even my own fingers failed me. But… Heather’s fingers curled within me, reaching my g-spot with ease.

A soft gasp fell from my lips before I let down my defenses. The moans I was holding back came flowing out of me almost as quickly as my juices did. I could feel my warm nectar trickling down my legs and I knew that I wouldn’t last long, even if she was only using her fingers.

Her fingers pumped into me quickly. Each time her knuckles pressed against my entrance, I could hear the quiet, wet smack just before she pulled them out of me. When she did, they always curled within me, rubbing against my most sensitive of spots. “H-Heather!” I cried out as if that would be enough of a warning.

Of all the times I’d had sex, never once did a cock make me scream my partner’s name. Then again, even if they could have done half of what Heather was with just her fingers, I didn’t usually ask for names.

The burning desire in my core was something I’d grown all too familiar with, but it usually took so much longer before my needs were satisfied. I tried to keep breathing as the fire burned its way through me, but it was as if there was no oxygen left in the room. My jaw went slack and I tried to thank Heather, but no sound came out.

My walls clenched around her fingers and a burst of warm, sticky juices squirted out of my drenched pussy. I tried to hold onto the chair. I tried to keep my legs straight. But I couldn’t. My knees buckled and I ended up on my knees. As bad as I felt about not being able to hold the position, the only reason I cared was because Heather’s fingers slipped out of me.

“Seems like you had your fun, Leah. I brought a pair of shorts and a shirt for you to change into, we should be close to the pier by the time you finish changing,” Heather said calmly.

“W-What about you?” I asked between heavy breaths.

“What about me? You said you weren’t interested in my orgasm,” she said.

I slowly stood and turned to face her before mumbling, “I said I was more interested in mine, stop putting words in my mouth.”

“To me, that’s very much the same thing. The clothes are in the oven, don’t ask me why. I had an entire scene set up in my mind. Your answer changed how that was intended to play out.”

The disappointment in her tone sent a knife straight through my heart. “Come on, Heather, I’d love to get you off. It’s not fair to you if I don’t,” I mumbled.

Heather stepped over to the oven and opened the door. Sure enough, there was a set of clothes inside. “Fair doesn’t exist, Leah. This wasn’t a random hookup for me. This was a test. Congrats, you failed. Get dressed, maybe we will meet again sometime.”

I stamped my foot and the sandal I had on clapped loudly. “You can’t test someone on something you didn’t help them prepare for. That’s not a test, it’s a recipe for disaster. What the fuck did you expect me to do, Heather? Was I supposed to fucking lie to you? Is that what you wanted? Let’s try that then!”

I dropped to my knees and looked up at her, “Oh, Heather, all I could ever want is your cock in my throat. Please fuck my face and then stuff my holes with your amazing cock. You’re the only person in the world that could ever make me less of a whore, please!”

Heather’s jaw clenched and she threw the clothes on the ground right in front of me, “Shut the fuck up, Leah. You think that sex is going to solve all your problems? You think that all I want is just a hole to fuck? I could pay for a real whore if I wanted to, but you’re not a real whore. You’re not doing this because you want money, you fuck people because I guess you think it will make you forget about some of your problems. You know, I didn’t lie to you. I know your reputation. Not as a slut, but as someone that has been through some rough shit in life. I thought that maybe you just didn’t want to have to make so many decisions, that you might need someone that could take a little weight off your shoulders. I truly hoped that was what you wanted. I could have been that for you and so much more, but I’m not going to be just another cock to ride for your pleasure.”

Her words burrowed under the walls of defenses I had. I reclaimed the word whore for myself, but she didn’t call me that. She didn’t insult me for wanting to have sex, she didn’t even insult me at all. Heather’s words hurt because they weren’t an attack at all. Much like when I used to bring home tests with bad grades, it was the disappointment in her voice that made me feel like I was an inch tall.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I stood. I glared at her and mumbled, “Yeah? Do you think you could save someone like me? You think that throwing money at my problems would make them go away? Are you really stupid enough to think that I’d ever believe someone like you would want someone like me?”

Heather looked away from me, the glistening moisture in her eyes matching mine, “Yeah. I guess I was.” She walked away, leaving me alone in the kitchen with more questions than answers.

I hurried to get dressed, but I didn’t rush after her. Instead, I sat down in the plastic chair and let my tears flow. Of all the times I’d been fucked and left with a pussy full of a stranger’s cum, I never cried after. The only time I cried after having sex was when I was abused by someone I thought I loved.

Heather hadn’t even truly had sex with me. Sex would imply that she got something out of it. This woman that had no reason to do a damn thing for me showed me one of the most intense orgasms of my life and all I did was make her feel like she was the one being used. Maybe she didn’t feel used. Maybe she really was just disappointed in me, but did she expect me to be some kind of perfect stranger that would just slot into her life perfectly?

I bit my lip and focused on the pain to help me stop the flow of tears. Physical pain was far easier to control than emotional pain. I couldn’t let this end so simply, whatever she wanted, she seemed to really want. I knew what it was like to crave something that no one else seemed to understand. I knew what it was like to feel ashamed of your desires. I wouldn’t let her be ashamed of trying to do right by me.


Chapter Four

I hurried back onto the deck where I found Heather looking out over the lake. Before I could even call her name, she spoke softly, “I don’t feel like talking.”

“Then you don’t have to. I just…” my words escaped me for a moment and I swallowed heavily. What could I even say to her that would get her to show a little interest in me again? I couldn’t answer that. No matter what I said to her, if it wasn’t true, she probably wouldn’t care.

“I just wanted to tell you that I’m sorry for being fucked up. I’m sorry that I’m afraid you’re going to hurt me. I’m sorry that I didn’t know what to say to you. I’m sorry that I couldn’t be better—”

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for, Leah,” Heather said.

I walked over to her and looked out across the lake with her, “Then why does it feel like I should be apologizing?”

“For the same reason that I feel like I should apologize. I don’t know what you need and you don’t know what I need. Sex is obvious, it’s what brought you to me. It’s a mutual interest of ours. But it’s not enough to build any sort of relationship from, maybe some people can make it work, but for what I’m looking for, it’s not good enough.”

“You can start by telling me what you need from the relationship you’re looking for?” I asked.

She chuckled and shook her head. “It’s not as simple as saying what I want. What I want can’t happen overnight.”

“But how can I even tell you how I feel about being what you want if I don’t even know where the goal post is?” I asked.

Heather looked over at me and smiled weakly, “Fair point. I want a woman in my life that loves to call me Mistress. I want a woman that I can hold in my arms that doesn’t need me to constantly tell them how much I care about them. I want someone that I can just be with. I want raunchy sex in a sweet relationship. I want to provide for my partner and I want them to appreciate it. I want loyalty, respect, and lust.”

“Most of that sounds wonderful, but how is it fair to either of us if you’re not willing to give someone a chance to be that woman for you? If the only way to even try to be that woman is to pass a test that no one could know the answers to but yourself, how do you expect to find someone like that?” I asked.

“That’s the problem with rich people,” Heather mumbled. “We’re used to hard work getting us what we want. It’s not easy to rely on someone else and hope that they can come through for you. When I do anything, if I can’t do it or hold someone accountable for it, I don’t bother doing it. That’s how I’ve made my business successful and if it works, don’t break it.”

“So you don’t want a partner, you want an employee.”

“In business. In my love life, I don’t even know how to have a partner. What am I supposed to say to you that would explain it, Leah?”

I shrugged, “Maybe I don’t know the specific words, but I feel like this has been a good way to start the conversation. I mean, not a great way, I cried like a bitch after getting off. That’s not normal for me. But I can say that you’re making me feel something. I guess that sounds much less powerful than it feels to me.”

She let out a deep sigh and put her arm around my waist and pulled me against her side. “I think I feel as fucked up as you do on the inside. I know that I’m not perfect. I don’t think I’m broken, but I know that the things I want are specific and hard to find. Leah, I’m going to hurt you at some point. I don’t mean physically, but like you said, I made you cry. I hope you don’t think that was my intention, but I understand if you hold that against me.”

“The only thing I want to hold against you is how fast you were willing to write me off,” I said softly. I put my arm around her waist as well. Heather tensed up, but she didn’t pull away from me. Tempted as I was to pull my arm away from her, I held my ground. “If what you said was true, you really were trying to do right by me. We can only do what we know how to do, Heather.”

“And should I not know better?” she asked.

I smiled and rested my head on her shoulder, “Probably, but I guess you could make it up to me another time.”

Heather pulled away from me, “No offense intended, but I don’t feel comfortable with how close you’re getting just yet.”

“I understand. We did meet, I don’t know, an hour ago?”

She pulled the sleeve of her suit back far enough to look at her watch. If I thought her suit was expensive, that damn watch had to cost more than a year’s worth of rent. “Twenty minutes ago, but who’s counting?” Heather teased.

“I lasted longer than a few damn minutes,” I grumbled.

“Maybe longer than a few seconds. Not the point, back on topic,” her warm smile faded and she got serious again. “If you really want a chance to see where this could lead, I need you to promise that you won’t have sex with anyone other than myself until we’ve decided that we will stay together or if we won’t.”

“You’ve really got to work on how you ask a woman out, Heather. That sounded like you were talking to a lawyer,” I said.

She smiled again and nodded, “Fine. Leah, you wanna be my main squeeze, yo?”

Hearing those words come out of her mouth sounded so horrifyingly wrong. “Never mind, you’re somehow hotter when you’re a technical manual. I’ll do my best to keep my pussy on lock for you.”

For a wonderful, fleeting moment, we both laughed. She put a hand on my shoulder and spoke softly, “There is a card in the back pocket of your shorts that has my address on it. My guard will ask you to prove that I invited you to my home, show him the card and tell him that the Mistress called for you.”

“Was that part of your elaborate kitchen games that I missed out on?” I asked.

She shrugged, “Before you judge me for that, I had an entire night’s worth of activities planned for us. If I didn’t already tell my driver to turn the boat around, I would show you just how much fun we could have in the galley.”

“You could always tell him to turn back around?”

Heather shook her head, “No, I gave him an order. You should learn this lesson now, Leah, when I tell someone to do something, it isn’t debatable. If I wanted to hurt someone, I could hire someone else to do my dirty work. If you don’t trust that I’ve thought about your safety or the safety of others, I will prove that to you over the coming days… maybe even the next few months.”

“I’ll trust you until you give me a reason to do otherwise,” I said. The mainland kept getting closer as we talked, but I didn’t want this moment to end. It didn’t go the way I thought it would, but being with Heather helped fill the void that only cock could up to this point in my life. After a brief pause, I mumbled, “I could call you Mistress if you wanted.”

Her eyes tore away from the lake to look back at me, “I would appreciate that. It really shouldn’t catch my attention like it does, but it’s something I enjoy.”

“Then I’ll call you that. Should I do that around other people or just when we’re alone, Mistress?” I purred her title.

The quivering breath that left her made my heart skip a beat. “I’d prefer Mistress under all circumstances, though, if you don’t feel that it is appropriate, you can still call me Heather. I wouldn’t ask you to do something that would embarrass you too much. At least, I wouldn’t do that this early on.”

By then, we were just moments away from being back at the pier, but I had to know. “Just curious, what would you do that would embarrass me later on?”

She didn’t have to think about her answer at all. “I’d love to make you follow me out of a restaurant on your hands and knees with my cum dripping from your cute chin.”

“W-Wait, like, fresh cum?” I asked.

“I’m glad that you questioned how fresh the cum was, not that I would have you crawling behind me. Possibly on a leash,” Heather said.

“I’ve done some pretty strange stuff, but I can’t imagine that we’re talking about a cheap restaurant,” I mumbled.

She giggled. She sounded so innocent for just a moment, just long enough to fool my heart into thinking that she wasn’t some kind of sexual mastermind. “Perks of dating a rich bitch, you don’t have to worry about paying for dinner. The cons? You neither get to ask how much anything costs, nor will I let you ask me to buy you things.”

“What about this boat?” I asked just in time to be sent lurching backward.

This time, Heather didn’t save me from falling. A smirk took her lips and she knelt down and put a hand on my hip and rolled me onto my side. Without so much as a warning, she gave my ass three harsh smacks. “Such a firm ass. I’m a control freak, Leah. If you want a normal relationship, this won’t work for you. If I tell you something, I need you to listen. If you want to question me, you’re going to have to remember your manners. Raise your hand and wait to be addressed.”

The stinging was annoying, but I couldn’t deny that my pussy ached with desire again. I might not know much about being a submissive, but I did know that pain and pleasure were closely related. I also knew that I wouldn’t let people call me a whore if I didn’t enjoy some form of degradation. But that was thinking too much about it…

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned softly.

“You could at least pretend to not enjoy being punished, Leah. I’m going to figure out something you don’t enjoy for when you’re a bad girl,” Heather said before her hand gently rubbed my ass. “Unless you’re the right kind of bad for my mood.”

She stood and offered her hand to me, “But it’s time to go, for now, Leah. I have work tomorrow, but I would like to see you after. Are you available to come to my house at seven?”

I took her hand and got up. “I’d love to come back with you tonight if I’m being honest.”

“That’s not going to happen. Answer my question, Leah.”

“Yeah, I can come over at seven, I’m assuming you mean in the evening?” I asked to clarify.

She nodded, “Correct. Before we get off this boat, I think that I should mention something. I don’t want you to touch yourself without asking for my permission first.”

My stomach dropped, “Wait, so you’re saying that I can’t be with anyone else and now I can’t even take care of my own needs?”

“I didn’t say you couldn’t masturbate at all. I want you to get used to asking permission, Leah. You were told that I was interested in training a submissive, weren’t you? If this isn’t something you want to explore, we need to have another talk right now. I’m not looking for a typical relationship. I understand that you’re used to a different kind of lifestyle, but if you want to be with me in any capacity, you will do things my way,” she said.

I didn’t want to believe that she already saw me as her property, but the way she said it made the relationship sound so much more mundane than I wanted it to be. There was no denying that a submissive listened to their Dominant, I knew that much about the community. But the problem with the BDSM community is that every relationship was unique. There were no guidelines to being a perfect match for your partner.

I glanced at the bulge in Heather’s pants and then to the watch on her wrist. There was no denying that she had things I wanted. But… that wasn’t so simple. It wasn’t like I could ensure that by trying to be the woman she wanted me to be that I could guarantee things would work out. That didn’t mean I couldn’t give it a fighting chance, though.

“I’ll ask for permission then, Mistress,” I said. Her lips curled into a smile, but then I continued. “I want something in return. If you’re wanting me to make all these changes for you, I want you to publicly admit to dating me.”

She chuckled and shook her head, “I haven’t thought of hiding our relationship, but that would mean that we were in a relationship. We’re figuring things out, Leah. If my demands are too much for you and you needed out, then that would be a very short relationship. I intend for this to be so much more than sex, but until it is more than sex, I hope you understand that I won’t shout our relationship status from the rooftops.”

I rolled my eyes and mumbled, “You’re thinking too hard about it. I know we’re not dating yet, but I do want to get to that point. I’m trying to give you what you want, Heather. This is day one, we’ve already had a rough start, but we got through it. I just don’t want this to be one-sided.”

“And it won’t be, but please don’t call me by my first name. I don’t want that to get comfortable for you,” she said. “I’ve got to help my driver secure the boat to the pier, tomorrow at seven. Wear something sexy under your normal clothes.”

She flashed a smile at me and walked away.


Chapter Five

Jasmine smirked at me from my bed, “You’re kidding me. She fingered you? That’s so lame, I would have guessed that she would have done something super over the top. I’ve heard a little bit about her, but nothing too concrete.”

“Hey, those fingers were better than any cock I’ve ever had,” I said defensively. “And I’ll have you know, she definitely had some over the top things planned, but things took a turn that she wasn’t expecting.”

“Sounds like you should tell me the rest of the story then,” Jasmine purred.

I shook my head, “I can’t really tell that part yet, because I honestly don’t know how that part is going to end. I don’t know if any of it will matter until tonight. All I know is that Mistress wants me at her house at seven and I can’t wait to be there.”

“Mistress? You said her name was Heather earlier,” Jasmine said as she sat up.

“She prefers it when I call her Mistress. I don’t know, it feels weird to say that when she’s not around,” I mumbled.

“Sounds like you two are working out pretty well so far. Anyway, this weekend there should be a party at Dillon’s house. You want to come?”

I bit my lip to keep from saying yes. Parties always meant that I’d get laid, but that wasn’t an option anymore. I wanted to take Heather seriously, she was the first person in ages that I could even consider being a real partner for me.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to make it. It depends on what she wants to do this weekend,” I said.

Jasmine sighed, “You two aren’t even dating yet, are you?”

“Not yet, but we could be soon. Who knows?”

“So if you’re not dating and she’s not fucking you, where are you going to get your fix from?” Jasmine asked.

I leaned back in my computer chair and shrugged my shoulders. “I think the point is that she doesn’t want me to get my fix from someone that isn’t her. It wouldn’t make much sense if we started things out with me cheating on her, you know?”

“I get it, but let’s be honest, Leah, you’re not known for being a one-person kind of woman. I mean, literally last night we had sex.”

“And I really enjoyed that, but that was before I talked to my Mistress,” I muttered.

Jasmine groaned and spread her legs. Her skirt rode up her thighs and the black lace panties she had on were some that I’d taken off her a couple of times before. “So you’re saying that if I offered to DP you with dildos while you got to eat me out, you’d say no?”

I crossed my legs and tried my best to not think about how amazing that would feel. “Jasmine, I love you more than anyone I’ve met in my life, but you’re my friend. You already said we couldn’t be together. College was amazing together, but the glory days are gone. I’m twenty-four and I’ve got to start thinking about how my life would turn out if I don’t change something now. Yes, I’d love to do that with you, but I can’t. If I fuck up and cheat on Heather before we even start dating, how the hell would I expect to be able to find someone to start a family with at some point? What kind of role model would I be for my children?”

Jasmine let out a deep breath and looked away from me. “That’s really heavy. Leah, you are twenty-four, this is the exact time in your life where you should be able to explore yourself.”

“We both know I’ve done more than enough exploring.”

“But what about me, Leah? Maybe we can’t be together in a relationship, but do you seriously think that I didn’t enjoy the time we spent together?” she asked.

I stood and moved to sit beside her on the bed, “I know you enjoyed that time. I loved every second of it as well, but I’ve got to stop letting everyone fuck me just because it’s fun.”

“Oh, so now I’m just another person that fucks you?” Jasmine asked. “I thought we were a little more than friends, Leah. Do you really think I would have come over here just to chat all the time? What we had was a damn good thing and now you’re saying this random bitch is going to make us quit?”

“I get that you’re frustrated, but what are you trying to say, Jasmine?” I asked softly. After years of hanging out with her, I thought I knew her a little better than I did. It wasn’t hard to figure out where this conversation was going, but I didn’t expect it from her. She was my only friend, the only person that didn’t abandon me after they got what they wanted from me.

She stood up and pulled her skirt back down, “You think you’re the only one that wanted a little fix when we hung out? All the nights we’ve spent together to make each other feel like we had someone, that meant something to me. I’m fucking sorry that I even bothered trying to be there for you.”

“So you were only here for the sex?”

Jasmine snatched her purse from my desk and headed for the door calling out, “Why else would I be your friend?”

A warm tear spilled down my cheek. “If the sex meant so much to you, why the fuck couldn’t you just ask me out instead of trying to pawn me off on some stranger?”

She turned the doorknob and looked back at me as the door swung open, “I was hoping to get involved in a few threeways, I didn’t realize that you’d lose your fucking mind and want to get serious with some bitch we don’t even know. But to answer your question, seriously, who dates a whore?” Jasmine slammed the door behind her and silence took my room.

I didn’t try to stop the tears as they flowed. She hurt me and she knew exactly what she was saying when she said it. Jasmine wasn’t a stupid woman and she knew that I loved her. But she didn’t share that love. Realizing that all she wanted was sex shouldn’t have hurt nearly as bad as it did. Sex was all that most people wanted from me. Fuck, it was all I wanted from most people. But Jasmine fooled me into believing that I could be worthy of having a friend. Was Heather any different?

I couldn’t say. If I’d learned anything about Heather, she didn’t seem like she cared enough about anyone to lie to them. Part of me wanted to just stay home and not think about the woman I’d been calling Mistress, but that was the same part of me that was hurt by Jasmine. Heather might not be any different from Jasmine, but at least she wasn’t lying to me and telling me that I was important to her. If I didn’t get ready and go over there, I’d never find out. Jasmine acted like a bitch, that much I wouldn’t deny, but so had so many other people in my life. Even if Heather was going to end up hurting me, I couldn’t run away from the chance she’d given me.

There was still a chance that Jasmine didn’t mean what she said and I clung to that hope. Even if we couldn’t have sex anymore, I hoped that she would still want to be a part of my life. People could say some cruel things when they were upset and Jasmine definitely wasn’t the kind of woman that liked being told no. What Jasmine did wasn’t right, but unlike her, I wouldn’t write off my friend for wanting something different. I’d have to leave for Heather’s house soon if I was going to go at all. Maybe staying home would be better…


Chapter Six

I should have known that Heather would have a sprawling mansion, but as the barrel-chested guard led me to Heather, it was hard not to be amazed. She was rich, I knew that much, but this place seemed like it was worth more than a couple million dollars. I didn’t know much about real estate, but even I could ballpark an estimate on a place like this. If I had to guess, it was exactly too damn much for me to afford.

With all of the stuff she owned, I had to wonder if it made her feel any better about herself. People always said that money didn’t fix all your problems, but they also weren’t as rich as Heather.

We’d been walking for at least six minutes if my phone’s clock was to believed before we finally arrived at a set of ornate double doors. “Ms. Perkins is waiting for you inside. If you feel like you need an escort to find your way out, ask her to buzz me,” he said in his low, rumbling voice.

“Before you go, I just wanted to ask. Does she invite guests over often?”

He shook his head and started walking away, “Not for pleasure, no. Have a nice night, Leah.”

Before I could ask him how he knew my name, his long legs had already carried him too far away. It made sense that Heather would have told him about me, but I could have pestered him about what she said about me. Maybe that was why he was practically running away.

I opened a door and stepped inside. It wasn’t her sex dungeon, but it didn’t make me any less anxious. I’d never learned to swim, so seeing the massive indoor pool didn’t help calm me down at all. Glancing around, I didn’t see Heather, but there was another door on the opposite wall that was partially open.

“Mistress?” I called out loudly as I closed the door behind me. The word echoed in the large room a few times. How could someone live in a home like this? Even with all of the things I’d seen, it was… empty.

“In here!” Heather’s voice came from the room across the way.

I gave the pool’s edge a respectful berth as I crossed the room. Pushing open the door slightly, Heather sat in a large, bubbling hot tub. She smiled warmly and raised a hand out of the water to curl a finger at me, “Come here.”

“In this?” I asked, gesturing to my t-shirt and pants.

“In the lingerie I hope you’re wearing for me,” Heather said with a smirk.

I nodded and stripped down to my underwear. It wasn’t anything extravagant, but the brown matching set brought a smile to Heather’s lips. Before I got in, I checked to make sure that the water wasn’t deep for some horrifyingly cruel reason. It wasn’t. With my paranoia satiated, I got into the hot tub and sat across from her.

She sat up straight and tilted her head to the side, “Is something wrong?”

“Would it really matter if I tried to explain it?” I asked.

“If you wanted me to understand and try to help, then yes it would matter. If you don’t want me to know what’s going on in your life, then I can’t see any reason that you would have come tonight,” Heather said.

I wished she would have just screamed at me. Jasmine was still fresh on my mind, it was only about two hours ago that she walked out on me. Heather had a point, though. I wouldn’t have come if I didn’t think that she would be able to do something to help. If that was just getting Jasmine out of my thoughts for a few minutes, that would have to be good enough. But this wasn’t a problem I wanted to run from.

“I got in a fight with the one person I thought was my friend,” I said somberly. “I’m trying to keep my shit together, but unless she was just pissed off, she said some really hurtful things that made me question how real our friendship was in the first place.”

Heather stood, the bikini she had on barely contained her soft cock and if I was in a better mood, I might have even teased her about that. She walked over to me and sat next to me and put her arm around my shoulders. “Leah, if she was angry, that wouldn’t make those things she said any less painful. You don’t have to give everyone the benefit of the doubt. Whatever she said—”

“She only wanted to have sex with me, refused to date me, and on her way out she asked me who would date a whore,” I muttered. “She has a point.”

Her fingers stroked my shoulder comfortingly as she spoke softly, “You’re not a whore, Leah. If anything, doesn’t it strike you as strange that she called you a whore? If you two were having sex and she wouldn’t date you, then isn’t that her problem?”

“You don’t even know me, Heather. Jasmine was right. I’m a fucking whore, I’d fuck almost anyone if it made my shame go away for just a few god damn minutes!”

“What’s the root of that shame, Leah?” she asked, her tone stayed as calm as it had since she started talking.

I would have imagined she would have commented on me not calling her Mistress, but she didn’t seem to be worried about the nuances right now. That was comforting.

“It’s hard to say. I was abused when I was younger and that didn’t do any favors for me. As I got older, my body seemed to be the only thing anyone ever wanted from me. About the only time anyone wants anything to do with me is when I’m having sex with them, so I guess that when I’m doing that, at least I’m living the life I was meant to,” I said quietly.

She nodded her head and pulled her arm away from me. Heather scooted about a foot away from me before she continued talking, “I’ll try to be a little less hands-on then. I’m not trying to get you to see everything my way, but I don’t think that it’s fair to you or anyone else for you to assume that sex is the only thing that you can offer them.”

“Let’s be real, you wanted to meet me because you wanted to fuck me,” I said.

“Is that what we did yesterday?” she asked.

“You fingered me.”

“You said you were more worried about your pleasure, so I focused on that. Your pleasure. Not mine. Did I take advantage of you by doing that?”

I shook my head, “No, but—”

“And did I ask you if you wanted to have sex tonight before you came over?”

“No, but you—”

“Have I done a damn thing that would give you reason to believe that I’m only interested in you for sex?” she asked.

I glared at her. When it seemed like she might finally let me speak, I muttered, “You want a submissive.”

“And I’ve been enjoying the job that you’ve been doing so far. It’s been a great time for me. If you feel like this is too much, then please put your clothes on and leave,” she said.

“It’s not too much yet, we haven’t even done anything. How the hell can I be doing a good job if I’m not doing anything?” I asked.

Heather smiled and gestured to my clothes, “You take orders quite well. You’ve been telling me how you feel. The fact that you showed up at all says something about you, especially given what you dealt with today.”

“What does that have to do with being a submissive for you?”

“You do understand that sex is only a part of being in this type of relationship, don’t you?” she asked.

I looked over at her, my jaw slightly slack as I tried to understand what she was even interested in. After a few moments of senseless stammering, I finally managed to say something rational, “But I don’t want to be in a sexless relationship.”

Heather tilted her head back and let out a soft groan. She looked back at me, “Leah, I’ve got a cock that I enjoy using almost as much as I’m sure you’d love having it. Sex is something I plan on exploring with you quite a bit, but I invited you over here tonight to get to know you a little better. Sure, I wanted you in something sexy in case the mood struck us, but given what you’re dealing with, I’m not sure sex is a good choice for you at the moment.”

“Having sex isn’t the problem. The problem is that my pussy shouldn’t be the only thing that you want me for,” I said softly.

She smiled warmly at me and shook her head, “If it was, you would be on your back with a gag in your mouth, Leah.”

Even with the warmth of the water surrounding us, the flash of heat in my core was unmistakable. “That isn’t the worst thing I’ve done for someone,” I said with a playful smirk. There was no denying that Jasmine’s words still hurt, but I also couldn’t ignore that sex made my problems go away for a little while.

“Isn’t that the problem? Isn’t this exactly what makes you feel that shame you were just talking about?” Heather reached over and cupped my chin, “Leah, I don’t want to be a stranger that was inside you for one night and never again. I want to be the woman that you can come to when you’re hurting. I want to be the woman that makes you feel safe. I want you to feel like you can just be yourself when you’re with me. That’s all I want from you. Well, the sexual side of things would be pleasant, but that isn’t something to rush.”

Before I could tell her that she didn’t want to be with a whore, Heather leaned over and pressed her lips to mine. The hand on my chin slipped around to the back of my head and she let her fingers delve into my hair as she held me gently against her. Of all the things I would have begged her to do to me, she did the one thing that I wouldn’t have thought anyone would do to me.

I kissed her back. Unsure as to what to do, I opened my mouth and tried to playfully lick her lips to deepen the kiss… except I opened my mouth too wide. I felt my lip bump against her nose and I immediately pulled away from her and cried out, “Sorry!”

Heather retracted her hand and shook her head, “No, I should have let you know that I wanted to kiss you. I understand if that was a little too much.”

“It was perfect,” I whispered.

She raised an eyebrow, “Then why did you do that?”

I could feel the burning in my cheeks as the embarrassment claimed me. “I never learned, Mistress.”

“Learned to?”

“To kiss.”

There was a quiet pause before Heather asked, “You’re not joking?”

“Can we go back to the really uncomfortable conversation we were having? I think I preferred it over this,” I said.

She chuckled and shook her head, “I made my point. I want to be in a relationship with you, Leah. I’m not asking for your hand in marriage or for you to spread your legs whenever I see you. I want a submissive partner, yes, but that doesn’t mean that I want you to be a living sex doll.”

“And what’s the catch? What do I have that you couldn’t get from someone else? What makes me special? Just give me one reason to believe that you wouldn’t just trade up the second you found someone else that was a bit better than me.”

I knew that I was being blunt, that she might even think I was being a bitch, but I wasn’t wrong for asking. She seemed to have limitless options at her fingertips, so why would she want to be with me?

“Do you even want to know how many women I’ve invited to join me on my boat? It’s not a small number, Leah. You’re the first person that tried to figure out what I wanted. Maybe it didn’t go according to my excessively planned fantasy, but you made it work. I want to make this work for both of us,” she said.

Heather smiled warmly and leaned back against the hot tub. She spread her arms out wide to let her hands rest on the sides of the tub and called out softly, “If that was an acceptable answer, I wouldn’t mind giving you a lesson in how to kiss.”

Her answer was… okay. But that was what made me believe her. She didn’t try to tell me that I was super special, just that I was persistent. I probably wouldn’t tell her that I only chased after her because I couldn’t stand being a failure at everything I did. There was also the issue of her being so much different than the people I typically spent my nights with. She didn’t push me to do things that felt disgusting. I probably would have done nearly anything, even crawl behind her out of an expensive restaurant with a fucking collar around my neck and her cum on my face. I’d have done it… but she didn’t push me closer to doing something like that with her.

I raked my teeth over my bottom lip as I let my eyes drift down to her hips. Her bikini wasn’t meant to house a package that big. If she wanted to give me a lesson, I’d happily take it, but I wanted it my way. Without saying a word, I shuffled closer to her and put my hand on her thigh, “Mistress, I don’t want this to come across the wrong way, but I would like permission to masturbate while we kiss.”

“If that’s what you want, I don’t mind at all, Leah. I will admit that I wouldn’t mind letting you take a seat in my lap, maybe somehow your panties get lost, maybe something goes somewhere that makes us both feel pretty damn good,” Heather teased.

“Just to make sure that we’re on the same page, you’re talking about me riding you while we kiss?” I asked to clarify.

She nodded.

Even after all of the bullshit that happened today, I couldn’t turn that offer down. Going one full day without getting off wasn’t something I could handle. There probably should have been some amount of shame involved as I pushed my panties down my thighs under the water, but all I could think about was how good it would feel to have Heather inside me.


Chapter Seven

Heather’s hands fell to my hips as she looked into my eyes, “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. Or we could go somewhere else if that would make it better for you.”

I didn’t hesitate to reach between us and grab her cock. As I lined it up with my entrance, I whispered, “Anywhere is fine. I just need you right now, Mistress.”

She smirked and gently pulled me down onto her. I wanted to be irritated about that, I wanted to feel like all she wanted was my pussy. But I couldn’t. Nothing my Mistress had done pointed to that being the case. Sure, she wanted to fuck me, but I wanted to fuck her just as desperately.

Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment longer before she leaned forward and kissed my neck. I let out a soft moan as I sank further onto her cock, forcing every thick inch of her shaft to fill me. As arrogant as I was about being able to handle any cock, even I wasn’t ready for her size. It looked big, but I assumed that the water made it look larger than it really was.

I let out a pained groan and Heather’s hands immediately slid under me and she held my ass firmly. Her strong, toned arms lifted me slightly off her lap. “Stay right there. Don’t move until I tell you to, do you understand?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered.

She ran her hands down my legs and let out a low sigh, “I shouldn’t have let you be on top, Leah.”

“It’s okay, I don’t mind being on top,” I said.

Heather kissed my cheek and put a hand on the back of my head. “I can’t imagine you would mind being in any position I wanted you in. I wouldn’t even mind letting you ride me again after tonight, but that will be after I’ve had time to break you in.” My cheeks warmed and I turned to look away from her, but her grip tightened and she kept my head from moving. She smiled at me and shook her head, “You don’t get to look away, Leah. As cute as you look when you’re embarrassed, I can’t let you think that it’s okay to be embarrassed about what we’re doing.”

“Your cock is just chilling in my pussy right now, how the fuck am I supposed to feel, Mistress?” I groaned.

She lifted her hips and pushed herself fully into me, “Impatient.”

I bit my lip to keep a moan from slipping out of me. Staring back at her, I leaned in and gave her a peck on the lips, “It’s working then.”

“Good. Ask if you can continue, Leah,” she purred.

“Fuck me, you’re serious about making me ask permission for everything, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head, “And that mouth of yours is going to get you punished.”

I rolled my hips against her and let out a soft moan to tease her, “Mistress, your cock feels so fucking good. It’s the biggest I think I’ve ever had and I really, really wish you’d let me ride it. Pretty please, Mistress?”

Heather leaned back against the hot tub again and nodded her head. “Go ahead, but you’re going to kiss me the entire time. I’ll lead, you follow. If you stop riding me, I’ll stop kissing you. If I stop kissing you, you’re going to stop fucking me until I let you try to be a good girl for me again.”

I let out a pathetic whine and leaned in without hesitation. My lips pressed against hers and I lifted my hips slowly, carefully away from her. I didn’t want to move too fast and break the kiss prematurely, but I needed her cock. If there was one thing I felt confident about, it was my ability to have sex. Most people probably wouldn’t brag about that, but this was the one time that particular skill would make or break my night.

Had it been anyone else beneath me, they probably would have kept their mouth shut and let me fuck them however I wanted. But Heather wasn’t everyone else… she was different. Not in a bad way, but in a way that made her hard to understand. Her motivations seemed all over the place, but I couldn’t deny their effectiveness either. As much as I hated to admit it, she had me wrapped around her thumb. And her cock, but that was much easier to admit.

Heather started slowly enough. She kissed me passionately, her hands trailed from my upper back and then down my sides before they finally stopped at my knees. Then she let them dance all the way back up until they were near my shoulders again. Even in a hot tub, I cherished the warmth that came with being this close to her. I needed it, I wanted it, and I’d fucking have it.

It wasn’t easy to keep my hips moving, my knees were resting on the hard bench built into the hot tub. My thighs already ached from trying to ride her with the resistance of the water. If her cock wasn’t damn near as large as my forearm, riding her might not have been such a struggle. But that was half the fun. Heather wasn’t just another stranger that I would forget about after we finished. She was a woman that I wanted to impress. She was the first person that made me feel like I shouldn’t be ashamed of what I enjoyed doing. She was the first person I’d ever called Mistress…

Her tongue pressed against my lips and I happily opened my mouth just wide enough to let her in. Trying to keep track of her tongue was hard, but it wasn’t impossible. As our tongues danced, I tried to bounce faster to intensify that as well, but the exertion made it hard to breathe. I didn’t want this moment to end and I made one of the hardest decisions of my life. If I didn’t control the lust burning within me, I’d have to break our kiss to catch my breath. If I broke that kiss… I knew what would happen.

I slowed my hips until I was barely moving. It didn’t take long for me to develop a comfortable rhythm for her twisted game. On an inhale, I would rise off her amazing cock. When I let that breath out, I sank fully back onto her.

Our soft moans were muffled by the kiss and after what felt like a lifetime, Heather pulled away from me and groaned, “Get off.”

“W-What did I do wrong, Mistress?” I asked.

“Not a damn thing,” she said and dug her fingernails into my ass. “Get off me, we’ve got to get out of this damn hot tub.”

I lifted off her and let out a pathetic whimper when her cock slipped out of me. Heather wasted no time as she got out of the hot tub, but when she turned to face me, my jaw dropped. Seeing her cock in its full glory was probably the most awe-inspiring moment of my life. It had to be bigger than my forearm. The dull ache in my pussy seemed to agree with that assessment, but I couldn’t bring myself to think of anything but how to get it back inside me.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the ground in front of her, “Come here, now.” The tone was different, much more… primal?

I wasn’t going to argue with her and I scrambled to get out of the hot tub. Once I was standing in front of her, she reached behind my back and unclasped my bra. Without so much as a word, she put her hands on my shoulders and slid the straps off my shoulders. My bra fell to the ground and Heather guided me onto my knees. Her thick cock throbbed with each beat of her heart and I could feel the burning desire in my core grow hotter.

Heather’s hand slid through the wet, tangled mess of hair on my head and she pulled me closer to her cock. I knew exactly what she wanted and while I was just now learning to kiss, I didn’t have any lessons required on cock sucking.

I opened my mouth and dove onto her cock with a hunger that I hadn’t felt before in my life. I didn’t care if she came down my throat. I didn’t want her to tell me how amazing I was. I just wanted her to enjoy herself and I’d do anything to make that happen.

My tongue swirled around the head of her cock once before I took her fully into my throat. Massive or not, I’d trained my gag reflex long ago. I looked up at her and those emerald eyes locked with mine. She let out a long, low moan before she started thrusting her hips slowly. With each stroke, she pulled out of my mouth until only the crown remained and she even waited for me to flick it with my tongue before she would shove herself fully into my mouth again. I didn’t mind being face fucked, but most of the times I’d had this happen before, there was a cock in my pussy as well. But this wasn’t about me. It was about my Mistress.

Tears welled up in my eyes as the burning in my lungs intensified, but I didn’t try to make Heather stop. I wanted her pleasure, I needed to hear her sigh when she came. I just… I needed her.

She pulled my hair painfully as she thrust into my mouth one last time. A quiet groan fell from her lips before she muttered, “Good girl.”

Those two words should have meant nothing to a whore like myself. But as my Mistress’s cock twitched deep within my throat, the heat in my core continued to grow. Having my hair pulled while her balls unloaded their delicious seed down my throat would have been enough to get me wet to begin with, but this wasn’t any stranger. This was my Mistress. And I was her good girl…

My knees squeezed together and I struggled to keep my balance as my core tightened. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t think straight, and I couldn’t even tell her that I loved her in that moment. The unorthodox, euphoric state she guided me into was unlike anything I’d ever experienced and my pussy seemed to agree. My thighs quivered and I couldn’t even moan around the cock in my mouth as my orgasm burst onto my calves beneath me.

The familiar warm juices shouldn’t have surprised me… but I’d never cum without being touched before.

Heather let her cock rest in my throat for a few more seconds before she slowly pulled out of me. Her hand relaxed and she let out a soft groan, “I got a little carried away. I hope I didn’t scare you too much.”

I desperately sucked in air to try and catch my breath. Between the kiss and then the cock in my throat, I almost forgot how amazing it felt to just breathe. But I couldn’t let her think she upset me, and yet the words that came to mind were just as pathetic as the warm juices on my legs, “I-I came.”

She smiled down at me and ran her hand through my hair again, “I’m glad you did. Tonight was unexpectedly fun, but I’m going to have to ask that you dry off and join me for dinner in the dining room.”

I couldn’t turn her down. Any person that managed to make me feel half as amazing as she did deserved all the attention I could give them.

I bent down to pick up my pants, but Heather clicked her tongue, “I told you that we would dry off. What did I say that gave you the impression that you would be getting dressed?”

“B-But there are other people here, aren’t there?” I asked.

All she did was smirk…


Chapter Eight

My face burned from embarrassment as a middle-aged woman spoke to my Mistress. My naked Mistress… “Ms. Perkins, dinner will be finished in a couple of minutes. I’ll be right back with the drinks for you and your guest.”

“I appreciate that you stayed late tonight, Abby. If you would like, come in an hour late tomorrow,” Heather said as she glanced across the table at me. “I get the feeling that I’ll be staying up later than normal anyway.”

The square wooden table was possibly the most reasonably priced piece of furniture I’d seen so far. It was simple and small, almost like something I would buy for myself. The problem with that, Heather’s feet were able to rest in my lap and she happily kept them there as she tormented me.

“That would be delightful, Ms. Perkins. I’ll be back in a moment,” she said and disappeared in a hurry.

Heather smiled at me and spoke quietly, “It’s strange to be naked around other people, isn’t it?”

“You know, I typically don’t mind,” I muttered.

“So what makes this any different, Leah?”

I let my hands rub across her feet and mumbled, “I guess it’s different because I’m kind of with you, I think?”

She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms under her breasts, “So why does being with me make it different?”

“Because I’m not expecting to get laid right now? I mean, we just did a thing together and that was nice. When people finish in me, they’re usually finished with me, so yeah, this is fucking weird to me, Mistress.” Trying to have a conversation with her while her perky chest was being put on full display wasn’t easy. While I tended to prefer being with men, I couldn’t deny that women’s bodies were far more appealing to me.

“And how many of those people did you call Mistress?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “None of them.”

“Don’t shrug if you know an answer, Leah. It makes you look uncertain,” Heather said. She tapped my stomach with her toes and flashed a smile at me, “I’ll be blunt about this. I’m trying to teach you more than a few things tonight. I don’t care for the guessing game, so I’ll fill you in.”

“And hopefully fill me up again,” I said quickly before she could continue.

She let out a quiet giggle and nodded, “Maybe before the night is finished. Leah, I want you to see that I’m not just in it for the sex. I also want you to realize that your body isn’t meant to be seen by everyone. When you choose to get naked for me, I want it to feel special. Tonight, you barely hesitated to strip for me. What you did was practiced. It wasn’t meant to turn me on, I doubt you even thought about it. Am I wrong?”

“I didn’t give it much thought, no.”

“I want that to change. I want you to genuinely strip for me. Slow and sexy. Baby girl, I want you to think about how badly you want me to want you. You’re a sexy woman with a strong mind. You know what you want and I’m going to teach you how to get it from me. Granted, you understand that I want to be in control. This is harder to explain than I hoped it would be,” she said.

Abby came back into the room and dropped off a glass of water with a slice of lemon for each of us. Before she could leave, I responded to Heather, “I get it, Mistress. You want me to be your lover as well as your sexual fantasy.”

Heather’s cheeks flushed a light shade of pink as she muttered, “That’s much more general than I was trying to be, but I suppose that would be a good enough way to interpret it.”

I smiled and spread my legs causing Heather’s feet to fall between my thighs. “It’s a shame that we’ve got to eat dinner before I can ask you what you’re eating for dessert.”

“Abby, please bring dinner in on the cart as soon as it is ready. Leah, do not move a muscle, I’ll be right back,” Heather said.

“Of course, Ms. Perkins,” Abby said and went back to the kitchen.

Heather stood and shot me a look that sent warm tingles down my spine. I probably overstepped my bounds a little by saying what I did in front of Abby, but I wasn’t going to apologize for that. If she could make me sit around in her home naked for anyone to see, then I could tell her that I wanted to be hers.

My Mistress left the room taking the door we’d come in through. Abby returned first with a cart of delicious smelling food and smiled at me, “Leah, right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ms. Perkins talked about you last night over dinner,” she said softly. “I think she’s got a soft spot for you.”

“It isn’t right for me to ask, but you don’t strike me as the lying type. Does she bring many people over?” I asked.

Abby shook her head, “The only people I’ve seen here that weren’t in suits were her siblings. She doesn’t get many visitors that aren’t related to her work.”

“D-Do you think that she’s looking for something more serious?”

“Oh, I know she is. We usually have dinner together, she doesn’t like eating alone. Please don’t tell her I said anything, but she’s worried about never settling down if she doesn’t find someone soon. She’s almost thirty-eight, nearly my age. I obviously don’t think it’s too late in life to find someone, but she argues all the time that she and I are different. Believe it or not, having the kind of money that she does tends to make things much harder on her for finding someone… well, finding someone that isn’t a gold digger.”

I bit my lip. Of all things I could have focused on, I could only really think that I was stupid for not asking Heather how old she was. Fourteen years older than me… still a sexy, vigorous woman.

“Thank you for telling me that, Abby,” I said quietly.

“You’re not, are you?” she asked. “I won’t say anything. I just need to know if I should be preparing a heartbreak speech for Ms. Perkins.”

“Not what?”

“You’re not just in it for the money, are you?”

My jaw dropped and if Heather hadn’t told me to stay still, I probably would have got up and yelled at her. That would have been something the party animal in me would have done. I needed to be a good girl for my Mistress.

“I’ll be completely honest with you. It would be nice to not have to worry about being able to pay rent. It’d be nice to not have to wonder if I’ll have to suck a cock to put dinner on my table at some point. It’d be nice if she bought me gifts like I intend to do for her with the money I do make. But you know what would be nicer?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“What would really make it worth it to be Heather’s lover would be to have someone that I could trust in my life. She’s got no reason to lie to me at the moment. She’s fucked me. She’s got me sitting a chair buck ass naked talking to you. If she wanted to hurt me or just use me, she could do that whenever. I don’t think that my Mistress is that kind of woman. I don’t think that I want to be the kind of woman I was. Abby, I know you didn’t mean anything by it, but I’m not a whore and I don’t want you to think of me like that,” I said.

For the first time since I got out of school, I defended my sexual choices. It felt good to finally break those shackles, but the warmth budding in my chest was quickly turned cold.

“I’m glad to hear that, baby girl. Now, get on the table,” Heather’s voice called out from across the room.

Looking over, my blood ran cold. In her hands were a pair of handcuffs and the biggest dildo I’d ever seen in my life. Even when her cock was hard, it wasn’t even half the size of that monster. But… she was my Mistress. Terrified of being ripped in half or not, I wouldn’t deny her, especially not in front of Abby. I just told her that I had faith in Heather, so what else could I do?

I took a deep breath and sat on the table. Heather came over and put the dildo down in between my thighs. The head pressed against my stomach, but the shaft continued all the way down my legs and hung limply over my knees. There was literally no way that I could handle something like that. A quiet whimper escaped my lips, but it was Abby that whispered, “Ms. Perkins, I don’t mean to question you—”

“Then don’t,” Heather said.

Abby silenced herself and took a hesitant step towards us. Heather shot her a glare that stopped her in her tracks, but I could see that Abby’s furrowed brow relaxed. That didn’t help soothe my worries.

Heather walked around the table and pulled my hands behind my back and cuffed me. The cuffs weren’t tight enough to hurt, but I knew that I couldn’t get out of them. My Mistress put the keys down right beside my thigh and spoke softly, “Beg for me to fuck you with it.”

I hesitated for just a second before I whispered, “P-Please fuck me with that toy, M-Mistress.”

Heather took the dildo in her hands and pressed the head against my shoulder and pushed me back onto the table. Tears welled up in my eyes as she pressed that crown against my entrance. I closed my eyes and tensed up before letting out a pitiful whimper, but there was no pain. Only a surge of ecstasy and the lingering warmth on my clit.

I opened my eyes and let out a low moan as Heather looked up at me from between my thighs. She let out an amused hum and the vibrations tingled through my sensitive nub. My back arched and my cheeks burned from the embarrassment. I was being eaten out by my Mistress in front of a complete stranger. I glanced over at Abby, but she wasn’t any less surprised than I was. Her jaw was on the floor, her eyes wide as the plates that she brought in on the cart.

My instinct was to grab Heather’s head and pull her tighter against my pussy, but all I managed was to make my wrist sore as I fought against the cuffs.

Heather pulled away from me just enough to call out, “All you’re going to do is hurt yourself. Stay still. Let me show you just how much I appreciate my baby girl’s dedication.”

Her word choice was strange. Almost as if she’d heard much more of the conversation that I had with Abby than she should have. I truly wanted to feel upset about that. But I couldn’t. If what Abby said was true, Heather was just making sure that she could open her heart to me. Besides, it was hard to feel anything other than bliss as My Mistress’s skilled tongue danced through my folds.

I let out a long, low moan as I ground my hips against Heather. She didn’t stop me from doing that. Even though she told me to not struggle, I couldn’t help but keep the cuffs taut. The pleasure coursing through me with every stroke of her tongue was too intense. I loved being eaten out, but it was rare to meet a guy that would go down on me after all the cock I’d taken in my life. Heather wasn’t that shallow, though, and I hoped that she understood the flood of moans pouring out of me as a small measure of the appreciation I wanted to show her.

“P-Please, my clit,” I cried out.

Heather’s eyes didn’t break away from mine, I knew she heard me, but her tongue slid into my entrance and she put her hands on my hips and pinned them to the table.

Without being able to grind against her, I couldn’t do a damn thing to add to my own pleasure. But that seemed like the point she was trying to make. I couldn’t be sure, but it made enough sense for me to believe that this was a lesson she was trying to teach me. Even my pleasure was under her control.

“M-Mistress,” I whined.

She pulled away from me and stood up. Looking down at me, she let her hand rest on my drenched pussy and spoke softly, “Quiet.”

“B-But—”

Heather pulled her hand away from my pussy and got onto the table. She straddled my chest and her thick cock’s head rested on my lips. “If you don’t keep that beautiful mouth shut, I’m going to fuck your throat again and make sure that you don’t finish this time. Do I need to make good on that threat or can I show Abby how loud I can make you moan?”

I bit my lip and said nothing. That seemed to be the right move. Heather got back off the table and pulled my hips closer to the edge of the table. She looked over at Abby and smirked, “Come hold her ankles for me, Abby.”

“Ms. Perkins, I don’t think that I should get involved in your love life,” she said quietly.

“I’d rather you not, actually. I’m asking you to hold her ankles. That’s all. If you say no again, I won’t press you further, but I can see your nipples through your shirt. If you’d like a better view, now is the time,” Heather said.

Abby didn’t say no twice. She hurried behind me and my Mistress lifted my legs and forced me to roll back slightly. The pressure on my hands intensified, but a little wiggling helped distribute my weight a little better.

Warm hands clasped my ankles and Abby smiled nervously down at me, “Sorry. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious.”

Heather snapped her fingers and shot a dangerous glare at Abby, “You’re not to tell a soul about what happens tonight. I will nullify your contract in a heartbeat. You know that I’m not bluffing.”

Abby nodded, “Ms. Perkins, I made you dinner and cleaned up the mess. That’s all that happened.”

I couldn’t stand the wait any longer, “M-Mistress, can I please have your cock? I’ll be quiet, I promise… I just need it so fucking bad.”

Heather looked back down at me and smiled warmly, “Of course you can, you’re being a good girl.” She guided her thick head to my entrance and slowly pushed inside me. As she claimed my pussy for a second time tonight, she purred, “Besides, I need to mark you as mine.”

I didn’t know what that meant, but I didn’t care. Heather pushed deeper into me and the angle of my hips forced her cock to grind against my g-spot. Every inch of her cock that pushed further into me tore away at my rational mind. The second she bottomed out in me, she pulled out and started again.

Before the first full ten seconds of my Mistress’s thrusting, there were no thoughts left in me. All I could focus on was how amazing she felt inside me. Desperate cries of bliss erupted from me as she continued slamming herself into me. The loud slap of our hips colliding echoed out into the large dining room, but it was the symphony of our moans that really set the mood.

“L-Love you,” I stammered, my broken mind barely capable of thought at all.

Heather leaned further over me and her thrusts came harder and harder, “One day was all it took?”

I couldn’t understand what she meant at all. After all the positive things she said to me, I couldn’t imagine that she was trying to call me easy. “M-Mistress?”

Heather slammed into me hard enough to scoot the table back, but she didn’t pull out again. She leaned down and crushed her lips against mine. Her hips started rolling slowly as she deepened the kiss, but that kiss only lasted a few seconds. When she broke it, she growled, “Right now, I don’t want passion, baby girl. I want to make you mine.”

“A-Already yours,” I panted.

She smiled and shook her head, “Not yet.”

Before I could explain that she could have me any way that she wanted, do anything that she wanted to me, or publicly shame me any which way that would make her happy, my Mistress went back to viciously slamming her massive cock into me. Her hips crashed against mine, sending more wet slapping sounds into the room. Even though Abby was holding my ankles for my Mistress, I couldn’t bring myself to even care about anything but my Mistress’s love.

One full day. That was all it took for her to win my heart. But she could have anyone. She could have told me to fuck off a hundred times. She didn’t. Heather just kept making me feel like I was worth her time. The fucked up thing was, I believed that I was worth that time now.

If this wasn’t what love felt like, I never wanted to fall in love. The warmth in my heart was only matched by the burning desire in my core, the deep ever-present ache of my lust. But unlike anyone else I’d ever been with, my Mistress’s desires felt more important than my own. Not because she was better than me, but because I trusted her to truly care about my desires as well. If she didn’t, she would have fucked me on her boat. She chose to finger me. She chose to make sure that I got off. Yesterday, she had every right in the world to ignore me and let me walk off that ship hating her. But she didn’t.

A pathetic cry ripped out of me as Heather continued pounding me like a sex toy. She was everything I wanted, but she was also everything I didn’t know I needed.

My inner walls clenched around my Mistress’s cock and another whorish moan echoed out into the large room as I felt the tension in my core snap. The cuffs on my wrist bit into my flesh enough to make me whimper, but it was too late. That little bit of pain couldn’t stop the tidal wave of euphoria that crashed through my body. A rush of juices burst from my pussy, lightly squirting onto Heather’s tight stomach and her thick cock.

That added slickness helped my Mistress fuck me even faster. Each stroke only prolonged my pleasure, but my pussy was already feeling a little sensitive and I didn’t know how much more I could take. As much as I loved feeling her fuck me like a savage, her cock was massive and my pussy could only handle so much before it became too tender.

A low growl rumbled out of Heather before she let out a deep groan and slammed herself into me. Before I knew what she was doing, I felt her cock twitch within me. Then came the realization that she was ‘marking’ me. Each pulse of her cock sent another burst of cum deep inside me. A tiny part of me felt betrayed, but that was the part of me that was afraid of letting myself be devoted to once person. That was the part of me that Heather made me feel like I could and should ignore.

When she finally finished, she leaned down and gave me a gentle peck on the lips. “Abby, you can leave now,” Heather said while she looked into my eyes.

Abby said nothing, but her heavy breathing told me that she was more than a little worked up. I probably shouldn’t have been proud that our performance turned her on, but I was. When she was gone, Heather smiled weakly at me and mumbled, “You want to know a secret?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

She kissed the tip of my nose and whispered back, “I love you too.”

For the first time in my life, the warmth in my heart burned hotter than in my pussy. “I-If I get pregnant—”

“We’ll deal with that when the time comes. For now, let’s enjoy our dinner and then get some sleep,” she purred.

Heather uncuffed me and as soon as she did, I threw my arms around her and clung to her for dear life, “I don’t want to go back home, not tonight.”

“I’m sorry, did I say something that made it sound like I wasn’t going to take you to my bed? Baby girl, you’re mine now. I never left earlier, the toys were right outside the door. Baby girl, you might hate to hear it, but I set you up for failure there. It was another test,” Heather said softly.

I leaned back and rolled my eyes, “So I passed?”

Heather’s cheeks flushed and she muttered, “With flying colors. I wasn’t going to have sex with you tonight, not again. But… I don’t know what to say, you’re a good girl and I’m just getting started with you.”

There was no way to be sure that things would work out for the rest of our lives, but I trusted my Mistress. I trusted my girlfriend… I wouldn’t regret falling in love with her.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might like my transgender lesbian novellas:

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.

Dedicated to Her

Hayley had been my best friend for six years. For most of that time, I was helplessly in love with her but I couldn't tell her that. She was too dedicated to trying to better herself and I knew that my feelings would just get in the way of her dreams. But she was my dream. Wasn't I allowed to follow my heart too?

--

Kara had pulled me from the dredges of humanity when I needed it most. She'd been there for me when I needed her the most and I was there for her as best I could. I supported her through her transition and I had no intention of not being her friend. If we could just make it through college, I could finally start paying her back for all of the things she'd done for me.

Desperate for Her

Lust and love aren't mutually exclusive.

When I lost everything I had to my name after my ex abandoned me, I thought I'd have to limp my way back down to Georgia to scrape by and try to live with my parents. My last chance to be independent came in the form of answering an ad online that would probably have me in some pervert's basement. Little did I know that Dani would turn my life around and introduce me to so much more than I ever imagined.

Desperation led me to her, but could she really expect me to stay?

Unconditionally Hers

A billionaire finds a reason to splurge.

Working in the new coffee shop was nice enough, but there someone there caught my attention from day one. Three weeks later, I finally got the courage to talk to her. How could I have known that it would have been the best and worst conversation of my life?
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