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Chapter One

I rolled my engagement ring between my fingers as I talked to the owner of the pawn shop, “Seventy-five dollars?”

“That’s all I can do, Sarah. I understand that it might sting a little, but I’m still running a business,” he said.

My head dipped and I looked away from him as I put the ring down on the glass countertop. “There isn’t much I can do about that. It’s enough to buy some food for the week and a little gas, that’s about all I can ask right now I guess.”

“You sure you want to sell this?” he asked.

A thin smile crested my lips, “Yeah. I’m sure. If the guy cared about me, he wouldn’t have run out when he got me pregnant and if he loved me at all, he would have come back. Maybe he would have if I told him I miscarried, but I don’t want him back.”

I hated him. Ryan was a fucking prick and I was stupid to ever think that he cared. After burning through the little savings I had after we moved up here into an apartment together to get away from our families and live what we thought was a dream, he left me. Alone and pregnant at the time, I wasn’t ready to take care of myself.

But Ryan wasn’t even enough of a man to come back. I never told him I lost the child. Thinking about it made my stomach knot up. Two months was barely enough time to try to get my life back in order. The man I thought would be my husband was a douche and deserved to burn in whatever afterlife awaited him.

The man’s eyes dulled as he opened his register, “Sounds like a real piece of shit, Sarah. I’m sorry that you had to go through any of that.”

“Yeah, me too,” I mumbled.

He handed me the money and shook his head, “Well, ma’am, I hope that everything works out for you. I hate that I can’t do more for you.”

“If you gave everyone that came in here more money because they told you a sad story, you’d be out of business by now.”

“Sadly, that’s pretty true. Don’t get me wrong, I’d love to help more, but I can’t.”

Turning around, I pushed the money into my back pocket and left. Things were tight and it wasn’t getting any better. I never should have left the small town I grew up in. My parents didn’t approve of my ex and now, I couldn’t say that I blamed them. But being young, dumb, and lustful, I thought that I knew better than they did.

I was wrong. At twenty-two, I was living the kind of life one would expect of someone stranded in a big city with no contacts. I didn’t know where James went. Probably back home. My parents wouldn’t answer my calls when I had service on my phone and now, I didn’t have the money to pay for it anymore.

Application after application, I tried to find work. Outside of a few one-day one-offs, I wasn’t getting anything. Without a phone, I couldn’t even apply anymore. People tried to make it seem like it was easy to get a job and fix your situation, but it wasn’t. Short of selling myself on a corner, which I’d thought about, I didn’t know what to do.

With little money to my name, I went to the gas station a couple of blocks away and filled my tank with gas. If I couldn’t find something to do for cash in a few days, then I’d have to try to make it as far as I could back toward Asheville and hope that my parents would take me back. I didn’t want to do that. It was understandable that they were irritated with me, but irritation shouldn’t mean that they’d stop answering my calls. I hated relying on them. I hated relying on anyone if it wasn’t necessary.

I drove to a fast food chain with free wi-fi and ordered the cheapest meal they had. While it wasn’t as effective as buying sandwich meat and bread, I needed a few minutes to think about what I’d be doing.

As I ate, I browsed through a website that had job postings, both professional and personal. I knew better than to apply for anything serious, but I could message someone if I had to. So long as I could connect to the internet, I’d be able to contact them. Better than nothing…

Just as I was about to give up on finding work, I saw a post that made me more curious than anything.

‘I’m looking for an open-minded petite woman 21-24 to perform a few tasks around my house. What happens at my house would need to be discrete and the pay would start at $200 a day. If you are interested, please message me so that we could meet someone in public over dinner, my treat, and discuss the details further.’

It sounded like sex work. I wasn’t going to pretend it didn’t, but that was the kind of money that I couldn’t exactly turn my nose up. If nothing else, dinner sounded like a fucking dream and I could say no if I didn’t want to do it. What did I really have to lose? My pride or my dignity?

Ryan already took those from me. I was living out of my car and if not for the kind heart of a few people I’d met, I’d be without a way to shower.

I sent the poster a message and got a refill of soda. By the time I sat back down, I had a response to my message. It was just an address and a time. To a steakhouse. An expensive steakhouse.

If that couldn’t make me wet, I didn’t know what could. After two months of just scraping by, being evicted, and struggling to find a decent place to park my car so that I could get a decent night’s rest, a steak dinner was all I could ever want from a stranger.

I hurried over to the gym that I’d been using the showers of. The man behind the counter smiled at me and spoke softly, “Do you need a few towels?”

“I’d really appreciate it. I’ve got something of an interview tonight and I really need to freshen up,” I said.

He nodded and pulled out four hand towels out from under the counter, “I hope it works out for you, Sarah.”

“If it does, I swear I’ll pay you back for the generosity you’ve shown, David,” I said as I took the towels and tucked them under my arm with the change of clothes I had.

“You really don’t have to worry about it. I know it’s shooting myself in the foot or bad practice or whatever, but we’re all human. Helping you when you’re down has got to score me some brownie points with karma, right?”

“Something like that,” I called out as I hurried into the shower area. Charity. It was something that I hated that I needed right now. Truly, if I could get work with this stranger, I’d pay David back. He didn’t owe me a damn thing, and yet, he was giving me a place to take care of some of my basic needs.

He offered to let me sleep on his couch for a little while, but after what happened with my ex, I couldn’t bring myself to want to sleep under the same roof as a man that seemed interested in me. How could I put myself through that situation again? Maybe he wouldn’t hurt me like Ryan did, but I didn’t want to even take the chance.

After I showered and changed into my nicest pair of clothes, a tight-fitting pair of black jeans and a plain blue tee shirt, I said goodbye to David and got in my car. Two hours until the poster expected me to be at the steakhouse, but I didn’t know what else to do with them except wait.

I parked a block away from the steakhouse and even though I felt out of place in such an upscale part of the city, it was nice to know that I’d at least be able to experience something extravagant before I had to leave with my tail tucked between my legs. Maybe this would work out, but I doubted it. Two hundred for a day of tasks? That was good money. Damn good money. Something was up.

As the designated time drew closer, a wave of fear washed over me. I hadn’t told her what I’d be wearing and I didn’t even ask her what to expect when she came here. Pulling out my phone, I checked to see if there were any open sources of wi-fi, but there weren’t any. Just my luck.


Chapter Two

A smile lingered on my lips as I looked through the wardrobe. Leather, leather, and more leather. Pants, jackets, skin-tight outfits, and anything else I could get my hands on. None of it was for me.

My fetish for seeing a tight ass in even tighter clothes was difficult to deal with. And yet, I couldn’t expect someone that I could meet would wear something like this. The smooth texture of the pants I ran my hand over sent chills down my spine.

Another interested party reached out to me about my post on that site today. She would probably be another disappointment, but if she was willing to give me a chance, at least I’d have some memories to use for masturbation. If I told people who I was on that site, I’d have someone at my house in a heartbeat with their panties around their ankles, begging for me to take them.

But I couldn’t tell them. That defeated the purpose. Whoever chose to come to my house to dress up for me and perform rather simple tasks for my pleasure, they would get much more than a little money. Danielle Young wasn’t a name that people walked away from. They found a way to get on my good side and they did their best to stay there. Something about commanding over eight-hundred million dollars worth of assets and corporations was appealing to people.

Even with that impressive bankroll to work with, I was just thirty-four. Young enough to still enjoy the benefits years and years of sixteen hour days I’d put in. People called me lucky. They didn’t know how hard it was to accumulate this wealth. I started from nothing and I had no intention of going back.

And yet, I couldn’t find someone to bring back to my home that would scratch the itches that money struggled to buy. What I needed wasn’t a whore that would do anything for money. I didn’t want someone that didn’t want to be at my house, performing for me. The woman I wanted, she would have to crave my satisfaction. That wasn’t going to come easy, but it would come. I’d work for that as hard as I’d worked to get where I was in life.

It was time to start enjoying the benefits of my wealth.

I licked my lips as I adjusted my cock in my boyshorts. Being transgender brought a lot of complications into the mix, but that was part of why I needed the secrecy from my applicant. It wasn’t that people didn’t know I was transgender, but should they find out that I was hung, that might change how people viewed me.

I didn’t make it to where I was in life by not playing innocent a time or six. From experience, when someone found out you had enough in your pants to make their wife want you, business with that person got harder. If they knew that I did have their wife a time or six, it would have been worse.

My sexuality had always been a flaw of mine. What I wanted, I usually took, provided the person was willing. But just getting a pair of lips around my cock wasn’t the end goal. I wanted a woman that needed to attend to my every desire. I needed a submissive.

While I could have looked in more niche places on the internet, I didn’t want someone that was trained already. I wanted to work with the person and make them mine, my way. Someone that would serve nearly anyone wasn’t attractive to me. They wouldn’t deserve to wear the leather outfits I’d bought. Nor the lace. Nor the silk.

But instead of picking something that would tip my applicant off too much tonight, I closed the wardrobe that might one day be theirs and stepped to the other side of my closet. Ignoring the finer clothes, I grabbed a pair of blue jeans and a white tee-shirt. If the person I was going to be dining with needed the money enough to respond to an online post with almost no details, then they were likely struggling to make ends meet.

I knew what my post sounded like and it was done so intentionally. Desperation made people do crazy things, like offer a complete stranger two hundred dollars to wear leather while they dusted. I needed my itches scratched. I was desperate.

After pulling on the casual clothes, I did step into my tall leather boots. As I zipped them up, I let out a deep sigh. The bulge in my pants was a problem. So I tucked it between my thighs and between the tension of my panties and the tightness of my jeans, it mostly stayed out of sight.

The last thing I needed to do before I could leave was to send an email to my assistants, letting them know that I would be unreachable for the rest of the night and into the weekend.

With everything taken care of, I stepped into the three car garage of my four-bedroom home. It was my more modest house, two stories of spacious comfort. Impressive without showing off. Well, except for the garage. That was certainly showing off. I chose to take my Mercedes instead of my more sporty cars. For now, this stranger didn’t need to know that I could afford to do so much more than two hundred dollars a day.

If everything went well, I wouldn’t have to pay her directly after a few weeks. That wasn’t something I could expect to make her want quickly, but depending on her situation and how quickly I could get her into my dungeon to play, there might come a time when she wanted to come back over. Or spend the night. Or have me inside her.

For now, the focus wasn’t on sex. Not directly.

On my way to the restaurant, I called the chef’s personal phone and he answered, “Danielle, what can I do for you tonight?”

“How are you, Johnathan?” I asked.

He chuckled, “I’m good, but I know that this isn’t a call about catching up with me. I’m assuming you’re needing a reservation?”

“Absolutely the case,” I said. “I’d like it for fifteen minutes from now, preferably in the back with the more wealthy customers. I’m looking to make a certain kind of impression.”

“Shall I put the reservation under Mrs. Young?” he asked.

“Dani. She might recognize the name if we make it too obvious,” I explained.

“It’ll be ready for you when you get there. Prime sirloin?” he asked.

A wide smile crested my lips, “Would I have anything else in my steakhouse?”

“You never do, Danielle. I’ll prepare your plate specially, then.”

“Both dishes need to be some of your best, John. Try not to disappoint, I’d hate replacing you,” I said teasingly. The threat wasn’t idle and I hung up the phone before he could answer. I didn’t get to where I was in life by compromising.

I’d already devoted to doing enough compromising and bullshitting by posting the ad for my desires as it was. While I wasn’t going to lie to her, the truth was going to be a slow drip.

As I pulled into the parking lot, I saw a lone figure standing around staring at her phone. Her thin frame immediately made my cock wish it could be free. While some people wanted their women to be plump with plenty of meat on their bones, I wanted the opposite. As long as she was still healthy, the thinner, the better.

Something about a small, tight ass drove me insane and this lithe woman had exactly that. Her tight black jeans clung to her frame, almost like the leather I’d have her in before the night was over. So long as she wanted to spend the time with me.

My initial read on her might not be accurate, but I got the feeling that she needed this money. She needed this dinner. Fuck, she needed a better phone. All things I could provide her if she could satisfy my wants and desires.

As I parked my car, her dark green eyes looked directly at me, even though she probably couldn’t see me specifically. Tinted, bulletproof windows were a must when you were as wealthy as I was. Being robbed wasn’t an option.

I pushed open the door and my heart fluttered in my chest. As used to being in control as I was, this was the first time that I’d ever seen an applicant that didn’t look like she was on drugs or a literal whore. Sex work wasn’t the worst thing around, but what I wanted was an employee that would eventually have sex with me. Not as my worker, but as my submissive. My willing, non-paid submissive.

It was underhanded, but to get her there, I would have to take the long way around.


Chapter Three

I groaned and pushed my phone into my pocket around the same time that a black Mercedes with tinted windows pulled into the parking spot in front of me. The engine died and the driver’s side door swung open. A pair of tall leather boots clacked against the cement and the tall brunette woman got out of her car and gently shut the door.

My heart stalled when her ice blue eyes caught with mine, “Pardon, did you message me online?”

“Yeah, I think so. About working for you?” I asked. I tried but failed, to keep my eyes away from her body.

Her outfit was casual, very similar to mine, yet she exuded an aura of wealth that I couldn’t dream of. The watch on her wrist glinted in the evening sunlight and I could very clearly make out a few sparkling diamonds. And yet, she wore a tee shirt. Her blue jeans were tucked into her boots and she smiled warmly at me when my eyes finally tore away from her.

“I didn’t want to dress up too much. It’s dinner, but I don’t want to give the wrong impression,” she said as she extended a hand for me to shake. “Dani, by the way.”

“Sarah,” I said as I shook her hand.

“Shall we?” she asked as she pulled her hand back and headed for the front door of the restaurant.

I followed her and she held the door for me. The scent of cooking beef set fire to my insatiable hunger. The cheap food that I had earlier wasn’t sticking to my ribs like I wished it would.

Dani let the way to the man behind a podium, “Do you have a reservation, ma’am?”

“It is under the name Dani,” she said.

The man scanned the list and his eyes widened. He reached for two menus and cleared his throat, “Thank you for choosing this establishment, ma’am, right this way.”

I’d never been to a restaurant that required a reservation, but his reaction didn’t seem normal. We were guided to a table near the back of the restaurant. There were a few couples around us. None of them were dressed casually. It was all suits and dresses for them, pearl necklaces, diamond rings, and more expensive watches.

One thought ran through my mind. I didn’t belong here.

The menus were placed on the table and he took our orders for drinks and left to retrieve them. As I cracked open the menu, a gasp escaped me. “W-What can I order?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I usually just get the prime sirloin. I’d recommend it if you’ve never had it before.”

The price associated with that was just shy of a hundred. My throat seized up and I closed the menu, “I can’t afford that and I don’t know how you can.”

Dani smiled at me as the waiter came back, “We’ll have two prime sirloin plates, medium-rare.”

He nodded and took the menus, “Of course, ma’am.”

Once he left, her ruby red lips curled into a smile and put her hands on the table, “You’re in for a treat.”

My stomach was knotting up and the hunger I initially felt faded away. “I haven’t even agreed to work for you yet,” I whispered.

In the span of a few minutes, this woman spent more on me than I could get for the engagement ring my piece of shit ex bought me. Whatever she wanted me to do for work, I’d have to get it done. I didn’t care if it was scrubbing her every toilet in her sixty-bedroom home. If she could afford to buy a dinner like this casually, I could use some of that wealth, so long as I earned it.

While I appreciated charity like David gave me, I felt subhuman when I had to accept it.

“You haven’t, but I did say that dinner was my treat either way. While we wait for the food, why don’t you tell me a little about yourself?”

“What do you want to know?”

“Anything you’re comfortable sharing? If there is something I need to know about you ahead of time, that would be a good place to start,” Dani said.

I looked at her watch again. That probably cost more than I’d make if I worked for her every day for weeks. “Does it matter if I’m not financially stable at the moment?”

“Only if it would mean that you would have to stop working for me,” she said.

“I’m currently sleeping in my car,” I mumbled.

Dani nodded, “That is something that we could fix if you are a good fit for the job.”

“Could you tell me a little about it?”

“After we eat. I’d rather not spoil dinner with that sort of talk at the moment. If you are willing to start tonight, we could. I don’t know what your financial situation is at the moment, but I can’t imagine it is good,” she said.

“That would be very generous of you, but I might not be qualified for the work you need,” I mumbled. “All I’ve done in the past is wait tables in a diner.”

Dani smiled and shook her head, “So long as you can listen to instructions, you’ll be able to do what I need you to. I’m patient and I’m sure you’ll learn quickly, should you enjoy the work.”

Before I could dig deeper into what was going to be expected of me, the waiter came back with the two plates of food. I salivated when the aroma drifted to my nose. Dani’s excited smile made me even more anxious to dig in, but I waited for her to take her utensils first. As she cut into her steak, she smirked and asked quietly, “Waiting for something?”

I shook my head and cut into my steak. The first bite nearly made me cry. She wasn’t kidding. This was a treat. Over the next few minutes, I couldn’t bring myself to look in her direction. The food was the best I’d eaten by far. Even the dinner my fiance took me to the night he proposed to me couldn’t compare to it.

Halfway through my steak, I switched over to the mashed potatoes. There was no reason for them to be nearly as delicious as they were. Anyone could make mashed potatoes, but the chef that prepared these needed a high five, a hug, and maybe a kiss on the cheek.

Dani finished her food before me and waited patiently for me to finish before she pushed the plates to the side. The waiter hurried over and took the plates, “Would you like your check, ma’am?”

“Yes please,” she said. As soon as he started away, she asked quietly, “Did you enjoy the food?”

“I’ve never had anything even close to it, Dani,” I said.

She smiled and pulled her wallet from the back pocket of her jeans. Dani pulled out her debit card and when the waiter came back, she handed it to him and once again sent him away. “That’s wonderful to hear. I’m looking forward to doing this again another time,” she said.

“Maybe I could pay for it by then?” I asked.

Dani chuckled and shook her head, “If I take you somewhere, you will not pay for anything. It will be a treat. A reward, if you will.”

Curious wording, but I wasn’t going to argue. “And what would I have to do to earn a reward like this again?” I asked.

“That would depend on you. Would you be willing to come to my house so that I could give you an example of the work you would be doing for me?”

I nodded my head, “I’ve got nothing else to do with my time and if I could earn the dinner you just bought me, that would ease my conscience a bit.”

“Never worry about it. If I’ve done something for you, it is not a debt owed. Working tonight would just be a way to make sure you’re not sleeping in the cold tonight,” she said.

Dani led me outside and opened the passenger door for me. Once I was seated, she shut the door behind me and I took in the rich scent of the leather seats. Probably custom, but I didn’t want to assume too much. She joined me in the car and buckled up, “Is leather a favorite of yours?”

“It’s really nice. I’ve always wanted to have real leather seats in a vehicle of my own, but they’re a little on the expensive side,” I said.

“Money isn’t too much of an issue for me, admittedly,” she said.

I rolled my eyes and buckled up. She pulled out of the parking spot and threw the car into drive. “Yeah, I wish that was the case for myself, honestly.”

Dani chuckled. “It won’t be if you’re good at what I ask you to do. Tell me, how do you feel about wearing leather clothes? Specifically pants.”

“I feel like they would probably be hot, but if I had some, I’d wear them,” I said.

She let out a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a hum. “Would you be upset if I asked you to change when we got to my house?”

“Uh, do you just happen to have clothes laying around in my size?” I asked.

Dani smiled and shook her head, “Your job will mostly include performing tasks while in leather clothes. You’re mostly being paid for secrecy, Sarah. Do keep that in mind, okay?”

The thought wasn’t unappealing. If she wanted to be a pervert and watch me for her fantasies, that was fine. So long as the money came through, what was I really going to complain about?

“I’m fine with that. I didn’t realize that it would be that kind of work, but it really could be worse, couldn’t it?” I asked.

She laughed and nodded her head, “A lot of things could be worse.”

A few minutes later, we pulled off the main road and into a driveway with an automated gate. Private property signs were posted to either side of the gate on brick columns that were topped with security lights. Impressive setup to just get into her house.

The driveway went on longer than I expected it to, but maybe a quarter-mile away from the rest of the homes that weren’t so very far away, Dani parked her car in the large semicircle driveway.

“Why not the garage?” I asked, pointing to the three doors to our right.

“Because I’d rather you not see my other cars just yet,” she said.

“If you’re worried about me asking you for more money tonight, don’t be. Look, I’m not going to lie to you and say this isn’t weird, but I’ve got things I need. Two hundred might feel like pocket change to you, but for me, that’s enough to get my cell phone a prepaid card and maybe a hotel room for the night if I’m lucky,” I said bluntly.

A smirk formed on her lips as she reached over to release my seatbelt, “If you knew who you were talking to, I doubt you would speak the same way.”

“And how can you make that assumption when you don’t know me?” I asked.

“Does the name Danielle Young ring any bells?”

I shrugged, “Not really. I’m sure you’re some rich someone that came from money and wipe your butt with money that I couldn’t dream of.”

She got out of the car and I joined her. Instead of yelling at me or telling me that I was overstepping, she walked to the front door of her home and opened the door for me. “If you can promise that you’ll be back tomorrow, I’ll tack on another hundred dollars to your pay tonight.”

I bit my lip to keep from calling out in surprise, “Y-Yeah, I’ll be back if you want me back.”

What the difference was between selling my body on the street and whatever this would end up being, I didn’t know. What I did know was that I needed this money more than she did and if wearing some leather would make her happy, what the fuck ever. I’d prance around and shake my ass like a good whore. All having pride would get me right this moment was regret.

If I passed this opportunity up, I might never get it again.


Chapter Four

I led Sarah up to my bedroom and she gasped as I opened the wardrobe with all of the leather I’d collected. “I’ll have you sized, provided you want to stick around for longer than a few days. For now, would it be too much to ask to watch you as you try these on until you find something?”

She shook her head, “Don’t touch and we’ll be fine.”

“I won’t. I will be looking. I hope that you don’t mind,” I said softly.

She shrugged her shoulders as she pulled out a low-cut tank top, “Would this be okay to wear with whatever else I chose?”

I nodded, “There aren’t a lot of good options for tops, as I’ve found. Anything in that wardrobe will be acceptable for you to wear.”

Sarah pulled out a few pair of pants and even a leather jacket. She walked beside me and laid them all out on the bed and let out a quiet sigh as she unzipped her pants, “So what’s the deal with all this? Am I going to be something of a maid for you?”

“No, I’ve got a housekeeping service that comes twice a week and cleans. Are you wanting me to be honest and say things that might scare you?” I asked.

She laughed out loud and bent over to pull off her shoes, “You’re not going to scare me. You said you wouldn’t touch. You’re offering me a lot more money than I expected, including the hundred something you spent on dinner. If I was going to run, I would have done it already.”

“You say that—”

“I mean that. I get that you’re probably used to everyone bending over backward for you, but I’ll tell you something and you can drive me back to my car if it’s an issue with you,” she interrupted.

I might have said something to her if it weren’t for the fact that she was pulling her jeans down her thighs. Her plain white panties clung to her hips. They were cheaply made. But that wasn’t what really had my attention. Her puffy lips were pressed against those panties and I let out a soft groan before nodding my head, “Go on.”

Her cheeks filled with color as she mumbled, “I’m doing this so that I can take care of myself. You keep your hands off me and we’re going to be fine. I don’t care what you do. I really don’t. For all I care, you can have me scrub your bathrooms with a toothbrush, it wouldn’t matter. If you’re getting off to seeing me in leather, that’s fine. Just keep your hands to yourself.”

“Very well, but understand that it’s a little deeper than that, Sarah. Truly, I want to help you,” I said.

She scoffed.

“Don’t do that again,” I said firmly. “You can speak your mind, but when I say something, you will understand that I mean it.”

“Or what, are you going to spank me and put me in a corner?” she asked as she pulled the leather pants on.

My eyes locked with hers and I smiled warmly. “Yes. That would be acceptable as a punishment.”

“And if that didn’t work, you’d fire me?”

“If that didn’t work, then I would have you get on your hands and knees and stay in that position until I felt like you deserved to get back up,” I said.

She tilted her head, “But if I didn’t mind being that position?”

“That wouldn’t warrant further punishment. If the message that I was disappointed didn’t set in, then I would have to figure something out for next time. But I’d rather it not come to that in the first place,” I said, my eyes drifting down to her waist.

Those leather jeans clung to her, maybe a little too tightly for her liking, but this was my fantasy, not hers. She didn’t have to think it was the perfect fit, she just had to wear them.

She smiled at me as she turned around. Her hands slid under her shirt, but I couldn’t focus on watching her pull that shirt off. Sarah’s tight ass looked so much nicer in the leather than it did in her other jeans. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants and I quickly reached between my legs and shifted my cock back to the front of my jeans while she was turned around.

As desperate as I already was to touch myself, I couldn’t. Not yet. Not until this was more permanent. For now, I just needed to memorize every aspect of this beautiful, slightly bratty woman.

When she tossed her shirt to the side, nothing but her smooth back greeted me. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Turn around, Sarah,” I said softly.

“B-But I don’t have a bra on,” she muttered before letting out a soft sigh. She turned and exposed herself to me, “Why am I even talking?”

Her perky breasts were everything I wanted. As I looked her over, her nipples hardened and her cheeks darkened. That blush ran down her neck and chest, making her chest stand out even more.

“You can put the other shirt on,” I whispered.

She nodded and reached forward to pick up the top from the bed. As she did, a loud gasp drifted from her lips, “T-The fuck is in your pants?”

“My cock,” I said without missing a beat.

Sarah took a step back and looked at me nervously, her arm crossing over her chest to attempt to hide her breasts from me, “A dildo?”

I shook my head, “I’m transgender. It’s natural and you don’t have to do anything with it. What you will do is stop making me feel like you’re suddenly having cold feet due to what’s in my pants. I told you before. It’s not about sex.”

Her eyes couldn’t pull away from my long, thick bulge. I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t proud of my cock and the fact that this woman couldn’t stop staring only made me a little more egotistical about it.

“S-Sorry,” she mumbled and quickly pulled the top on. “I just wouldn’t have ever thought you weren’t born a woman. There’s nothing wrong with being transgender, it’s just, uh, surprising.”

“If it makes you feel any better, which I doubt it will, I am hard because of you. I won’t lie about that,” I said casually as I stood from the bed. “But for now, I think it would be best if we got you started on something to work on to get your mind off of the subject.”

Sarah didn’t immediately say anything, but when we were back downstairs, she mumbled, “Why not date a model or something?”

“Excuse me?” I asked politely, not wanting to give her the wrong idea. We both knew I was in control here, that wasn’t a question. That also didn’t mean that I wanted her to be terrified of me either. So far, that hadn’t been an issue, but the few women that did make it this far usually ended up buckling under the pressure.

“I mean, you’re attractive, you’ve got money, that’s about all a model would care about,” she whispered.

I chuckled and opened the storage closet and grabbed a feather duster, “You answered your own question. They only want the money. You’re working for the money, yeah, but you’ve also put your foot down about a few other things. You’re not trying to fuck me because I have money.” A smile spread across my lips as I handed her the duster, “If anything, you’re trying to make sure I don’t try to have sex with you because I’m paying you.”

A tentative smile pulled at the corners of her mouth as she took the duster. “Yeah, I guess that makes sense. What should I be cleaning?”

“How do I nicely say that you’re not cleaning anything? You’re being paid to wear the leather, sweetie,” I said softly.

She nodded and mumbled, “So why not just have me lie in front of the TV?”

“You want me to be blunt with you?” I asked.

“Please, I don’t like playing games with people,” she said.

“Because if you were still, I wouldn’t see your ass shake while you pretend to clean. You wouldn’t sway your hips. You’d never bend over. You’d never get on your tiptoes. You’d be more akin to art rather than a fantasy. If I wanted a picture of someone in leather, I could pay for that,” I said softly.

Sarah giggled quietly and whispered, “And then your cock wouldn’t be hard for me?”

My heart thundered in my ears. Hearing her say something relatively dirty was the nicest thing she could have done for me.

“Exactly.”

“Pervert.”

“Does that bother you?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Hands to yourself and I’ll consider it a compliment.”


Chapter Five

The words had barely fallen out of my lips before I regretted saying them. Not that I wanted to have an open invitation for her to grope me or make me feel like a slut, but she was hot. I wasn’t going to pretend that seeing her cock didn’t change some of my opinions about her.

Before, I was a little worried that I’d eventually have to lick someone’s pussy. I considered myself bisexual, but the idea of going down on a woman didn’t really appeal to me. Having my pussy eaten by a woman, yes. All of the yes.

But that massive bulge in the front of her pants was something I’d ride until she made me stop. If I’d have met her in any other way, I probably would have begged her to touch me. But I couldn’t do that right now.

I shrugged my shoulders and used the duster to brush a few surfaces. It wasn’t doing anything, but she didn’t seem to mind following me. Eventually, those staring eyes followed me into a bedroom and I made a specific effort to find any excuse to bend over something.

Her soft moans made me feel like I was worth her time. Sure, I was answering her job posting. I was doing what she asked. But I didn’t deserve this. Hundreds of dollars to wear leather and be essentially useless in her home?

That wasn’t fair to her. Maybe in the sense that I could possibly take the information to the paparazzi and start some kind of scandal. But why would I?

After a few minutes of ‘cleaning’, I heard a quiet zip and when I turned to look at her, she was taking off her boots. “Take these upstairs, please. Back to my room, put them in the closet.”

I nodded and answered in a soft, teasing voice, “Anything for you, ma’am.”

Her cock visibly twitched in her jeans. A tiny damp spot formed in the front of them and she ran her thumb over it, “Please don’t talk like that.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because I can’t touch you and it would be rude to touch myself right now,” she whispered.

I bit my lower lip and stood in front of her. Against every rational thought, I bent over and let my ass barely brush against her crotch as I reached down to pick up the boots. “Don’t touch.”

Dani let out a deep groan and she ever-so-slightly pushed her cock against my ass, “Sarah.”

I stood up and smiled at her, “Is something wrong?”

“Take them to my room, please,” she said.

For once, I felt like I wasn’t on the back foot. She had me in the palm of her hand when it came to needing this money, but that didn’t mean that I didn’t have some measure of power. As horrible as I’d probably feel about using my body to my advantage later on, right now, it felt damn good.

This woman had the kind of money that I couldn’t spend if I tried my hardest. I didn’t have the same kind of motivations and desires. If anything, I was a little on the simple side when it came to my needs. Unlike a certain someone I knew who wanted a very specific type of woman to wear specific clothes and do non-specific things for her arousal.

And yet… She needed me.

I walked away and took the stairs two at a time, painfully slow. Each step made the leather bite into my hips from how tight the pants were, but I didn’t care. I could feel my ass straining against the jeans, but they wouldn’t tear. But she was right behind me with each step, desperate to see me in motion again.

She had art on the wall, art that probably cost more than I would see in years of working for her, but I was holding her focus. Me. A homeless nobody. I stepped into her room and put her boots down in her walk-in closet that was larger than any room I’d ever lived in.

“What do you want me to do now, ma’am?” I asked in a voice tinged with a hint of begging. Tonight needed to be difficult for her. I wanted to make her scream into this massive, empty house when she came to the thought of me.

As much as I hated to admit it, when I left here, I would have to finish as well. Knowing what I was doing to her was driving me insane. That, and the leather pants had my panties pressed tight against my slit. Each step gently dug into my clit and while I would probably be a little sore, I couldn’t deny that I was turned on.

“Please god, don’t talk like that!” she groaned. “I’m trying not to make this more uncomfortable for you. I don’t want to push you tonight, Sarah.”

“But you do want to push me?” I asked in that same, pleading tone.

She stepped closer to me and her hands fell to my waist and she gently pulled me against her hips. Dani’s thick bulge pressed against my ass and she whispered in my ear, “Until you beg for release. Pushing you is just the start, Sarah. Figuring out every last limit you have, that’s where we’d finally get into the fun parts.”

“You’re touching me, Dani,” I purred.

She chuckled, “I am, you didn’t listen to me when I asked you to stop talking like you’re desperate for my cock.”

I let my hips press gently against hers, “Maybe I am, but you won’t find out tonight.”

“Are you sure you want to come back, Sarah? I can give you enough money to rent an apartment. If you need another job, a real job, I can give you that. What I’m not going to give you is the chance to get my hopes up,” she whispered in my ear.

As tempting as that was, I could admit that this was an easier way to the life I’d want to live. Even if she could get me a job, that wouldn’t answer the burning question I had. “But what if?”

“What if, what?”

“What if I didn’t come back tomorrow. Or ever? What would you do?” I asked.

She sighed and let go of my hips and took a step back, “Then I would try to find someone who would stick around. Someone that I could invest in.”

“So then why offer me a way out? I don’t want it. What I do want is to make sure that you’re not going to screw me and leave me on the streets,” I said.

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“I don’t know that.”

I turned around as Dani pulled her wallet out of her pocket. True to her word, she pulled out three crisp bills and folded them in half before handing them to me, “Change back into your other clothes. If you want to come back, meet me downstairs in the living room.”

She smirked at me as I reached for the cash, then she dropped it and whispered, “Oops.”

From her tone, I knew what she wanted. It wasn’t hard to tell, not when that thick cock hadn’t calmed one bit since we started all this. I sank down to my knees in front of her and looked up at her, my lips just inches away from that bulge as I picked up the money, “It’s okay, accidents happen.”

The damp spot in front of my eyes visibly grew and she let out a whimpering moan, “I’ll see you downstairs.”

She hurried away and I took a few moments to let my mind calm down. That wasn’t easy, but I tried. Tonight was more than I bargained for, but I was the one really pushing things. Sure, she had a fetish, that much was obvious. But she wasn’t making me feel like I was an object. Even though she sexually craved me, she wasn’t making it the only thing she was worried about.

Fuck, Dani even offered me a way out. A more respectable way of bringing in money. But I didn’t want it. I wanted her. She seemed so used to getting everything she wanted, but this one thing was evading her as it seemed. And I had the power to give it to her. The money was a motivator, I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t, but after being treated to the best dinner of my life and making more money than I thought I would, how could I not want to satisfy her needs?

Especially when her needs were the same as mine. We both wanted to make that long, thick cock finally calm down.


Chapter Six

When Sarah came downstairs, I’d finally calmed myself enough to speak to her without stammering. No one made me feel like this. I wouldn’t let them. But this stranger was making my heart race and my cock throb. How could I ignore that?

The answer was that I couldn’t.

“Sarah, I appreciate tonight. I’m not going to apologize for touching you and now that we’ve both had a moment to cool off, I understand if you don’t intend to come back,” I said.

She laughed. As she stepped closer toward me, she shook her head, “It doesn’t work like that. You don’t get to let me in and have a little fun while I make a lot of money just to try to push me away. I’m having a good time, even if you’re a pervert.”

I rolled my eyes and stepped forward. My hand cupped her chin and I tilted her head so that she was forced to look into my eyes. “If you want to come work for me again, I’ll allow that. We both know what is happening here and I’m not going to pretend that we’d be playing by the same rules tomorrow.”

“So you’re wanting to push me?” she asked.

“I am.”

“How?”

“For starters,” I said and pulled another hundred dollar bill from my front pocket. “I want you in lingerie when you come back. Not cheap shit. I expect you to buy the best you can find on short notice and when you get here, you’re going to find that there are more rules in place. You’ll be able to be covered and I won’t touch unless you specifically give me permission. But you will be more exposed.”

She bit her lower lip as she took the money, “Four hundred tonight. Five if you count dinner. If you’re trying to spoil me, you’re doing a good job. What color, what material, and how exposed?”

“Black, lace, and no shirt. You can wear a bra if you choose. I’ll have another outfit for you. Please tell me the size of your waist, thighs, and the measurement of your ass down to the centimeter. I’m sure you could have that done at the same place you get the lingerie,” I said. “And I’ll be giving you a burner phone when you come back tomorrow. Never miss a call or a text. Understood?”

She hesitated for a moment and extended her hand to hand me the last bill back, “No. Not understood. I was fine with everything up until you tried to make me your puppet.”

“If I changed the terms?” I asked.

“You don’t get to make them. I’ll tell you what would be fine, that’s all. I can put your number in my phone and we can text. If you call and I have time to answer, I will. But you’re not going to own me, Dani. I don’t care how much money you have, I’m not your slave. I’m not your servant,” she said.

There was conviction in her words and that was nearly enough to get me hard again. She was right and I knew that I made a mistake by trying to tame that free spirit. “Can you promise me that the texts and calls will be deleted from your phone and not recorded at the end of every day?”

“That I can do. I’d expect the same from you. If it’s discrete, I expect that to go both ways,” she said.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

She smirked, “You would if I let you, wouldn’t you?”

“Probably, but that’s why you’re coming back tomorrow,” I extended the bill back toward her, “hopefully, in something a little more comfortable?”

I bit my lower lip as I looked into those eyes of hers. There was pride there, but something else. Desire? I couldn’t honestly tell. It wasn’t hard to tell that she had a fun time teasing me. At the very least, she wanted to play with me, to turn me on, and to make me need her.

She might not believe me, but it wasn’t all about the sex. I wanted a submissive, but what I expected out of one didn’t include complete subservience to the point of being a mind-broken bimbo with nothing but my cock on her mind. Sure, sex was a part of what I wanted, I wouldn’t deny that if it seemed like she was interested in that as well.

“I’m wearing shorts over here tomorrow, you’ll get your measurements when I get my phone turned on. Should I eat before I come over?” she asked.

“No, I’ll have something delivered. If it’s all the same to you, I’d enjoy having you dressed up while we ate?”

Sarah nodded, “Whatever it would take to make sure you’re happy with paying me at the end of the night.”

“We’ll talk tomorrow then,” I said softly.

“I hope so,” she whispered. “Wait. How am I getting home?”

A wicked grin formed on my lips and I shrugged, “Ask nicely.”

“For a ride home?” she asked.

“No, for me to let you borrow my car,” I said.

Sarah’s eyes widened, “I’d love to borrow your car, but are you sure it’s smart to trust me with that kind of thing?”

“The way I see it, if you’re going to steal from me, it’s a great short-term solution. Then you’d have to deal with cops, guilt, and the lack of security of income even if the other two things didn’t drag you down,” I said.

“Could I please borrow your car, Dani?” she asked.

“Mistress.”

“Excuse me?”

I smiled at her and licked my lips as I stepped closer to her. With my lips just inches from hers, I locked eyes with her and whispered, “I’d prefer it if you called me Mistress in the privacy of my home.”

She let out a quiet groan, “P-Pervert. Mistress, could I borrow your car?”

“Reach into my pocket and grab the keys,” I purred.

“Are you just trying to get me to touch your cock? Is that what this is?” she asked before locking eyes with me. Her left hand slid to my bulge and she let out a quivering breath before she mumbled, “All you had to do was ask.”

I didn’t know what to say for a moment and I enjoyed the moment while it lasted, “No, I wanted you to get comfortable touching me and listening to directions, but not like this.”

“O-Oh,” Sarah breathed. Her hand lingered and when she didn’t pull away, I leaned forward. My lips pressed to hers.

In that instant, her hand pulled away from my cock and I put my hands on her waist. I expected her to back away, but her hand moved back to my shaft and she stroked me through my jeans. I moaned into the kiss and let my hips roll against her hand. Her fingers gently squeezed my shaft and her thumb grazed over my crown.

I broke the kiss and took a deep breath, “You should leave before this turns into something you don’t want it to, Sarah.”

“Don’t tell me what to do, I’m not here as your whore right now,” she whispered.

“You’re never going to be a whore, not in my house.”

She shook her head, “Call me whatever you want. The only thing that matters is how you treat me.”

I tilted my head back and unbuttoned my jeans, “If you don’t stop, you’re going to take care of it or watch.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate as she pushed the zipper down with her free hand and then slid to her knees. She pulled my jeans down and my boyshorts could barely contain my cock. The tent in them was unbelievable and my cheeks warmed as I saw the amount of precum that I’d leaked into my panties.

A soft gasp came from below and she whispered, “It’s bigger than I thought it was.”

“You don’t have to do this, but if we’re going to do anything, I’d really, really appreciate it if you put those leather pants back on, Sarah,” I purred.

She looked up at me and leaned in. Her mouth opened and her teeth grazed my cock through my panties and I let out a quivering sigh. “Could I stay the night if I did?”

“All you had to do was ask.”


Chapter Seven

Dani kicked off her jeans and we hurried upstairs. I shouldn’t have let her do anything like this with me, but after that slight mistake on my end, I couldn’t bring myself to want anything else. Sex was the furthest thing from my mind at the start of the day, but after a delicious dinner and getting to know Dani a little, I couldn’t think of anything else.

Besides, her cock was something that they’d write legends about. Desperate to see her naked, I stripped out of my clothes, not caring that I would get the leather pants wet with my juices. Without so much as a thought to being half-naked, I dropped back onto my knees and looked up at her with wide eyes.

She smiled down at me and pushed her panties down her thighs. Her heavy cock dropped between her legs without the support. That throbbing cock was all I could want. Mesmerized by the way it bounced between her thighs, I licked my lips and whispered, “Please?”

“Begging without being asked?” she purred, her hand sliding through my hair. “That’s a good girl. But I want you on your hands and knees.”

I nodded and got into position. Dani quickly took off her shirt and tossed it aside, her bra joining the rest of our clothes on the floor afterward. She got down on her knees and then sat back on her feet, angling her hips so that I would still have to lean in to suck her cock.

If not for the heat between my own thighs, this would have been shameful for me. How could I let myself be so vulnerable to this stranger? A few hundred dollars, was that really worth doing something like this within a few hours of meeting someone?

It didn’t matter. Without so much as a word from her to kick things off, I leaned forward and took the crown of her beautiful cock into my mouth. Her hands slid to my shoulders and she ran them up my back before leaning over me slightly. Those hands cupped my ass and she whispered, “Pinch me if you want to stop. I promise I will.”

I didn’t doubt her there. Dani made it clear to me that she was a woman of her word. The only thing she’d done that would have shown me otherwise was her putting her hands on me. After I backed my ass up against her cock. Was it really fair to hold that against her when I genuinely and intentionally antagonized her?

Her hips lifted and that delicious cock pushed into my mouth and partially down my throat. If not for the practice I had with Ryan, I would have probably gagged. Unlike him, Dani let out a low moan when she slipped deeper into my mouth. I loved hearing my partner’s satisfaction as it rolled out. Men had a tendency to mask their pleasure because it made them feel like they were being weak. If showing me that what I did was appreciated was weak, I didn’t want to be a with a strong person.

I leaned further forward, showing Dani that I could take every inch of her impressive cock before my throat finally constricted around her shaft. Ryan wasn’t small, but Dani was huge. As much practice as I’d had deep-throating, I couldn’t hold her at her base for more than a second before I pulled away from her.

She let out a deep moan and gave my ass a gentle spank as she whispered, “Fuck, you’re such a good girl, Sarah!”

The light sting in my ass should have hurt. But it didn’t. Between the leather covering my tight ass and the lack of power behind her slap, all the smack did was make me wish her cock was inside another of my holes. I didn’t care which. I just wanted this woman to fuck me like I was a whore.

She might respect me as so much more, but after seeing how respectful she could be, I wanted to see just what she’d do to someone that was being paid to be her fantasy. Right now, for now, I was off the clock. If that meant anything to her, I’d be surprised, but either way, I wasn’t going to think too hard about how easy I made it for her to get her cock inside any of my holes.

All I wanted was to make her pump her thick load down my throat. I wanted to show her that I was a good girl like she kept calling me… I wanted to be hers.

Dani straightened up, her hands trailing back up my sensitive lower back leaving gooseflesh in their wake, “How rough can I be?”

I pulled away from her cock and stroked it with my hand as I looked into her eyes, “Don’t let my face turn too red. That’s all I ask.”

She smiled and whispered, “Thank you, Sarah.”

“Don’t make it something it’s not, we both need this,” I said.

Dani bit her lower lip, “I’ll make sure to take care of you after I finish. Good girls always get rewards.”

It sounded selfish to seek out her pleasure first, but I didn’t care. I pulled my hand away from her cock and replaced it with my mouth. There was no special signal or a warning. Just the sensation of panic as her cock surged into my throat and made it impossible to breathe.

She put her hands on my head and ruthlessly pounded into my throat, yet with each stroke, I did my best to look up at her with watery eyes. She never once looked away and every time I like I needed a breath, she must have seen my face turning pink because she slowed down enough to let me recover. And then it was right back to the regularly scheduled use of my throat.

Helpless couldn’t begin to describe how I felt as she pounded into my mouth. Her crotch pressed against my nose over and over, but there was another feeling that made me keep from pinching her. Control. Or, rather, the lack of.

Dani had me at her mercy and she was taking something from me that was a weight on my shoulder for months now. As hard as I fought to just survive for these past months, she made it easy tonight. She pulled me out of the ocean and put me in a pool. Sure, I was still in water that I could sink under, but she was right there beside me, ready to pull me back out.

I hated that I trusted her already. Maybe not enough to tell her about my past, but enough to let her have sex with me. Maybe not sex. This was just using me like she might use a sex toy. I didn’t want to believe that she might actually feel something for me. That would have been too much, too fast. But her cock down my throat to ensure that I’d be able to sleep in a bed tonight?

I could live with that.

Her hips thrust faster into me and this time, when I felt like I needed air, she whispered, “F-Fuck!”

Just a few strokes was all it took to scare me that I might not get to take the breath that I needed. My hand moved to her thigh and my fingers started to close when she pulled out of my mouth.

“O-Oh god,” she moaned and moved her hand to stroke herself. Her hips were angled perfectly to cause that thick, warm cum to splash against my perky chest. I didn’t have much in the way of breasts, but what did exist were glazed in her seed.

She took a deep breath and whispered, “Stay still.”

I didn’t want to move. As disgusting and pathetic as it was, I loved being covered in her seed. She moved behind me and a hand rubbed my ass as her other one slid between my legs. Without even pulling the pants down, she roughly massaged my pussy. Enough to send jolts of electrified pleasure coursing through me, but not enough to hurt. Just like the spank.

Her experience showed and while I didn’t want to think about how many times she’d practiced this, I didn’t want Dani to stop. I’d earned my reward. She painted me with her cum and that was my job. I earned my orgasm.

The thought shouldn’t have come so naturally. I shouldn’t have to earn pleasure. My own fingers could do exactly what she was doing to me. Even as that crossed my mind, I knew it was a lie.

Dani managed to do what no one else could. Our first ‘date’ ended in sex. The money was already mine. I could have walked away. But I didn’t want to. She didn’t want me to.

“O-Oh fuck!” I cried out and let my hips roll against her.

She whispered, “That’s it, baby girl.”

Dani spanked me lightly and my toes curled. Her palm ground against my clit and I let out a high-pitched squeal and the tight leather got a little warmer as my hot, sticky juices gushed into the material. Even after I finished, Dani kept rubbing my sensitive pussy.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked as her fingers slowed their exploration.

“I-I don’t want to talk about it, Mistress,” I mumbled.

Dani chuckled and gently spanked my ass a third time, “I enjoyed myself very much, more than I should have. Getting carried away isn’t something I typically do. I don’t know what came over me.”

“Lust,” I whispered.

“Fair enough. Would you like a shower, preferably together?” she asked.

I nodded my head. I didn’t want to talk. Ashamed of myself for letting her have everything I should have made her work for, I stood up and tried to ignore the cooled cum on my breasts.


Chapter Eight

It wasn’t hard to tell that Sarah let her desire consume her. So had I. I didn’t tell her those things to make her feel better. Most women couldn’t make me bat an eye, yet here this spitfire was, driving me wild to the point that I’d taken her.

I didn’t get this far in life and amass my fortune by giving in to my desires. But I just did within hours of knowing this stranger. Could I blame myself after seeing that tight ass in leather? Probably. Then again, who the fuck did I have to answer to? She was here because she wanted to be.

Sarah grabbed my cock based on an assumption of something I said. But I didn’t tell her to. I didn’t even ask her to. She wanted to. Sarah told me no a few times tonight, she craved my cock.

A grin spread across my lips as she shifted her weight to her other foot. She wanted to tell me to hurry up, I could see it on her face and hear it from the tapping of her foot on the floor. As amazing as her throat felt around my cock, I didn’t think much about where my cum would land.

I gestured to the bathroom and she hurried away. I’d never get tired of seeing her ass in those pants. But sadly, she did have to take them off as we got in the shower. Instead of making things too uncomfortable, I offered her a washcloth and she quickly scrubbed the cooling cum from her chest as the water washed over me.

“Don’t insult me by offering me money for that,” she mumbled.

“Sarah, you really don’t have to worry about me doing something like that. Sex wasn’t the goal tonight,” I said softly.

She shrugged her shoulders and mumbled, “You didn’t fuck me. A blowjob is pretty much foreplay and your hand didn’t go inside my clothes. It was glorified groping.”

I sighed. The regret rolled off of her in waves. “Don’t cheapen the experience. If you want to be ashamed of yourself for that, fine, but don’t think that I make a habit of doing that with strangers.”

“Yeah, well, me either.”

“Then why are you trying to defend yourself now?” I asked.

“Because it’s not happening again. That was a one-time thing. Heat of the moment and all that shit,” she mumbled.

I didn’t appreciate what she was saying, but she wasn’t the only one that felt that way. She beat me to the punch.

“That’s fine. Are you still interested in staying the night and coming back tomorrow afternoon? I imagine you have some things you want to take care of tonight,” I said.

She shook her head, “I’m not taking your car. You’re going to drop me off at the steakhouse.”

“Do you still want to come back tomorrow?”

“Yeah. When do you want me to be here and when can I expect to leave?” she asked.

“I guess around six and you’ll be able to leave around eight,” I said.

Sarah nodded her head and pulled a bottle of body wash from a shelf and lathered herself up as she talked, “And don’t look at me like a piece of meat. It’s disgusting.”

Her words stung. I wasn’t looking at her like a piece of meat. Yes, she was attractive, I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t interested in her. That would just be living in denial and I wasn’t going to do that to myself, let alone her. I did care about her wellbeing.

Hearing that she was homeless didn’t make me feel any better. I was willing to let her stay the night with me, but the sudden change of plans was understandable. Sort of. “Is that what you think I’m doing?” I asked.

“You just fucked my throat, what the fuck am I supposed to think you want from me?” Sarah retorted.

I took a deep breath and let it out before speaking in a quiet tone, “If I wanted sex from someone, I could pay them for that. I could buy a model’s time. You think I couldn’t? Do me a favor and realize that you’re standing in my shower with me. Now, take a second and realize that if you were nothing more than meat, you’d be out of my house by now. I wouldn’t have offered to let you borrow my car. I don’t have to do a damn thing for you, Sarah.”

She turned off the water and stepped out with suds still covering most of her, “Fuck you too, I don’t need your handouts!”

“Where the fuck do you get the right to talk to me like this? You did what I asked you to and you got paid for it. If you want me to treat you like a fucking charity case, so be it,” I snarled. “Get your ass back in the shower. You want to leave, I’ll put the keys on the dining room table. Don’t bring the car back, I don’t give a fuck. I can replace the car. What I can’t replace is you, but you’re too stuck on what just happened to see that.”

I stormed out of the bathroom and slammed the door behind me. The echo that sang out into the empty hallways made my heart sink. For sixteen years, I’d worked mostly in private to build my businesses. It started simply enough with a newspaper stand. Then I sold that one and moved on. And on. And on.

Now, I owned three banks and a few corporations. Shit, I even had a private resort I could retreat to and still make the kind of money that Sarah couldn’t dream of. If I pulled out now and decided to live on interest, I could live a life that she couldn’t achieve if she worked her hands to the bone. She didn’t have the same drive that I did at her age.

But that’s why I chose someone younger than me. I wanted to share my wealth and knowledge with someone while teaching them that there was more to life than wealth. Of course, buying her gifts and other things, plus the leather, would make our life a little more exciting and pleasant. But that didn’t mean she would be nothing more than a model for my fetish.

If that was what I wanted, I could buy someone. Slavery was a nine-to-five job these days.

The shower turned back on and I could hear quiet sobbing from within the bathroom. Instead of rushing back in to comfort her, I stuck to my guns. I went downstairs and wrote a brief note and put the keys down on top of the index card. I stepped into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of bourbon and poured myself a drink. With what foolish hope I had left, I poured a second glass and leaned against the counter.

Being naked didn’t bother me. If it was going to bother her, then she wouldn’t be a good fit for what I wanted. Sex might not have been all I wanted from her as a submissive, but I did want her to be comfortable dressing to my specifications. Even if that meant being nude when I felt like seeing an angel’s naked body.

It took the better part of thirty minutes before Sarah trudged into the kitchen. The keys hung from her index finger, the note in her other hand. “Why?”

“Elaborate. I’m not playing games with you tonight, Sarah.”

“Why would you take this kind of chance with me? If you feel this way,” she lifted the card, “then tell me why you would let me stay here.”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Imagine yourself in my shoes when I was seventeen. Fresh out of high school, two weeks from turning eighteen. I told my parents that I wanted to transition. They gave me the boot.”

“So you’ve been where I am. That doesn’t make me feel like you owe me anything.”

“That’s where you’re mistaken. I don’t owe you a damn thing. You’re going to earn what you get, but if you don’t think that you’re worth my time, fuck off. I’m not going to babysit, Sarah. I don’t know what there is between us, but I know I feel something. It isn’t love, I won’t pretend it is, but there is a connection. Maybe it’s just the way you look in leather. I can’t rule anything out,” I said and picked up the second glass of whiskey and extended it to her. “But what I can say without worrying telling you a lie, I loved tonight. Excluding the part where we got in the shower together.”

I locked eyes with her. All she had to do was take the glass or walk away.


Chapter Nine

Dani’s intense eyes bore into me and I looked down at the card again. The message read was unexpected, but it did keep me from taking her car and leaving.

‘Take the car and run. See how far you get. Or you could stay the night and try to get to know me. Sarah, I don’t want to see you leave, but I won’t stop you. I can’t. This has to be your choice, stay or go. Just know that if you stay, you’ve got a shoulder to lean on and a roof over your head.’

It wasn’t the most emotional statement I’d ever read, but it said enough.

This wasn’t the kind of choice I wanted to make on a whim. If I took the car, I could probably get back down to Georgia and hope that my parents would take me back. That was an option and it was pretty valid. Maybe Ryan would be there and maybe he would have realized that he made a mistake. But I couldn’t go back to him, what little pride I had left wasn’t willing to do that.

The other option was that I could stay here. For how long, I didn’t know. Working for her would guarantee that I had food on the table for myself. Two hundred, not including the money she wanted me to spend on lingerie, was enough to pay David back for letting me use the showers in his gym. It was enough to get my phone turned back on. I’d be able to get my feet under me again.

But I’d be relying on this stranger. This fit, sexy, hung woman. This woman that I couldn’t deny my attraction to. This woman that paid me to dust her pristine house while wearing leather pants so that she could get turned on. Her intentions seemed reasonable for the time being, but how long could I really expect that to last? How many days could I stay here, how long would she have ‘work’ for me?

That wasn’t something I could answer. But what I did know was that until it dried up, wearing leather and knowing that she was getting off to thoughts of me was a more comfortable situation to be in than hoping my parents would take me back into their arms.

I stepped closer to her and put the keys on the counter. Taking the glass from her, I took a sip of the stiff drink and whispered, “You want me to get to know you, but if we’re supposed to be discrete, what good is that?”

A thin smile spread across Dani’s cherry lips. “If you don’t know my name and I’m one of the wealthiest women on the planet, what do you really expect from me? I’m not a very social person. I can pitch a product and I can sell water to someone that is drowning, but when it comes to interpersonal skills, I’ve got no desire to try.”

“So then, we would always be just what we are now?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I didn’t say that. But I can’t pretend that I want to start whatever this turns out to be under false pretenses. I want you in leather and I want to control you in some capacity. Tonight is a reasonable example of what I mean by controlling you. You wore leather. You were told what to do, but did you ever feel that you didn’t have a way to tell me no?”

“I don’t know,” I mumbled.

“How do you not know?” she asked.

“Because I wasn’t paying attention to every little detail when it was happening. I just went with the flow and enjoyed myself.”

Dani nodded her head, “Exactly. It was natural and you had fun. Sure, you were in leather and I was hard. Did that make you feel like you were my slave of any sort?”

“Not really?”

“So then is it a stretch to say that you might be comfortable exploring more of this with me? Maybe on a personal level at some point?” Dani asked.

My eyes pulled away from her and I drank deeply from the burning whiskey. It tore at my throat and stole my breath, but that was preferable to trying to understand exactly what she meant. I coughed a few times and managed to keep the whiskey down before I took a deep breath to try and cool my lungs. Once I recovered, I put my glass back on the counter and mumbled, “I don’t know what you mean, but as long as the money is coming, does it matter what I want?”

“Yes. Your thoughts and opinions do matter. If it was about the money, when you told me no earlier, I could have just offered you a number that means nothing to keep you in line. If I told you that I’d give you a million dollars if you were my live-in servant for two months, would you do it?” she asked.

I nodded shamefully, “I couldn’t turn that kind of money down. Not when I know you have it and it isn’t just some kind of stupid hypothetical being thrown around in a bar.”

“So then, let me try and explain it to you like this, Sarah. I need someone in my life. I need someone that I don’t have to pretend with. I need someone that I don’t have to act like someone I’m not around. You made me feel something I haven’t felt since I was in my twenties,” she said and then stopped.

My eyes watched her expectantly, waiting for her to finish that thought. Instead, she took a sip of whiskey and I bit my lower lip. I could see what she was doing, but that didn’t stop me from asking, “What was that?”

“Uncontrollable desire,” she said. Dani finished the glass of whiskey and put it on the counter and looked me in the eyes. “You think I don’t know what turns me on? That was one of the first things I figured out when I had the money to explore. I’ve been a part of more than a few BDSM communities and let me tell you, there are women there that will do anything for a few dollars.”

I had to look away. I was doing this for the money. At least, I was when I showed up tonight. “And why am I different?”

“Because when we did what we did in my bedroom, that wasn’t for money. That wasn’t because you were expecting me to shower you with cash instead of cum.”

My cheeks burned, “I didn’t know that you’d take it that far.”

“I didn’t think I would, Sarah. I’ve been so calm for so long. Ready to take charge in any situation I’m in and make sure that it plays out just how I want. I’m a control freak, I can admit that. When you’ve had everything taken from you, you go one of two ways. You let the flow of life take you and you float through on autopilot. Or, you take control. You grab the bull by the horns,” she said.

“And I’m going with the flow?”

“And I’m taking control.”

“Which of us is right?” I asked.

She smirked and shook her head as she stepped closer to me. Her hands cupped my cheeks and she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine again. This time, she didn’t pull away and I didn’t want her to. The physical desire I had for her wasn’t something she could pay me to feel. That shouldn’t have been the reason I let her kiss me. And it wasn’t. The emotional strings she’d wrapped me in were confusing and new, but if there was one thing I could say Dani made me feel, it was safe.

I pressed myself against her, not caring that her bare cock rested against my hips. As she deepened the kiss, I let out a soft moan and her cock started throbbing to life again. Before she could get fully erect, she broke the kiss and whispered, “There is no right and wrong. We’re two different people with different experiences. We’ve shared some unfortunate circumstances, but that doesn’t mean that one handled it better than the other. Sarah, we do the best we can in life and that’s all anyone can ask.”

“But I feel like you’re right,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and kissed me on the forehead, “Let’s go back upstairs. I need to shower and I’d appreciate it if you warmed the bed while I did that.”

“You want me to sleep with you?” I asked.

“Literally, not metaphorically. If we’re going to do something like that, I would prefer that it be on a night where you didn’t almost walk out,” she said.

A nervous smile crested my lips. “Your taste in alcohol sucks,” I said quietly. “But I enjoyed the taste of it on your tongue.”

“I’m not going to say that you have no clue as to what good alcohol is, but I’m going to imply it.”

With that, Dani walked back through the house and I followed her every step of the way. Once she got into the shower, I laid down in her bed. Luxuries like a soft bed with a thick, comfortable cover and sheets that felt like silk were ones I couldn’t afford. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to enjoy them. I earned tonight.

That didn’t mean that she owed me money for staying. As strange as our circumstances for meeting were, I really didn’t feel like she was trying to groom me for some kind of taboo task.

She was just lonely. I’d been there. I was still there, but when I was with Dani, I didn’t feel like I had to fake a smile. She knew enough about me to know that I wasn’t going to be beneficial to her in any way but possibly sexually and emotionally. Financially, I was clearly a burden. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t make myself worth being around in other ways.

Even if that meant pulling on a pair of leather pants and letting her fuck my throat. It was just sex. But it was with a woman that cared about me. In some capacity or the other, this perfect stranger and I clicked.


Chapter Ten

I woke up with Sarah’s tight ass pressed firmly against my stiff cock. If not for the layers of clothes between us, I probably would have groggily found my way into her tight pussy and woke up like a Queen. But that wasn’t to be.

Instead, I put my hand over her stomach and rubbed softly as I whispered, “Sarah?”

She groaned and pressed her hips against me again. “Mm?”

“The housekeeping crew is coming this morning. I’d rather not be here when they get here. They act really strange when they see me,” I said softly.

“You’re really going to try and get me out of this bed? I’m doing the flirting thing, just give me a few more minutes,” she huffed, once again pushing her ass against my cock.

For someone that seemed ready to leave last night, she was definitely laying it on thick this morning. My hand slid lower and I unbuttoned her jeans and whispered, “I’ll give you a few more minutes, but you know what’s going to happen if I do?”

She let out a quiet moan and pulled the covers over her face, “I hope I do.”

“Are you seriously that against getting out of bed that you’d rather let me do this?” I asked.

“Mhm,” she groaned.

I let out a quiet sigh and unzipped her pants. While I would love to fuck her, I’d at least try to make sure she was good and awake before I took her offer seriously. My fingers pushed into her panties and I stroked her mound slowly, “After everything that was said last night, you want to have sex?”

She ground her ass against me. As much as I loved feeling the pressure against my cock, the teasing was starting to get to be a little too much to handle. I didn’t want to do something that would make her hate me, but I wanted to feel her around my thick shaft.

“Are you going to hold it all against me? I wasn’t in a good mood last night. You fucked my throat and came on me. That’s not something I think almost anyone would want to have happen on a first date.”

“So it’s fine to do it the morning after?” I asked teasingly as I continued to play with her wet kitty. Even though it didn’t make a whole lot of sense, I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t enjoying myself. This girl was a little more than confusing, but I liked her.

“Might as well?” she asked. “Or you could make me breakfast? I’m honestly down for either.”

With those words, I pulled my fingers out of her panties and wiped them on her pants, “I’ll get started on breakfast.”

She let out a pathetic groan, “But I thought you wanted to have sex?”

“I do, but that doesn’t mean it’s all I want.”

I got out of bed and stretched before letting out a deep breathe. As much as I wanted to relax and enjoy the weekend, she would still have things she needed to get done today. It was tempting to offer her a few thousand dollars and let her take care of anything she would need to do for the next few days. But if I did that, it would devalue the aspect of having her work for me.

Sarah watched me as I walked past her, my fitted boyshorts hugging my cock to my hips. One perk of being rich, I never settled when it came to clothing. Ever. From my suits that cost more than my Mercedes to the casual clothes I wore, it was all custom. I valued comfort more than anything.

If I had all the money I could ever need, I might as well enjoy the fruits of my labor. As I walked out of the room, I called out, “Downstairs in twenty minutes, not later. Otherwise, I’ll show you a little of what’s to come tonight.”

“Thirty minutes it is!” she called back.

I chuckled and left her upstairs. Half an hour later, just as she teased, she stumbled into the kitchen and smiled at me before it faded, “Where’s my plate?”

Gesturing to the stove, “Make it yourself.”

“But I thought you were—”

“I made your breakfast, Sarah. You can put it on a plate and come sit with me or I can start leaving your plate on the floor beside my seat so you can be my pet,” I said.

She rolled her eyes and put her plate together before sitting down across from me, “Someone’s grumpy.”

A smile crested my lips as I finished the last of my breakfast. “Anything but, I’m quite thrilled. I’ve got plans for you today, plans that I think we’ll both enjoy.”

“Why don’t I like the sound of that?” she asked.

I smirked, “Because you’re not going to be comfortable for a little while.”

Getting up from the table, I put the dishes in the sink and went upstairs. Moments later, I returned with a small steel anal plug and a travel-size bottle of lube. I put them on the table and sat back down. Her eyes widened as she looked at the toy and she quickly finished her mouthful of food and shook her head, “That’s not going up my ass.”

“Yes, it is.”

“Are you serious? I’ve never done butt stuff. I don’t think I could even get it inside me. I don’t know what I’m doing, so I can’t,” she grumbled.

I pushed the plug closer to her, “Actually, you’re going to bend over this table when you’re done eating and I’m going to put it in for you. Then you’re going to pull your pants up, take the keys to my Mercedes, and you’re going to have a nice time out on the town. The tank is full, don’t worry about that. Warning for when you come back. If you’ve got something you need to be concerned about for time-limited business, take care of it today. We’ll be taking a road trip two hours north of here and that will be where we are until Monday.”

She shook her head, “W-Why the change? It’s nice here?”

I smirked. “Because I want to show off. That’s why.”

“Am I getting paid for this?” she asked.

“You’ll be paid when you’re serving my needs. If money is that important to you and you think I won’t take care of you, the door is that way,” I said.

She took a deep breath and moved her plate aside before standing up. Her fingers reached for the button of her jeans and she pushed her pants and panties down to her knees before she bent over, “M-Monday it is.”

The display was sexy, but that wasn’t what made my heart skip a beat. Even as I rubbed a little lube onto her pucker, I could only think about what this gesture meant. She didn’t really care about the money. At least, she knew better than to think that I wasn’t going to take care of her. Sarah might not have put it into words, but she just admitted that she trusted me.

One of my greatest fears about getting to know someone was that money would be the only determining factor. I wasn’t going to pretend it wasn’t a factor at all, I wasn’t stupid. But. Having a beautiful woman bent over my table for no reason other than wanting the chance to spend more time with me… My fitted panties got tighter than they needed to be.

I carefully pushed the plug into her and when the widest point of it slipped inside her, she gasped before her ring closed around the base of the toy. “Stay put,” I said as I walked over to the counter to grab a few paper towels. I cleaned my hand of the lubricant before wiping away the excess lube around her cute ass.

Being liberal with lubricant was a good thing when you wanted to get down to business, but it could be messy, especially if it sank into clothes.

Once I finished, I threw the paper towels away and then put my hand on her lower back. “And for being late,” I gave each cheek two sharp spanks. Each one drew a hiss of air from her.

I pulled her clothes back up and pressed my bulge against her ass, “The next time you’re bent over this table, it won’t be a punishment, Sarah.”

“Y-You call this a punishment?” she asked. “I’m joking! It didn’t hurt too bad. The plug isn’t the worst thing ever, but I can feel it. Like, it’s weird. Not bad, just weird.”

“If you do something that deserves a little reminder of who is in charge, I’ll make sure you remember it. Leave the plug in as long as you can. If you have to remove it while you’re out, please don’t bother getting caught trying to hide it in your hand. Just throw it away,” I said. They weren’t expensive, but I’d prefer her not take it out in the first place.

She stood up straight and scrunched her nose. From experience, anal plugs were certainly something that took some getting used to. Once upon a time, when I was a foolish woman, I thought that relinquishing control of my own pleasure for someone else to handle was what I wanted. I knew which side of the slash (D/s) I stood on now.

“So, what about the lingerie. Is that something I should still worry about?” she asked.

I shook my head, “Things have changed a tiny bit since last night. Spend the money how you see fit. You have my phone number, please send me a text when your phone is activated. Speaking of,” I pointed upstairs, “do you know how much your bill is so I can grab you the money for that?”

“Probably close to two hundred. Nothing I can’t take care of with the extra fifty dollars I have from pawning my—” she stopped.

“Pawning your what?” I asked.

She shrugged, “It doesn’t matter.”

“It does matter.”

“From pawning the engagement ring my ex-fiance gave me,” she mumbled.

Knowing that she was down to nothing with her finances, it wasn’t hard to guess that this was an open wound for her. I smiled at her and put my hand on her shoulder. Leaning in, I kissed her cheek and spoke softly, “We can talk about that another time. I understand if it’s a little too sensitive right now.”

Sarah smiled at me, “I think that would be for the best. Thank you for understanding.”

“Don’t worry about that. Just worry about what I’m going to do to you if you keep me waiting all day, baby girl,” I purred.

Her smile widened and she nodded. The car keys were still on the kitchen counter from last night and she retrieved them. “Then I’ll talk to you later?”

“If you didn’t, I’d be a little heartbroken.”

She chuckled. I did too, but I hadn’t told a joke. Sarah left in my Mercedes and I immediately called a few establishments in the city that we would be visiting later. I’d need a few things in place for when I got there with her. If she thought this home was pleasant, she was going to be in for a few surprises.

This was my house. My personal home. Nothing too fancy and not meant for entertaining others. It was a slice of seclusion and comfort without being over-the-top, but I was only human. With as much money as I had actively in the market, it was only a matter of time before I splurged on things. Besides, the only person I knew that could make custom ordered leather clothing in a hurry for me was two hours up north.

As much as I loved seeing her in the leather pants, a pair of leather shorts that would cup her ass perfectly had been on my mind since she looked at me last night with those adorable, embarrassed eyes. Cum practically dripping from her breasts, but she was too covered. The shorts would be a perfect solution to when my baby girl serviced me. Maybe I’d get her a jacket as well. That wasn’t as specific and I could pick up a high quality one in a few places. But a bra, that might be another specialty item, especially given her small chest.

Not every woman that wore leather was a Dominatrix. My submissive was going to proudly flaunt herself for me in the condo I bought. Fifty-sixth floor. It was only three bedrooms, but quality over quantity.

A smile danced on my lips as I imagined her hands pressed against the glass, looking over the city as I replaced the plug with something much more eager to be inside her.


Chapter Eleven

“David!” I called out happily.

His eyes were as round as the plates he currently had on the barbell he was pushing off his chest. The weight fell into place with a resounding crash. “You pull up in a Mercedes and you act like everything is normal? What the fuck is going on, is everything okay?”

I nodded repeatedly, “I can’t really go into the details, but I found work.”

“Are you sucking off every guy that carries a briefcase as they come out of a lawyer’s office?” he asked jokingly.

I shrugged, “I really can’t say. Either way, I know this is probably not something you care about, but I wanted to pay you back.”

He shook his head, “I was helping you because it felt like the right thing to do, Sarah.”

“Yeah, but this feels like the right thing to do for me, David,” I said as I handed him forty dollars. The gym membership was just shy of fifteen a month, which really wasn’t bad in my opinion. I just couldn’t afford it before.

David nodded, “Well, I appreciate it then. Hey, if things go sour with whatever you’re doing, you’re more than welcome to come back to showering here. And my couch is always available to you.”

“I’m not dying or anything. Nothing illegal, no drugs, nothing like that.”

“Found a sugar daddy?”

“Momma,” I mumbled.

His eyes widened before he a devious smirk appeared, “And you’re not even going to share the videos, are you?”

“I hope she doesn’t want videos,” I said.

He smiled and extended the money to me again, “Could you put this under my keyboard at the desk? I’m just about done working out. Thank you, Sarah. Seriously hope shit gets better for you than it has been,” he said.

I nodded and took the money back. “Hey, uh, I’m going to write down my cell number. I should be able to get it turned back on today. You’re a really cool guy, David. I’d hate to lose contact with you if I do end up leaving the city.”

He’d just gripped the barbell when I said that and he quickly sat up, “You’re not giving me reasons to think you’re safe!”

“Uh, the kind of sugar this momma is giving is a little thick. So, uh, I might be going away for a little while. But I’m going to give you my number, so you can keep up with me if things go sideways,” I said.

Truly, I didn’t imagine that Dani would do anything to hurt me. Except push a metal plug into my virgin butt. That came with a little sting, but nothing I wasn’t enjoying. My thoughts drifted to the luxurious feeling of sitting in a car meant for comfort with a plug wiggling in my ass when I moved.

“Alright, just try to keep yourself safe out there,” he said.

I nodded and left after putting the bills under his keyboard and leaving a sticky note on his monitor with my number. The next item on the docket was getting my phone turned on. Once I finished with that, I got back in the sedan and let out a frustrated groan. The plug pushed into me once again and as desperate as I was to pull it out and just satisfy myself without the constant reminder that Dani wanted to claim me, I couldn’t. I mean, I could. But I couldn’t.

She knew as well as I that if I took out the plug, I’d be admitting that I couldn’t handle something that she expected of me. I doubted that she would even begrudge me if I did take it out, but I wanted to show her that I could devote to doing these sorts of things. Sure, they were new to me, but that didn’t mean they were bad.

I pulled out my phone and sent her a quick text, “On my way back to the house.”

“Great, see you soon. Ready for that trip?” she asked.

“Yes.” I sent back. Simple and to the point, if someone did see the texts, nothing bad would come of it. Discrete!

I drove back to Dani’s house and the gate was open for me. As I pulled up, my jaw dropped and my thighs clenched. I shouldn’t have been surprised. If this was her ‘discrete’ car, I should have expected the gorgeous piece of machinery in front of me. If I wasn’t sold on the fact that Dani could literally burn more money than I made in my entire life and not make a dent in her funds, the Porsche in her driveway was enough to make me nearly cream.

I’d seen the model, a Spyder, in a video online with a daddy’s money millennial driving one of those things. Ryan showed me that video, claiming that he would own that car one day. The douche didn’t deserve to look at something so beautiful.

The sleek design of the sky blue car was only half the attraction, mix that with the powerful V8 that could probably vibrate me all the way to an orgasm and you had a car that was almost as sexy as the woman that leaned against it.

I parked the Mercedes behind it and quickly pulled the keys out of the Mercedes. Sure, this car was amazing, but beside the Porsche, it looked like a budget grocery getter.

“D-Dani, I’m wet. I’m literally wet,” I called out.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “I didn’t realize you’d be that into cars. I can’t pretend I know shit about them, but this fucker goes fast and it gets there quick. But that’s not why I love it. Not a single mother fucker parks beside me when I’m driving this bad boy. He’s a beast, but he’s on a leash. At least, he’s going to be. I don’t care how excited you are to see it, I don’t like speeding. At least, nothing too fast.”

I hurried over to her and bit my lip as I looked her in the eye. My hand fell to her cock and I squeezed it through her jeans, “I want you to bend me over the hood, right now.”

She chuckled and leaned in and whispered, “No.”

“Please!” I cried out.

“We’ve got places to be, Sarah. Besides, I wouldn’t want to risk you finishing on my car. It’s a nice ride, let’s treat it with the respect it deserves.”

I stroked her cock through her jeans and tried a slightly different approach, “What good is having so much raw, untamed power if you never let it out every once in a while?”

She moaned softly. “Sarah, I’ve had to tell you no twice today. Trust me when I say that I want to have sex with you. I’m trying to take that side of things slow.”

“But why?” I asked.

“Because I don’t want this to turn into a constant fuck fest. If it does, I won’t want to stop and when you’re not in the mood, I’m going to struggle with my needs. Being patient isn’t the worst thing ever,” she said.

I unzipped her pants and got on my tiptoes to whisper in her ear, “I’m always horny, Mistress.”

Her hands slid to my hips and she viciously snatched my jeans down my thighs. Without so much as a whisper, she hooked her hand through the left leg of my panties and ripped them. As the cloth fell to the other side, she put a hand on my throat and pushed me over the hood of the car.

I didn’t fight her. I didn’t want to. She wanted to make me her bitch, I was fine with that. Instead of even attempting to argue with her or give her time to change her mind, I kicked my feet to force my jeans down my legs and then I kicked off my shoes and jeans.

Dani pulled her cock through her zipper and she pressed her crown against my entrance. When I asked her to bend me over, I was hoping to have my chest against the hood so that I could hold on, but I wasn’t going to say a word that might make her stop.

Her thick cock pushed into my drenched entrance and I let my head rest on the hood of the car. My eyes fluttered as she sank that massive cock into me. Inch after inch, I couldn’t do anything but moan her name. The large insertion caused the plug still inside my tight ass to make the fit even tighter for both of us and we moaned quietly.

As desperate as I was for her to fuck me like a savage, it was nice to hear her moan. That probably didn’t mean that she cared about me all that much, but I believed that she did. Even if she was only initially sexually interested in me when I was in leather, this was a little more special than she might have wanted me to think it was. She could have kept telling me no or she could have asked me to dress up for her first. But instead, she chose to take me without the bells and whistles. Except the plug still inside me, of course.

I did have to mutter, “T-Thank you.”

She looked down at me and moved her hands to my shoulders, “Legs around my back. Don’t you dare put your feet on my car, Sarah.”

That controlling tone made my heart swell. My juices trickled down the divide of my body and I couldn’t help but blush from that feeling. No man I’d ever slept with ever got me as drenched as Dani could.

I wrapped my legs around her. A gasp welled up within my mouth and slipped forth, drifting away in the light breeze as her cock pushed slightly deeper into me.

“F-Fuck me like you mean it, Mistress.”


Chapter Twelve

That wasn’t going to be a problem. It took everything I had to tell her no the first two times. The third time was the charm for her. My patience had worn thin. I wasn’t angry with her, not at all, I wasn’t even remotely upset. But, I couldn’t deny my carnal desires any longer.

Her tight walls gripped around my cock and I looked down at her. Those emerald eyes shone with a light that I’d never seen in anyone I’d slept with before. I needed her so bad, I could scream. But instead, I settled for a low growl as I slammed my hips into her.

Sarah’s pleasured moan sang out and I didn’t give her even a second to rest before I continued pumping into her. Hard, deep strokes that sent my cock from head-to-hilt faster than this car could ever dream of going from zero-to-sixty. Each time my shaft disappeared into her, she cried out louder and louder.

“Is this what you wanted?” I growled.

She nodded her head, “Y-Yes, Mistress!”

“Such a good gi—”

“Slut! I’m a good slut!” she cried.

Hearing her say that while I was trying to get in the zone was a little jarring. I didn’t stop pumping into her, but I did slow down, “You’re not a slut. We talked about that.”

“S-Shut up, Mistress. You want me to call you that, you can talk down to me while you fuck me. F-For fucks sake, you’re inside me and I’m on top of a car worth about a cold mil. Let me be your whore, just for a few minutes,” Sarah begged.

I couldn’t argue with that tone. My eyes met with hers and I leaned down to kiss her gently before whispering, “After this, it’s back to normal. I respect you, Sarah. Don’t think otherwise.”

“Don’t be a pussy,” she whimpered. “Save the emotional shit f-for after you cum on me.”

“You asked for this, slut,” I growled and put my hands on the hood of my car. It wasn’t cheaply made, that much was certain and if it couldn’t handle me fucking my friend without denting, then they clearly didn’t have the rich and wealthy on their mind when they created it.

I locked eyes with Sarah as I thrust into her hard enough to cause the car to rock. Her sharp gasp was followed by a deep moan and she whimpered, “I did, M-Mistress.”

My hips continued to viciously slam into hers. Each brutal thrust was met with the slap of my balls against her soaked sex. My teeth bit into my bottom lip to keep myself from moaning like I would have wanted to. She didn’t deserve to hear how she was making me feel, not right now.

I wanted to make her feel like the whore she asked to be. My hips didn’t angle lower to help grind against her sensitive inner spot. She hadn’t earned that bliss. Sarah was little more than a sex toy for me right now and I was going to enjoy using her.

The nagging thoughts in the back of my mind that wanted me to hold her and tell her how much I appreciated her had to be put aside. She wanted this and I wanted to give her an authentic experience.

Desperate moans poured from her, followed by sharp gasps as she fought to suck in air between my relentless thrusts. I could have paid someone to let me do this with them, but it wouldn’t have meant a damn thing to me. Sarah’s moans, they were worth paying for. But I didn’t have to. This was my treat as well as it was hers.

As much as I was trying to make this about her, I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t enjoying every second of this. My lip finally fell from my lips and I growled, “You want to wear your Mistress’s cum?”

“P-Please!”

“Beg for it, whore,” I snarled.

It didn’t feel right to tell her to beg for my orgasm, but she didn’t hesitate to cry out, “Mistress, cum on me. Paint my cunt white and feed it to me! Oh my g-god! Please give it to me, Mistress!”

That wasn’t what I expected. Sarah was full of surprises and I had to pull out quickly before she ended up full of my surprise. My hands roughly gripped her shoulders and I snatched her off the hood of my car. I could feel the first rope of my cum shoot from my cock and I let out a deep groan before I sprayed the hood and side of my car with my cum.

“W-Why not on me?” she whimpered.

I ran my index finger and thumb down my cock in a tight grip and held my cock pointed up so that the single bead of cum wouldn’t try to fall to the ground. “On your knees, whore.”

She didn’t hesitate and I pressed my cock to her lips. Sarah opened her mouth and happily licked and suckled on the head of my cock as I whispered, “Lick my car clean. You wanted to appreciate it. Show your Mistress that you’ll take care of her things. You’ve already shown that you’re willing to take care of her.”

Sarah’s put her hands on either side of the mess I made on my car and paused for a moment before she gave her shoulders a dismissive shrug. Then her tongue slipped from her mouth and she licked up as much of my cum as she could find. If not for the fact that I’d just cum, I would have stroked myself to the sight of Sarah’s naked ass swaying as she proved just how obedient she could be.

I smiled warmly down at her and spoke quietly, “Now, kiss my cock and put it away. And what do you say when someone does something nice for you, slut?”

Sarah winced as she shuffled over to me on her knees. Her lips pressed against my cock and she added an extra lick before she tucked my meaty cock back into my boyshorts, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“That’s my girl. Now, are you done being called a slut for a little while?”

“For a little while,” she whispered.

I smiled and ran my hand through her hair. Taking a grip, I tilted her head and she arched her back slightly. I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers. The taste of my cum was still fresh, but I didn’t care. If I couldn’t handle the taste of a little cum, I didn’t deserve this woman.

My tongue pushed into her mouth and she moaned into the kiss. Sarah reached between my thighs and rubbed my bulge again. As pleasant as it felt, I was still sensitive from just devastating her pussy. I broke the kiss and took a step back at the same time, “Go get your leather pants on. I’ll buy you an outfit or two once we get to my condo.”

“S-Should I still call you Mistress?” she asked.

I nodded, “For now. It does turn me on a little and you seem to like doing that.”

Sarah stood up and whispered, “I’ll have to remember that, Mistress. I don’t think I’ll get your cock if you’re not seeing red with lust.”

I hesitated for a moment, “Or pink with love.”

Her eyes met with mine for a split-second before she shrugged her shoulders, “Something like that. I’m going to go get those pants now.”

She didn’t seem very receptive to the idea of being in love with me. But that was fine. What I felt for her probably wasn’t love. Not like I would really know. The only people I thought loved me were my parents and they were quick to kick me out when I turned out to be different.

What did I know of love? Why should I even think that I could have something that beautiful with Sarah? We weren’t strangers anymore, but we weren’t more than friends either.

The thought didn’t make my heart any less heavy. Even though I got to watch that beautiful ass wiggle away, I felt hollow. Maybe one day things would change.


Chapter Thirteen

Before I got the leather pants back on, I took out the plug that. My jeans would have been just fine. Better than these pants that still smelled of my juices. If I had to guess, the housecleaning people hadn’t made it here yet. It’s not like these pants were hard to find, after all, they were in a pool beside the bed.

I joined Dani back outside and she had a distant look on her face as she stared out into the distance. “Dani?” I asked.

She looked over at me, “Ready to go?”

“Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, it’s all good. Must be the pussy,” she said.

That didn’t sound like her at all, but maybe that was how she handled herself after having great sex. At least, I hoped it was good for her. I enjoyed myself, even though I didn’t finish. This time, not for a lack of trying, but I was so scared that I’d end up denting her car if I bucked and writhed.

Feeling her cock spreading me like nothing else ever had while rubbing against the plug inside me, it was an experience I’d never forget. Something was wrong, even if she wouldn’t tell me. If it was about the love comment, I didn’t know how to approach that.

This was fun and new to me, but it wasn’t love. She couldn’t love me, not when she realized how stupid I’d been in the past. How easy it was for a real asshole to take me and make me believe that he was my world. She was doing the same thing, easily getting me wrapped around her finger. The difference, as far as I could tell, Dani truly was everything that Ryan pretended to be.

Charming, sweet, capable, competent, and driven. Traits that I wanted in a partner, though Dani had many more. Ryan faked those. He made me feel like once upon a time, he would be the kind of man that I could snuggle up to and maybe fool around with after a long day of him working and me taking care of our kids. The American dream.

“Are you going to get in?” she asked, standing there with her door open.

“Sorry, Mistress, I was just—”

“You don’t have to call me that,” Dani said. “If it doesn’t feel right, don’t say it.”

I got in the car and put my seatbelt on. The bucket seat was a level of comfort I didn’t know existed, but that was the only comfortable thing in the car right now. This wasn’t the Dani that I wanted to be on the road with for two hours.

“It feels right to say it, Dani,” I mumbled.

She chuckled, but she didn’t sound happy. “Yeah, just like it felt right for me to call you a slut and a whore?”

“What do you mean?”

She turned the car on using its electric option. Instead of a purring engine that vibrated the car, the whirring of the parts activating sounded out and then things got quiet. “It only feels good when we’re turned on and ready to cum.”

“Is that what you think? I enjoy those things because it reminds me that I’m not on your level. I’ll never be. You’re above me.”

“Because I have money?” she snapped.

“Because you’re not damaged goods!” I yelled back.

She chuckled and looked out of the window, “You’ve lost your fucking mind.”

“I’m the one that’s acting strange? It goes from the best sex I’ve ever had to the most awkward way of showing you’ve got a crush on me?” I asked.

Dani put her seatbelt on, “Don’t act like you know how I feel about you, Sarah. I don’t even know how I feel about you.”

“You care about me. That much is obvious, just like I care about you. You were right last night and this morning. I could leave. I’m here because you want me to be and I’m enjoying how this is playing out. But it’s not going to last, it couldn’t,” I mumbled.

She turned the car off. Her eyes met with mine and she shook her head, “Not if you’re going to block me when I try to tell you how I feel?”

“So you love me, then?” I asked aggressively.

“I can’t fucking say I love you yet, but I know that I think of you as so much more than a whore,” she snarled.

“Then what. Am I just arm candy that you’re going to hide from everyone else. I’m just a liability in leather?”

Her eyes narrowed and she reached across the car. For the first time since I met her, I flinched when she touched me. Her hand cupped my chin and she tilted my head to force us to make eye contact, “Maybe that’s what this was at first. Be honest with me. What was I when you first met me?”

“Someone that was going to pay me to do something probably gross,” I mumbled.

“And you were just going to be a random chick with a tight ass that I might have jerked off too. That was supposed to be it. I didn’t expect you to stay the night. But the best laid plan never survives an encounter with the enemy,” she said.

My eyes drifted from her intense gaze and she sighed before letting me go. “Dani, I’m not the kind of person you want to get feelings for.”

“That’s what you think. I know it sounds like a stupid comeback, but I mean that. Sarah, I’ve been single since I was fifteen. I don’t know what right and wrong really are. I just know what I want and I know how I want to get it. That doesn’t include buying you cars, houses, giving you shares of stock in my businesses. All I want to do is build a relationship on something that isn’t money,” she said softly.

I leaned into the seat and whispered, “Yesterday, I sold a ring. That ring was the worst thing that ever happened to me, but it was the one thing I had that I could hold onto that reminded me of the baby I lost.”

Dani turned the car on again, this time not choosing to use the electric option, “Tell me the story after you tell me which shop you sold it to.”

The determination in her voice made my heart skip a beat. That was the Dani I missed. “G-General Gold‘n Gun.”

Dani’s car roared as she pulled out of the house. The sheer power in that engine pushed me back into the seat and as serious as things were right now, I couldn’t deny a slight amount of arousal.

“And the story?” she asked over the roar of the engine.

“There isn’t much of one. My fiance said he’d be with me forever and in reality, the second we found out I was pregnant, he ran out. Didn’t say goodbye, didn’t have the decency to even leave me any money to survive on. So I lived in the apartment we’d rented for as long as they let me, but the stress got the better of me,” I said and took a deep breath. “And when I lost the baby, I gave up a little. I was ready to try going back to the home I ran away from to be with Ryan. That wasn’t all that appealing to me. But then I read your post and here we are.”

Dani might not know everything about her car, but she handled it like a professional. I didn’t want to look at how fast we were going because even if it was the speed limit, it felt like we were going much faster.

“I’m sorry to hear about those things, Sarah. I really mean that. But I’m not going to push you out of my life. If you decided that we wouldn’t work out together, I’d hate to hear that, but I’d also make sure you were taken care of,” she said.

“Work out together?”

She finally had to slow down as we got into the city’s more dense traffic. Switching the car back into its electric mode to quiet things down, Dani continued, “Sarah, you’re the first person that’s come to my house and not tried to specifically take advantage of me. You did what I asked you to do and so much more that I wasn’t expecting. Discrete is nice and all, but I don’t want to hide you.”

“You understand that this can’t work without me taking advantage of you. I’m homeless. Let that sink in for a second,” I muttered.

She nodded her head, “I could give you a home. I could give you everything you could put your hands on, but that wouldn’t make me feel any better. If you weren’t appreciative and if enough was never enough, then you’d be just like the rest.”

“Have I made you feel like I don’t appreciate you?” I asked.

Dani chuckled and shook her head as she pulled into the parking lot of the pawn shop. “Sit with the car, please. I won’t be long.”

“You don’t have to do this,” I said as she got out of the car and shut the door behind her.

While Dani was gone, I let out a deep breath. I didn’t deserve her. She was putting up with me, but I was having to deal with some of her issues as well. It was a balancing act, but we’d barely known each other for a day. In that time, she’d fucked my throat, cum on my chest, fucked me on her car, and stolen my heart.

I didn’t want to believe that she could love me. It would have been so much better if she didn’t love me, actually. I could just keep wearing the leather and she could keep watching me from a distance. I’d be earning the money she spent on me then, even if it was pretty demeaning work.

As Dani came back out, I had to pull myself from thought. She got in the car and extended her clenched right hand toward me. When she opened it, the engagement ring was on a beautiful silver necklace and she spoke softly, “I know this isn’t fair to you, but all I ask is that you don’t wear the ring on your finger. I’d rather the next one I give you to be a promise instead of a memory. But for that to happen, Sarah, I’d like to ask you if you’d want to date me. Officially, not in the shadows.”

My blood thundered in my ears and I took the necklace and clasped it behind my neck, “I’d be stupid to pass up the offer, Dani. But you don’t have to think so far in the future. I don’t think I want to be proposed to again for a while.”

“Open wounds, I get that,” she said. Leaning over toward me, she whispered, “But would it make you feel any better if I got on the interstate and let this lion roar?”

“Trying to distract me, huh?” I asked teasingly.

“Maybe just a little, but I do have someone expecting to see us today. I know it’s really not tasteful to say this, but custom-fitted leather shorts and a bra have been on my mind since last night’s blowjob.”

“That’s what you’re calling it?”

“Since I fucked your mouth,” she corrected. “Sarah, I promise that I can be sweet and I’ll try and show you that. But we both know how we met and that I’ve got desires I want to be scratched.”

I grabbed her wrist and smiled as I put her hand on my inner thigh, “I’d love to scratch them for you, Mistress.”

She hesitated. “Are you sure you want to do something like this right now?”

“Dani, you’re looking for love. I’m not stupid. I can’t promise you that I can return that just yet, but we’re going to figure these things out together. What I’m not going to deny is that you’re fucking rich and you keep doing things that aren’t related to your money that make me wet. I’m twenty-two. I have a sex drive. It’s not going anywhere just because we had a serious conversation,” I said.

I didn’t know how else to put it. Was I supposed to tell her that her buying the ring for me meant more to me than I could ever say? Sure, my ex was a complete ass, but the ring did still remind me of the good times. Not with him, but of that time period.

It reminded me of how happy I was when I found out that I was pregnant. I was so ready to be a mom. At least, I thought I was. Then he left and I realized that I could barely take care of myself.

If not for the goddess in the seat to my left, I’d be broke down on the side of a road somewhere between here and Georgia.


Chapter Fourteen

I flashed a smile at Sarah and gave her sensitive thigh a gentle slap, “Then you’ll have to wait until we’re not in traffic. I don’t mind a little playing, but I can’t do anything that would make you purr.”

She nodded her head and mumbled, “I really appreciate everything you’re doing, Dani.”

“Don’t mention it.”

“I have to. I’m not going to sit here and let you feel like this doesn’t mean something to me,” she said as she rolled the ring between her fingers. “I know it’s not about the money for you, but you didn’t have to do this.”

“I didn’t, no, but I wanted to because it meant something to you,” I said.

I started the car again. As much as I loved the roar, in the city, it was best to leave it in the electric mode. While it was still eye-catching, I didn’t want to catch the attention of a cop with the roar of the engine.

Before long, we were out on the open interstate and I smiled at Sarah as I changed the option again. The transition was seamless and I had to appreciate the craftsmanship that went into designing this car again. With the slightest pressure on the gas pedal, the engine growled and the car shot off.

It was a little irresponsible of me, that much I knew, but I didn’t much care. I knew better than to do something that would endanger Sarah’s life. A quiet moan escaped her lips and I glanced over. Her thighs clenched together and I reached over to put my hand on her crotch.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked.

She nodded her head and bit her lip, “I wish I could blow you right now.”

That wasn’t what I was expecting from her. “It would be nice, but I’d end up in a ditch, baby girl.”

“That’s why I don’t have your cock in my mouth already,” she whined.

I chuckled and gave her pussy a gentle pat through the leather pants that I loved so much. “You’ll get your fill later.”

The next hour and a half were mostly quiet. Listening to the sounds my car made, feeling the vibration as it rippled through the seats and into my very being, and admiring how wonderful Sarah’s writhing under my fingers was, I had a nice time on the trip.

By the time we arrived at the tower that I’d bought a room in, Sarah’s face was flushed red and she looked over at me, “I-I think I’ve ruined these pants.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She looked away from me, “I’m wet. Very, very wet.”

“Shame, but I’m sure my tailor is going to love seeing your wet lips,” I said with a smirk. Her eyes widened, but I got out of the car and she joined me. Handing the keys over to the valet, I put my arm around Sarah’s waist and stepped inside.

The man at the elevator pressed the button for us and I smiled warmly at him, “Kacey.”

“Miss Young, Jessica is waiting for your arrival in your condo. Please enjoy your stay,” he said.

The elevator chimed and I stepped inside with Sarah and pressed the button for the fifty-sixth floor. She let out a quiet groan and mumbled, “Rich people.”

“What do you mean?” I asked innocently.

She rolled her eyes, “It’s so high up. I don’t like heights all that much.”

“Well, the good news is that you’re going to be safe. I wouldn’t do anything that would hurt you, outside of maybe a little spanking,” I said. “But the building will sway from time to time. Just know that it is designed that way.”

“Dani, I swear, if this building crashes down, I’m going to murder you in the afterlife.”

“It won’t!” I called out. Surprisingly, there were no stops on the way up to my condo and I smiled warmly as I led Sarah inside.

Between the artwork on the walls, the expensive carpet, and the furniture that helped make the space feel a little less empty, the condo was outfitted for luxury. The first thing that Sarah did was hurry over to look out of one of the windows. She stayed a few feet away from it and I called out, “It’s sturdy, don’t worry. You can lean against it. I sure know that I intend to push you against it later on.”

“Don’t you fucking dare!” Sarah called out.

“You weren’t kidding, Dani, she really does keep you on your toes,” came a voice from the master bedroom. Jessica stepped out and smiled at me before wrapping me in a hug. She’d barely changed since the last time I saw her and I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty as I hugged her. A year ago, Jessica was in similar shoes that Sarah was in. The only problem? Jessica didn’t like her women with cocks attached.

But from that attempt at finding a submissive, I made a great friend. While we didn’t talk all that much, Jessica went into business for me. Granted, this wasn’t one that I kept on the books and it didn’t bring in millions of dollars or anything. It was a passion project, for both of us. She loved BDSM and while she didn’t mind wearing leather, she preferred crafting it and seeing it modeled.

“Did you bring the measuring tape?” I asked.

Jessica nodded and looked over at Sarah, “Pleasure to meet you, Sarah. I’m Jessica. Now, take off your pants.”

Sarah looked at me and tilted her head, “What?”

“She’s going to measure you and get some clothes made for you. Seeing as how I have very specific needs, I want the fit to be as perfect as possible. So, please get naked, baby girl,” I called out.

Sarah grumbled something under her breath as she took off her clothes. “Don’t you say a word if I smell a little funny. Dani made me put dirty pants back on and I was a little turned on.”

Jessica chuckled as she hurried over to start taking Sarah’s measurements. “I’m not even a little worried if you smell like sex. I know what kind of person Dani is.”

“Could we not bring that up around my girlfriend, Jessica?” I asked.

Sarah looked over Jessica, “There something I need to know about the random woman that was in your condo?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Jessica was one of the first women I brought over to my house. She and I didn’t mesh sexually, but like I told you I would do for you, I gave her a better life. Instead of working part-time at a gas station, she runs a small business that makes and sells BDSM equipment.”

Jessica slid down to her knees and I kept my eyes on her as she said, “Are you two in an open relationship?”

“Don’t you even think about asking if you can have sex with her, Jessica,” I growled.

She let out a quiet groan and hurried the measurements along. Once she finished, she mumbled, “Can I at least be here when she tries on the clothes?”

“No,” I said.

Sarah chuckled, “Someone’s a little possessive.”

“I don’t share my partners. If I’m not enough for you, say so now, Sarah.”

“Mistress, you’re the only woman I need. I was just leaving the door open if you did want to share me. It’s not like I know what you want,” she said.

Jessica made her way to the door, “And I left the outfit you asked me to bring over on the bed. I’ll have this ready by tomorrow. Do you want me to bring it here or will you be coming to pick it up?”

“I’ll pick it up,” I said.

And with that, Jessica left and I looked at Sarah and sighed heavily, “Sorry if I came off the wrong way.”

“I didn’t mind. It’s nice to know that you’d probably rip her in half if she tried anything. But she did lick her lips when she was on her knees,” Sarah said.

I rolled my eyes and gestured to the bedroom. “I’d like to shower if it’s all the same to you. Then we can get dressed and head out for dinner. I know a wonderful sushi place that is to die for.”

“Let’s keep the dying to a minimum, but did you want to shower or is that keyword for something else?” she asked.

A smile crested my lips, “The something else will be happening later. But, I wouldn’t turn down a blowjob if that’s something you wanted to do.”

She rolled her eyes, “A blowjob wouldn’t get me off.”

“It wouldn’t, but like I said, the something else is happening later. Either way,” I made my way into the bedroom, then into the master bathroom, “I’m going to enjoy getting wet with you.”

“That’s a terrible line!” she called out and hurried to join me.

A few moments later, we were in the shower and I smiled at her. “Jokes aside, I really do appreciate everything you’re doing with me, Sarah.”

“Next time you want someone else to see me naked, please warn me. That was pretty embarrassing for me, but I did it for you,” she said.

I nodded, “And that’s all I can ask, babe. It won’t happen again. At least, not intentionally. If someone sees something they shouldn’t, then that’s not something I can control.”

“How would someone see me naked if you didn’t let them?” she asked.

A devious smirk lit up my face, “I want to make you cum while we’re eating dinner tonight. So, it’s possible that someone could see. I just doubt that they would. I’m pretty careful when I pick places to do things. What’s life without a little risk?”


Chapter Fifteen

The thought of being pleasured in public wasn’t the worst, but I couldn’t pretend that I was thrilled to hear about it after all the talk of being discrete yesterday. We were dating now, which was a little insane to me, but that still didn’t change the fact that the press would have a field day if they found out about something like this. Danielle Young caught fingering her date. I could see the headline already.

But I didn’t want to say no. She was right, a little risk would be more fun than living our lives trapped inside the four walls of whatever place she took me. The condo was impressive, sure, but how long could I pretend to enjoy being this high up. Even though I knew we were supposed to be safe up here, the swaying of the building and the slight sense of vertigo when I looked out over the city was difficult to manage.

Still, this was the kind of life that people would kill to have. Dani’s hands slid over my breasts as she lathered me up, “You can tell me no if you want.”

“I don’t mind trying it, but I’m worried about what would happen if we got caught,” I mumbled.

“The absolute worst case scenario is that a few people make a big deal out of it. It’s not like I’m going to stop making money or my businesses would just dry up because we were caught having sex,” she said.

“S-Sex?”

Dani smirked, “Maybe I won’t go that far, but I do want to make you soak your panties, baby.”

I bit my lip and pressed my ass against her. The warmth of her cock as it pressed against me made my heart pound even harder, “We could do that here, though.”

“We could, but again, why not spice it up a little with the risk?”

“Fine,” I mumbled. “But I want you to go down on me when we get back here.”

“Maybe. If you do a good job while we’re out, I will, but if I don’t think that you’ve earned to feel my tongue inside your tight little pussy, then you won’t get it,” she said.

I let my hips grind against her cock until her thick cock was as hard as I could imagine it needed to be, “What if I said please?”

“Then you’d get spanked,” she purred as her hips fell to my waist. “But by all means, keep trying to get me to fuck you.”

A quiet sigh escaped me and I pulled away from her. “Fine, let’s get clean and we’ll see about how dirty I feel like getting tonight.”

When we finished in the shower, she showed me the clothes that I would be wearing. The white lingerie must have cost a fortune, but it wasn’t half as beautiful as the short black dress that she wanted me to wear. As revealing as it was, showing most of my legs, I loved it. If I bent over, the panties peeked out from underneath and that seemed to drive Dani wild.

She was dressed in a much more respectable fashion. Her three-piece suit made her look even more domineering. She pulled her hair back into a ponytail and made sure that her watch peeked out from underneath the sleeve of the suit.

Once she put her dress shoes on to complete the outfit, I mumbled quietly, “My shoes really don’t go with this outfit.”

She chuckled and pointed to the floor, “Under the bed are three pairs of heels and a pair of white stockings. They’re all the same but I didn’t know your exact shoe size so pick the pair that fits the best.”

I nodded and pulled out the pairs of heels. After I rolled the stockings up my legs and a shudder rippled through me. They were nicer than I expected them to feel on my legs. After picking the middle pair of heels, I put them on and smiled weakly at Dani, “Better?”

“Much.”

We left the room and she put her arm around my waist as we walked back outside. Instead of the Porsche we came here in, a limo was brought around for us. The driver came around and opened the door for us. His thick beard was as white as the rest of his hair and he spoke in a tired voice, “Ms. Young, it’s nice to see you back. Had I expected you, I would have got a haircut.”

“Don’t worry about it, Johannes,” Dani said. “I’m just glad that you were available on short notice.”

“Always, ma’am.”

She smiled at him and ushered me into the limo before joining me. The door shut behind us and we were off. Dani put her hand in my lap and let the heel of her hand guide the dress up to my waist. Her fingers pushed into my panties and she stroked me softly as she explained, “Soundproof and it’s a one-way mirror. This is the first time I’ve been able to play like this, Sarah, but it’s not the first time I’ve dreamed of it.”

I leaned back into the seat and moaned quietly, “I wouldn’t care if he could see and hear. God, I love when you touch me.”

My hips lifted from the seat as I pressed my sex against her hand. “I know you do, but I’d like to ask you a few things about what you’re comfortable with moving forward.”

I bit my lip as a finger pushed inside my desperate entrance, “What kind of things?”

“How do you feel about collars?”

“They’re fine.”

She slid a second finger into my burning pussy and pumped into me slightly faster. “And how would you feel if I asked you to be my submissive, formally.”

“I thought I was,” I hissed.

“No, my true submissive. Baby girl, I want to have you as a more permanent figure in my life. That means making sure I can take care of you, but for that to happen, I need you to keep providing the immeasurable value you have been giving me,” she said.

I closed my eyes and used both my hands to hold her wrist in position. As I pushed myself onto her fingers, again and again, I whimpered, “Pay my phone bill and keep me fed and I’ll do anything for you, Dani.”

She chuckled and whispered, “Take your hands off me, slut.”

That word was all I needed to hear to know what kind of mood my Mistress was in. My hands dropped from her wrist and I pressed my head firmly against the seat of the limo, “I’m close.”

Dani’s fingers slowed as she whispered, “Good to know. Now, what I want from you is to be more than a sexual relief. These past two days have been some of the best I’ve experienced. That being said, I want more. I always want more, Sarah. Over the course of the weekend, I hope that I can help teach you what I’m looking for when I put a collar around your neck.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent. “When it’s on, I’d like a certain kind of behavior. You can still tell me no. You can talk back a little, but if I give you a command that you have no real reason to say no to, you’re going to do it. If I tell you to clean the dishes, you will. If I ask you to get on your knees and suck my cock while I watch TV, you will. Is that clear?”

“C-Crystal.”

She kissed my cheek and let her fingers piston into me, “That’s a good little slut.”

I bucked against her fingers as best I could and let out a loud cry as my walls clenched around her fingers. There was nothing I could do to stop the torrent of juices that gushed from me. I wanted more of her. I always did, and that was what confused me the most about her.

Her fingers were soaked with my juices and she pulled them out of my panties and whispered, “Open your mouth, slut.”

My lips parted and she pushed her two fingers into my mouth. The sweet taste of her efforts slid over my tongue and I moaned softly as I let my tongue roll over her fingers. She smiled at me and slowly pushed them deeper inside, down toward my throat. I didn’t like the idea of where she was going, but I wasn’t going to stop her. She was my Mistress. My girlfriend. And I trusted her.

She pulled her fingers out of my mouth and spoke softly, “When we get to the restaurant, there is a circular booth in the back. It’s reserved for us. You will take a seat first, then you’re going to pull my cock out of my pants and suck it until I cum or the food gets brought to us. Whichever happens first.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Sixteen

I smiled as Johannes opened the door to the restaurant for us, “I’ll be here when you come out, Ms. Young.”

“Excellent,” I said before giving Sarah a gentle pat on the rear. “You heard the man, we wouldn’t want to keep him waiting all night, would we?”

“Of course not, Dani,” she said, her face reddening as she scampered into the restaurant.

As I told her about in the car, the large, circular booth in the back of the restaurant was barely visible. From most angles, there were blind spots. It was why I enjoyed this restaurant so much. The food was superb, but the chance for scratching my public sex kink was what really kept me coming back.

Until tonight, I didn’t imagine it would actually happen. And yet, Sarah was happily shuffling into the booth. Her dress rode up and I didn’t regret a single dollar that I’d spent on it. Jessica might not have worked out as my submissive, but she certainly knew how to pick an outfit.

I joined her and gave the waitress a rather difficult order and she smiled and nodded, “Of course, I’ll bring your drinks and get right on that.”

A few moments later, our drinks were on the table and I looked over at Sarah, “You’re not wearing a collar, baby girl. You don’t have to do it if you’re scared.”

“Mistress, I want to. I really do,” she said as she leaned over and put her heels up on the seat of the booth. Her elbow pressed into the seat and she used her other hand to unzip my pants. Once again, her hand slid into my boyshorts and she stroked my cock, “I just wanted to ask you if you were sure you wanted me to be the one doing this.”

“You don’t have to ask things like that, baby girl. I know it’s been pretty sexual between us, but I have feelings for you,” I said.

She chuckled and pulled my cock out of my panties and pants and continued to stroke it as she mumbled, “I hope that you’re not just saying that. But even if you are, it makes me happy.”

Sarah kissed the crown of my cock and let her tongue glide over my sensitive head. Without so much as a glance to make sure no one was watching, she took my cock into her mouth. The occasional slurp sounded out, but with the general noise in the restaurant, it wasn’t enough to draw any unwanted attention.

I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “I don’t lie. You don’t get far in life when you can’t be honest with people. So trust me, having your lips around my cock right now, that means more to me than it might seem like it does.”

She moaned around my cock. I couldn’t tell if she was trying to agree with me or if she was turned on. Hopefully both?

I ran my hand down her side and pulled her short dress up enough to expose her panties. Without a care in the world as to who might see, I slid my hand into her panties and pushed two fingertips into her drenched pussy. The moans around my cock intensified.

Each pleasant vibration pushed me closer to my release. I closed my eyes and let myself truly enjoy the sensations. Her tongue pressing against my shaft as she took me into her throat, then the relaxation as she pulled away just to start again. Each time her lips were around my crown, she flicked her tongue against my head and then dove back onto me as if her life depended on it. I loved the devotion she showed me. Even though this little vixen didn’t owe me a damn thing, she made me feel like I was her entire world.

The ex she talked about before must have truly been one stupid mother fucker. How the fuck could he leave someone like this behind?

It wasn’t until the sound of plates being put on the table that I even opened my eyes. There stood the waitress, eyes wide and cheeks flushing red as she mumbled, “I-I won’t tell.”

I chuckled and spoke softly, “Then you’ll get a tip almost as nice as the one she’s getting.”

Sarah pulled away from my cock and awkwardly tried to cover it with her hands, “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be, and don’t stop,” I said softly. “If she had a problem with what we were doing, we’d be out of the building by now.”

The waitress spoke softly, “M-Ms. Young, right?”

I nodded, all the while we talked, I continued pushing my fingers into my partner.

“Y-You’re kind of my hero, b-but I didn’t know you were transgender. S-So am I,” she mumbled.

“Sweetie, that’s really nice, but this is a really awkward time. Can you come back in ten minutes or so?” I asked.

She nodded but didn’t take her eyes off my cock as Sarah went back to pleasuring me. I couldn’t blame the woman. She was sweet and shy, but I wasn’t exactly in the mood for a meet and greet. I wanted to enjoy myself before I ate dinner with my girlfriend.

After a few seconds, the waitress scampered off and I let my fingers splay within Sarah’s pussy as I spoke softly, “Unexpected, but I’m not going to lie, it’s such a turn on to have someone watch and wish they were in your shoes. But I don’t want a stranger like the waitress. I want someone that I know is interested in me.”

Her moans flowed nearly constantly. Sarah’s heavy breathing washed over my crotch and I bit my lip before letting out a hissing groan. “I’m close.”

She didn’t pull away and I was hoping that I’d finally be able to let her taste my cum. Instead of slowing down, she pulled back so that only my thick crown was in her mouth. Her hand moved to my shaft and she stroked me furiously while suckling on my tip.

Leaning back against the booth, I finally pulled my fingers out of her sex. My hand cupped her ass and I squeezed tightly as a low moan escaped my lips. As much as I would have loved to tell her how much I appreciated her, I didn’t think that now was the time. Being sentimental after being caught getting a blowjob might seem a little odd for her. Then again, this was a different world than she was used to. Still, after what happened the last time I mentioned how I might feel about her, I was hesitant.

The first jolt of heated ecstasy that shot through my shaft brought a moan from Sarah, but it was quickly silenced as my seed pumped into her waiting mouth. Her hips bucked slowly and I couldn’t help but feel a little cocky. From being nervous about sex to being thrilled to just have a mouthful of my seed, Sarah truly had started walking the path of being the submissive I was desperate for.

Sarah kept my cock in her mouth as she swallowed heavily. Then, she used her hand to run up my cock and squeeze out the last little bit of my cum. Her tongue lovingly lapped at the last of my flavor before she pulled away and mumbled, “I’m glad that you only want me to do this. But don’t think that I’m doing this just because you’re Ms. Young.”

I smiled at her and shook my head, “Never. You’re doing it because you want to. If you weren’t, then you wouldn’t have had the opportunity to do any of this in the first place.”

“Uh, well, I don’t mean to be weird, but can we eat now? I don’t mind how you taste, but it’s lingering a little more than I want it to.”

“If you don’t mind my taste, is that a bad thing?” I asked and picked up a piece of sushi.

She shook her head and whispered, “I don’t know if the waitress would be fine with you fucking me, so yeah, let’s not let me think about how good your cum tastes, okay?”

“Fair enough.”

A few minutes after we started eating, the waitress came back and refilled our drinks. “I, uh, I wanted to say that I’m really proud of you, Ms. Young.”

I smiled at her and put my arm around Sarah’s lower back, “About what?”

“Well, during your interview last summer, you said that you didn’t think you’d want to settle down. It’s really nice to see that you’ve changed your mind about that,” she said.

I gestured to the booth, “Have a seat. What’s your name?”

She sat down, her cheeks flushing a bright shade of pink, “Tanya, ma’am.”

“Tanya, I didn’t think that I was going to settle down at all. I never really thought it had a place in my life, but when you have everything you could want as far as money goes, you start noticing what you don’t have. Things like family, friends, love interests, the things that truly matter. But, I’d be lying through my teeth if I said that being as successful as I’ve had the fortune to be doesn’t help with making those things. Not family, of course, I couldn’t get my parents to look me in the eye if I offered them my bank account,” I said.

Sarah mumbled, “You really didn’t seem like the kind of person that would do interviews to me.”

“I’m not, honestly. I do have to put on appearances from time to time, though.”

Tanya smiled and gestured to the plates, “We all have our places in life, Ms. Young, but I don’t think that you’re anything less than a role model for people like me. You came from nothing and now you have most everything someone could ask for. I’m really glad that you found someone, and, uh, I know this is really uncomfortable, probably, but I’m glad she’s as confident as you are about. You know, the thing I caught you doing.”

“Sex?” I asked. Tanya nodded. “Sex is as natural as it gets, Tanya. I don’t mean to make it sounds too casual, but we weren’t programmed to feel lust for no reason. It’s natural, primal, and instinctual. If you find someone that doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable to enjoy it with, then do so.”

Sarah mumbled, “Just make sure you know the person and their intentions before you start sharing yourself with them.”

“Exactly,” I said. “If you can’t trust them and know that they’re going to be good for you, then what’s the point of making yourself so vulnerable? That’s why I’m so glad I found Sarah. I know that the tabloids are going to be wild with accusations of a secret love affair very soon, but I don’t care about that. Sure, we’re moving very fast, but that doesn’t mean that I didn’t make sure that she would be someone I could see myself with years from now. Sometimes, you’ve just got to go with your gut and see how things work out.”

Tanya smiled and nodded, “T-Then I’d like to ask you if you would be willing to hire me.”

“What is your skill set?” I asked.

She looked around nervously and mumbled, “I’m good with customers? I have good time management skills.”

“Didn’t think you’d get this far in the conversation, did you?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“Tell you what. I have a friend that works in a more private offshoot company. As far as I know, she needs someone to work the front desk. Cashier type stuff. I could get you involved over there, she could make sure you’re up to snuff for my requirements and if not, then you’ll have a job that I’ll ensure pays you better than this. It’s not going to be as glamorous as being my personal assistant, but you want to work for me. That’s your foot in the door,” I offered.

Tanya’s eyes widened, “A-Anything would be perfect as long as it was helping you.”

“It would help my friend more, but isn’t that what I was just saying was important?” I asked.

She nodded, her smile widening brighter and brighter.

Sarah sighed, “How the hell does she get a real job while I started by doing what I did?”

“Are you complaining, baby girl?” I asked.

“No,” Sarah mumbled. “I think I got a good thing going right where I’m at.”

“Tanya, go grab me something to write on and a pen. I’ll give you the woman’s number,” I said.

As soon as she ran off, I turned to Sarah and spoke softly, “It’s strange how random people can make you realize just how much the people in your life mean to you.”

Sarah kissed me on the cheek and whispered, “Careful, you’re starting to make me think that you want me to go down on you again.”

“I wouldn’t say no, but I am going to say that we should at least get back home first. Getting caught once is enough for tonight,” I said teasingly.

“When we get back home, I was hoping to do something a little more intimate than sucking your cock,” she whispered.

I picked up another piece of sushi, “Then why aren’t you eating already?”


Chapter Seventeen

After we went home, I was excited to let her take me, but I wanted more than to be sprayed with her cum again. I didn’t want to lick her warm love off a car. As unsure as I was about it, I wanted to try anal with her, just so that I could feel her cum inside me.

I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t care about her anymore. If she decided that I wasn’t enough for her, then I’d have to accept that, but it wouldn’t be easy. She’d already opened the door for me and I wanted to go inside. The only frustration for me was that this was all happening so fast. Even with Ryan, I made him wait three months before we had sex.

Two days in and Dani had me wanting to suck her cock in public. Everything about her screamed exotic and interesting, but more than that, she was genuinely an interesting person. She’d been through enough shit in her life that I could see her as someone that understood me, but she was also a much, much more grounded person than I was. She had a safety net of millions of dollars to make sure that anything she tried wouldn’t end up with her being homeless.

Even coming to visit her the first night was a risk. If it didn’t pay off, then I’d still be sleeping in my car, hoping to make it back to Georgia to try and land in a safety net. But I figured that the net I had would have holes in it. My parents didn’t seem to care about me anymore. I could understand that they were upset, but was what I’d done any worse than when they got together?

Dani’s hand fell to my shoulder and she spoke softly, “I didn’t push you too much, did I?”

I shook my head, “I really enjoyed tonight, but I can admit that it was new to me. But, speaking of something new, how do you feel about anal?”

“I love it, honestly. But I know that a lot of women prefer vaginal,” she said.

“Would you be willing to try it tonight?” I asked.

She laughed quietly and ran her hands down to my dress, “I’d love to, but I don’t think I have any lube here. I keep some at the other house, but this place is one that I let some of my more influential employees stay in from time to time when they’re traveling on business.”

“Can’t we do it without it?” I asked.

“Fuck no, I don’t mean to stroke my ego here, but I’m pretty big. That would have your poor ass hurting for a few days and I’d much rather keep playing with it,” she said.

I sighed, “But I want you to cum inside me.”

“Then we can just wait until tomorrow, baby. We’re going to Jessica’s shop to pick up some things and she has lube and other fun things there. If it’s all the same to you, I’d much rather grab a pair of cuffs, some lube, and pin you against that window tomorrow while I fuck you like a silly little whore.”

“M-Mistress!” I whined.

“Too much?” she asked.

I shook my head, “Just not what I expected. I’m not used to the kinky stuff, but I’m really enjoying it.”

She chuckled and spoke softly, “But if you wanted me to go down on you still, I would.”

“Not tonight. I think you’re right. We should wait until tomorrow and see what happens,” I said.

She nodded and unzipped my dress, “Well, leave those panties on and we’ll get some sleep.”

“B-But they’re soaked.”

“Exactly. You’re going to enjoy being in those wet panties because I was the one that got them wet. You said you were fine with being my submissive, baby. The door is closed, no one else is around that we have to put on a show for. So know your place when it comes to taking orders, baby girl,” she purred.

I nodded my head. This part would take getting used to, but I didn’t mind it. “So long as you still love me,” I said without thinking.

She hesitated and that was when I realized my mistake. Before I could change what I said, she spoke softly, “In time, I could say I love you. Sarah, what I feel for you is intense and I know it’s much more than passing interest, but I think I need a little more time for that.”

“I-I’m okay with that, Dani.”

“I did want to ask you something, though,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked as I pulled my dress off and folded it neatly before putting it over the back of the stool by the bar in the kitchen.

She followed me over and put her hands on my hips. Leaning into me, she kissed my neck, “What are some things that you want to accomplish in life?”

The question caught me off guard after what we were just talking about, “I don’t really know. I mean, I’d like to have kids someday. I want to own a home, have a nice, dependable car. I’d like to be able to go to sleep and not worry about what happens if I can’t make ends meet.”

“How many kids?” she asked.

“Two. Hopefully a boy and a girl,” I said.

“I could make that happen. I mean, most of it. The kids would come up to chance, but if we got that far, I’d be okay with that,” she said.

I pressed my hips against her and tilted my neck to the side to expose myself for her, “Well, I’d like to earn those things. If we got serious enough to have kids together, then yeah, I could imagine that you’d have at least some obligation to make sure I was doing well for the kid’s sake. But outside of that, why would you just wave your hand and make my problems go away?”

“Because I care about you? I want to give you a reason to truly trust me. Sarah, I don’t want you to have to question if sucking my cock in public is just going to be something that you regret because I left you after. That’s not who I am as a person, but I feel like the example is decent,” Dani said.

Her hands wrapped around my stomach and she clasped them together. “I just want to figure out how I can prove to you that you mean more to me than the sex we have.”

“I don’t think you really have to worry about that, Dani. You were right. If I wanted to walk away, I could, but you made it clear that you’d still help me. You’ve already given me the reasons to stay,” I said softly.

She kissed my neck again and then gently nibbled on my earlobe, “But I want to do more for you. I don’t mean that as in I feel like I have to or that it’s the only way to keep you around. Sarah, you make me want to do things. Before, when I finally stopped thinking about work for the day, I would just melt into the couch and wish that I had something to do that was actually worth my time.”

The affection she kept showing to me made my heart race. Even though I could feel her cock stiffening under her pants, I didn’t feel like I had to stop what we were doing to take care of that.

“So what you’re saying is that you’re scared I might still leave?” I asked.

She sighed, “I guess I am. It’s been a long and lonely road, baby girl. You feel a little too good to be true.”

“Dani, you’ve already asked me to be your girlfriend. I said yes. When I did that, I gave you my word that I would try to make this work as best as I could. If things don’t work out, it won’t be because we didn’t try with one another. It will be because that you and I genuinely gave it our best and it just wasn’t good enough,” I whispered. “But I don’t think that we’ll be going anywhere.”

I put my hands on her wrists and gently pulled them apart so that I could turn around and look her in the eyes. “You were right. This has been intense and passionate, but we both know that lust drove us getting together. After that first night, I was ready to leave. But you made me want to stay, Dani. The morning after, I left and I could have run off with your car. You said I could. But I came back.”

She nodded, “You did.”

“So then let’s just take this one day at a time. Yes, we’re having more sex than we are conversations it feels like, but is that really such a bad thing? I feel so comfortable with you already. I literally just swallowed your cum after someone caught us in the middle of that. If that doesn’t prove to you that I’m devoted, what will?” I asked.

She smiled at me and leaned down. Just before her lips could press to mine, she stopped and whispered, “I’m looking forward to seeing how this plays out, baby.”

She kissed me. Soft, at first, but then she pressed her body against mine. Dani pinned me against the bar and as we deepened our embrace, she pushed her hips against me and I moaned into the kiss. I wanted to feel her inside me. I needed her.

But she broke away from me and whispered, “Tomorrow. If we don’t stop now, I’m not going to want to.”

“Is that such a bad thing?” I purred.

“It really isn’t, but I’ve got her making some leather shorts for you. I was hoping you’d let me enjoy seeing you in those around the condo for a little bit. Then, if you still wanted, we could have a little more fun?”

I bit my lower lip and let it slowly fall from my teeth, “That sounds perfect, Mistress.”


Chapter Eighteen

Telling myself no to having sex with her was one of the hardest things I’d ever done. She truly was everything I could want in a partner, but I didn’t want to leave every night off on the note of sex. Besides, I’d already enjoyed her twice that day. Once over the hood of my Porsche and the second time in the restaurant. That was enough, wasn’t it?

No. It really wasn’t, not for my insatiable libido, but that would have to be something I explored more with her later.

When the morning rolled around, Sarah made breakfast for us and we talked casually while watching TV. When Jessica finally texted me saying that the clothes were ready, I gave Sarah’s nipple a light tweak and chuckled, “Time to get ready.”

“But I don’t have anything to wear. At least, nothing that wouldn’t be nasty,” she mumbled.

“True enough. Why don’t you wait here, then? I’ll bring something back to eat and you’ll just have to deal with wearing leather shorts for clothes.”

I could have probably let her wear something I had in this condo, but I’d only asked for a suit, a casual set of clothes, and a few sets of lingerie to be brought here. As comical as it would have been to see her in my suit, she didn’t look like we’d be able to share clothes. Maybe if she started working out with me. More squats would definitely help her ass grow enough to fill a pair of my boyshorts.

She chuckled, “Are you sure you’d be fine with everyone looking at me in them?”

“I’m not that jealous. Don’t expect me to ever share you, Sarah, but I don’t mind people looking. So long as they don’t even dream of touching,” I said.

“I wouldn’t mind if you were jealous, Dani. Just don’t try to keep me locked up in the house if I want to go somewhere. But for now, I’m okay with you going out and doing stuff. I’ll make sure I’m ready for you when you get back,” she said.

I nodded and reached between her legs to rub her pussy, “I’ll make sure you purr later, baby.”

She let out a quiet moan and held my wrist in place for a moment, “F-Fuck, Mistress, you’re a tease, you know that?”

I pulled my hand away, “Of course I do.”

After getting dressed in casual clothes, I left the condo and went to Jessica’s store. I opened the door and two familiar faces looked my way. Tanya, from last night, and Jessica.

“Well, you work quickly, Jessica,” I said.

“When the boss lady tells you to make something happen, you make it happen. Speaking of, let me grab your bag,” Jessica said.

I smiled at Tanya and leaned on the counter, “This shop isn’t too much for you, is it?”

The walls were lined with toys and tools meant for nothing less than sexual pleasure. “It’s not what I was expecting, but Jessica is super nice and patient with me so far.”

“She’ll continue to be. She’s a submissive, but if you’re trans, she probably won’t let you do more than use your hands, maybe your mouth. I’m sure you’ll find out before long, the woman has a sex drive that even I would be intimidated by,” I said.

Tanya’s eyes widened, “I-I think I could enjoy a little of that.”

“Nothing cuter than two subs going at it,” I said as Jessica brought the bag out for me to look at. The leather shorts were exactly what I wanted. The bra was interesting and she took a few liberties using metal rings for clasps, but I wasn’t complaining. The black leather collar was simple, but the quality was what kept me coming back to Jessica for my needs.

“You’ve got a pet to play with, Dani, don’t think too hard about what Tanya is going to end up doing here,” Jessica said.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly. “Tanya, get me a leather jacket, medium. Oh, and a bottle of lube.”

Jessica smiled as Tanya walked away, “The girl has already eaten me out twice, what the fuck did she tell you?”

“Nothing, but I wouldn’t have been able to tell. Anyway, thanks for filling the order on such short notice,” I said.

She shook her head, “Don’t worry about it. I’m glad to help you out, even if I’m a little jealous of the new girl.”

“Why?”

“Because she’s getting what I wish I wasn’t stupid enough to pass up,” Jessica said.

I chuckled and shook my head, “You didn’t know that I was looking for a partner. She thought the same thing that you did. Just the sex and leather.”

“Yeah, but that chick is going to be set for life. Shit, what I’d give to be able to retire early and just kick back with Tanya between my legs,” she said.

As Tanya joined us again, I didn’t bother changing the subject, “If you’re getting comfortable with trans women, why not give her a chance, then? Make this business more profitable. Advertise. Expand. Do what you’ve got to do in order to make that happen. But I do want to warn you, once you’ve got the money to retire early, you’re going to love it for all of a few months. Then you’re going to be bored. So fucking bored. Hence why you’d start offering to pay women to gauge interest in the things you’re interested in.”

“Oh, don’t play that card with me. You didn’t know you’d find her to be anything more than a sexy piece of ass either,” Jessica said.

I pulled my wallet out and gave Dani the cash I promised her, “Yeah, I could hope, though. Besides, she’s exceeded every expectation.”

“Aren’t you just a little worried that she might throw a wrench in your plans for your businesses and shit, though?” Jessica asked.

“Look, I’ve got enough money that I can just live happily off interest if I wanted to. If everything went belly up, whatever. I can support my lifestyle for quite a while. Besides, renting out six of my eight estates would be enough income, even if the interest wasn’t enough,” I said.

Jessica rolled her eyes, “Why do you have everything figured out? Man, just let me feel like I’ve got you in a corner for once.”

“If you could get me in a corner, you wouldn’t want to keep impressing me, Jessica. Speaking of. I want you to make another collar. I don’t care who you have to work with to make this happen, but I want it to be studded with emeralds.”

“Why emeralds?” Tanya asked.

“Because Sarah has green eyes. I don’t know, I think it would be a really nice gift for a Dom to give their sub,” I said.

Jessica shrugged, “I’ll send you a bill, might take a while to get done.”

“That’s fine. I’m in no rush,” I said before grabbing the bags. Slinging the jacket over my shoulder, I mumbled, “Well, not for the collar. I’ve got a very, very exciting woman to get back to.”

“Someone’s getting laid!” Jessica called to me as I hurried out of the store.

That was probably one of my favorite things about Jessica. The fact that even though she knew exactly who I was and what kind of influence I had, she didn’t mind giving me a little hell.

Johannes opened the door to the limo for me and I climbed in. Sarah really was a special woman. If I knew how to slow things down, I would have. But I didn’t want to take my foot off the gas. The fireworks just kept going off. Every time I kissed her, I could see a life with her. When we got intimate, I felt a fire that I’d never felt with another partner. She seemed to understand my mindset and that wasn’t something that was easy to get across to most people.

I wanted to make her see that I’d do everything I could for her. But I was already doing what I could so far. I sighed as I looked in the bags. I was going to enjoy what was about to happen, but I did feel like I owed her a little something more.

Three days. She was closer to me than anyone I’d ever let into my life after my parents kicked me out. And all it took was three measly, not even full days.

Back in the tower, I took the elevator up, ignoring the curious glances to the leather jacket over my shoulder. People could say anything they wanted. It’s not like what I was doing was illegal or even scandalous. I was falling in love, and if people had an issue with that, I couldn’t give a single fuck. BDSM might not have been what the media thought was romantic, but I didn’t care. My submissive was waiting for me and I could only hope that I’d be able to say that for years to come.


Chapter Nineteen

The lock on the door clicked as Dani unlocked it and I hurried over to see her, naked as the day I was born. She smiled at me and handed me the leather jacket, “I don’t know if you are a medium or a small, but I figured you’d like this either way.”

“It looks great, Dani. Did you get the shorts?” I asked.

She chuckled and rolled her eyes, “Do you really think that I’d come back without them?”

Dani reached into the bag and tossed me the shorts as well as a bra. “Go get those on in the bedroom and I’ll give you something truly special.”

“Your cock?” I asked innocently.

“Well, two things,” she corrected with a grin on her lips.

I took the tiny shorts and the bra and hurried into the bedroom. The shorts weren’t hard to get on at all, even though they fit very, very tightly. They were made specifically for me, no button, no zipper, no laces. Nothing. The bra was easy enough to get on and once it cupped my breasts, I rushed back into the main living area.

Dani stood facing away from me, looking out over the city at the window. As if on command, the building swayed and I let out a soft groan, “It’s a nice place, but I don’t know if I’ll be able to get used to it any time soon.”

“I don’t expect you to. I personally prefer my other home that you’ve been to. It’s a lot less impressive, sure, but it really does feel like home. This is just a status symbol. I own a condo that costs thirteen million. It’s been rising in price, and one day, I might sell it. But I wanted you to see what sort of things you could have at some point,” she said softly.

I stepped over to her, a little tentative about her shift in tone. “The leather fits well.”

“I’m really glad to hear that. Come here and kneel, baby,” she said quietly.

As I stood beside her, I gave her a kiss on the shoulder before slinking down to my knees. She said to kneel, but I assumed that this would be more appropriate.

Dani turned to me and in her hands was a thin collar. Its smooth black leather looked comfortable, but on the interior was a softer material that would probably feel better on my neck. “I know that this probably doesn’t mean much to you. It’s just a strip of leather, I guess, but to me, it’s a symbol of something a lot more intimate. I can have sex with almost anyone I want, Sarah, but I’ve been going without because I don’t want meaningless sex. Everything we’ve done has felt like it mattered, maybe you feel the same way, maybe you don’t. But I’ve been craving a submissive that’s just as much my girlfriend as she is my sexual fantasy.”

She unclasped the collar and locked eyes with me, “I’ll understand if you change your mind at another point, but last night you made it seem like this was what you wanted as well. But I do want to say something that might change your mind, Sarah.”

“I doubt you’ll change my mind,” I said.

Dani took a deep breath and put the collar around my neck. As the metal latch clicked into place, she whispered, “I love you.”

Three days didn’t feel like long enough. But who the fuck cared about what social norms said we’d have to wait?

“I love you too, Dani,” I said. Mistress might have been appropriate as well, but I didn’t want to love her as her submissive. She already knew I would do that. But to love her as my girlfriend, I felt like that was more fitting.

She smiled down at me, “Stand up, baby. I don’t want to have you on your knees.”

I smiled at her and got up. My eyes met with hers and I gave her a gentle kiss on the lips before I whispered, “Mistress, the collar is on and my ass needs to be filled.”

“Well, when you say it like that, how could it be anything but romantic?” she asked coyly. A laugh fluttered out of me and she reached behind me to grab my ass, “But I want to make you suck my cock again. There is a tall mirror in the bedroom. I want you on your hands and knees in front of it so that I can see your ass in the mirror while you choke on my cock, slut.”

Those words should have felt like an order, but all I felt was love and the desire to please her. Without hesitation, I shot off into the bedroom and got down on my hands and knees. As she stepped into the room, she started undressing. Her boyshorts were charcoal colored today and I would have loved to take them off with my teeth, but instead, she pushed them down to her ankles and stepped out of them.

“Sit up, hands behind your back,” she called out. “I may have forgotten the cuffs, but I’m sure that holding your wrists behind your back will make you feel just like the little whore you want to be for me.”

I did as she asked and nodded, “It will, Mistress!”

She smiled at me as she stepped closer to me. Her thick cock pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth to let her soft cock push inside me. Even soft, she reached the back of my throat. The collar was painfully noticeable, not in a bad way, but it certainly added something to the experience that I missed the first time she fucked my mouth.

Her hand slid through my hair and she took a firm handful, “Keep your hips moving, slut. You want to make your Mistress fuck your ass, don’t you? Give me a reason to.”

As difficult as it was to shake, sway, and bounce my hips while she was slowly fucking my throat, I did my very best. Her eyes never left the mirror and I could taste the precum occasionally when she pulled out before pumping back into my throat.

I rarely choked, but when I did, I could feel her cock throb in response. As uncomfortable as this was for me, it wasn’t unpleasant. New, but exciting.

Soft moans poured out of Dani and I looked up at her with pleading eyes. I needed this cock in another hole!

After what felt like an eternity, she groaned, “Fuck, I’ll have to watch you work that ass another time. Go stand in front of the window. And don’t worry, slut, it’ll hold your weight.”

She pulled her cock out of my mouth and I stood. Without so much as a word, I did as she asked. Looking out of the window, I could admit that I was a little intimidated. A wave of vertigo came over me, but the soft pop of the bottle of lube being opened helped pull my mind away from the nausea that threatened me.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. A few moments later, Dani whispered in my ear, “You sure you want me in your ass, slut? Even for a whore like you, it’s going to sting.”

“M-Mistress, I’ll do anything you want. I-If you’d rather have my pussy, take it!” I cried out. I wasn’t just saying that. Dani had taken a chance on me and it paid off for both of us. Sure, things might not have been as complicated as I thought they were at first, but that made me feel like she knew what she wanted. My lover wasn’t playing games with me.

I didn’t know what the future would hold for us, but as I felt my shorts being sidled down my hips, I knew that as long as I was in her hands, I would be safe. I wouldn’t have to worry about the cold nights in my car again.

A slick finger pressed against my pucker and she whispered, “I’m going to save your pussy for when I’m in the mood for it, slut. You wanted me to cum in your ass, so be a good girl and relax for me.”

That finger pushed into my ass and I let out a quiet sigh. It was much nicer than the plug, especially when it pumped into me. A second finger joined it shortly after and the lubrication made it easier than I expected it would be. By the third finger, the heat radiating from my pussy was enough to make me want to touch myself, but I hadn’t been given permission.

Dani’s fingers pulled out of my ass and in an instant, I felt the crown of her cock replace them and push inside me. Instead of shoving herself further into me, she let out a deep sigh and whispered, “Tell me when you’re ready for more, baby.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I breathed. She felt so damn good inside me. While I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t prefer her in my pussy, the newer experience was something that I wanted to explore more of. After a few moments, my tight ring stopped clenching around her shaft and I whispered, “I-I want more.”

“Because you’re a what?” she asked.

“B-Because I’m your slut, Mistress!”

She whispered, “Hands behind your back.”

I quickly did as she asked, desperate to feel her push deeper into me. She clutched my wrists with a single hand, not forcefully, but she knew I wouldn’t try to break away from her in the first place. But as soon as her hand gripped me, she pushed herself into me. Inch after inch slid into me with little resistance. By the time her hips pressed against mine, a deep pressure assaulted my stomach, but it was pleasant enough for me to want that sensation to linger.

Dani leaned forward and my leather-covered breasts pressed against the window. A jolt of fear surged through me and I opened my eyes. If not for Dani’s hand over my wrists, I probably would have screamed. Even though I knew that these windows had to be at least moderately safe, every instinct in my body wanted me to push away. So I did.

Her cock pushed slightly deeper into me and a pleasured moan slid from me. Even with the fear dancing through me, I couldn’t deny that it was a good companion for the pleasure.

Dani pulled her cock from me until only her crown remained inside my tight ass, “Say please, slut.”

“M-Mistress, can you please fuck my ass? Please! I want to feel your cum inside me,” I begged. Shutting my eyes once again, I surrendered myself to her fully.

There was nothing I could do or say when she thrust herself back into me. Her cock throbbed within me, the tightness making it even more easy to feel every shift of her length within me.

“I-I love you,” I whimpered.

“I love you too, baby girl,” she said as she let go of my wrists. Dani guided me away from the window. Each slow, shuffling step took us closer to the couch and when we were close enough to it, she called out, “Hands on the arm of the couch. If I don’t feel you pushing back against me with each thrust, I’ll spank that cute ass until you beg for mercy.”

She didn’t have to even tease me with that good time. I had no intention of letting her do all the work. And sure enough, when I felt her pull out of me, I pushed against her in time with her slamming into me. Her balls slapped against my soaked cunt and I let out a deep hiss.

“Harder, M-Mistress!” I screamed.

Dani chuckled and put her hands on my shoulders and hammered into me. Each deep stroke came slightly harder than the last. Much to my surprise, the building of pleasure within me build faster than I could have expected. The burning heat within my core consumed me and a rush of my juices sprayed onto the leather shorts taut between my thighs.

“F-Fucking hell!” I cried.

She chuckled and continued to slam into me, “You’re not done until I say you’re done, slut. Don’t you dare stop!”

I nodded as best I could and continued to push back against her. My thighs burned from exhaustion and my lower back was no better off. But I couldn’t stop, even if I wanted to. But I didn’t want to. This woman deserved every tiny bit of pleasure I could offer her. Dani earned my love, my devotion, and my lust.

Her quiet groans turned more into pleasured moans. “You want it, slut?”

“P-Please, Mistress!”

She bucked wantonly into me. Just when I thought I would cum before her, she sank herself into me one last time and our pleasured cries echoed out in tandem. Her cock pulsed within me, rope after thick, creamy rope being matched by the waves of my juices spurting into my leather shorts.

It might not have been what a lot of couples would have considered passionate, but I didn’t need to explain my desires. Being her slut wasn’t a shameful thing, not when I knew she cared more about me than anyone else in my life currently did.

As she slowly pulled out of my ass, she whispered, “Now, take your collar off and get ready for a shower, baby. But don’t think that I’m letting you change into something else when you get out.”

I unclasped my collar and smiled as I wiggled my hips at her, “I don’t mind wearing them for you, b-but you better buy me some pajamas or something soon.”

“I will, baby, all you have to do is ask.”


Epilogue

“Baby!” I called out from the living room.

“What’s up?” Sarah called from the kitchen.

“Bring your ass in here, the movie is about to start.”

She groaned loud enough for me to hear, “Can’t you just pause it or whatever?”

“Is your collar on?” I asked.

“Should it be?”

“Maybe, but if it’s not, that’s even better. Come here, babe! It’s important,” I called back.

Only two months had passed since our time in the condo, but during those two months, Jessica kept me posted about the status of the collar I asked for. When it finally came in, I was thrilled to see it. Sure, it was pretty basic aside from the precious gems, but I knew Sarah well enough to know that she didn’t really care all that much for material things.

Outside of the basics, she never really asked for much. I gave her my Mercedes, but she preferred driving my Porsche and I didn’t mind at all. But she refused to let me give her that. I’d have given her the world or as much of it as I could buy for her. But she was happy with just having me.

As she stepped into the living room, I smiled at her and spoke softly, “On your knees, baby girl.”

“Damn it, Mistress, I thought we were watching a movie tonight,” she grumbled but got down in front of me. Her hands reached for my crotch and I took a step back.

“Not yet, baby. But I got you something and I want you to know that I’m not joking,” I said.

She tilted her head, “Okay, but I mean, what did you get me.”

“Well, it’s two things. I was hoping that you’d enjoy having a new collar.”

Sarah smiled up at me, “As much as I love being your Kitten from time to time, you bet that I want another collar.”

A smirk crested my lips as I thought about the experimenting we did as of late. “Well, yes, but I was hoping that I could get you to agree to something a little more out there.”

“Hey, I’ve let you start trying to get me pregnant, if you think I’m not down to get kinky while we keep trying, I’d have to get you to go to a doctor,” she said.

I took a deep breath and brought my hand from behind my back. In it was the emerald-studded collar, but on the center ring was a small chain that connected a diamond ring to the steel ring where a tag could be attached.

“I know that you’d be down to have sex sixty different ways in the span of a weekend, but I was thinking of something truly crazy,” I said. My eyes moistened as I looked down at her, “Sarah, you’ve been everything I could ever want and more. I’m not used to having to ask people to do anything, I tell them. But this time, I think it’s more appropriate that I ask.”

A tear slipped down her cheek in anticipation of the question.

“Baby, will you marry me?”

“Y-You know I will, Dani!” she squeaked.

I clasped the collar around her neck and whispered, “I told you that I’d eventually get you a ring, didn’t I?”

“I-I don’t even remember, but I love you,” she said.

I put my hands on her shoulders and helped her to her feet. Ignoring the tears that wet her lips, I kissed her passionately. The past two months of my life had been the best I could recall.

No longer was I desperate to scratch an itch that I couldn’t put a finger on. My lover was here for me, just like she would always be.


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 also like:

Out of the Ashes

When I retired from the Navy, I accepted that the best years of my life were behind me. Going back to Asheville wasn't something I really wanted to do, but I had obligations there. My brother's untimely death meant that he never got to open the bar we used to talk about all the time. I had to honor his memory, but how could I know that would lead me to the woman of my dreams?

Emily... She was something else.

--

Asheville. The town of nothing. When the most exciting thing to happen to me in years was a stranger saving me from a drunk guy trying to grope me, things didn't seem like they could get much worse. But that smooth-talking stranger had a name. Madison. It was a name that I'd moan again and again... And again.

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc154.jpg
ALICE LAYNE





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




