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I bit my lip as I looked out of my car window at my boyfriend, Chris. Chris’s arm rested around my best friend’s waist while they were in line to get tickets to a movie. I didn’t want to believe what I was seeing, but the proof was right there. I wouldn’t have been too upset about Chris seeing someone else if he at least had the balls to tell me that he didn’t want to be together anymore, but that wasn’t the kind of man he was. I knew our relationship was coming to a close, but damn, I didn’t want it to end with one of us cheating on the other.

They looked happy together, just like we used to be. There was no reason to be jealous of my best friend, he would end up just like I had. Once Chris got bored, he’d find someone else. And then another person. Then another. Relationships weren’t sacred to Chris. He enjoyed the thrill of the chase, but once he caught his prey, he was just as quick to let them go.

One thing I could say for sure, I wasn’t going to send my ex-boyfriend another text after the one I was about to send. The relationship might have been dying, but cheating was still cheating. I snapped a picture of the two of them cuddling up together in the line and sent that to him with a quick message that read, “Don’t worry. I’ll be out of the house before you two finish your movie.”

Chris pulled his phone out and checked the message that came through before turning to glance around the parking lot. Once he spotted my car, he turned back to face forward. He didn’t even leave the line to come talk to me. He did respond to my message, though. “Chelsea, we can talk about this later. Timothy just needed someone to make him feel like he wasn’t alone tonight. That’s all.”

I didn’t bother responding to the message. Instead, I blocked his number and drove away. There was nothing left for me with Chris. We’d already been having relationship troubles, but I thought it was because I was transgender. He didn’t seem to mind that I had a cock, but it made a hell of a lot more sense now. I was just training wheels for him to move up to what he really wanted.

A chill ran down my spine at the thought of him just using me to transition from dating women to being with men as well. It was hard enough to be transgender as it was, throw in some more reasons to be insecure and I’d have one hell of an uphill battle to fight to just be comfortable in a relationship. But that would imply that I wanted to be in another relationship sometime soon.

Chris fucked up. While I might not give up on dating entirely, I did want a night to really wash myself clean of his stupidity. The warning signs of our relationship failing had been cropping up for weeks, but that didn’t mean I was happy about it. I tried with him, but it was clear after nearly a year of being together that nothing was ever good enough for him.

I went to our apartment and packed as much of my shit into my trunk and back seat as I could. Chris was willing to cheat, but he didn’t know how many of my friends were curious about the reputation I used to have back in college. Admittedly, it was one of those friends, Kyra, that tipped me off to what Chris was going to be up to tonight. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that she would have told me something that might ruin my relationship if she didn’t want to have sex with me. Maybe I’d take her up on it as a way of saying thank you…

Tonight wasn’t going to end on a sour note. If I was finally unchained, I was going to enjoy something I hadn’t been able to in what felt like an eternity. How long had it been since I was deep inside a soaking wet, tight pussy? Over a year, that much I knew, but I didn’t even want to think about how long it had actually been.

Chris was one of the few guys I dated, but that was because he pretended to be something he wasn’t to get me into a relationship. The sweet, shy, mostly submissive personality that he used to have melted away as the months passed. A smirk played on my lips as I texted Kyra to see what she was up to. She was probably the most seemingly innocent person I’d ever met, but some of the things we used to talk about still fueled my fantasies. One thing that she never stopped being was shy.

There was something about the way she acted that drove me wild. I wasn’t going to pretend most of it wasn’t how sexy she looked when she got embarrassed, but there was more to it than that. I wasn’t one to believe in chemistry and all that shit, but if there was someone that made me feel otherwise, it was her. The only reason I didn’t chase after her back in college was that she didn’t really seem like she wanted to date anyone. No one ever told me about her being interested in anyone, and the few times I did poke at the question, she didn’t give me a clear answer.

Our texts used to be much spicier than they were after I started dating Chris. But back in the good old days, she would let a fetish of hers slip and then I’d be able to tease her for quite a while about it. Whenever we’d meet up for lunch, I could make her cheeks so fucking red. And that was something I missed when I was dating Chris. Breakups were never easy, there would be plenty of shit for me to have to process later down the line. Tonight wasn’t going to be about him. Too many nights had already been wasted on trying to fix our problems, but he didn’t want to put in the same amount of work I did.

My phone vibrated in my hand, pulling me from my thoughts. Her text read, “Nothing much, I was cooking dinner and getting ready to camp out on my bed for some Netflix. You?”

“You were right about Chris. But he’s not going to be a problem again. I’m done with his ass. Any chance you’d want someone to camp out with you tonight?” I asked.

“Sorry about being right about that. I thought you would want to know, though. They came to the cafe earlier for lunch and I heard them chatting about their dinner date. If you want to come over to talk about it, I’m making plenty of pot roast.”

“Kyra, I’m not sure I could eat at your place without wanting something for dessert.”

“Are you talking about what I think you’re talking about?”

“Would you be fine with it if it was what you thought it was?” I messaged back. Looking up at the third floor where my apartment used to be, I didn’t feel much attachment to it. Finding another place would be annoying, but it wasn’t like I couldn’t couch surf for a few days until I could get another lease. This time, it’d be in my name and my name only. If Kyra wasn’t willing to let me come over now that she knew my intentions, then I’d just crash in a hotel room for tonight.

My phone buzzed again after a few minutes. There was no text, instead, there was a picture that made my cock start throbbing to life almost instantly. Kyra’s lithe body had on a sexy black set of lace lingerie. Her perky breasts filled out the bra quite nicely, but it was her hips and thighs that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from. I was always a sucker for lingerie, but seeing her lace garter belt, nearly transparent panties, and sheer stockings all at the perfect angle to keep her pussy just out of view was too much to handle at once. If there was one thing she was good at, it was teasing.

About a minute after the picture came through, a message followed that said, “If you’re here in ten minutes, I won’t put my PJs back on.”

I put my phone in my pocket and wasted no time getting to Kyra’s house. I arrived at her two-bedroom white, modular home with two minutes to spare. Speeding probably wasn’t good, but neither was the thought of missing out on one of Kyra’s sexual moods.

I walked up to the door and knocked. A few seconds later, she cracked the door open and peeked out before taking a step back so that she could open it the rest of the way. The soft glow of light from deeper within the home formed an aura of yellow around her, making her seem even more angelic than I remembered. Kyra’s already beautiful wavy blonde hair was worn down, falling around her shoulders naturally. A bright smile warmed her face, but as respectful as I wanted to be, my eyes dipped down to her chest. I could feel my cock fighting against my panties at the sight of her mostly exposed body. Lingerie barely counted as clothing in my eyes…

Our eyes met and she glanced down to the bulge in my jeans and raked her teeth over her bottom lip. Without a word, I stepped inside and shut the door behind me. My hand moved to cup Kyra’s chin. She didn’t pull away from me. Her bright green eyes locked with mine for one last moment before I leaned in and closed my eyes as my lips pressed against hers.

Kyra let out a soft moan and parted her lips. Her hands fell to my waist and she let them lightly rest there.

I let my hands fall to her wrists and I pulled her hands behind my hips and held them against my ass until she gently groped. I wasn’t sure if she was nervous to touch me, but given that I was kissing her, she shouldn’t have been worried in the slightest. Kyra was never one to take what she wanted, but I refused to leave here tonight without making sure we both had everything we needed.

Her fingers curled up and she slid them into my pockets before squeezing my ass.

I moaned into our kiss before forcefully pressing her against her front door. My hips pressed against hers, my thick bulge undeniably resting against her lower abdomen. I didn’t expect her to be so willing, but I wasn’t going to complain about her wanting me just as bad as I needed her.

Kyra’s hands pulled out of my pockets and grabbed my hands. Instead of putting them on her ass like I almost hoped she would, she slid them to her outer thighs. She hopped slightly and quickly wrapped her legs around my waist.

I broke our kiss and whispered, “We don’t have to do this yet.”

“We don’t, but I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Chelsea. B-Besides, we can do something else later.” Kyra ground her hips against me and let out a soft moan. She unwound her legs from around my waist and reached between us to start unbuttoning my pants.

I didn’t bother stopping her. I needed her. I needed to fuck her like she used to tease me about over texts. She might want to pretend like I’d forgotten about those times, but I wasn’t going to let her believe that. “Something else like tying you up?”

Kyra’s cheeks flushed and she went silent. As soon as the button popped loose, she unzipped my pants and slid her dainty hand into my panties to grasp my cock. Her hand slowly stroked back and forth as she mumbled, “I-I don’t know.”

I reached down and guided her hand out of my panties. Ignoring her poked out her lower lip, I took a step back and pushed my jeans and panties down to my knees and let them slid the rest of the way down. I stepped out of the clothes and quickly pulled my shirt off before smiling at her. Reaching behind my back, I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my arms as I purred, “If I let you have my cock, will you tell me what you want later?”

She nodded her head but said nothing.

As bright red as Kyra’s cheeks were, I knew that I wouldn’t be getting any more out of her until she had time to calm down. But we weren’t going to be calming down anytime soon if either of us had our way. For the first time in almost a full year, I felt truly excited about sex.

Kyra hooked her thumbs into her panties and I quickly stepped over to grab her wrists. “Leave them on, baby,” I said softly.

She looked at me with a furrowed brow, but I slid my hands back to her thighs and lifted her. Kyra wrapped her arms around my shoulders and nuzzled into my neck. The heat of her cheek against my tender flesh was something that I never knew I’d be so turned on by. As shy as I knew her to be, the fact that she was letting me have control over her like this, even in a limited capacity, showed that she trusted me. That wasn’t something I could say about my ex.

There would be time for foreplay later. If anything of what she told me she was interested in was true, we’d have plenty of time to take things slow later. Right now, this was just about satisfying the burning lust that had grown rampant since we first laid eyes on one another almost three years ago.

I pinned her against the door again to help carry her weight and quickly pulled her panties aside. Warm juices spread over my fingers when I moved her underwear out of the way. I figured she was turned on, but Kyra was a damn faucet. I let my other hand slide up her thigh until I reached her ass and held her panties out of my way for just long enough to guide my cock to her soaked entrance.

Kyra pressed her shoulders against the door and forced my cock inside her a few inches. I would have loved to tease her a little longer, but it was clear that Kyra wasn’t in the mood to play.

A low moan slipped out of my throat as her hot, tight walls welcomed my thick shaft. I didn’t waste any time as I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her body against mine. If she wasn’t going to let me take it slow, I wouldn’t bother taking it easy on her. Neither of us was there to play games with one another. I slammed into her, forcing my cock into her as deep as I could.

Kyra let out a high-pitched yelp before digging her fingernails into my back and drug her nails towards my shoulders.

A fiery trail of pain burned from the middle of my back up to my shoulder blades where she finally stopped. It wasn’t often I found someone that was into more intense sex, but I wasn’t going to complain. As painful as it was at first, that burning sting almost immediately faded. All her little act did was further serve to make me want to leave her a whimpering ball on the floor, soaked with my cum and her own juices. I wouldn’t be that vicious with her, not yet… but that didn’t mean she was getting off with a slap on the wrist.

I pulled out of her and drove myself into her hard enough to send her thumping loudly into the door. Her loud gasp brought a smile to my lips, but I wasn’t going to be able to stay standing all night. My hands shifted from her waist to her ass and I turned her around.

Even though I was walking with her through her house, Kyra didn’t stop rolling her hips against me. Each short motion of her hips caused her pussy to tighten around my cock and massage my shaft as her hips lifted and fell ever so slightly. Her panties gently pulled against the side of my cock, reminding me of the lingerie I was assuredly going to ruin.

Once in her well-lit living room, I shuffled over to the couch and lowered her down onto her back. There was a brief moment where our eyes met again. A warm, bubbling sensation filled my chest as I looked down at her. There was nothing I wanted more than to make her plead for my cock, but I didn’t have the patience to tease her. I straightened up so that I could reposition myself on the couch, causing my cock to fall from her perfect slit.

She pouted at me as my cock slipped out of her drenched folds. “Get it back in!”

Kyra didn’t have to tell me what to do, by the time she finished her command, I was already on top of her. My hand darted between us and I pulled her panties aside for the second time tonight. I lined my cock up with her entrance again and sank into her in one fluid motion. A soft moan spilled from my lips and I leaned down to kiss her as I started pumping into her with a growing sense of urgency.

I didn’t want to make love to her, but there was no denying the passion I felt for her. Whether that was lust or something else, I didn’t even want to think about it. I wanted to fuck her until she couldn’t stand me. Luckily for both of us, that didn’t seem like it was going to happen tonight.

Almost every time my hips crashed into hers, Kyra let out a low, sultry moan that sounded like a mixture of a gasp for breath and a sigh of delight. Kyra’s hands moved to my shoulders and she squeezed them tightly as she kept rolling her hips upwards to meet my thrusts. Whenever I started to feel comfortable with the pace we wordlessly agreed on, Kyra would dig her fingernails into my shoulders until I slammed into her even harder. I couldn’t maintain the kiss, not with how badly my lungs burned from the need for air.

My breaths came in labored gasps as sweat trickled down my back. Even though I knew we hadn’t been at it long, I could already feel the warning signs of my orgasm. The quickening of my heart, the extra sensitivity of my cock, and worst of all, the desire to do all of this again. I hadn’t even made her finish yet. Try as I might, there was nothing I could do to stop myself from cumming if she wasn’t going to let me slow down. “Baby, we need to take it down a notch.”

Her fingernails released from my shoulders, but she didn’t stop bucking her hips upwards to meet my thrusts. “Please don’t stop! I’m so fucking close, Chelsea, please!”

I tried my best to not think about how good Kyra felt beneath me. Not even thoughts of my ex could bring me down, though. For every little thing that Chris did that pissed me off, just being in Kyra’s presence seemed to balance out and even tip the scales. There was no reason for her to be so perfect, but I knew that this night couldn’t last forever. Better to just enjoy it and let the fires of lust fade to embers if things went downhill from here.

Each vicious thrust made Kyra’s petite body tremble. Her breasts jiggled in her sexy bra, her thighs quivered, but it was the way her eyes never left mine that pushed me over the edge. There was nothing that I could do to stop the warmth spreading through my core. Even if I stopped slamming into her tight pussy, it was already too late.

Her walls clenched around my shaft and she let out a low, desperate moan. The first warm wave of her juices shocked me, but I didn’t have time to think about it.

My balls tightened and I couldn’t maintain such a brutal pace any longer. With her slick nectar coating my cock, I forced myself fully inside her and let out a deep groan as my hot, thick cum shot deep into her.

Kyra’s hands slid down my back and she gently cupped my ass and pulled me tighter against her.

We stayed like that for a few moments. Our deep breaths were the only noise splitting the silence. Once I finally caught my breath, I spoke softly, “That was fucking wonderful, Kyra.”

She smiled weakly and let her hands slide off my body. “If you want to leave, that’s fine.”

“Why would I go?” I asked.

Kyra shuffled away from me, causing my cock to slip out of her heavenly pussy. “We both got what we wanted. I can’t imagine that you really wanted to stick around.”

I sat back on the couch. Kyra wouldn’t look me in the eye anymore, but that told me more than her words did. I’d been where she was so many times in my life. Sex was all people wanted from me, and outside of that, what was I even worth to them? Why would someone want to spend their time with me? The problem with that line of thinking was that not everyone wanted to just use and abuse someone. I couldn’t pretend like I didn’t want to have sex with her, that much was obvious. But that wasn’t all I wanted from her. She invited me over for dinner, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to keep her company for a little while longer if she’d let me.

I put my hand on her ankle and gently rubbed it. “You said you were making pot roast and watching Netflix. I said I’d camp with you if you wanted. If you want me to leave, that’s one thing, but if you think I’m just going to abandon those wonderful plans because I got my rocks off, then you’re in for a pleasant surprise.”

Kyra glanced up at me, finally making eye contact for the tiniest fraction of a second before her eyes darted away again. “The food is probably getting cold. Chelsea, I’m not sure what I want from you. If you want to stick around for a movie or whatever, that’s okay. But don’t stay if you’re just going to leave first thing in the morning.”

“I’ve got nowhere to go yet, Kyra. I’ve still got to find an apartment and all that shit, but that’s not even important. If you’d have me, I’d love to stick around for the night. I’m not sure what you’re thinking about when you think of me, but I know that when I think of you, I can’t help but smile. Yes, a part of that is because of some of the things we used to say to one another, but if it was that simple to make me happy, then I’d probably not care if Chris cheated on me or not. Sex isn’t the end all be all, it’s nice, but there are other things in life, Kyra. I’m tired of feeling like I can’t have those things.”

She sat up and reached down to adjust her panties. Kyra let out a deep sigh and shook her head. “That all sounds beautiful in concept, Chelsea, but I don’t know what you actually mean by any of it. I’ve always been willing to tell you what I want. I’m not going to pretend I don’t know why. I’m comfortable telling you things because I truly feel like you will act on them. Maybe I shouldn’t be so selfish about this, but I don’t want you to go tonight because I don’t want to miss out on my chance to show you that I could be someone you can be with.”

My lips parted as I tried to speak, but I couldn’t find any words. Her words hit me harder than they should have. All those nights we stayed up late talking to one another, I never really got the impression that she really wanted me to act on anything she said. Kyra was shy, that much I knew for a fact, but her honesty made my stomach twist into a knot. Had I really not given her the consideration and attention I should have? How the fuck could I have missed that she wanted to have a relationship with me?

Kyra’s hands moved to my knees and she gave them a gentle squeeze. “I’m not going to sugarcoat this. I told you that Chris was going to cheat on you with the full understanding that you would break up with him. I don’t want to be a simple rebound, but if that’s all I am, just tell me. I’ll understand.”

“It’s not that.” I put my hands over hers and took a deep breath. “I’m not mad at you for telling me. I don’t even feel like you were being selfish. If you want the truth, I feel like a complete bitch for not realizing that you were interested in me in college. So much could have been different if we did hook up back then. Maybe I wouldn’t have even bothered with Chris. Maybe I wouldn’t have been such a slut in the first place…”

“Or maybe you’d have been too much of a party animal to stay with me, Chelsea. There’s a reason I never told you that I wanted to date you before.” Kyra thinly smiled at me. “But now that I’ve told you, you can take all the time in the world to think about it. You’re welcome to stay the night, you’re welcome to sleep in my bed, and you’re welcome to do anything you’d like with me while you’re here. I’m not a saint, Chelsea, your reputation is something I’m very turned on by and I’m not going to pretend that I didn’t just enjoy what we did. The only thing I don’t want you to do is to feed me any lies tonight. I don’t want sweet nothings, either tell me that we’re friends with benefits now and get it over with or tell me that you’re not sure. Just… tell me something.”

The emotion within me bubbled up until it overflowed. Tears trickled down my cheeks and I quickly reached up to wipe them away. “You’re a wonderful person, Chelsea. I will absolutely take you up on staying the night, but I already know that I’m ready to be more than friends if you are. Please don’t take that as meaning we’re in a relationship yet, but I’d like to get to know you. The real you, not just the kinky perfectionist who used her schoolwork as a reason to avoid coming to visit.”

Kyra’s eyes locked with mine and she let out a deep breath before pulling away from me. She stood and offered me a hand. “We don’t have to put a label on it yet, but if you want to get to know the real me, you’re going to have to spend time with me. Now that we’re out of college and you’re not taken, I’m sure I’ll stop finding excuses.”

I took her hand and she guided me into the kitchen. “It’s a little weird to stand and eat dinner while I’m naked and you’re in lingerie. Is this how you usually win over your dates?”

Kyra giggled and shook her head. She let go of my hand and went about getting bowls of pot roast for us. “I haven’t had anyone over for anything but hanging out in a long time. You might have to take my word for it, but offering dinner to a guest whose cum is making a mess in my panties isn’t exactly normal for me.”

“So I get to be special?” I asked.

She put the bowls down on the kitchen table. Kyra might not have been intending to be so damn sexy, but the way the warm lighting washed over her back and led into the curve of her ass was truly a work of art. Even though I’d just gotten off, I could already feel the blood rushing to my cock.

Kyra turned back towards me and her eyes dipped to my cock for a moment before she let out a low hum. “I’ll be right back. Go ahead and start eating, I won’t be long.”

I did as she asked. There wasn’t much else I could do. I didn’t want to make the rest of our night all about sex, but given that she admitted she was still a bit of a freak and I was still just as horny as I’d ever been, it was impossible to ignore the building tension between us. There was nothing I wanted more than to make sure she knew I wasn’t just here for her pussy anymore, but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t still interested in it. My heart might have wanted her gentle touch to help heal it, but my cock craved the sting of her nails down my back while her tight walls milked me.

Time seemed to drag along until Kyra finally came back into the kitchen. Instead of wearing lingerie, she was dressed just like I was, so not at all. Her perfectly smooth, sun-kissed skin held my attention for far longer than I should have let it, but Kyra was truly the most beautiful person I’d ever laid eyes on. Maybe that was my fondness for her or the fact that she just let me fuck her like a damn toy… regardless, I was addicted to her.

She approached the table with her hands behind her back and once she closed the distance between us, she brought her hands around to her front. From one hand, a pair of handcuffs dropped onto the table with a loud thunk. In her other hand was a black leather collar. “I never forgot what you said you wanted to do to me.” Kyra left the cuffs on the table and sat down across from me. She clasped the collar around her neck and reached for the fork in her bowl. “Y-You said you wanted dessert, right?”

I watched as her cheeks burned brighter and brighter as she waited for my response. After a few seconds of her uncomfortably squirming in her seat, I finally broke the silence. “I would have happily just put you on the table and enjoyed dessert, but if you want my cock again, that’s something I can manage.”

She nodded her head and started eating, but the blush from her cheeks spread down her neck and towards her chest. It didn’t take long for her to mumble, “I want to swallow your cum.”

“You make it sound like you should be embarrassed to say that, baby,” I said teasingly.

Kyra shrugged her shoulders. “I’ve never done that with anyone before.”

“But you’ve had a few partners, right?” I asked.

“It’s one thing to have sex with someone, but it’s kind of like kissing someone. I won’t kiss just anyone, it’s much more personal than letting them fuck me. And I’ve only been with two people before,” she mumbled. “Including you.”

I almost choked on the chunk of beef I’d just poked into my mouth. After finishing my bite, I stared across at her in disbelief. “You own cuffs, a collar, and didn’t even hesitate to fuck me as soon as I got here. How the hell have you only been with one other person?”

Kyra pushed her nearly empty bowl to the side. “Do you have to have gone skydiving to know you’d want to go? Could you say that you like sports even if you had no intention of playing?”

“I don’t know if that’s the same thing as sharing something as personal as your body with someone like me.”

“Maybe it isn’t the same, but I know what I’m interested in. I’ve played out the fantasies in my head until I rubbed myself raw. Chelsea, you’re fucking hot and you’ve got a huge cock. If you think I was joking about wanting you to fuck me when we used to sext, you’re horribly wrong. I’ve had dreams about you taking control of me, fucking me until I passed out, making me your bitch, whatever the fuck you want to call it… I’ve been wanting you for a long time. How I choose to have sex shouldn’t change how you feel about having sex with me. If I was supposed to fuck twenty people before I could play around with BDSM, then I’m going to have to beg for forgiveness later.”

I pushed my bowl aside and stood from the table. Kyra’s intense stare softened immediately and she looked away from me as if expecting to be scolded. I stepped over to her and put my hand on the back of her head and let it slide down to her neck. My fingers toyed with her collar as I spoke in barely more than a whisper, “You could beg for forgiveness later, or you could beg for my cock right now. I wouldn’t mind a little bit of both.”

She let out a quivering breath. Her perky nipples stood proud as she fidgeted slightly in her chair. “I want your cock so fucking bad, Chelsea. I’ll do anything you want, just please let me have it.”

My cock throbbed to life as I let her words sink in. For someone that I used to think was such a shy woman, I realized that she wasn’t that shy at all. She knew what she wanted, but much like myself, she didn’t always know how to get it. Tonight, however, she knew exactly how to get what she wanted from me.

I gripped her collar and gently pulled it upwards until she stood. My hand slid to her upper back and I gently pushed her forward as I kicked the chair she was just sitting on aside and stepped behind her. “You know that I appreciate this, don’t you?” I asked.

“Please don’t talk like that right now. J-Just do what you want with me. Please, Chelsea, I’m begging you to do anything you want with me, just like I said you could years ago,” she said in a soft, whimpering voice.

So long as she knew how I felt, that was all that mattered. If she was willing to let me emotionally open up to her after we already physically explored everything about one another, that was fine too. I did what I felt was right when I let her know that she was more than just another hole for me to fuck.

I reached over and grabbed the handcuffs. “Hands behind your back, slut.” Kyra did as I commanded and I quickly cuffed her. After making sure that they weren’t too tight around her wrists, I reached forward and grabbed her by the collar with one hand while my other hand guided my cock to her drenched entrance.

There was only a moment of hesitation before I thrust into her hard enough to draw a loud cry from Kyra. Without a word of apology, I tightened my grip on her collar and pulled her towards me with it. Her breathing turned rasp as I viciously pounded into her. There was no attempt at showing her how much I wanted to appreciate her body, only that I was willing to do what she wanted me to. It might have seemed like sheer abuse to an onlooker, but they didn’t know her like I knew her.

A long, low moan rolled out of my throat and I let go of her collar. My hands slid down to her ass and I spread her cheeks to make it easier for me to give her every last inch of my thick cock. Loud, lustful cries ripped out of her as I hammered into her.

Her warm walls massaged my cock every time I sank into her, and for a moment, I almost forgot that she wanted me to be rough with her. It was so damn easy to get wrapped up in how much I adored her when she seemed so damn innocent and sweet, but that wasn’t what Kyra wanted from me. I might change her mind about that in the future, but I’d show her that I could give her what she wanted tonight. If I got to enjoy a much more passionate night with her another time, then I’d treat her like a princess then.

I slapped her ass with both hands as hard as I could and a loud scream ripped out of her. Before the echoes of that scream could die away, a shuddering moan slipped out of her as I kept slamming into her. If I wasn’t sure about how she felt about pain before, I had a much better idea after I spanked her the first time.

I slapped her ass each time I pulled out of her until they turned light red. By then, her moans stopped and were replaced by soft whimpers. When my hips crashed into her ass, her pussy would tighten around my cock as the pain washed through her.

But spanking wasn’t all that she wanted. I closed my eyes as I continued hammering into her. My hands trailed up her back until they reached her shoulders and I let my fingernails rest against her shoulders. I wanted to whisper that I was sorry, but she wanted to be dominated, not pitied.

It was that moment that the light bulb went off in my head. There was nothing to be sorry for. This was what she wanted from me, and I’d rather never have sex again if it meant that I couldn’t give this angel what she wanted.

My nails bit into her skin lightly and I raked them all the way down her back, leaving eight red streaks in their wake.

Kyra let out an ear-piercing scream. That would have been enough to make me check on her, if not for the sudden burst of wetness from her pussy. Her walls clamped around my cock and the first jet of her nectar was joined by a second, less intense wave of her juices.

I couldn’t handle the blissful embrace of her lower lips around my cock much longer. She told me that she wanted dessert and her treat was seconds from being ready. I pulled out of her and roughly grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the table. “On your knees, slut.”

She knelt before me and opened her mouth while making eye contact with me.

I put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her onto my cock. She gagged around my shaft as I pushed into her throat. I almost lost my nerve, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Her eyes watered as I pushed deeper into her throat until the tip of her nose pressed into the tender flesh above my base. I held her there for just a second before I pulled out of her throat and thrust back into her.

Her pussy was one thing, but I’d never fucked someone’s mouth before, a blowjob just couldn’t compare. The way her throat tightened around my cock, squeezing it as she fought to breathe, it was insane. As much as I loved the feeling, I didn’t let myself get lost in the moment. After every few strokes, I gave her time to take a deep breath and then started the process again. I’d like to pretend that I lasted longer than a few cycles of that, but I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Kyra’s slightly reddened eyes never mine as I used her mouth. Never once did she try to pull away from me. Kyra was perfectly content to let me violate her throat like I’d never done with anyone else. And yet, she was the one that I considered innocent.

A sudden snap of tension in my core was all the warning I had before the first thick jet of my cum shot deep down her throat. I quickly pulled back until only the head of my cock lingered in her mouth.

Kyra’s tongue flicked along the underside of my sensitive crown even as I filled her mouth with my thick seed. Even if I wanted to feel guilty about having just abused her poor throat, she wasn’t letting me. There was nothing about what she was doing that made me feel like she didn’t love every second of it as well.

Once my orgasm finally subsided, she let the head of my cock fall from her lips and opened her mouth to show me the pool of cum she collected. Kyra closed her mouth and swallowed heavily to make sure I could hear the sound of my cum gushing down her throat to join up with the first shot of my seed in her stomach.

I let out a deep sigh as I reached for the key to the handcuffs. “Are you okay?” I asked as I knelt down behind her and unlocked the restraints.

Her hand lifted to her throat and she rubbed it for a moment before she whispered, “I loved it.”

I couldn’t help but feel a bit guilty. As I helped her to her feet, I noticed the second puddle of her juices where she had previously been kneeling. I couldn’t pretend I knew when she came a second time, but I was sure glad she did.

After helping her clean up the mess we made, both from dinner and sex, she led me into her bedroom. I got into bed with her and pulled her tightly against me as I hugged her from behind. “I want to talk about what you want next time, baby. Not right this second, but I didn’t know what might be too much before.”

“You were perfect and we can talk about it later. But uh, I’m not on the pill. I don’t mean to make this sound like entrapment, but I kind of hope I get pregnant. You know, from when you came inside me earlier,” she said.

I bit my lip and almost panicked. Almost. As much as I felt like I wasn’t ready for something that life-changing, I also didn’t think that Kyra would be able to handle what I did with her. The only way to know was to find out when the time came.

I kissed her shoulder and whispered in her ear, “Then I’ll make sure the next load goes in that greedy pussy of yours, baby.”

She giggled and pushed her ass against me, “Don’t tease me like that.”

“You’re just lucky I’m getting tender,” I grumbled before letting out a deep sigh. “I think I’m ready to say that we’re much more than friends.”

I couldn’t say how things would turn out a year from now, but I did know for a fact that I would be there in the morning. And the next. And as long as she’d let me stay by her side. It was long overdue for someone to finally appreciate me as much as I appreciated them…


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading this story. If you’re comfortable leaving a review or rating, it would be greatly appreciated. Until next time, please feel free to check out my Amazon page.

If you’re looking for a similar story I encourage you to take a look at this novella:

Bound in Shame: A Transgender Billionaire BDSM Instalove Story

An ashamed party-loving woman meets a billionaire that changes everything she thought she knew about herself.

I never thought that I'd ever escape my reputation as the 'easy' chick. I never tried to change it. What I wanted was a dirty, passionless night of things I'd eventually regret. But... my best friend Jasmine didn't want me to live that way. She wanted me to get into a relationship with someone that might actually care about me. At least, that's what I thought she wanted. That was why I agreed to meet the mysterious transgender woman in the first place.

How could I have known that she would topple everything I believed about myself with the way she... well, Mistress wouldn't want me spoiling our story...
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