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First Date

by Blard Hans




I walked across the street to the Virginia Savings and Trust, nicknamed the VirginTrust.  As soon as I passed through the main door, I saw a petite girl with jet black hair waiving to me.  I waved back then went over to fill out the deposit slip.  After a minute or two in line, I was standing in front of Krissy.

“What can I do for you today Greg?” she said.

“The mind reels,” I said with a smirk. 

Krissy’s eyebrows flashed upward momentarily and her eyes sparkled then she tilted her head a little to the right, exposing more of her neck.  “Oh you,” she said with a smile.

“Just here to give you money,” I said as I slid the deposit slip, check and bankcard to her.

Krissy took the papers and began typing something into the computer.  She looked up momentarily and said, “I dreamed about you last night.”

“Anything interesting?” I asked.  I tried to keep my face neutral but I suspected that I failed.

Krissy blushed and said, “I dreamed you were singing at a country bar.  You were really good.”

I chuckled for a moment then asked, “Do you like country music?”

Krissy nodded enthusiastically.

I had been coming to this bank for years and knew one of the other bankers pretty well.  I remember that she told me she wished that Krissy would find a man so I asked, “I think they have bands on Saturday night at the Mooing Cow.  Any interest in going?”

The grin on Krissy’s face spread up to her eyes and she said, “I’ve seen that bar on my way into work and I’ve always wondered what it was like inside.  I’d like to go.”

“Sounds good.  Why don’t I pick you up around 9:00 on Saturday.”

Krissy’s face changed as though she was remembering something.  Her face was suddenly slightly blotchy.  “I would love to go out on a date with you.  Let’s start with coffee first.  Any plans for Friday after work?”

I did a quick mental check but my schedule was clear so I agreed.  “Want to meet at Frank’s?”

Krissy smiled at me.  “That sounds great.  I’ll see you there.”

The rest of the week passed by pretty quickly.  I arrived at Frank’s a little after seven and saw Krissy sitting at a table by the far end.  She waived at me as I walked in.  I saw that she hadn’t ordered anything yet so I asked her what she wanted then went to the counter to order both of us a drink.

I slid her coffee over to her as I sat down.  “Tell me about you,” I said.

Krissy began to tell me about working for the bank and about growing up in town.  As she spoke, I couldn’t help but notice the way her shirt was cut so that it showed off a surprising amount of cleavage.  She was wearing a gold necklace with a small jeweled pendant at the end in the shape of a key.

When the time was right I mentioned that I liked her necklace.  She grinned at me and lifted it up with her right hand and glanced down at it.  “Why thank you.”  She set it back down on her chest and let her fingers slide down the front of her blouse, causally grazing the fabric by her tits.  I knew she was playing with me but I enjoyed the show.

I smiled at her and she smiled back at me.

We chatted for a while more.  I think both of us were starting to feel comfortable with one another when she sat back a little and asked, “Are you curious why I wanted to go out for coffee before I would go on a date with you?”

“No.  I assumed it was just good sense since you really don’t know that much about me.”

A wicked glint momentarily appeared in her eyes before she spoke.  “That’s not it.  I’m a pretty good judge of character and you definitely pass.  I wanted you to know what you’d be in for before I accepted your offer.”

“I’m intrigued, go on.”  I was half afraid she was going to tell me she was a man or something.

Krissy began to play with her necklace as she spoke.  “I really enjoy a certain kind of man.  Someone that isn’t afraid to be taken out of his comfort zone a little.”

I leaned in a little closer and asked, “What do you mean?”

Krissy looked me square in the eyes and said, “I tend to prefer power exchange relationships.  I can tell you’re not a submissive but have you ever wondered what it would be like to explore that type of a relationship with someone?”

“I’m not really sure what you mean.  Like having you boss me around or something?”

“Well kind of but not in a petty or mean way.  More like I get to tell you what to do and if you do it you get rewarded and if not...”

“I get punished?”

Krissy nodded.  “You’ll like it, I promise.  I also know it’s not for everyone, hence the coffee date.”

I sat back and thought about what she said.  “If I said ok, and I’m not yet, what would that look like?”

A grin spread across her face and she leaned in closer and said, “First, we’d need to see if that is your cup of tea.  I have a friend that I’d introduce you to and she would demonstrate a few things for you.  If you liked it then we’d go on a date and see how we click.  If not, no harm.  Since we see each other for work, I’d rather you tried it out with her first – just so it wouldn’t awkward if it didn’t work out.”

“That makes sense.”

Krissy was tracing the lip of her coffee cup as she waited for me to continue.

“If I said yes then when would we start?”

Her eyes lit up and she said, “I was hoping you would be up for it.  I called my friend Tammy and she is available tonight if you don’t have other plans.”

I knew she was just giving me a safe way to decline but I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in my pants so I said yes.

“We can head straight over there now if you like.”

We left the coffee bar and I followed her across town to a quiet residential street.  We parked our cars and walked hand in hand up to one of the houses.

“I called her as we were driving over so she knows we’re coming,” Krissy said as she knocked on the door.

A tall blonde woman answered the door.  She had the body of an aerobics instructor with an extremely pretty face.

“I’m Tammy.  You must be Greg,” she said as she held out her hand. 

I shook it, surprised at how firm her handshake was.  “It’s my pleasure,” I said.

We walked inside and sat down on the couch in her living room.

Tammy disappeared for a second then came back with drinks for us.

We chatted for a while then Krissy spoke up.

“Greg said he might be interested in learning more about power exchange relationships and I was hoping you’d be willing to show him a few things so he can decide if going out with me is something he’d be interested in.”

Tammy took an appraising look at me then said, “I’d be glad to help.”

Krissy turned back to me and said, “I’m going to leave you here for a bit.  Tammy is an expert so you’ll be in good hands.  If anything is uncomfortable or you don’t like it, just say the word ‘red’ and that will be that.”

I nodded even though I had no idea what she was talking about.

Krissy stood up and all three of us headed towards the front door.  She hugged me before she left.  Her soft skin and the way her breasts pushed up against my chest cause my dick to tingle a bit.

When the door closed, I turned and saw Tammy standing a foot behind me.  She took my hand and led me back to the living room.  It felt odd to have this stranger taking me by the hand but it kinda turned me on too for some reason. 

“Have you ever experimented with a power exchange relationship before?” Tammy asked.

I shook my head.

“Remember that it’s all about having fun.  I’ll be telling you to do some things and your job is to do them.  If anything is too much, just say your safe word and we can stop.  If anything is uncomfortable or you have questions just say ‘yellow’ and we’ll take a break.  If you say ‘red’ then everything stops.  Understand?”

I nodded.  That part I got.

“Wait here.  I’m going to get a few things then we can get started.”

I waited patiently but the images inside my head were swirling with every porn video I had ever seen.  I tried to dismiss it though and just stay present.

Tammy came back carrying a large black duffle bag.  It made a clanking sound as she set it down.  “Some people find that a symbol helps them get into the right mindset.”  She pulled out a leather band with a large metal ring attached to it’s middle.  “I’m going to put this play collar around your neck.  Let me know if it’s too tight.”

My heart was racing as this beautiful woman leaned in and gently placed the leather around my neck.  She adjusted it a couple of times before attaching a small brass padlock behind my neck.  It felt weird to have the weight on my neck.  I pulled on it but it wasn’t budging.

“Stand up and move to the center of the room,” Tammy said.

I did so without hesitation.

She looked at me for a long time then said, “Strip.”  She glanced over to the overstuffed chair next to me and said, “Put your clothes in a neat pile on the chair.”

I hesitated then as though I was watching myself from a distance, I began to disrobe.  I tried to stack everything as neatly as I could.  I moved back to the center of the room dressed only in my underwear and collar.

Tammy smirked.  “All of it.”

I glanced down at my dick; now sporting a half chub.  I could feel my heart racing.  Embarrassment flooded through me as I stood there, partially erect, in front of a complete stranger.  I almost called red right then.

“Are you worried that I’m going to be offended if your body starts responding to me?” she said looking down at my swollen member.

I nodded.  “A little.”

Tammy walked over to me and put her hand on my shoulder.  She had deep blue eyes with a tiny band of orange around the pupil.  “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”  She traced her free hand down my chest and rested it on my cock.  She caressed it softly and smiled at me.  “Absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I felt a waive of relief sweep through me.  When Tammy stepped back, I pulled my underwear off and set it on the pile of clothing.

I watched Tammy’s fantastic ass move as she walked over to the couch and sat down.  She began to rummage around in the duffle bag then pulled out several sheets of paper and two small boxes.  She set the items down next to her then pulled out four leather straps.  I could see that they each had metal buckles on them and metal rings similar to the one on my collar but smaller.

“I want you to walk over to me then kneel on the ground with your back towards me.”

I walked up to her then turned and knelt down.

“I’m going to put cuffs on your wrists and ankles.  Once they’re on, you won’t be able to remove them until I unlock you.”

I felt my heart racing again.  She touched the top of my shoulders then ran her hand down my right arm.

“Eyes front,” she said.

I looked up at the painting in front of me but my concentration was completely focused on Tammy touching me.

She pulled my right wrist back slightly and I could feel the softness of the leather strap as she wrapped it around my wrist and buckled it.  There was a small click and an increase in weight as she attached a small brass pad lock to the cuff before she let my arm go.  She repeated the process with my other arm and then my ankles.  It felt humbling to have her lock things onto me when I couldn’t even see what she was doing.

“Stand up and turn around,” she said.

When I was facing her, she looked me up and down then said, “You look adorable like that.”

I had no response so I just stayed quiet.

Tammy reached down and began to open one of the two boxes next to her.  She pulled out what looked like an oversized condom.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Your job is to do as you’re told, not ask questions,” she said kindly.

Tammy opened the second box and pulled out several small black plastic boxes about the size of a large pencil eraser.  Next she reached into the duffle bag and took out two black belts although one of them looked to have several smaller leather pieces attached to it.

She set them down next to her then said, “Move towards me and stand right here.”

I moved to within six inches of her, as directed.

Tammy reached over and cupped my balls with her hand.  I was still partially erect but went into full mast as she began to gently squeeze my boys.

“That’s so hot.  I love watching you get hard.”  A second later, she began to stroke my cock.

Pleasure washed through me as she pumped her hand up and down over the shaft and head of my penis.

She stopped a few seconds later and I felt a little disappointed.  Tammy took the oversized condom and began to pull it down over my shlong.

It was a tighter fit than I would have given it credit for.

She continued to pull it downward then lifted up my balls and stuffed them into the remainder of the condom looking thing.  When she let go it made a slapping sound like when a doctor pulls on a latex glove.

I felt like my junk was getting squeezed.  It didn’t hurt so much as it made me very aware that something was attached to my cock.

Tammy took one of the belts and threaded it through a small opening on one of the black boxes.  Then she wrapped the belt around my waist and buckled it, careful to leave several inches of slack.  She pulled down on the box and the condom like thing until she attached the black box underneath my scrotum before tightening up the belt.  When she was finished, the black box was held securely by my taint.

“Wiggle your hips,” she said.

I tried but the box was not coming loose.

Tammy let out a wicked giggle.  “Let’s get the other ones on.  Arms up.”

I hesitated for a second then raised my arms as though I was surrendering.

She stood up with the second leather belt in her hand.  As she moved, I got a better look at it and realized that it looked kind of like a bra without anything where the cups should be.

Tammy pulled down one arm at a time and fed it through the opening in the leather bra harness before returning my arms to their upward position.  She walked around me and I could feel her buckling the harness up. 

Once it was fitted correctly and tightened until there was no slack at all, she fed a small padlock through the bucked and locked it in place.

Tammy walked in front of me and inspected her work; pulling on the straps of the harness several time to make sure it wouldn’t come loose.  She leaned down and pulled out a small bottle from the duffle bag.

It took considerable mental effort to resist the urge to ask her what was in the bottle.

She opened the bottle and poured a thick wad of goo on my left nipple.

It felt cold and slimy.

Tammy took out a second bottle and poured a few drops of goop on the back of one of the small black boxes.  When she pressed it against my nipple, the goo suddenly started to get warm then hot.

I yelped a little in surprise.  The sensation calmed down after a few seconds.

Tammy jiggled the black box back and forth but it seemed stuck to me.  Apparently satisfied, she repeated the process with my right nipple.  Once both boxes were affixed, she attached both to the leather harness by several tiny chains.

“Arms down,” she said.

It felt odd to have these things attached to me in a way I couldn’t take them off.  Truth be told, it was kinda getting me even more turned on.

Tammy looked me up and down then smiled at me.  “That’s better but we’re not quite done yet.”

I had to wonder what else she could possible add.

Tammy pulled out a medium sized leather square from the duffle.  It had a rubber ball attached to one side and several straps hanging out in all directions.

“Have you ever been gagged before?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Some people find that it really helps with the sensation of being helpless.  Now, because you won’t be able to speak we’ll need another way for you to let me know if you’re in trouble.  While gagged, if you need to call out ‘red’ then just open and close your hands repeatedly.”  She demonstrated what she wanted then had me perform it several times.

“You’ll like this one.  It has an extra feature.”  She held the rubber ball up to my face so that I could see it had a small hole drilled through it.

‘Must have the hole so that I can breath,’ I thought.

“I’ll be putting that on you in a few minutes but I wanted you to be thinking about what it’s going to be like when I take away your ability to speak.”

I think my dick doubled in size when she said that.  I realized then that the condom thing didn’t interfere with my ability to get an erection and wondered again what it was for.

“There is a wooden chair in the kitchen.  Bring it in here and set it by the front wall.”  She gestured to the hallway.

I started walking and immediately notice a soft clanking sound as the rings on my cuffs moved as I did.  I found the chair next to the kitchen table.  It was an ordinary looking heavy wooden chair except that someone had sunk eye bolts into it in several locations.  It only took a moment to realize that I would soon be chained to this thing.  I brought the chair back into the living room and set it by the wall.

Tammy was waiting for me with a handful of padlocks and a tall rod with several clamps on it.  “Sit,” she said.

I sat down wondering if I was going to be gagged right after.

Tammy locked my wrists to the eye bolts at the back of the seat, forcing me to keep my arms straight down at my sides.  She attached my ankles to each of the front chair legs then attached straps by my knees to the eye bolts at the front of the seat.  This forced me to keep my legs spread open.

She walked behind me and began to tighten the clamps on the rod.

I couldn’t really understand what she was doing until she twisted my collar so that the ring was behind me.  I head a click and realized that my collar was now locked to the rod, preventing me from moving my head more than an inch or two in any direction.

Tammy walked in front of me again and slowly caressed my face.  “Your job is to see if you can get out.  I’m going to go and change.  When I get back, if you haven’t escaped by then, we’ll begin to see if you’re right for this kind of play.”  She turned and walked out of the room.

I couldn’t help but watch her as she left.  The muscular legs and amazing ass were mesmerizing.  I tried to move but it became quickly apparent that she had done her job too well and I wasn’t going anywhere until she unlocked me.  After a few minutes the panic sensation gave way to a kind of relaxed peace and I decided to just go with it.  I heard foot steps just before Tammy walked back in.  I had to do a double take as she was now wearing a very low cut corset and short silky black skirt.  The way the corset pressed her tits up made her look like she had gone up two cup sizes.

Tammy sat on the ground in front of me.  She was holding the papers from the duffle bag and what looked like a TV remote.

“We’re going to begin by having you answer some questions.”

I pulled on my cuffs but they didn’t move.

“Now first question:  What is your name?”

I started to say Greg but only got to the first ‘g’ sound before I felt an electric shock simultaneously strike my balls and nipples.  I glanced down at the black boxes on my nipples and suddenly understood what they were for.

“Wrong answer.  The correct answer is ‘Slave.’  Let’s try again.  What is your name?”

I reluctantly mouthed the word slave.  Before I finished, Tammy pressed another button on the remote and incredible waves of pleasure washed through me.  It was such a strong sensation that it took a few seconds to realize that the boxes on my nipples were vibrating and the condom thing on my cock was acting like a strong vibrator.

“It pays to say the right answer,” Tammy giggled.  “What is your name?” she asked again.

I said “Slave” loudly this time and was again rewarded with several seconds of intense pleasure.

Tammy continued to question me about my sexual history and fantasies.  Every so often she would press the remote and I would become unable to finish speaking until she stopped.  My heart was racing and I was getting extremely turned on.  The more turned on I got, the more I was telling her about wicked fantasies that I had never shared with anyone.  I told her how I wanted to trying being with several women at once and how I wished that I could be dominated by all of them at the same time.  She left the vibrations on for much longer after I started telling her about wanting to be used by several people at once.

I’m not sure how long the questioning went on but when we were done, I was as close to cumming as I had ever been without actually going through it.

Tammy set the papers down then looked up at me and asked, “I see you looking at my tits.  Did you want to see them?”  She slowly ran her fingers over the outline of her breasts.

I nodded enthusiastically.

Tammy hopped up and straddled me.  She lifted her girls out of the corset and put a hand on the back of my head then she leaned up and forced one of her nipples into my mouth.  I began to suck on her then alternated between sucking and tracing the outline of her nipple with my tongue.

She leaned backwards until I was unable to reach her breast with my mouth.  I noticed that her face looked more rosy than it had just a few minutes earlier.  She rotated slightly and rammed her other nipple into my mouth.

As I began to suck on her, she pressed a button on the remote and I was lost in a sea of pleasure.  I noticed that she was rocking on my cock as the vibrator buzzed on.  She started to moan softly.  Between the vibrations caressing my dick and this beautiful woman riding me like a toy, I was starting to lose track of everything. 

Tammy suddenly tensed up.  I watched as her eyes rolled upwards then hid behind closed lids.  Her hands gripped my shoulders painfully as she convulsed into orgasm.  After a couple of seconds, she relaxed and looked down at me with a wide smile on her face.  Her breathing was coming in heaves.  She leaned back, pulling her breast away from my mouth.  The vibration on my cock stopped and I was left panting but unable to move.

She dismounted me; her legs quivering a little as she stood.  I saw the color in her face and neck stand out in bright red blotches on her otherwise perfect white skin.  She gave me a sideways glance as she reached over and grabbed the panel gag from the table.  She looked at the gag for a second then an evil grin flashed across her face.

Tammy reached down in between her legs and rubbed her crotch with her hand.  “You naught boy.  You made me wet.”

I watched as she took her hand and rubbed it around the rubber ball on the gag.  It glistened in the room lights as she brought it closer to my face.

“Now you’re going to have to taste me while you wait for me to use you some more,” she said as she pressed the ball into my waiting mouth.  Tammy expertly adjusted the straps on the gag and I was soon unable to spit the ball out of my mouth. 

I worked my tongue around the surface of the ball, tasting Tammy for the first time.

“Can you speak?”

I tried to say ‘yes I can’ but I think it sounded more like ‘hmm umm han.’

Tammy giggled.  “I told you that I had a surprise for you.”  She pulled a small black box with a tube sticking out of it from the duffle and showed it to me.

I recognized it as a vape device.  Like most people, I had used one before but I didn’t understand what was surprising about it.

Tammy pressed the mouth piece into the hole on the panel gag.  When she was finished, the entire tube was stuck into the gag; leaving me unable to remove it. 

I suddenly understood what she was going to do.  With the vape pen jammed into the gag, she would be able to make me inhale whatever was in the pen whenever and for however long as she wanted.  My eyes must have gone wide because she said, “You’re my slave and if I want to get you high then that’s what’s going to happen.”

I felt my dick getting even harder, if that was possible.  Now that it was happening, I was slightly worried that I should have answered no when she was questioning me about whether I thought it would be hot to play with forced intoxication.  Her words about me being able to stop everything my just signaling with my hands kept be from full on panicking.

Tammy straddled me again.  Almost involuntarily I began to press my hips into her.  She smiled at me and pushed her hips downwards onto my junk.  We rocked together for a minute then she slowly reached over and pressed her thumb and forefinger down on my nose – forcing me to breath through my mouth. 

I let out a muffled moan but she didn’t stop.  I held out as long as I could but eventually had to breath in.  I couldn’t taste anything at first then the muted flavor of pineapple filled my mouth.  A small cloud of white vapor escaped out the sides of the gag as I exhaled. 

Over the next five minutes she would take a break from riding me to pinch my nose and force me to inhale more of the vapor.  I started to feel more light headed as the marijuana entered my system.

I’m not sure how long we stayed like this.  I was getting really high and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to fuck this incredible woman.

Tammy’s eyes looked slightly dilated and I knew it wasn’t from the pot since she hadn’t smoked any.  She worked her way off of me and sat back on the couch.  After a while she pulled out her phone and began to text someone.  When she was done, she looked up at me and said, “You know, that remote vibrator on your cock can do more than just let me reward or punish you.  I can set it to keep you hard but unable to cum.”

I tried to say ‘you wouldn’t’ but it only came out as “oo hoondnt.”

Tammy exhaled slowly then reached over and began to press several buttons on the remote.

My junk exploded in sensation as the vibrator clicked on with full force.  I lost track of everything again and just surrendered to the pleasure it was giving me.  When it stopped a minute later, I almost came out of my skin.  I was panting hard behind the gag; thankful that I was able to breath without inhaling more of the vapor.

“I just texted Krissy.  She’s be back for you in about an hour.  I think you’ll be ready to do anything we tell you to by then.  In the mean time, it’ll be lights out for you.”  She pulled out a blindfold from the duffle bag and gently placed it over my eyes. 

In the complete darkness, I was left alone to endure the random vibrations that kept my dick hard and left me fantasizing about fucking both girls at once.
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