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Chapter 1

Iwas leaving my house to have rough sex with an online stranger. It started with one hookup, and then two, and then I started to lose count. I wasn’t meeting people every week, but over the last year when I was starting to feel stressed I would log on to the app I had downloaded called KinkMe. It wasn’t only for hookups, some people would use it as a kind of fetish dating site. But that wasn’t for me, I didn’t want to see the same person twice.

I liked to try lots of different things with people. Whether I was dominant or submissive, I usually enjoyed it. The men that I met on the site were always very polite and consensual, and I knew that because the site was known for being safe, I would be in good hands. I wasn’t in any sort of place where I wanted a relationship of any kind, not even a friendship. I just wanted to take my mind off of things with someone new and move on as quickly as possible. Plus, it was always so much more thrilling to meet with a stranger.

It was a Saturday night, and the warm summer air made me feel a sense of calm and comfort, like a blanket around me. I was usually quite jittery and nervous before these meetings but tonight I had a sense of peace washing over me. Possibly because I’d spoken with this man for a bit longer than I normally would have, or maybe because I knew that tonight I could let go and be submissive, not having to think about anything. My sales job had become quite stressful and I’d felt so overworked and mentally fatigued.

I hailed a cab and told the driver the address, and then I sent a message to the man I was meeting.

I’m on my way, I think it’ll be about 15 minutes.

I scrolled up past our previous messages. He’d asked me what I was into, and what I looked like. My profile pic was pretty mysterious and shadowy on KinkMe, as was his and most of the users on the site. I told him I had long brown hair, that I was 5’3”, 26 years old, and petite. I told him I had some tattoos which he seemed to like. I was a little curious about him because he hadn’t told me much about his physique. He just said that he had brown hair too and that he was physically fit and much taller. He told me he was 30.

When we talked about what we were into I didn’t hold back. I wanted to make sure he knew exactly what I liked and how I liked it. He was the first person I had matched with that seemed fully compatible with me sexually. He wanted to give me everything I asked for. Sometimes people wouldn’t fully register what I wanted but he had repeated my kinks back to me, promising to fulfill each one of my desires. I could feel my stomach fluttering as he responded with a ‘See you soon,’ feeling eager to experience what he had in store for me.

The cab stopped in front of a house on the outskirts of town. It looked like a quiet home, with only a few dim lights on. I figured he must live alone, as did most people I’d met who had hosted. I thanked the cab driver and walked up the driveway to the front steps, wobbling a bit on the cobblestone with my high black heels. I’d matched them with a fitted black, strapless dress, and the warm summer breeze on my shoulders seemed to fill me with energetic confidence. I wore dark makeup on my eyes and dark red lipstick, and I felt hotter than ever and excited to dive into a new encounter.

I rang the doorbell and waited for a moment, and then a beautiful woman opened the door. My mind panicked. A woman? I must have had the wrong house.


Chapter 2

“Candace?” She asked, and suddenly I felt tricked. I’d always heard of couples pretending to be one person and then when you show up they are wanting you for a threesome, and I wasn’t into that. But it could have just been some kind of misunderstanding.

“Hi, um. I’m looking for Riley. Is he here?” I asked, and she looked even more confused.

“I’m Riley,” she said, looking at me strangely. “From the site, you know. I’m the only one here.”

“But you’re a woman,” I said, my brain slowly catching up. “Oh my god, wait. You’re Riley?”

She started laughing loudly, “I think there’s been a mistake. Do you want to come inside? We can figure out what happened.”

“Yes, thank you,” I sighed, grateful to sit down and rest my feet that were already getting sore from my heels.

I walked into her house and was shocked at how immaculate it was. It was so clean, everything looked brand new and in its place. I watched her as I followed, she was quite a bit taller than me and also wearing heels but she seemed to walk in them much more gracefully than I could. She was wearing a white crop top and a black fitted skirt. Riley was definitely fit, her long, toned legs sprawling out of the bottom of her short skirt. Her brown hair cascaded down in curls.

Riley led me into the living room and I sat down on her black leather couch. I felt almost a bit guilty for sitting on her furniture, as it looked so crisp and clean.

“Would you like a drink? I have bottled water, soda, wine, vodka, whichever you like.”

“Maybe I’ll just take a soda for now. Thank you so much.”

She smiled at me and walked to the kitchen. It was half open and connected to the living room, and she talked to me as she rummaged through the fridge.

“So Candace. Where did we go wrong here?” She asked, laughing.

I took out my phone to check the app, so I could look at her profile. “I’m so sorry. I only hook up with men, and I thought your profile was a man’s.” I scrolled until I found Riley, still thinking there might be some kind of mistake, but when I looked at the profile it clearly said woman in her bio. “I feel like an idiot. I think I must have just seen your name and profile picture. I was probably so excited about your bio being so similar to what I was looking for that it didn’t even register.”

She walked back into the living room and handed me the soda. I opened it and took a long sip realizing that the heat had started to get to me a bit.

“It’s okay,” she said, sitting down across from me in a big leather chair. “It happens. I’m guessing you’re not into women?”

“Not that I know of,” I replied. I’d never really been attracted to any women.

She sighed, “What a shame. Well, the offer is still on the table. But no pressure.” She leaned forward a bit, looking me in the eyes with her intense stare, “Just know that I could make you feel fucking incredible.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I’d sometimes thought of what it would be like to have sex with a woman, but I was sure all women had thoughts like that. It wasn’t that I was entirely opposed to it but I had never had the opportunity, and it had never crossed my mind to experiment. I was always open to exploring new things but nothing this new. But the way she spoke, the way she looked at me, her unfaltering gaze, made me think of the conversations we’d had online. She’d promised to make me scream, telling me she would fuck me until I begged her to stop and telling me she would spank me so hard I’d have trouble sitting down for days. I thought of that Riley, the one who had promised to fulfill all of my fantasies.

I looked at her intense eyes, her sharp cheekbones, and her fit, tall body. She was gorgeous, and I knew that if I was going to be attracted to any woman it would be someone like her, someone so commanding and confident.

“I mean, I just don’t know like…how I’d be able to pleasure you.”

She smiled at me, “I’m easy to please.”

I figured at least she would have low expectations of me. My night was free, and I was already here, and I was starting to feel myself squirm with excitement already. I started to feel turned on again, thinking of all of the things that Riley had promised to do to me. They were the things I wanted and I liked, so if she could deliver them, what would it matter if she was a woman? All I wanted to do was forget about my work, and my life, and let someone dominate me.

“Okay,” I said and watched her smile get bigger. “Yeah, you know what, I’m here already. We might as well make the most of it.”

“Thank god, because you’re even hotter than I could have imagined.” She laughed. “I can’t wait to put my hands on you and make you beg me to cum.”

I gulped slightly, the feeling of pleasure washing over me. I’d never heard a woman talk to me like that and there was something about the sweetness in her voice that made me feel like she was more in control than anyone I’d been with. With most of the hookups I’d had in the past people had been quite awkward or shy, myself included, so it could take a bit before we were comfortable. Her confidence took me by surprise and made me instantly feel turned on. The darkness that flickered behind her eyes as she looked me up and down made me want to submit entirely, regardless of gender.

“Are you ready to get started, or did you want anything first? I have lots of food. Or another drink?”

I appreciated her hospitality but I was ready to get started before I changed my mind. “No thanks, I’m all good. Let’s do this.” I said, trying to mimic her confidence.

Riley smiled again and stood up out of her chair. She reached her hand out and I took it, while she helped me up. My feet felt much better after having a moment to rest. “Come with me, I’ll show you where we’re going,” she said, and let go of my hand. “Oh, and Candace?”

“Yes?” I replied.

“Keep your heels on for me.”

I nodded at her and she smiled again and started walking. I grabbed my purse and followed behind her.


Chapter 3

We walked up a tall flight of stairs and I made a mental note to start wearing running shoes instead of heels. There were three doors and I realized that the house was quite a bit larger than it appeared on the outside.

“The bathroom is just over here,” she said, pointing at the door closest to the stairs. “And this room here is for us,” she said and opened the door, motioning for me to go in. I could see the LED lights that lit up the room, in a dim but bright turquoise colour. The floor was hardwood, as was the rest of the house, and the room was quite a bit bigger than I’d imagined. There was a large bed on one side of the room with straps attached to all four bedposts. The other side of the room had a few pieces of furniture. One was a leather chair, the back was leaning on an angle, with stirrups. It looked like an examination chair, and belts were hanging off of it. There were also leather cuffs that hung from the ceiling, and a large black trunk. Looking at the trunk made me wonder what was inside, and I could wait to find out.

I’d never been with anyone who had a setup like this. Most people had a few restraints, handcuffs, and paddles, but never a whole room full of equipment. I could feel my body tingling with excitement, and before I could think straight I felt Riley’s hands grab my waist from behind.

She turned me around and pushed me up against the wall. Her hands were on my shoulders, pinning me, one of her legs between mine, and I could feel her breath on my neck.

“I just want to make sure you are okay with this still.”

It felt almost like a joke. Feeling her body pressed against mine holding me against the wall made me wish I had never even questioned staying in the first place. “Yes, please.” I managed, swallowing hard as I felt her mouth near my ear.

“What’s your safe word again, sweetheart?”

“Red.”

“You’re sure you’re okay that I’m not a man?” She asked, and I laughed.

“Yes, I don’t care. I’m yours.” I was surprised at how turned on I was already and I realized I would do anything at that moment if it meant she would start.

Riley took my cue, satisfied that I was comfortable. She grabbed my wrists and held them high over my head, pushing them into the wall. Her thigh was already between my legs, but she pushed closer to me and even though I couldn’t move, I could feel the pressure of her bare leg against me and I wanted so desperately to move my hips toward her. I already felt my dress had inched up a bit, and it wasn’t very long, to begin with. I could feel her long hair hanging over me, tickling my skin.

“That’s right, you are mine.” She said in a low voice in my ear, sending shivers down my back. “You’re my little slut. Isn’t that what you asked me to call you?”

I nodded quickly. I had given her a few names to call me, but that was my favorite. She switched to holding my wrists with one hand, and I felt her drag her other hand down one of my arms slowly, causing goosebumps on my skin. I felt her forefinger on my mouth and she pressed down on my bottom lip, watching me intently.

“Tell me then. Tell me what a little slut you are.” She said, and let go of my lip. I felt her trail her hand down to my breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could feel her rub a thumb over my nipple through my dress.

I gasped loudly, jumping to speak. “I’m such a slut. I want you to use me and fuck me, please.” I was already starting to feel the way I craved from these meetups, feeling possessed by how horny I was, not even having to think of any words. I would let her do anything she wanted to me, and she had barely even gotten started.

“That’s a good girl. Now you can prove to me how much of a slut you are.” She said leaning in close to my mouth. I could almost feel her lips on mine, and my mind was going crazy for her to kiss me, but she didn’t. “I’m glad you wore heels. Come here.”

She held my wrist roughly and led me over to the shackles hanging from the ceiling. They looked so high, and that was when I understood why she was happy I was wearing high heels. She lifted my arms, one at a time, and fastened the leather straps around them. My shoes touched the ground but I couldn’t move much in either direction. I moved my feet around, trying to see how far I could go. I was so vulnerable with my body stretched up so high toward the ceiling and I already felt the wetness between my legs.

“You’re to do what I say, and speak when spoken to. But you already know that, don’t you?” She asked, and I nodded in agreement.

Riley never took her eyes off of me, looking at me like I was her prey. Even when she walked behind me I could still feel her eyes burning into my flesh. I felt her hands on my back, unzipping my dress slowly. The dress dropped off of me in one swift movement, gathering around my ankles, leaving me completely naked except for my red thong. I was feeling happy I had worn a strapless dress. I stepped out of it and kicked it aside. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so naked in front of another woman. Her fingers pulled back the band of my panties and I felt it snap back against my skin.

“Better than the pictures,” Riley said. She was pressed up gently behind me, looking over my shoulder. I wanted her to touch me, and I could tell she knew it. It took everything in my power to stop myself from grinding my ass up against her, and I made sure not to say a word. “Look down,” she whispered.

Her hands were hovering over my breasts and my nipples were throbbing with excitement. She grabbed both of them roughly at the same time, pinching my nipples between her fingertips and pushing my breasts together. I let out a moan in surprise as the pleasure shot down to my clit. I felt so turned on watching her touch me, knowing I couldn’t do anything.

She laughed and let go of me. I wished I could turn to look at her, but I wouldn’t dare. I wanted to see her body again, her long legs and her short shirt. I just wanted to look at her because it was the first time I could feel shameless in finding a woman so attractive. Of course, I’d noticed attractive women before, but I’d always felt ashamed to look for too long. Suddenly knowing that I had permission to stare made me want nothing more than to check her out.

But she didn’t step into my vision. Instead, I heard her rummaging in what sounded like the trunk behind us. My feet and arms were starting to hurt a bit, but I wouldn’t show it. I readjusted myself and held still.

I heard the click of her heels as she returned, still keeping herself out of my line of sight. She was close behind me again, and my breathing started to hitch even just when she was close to me.

“Don’t move,” she said, and I held still. Her hand was on my breast, holding it, and I looked down as she fastened a shiny metal clamp on my hard nipple, with a small bell hanging from the bottom. I loved having my nipples clamped, having requested it from when we first spoke, and her gentle hands fastening them made me feel different than I had before, as she took care to make sure they were exactly in the right position. As it pinched down I had to bite my lip to stop the noise from escaping from the explosion of pleasure from the clamp. I knew that over time they would feel sore, and the anticipation of that pain turned me on even more.

She finished fastening the other clamp and then held onto my waist and pulled my body back so quickly that the bells on my nipples chimed. I stepped back clumsily in my heels, surprised by the sudden movement. She was pressed against my back, and I could feel that she was no longer wearing a shirt. Her soft breasts pressed into my skin, and she used her grip on my waist to move me from side to side, slowly rubbing her nipples against my back.

“I love that I have all night to use you like my little fucktoy,” she said and grabbed my breasts. She shook them up and down slightly, and the sensation of the clamp moving made it impossible not to let out a moan. “If you’re good I might let you cum. But you’re going to have to earn it first.”

I heard her heels click again as she moved away from me, and I heard her pick something off of the ground. My body was screaming with anticipation for any contact.

“I don’t want to hear a single noise from your mouth unless I permit it. Got it?” She said, and I started to nod but thought better of it.

“Yes, Riley,” I replied.

I felt a hand rub my ass and then grab it hard. I squirmed a bit but stayed where I was. I knew what was coming and my body was buzzing.

I expected to feel a hand spank me, but instead it was a paddle. The first spank surprised me so much that I almost made noise right away, even though she didn’t hit me very hard. She waited a moment, leaving me guessing when I would feel the next one, and suddenly she hit my ass so hard with the paddle that I heard the bells on my nipple clamps ring before I even felt the stinging on my ass.

I held my breath as she hit me, each slap radiating through my body like an earthquake. The sensation went directly down to my pulsing pussy, and I felt almost embarrassed by how wet I had gotten from just a few spanks. It took everything in my body to contain my moans. She continued in silence, staggering the timings of her hits, and all that was heard in the room were loud smacks followed by ringing bells and my heavy breathing.

My ass felt hot and red, each hit making me jump more in pain and pleasure. I waited for her to hit me again, my stinging skin prickling, but I heard her heels click away for a moment. The trunk slammed, and I jumped slightly from the noise. She returned and I felt something hard pressing into my back. I knew the feeling as soon as she touched me, it was a cane.

“Good girl. I don’t want to hear you speak, but you can make noise now. I want to hear you.”

I let out a breath as she removed the cane from my back. I thought she would wait before her first hit, but she didn’t waste any time. Immediately I felt her whack me across my already sore ass, and it hurt so much more than the paddle. There’s no way I would have been able to be silent. I yelled out loudly, and through my pain, I couldn’t wait for the next one.

She hit me again hard on the back of my thighs, and I yelled out again with surprise. I almost lost my footing, my knees wanting to buckle, but it didn’t matter because my arms were tied so high I couldn’t move enough to fall. My nipples with each hit were starting to get sore as the clamps moved wildly from my swaying, adding even more pleasure to how I was already feeling.

She continued, hitting me faster and harder. My screams mixed with my loud moans and for once I didn’t care how noisy I was. I felt my eyes welling up with tears against my wishes as the stinging strikes made me so turned on that it felt like my pussy had a heartbeat as it pulsated.

She stopped and I heard the cane drop. I knew she had fulfilled her promise to me, that she would make me unable to sit down without pain for days. I was still moaning, even though it was over. Her hand trailed up my inner thigh from my knee to my pussy, and she circled her fingers lightly over my thong. Even just that small bit of contact made me cry out.

“You’re soaking wet,” she said as she grabbed the waistband of my thong and pulled it down, letting it drop to my feet. I kicked it aside as I had with my dress. “I bet you didn’t think a woman could get you this wet, did you?”

“No, I didn’t,” I said honestly. Her soft touch at first had made me worried that maybe this wouldn’t be what I was looking for, but what she had been doing to me was sending me over the edge, more than I’d ever felt.

She grabbed onto my waist and turned me around slowly toward her. I’d forgotten how beautiful she was. Her hair still was curled in perfect ringlets and I followed them down with my eyes to her breasts. They were much bigger than mine, and her nipples were smaller and swollen, and I felt myself almost drooling.

Riley noticed immediately and laughed. “Don’t worry straight girl, if you’re lucky I’ll let you suck on my nipples later.” My cheeks flushed red with embarrassment being caught looking so hungrily at her. “I bet you want down from here don’t you?”

“Yes please,” I replied. She reached up and released me from the cuffs, and I almost had to grab her to stop myself from falling. My body felt so heavy.

“Get in the chair,” she said and I happily obliged. It wasn’t much of a chair. I sat on it and leaned back, feeling so relieved for the cool leather surface on my sore bottom.

Riley came over, grabbed my legs, and placed them in the stirrups. I watched her as she fastened belts around my calves to hold me in place. She was still wearing her skirt and I couldn’t believe that a woman so beautiful could do this to me just for fun. She put another belt around my waist so tight that I could barely move my hips. She walked behind me and tied my hands behind the back of the chair. I couldn’t move my body at all, not even an inch.

I felt so helpless and ready to be used like the fucktoy she said I was. I didn’t care what she did if it meant she touched me in any way. I was so horny that I was moaning just from the feeling of the restraints.

She left again to get more tools out of the trunk and when she returned I started to feel nervous. I’d never had to use my safe word, but I was so tightly bound and I saw that she was holding a vibrator and a strap on. I wasn’t sure if I was going to make it through this without using my safe word, thinking of how hard she could make me cum. She moved the stirrups up and back toward me, exposing me fully, my shaking, wet cunt on full display.

She paused for a moment leaning over me and grabbed the two clamps on my nipples. She pulled on them slightly and I let out a cry.

“Hmm. I don’t think you need these anymore.” She unclamped them both and the painful feeling of blood rushing back into my nipples made me squeal. She squeezed the sore nubs between her fingers, pinching and pulling and I thought if she continued I could almost cum from the sensation. She let go and smiled at me sweetly.

Riley knelt in front of me, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She looked back at me while she traced her finger so lightly around my pussy lips. My legs were spread open and the stirrups were locked in. I felt so disappointed that I couldn’t even move against her light touch.

“You’re not to cum without my permission. If you do, I’ll end this right away. And you can go home by yourself and touch yourself all night while you think about what a greedy slut you are.” I wanted to protest at how unfair that was, I was never good at controlling myself, but I nodded. I’d try my best.

She grabbed the vibrator first, a medium-sized purple wand. She didn’t turn it on right away, instead, she rubbed it against the opening of my pussy, getting it as wet as she could. She moved it up to my clit and as soon as I felt the hard rubber pressing on me I cried out loudly. If she would have allowed me to speak, I would have begged for her to make me cum right away.

She turned on the vibrator and I felt waves of pleasure rippling through my body. I’d used vibrators tons of times, but having the sensation of being controlled by someone else made me feel so helpless and turned on. My muscles tensed as I tried hard to move against the wand but the belts just dug into my skin. My hard clit was throbbing and I was already so close to cumming. I moaned and whimpered as she pressed on my clit, and I looked down to watch her.

“I bet you want to cum, don’t you?” She teased, and I felt like screaming.

“Yes, I want to cum so badly. Please.” She quickly pulled the wand off of my clit, and I cried out shivering in disappointment after having been so close. “Please, please let me cum,” I begged as my mind was blank with pleasure. She pressed the wand back onto my clit without turning it back on again, and I squirmed.

“Tell me why you deserve to cum, and what a naughty slut you are, and I’ll let you,” she said, and I felt her press harder toward my clit as I prayed she would turn the vibrator on.

“Riley I’m such a dirty slut, I’ll do anything for you if you make me cum, please,” I waited, and she just smiled up at me. “I need it, please use me, I want it so badly. I’ll be so good for you.”

I must have said the right thing because she laughed and pressed the button. I felt as the vibrations flooded once again on my sensitive clit. I could feel my legs tensing again, and I put my head back and closed my eyes, ready to let go. I held my orgasm, screaming as I waited for her permission.

“You can cum, slut. But I’m going to keep you cumming, since you deserve it so much,” she said, and I could barely hear her as I let go, my orgasm rolling through me as I came hard.

My whole body shook as I felt my pussy contracting as I came. I felt relief washing over me but it was short-lived as she held the vibrator in the same position. Normally when I would masturbate I wouldn’t be able to hold the vibrator on my clit after cumming because I would feel so oversensitized, but I was not in control this time. My body desperately tried to move away from it, but couldn’t. I started to feel myself getting even more turned on than I was before. I’d always wanted to feel like this, but I never could do it on my own.

“You’re going to cum again, but this time you have to look at me. If you look away I’ll stop.”

I nodded and looked at her, watching her face intently as I felt another orgasm starting to build inside of me. She looked at me with that same dark look as before, like I was her prey, and I felt a bit of shame as her eyes burned into mine. I was embarrassed to be looking at a stranger like this, especially a woman, but I was too far gone to care.

“You like that?”

“Yes, yes, yes, I do. Please don’t stop.” I said, grateful to speak. My whole body shook as if the vibrator was in my core, and I moaned as I looked into Riley’s eyes.

“If you cum for me now, I’ll fuck you.”

I wanted that more than anything, my empty pussy aching at the thought. I came hard again, using everything in my power to keep my eyes open as I looked at her. I quivered as she removed the vibrator from me and turned it off. She stood up and walked around to the side of the chair. She pressed a pedal on the side, pumping the chair higher like I was at the hairdresser’s, and with every bump, I could feel my breasts bouncing.

She came back in front of me, between my spread legs, and I watched as she put on the strap-on. The dildo on the end was large and I could feel my pussy pounding with excitement. I was raised to the perfect level for her to fuck me, and I watched excitedly as she positioned the tip of the dildo at my entrance as she held the top of my thighs.

“Tell me how badly you want me to fuck you, slut.” She pressed the tip teasingly in and out of my entrance.

“I want you to fuck me so badly Riley, I want you to fill me up. I need you inside me, please.” Even though I could barely move, she watched as I tried everything in my power to grind back against the dildo.

“I can tell you’re a slut. You don’t even like girls but you’re so desperate you’ll beg one fuck you anyways.”

I nodded desperately at her words. Maybe she was right, I was so hungry to be fucked that I had stayed even though she wasn’t who I thought she was. But so far I was realizing that maybe it was a blessing I had mistaken her profile. I’d never felt so good and spoiled, while at the same time feeling so dominated and punished. She was delivering me exactly what I wanted, woman or not, I was impressed.

My pussy was so wet that even though the dildo was so big, she slid inside of me so easily. She pushed into me in one motion, and I could feel as she rocked even deeper against my cervix, even though she had already filled me entirely. I encouraged her loudly, trying my best to only moan wordlessly. She pulled her hips back all of the way, removing the big fake cock entirely from me, and then pressed inside of me again. She kept doing it over and over again, slowly pulling out and then quickly pounding back into me as I screamed with pleasure.

“Do you like when I stuff you up so full?” She purred, picking up her pace. “Maybe if you come back again we can fill up all of your holes.”

“Yes please, it feels so good, please fill me up,” I managed, gasping as she picked up speed fucking me harder. I’d never met with the same person twice but I felt myself agreeing so eagerly at her promise.

She wrapped her arms around my legs and changed her position slightly, pushing her thrusts up toward my g-spot. I screamed and cried out, ready to cum again as my pussy tightened around the thick dildo. She watched me and I felt my face redden. I waited for her to permit me to cum, feeling like I was going to burst. I considered asking her, but it was too late. I came hard as she fucked me, feeling my juices pouring out of me and onto the dildo.

Riley stopped and pulled out of me, and I felt myself continuing to cum, unable to control myself. My swollen pussy clenched and she watched as I came again.

“You think you can just cum without my permission?” She asked, and I felt my face getting hot with embarrassment. Not only had I cum once, but twice. I felt like a button had been pressed inside of me, making my cunt so sensitive and ready to orgasm over and over again. I was still so horny, but I had been caught.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to. It just felt so good” I said, wishing she would keep fucking me still.

“Since you’re so hungry, I think maybe it’s time you ate.” She said, and undid the strap on, letting it fall onto the floor. She released the belts holding me down and released my legs from the stirrups. I felt like I had forgotten how to use my body. She undid my hands too and I was completely free. “Stand up and get over here,” she said, and I rushed to my feet, struggling to stand in my heels.

I followed her as she walked back over to the blue trunk. She sat on top of it and I watched as she took her panties off, sliding them over the bottom of her heels.

“Get on your knees, slut,” she ordered. Even with her demanding tone, her voice was so soft and it made me drop immediately. I knew what was coming. She wanted me to go down on her, and I couldn’t wait. Not only did I want to do what she said, feeling so blissful in my role, but I also wanted to thank her for what she had done for me. But my nerves were overtaking me, I didn’t know what the hell I was doing. She opened her legs and motioned for me to come closer. I crawled toward her.

“Okay, straight girl,” she started, “You’re going to eat me out until I cum since you’re such a greedy little slut. Got it?”

“Yes, Riley,” I said, inching closer to her. “I want to taste you.”

She smiled and hiked her skirt up. I looked at her perfect, pink pussy, and thought about what I would like someone to do to me. I pulled her pussy lips apart slightly and stiffened my tongue. I licked in between her open folds, against her opening, and up toward her clit. I felt the hardness of her clit under my tongue. I flattened my tongue and pressed it against her clit, moving it back and forth. She grabbed the back of my head, guiding me.

I lapped at her pussy, savoring the taste of her wetness in my mouth. It made me feel kind of proud, knowing how wet Riley had become from pleasuring me earlier. I pressed my flexed tongue inside of her and I could feel her grinding against my tongue as I moved it inside of her wet opening, tasting her juices.

“Look at me,” she said, and I looked up at her as she held my head roughly, my tongue still firmly inside of her. “Fuck me with your tongue, and then suck on my clit like a good girl,” she commanded, and I eagerly responded. I moaned into her and fucked her with my tongue as quickly as I could. I watched her face as her lips parted, and I felt her grip tighten on my head. I brought my tongue in and out of her soft pussy lips but I could feel her thrusting into my mouth at the same time.

I moved my tongue back up to her clit and licked her furiously, feeling the hard nub under my wet mouth. I heard her delicious moans and picked up speed, tonguing her clit quickly. I stopped licking and sucked on her clit as hard as I could, and moaned while I felt her legs squirm around my head. When I moaned she did too so I made sure to suck her loudly. I felt her squeeze her legs around my head and I kept up the pace. She held onto the back of my head so hard that I felt smothered by her hot pussy. I let her grind against my face, suffocating me and using me as the fucktoy she wanted me to be.

I felt her cumming hard. She squeezed her thighs around my head and I felt her fingers digging into my scalp as she cried out loudly. Her pussy shook over my tongue and I didn’t stop sucking her until I was sure she had squeezed out every drop. I moved my tongue back down to her opening, desperate to taste her. I licked up her cum obediently, feeling the way she quivered over every pass of my tongue.

“You’re such a thirsty little slut. Do you like the way my pussy tastes? What do you have to say?” As she asked me I noticed how wet I was, my juices seeping down my thighs. I didn’t realize that I was enjoying this so much.

“Thank you for letting me taste your cum, Riley,” I said, looking up at her. “You taste so good.”

She smiled at me and patted my head. “Since you’ve been so good, I think you deserve one more orgasm. I know that’s what you want since you’re such a hungry little bitch.”

I nodded, wishing I could beg her, so she knew how badly I wanted it. Eating her out had made my clit pulsate, and I wasn’t even sure how many times I had cum tonight. I would have been happy to keep eating her out, eager to serve her pussy, but I was ready for anything she wanted to do to me.

“Lay down,” she instructed.

I obeyed and I laid on the cold, hard floor. She got down off of the trunk and pushed me back a bit, giving herself room to lay in front of me. I could feel my cunt aching and jumping at the excitement, knowing I could finally move without restraint as she fucked me. Would she use her mouth? I hoped desperately, grinding at the air before she had even touched me.

“I wouldn’t normally do this, but since you’ve been so obedient eating your first pussy, I’ll let you speak without permission,” she said, and instantly I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

“Please touch me, Riley. I’m so wet,” I started as I ground my hips, “I need to cum, please.”

“Don’t push it,” she said and she leaned down toward my cunt. I felt her hot breath on my pussy lips and it drove me wild. I watched her as she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my clit, and I bucked my hips toward her. It felt better than I could have imagined. I’d had people go down on me before but they had just lazily lapped their tongue on my pussy. Her mouth was strategic and she knew exactly what she was doing as she turned my legs into jello.

“Oh my god, Riley, yes,” I gasped and opened my legs wider. She moaned on my clit and I felt the vibrations deep inside of me, setting my sensitive nerves alight. I wanted to grab her head but thought better, and instead played with my sore nipples as she sucked me. Suddenly I felt her fingers slip inside of my slick pussy, fucking me as she worked her tongue over me. I wasn’t sure how many fingers she had inserted, but I felt full and stretched as she moved inside of me. I bounced greedily on her fingers and face with my back arched, feeling bliss wash over me. “Please don’t stop Riley… I’m cumming,” I whimpered.

My orgasm ripped through me as I came onto her fingers, screaming as I squeezed my nipples and felt my clit almost sore with how hard she was sucking. My cum dripped over her fingers, and my legs shook hard as I tried to stop them from tensing.

She took her fingers out of me, and I moaned as I felt my hole suddenly empty. She let go of my clit with her mouth and crawled over me. She pushed the fingers that were in my cunt inside of my mouth, and I licked at them hungrily, tasting my cum.

“Do you like the way your pussy tastes?” She asked, and I nodded as her fingers filled my mouth. She laughed and removed her fingers as my lips made a soft pop. “God, you’re something else, Candace,” she said smiling and laid beside me on the floor.

I rolled over on my side to face her, and put my hand on her stomach, playing with the waistband of her skirt.

“Thank you, Riley. I’m so happy I stayed.” I said, and she looked toward me smiling, her dark eyes tracing over my face.

“I’m so happy you accidentally ended up here.” She laughed and turned toward me. Riley moved her body close to mine and pushed the hair out of my face. “I didn’t kiss you because I didn’t think you’d be into kissing a woman, but I really wish I would have.”

I looked at her soft, pink lips, wanting nothing more than to kiss her. I was enthralled with her, feeling like she could do anything to me and I would obey happily. I pressed my lips to hers and felt her eagerly respond, kissing me hard and grabbing the back of my head as she teased my lips with her tongue. I felt her slip her tongue in between my lips and I opened my mouth eagerly, happy to let her explore me. She moaned as she licked my tongue and sucked it into her mouth. I felt myself starting to get turned on again, the suction on my tongue radiating down to my nipples and clit.

She pulled herself away from me. “Sorry, I got a bit carried away.” I didn’t care. At this point just thinking about her made me excited. I laughed and kissed her again, softly, and then looked at her.

“I’m so grateful for tonight,” I said, running my fingers through her perfect curls as she smiled back at me. “I’ve never had anyone give me everything I wanted before, I wish I could repay you.”

She laughed, “You already have, silly. I’m just happy you stayed tonight.” She pushed herself off of the ground, sitting up. “C’mon, let’s go downstairs and have a drink.”


Chapter 4

Igot up and found my dress, slipping it back on. I thought about taking off of my heels since we were done, but they made me feel sexy so I kept them on. My legs took some getting used to as I felt wobbly from my sore thighs, the muscles tired from being tensed so many times.

I watched as Riley found her shirt and pulled it over her. Her nipples were still hard, and I thought of how earlier she had told me I could suck on them. I felt like I’d missed an opportunity, and told myself I could do it next time.

Next time. I’d never planned on having a next time. There wasn’t a single hookup where I went back for seconds. It wasn’t the fault of the men I’d been with, there were many times I connected so well with people from KinkMe, and a part of me had wanted to meet them again. But I had a rule for myself, one hookup per person. Not only was it more exciting that way, but I also didn’t want to get too comfortable or attached to anyone. I would always go home after the hookup and send a copy and pasted message thanking them for a great time but informing them that it was a one-time thing. I would then proceed to block them and move on to the next person when I felt the urge.

This felt different though. I didn’t mind the possibility of feeling comfortable or attached. I thought of all of the things we could still do together. I wanted to see what else she could do to me, thinking of her previous promise to fill all of my holes. But at the same time, I thought of how badly I wished I could suck on her nipples and taste her pussy again. I wondered what other outfits she had, and what else she kept in her trunk. I thought of her face when I was sucking her, her half-lidded eyes and parted lips as she fucked my mouth. I thought of her laugh and her soft but commanding voice that made me want to obey her.

We walked downstairs and I held the railing as my feet got used to walking again. I followed Riley into the kitchen and she poured me a glass of water.

“Would you like some wine?” She asked.

“Yes, that would be great,” I replied. She poured me a glass of red wine, and I followed her back to the living room. I curled up on the same couch I’d sat on when I had arrived, and she took the same place, sitting on the chair across from me.

“To a good fuck,” she laughed, as she held out her glass. I chimed mine against hers and laughed with her as we both took a drink. “So what was it like, is it much different hooking up with a woman?”

“I don’t know if it was because you are a woman, and I’m not just saying this, but that was the best sex I’ve ever had,” I said, sincerely.

“I’m very flattered,” she laughed, “But unfortunately I did hold back quite a bit. I was worried since I knew that you were getting into something that you weren’t prepared for, so I didn’t want to go too far.” I knew that there was more waiting for me than what she had shown, but I hadn’t realized why she had held back. “But you were okay with everything? I know you didn’t use your safe word but I wanted to make sure.”

“I couldn’t have asked for better,” I said, wishing I was closer to her again. “You were perfect.”

“So were you,” she said, flipping her hair back over her shoulder. “You’re so hot when you cum, there’s so much more I want to do to you.”

I shivered with her words. “I’ve never hooked up with the same person twice,” I started, watching her intently. “But if you would like to do this again, I would be over here in an instant.”

She smiled at me, looking at me again with her dark eyes. “Are you just playing with me, straight girl?” She laughed as she joked. Even though she had been so dominant, there were times when it seemed like she was so shy, except for when she was in her role. “Of course, I would love that. Even if you ever just wanted to hang out. I feel like we would get along so well.”

We drank our wine and chatted a bit about what kind of work we did, and what kind of movies we liked. She was right, we did have a lot in common. She worked a sales job like I did, although she managed her own sales team, and I was just a solo salesperson at my company. She liked romance and drama like I did, and we found out we’d watched many of the same TV series. She was kind of a quiet person but very open, and it made me feel like when she spoke to me that I was the only person she had ever spoken to like her thoughts were secrets. The way she held herself should have made me jealous as she was the type of girl I envied, but instead, it made me just feel happy to be in her presence.

Riley sighed and looked at the clock on her phone. “Oh my god, I can’t believe it’s already midnight,” she laughed. “I really got carried away talking to you. I have to go to the gym in the morning for a class, or else I could probably talk to you all night.”

“It’s okay!” I said, grabbing my phone. “I can’t believe how late it is either. I’m just going to call a cab.”

Riley jumped up, “Oh no it’s okay, I have a rideshare app, I’ll book a cab. You paid for the way here, so I can at least get your ride home.” I tried to protest but she stopped me. “You’re to do what I say, remember?” She smiled and I laughed as her words came back to me. I put my phone away in defeat and told her my address.

“Okay, it’ll be about 10 minutes.” She put down her phone and I watched as she pushed her hair back over her shoulder. “Oh and Candace, I just wanted you to know, I don’t usually ask people to come back a second time. But there’s something about you. I really hope you do come back.”

I wanted to laugh, amazed by our similarities. But the way she told me so sincerely that she wanted to see me again made my breath catch in my throat. I hadn’t felt like this in a long time. I felt butterflies in my chest and each time we made eye contact it felt electric.

I stood up as if I was a puppet, unable to respond to her with words. Instead, I walked to stand in front of her and before I could initiate, she grabbed onto my waist and pulled me down onto her lap. I straddled her, feeling her hands dig into my hips, and the slight pain from the cane earlier made me jump with her touch.

I leaned down over her and kissed her slowly, and she pulled me even closer. I kissed her passionately, like how I would kiss someone I was dating. I felt a voice screaming in my head, ‘this isn’t how we do things, you’re going to get attached!’ But I didn’t care. I felt so comforted by her touch, and I wanted to do anything to make her feel good.

She broke the kiss and leaned her forehead against mine. “Maybe I shouldn’t have called the rideshare so soon.”

I ran my hands from my shoulders down to her chest. I thought about playing with her breasts, teasing her before I left, but I decided to save it for next time. We both saw headlights lighting up the living room as the cab driver pulled into the driveway. Riley groaned as I stood up off of her lap, taking my time.

“I’ll message you,” I said, and grabbed my purse. “Thank you so much, for everything.”

“You can thank me more next time,” she said laughing. She held the door open for me and I walked out into the late summer’s air, grateful for the evening’s warmth.


Chapter 5

Istared at Riley’s profile on KinkMe for the next few days. I kept thinking that magical after-sex feeling would wear off, and I would be ready to block her, but it never happened. Every time I sat down I could feel the pain from how hard she had spanked me, and I would get wet just from the pain. I masturbated trying to recreate the way she made me feel, but I couldn’t do it. When I went to sleep at night I would think of her long curls hanging over me, kissing me. It was so strange to feel like this. I almost blocked her just so I could get her out of my mind, but I knew it wouldn’t work.

I looked through some other profiles on KinkMe, but I didn’t find anything I wanted more, or anyone promising to offer me anything different. I was starting to doubt that I even just wanted sex. Even just thinking of talking to her made me happy. We messaged a bit but were both quite busy with work, taking turns apologizing for not replying quickly. Then one night I got a message from her that made my heart jump.

I’m free Saturday night if you are interested? I was thinking we could go for dinner and then back to my place. Or just my place if dinner is weird.

Definitely not weird, I’m so down for dinner. Have anywhere in mind?

I’ll make reservations and send a cab for you on Saturday. I’ll let you know what time.

I knew better than to argue about the cab, so I agreed, and let her take control. But reservations? I couldn’t remember a time I had ever eaten anywhere that required them. The idea excited me, and I made a note to ask her what I should wear. It was only Thursday and I wished I could fast forward through the days.

She replied to me on Friday and told me to be ready Saturday at 7 pm. She told me to dress as fancy as I could, and I was grateful that she had given me enough notice to purchase an outfit. I bought a red dress that was long but had a large slit up the left leg. The straps were skinny, and even though it was formal and long it was quite sexy, the fitted fabric hanging onto my curves tightly. I was a bit worried about eating in something so tight, so I made sure to tell myself to eat a small portion.

I got ready Saturday way earlier than I needed to, making sure I looked perfect. I finished my makeup, simple but dark, and I styled my naturally wavy hair, leaving it down. I put on jewelry that I had always deemed too formal to get away with at the office, and I wore the biggest heels I had, knowing how much Riley had liked my shoes last time.

As I was getting ready it occurred to me that this was a date. I had gotten so excited about the reservation and the formal dress code that I hadn’t even considered what it had all meant. I instantly felt nervous. I was getting in way too deep. I felt myself panicking a bit, what the hell was I doing? Not only did I never repeat hookups, but the last thing I would consider doing is grabbing dinner with someone. If anything I would maybe entertain something casual, but this was the opposite. And with a woman.

Thankfully I had gotten ready early enough to get through my nerves and sudden panic. I took deep breaths and calmed myself down. I wasn’t going to the altar, I was just eating dinner. Riley wasn’t expecting much out of me and she would probably still be calling me straight girl all night. If I thought things were getting weird I knew that she was mature enough to hear me out. And after it was all over, when we were back at her place, I was going to get my brains fucked out just the way I wanted.

I checked my phone and it was almost 7 pm. I went down to the lobby of my apartment building and waited until I saw the car pull upfront. It looked quite similar to the one that had dropped me off from when I’d left Riley’s house the first time. I got into the back seat of the sleek black car and thought I had the wrong vehicle. There was already someone inside. I adjusted my eyes and realized it was Riley. I got in and sat beside her, surprised that she had been waiting for me in the car.

“Surprised?” She asked, laughing. “You look amazing by the way, I can’t wait to take that dress off of you later.” I felt my cheeks flush red, surprised at the way she spoke so openly in front of the driver. I felt her hand on my knee, the leg that was exposed from the slit.

I swallowed nervously, worried about my words in front of the driver. “I can’t wait,” I settled on, and I felt her squeeze my thigh.

“Tonight’s on me,” she said, and I felt her hand trailing up my inner thigh under the fabric of my dress. “I’m sure you’ll make it up to me later.” I felt her fingers rub closer to my pussy, and I wished I hadn’t worn any panties.

“I will,” I whispered, and I wished I could see how she looked in the dark car. I felt her other hand wrap around the back of my head and she pulled me close, kissing me hard. I could feel her tongue on my lip as her fingers rubbed through my panties, and I did everything in my power to stop myself from moaning into her mouth. She didn’t follow the same restraint as she growled while she licked at my tongue, and I started to think maybe she wasn’t as shy as I’d thought she was.

Unfortunately, I lived quite close to the downtown core, and that must have been where the restaurant was. I hadn’t been paying attention to where we were going. I felt so disappointed as she removed her hand from teasing me, even though I was too scared to do anything in front of the driver. We got out of the car in front of a dimly lit restaurant and she grabbed my hand and led me inside.

“This is my favorite place,” she said, and I realized that maybe our jobs weren’t so similar. My idea of a good restaurant was a chain, not somewhere that had a valet out front. She gave her name and a woman led us to our table.

I realized I hadn’t gotten to observe Riley’s outfit. Before we sat down at the table I made sure to get a good look at her. She wore a tight black dress, above the knee and ruched with a line down the center. It made her hips look wide, her already perfect body accentuated even more, and I felt myself in a trance as I watched her sit down, crossing her toned long legs under the small table for two.

The waitress gave us our menus and left. I realized all of the tables were quite far apart, giving us a lot of privacy. I took a look at the menu. I had planned on getting the cheapest item but none of the meals had prices. I settled on a small steak with a pear salad, and Riley decided on something I couldn’t pronounce but she told me it was a sort of stuffed chicken breast on a salad.

The waitress came back with a bottle of wine and took out a notepad to write down our orders. She thanked us and told us that our food would be ready soon, and walked toward the kitchen.

“You look incredible,” I said and watched her light up.

“So do you,” she started. “You’re seriously stunning. I’m so happy you decided to come.”

“Me too.” I smiled. “But just so you know, after this if I ever take you out for dinner you might be disappointed,” I joked, and Riley laughed.

“You could take me through a drive-thru for fast food and I would be grateful to spend the time with you,” she replied, and I felt unable to come back with anything funny.

“Thank you, for bringing me here and seeing me again,” I said, and she raised her glass, toasting me and drinking back the white wine elegantly.

“I didn’t think you’d come, to be honest. I know this is just as weird for you as it is for me. But I realized from the moment I saw you on my doorstep that I would have trouble pulling myself away from you.”

I felt myself almost shiver with her words, eerily similar to my thoughts. Not that I was instantly sold from the moment I met her in all of my confusion, but I knew I was getting in deeper than I intended, and I didn’t think I minded.

“I’m glad,” I started, unsure of how much I wanted to say. I still felt like I needed to have my guard up and make it clear I wasn’t rushing into things. “I just…can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Me neither,” she said without a beat. She stared at me with her dark eyes, and I could see the candlelight at our table flickering in her pupils. “I want to show you how good I can make you feel.”

I could feel my body buzzing from her words, feeling like I was putty, and she could mold me how she pleased. “You can do whatever you want to me,” I said, “I’ll do anything you say.” I was serious. I could feel how hard my clit was already, being spoken to like this. I readjusted myself on the chair, my pussy already feeling so sensitive. I felt ashamed for speaking like this in public, but that shame only fueled the fire even more.

“I want you to tell me what you want me to do to you tonight,” she started, checking that the waitress wasn’t close to our table. “Tell me exactly how you want it, and if you don’t then I’m not sure I can promise you anything.”

I knew what she was doing. I knew that even if I refused she would still want to bring me home, at least I hoped. But I could feel my heart racing and my skin crawling nervously, excited to tell her what I wanted. I knew that the ears around us were too far to hear my words. Even if they heard my voice it would fall to the background music and chatter of the restaurant.

I paused to think as she watched me expectantly, feeling my face get hot under the pressure. I looked around one last time to make sure no one was near. “I want you to fill up all of my holes like you said. I want you to restrain me, and fuck me, and make me cum so hard I don’t know who I am.” I was almost whispering, but she nodded along, understanding me. “I want to taste you, and I want you to use me however you like. I don’t want you to hold back this time.”

“Good girl,” she said as a devious smile spread across her lips. “If you do what I say, you’ll get what you want.” I felt her foot slide up my calf, and just the bit of contact made me jump. She laughed at me, and changed the subject, telling me more about the restaurant and we spoke about foods we liked. Even though the conversation had become casual again, I could still see the seductive and scheming darkness in her eyes as we spoke and it was a while before I could feel the embarrassing redness leave my cheeks.

The food was delivered quite quickly. We had skipped the appetizer, but the plates of food made me think for a moment that we hadn’t. The portions were much smaller than I was used to ordering when I went out for dinner but for once I was grateful for it. Not only because I didn’t want to be full later on, but I was also so horny I didn’t have much of an appetite. We talked through dinner about work, our families, and where we grew up. It felt like a date. I was flirting without even fully intending to, and so was she, our chemistry surprisingly strong.

The waitress came over to collect the plates. “Will that be one bill or two?” She asked, and before I could say anything Riley answered that it would be a single bill.

The waitress left and returned with the bill, hidden in a black leather holder. Riley opened it and nodded, wrote something down on the bill and handed the holder back to the waitress with her credit hard inside. I was burning to know how much our dinner had cost, but I felt rude asking. Riley must have known what I was thinking, the way that she looked at me.

“Thank you so much for dinner. It was delicious, I think it was probably the best food I’ve had,” I said honestly.

“You’re welcome,” she replied with a warm smile. The waitress returned with her card and we finished our wine while Riley booked another car for us. We grabbed our things and left the restaurant and the car was already outside, even though it had only been a moment. It was the same driver and I started to think it wasn’t a rideshare at all, but an actual personal driver. I didn’t ask any questions, feeling like it might be inappropriate and I got in the backseat of the car with her.

As soon as we sat down I couldn’t keep my hands off of her. Once we were in the comforting darkness of the backseat my hands were on her thighs and I turned toward her. I wasn’t one to kiss outside of sex, and sometimes not even during sex, but I wanted to taste her lips more than I had wanted my dinner. I kissed her and she moaned into my mouth as she kissed me back, holding onto my face and pulling me closer. I put my hands up her dress, not caring that she hadn’t instructed me to. I hesitated for a moment, my hand on her thigh, and she grabbed my hand and pushed it onto her pussy. I felt the warmth through her panties and she ground herself against me.

“Couldn’t wait to taste me, huh?” She purred in my ear. “What do you think I am, dessert?” She laughed and sucked on my ear lobe as I rubbed my hand against her panties, feeling her getting wet. “You’re going to suck my clit until we get home since you’re such a hungry slut.”

My eyes widened with shock. I couldn’t do that with the driver in the car. I felt my cheeks flush just from the way she said that in front of him. Riley could see as I froze and she leaned forward and pulled a black curtain across, separating us from the front of the car.

“It’s okay, he’s a friend of mine. He’s seen worse.”

I let out a sigh of relief and laughed. My hunch had been right, it wasn’t a rideshare I was in. I started to think about how she could afford a driver unless he really was just a friend. My mind wandered, what had this man seen? Did he like it? What kind of things did she do with people? But I didn’t get to think long before Riley cleared her throat, reminding me of my task.

I was so nervous, but the thought of being humiliated in public like this was a fantasy of mine that I’d always been too shy to explore. I unbuckled my seat belt quickly and got on the floor of the car, the best I could in my long, tight dress. She swung around to give me better access, and I pushed her dress up a bit over her hips. I pulled her panties down to her ankles and she opened her legs wide and slid down the seat.

I placed my hands on her ass, pulling her close to my face, and hungrily licked her slit, feeling her soft sweetness on my tongue. I flattened my tongue and licked her clit hard as I moved my head back and forth. She moaned loudly and pushed against my face. I felt so embarrassed but so turned on as the act of doing this to her in the backseat of a car made my pussy throb with excitement.

My lips found her clit and I sucked her hard. Her hand quickly grasped onto the back of my head and she shoved my face even closer, almost suffocating me in her pussy. It had never felt so good to be used like this, and I moaned uncontrollably into her clit. I felt my breasts rubbing against the seat below me, and every bump of the car made them slip over the edge of the seat, my silky dress sliding my nipples easily over the leather.

“You like it when I use you like the little fucktoy you are, don’t you?” She asked as she held me roughly by my hair, grinding against my face. I moaned in agreement, my mind going blank with pleasure and my cheeks red from embarrassment.

I could feel her starting to shake and her long legs tensing around me. She moaned and the noises she was making were so hot, I couldn’t help but moan with her, even though I had been trying to be so quiet. Her grip on me tightened even more and I picked up the pace, sucking and licking the best I could. She arched her back and came hard, and then let go of my hair and I eagerly licked at her opening, tasting her cum while I watched her. She smiled, glowing with pleasure.

“What do you say?” She asked, and I was so horny that there was no humiliation left in me. If I’d felt this turned on at the restaurant I would have let her fuck me on the table in front of everyone, without any shame.

“Thank you for letting me taste your cum.” I said, and she brushed the hair out of my face, smiling.

“How are you so perfect?” She asked, and I could feel the fluttering in my chest again, confused from the feeling mixed with how dirty the car ride had been. Before I could think of anything to say, the car came to a stop. “Good timing, we’re here.”

I scrambled back up to the seat and got out of the car quickly, not wanting the driver to get another look at my face. I heard her say something and laugh, and then she got out behind me. I waited for her to lead and I walked quickly behind her, impatiently wanting to be inside and upstairs, letting her do whatever she wanted with me.


Chapter 6

“Strip,” Riley said, the moment we walked through the door. Her urgent, stern voice made me respond quickly. I reached back for my zipper and undid it on the first try. She watched me as I peeled the dress off. “Heels stay on,” she instructed, and I stepped out of the dress with my big stilettos, praying I didn’t trip over the dress and wipe out. I safely removed it, leaving it by the front door, and followed her to the stairs. “You first,” she said.

I walked up the stairs slowly, not only because of my big heels, but because I wanted to tease her. I swung my hips seductively as I ascended the staircase. I felt her close behind me but she didn’t touch me, and she didn’t say anything either. I wanted so badly for her to react in some way but she didn’t.

My feet led me eagerly to the same room we had been in before. Riley turned the lights down as we entered. As soon as I saw the room, the restraints, the bed, and the trunk, I could feel my body instantly reacting after how much fun we had the last time. I turned around to face her and when I saw her still wearing her elegant dress from dinner I was reminded of how naked I was.

Riley walked toward me slowly, with that same hungry look in her eyes. I found it hard to make eye contact with her, her gaze so powerful. She lifted her hand to my face, stroking my cheek gently. I’d forgotten how soft her touch was. She pushed the hair out of my eyes and leaned forward to kiss me slowly. Her other hand dropped down to my waist, resting softly. I tasted her lips gently with my tongue, feeling her melt into me.

She broke the kiss, still holding onto me, and looked at me closely. “You’re sure you’re ready, babe? It’s your call,” I felt her stroking her finger on my cheek.

I felt so safe and cared for, which was not something I would normally let happen. My wall was usually right up to the sky. I could be completely vulnerable sexually, but not romantically like this. A week ago I couldn’t imagine a world where I would let anyone make me feel this way, let alone a woman, but I couldn’t help the fluttering feeling in my chest when she was so gentle and caring. I didn’t know which side of her I liked better.

I reached my hand up to rest on hers, stroking her hand on my cheek. “Yes,” I said, “I’m ready.”

She beamed excitedly, and I felt her grip tighten slightly on my waist. “Okay. I just wanted to be sure. Safe word?”

I paused for a moment, watching her intense and curious face, seeing the fire lighting up behind her features.

“Red.”

I felt her hand on my cheek start to sneak up the side of my face and I let go of it. She reached it up slowly into my loose hair and grabbed onto it roughly, close to the scalp. She pulled my hair, craning my head slightly back and to the side, and I felt her other hand leave my waist. She put her fingers on my jawbone and traced them back and forth.

“Hmm, what should we do with you then?” I could feel her words on my neck making the hairs stand up. With her hand on my hair so tightly I couldn’t move. “You were so desperate tonight you didn’t even care if anyone found out how much of a slut you are.”

She moved her trailing fingers up to my mouth and I felt her press them against my lips. “Open,” she instructed, but I was already ahead of her. She pushed her fingers into my mouth, three of them sliding harshly against my tongue. I moaned as she pushed them in and out of my mouth. “I bet you love having your mouth stuffed, don’t you, straight girl? I bet that’s what you’re used to. Sucking like a little slut.”

I moaned in response, sucking her fingers hard as she pushed them deeper toward my throat, quickening her pace. Then she pulled her soaked fingers out entirely and moved them down between my legs, still holding onto my hair. I spread my legs quickly, and I felt as she found my hard clit immediately and rubbed her fingers against it. My legs almost buckled with the quick and rough contact, and I gasped hard as she picked up the pace.

“You’re probably so horny you could almost cum already, couldn’t you?” She asked.

“Yes, please Riley, that feels so good,” I moaned. She was right, I probably could have. I’d been so turned on during dinner, on the car ride home, and since we got through the door. Plus the way that she expertly rubbed my clit made my legs shake and my mind go blank with pleasure.

She pulled her hand away and I whimpered loudly with frustration as I had been so close to orgasm. “Not yet,” she said smiling. “Why do you think I’d let you cum so soon? Just because you’re such a desperate little bitch? You’re going to have to do a lot more to earn that.”

I could feel my clit throbbing so steadily after being denied my orgasm. I breathed hard to stop myself from whining even more. I did my best to steady myself, but there was no point as I heard her speak again.

“Get on your hands and knees,” she said, and let go of my hair. I dropped down so quickly, almost toppling as I had forgotten about my heels still on my feet. I got on all fours, spreading my legs just in case she decided to finish where we left off, even though I knew she wouldn’t. I heard her laugh loudly at me.”You’re so easy,” she said, and all I could do was nod.

I heard her walk away, probably to the trunk, but I didn’t dare look around to confirm. I heard her rustling and then returning, the loud click of her heels getting closer gave me excited chills.

“So tell me, babe,” she said, her tone slightly softer. “Do you have a nonverbal safe word?”

“Yes, I shake my head no a few times,” I responded.

“Good,” she said, and I heard her get down on the ground beside me. “Since you like your mouth full I figured I’d help you out with that.”

I felt her shove quite a large ball gag into my mouth, and she fastened it tightly around the back of my head. I moaned just from having my mouth gagged. I was so horny that just having her near me made me spread my legs wider. She wrapped her arms around my back and then I felt her hands on my nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. I jumped from the surprising sensation and started moaning uncontrollably as the feeling sent electricity down to my already hard clit.

“Do you like that?” She asked as she continued. I felt my eyes rolling back with her touch. I moaned loudly as she pulled at them. “I asked you a question. Do you like when I play with your nipples, slut?” I moaned back in agreement, completely unable to respond with words. She let go of me. “Since you don’t want to tell me, I better stop.” I groaned loudly with frustration from the way she had teased me. My empty pussy felt so wet and my clit so hard, I thought I could probably cum just from grinding against the floor. But I held myself up on all fours.

I could feel her body still so close to mine, even though she wasn’t touching me. I arched my back, making sure not to move too much but to squirm enough to let her know how badly I wanted her to touch me. I felt a hand on my ass, and she squeezed hard, digging her fingers into my flesh so hard that I felt I could be bruised from her touch. Her other hand made its way between my legs rubbing up and down my slit. I tried to move back to rub against her finger but the hand on my ass held me in place.

“I’d love to fuck you, but I don’t think you’re wet enough for me. How unfortunate,” she said, ignoring my restrained moans in disagreement. I didn’t think I’d ever been wetter in my life.

She took both of her hands away from me, and I waited for what would happen next. She was still beside me, I could feel her, and the anticipation was killing me.

Suddenly I felt her spank me hard with her hand. The loud smack made me jump before I even felt the sharp sting of her hand sink in. She laughed as I jumped and rubbed the skin that she had hit and then pulled back and spanked again quickly. I moaned loudly, the sharp pain fading into pleasure that seemed to flow right into my swollen pussy.

She hit me more without saying a word, spanking me harder every time. Each smack on my reddening flesh hurt more than the last but faded into more intense pleasure. I could feel my skin prickling. She held my hips with her arm to keep me still and then continued until I was so sore, alternating cheeks and surprising me with her rhythm. I felt like crying, not from the pain, but with how much I was turned on.

She stopped and rubbed my skin, leaning down toward my ear. “I wish you could see how red you are. You’re such a good girl, taking this so well. Do you think you deserve to cum?”

I nodded profusely, moaning loudly in agreement as she let go of me.

“Maybe you deserve it.”

I continued in my agreement. At this point, I didn’t care much about what she did to me, as long as it felt good. My pussy was so slick between my legs that it felt like I had orgasmed already, even though I hadn’t. If I could have spoken I would have said anything to encourage her to continue.

“Get up,” Riley said, and I got up a lot slower than I had gotten down, making sure to balance on my heels. “To the bed.”

I walked over to the bed, grateful to have a soft surface to sink into. It was a large bed covered in a silky red comforter with big fluffy pillows. There were restraints attached to the four bedposts with cuffs. I sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as she opened the trunk and dug through it.

“Lay on your stomach,” she said from across the room, and I obeyed, laying my body down on the cool surface. Just the feeling of the sheets on my skin made my head spin, and I found it hard not to rub my body against the bed.

I heard the click of her heels as she walked back toward me. She got onto the bed behind me and I felt her hand rubbing on my ass again, gently. She moved her fingers down to my pussy and rubbed up to my asshole and I moaned as she ran her finger over me.

“You told me you wanted to be filled up, so I’m going to start here,” she said matter of factly. I felt her pour a small bit of lube on me and I felt her fingers playing at the entrance of my asshole. I tried to push my ass toward her fingers but she stopped me. “You’re so tight, this should be fun,” she growled.

I felt her press something cool and hard against my entrance and I lifted my hips and ass to expose myself further. I could feel the object pushing into me slowly and stretching me open. I had done anal before, but it had been so long and I’d forgotten how strangely good the feeling was. I moaned as she continued pushing it inside of me, and suddenly I felt the object completely inside of me.

“It’s just a plug,” she said, and I could feel her grabbing the base and moving it gently in and out of me. I gasped at the feeling as I pushed back against her thrusts. “Onto your back,” I heard her say, and I turned over slowly, groaning at the feeling of moving around with the big plug inside of me.

She leaned down over my face, her long hair tickling my neck and I realized I had been drooling with the ball gag still firmly in my mouth. She pressed on it a bit and laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll stuff your little slut mouth for you later since that isn’t big enough.” I moaned in agreement, unable to say anything. She straddled me and lifted my arms, putting each of my wrists into the restraints attached to the bedpost. She did the same to my ankles, spreading me on the bed. I tested the restraints and realized I couldn’t move my arms or legs much at all. I was completely spread out.

She smiled down at me, and ran her hand along my cheek, pushing my hair out of my face. “I think I’ll let you wait here for a bit,” she said and climbed off of me and headed for the door. I wished I could plead with her as I felt how hard my pussy throbbed. I cried out the best I could for her to change her mind, but I heard the door click shut.


Chapter 7

Iwiggled around with the plug inside of me, trying to find a position where I could push against it. I used my whole body to wiggle my hips and I could feel the plug moving. I picked up my pace, grinding my ass back into the bed the best I could. The payoff was small, even though it felt so good it wasn’t enough to get me off.

My brain was so clouded and distracted by the wetness between my legs. I tried to focus hard, thinking about anything but my own pleasure. I thought of how expensive the sheets underneath me felt and I wondered what kind of sales job Riley had. The expensive restaurant, the driver, the house she owned, it all made me realize there was probably so much more I had to learn about her, and I wanted to so badly. I wanted to learn about all of the things she liked and I wanted to talk to her for hours on her couch like we had the first night. I even thought that maybe someday I could try making her submissive, thinking of how good it would feel to leave her tied up to a bed like this, begging with her mouth and ass full.

I heard the door open and I immediately snapped out of my thoughts, raising my head to see her. She turned the lights down as she entered and I saw her as she got closer to me. She wasn’t wearing her dress anymore, she had a black, lacy lingerie set on, a scalloped edge exposing her soft thighs and stomach slightly and her cleavage spilled out of the top of the tight fabric. She sat beside me and I felt frustrated that I couldn’t see her better. I wanted to touch her body as she moved over me. She made sure not to touch me as she leaned over me.

“Do you think you’re ready now?”

I whined through the ball gag, wishing she would remove it so I could tell her just how much I wanted her. I was pretty sure she knew from the way she smiled at me.

“Good,” she replied as if I had answered. I felt her hand on my pussy and she rubbed up and down my slit, watching as I cried out and struggled. “Mmm, you’re nice and wet for me slut,” she said and moved her hand away. She walked away again and I was scared she wouldn’t come back but she did, wearing a strap on with a large dildo attached. She rubbed it onto my lips, my face wet from drooling with the gag. “I figured I’d fuck you the way you’re used to.” I rolled my hips, squirming in agreement.

She put something on the bed beside me, but I couldn’t see what it was. She positioned herself in between my legs, and I felt the tip of the dildo at my entrance. I didn’t want any more teasing, and I could tell she didn’t want to make me wait any longer either. She pushed into me, stuffing the dildo entirely inside of me, and I responded noisily, as loud as I could. I threw my head back, closing my eyes and enjoying the pleasure of feeling so full. I felt like I could cum just from a few thrusts.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, and reached up while still inside of me to undo my ball gag. I felt so relieved to have my mouth free. “Tell me how much you want me to fuck you.”

I couldn’t keep my mouth shut, after waiting so long to speak. “I want you to fuck me more than anything, please, you feel so good inside of me. I’ll do anything you say I just want to cum so badly for you.”

I wanted to continue but she cut me off before I could. “Wow, you talk a lot. Now I remember why I gagged you.” She laughed, pulled herself entirely out of me and slammed back inside of me. My eyes instantly rolled back as the wave of pleasure rushed through me. She did it a few more times and I couldn’t contain myself, being as loud as I could. The way she was positioned I could feel the dildo rubbing against my g-spot with every movement and I didn’t care if she ever stopped.

She picked up the object she had placed beside me and ran it over my lips. It was a large sleek vibrator and I opened my mouth eagerly. She pushed it inside of my mouth and instinctively I moved my head up and down, sucking and moaning on the vibrator and she pushed it further in my mouth. As I sucked I felt her continue thrusting into my pussy, her large dildo pressing against my cervix with every thrust. I could feel myself tensing and shaking, ready to cum.

“Don’t cum until I’m done fucking your pretty little mouth,” she said, and I cried out, trying my best to reposition myself to hold off longer while she stuffed herself into me. I’d never been so full, the rhythm of her fucking me from both ends felt better than anything I had felt before. I tried to relax my legs to hold off on my orgasm, but it was hard as I felt the vibrator in my mouth being shoved even further back, choking me slightly. It felt so good to be so used, especially as she watched me so intently. “What a good girl, you better cum for me now,” she said as she took the dripping wet vibrator out of my mouth.

She turned it on and placed it on my clit, and I immediately felt myself cum. It happened so quickly it surprised me, and I cried out so loudly I knew that the people across the street could probably hear me. I came so hard and for so long, like waves pulsing through my body as my legs tensed so hard I could feel them cramping. I could feel my pussy squeezing out every drop, and making the dildo so wet that as she fucked me she slid in so quickly. My clit was so sensitive and I screamed as she kept the vibrator pressed firmly on it, and didn’t slow down her pace while she fucked me.

“C’mon, keep cumming for me you desperate little bitch. Since you wanted to cum so badly.”

I cried out, cumming again, feeling like I wouldn’t be able to take much more. She slowed down the pace of her thrusts which felt even better and rubbed the vibrator back and forth on my clit. I could feel the plug stuffed inside of me, my ass tensing hard around it, and it wasn’t going anywhere. The orgasms rippling through my body made my brain feel so empty. All I could feel was pleasure that was so sharp it almost hurt, but it was like something snapped inside of me and I didn’t even want to stop.

“One more time, and tell me you’re a desperate slut while you cum,” she demanded, and her words were almost enough on their own to send me over the edge one last time.

My sore legs tensed up even more, and I raised my head off of the bed, my whole body feeling so stiff as she ground the vibrator into my pulsing clit harder. She watched as my face contorted, my whole body wet with sweat and I screamed as I came one last time.

“I’m such a desperate slut, Riley!” I screamed, as I felt my pussy twitching and writhing. She took the vibrator off of me and the dildo out of me, and I felt my body collapse back on the bed, still moaning just from how swollen and tired my pussy was, electricity still pulsing through my body. My mind felt so calm, nothing felt better than how I felt then. I felt her gently tug at the base of the plug, pulling it out of me, and it almost felt strange to be so empty after being so full.

Riley stroked my body, soothing my post-orgasm shaking. She moved her hands up to my face, stroking it, as my breathing slowly returned to normal.

“Because you’ve been so good, I’m going to untie you and let you make me cum.”

I felt so awake again, knocked out of my daze with excitement from what she was saying. I wanted so badly to watch her cum, to do whatever I could to make her feel good. I still didn’t know what I was doing since she was a woman, but I didn’t care. I didn’t even feel nervous. She stood up and took off her strap-on, and cleared the bed. She took the restraints off of my ankles and wrists and I sat up quickly.

There was so much I wanted to do to her, but I couldn’t even think straight as I ran my hands over her body. She laid down in front of me, spreading her legs, and I’d never felt so lucky. She was so gorgeous, her beautiful skin and toned body, her long perfect curls. I straddled her and leaned down kissing her softly. I’m sure we were both surprised with how gentle I was being, but she didn’t seem to care. I just wanted to make her feel good, and I wanted to explore her slowly. I kissed and licked down her neck, feeling her shiver slightly under my lips.

Her black lingerie was a one-piece bodysuit and I decided to keep it on her. I pulled down the top of the lingerie, exposing her breasts. I felt them in my hands, holding them as I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples. She gasped as I picked up the pace, and I leaned down to take one of them in my mouth. I sucked her hard, holding her nipple between my lips and then I’d let go and do it again. Each time I let go of her nipple she let out a low, soft moan. I did the other side, feeling so lucky to hear the hot noises she made as I sucked. I pushed both of her breasts together, moving her nipples as close as I could and I put them in my mouth at the same time. I felt her whole body arch underneath me, writhing her hips.

“You like playing with my breasts, straight girl?” She said breathily, and I was surprised she was able to still be so sharp with her tone after hearing how softly she had been whimpering.

“Yes I do,” I replied, licking her nipples with my stiffened tongue in between words. “I’m such a little slut for you, you taste so good.,” I said and could feel myself getting turned on again just from speaking to her like this. She must have liked what I said, as she closed her eyes and breathed even harder.

I let go of her breasts and moved myself down lower, running my hands over her lace-covered stomach. I made sure to tease the exposed area of skin where the one-piece cut high on her hips. I moved my head in between her legs, and she lifted and spread her legs around me. Her lingerie was crotchless, and I couldn’t wait to touch her. I licked at the soft crease on her hip from her bent leg, and down beside her pussy lips, and she moved her hips desperately toward my face. I let her squirm, moving my face down and watching her.

I ran my fingers along her soft pussy and felt how wet she was, moistening my fingers with her liquid. I looked up at her and sucked my fingers slowly, tasting her, and she watched me but didn’t say anything, still desperately squirming. I made sure my fingers were wet and pressed them inside of her, and she molded herself around my fingers so well, pushing back against me. I curled my fingers up toward her g-spot and rubbed back and forth. I watched as she parted her lips and moaned.

I leaned down and licked at her clit while I moved my fingers around inside of her, and she responded loudly.

“God, you’re so good at that. I think I might have to keep you,” she said, and I responded enthusiastically, moaning into her clit as I sucked it. I pulled it between my lips like I had done with her nipples, sucking hard and letting go. I started fucking her quicker with my fingers, feeling how slick they were becoming inside of her as she crashed her hips down on them. I decided to insert another finger, and then another, watching as she moaned even more as I filled her. I fucked her as deep as I could, my knuckles at her entrance, and she moved up and down, her breasts bouncing as she eagerly rocked.

“Oh my god, Candace, I’m cumming,” she cried out, and I made sure to keep the same pace. I felt her shaking and squeezing her legs around me, and I moaned with her as she released her cum onto my fingers. I kept fucking her as she had done to me, making sure to at least feel her one more time. She cried as I sucked her sensitive clit even harder and I felt her body jumping wildly underneath me. I curled my fingers again, trying to coax another orgasm from her g-spot. I felt her grinding her shaking hips onto me again. She sat up and grabbed my head, pushing it against her and holding onto my head.

“Don’t stop,” she cried. “Please.” I obeyed her, finding it hard to stifle a smile of satisfaction from being able to make her beg even a little bit. I felt her cum one last time as she held my head hard, and then let go and collapsed against the mattress, her whole body quivering. I brought my fingers out of her, licked them clean, and then lapped at her pussy, cleaning her up. When I raised my head I felt her pull me toward her, and she held me while she breathed hard with closed eyes.


Chapter 8

The feeling of her arms around me after so much exhaustion was euphoric. The rising of her chest matched mine, making me feel like we were riding the same wave. I looked at her and wondered how anyone could look so perfect. Her long brown hair was sprawled out so evenly like it was intentional, her red cheeks looking like she’d applied blush with the most evenly spaced freckles I’d ever seen. I was starting to feel like it would be hard to ever let her go. I wasn’t sure I could go back to anonymous hookups, not knowing what I was getting into when I had someone so attractive who knew what I wanted even more than I did.

I ran my fingers down the side of her face and her eyes fluttered open and she looked at me. She smiled and held me tighter.

“You know, I wasn’t joking when I said I might have to keep you,” she turned over on her side to face me. “I know I keep teasing and calling you straight girl, but I wanted to ask you how you’re feeling. Because I’m starting to get the vibe that maybe your mind has changed.”

“I think I’m feeling like maybe I’m not as straight as I thought I was,” I said, laughing. “I mean I’d always thought of it, y’know. Being with a girl. But I never knew it could be like this.”

“Like what?” She asked.

“So incredible. I’ve never felt so good… and I’m so attracted to you.”

She laughed and rolled back over. “God, I’m so relieved. I really wasn’t sure how you felt. I guess I should probably stop calling you a straight girl then.” She paused for a moment. “Do you think you’d want to stay over tonight? We can order some food for later and watch a movie. I’d like to spend some normal time with you.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was so eager to spend time with her, and the thought of waking up with her in the morning was better than anything else I could think of. I didn’t care anymore about protecting myself from being vulnerable, it seemed like such a silly thing to refuse someone so good just because of my own insecurities. I wanted to get to know Riley inside and out.

“Oh my god, of course, I do. There’s nothing I want more.” I said and she sighed with relief.

“Me too,” she said and kissed me gently. I eagerly kissed her back, still feeling my body quake every time she touched me. “Just so you’re aware,” she started, breaking the kiss. “I know I said my driver had seen worse, but I don’t do this often. There’s not like a stream of KinkMe girls in my life. Like, I also never have people stay over, so if I’m a bit weird about it it’s because you’re an exception.”

“Same, this isn’t something I do either,” I said and she nodded. “And by the way, who the hell has a personal driver? Especially in this city?” I scolded jokingly.

She laughed loudly, taking a moment before she replied. “There’s a lot more to know about me, but let’s just say my sales job is a bit more of a moneymaker than I’d let on. I hope that’s not a problem.” She grinned at me as she joked back.

“It’s okay. I’ll take a little bit of humiliation in front of your driver to avoid paying for cabs.”

“Good. Don’t worry, he likes it.” She giggled and pushed her hair behind her shoulder.

We laid and talked for over an hour, giggling in our post-orgasm glow. She ran her hands over my skin so casually as we spoke and I felt so appreciated. I felt safe with her, emotionally and physically, and I hoped she felt the same about me. I felt myself melting every time she laughed, and I couldn’t get over the euphoric excitement of how well we meshed.

We ended up ordering food from a place with much larger portions than the fancy restaurant from earlier. We watched a movie and talked all night until the sun came up. I called into work and we did it again the next day, and when I finally left her house it was hard for us to both say goodbye. We made plans to see each other any day we could get free. After meeting her I knew I couldn’t look back to the days of uncertainty after feeling so emotionally and physically complete.

I knew my decision had been a good one when I decided to delete KinkMe. I took a quick scroll through the front page just out of curiosity, and every profile seemed to pale in comparison to the experiences I’d had with Riley. I deleted it happily, excited that I could still anticipate the unexpected, but with someone who I knew would strive to satisfy me completely.
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