
        
            
                
            
        

    






“See ya,” Portia called out as she closed the door behind her FWB partner, “Probably never.” she uttered once the door was shut.



 



She slumped on to her couch, another interaction in the books, yet she was still wholly unsatisfied in her brain. Her body still ached for more, but even when she asked for it, her partners would never take her anywhere near that edge that she imagined.



 



Okay, maybe she could admit that she was demanding. Portia liked to try and get a rise out of her partners before getting active. To her it felt like a sort of foreplay when she stuck her tongue out at them, nipped their shoulder while they watched a movie. She could recall a time where she was hanging out with a woman and playing video games. And right when something important was going to happen, Portia would stick herself in front of the screen and do a flashy dance.



 



Her naughty behavior was always a turn off for every single one of her partners. She didn’t mean anything by it, she thought it was all play. And if her potential partner got so mad as to want to punish her? That would be a win in her book. But even if she offered them her ass in an attempt to get them to spank her, they would already be too pissed off from her past actions to take it that far.



 



Portia needed someone who could keep up with her bratty behavior. But until she found that someone, one of her go to cures for sexual dissatisfaction was a website where she could watch live models seduce their crowd. Portia loved watching them at work, marveling at the way they were able to keep control of dozens of people at a time. With the ache of arousal still heavy in her body, she settled into the couch for an afternoon of digital delight.



 



Something was different today, though. Not a single one of her usual models seemed to be doing it for her. With all of the glittery outfits, swaying hips, and seductive voices that flashed through her screen, Portia’s imagination remained dulled. She tried to make it work, drifting her hand between her legs to see if a spark would form. But nothing would do it. She was so stuck on wanting something more.



 



Just as she was beginning to call it a day, a new face caught her attention on the home screen. An older woman, with her hair in neat brown waves that cascaded down her deep tan skin. It was those shining brown eyes that seemed to command Portia’s attention. They were sharp in the corners, and defined with heavy eyeliner. The woman’s painted burgundy lips curled into a soft smile, and that spark Portia was looking for ignited.



 



“Ah, I see we have a new person joining our crowd today. What’s my newest fan’s name?” Mistress Kay’s silky smooth voice called out to Portia when she entered the chatroom.



 



Portia hesitated. This was so unlike all the other rooms she had been in before. She’s never interacted with any of the women she’s watched. Should she even put in her real name? Would it matter? Not wanting to lose the Mistress’s attention, she typed out her name and hit send.



 



“
 Portia?
 What a beautiful name. If you’re here, Portia, I’m assuming it’s because you’re quite naughty. Hey, why don’t you do me a favor and give yourself a few spanks for me. How about… six, for the amount of letters in your name.”



 



Portia had never been engaged like this before. She rolled on the couch to give herself access to her ass. And for a moment she considered doing it, but then her hand wavered. There’s no way the Mistress would be able to see if she was doing that, right? She could always lie, and say that she did. Yet there was a part of her that wanted to do it anyway.



 



Portia
 : Yes Mistress, I’ve spanked my ass just for you.



 



She lied. And the look the Mistress gave her was as if she knew she lied.



 



“Oh? And how would I know that if I didn’t have any proof? You know, I’ve had a lot of liars come through here before. I don’t mind a bit of roleplay, but my followers know I want something
 real
 .”



 



Real? Portia thought of how she could prove herself. Or why she should even prove herself. But while she thought away, the Mistress already began to shift her attention to the others in the chatroom. Portia couldn’t bear to not be at the center of the Mistress’s attention, and so she put herself to work.



 



Portia slid out of her pants, focusing on the command her Mistress gave her.
 Six spankings
 . She lightly smacked her soft skin, two on her upper thighs, and one on her ass. Portia imagined the Mistress watching above her, counting away, shaking her head at the lack of commitment to her order. Portia licked her lips with a hunger she didn’t know she had. Harder now, she struck her thighs again, the sting reminding her of how much she teased her last sexual partners. How much of a brat she was, and how she earned these spankings. She throbbed with genuine arousal. One final smack above her clit quelled the sensation, but only made her hunger for more.



 



Rolling her body back to a sitting position, Portia turned her attention back to the laptop. She was ready to play. That aching need in her body grew heavier, almost like she couldn’t breathe. She brushed her hand between her legs, patting the warm skin between them and soothing the burn of her slaps. The older woman on the screen had no idea the power that her words had on Portia’s body.



 



“Where did miss Portia go to anyway?” Mistress Kay expertly filled in the space Portia was supposed to take with her response. Of course, with her hands on her own body, she couldn’t respond anymore. Others in the chatroom tried to get the woman’s attention, yet Mistress Kay was still fixated on her target. Portia took to the bait expertly.



 



Portia:
 Six spankings, I did them for you. For real this time.



 



“Where did you spank yourself? Describe it for everyone.”



 



Portia
 : My thighs. I started soft. They’ve never been spanked before.



 



“Started soft? I’m guessing you went harder.”



 



Portia
 : Yes. I liked slapping myself.



 



“Of course you do. You’re bad. You know what happens if you misbehave and you
 like it.
 I bet you’re touching yourself right now just thinking about how you wish your hands were mine.”



 



Portia softly groaned while touching herself. The Mistress seemed to know all of the right things to say to keep her entranced. She was snarky. And Portia liked the snark. She decided that all she wanted to do was push the boundaries of this older woman, and see what she would let Portia get away with. In her mind, it didn’t seem like the worst thing in the world to get another punishing task.



 



Portia
 : I don’t need your hands. Mine are enough.



 



The Mistress laughed and shook her head. “My dear. You’ve never even felt my hands. If you didn’t need me, you wouldn’t be on here right now, fiddling with your pussy in hopes you’ll come.” She sat back in her computer seat, a smug look on her face, and Portia could really see just how curvaceous her body was. Her sharp face was contrasted by how rounded her chest was.



 



 
 Portia
 : Please. I doubt your old hands could keep up with my needs.



 



“Darling, I could make you come without even using my hands.”



 



Portia’s interest piqued. In a way, the Mistress was right, after all she was on the couch masturbating to their sexting.



 



Portia
 : Over text? That’s cheating. I’d like to see you do it in person.



 



The Mistress smirked. It was a look that made the world around them melt into a single room with just the two of them. Portia wasn’t sure which one of them was caught in the trap, or if they both snagged each other. It was only when the Mistress addressed her ravenous crowd that Portia remembered she was sharing the attention.



 



“Now, now. All of you will have your turn later on. Miss Portia insists on being an attention whore. But I forgive her. She doesn’t know how the game works yet, rubbing her pussy before I even told her to.”



 



You can’t tell me anything,
 Portia thought to herself, feeling a buzz from being challenged by the woman like that. She felt defiant, staring at Mistress Kay’s disappointed face through the screen while she fondled her body without her permission.



 



“I wonder if Portia is rubbing her thighs for me, thinking about how it would feel to have me touching them?” Mistress Kay asked, standing in front of the camera to show her whole outfit for the first time. It was an all black velvety body suit that hugged her curves in all the right ways. Portia looked at her juicy hips, the way her soft stomach rolled over them. She watched as Mistress Kay stroked her thighs with gloved hands, as if she could touch her right now, and Portia found herself mimicking the movements.



 



“I can only guess that her fingers are wrapped around her clit by now,” Mistress Kay let out a small sigh, “It must be so wet.” She was right. Portia was drenched, her hips rolled over her fingers, her mind imagining that it was just the two of them in a dark lit room, Mistress Kay’s gloved hand just a centimeter away from her clit. She would make Portia do all the work like she said she would.



 



Portia wished Mistress Kay could hear the moans that were being rubbed out of her body right now. Genuine noises that she hasn’t made in a while. She imagined what it would feel like to have Mistress Kay’s velvet suit brush against her sensitive skin, the scent of perfume she must be wearing. Portia needed it to be real so badly.



 



The woman let out a small hum, and sat herself back down in front of the camera. “But maybe she was right? I can’t make her come through a computer screen. She’ll just have to lay there. Unable to orgasm, while I service my other watchers.” The Mistress tutted, with a graceful wag of her finger, she switched gears back to her followers.



 



Portia gasped as the pleasure she built up was taken away. Right at the very edge. How cruel it was of the Mistress to stop, as if she knew that Portia needed just a little push before falling over into ecstasy. Portia was throbbing once more. But this time, she wasn’t frustrated. She was only determined to get more from Mistress Kay, her body demanded it.



 



She watched as Mistress Kay interacted with others in the chatroom. Looking at the way she commanded her followers to completion, all while behind a screen. She was almost jealous at the attention others got, and how laughably easy they made it for her to tame them. No one needed Mistress Kay like Portia felt she needed her.



 



“Alright my lovelies. Your Mistress must leave for the day. Remember what I taught you all. And if you need any personal lessons, you know how to contact me. Hope to hear from some of you, soon.” the woman winked into the camera, and ended her show. A pit grew in Portia’s chest. She couldn’t go back to her daily life just yet. Not until she could get Mistress Kay into her life.



 



The email address was easy to find. The hard part was knowing whether or not she would get a positive response.
 Here goes nothing,
 Portia thought, typing out an email for the woman.



 



She sent it as is, and waited. Minutes turned into hours, and she read her message over and over, nitpicking every word she typed out, cursing to herself thinking this would ever work. When the sun rose the next morning, she finally got a response.



 



Portia’s nerves were on fire while she read the email. The Mistress actually wanted to meet up with her, and left an address for them to meet up at. When she looked it up, it led to a coffee shop that was right down the street from her. This whole time, the woman was within walking distance to her.



 



She couldn’t believe she was doing this, she didn’t even know what to wear, or how to present herself. But what drove her was the fact that this woman was able to handle Portia’s playful teasing, and in return, Portia felt like she needed to make a good first impression.



 



She settled on a short tan pencil skirt with sheer black tights underneath. And a low-cut black shirt with long sleeves that would show off a little bit of her cleavage. The look was completed with a gold necklace. Her hand dragged up her tights, around her skintight outfit, and settled after tracing her collarbone. She felt sensuous, and ready to impress.



 



The walk was short, but every step of the way she rehearsed her face to face with Mistress Kay. She wondered if she would be as domineering in public as she was online. Before she knew it, she was right inside the coffeeshop, the warm smells of roasted beans calming her down. Her eyes scanned the room, flitting past couples enjoying breakfast and professionals working on their laptop. That’s when she saw the familiar brown hair that curled past a set of straightened shoulders.



 



It was the woman she interacted with online, Mistress Kay. But she wasn’t in her seductive outfit. Instead, she had a bright white turtleneck on and denim jeans. Portia could still envision her soft body through the clothing. And she could make no mistake that it was her. She was typing away on a laptop like the other working professionals around them. 



 



Portia sat down in a wooden chair across from her, and those deep brown eyes that drew her in yesterday were just as hypnotic in real life as they were on a screen.



 



“You must be Portia,” the woman hummed, extending a hand out for Portia to shake. Portia didn’t hesitate to grab it, and was pleasantly surprised by how soft the woman’s hands were. “In private, know that I am still a Mistress. But when we’re in public, I just ask that you call me Kay.”



 



Portia almost forgot to respond, her mind still couldn’t comprehend that she was here. “Kay. I’m glad to meet you.” she said, nearly breathless.



 



“You too. You’re quite beautiful, you know.”



 



Heat rose to Portia’s face, and her eyes couldn’t meet Kay’s. Her bashfulness caused a laugh to erupt from Kay’s mouth. “You’re certainly more shy in person. Cat got your tongue?”



 



“I’m- I’m sorry,” Portia cleared her throat. Kay’s mouth grew into a smile, and she slid her glass of water towards Portia, who noticed the imprint of her lipstick on the rim of the cup. Kay nodded at her, and Portia sipped it gratefully.



 



“No need to apologize. In fact,” she leaned in closer to Portia’s face, the smell of gardenia perfume encased the both of them, “I think it’s quite cute to see my fans so shy.”



 



Portia didn’t want to be so easily defeated before their session even started. She needed to get a hold of herself. With quick fingers combing her hair, she regained her composure enough that a wry smile appeared on her face. “I can admit you caught me off guard, Kay. I thought you’d be here wrapped in black.”



 



Kay giggled, and gestured her hands at the cafe setting. Low conversations could be heard in the background, along with the beeping of coffee machines, and the occasional outburst of people greeting each other. “No, no you’re right,” she admitted, “I definitely couldn’t walk in here in my black bodysuit. That doesn’t mean you can mistake my day clothes for being soft.”



 



Portia felt Kay’s calf rub up against hers from under the table. It gave her a shudder to feel it slowly trail up her leg, and wrap back down by her ankle. She had to look around to see if anyone noticed, but no one seemed to care.



 



“Did I catch you off guard? Let’s get started. I hope you don’t mind this public setting. I wanted us both to feel safe. We’ll meet at my place next time, that is, if you’re still interested?” 



 



Now Kay reached over and twiddled Portia’s hair into her fingers. Sweat started forming under Portia’s clothes. She nearly forgot why they were here, the way this older woman was fearlessly seducing her in public, just enough so that no one could tell. That neediness in her body prodded at her again, and her interest sparked back on. She nodded.



 



“I’m glad. I like you quite a bit, you gave me such a challenge yesterday. And everyone loved watching me play with you. They really wanted to see me put you in your place.” Kay gave her hair a small tug forward, and Portia had to gasp back the words ‘
 pull harder’.



 



“I think you also want someone to teach you how to behave.” Their faces were so close now. Someone was bound to notice their proximity to each other. Portia stuck her tongue out to poke at Kay’s lips, effectively making Kay release her from the grasp.



 



“Mm, caramel latte?” Portia asked the wide-eyed Kay.



 



“Ohoho, I’m going to remember that for later.” Kay said with a playful warning tone. Portia stopped herself from wiggling in her seat with excitement.



 



There was one thing on Portia’s mind that she wanted clarified before she went deeper into this rabbit hole. “How uh… what’s our relationship going to be?”



 



“It’s something we’re going to take at your pace.” Kay shrugged. “I’m a very open minded person, but I also won’t be offended if once all is set and done, you’d never want to see me again.”



 



“Fair enough.” Portia crossed her legs.



 



“That said, let’s go over some rules, limitations, boundaries, etc. As you’ll be my guest, I’d love to know what’s a hard no for you?”



 



Portia was somewhat familiar with these terms, though being as she’s never really explored much beyond vanilla sex, she wasn’t too sure what to say.



 



“Honestly? If we could keep everything light? I wanna ease into it if that makes sense.”



 



“Sure. There’s no shame in that. I’d love to introduce you to a few of my favorite toys, if I may describe them?”



 



Portia shifted in her seat and nodded. She felt honored that Kay already had a vision in mind for her.



 



“I have a pretty little jewel plug with your name on it. Your necklace tells me you’re into finer things.” Kay traced the necklace strung on Portia’s body.



 



“I like that.”



 



“Mhm. I think I’ll put it in you once I strip you down. And make you touch yourself for me. Because again, you think I can’t make you come without using my hands.”



 



“Oh, hehe, that’s right…” Portia recalled the challenge she gave to Kay. And Kay nodded with a lick of her lips.



 



“Not to mention, I never got to see you spank yourself for me. What was it again? P-O-R-T-I-A. Six spanks I think you owe me?” 



 



Portia was warming up to the ideas being put out. She had this intense feeling of wanting to prove Kay right and also wrong. This was a game she really wanted to play.



 



Everything started becoming more comfortable the more they spoke. “This all sounds… very nice.”



 



Kay laughed, a snort escaping from her body. She reached across the table and rubbed Portia’s shoulder, her firm touch further grounded her. “Of course! I consider myself a sort of… sex doctor. I would hope that when you visit your doctor, they are just as nice.”



 



“Cool! So… When do we start?”



 



“Well, my dear, whenever you want!”



 



“Can we… start now?”



 



“Why, yes. As long as you’re ready to consider me your Mistress.”



 



***



 



It was near the evening by the time Portia parted ways with Mistress Kay. They agreed to meet up tomorrow, and that the Mistress would send Portis information over email about details for the next day.



 



They walked out of the cafe together, and Portia was surprised to see that the woman was much taller than she realized. That only fed into the fantasy more though, and her imagination began to run thinking about this woman domineering for her. She only hoped that their interaction in the cafe was enough.



 



When the door to the cafe closed, and they saw that they had to walk in separate directions, Mistress Kay gave Portia a short embrace, and told her she would see her soon. But soon couldn’t come quick enough for Portia, who once again was left refreshing her email to get more info. And when she finally got the notification from Mistress Kay, she opened it with glee.



 



This is really happening,
 Portia thought. She was really going to a Mistress’s house, and committing to explore something new. The email told her to wear something short and revealing, and to make sure that she wore matching lingerie for when she’ll be undressed. Her brain buzzed with mental stimulation. When she slept that night, she had filled her mind with the kind of patient she wanted to be for her sex doctor.



 



***



 



Portia was awake the moment she saw the sun rising through her window. She rolled out of soft sheets that hugged her naked body, fresh from dreams filled with the Mistress. When she reached her closet, she was quick to remember the dress code Mistress Kay gave to her. This was almost like her first taste at obedience, and she wanted to pass the test.



 



Her dress of choice was lavender. It looked innocent enough. It had puffy sleeves and a billowing skirt that just barely covered her butt. And underneath, she was able to find a black matching set of lingerie. If she bent over enough, the skirt of her dress would certainly reveal her panties. She added on a set of bright white tights. She loved the way they felt on her body. Though she wondered if the Mistress would appreciate her adding a bit of flair to her directions, or if she would see it as one of Portia’s rebellious acts. Either way felt like a win in her mind.



 



Looking up the address, it was still within walking distance, but Portia felt nervous about walking in public knowing that just a gust of wind would have her butt hanging out. And just knowing where she was off to was having a naughty secret that she was dying to share.



 



That familiar buzz was returning to her body again. That buzz that circled around all the tender parts of her body, and made her have to catch her breath. Her legs shifted together as she stood in front of the mirror, the area beneath her hips calling for attention.
 I’m so feisty today.



 



She recalled her first interaction with her Mistress online, and began to embody that version of herself. It was that part of her that made her contact the Mistress in the first place. Clearly, that part of her needed some sweet pleasing. And how lucky was she that she found someone to take care of her?



 



Mistress’s house held the same personality as its owner. It was made of old brick, decorated with ivy that grew along the shady side of the house. Portia walked down its mossy stone pathway, and when she passed the hedgerow fence, it felt as though she had walked through a threshold into a new world.
 Feisty…
 the personality echoed in Portia’s mind again,
 I am a bad little brat.



 



Portia, faced a large wooden door with a dark brown stain. Her shoulders relaxed before she confidently rang the doorbell, a pleasant tune that sounded throughout the house. She didn’t have to wait too long before her Mistress opened the door for her, and just as Portia had seen her online, Mistress Kay wore her iconic velvety bodysuit with arm length leather gloves. They rested on wide hips, but when the door opened for her, Mistress Kay swung her arms open to beckon her inside.



 



“Hello, dear. Are you ready to be good today?” Mistress Kay addressed her, the premise of expected behavior further intoxicated Portia’s mind. The older woman’s eyes traveled up and down Portia’s body, examining her outfit to make sure it was as she asked. Her lips, painted in once more burgundy, pursed together in thought.



 



The suspense was killing Portia on the inside. She felt it gripping her chest, tensing her body, and igniting a fire inside her mind. The gears had begun to turn. Was there something she had done wrong? All she wanted to do was go inside, and continue what they had started. But instead, she had to wait for the Mistress to finish undressing her with her eyes.



 



When what felt like forever had passed, Mistress Kay finished her evaluation of her dress. “Lavender, I like that on you.”



 



The sweet words of praise soothed Portia’s heart. “Thank you, Mistress.” She found herself doing a small curtsy, and with her Mistress’s approval, the two of them walked into the house.



 



***



 



The inside was just as impressive as the outside, it was clear that the Mistress had a preference for dark wood stains. It smelled of fresh pine and lemon. The foyer was expansive, and opened into a kitchen, a living room, and a staircase for the upstairs area. Various floor carpets were spread throughout different rooms, some as big as the room, others as thin as the hallway. If Portia didn’t feel small before, certainly she felt it now.



 



“I hope you’ll find my home comfortable.” Mistress Kay said, placing a guiding hand on Portia’s waist. She led Portia through a small tour, showing her the multiple guest rooms, bathrooms, and upstairs.



 



“My room is private, I know you must be curious to see what it’s like in there, but today we’ll be working in what I call the classroom. And I think you’ll find it much more interesting.”



 



They reached the classroom, and rather than the red lights and leather furniture she had in her imagination, it had string lights, cream colored walls, and a bed with a ruby red canopy. There was a full sized mirror placed in the middle of the room, with a screen divider that had floral printed on them. Portia found it beautiful, and more importantly, comfortable. It almost reminded her of a princess’s bedroom. The Mistress watched her facial expressions, and smiled to herself watching Portia get caught up in the awe.



 



“Impressed? I have a couple different themed classrooms depending on what I deem my clients need.”



 



Need?
 Now Portia was focused on her goal again. She turned to Mistress Kay, looking up into her eyes. “You think you know what I need?”



 



“I do,” Mistress Kay purred, stroking Portia’s chin and tilting it up ever so slightly. Portia’s body felt like it wanted to squirm in place, the tension between her and the Mistress throwing her off balance.



 



“What do you think I need?” she whispered now, as the Mistress pulled her face towards hers ever so slowly.



 



“Patience.” Mistress Kay’s tongue poked out at Portia’s lips, grazing them quickly in the same way Portia did yesterday. And all that Portia could do was resist biting her back.



 



Mistress Kay stood waiting for her answer, and when none appeared, she nodded and pointed to the mirror. “That’s what I thought. Now, look in the mirror at yourself. What’s missing?”



 



Portia stepped up to the mirror, admiring her own outfit that she picked out for today. Mistress stood behind her, the color of Portia’s soft lavender dress contrasting heavily with the older woman’s black velvet. Two hands held Portia’s shoulders, rubbing them gently while waiting for her to figure out what was wrong.



 



“Uhm…?” Portia muttered. She did everything right, as far as she could remember. Short dress, lingerie, the only thing different was… “Oh, is it my tights?”



 



Mistress Kay nodded, “Your tights are very sexy. But it’s not what I asked for, is it?”



 



“N-no, it’s not what you asked for.” Portia wasn’t used to being wrong about something. It was embarrassing to her, especially when she was trying to impress her Mistress on the very first day.



 



Mistress Kay felt Portia heating up under her hands, and noticed the pause on her face. “Oh, now, don’t feel bad. I’m honored that you wanted to look good for me.” She massaged Portia’s shoulders, giving comfort to her mental wound.



 



Portia felt the Mistress’s hands shift slowly from her shoulders, down her back, and rest on her waist. The woman put her head near Portia’s shoulder, close enough for her to whisper into her ear, “But these tights just won’t work. Can we take these off for me?”



 



The whisper tickled Portia’s neck, and traveled down her spine. She let out a heavy breath, meanwhile the Mistress was already drawing Portia’s skirt up her body. All sensation seemed to be focused on Portia’s lower half, she felt every inch of cloth sliding up her ass, the Mistress undoing the work she did this morning.



 



“Make me,” Portia could hardly utter. A full on dare to the Mistress to up the ante, and the Mistress obliged. Calculated fingers grabbed the elastic band that kept the tights snug on Portia's hips. They pulled back suddenly, and between her surprised gasp, Portia could swear she heard a low growl come from her Mistress’s lips.



 



“I think I’d like it if these were torn off of you.” Mistress said, her voice taking on that commanding tone that sounded so familiar to Portia.



 



Portia wanted so badly to obey, feeling her Mistress’s body pressed up against hers, the warmth of her breath dragging her in. But damn did it feel so good to hold off, to not give herself and the Mistress what they both knew they wanted. She shook herself free from Mistress Kay, lunging just a few steps away from her. The Mistress didn’t move, she only watched as Portia bent herself forward, giving her a flash of black lace panties with a wave of her ass saying ‘
 come and get it then.’



 



With a saucy bite to her lip, the Mistress engaged with Portia’s bratty behavior, taking one step forward while Portia moved away twice as much. Each time she raised her dress higher and higher, until eventually the dress was off her body, and all that was left were her tights and lingerie. A prize Mistress Kay couldn’t touch. But the older woman was experienced, she knew she wasn’t going to get Portia this way. In fact, she was falling into the Mistress’s trap.



 



“Dearie, I love this game of cat and mouse, but are you done yet?”



 



“Done? No. Why? Can your old bones not keep up?”



 



“Oh I can keep up. But let’s see, that was…” the Mistress rolled her eyes up to count in her head, “around ten steps you’ve taken? Add that to the six letters in your name? You’re up to
 sixteen
 spankings. We can always add more, if you want.”



 



Oh no, the spankings!
 Portia thought. She had totally forgotten about the promise Mistress made before. She stopped in her tracks, going up to Mistress Kay with faux regret in her eyes.



 



“I’m so sorry, Mistress.”



 



“I don’t know that I believe you. That’s another spanking added.”



 



“Oh please, Mistress! I’ll be good.” Portia put her hands together in a begging motion.



 



“Turn around.” Mistress commanded.



 



Portia didn’t know if she felt scared or exhilarated. Or both. There was such a thrill in waiting for her punishment, in not knowing if her Mistress will be kind or not. She turned so her ass could face the older woman, and all she could hear were the sounds of heavy boots walking across the room and back.



 



“I have two tools I’ve picked out for you. You may choose. One is a lovely paddle, low pain, maybe a bit of sting. The other is a wooden spoon, a bit more painful, so if you pick that one, we’ll reduce your sentence back to six.”



 



“The spoon! Give me the spoon!” Portia pleaded, with a slight wiggle to her butt.



 



“Mm. You say it like you think you’ll enjoy it. Don’t underestimate the pain build up.” The Mistress warned.



 



“I can do it,” Portia uttered, “I think I’ll know my own limits when I get there.” Portia eagerly bent herself over. “Spoon me, Mistress.”



 



Mistress Kay rubbed the cold wooden spoon across Portia’s bare back, tracing down her spine and tapping both of her round, untouched cheeks. She could feel every second that she wasn’t being spanked, the suspense of not having started dragging out the time.



 



Portia couldn’t take it anymore, “Please… Mistress Kay.”



 



“P.” Mistress Kay spoke. The spoon struck her, firm, the sound and sensation taking her breath away.



 



“O.” Another landed on her other ass cheek, meanwhile the sting from the first one appeared.



 



“R.” This one struck her upper thighs, Portia squeaked out a sound she never knew she could make. All from her name being spelt out.



 



“T.” She circled back around just next to where she first felt the spoon, and doubled up on the pain. Portia didn’t know it could feel this good.



 



“I.” A softer spank now, as the Mistress could see red spots appearing on Portia’s body, She instead dragged the spoon along sore areas, making Portia guess where she would land the last one.



 



“A.” The final one. So cruel, hit Portia right where Mistress first started. The pleasure in pain hitting Portia’s mind in ways that felt like she was breaking apart. More. She wanted more.



 



Feather soft gloves rubbed areas hit by the hard wooden spoon, as Mistress Kay pulled Portia close to her to soothe her now raw backside.



 



“How do you feel now?” Mistress purred, relishing Portia’s groans of relief.



 



She couldn’t describe how she felt. At least, not in the way she was before, as her feisty self. Portia wanted Mistress Kay to take care of her now. She pulled at her tights. “These can come off now.”



 



“Of course, my dear. Let me.”



 



Mistress Kay poked her finger into the tights again, but this time she pushed until Portia could hear the sound of them ripping. She was grateful she no longer had to feel the fabric rubbing against her sore skin.



 



To Portia, it represented a tiny win that she was able to get her Mistress to handle her just a little bit rougher than what she was initially expecting. Every moment Mistress Kay spent unwrapping her legs from the ripped tights gave her heart a bit of delight. And a major win when she felt Mistress Kay grab her ass to give it a light slap, reminding her to behave.



 



“Now, my dear. Now you are dressed like I asked. Hm, minus the dress, I suppose.” Mistress walked them back towards the mirror, “Look at yourself now. How sexy your legs are when they’re bare like that.” She circled her hands around Portia’s thighs, and Portia found herself purring at their velvety touch.



 



“Let me look at your ass. Just how much I was able to mark you.” Mistress Kay’s voice was filled with fascination, and Portia could feel her spreading her legs apart to examine her.



 



“Ah, what’s this?”



 



Portia didn’t want to respond. She was embarrassed because she knew exactly what the Mistress was seeing.



 



“My, my. Portia. I’m surprised. Your pussy is
 very
 wet. And what do you know? My hands have barely touched you.”



 



“I— I know…”



 



“Yeah, well? What are we going to do about this, hm? You’ve ruined your pretty panties.”



 



Portia looked at the woman’s face in the mirror, seeing her intense eyes focus on her black lace panties. It was turning her on so much to be looked at that way, as though she were nude even while fully dressed. That alone was enough to make Portia melt into the Mistress’s body. Every inch of her pulsated with anticipation for Mistress Kay’s next command. A hand stroked the warmth in between her legs. Portia cursed her underwear for blocking the full sensation of her fingers.



 



Mistress Kay pulled away from her, and stepped away to grab a small box from underneath the canopy bed. She opened it for Portia. And Portia's eyes glittered at the object in front of her. It contained the infamous jewel plug Mistress Kay teased about before. Unopened, ready for Portia to use.



 



“Mistress Kay, I would like to try the plug, but I’ve never used one before.”



 



“No worries. I’ll show you how it’s used. Get on your knees for me.”



 



Portia was happy to oblige this time around, driven by her arousal and excitement for a new toy. She sat pretty on her knees, and to show her eagerness to continue, she bent over and offered her backside to her Mistress.



 



“Aw, you look so sweet when you show me how excited you are,” Mistress Kay doted on her, and Portia took her praise like oil to a fire. “Panties off.”



 



Her panties slid off without a hitch. And while she did that, Mistress Kay squeezed a bottle of lube over the tail plug.



 



“Would you like this in your ass, or pussy, lovely?” she asked with sincerity, “Either way, you need to tell me where you want it. And I want a full sentence, with please at the end.”



 



Portia had no idea that such demanding words could send her pussy into overdrive. She wanted it everywhere, she hated having to choose just one. She was grateful at least that her face was hidden from the woman.



 



“I… I want the jewel plug—.” A smooth metal object brushed along the wider curve of her ass, and slowly began to drift closer to the center. Portia’s body quaked in search of the answer. And as the plug got closer to its goal, she knew. “I want the plug in my pussy, please!”



 



Mistress Kay slid the plug in. With the combination of lube and Portia’s arousal, it went in with ease. Portia let out a stifled moan as the plug ever so slightly stretched her out. She felt how it filled her pussy, and she wanted more.



 



“How does that feel, my dear?”



 



“So fucking good!” Portia huffed. That prompted the Mistress to pull the plug out of her body. And when Portia could only squeak in response, Mistress Kay pushed it back in, turning the squeak into a full moan.



 



“Use full sentences, please.
 What
 feels ‘so fucking good?’”



 



Thinking of what was giving her so much pleasure only worked to make it better for Portia. She could hardly keep herself on her knees. Yet she thought about how some slight disobedience might give her just a bit more.



 



“Oh? You can’t see the pretty plug you stuffed in there, Mistress?” Portia teased. She swayed her backside in the Mistress’s face, and flashed a smile in the mirror for the Mistress to catch.



 



The Mistress chuckled and shook her head, “My dear, I can see it just fine. But maybe you need a look for yourself.”



 



Mistress Kay pulled Portia’s body backwards so that she sat with her legs open facing the mirror. When Portia saw herself, her face began to heat up. Her lacy bra held her breasts in place, and right below her navel were her pussy lips wrapped around the jeweled plug. She could only think of how
 dirty
 she looked, and Mistress Kay’s face only reflected delightful disappointment.



 



“Look at you. I know you’re smart. I know you feel that plug filling you up. So why play coy? Do you…” Mistress Kay dragged her question out, as if she didn’t already know what it was that Portia wanted. “Would you like a little
 more
 punishment?”



 



Portia shook her head, but she couldn’t hold back her excited smile from Mistress Kay.



 



“No? No punishment? Then tell me what you see.”



 



“I see— I see the plug in my pussy. And the plug feels so good, Mistress!” Portia’s brain was sending waves of arousal throughout her body. Every sensation was felt tenfold, and her legs began to close as her body rolled itself through the vibrations.



 



But Mistress Kay reached over and put her hands on Portia’s knees, stopping her legs from fully closing. In fact, she chose to spread them even wider, and Portia could only moan from seeing her body so vulnerable.



 



“You know what I see? I see a needy woman thinking she can pleasure her clit by squeezing her legs together.” Mistress Kay taunted. “And I’m impressed. In fact, why don’t you keep squirming for me.”



 



Mistress Kay held Portia’s arms back and let her legs free. And Portia hesitated, a flash of shame rushing through her brain at being made watch herself squeeze her thighs together. But it wasn’t enough stimulation for her.



 



“M-Mistress Kay, please…” Portia begged, her hips rolling in circles to maintain her pleasure high.



 



“Please, what?”



 



“Please let me touch myself.”



 



“Hm. And why should I let you do anything for yourself? You’re greedy. You don’t even think about what I want.”



 



“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please tell me what you want, please.”



 



“Are you ready to listen?”



 



“Mhm—!”



 



“I want you to keep your legs open for me. I want you to keep them spread open so I can see my pretty jewel in you while you slap your wet clit.”



 



Portia’s thoughts were screaming. She had to watch herself spank her needy clit, knowing it wouldn’t be enough to get her to orgasm. But, how could she deny the Mistress’s needs? Of course the Mistress deserved a chance to watch her spank herself. How could she be so greedy?



 



She held her legs wide open for Mistress Kay. And brought her hand down on top of her pussy. It felt good, too good. Portia found herself rubbing in between her slaps, her mewling growing into full on moans, eyes half lidded watching her body pulsate. She threw her head back into Mistress Kay’s chest, and looked up at her, looking for permission to go all the way. But the Mistress, seeing how pent up she was, only pulled Portia’s hand away from her body, leaving her on the edge in frustration.



 



“Ah, ah, ah. You’ve worked quite hard today, haven’t you?”



 



Portia’s face was scrunched up with unspoken pleas. “I have. I really have.” Portia’s breathing quickened as the Mistress moved between her legs. Portia did as she was told, keeping her legs divided still for the older woman.



 



“You’ve been so receptive to being good. You should rest. Let me do the rest.” Mistress Kay ran her fingers through Portia’s messy hair.



 



“Y-yes Mistress. You’re so kind. Please… touch me. I want your fingers on me.” Portia moaned.



 



Mistress Kay used two thumbs, and traced them down the center slit of her pussy, picking up a wet trail of arousal along the way. A thought flashed through Portia’s mind. This was the moment that she had been waiting for, for the Mistress’s body to be over hers. She had never been underneath someone in this way before, never had she had someone challenge her back in the way she challenged her partners. And Portia realized she had met her match, more than met.



 



With the Mistress’s fingers edging her outer lips, Portia realized now that she was fully willing to submit to this woman. She threw her head back, relaxing onto her elbows, and let her back arch slightly in a way that elevated her breasts. The mistress watched Portia fall into submission, and a satisfied grin spread across her face. “You’re ready now? Aren’t you?”



 



“Yes. I’m ready for you, Mistress.”



 



Mistress spread Portia’s lips apart, and dove down between her legs with a fervor. Portia could only squirm while the older woman’s tongue flicked around the sides of her clit. Sweet sounds of her moans filling in the air. Suddenly, she felt the soft lips of her Mistress close around her clit and give it a gentle tug. Portia clenched and unclenched her body, each time feeling her pussy squeeze around the plug. She fought hard to not wrap her legs around the Mistress to force her in deeper.



 



“Ah– ah, this feels so good!”



 



Mistress lifted her head up to see the look on Portia’s face. “Why don’t you massage your tits for me too, since I’m working so hard down here to make you feel good?”



 



Portia didn’t need to be told twice. She let her back hit the floor, and slid her own hands up her bra to cup her breasts. When the Mistress went back to eating her out, Portia followed the rhythm of Mistress’s tongue, squeezing her own body and clasping her nipples in desperation.



 



“You’ve been such a good student for me today, do you know that?” Mistress Kay said, resting her head momentarily on Portia’s leg.



 



“I– I have?”



 



“Yes. You couldn’t tell? Look at you now. You’re glowing.” Mistress Kay moved herself so that Portia could see her half naked body in the mirror again. How her hands looked as they massaged her own breasts, and how her lower half glistened with arousal. The stings of her spanks still burned her ass, and her body felt a mixture of pain and pleasure.



 



“I think I can let you take this plug out now. I’d say you’ve earned yourself the big ‘O’.”



 



“Oh…? Oh thank you, Mistress!” Portia couldn’t begin to express her gratitude, but at the same time she was so close to the edge already, she didn’t know if she’d be able to hang on once the plug left her pussy.



 



“Slide it out, nice and easy.” Portia locked eyes with the Mistress while she pulled the plug out of her body, and she felt her entrance expand and contract as it left.



 



“My, my, so goddamn wet down here. Must’ve been so hard to keep that all in you.” Mistress teased.



 



“It was. I worked so hard.” Portia moaned, her words driving her so close to completion.



 



“You did such a good fucking job.” Mistress Kay leaned over the kissed Portia’s face. Once on her forehead, two on her cheeks, and one on her chin.



 



“I did. I did it for you.” Portia whispered into the air. She adored the feeling of Mistress Kay’s soft velvet rubbing against her aching skin. And Mistress Kay’s body exchanging warmth with hers. Gardenia perfume was a scent that would remind her of her near mind-breaking ecstasy.



 



“You can do one more thing for me, too. Do you want to know?” Mistress Kay took a glove off of her hand, and Portia watched, knowing what was coming next.



 



Mistress Kay reached her hand between Portia’s legs once more, feeling for Portia’s clit, rubbing it in slow circles before thrusting two fingers into her pussy.



 



“What is it? What can I do?” Portia asked. It wasn’t a mystery, but as Mistress Kay pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy, she could hardly hold back an orgasm. Portia wanted, no, needed permission from her Mistress so she could let go.



 



“Come for me, Portia.”



 



“I will! I–” Portia came, and it was a culmination of all the built up denial from before. Mistress Kay kept her fingers in her while Portia bucked her hips in orgasm, gasping with relief.



 



This was the first time she had ever felt that sense of being truly finished. She relaxed into the floor, the cool, flat surface grounding her back down into reality. The Mistress crawled over, and brushed a hand on her forehead.



 



“That was lovely, my dear.”



 



“Thank you. Actually, thank you.” She turned to look up at the Mistress, and placed a hand on her cheek.



 



“Let’s clean you up.”



 



The two of them walked into the bathroom, washing off the emotions of their play session. Portia’s body and mind felt full, and she couldn’t stop smiling. When they finished, the Mistress walked her downstairs. She gave her water, and let her sit quietly on the couch for a moment’s reflection. Meanwhile, the Mistress opened up the very same laptop she had the day before, and began typing away.



 



“How was all of that for you?” Mistress Kay asked.



 



“It was good. So goddamn good. I can’t even begin to explain.” Portia raved.



 



“Any part of that you would change?”



 



“Hm… I actually uh…” Portia hesitated for a moment. “I actually wouldn’t mind a bit more pain involved. Not too much more but, heh. I really enjoyed the bit of slapping.”



 



“Slapping. Mm. I thought so. We can incorporate more impact play. That is, if you’re wanting to come back?”



 



Portia had almost forgotten that she was just a client in their relationship. She had gotten so close to Mistress Kay so fast, and was thankful that Mistress Kay had reestablished the boundary before she left her house.



 



“Oh! Yes. I would love to come back, Mistress.”



 



“You don’t have to call me Mistress outside of play, Portia. Miss Kay is just fine.” she laughed.



 



“Okay, Miss Kay.” Portia said with a bit of snark in her voice, “Then I would love to come back.”



 



“Good. Because I wouldn’t want you to think I’d just let you get away without being scolded for using that tone of voice just now.”



 



Portia playfully stuck her tongue out at Miss Kay, knowing that her Mistress would keep track of her naughty behavior for future sessions to come.



 



***********



 



Excerpts From More Titles Below!



 




Seduced by my Sensual Roommate

 :



 



“
 I also felt suddenly hyper aware of myself. She still had on her whole night time outfit, though at this point her breasts had spilled out of them again. Yet here I was partially naked in her arms, and I felt vulnerable and embarrassed in a way that turned me all the way on. I took in the way she looked at me, and watched the way she bit her lower lip in need. Although her eyes never broke contact with mine, it felt as if she were already imagining how she wanted me.”…
 
More here




 



 




The Princess Wins her

 Lady
 :



 



“
 Her skin felt so soft, and yet as she was grinding, Lydia could easily feel Candice’s muscles working at her. She took a chance and gently squeezed Candice’s sides. Candice let out a small moan, just quiet enough that only she heard. “Oh, you’re such a bad girl for that.” Candice whispered while the song blared.
 I am so bad, but you’re torturing me
 . Lydia thought to herself. There was a part of her that thought Candice knew exactly what she was doing to her.”…
 
More here




 



 




First time for Everything:




 



“I love you doing that.” Nat said. If she were more bold, she would’ve told Holly that she loved her nipples being played with. That she wanted them to be licked and sucked until she was weak all over. But she was still too shy to speak the lewd words that she wanted to say. And instead had to imagine what it would be like if Holly were on top of her, taking control…
 
More here
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