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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of edge and fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


From the author

WARNING

These stories contain sexualised breath play and asphyxiation in its most extreme form. They do not represent the practice in a realistic manner. All my stories are pure fantasy written for entertainment purposes only. If you do not enjoy fatal asphyxiation as subject matter, please do not buy or read this book.

Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx

These stories contain the following fetishes: hanging, choking, strangulation and other forms of extreme asphyxiation. They also contain explicit sex and various other sexual fetishes.

This book is strictly for readers 18 years of age or older.


Special thanks

My sincerest thanks to all my friends and followers on Goodreads who have supported and encouraged me to push the boundaries of fear fetish erotica. Breath play is a classic fear fetish and while I’ve dabbled in the subject before, this is my first asphyxiation themed collection.

Dedications

Well Hung is dedicated to Todd Salt, who graciously gave me his blessing to write an untold story hinted at by a character in his marvellous story Office Tie, part of the outstanding collection Hangwomen Tales. I highly recommend his book.

Lady of Luxury is dedicated to Frank, who messaged me on Goodreads to ask if I was interested in writing a story about a wicked countess. I was intrigued by the idea and enjoyed the way it turned out.

I’m always open to suggestions from readers. You’re welcome to message me on Goodreads if you have a fetish fantasy you’d like to read.


Lady of Luxury

Evelyn Scott climbed out of her car with a fluttering pulse and a knot in her stomach. Up close, the majestic view of the Château de Cadieux was intimidating, and she still didn’t know how she would feel when she met its owner, Countess Cruella Cadieux.

The old stone building had changed over the years. Long ago, it had been a fortified castle, with guards at the gate and archers patrolling the battlements. Now, with the battlements gone and a new facade, it was an eccentric, stately home with far too many bedrooms for the Countess and her staff.

Evelyn wondered how the Countess could abide life alone in such an enormous house, even one steeped in the history and tradition of her family. The Countess was, most famously, a bachelorette, described by many as the most eligible bachelorette in France, if not the world.

The reason for Evelyn’s visit was to interview the Countess for High Fashion, a New York based magazine. She hoped to find out why the Countess hadn’t taken a husband, or indeed, any companion at all. Evelyn had fought hard to get the story. The piece would be her first cover story and she already had a title, even though she hadn’t written it yet: Lady of Luxury.

After many years covering lesser stories for High Fashion, this would be her chance to take the spotlight. Perhaps, if the story was juicy enough, it might even lead to a journalism award. A Pulitzer Prize would look nice on her mantlepiece, which was currently bare.

She straightened her skirt and jacket and walked up to the grand entrance with her head held high. The butterflies continued to tango in her stomach. The Countess wasn’t the first celebrity she had interviewed in her life, but this time it felt different, like the anticipation of a surprise.

As she climbed the marble steps to the massive oak doors, a maid opened them to allow her entry as if she had been waiting there for that purpose alone. The maid greeted her and bowed her head.

“The Countess will see you in her front room,” she said, leading the way.

Evelyn looked around the grand foyer in wonder. There were more paintings and pieces of antique furniture than a museum. And it was spotless, with everything arranged in its proper place.

The maid opened the door to the Countess’s front room, which was bigger than Evelyn’s studio apartment in New York. It was rich with old world charm, with oak-panelled walls, fine oil paintings and lavish gold-trimmed velvet curtains.

The Countess stood to greet Evelyn as the maid announced her arrival. From Cruella’s appearance, it was difficult to discern her age, even though Evelyn knew it from her preliminary research. Cruella was still in her mid-twenties. Her face was smooth and her generous breasts, which she flaunted with a low neckline, were pert and firm. The flashes of her legs from the slits in her skirt showed they were muscular, shapely and slender.

As Evelyn knew, the Countess was a tasteful, but flashy dresser with a penchant for anything that sparkled. She wore her raven hair in a French braid with a diamond encrusted clip, paired with a matching necklace and earrings. Her long, slender fingers were bare.

It was her eyes that masked her age. They were large, apple green and without a hint of a wrinkle anywhere. But it was clear she had seen and experienced much in her life: the greatest beauty, the heights of ecstasy and the darkest depths of the human condition.

Evelyn shuddered. She felt uncontrollably attracted to this woman’s beauty and charm, and terribly afraid of her at the same time. But she couldn’t look away either. Everything about the Countess caught the eye. As she moved, she glittered as if she were a magical creature.

They exchanged a formal greeting, and Cruella looked her over. As she blinked, Evelyn saw her eyelashes sparkle with small diamonds, making her gaze even more hypnotic.

“Your Excellency, it’s an honour to meet you at last,” said Evelyn.

“Oh, please, call me Cruella. This country has long since dispensed with the idea we have a class system. And I don’t have the patience for pomp and etiquette.”

Cruella retained her French silken accent, but she had clearly received the best education and lived in other parts of the world. Her English was flawless, enough to assume she might have been a native English speaker who had lived in France for some time instead.

“Please, sit,” said Cruella, gesturing to a plush armchair opposite her chaise lounge.

Cruella reclined, putting her feet up to look like a glamorous model in a period film. The pose accentuated her slim waist and curvaceous hips.

Evelyn switched on her voice recorder and asked Cruella a few casual questions to open the interview. Cruella answered them with practised ease and seemed amused by Evelyn’s nerves. Evelyn cut to the chase.

“Cruella, many people have said you’re one of the most eligible women on the planet. What’s happening in your love life? Surely you must have more suitors than you could handle.”

“I do,” said Cruella, “but they bore me. Let me be frank. When one inherits this much wealth and privilege, one develops a taste for rare pleasures. I’m referring to pleasures the vast majority of people will never have the chance to experience. My ancestors were absolute rulers. They could do whatever they pleased and I have inherited those desires. The thrill of romantic entanglements simply isn’t in my blood.”

Evelyn paused, lost for words. She had expected juicy gossip about handsome men using every known trick of courtship, not this confession of power. But Cruella’s tone intrigued her like no story ever had before. It held the promise of a dark mystery, laced with unimaginable pleasures known only to a select few.

Cruella looked at her with an even expression, like a chess master measuring her opponent. “My dear, I see your hunger to know more. I’ll give you a choice. You can have a cover story for your magazine about my quest to find Mr Right… or I can show you the truth.”

She paused, allowing Evelyn to consider her statement. “But if you choose the truth, you must never write about it or tell another soul what you have seen under my roof. And you must keep my secret to your dying breath.”

The way Cruella emphasised ‘dying’ sent a shiver down Evelyn’s spine, but the sensation was a rich blend of fear and desire. Cruella said the word like she was craving some decadent pleasure… or… that it got her sexually excited. Evelyn felt the Countess’s lust sweep through her body like a wave of longing for a dark, unspeakable and forbidden act.

The choice tore Evelyn’s world in two. It had taken her years of hard work to reach this point in her career. She wanted the prestige of scooping the cover story for High Fashion, but she felt the burning desire to know Cruella’s secret more. Much more. In one word, she had become wet between the legs, and she didn’t even know what the Countess was referring to yet.

“I’ll never speak of it. You have my word,” she said.

“Come with me,” said the Countess, rising from her chaise lounge with feline grace.

She led Evelyn from the front room through what felt like a maze of corridors, deep into the heart of the Château. The thought of discovering Cruella’s secret was too intriguing for Evelyn to admire the lavish decor.

They entered a bedroom, quite unlike any Evelyn had ever seen, as its occupant wasn’t human, but a white ferret curled up on the bed. As the Countess showed her inside, the ferret sat up, sniffed the air with its pink nose and looked at Cruella with its tiny black eyes.

“This is Oscar,” said Cruella.

She sat on the bed and scratched the ferret under its chin. The ferret enjoyed the attention and extended its neck to allow her to give it a good rub.

“In the natural world, many animals kill,” she continued. “Most kill for food or survival. But, a rare few kill for pleasure. A ferret is one of those animals. Although domesticated, Oscar still has the urges of his wild cousins. He doesn’t need to kill for food or survival, as he lives in greater comfort than most people could imagine. But he can’t change his nature. So, tonight, after he has eaten his dinner, he will enjoy three chickens which have stopped laying.”

Evelyn shuddered. She was aware of the ferocious nature of the small, cute and harmless looking creatures. They were anything but harmless and enjoyed beheading other creatures with their sharp teeth.

“But the animal which enjoys killing more than any other is us… human beings. Decent society abhors the act, at least as a matter of appearance, but more than half the people on this planet have had a death fantasy at least once. It’s in our nature, just like Oscar, but the laws of human society mean nothing to him.”

Evelyn nodded. She had lost count of the times she had fantasised about it… her boss, her colleagues, people at college, ex-boyfriends. It was a long list. But they were only fantasies, no matter how exciting the idea.

Cruella petted the ferret for a moment longer, then led Evelyn onwards, out into the courtyard at the centre of the Château. Her heels clicked on the granite tiles as she admired the baskets of hanging flowers, planter boxes and trees. But the most prominent feature was a huge black wooden frame, with the posts driven deep into the earth and a bar across the top.

Cruella approached the frame and rested her hand against the thick ironwood post. “Society’s laws were of no concern to my ancestors either. They were the law. And my forebears ruled as a matriarchy, where women enjoyed their power to its fullest, never taking men as husbands, but using them as sex slaves for their pleasure.”

She circled the post as if she could see into the past. Evelyn watched her eyes, bright with desire for the pleasures afforded by unlimited power.

“It was a ritual, although no Cadieux has ever documented it in any form. The women used the men selfishly, always bound and naked, while they remained clothed. Have you ever done that to a man, Ms Scott?”

Evelyn shook her head. She had always been beholden to the man’s desires, letting him use her mouth, pussy or bottom as he pleased. When her current boyfriend reached his peak, he liked to force her onto her knees or hold her down, so he could put his cock into her mouth. He always said, “Finish me like a good girl,” as he made her swallow his cum.

She realised Cruella was watching her with keen interest, as if she could read her mind.

“Perhaps you should try it sometime. You’re a very attractive woman, which is a potent weapon for dominating a man. But the greatest weapon at a woman’s disposal is the power of denial. If you deprive a man of what he desires, you drive him wild with lust. Train him well and he will belong to you, mind, body and soul.”

Evelyn recalled the mad, passionate encounters she had experienced in her life. Without exception, men removed her clothes as soon as possible to make her feel vulnerable as they used her naked body for their pleasure. She had never known sex any other way. Now Cruella had introduced her to the idea of being in absolute control, she had to know more.

“They tormented the men this way until they had finished with them. Then, they brought them down here and hung them in the gallows. But for women of power, this still wasn’t torment enough. When a man hangs, he experiences Angel Lust as he surrenders to the noose. It gives him a forced erection and the need to ejaculate. So, the women stripped off their dresses and showed the men what they desired as they hung, teasing and denying them to the end with their naked bodies. Can you imagine a more decadent experience?”

Evelyn swallowed. “They hung them for pleasure?”

“Yes, just as Oscar will eat his dinner this evening, then enjoy his chickens.”

Again, Evelyn felt torn between her desire to be a respected journalist and the fact she felt excited about using men with such reckless abandon. Who didn’t want to indulge in selfish pleasure with no strings attached? She revised that thought. There was one string attached, a rope around his neck.

She looked at the Countess. Up to this point, she hadn’t expressed an opinion about it either way. “How does it make you feel to know your ancestors did this?” she said.

The Countess looked away, as if gathering her thoughts. “I think what they did was…”

Evelyn waited for her to finish, expecting a politically correct response. After all, they barely knew one another. Even if the Countess had such desires, why would she make such a dark confession to a stranger?

“I think it lacked refinement,” she said at last.

Evelyn drew a sharp breath, surprised by Cruella’s honesty.

“I didn’t plan to tell you any of this, my dear,” said Cruella. “But as soon as you walked into my front room, I recognised a kindred spirit. I saw it in your eyes, the hunger that drives you, and your potential if you cast off your social constraints.”

She paused, as if waiting for Evelyn to challenge the point. Evelyn felt more exposed than ever before, as if she couldn’t hide any part of herself before this powerful woman.

Cruella held her gaze for a moment, then allowed herself a small smile. “So, now we reach the point of no return. Do you want to learn everything, or cut your losses and walk away?”

Evelyn tried to calm her nerves. Her heart was racing and making it hard for her to think straight. But she knew the answer. She had known it from the moment she had arrived.

“Lead on,” she said.

The journey was a blur as Evelyn followed the Countess to their next destination. They returned to the interior and arrived at another bedroom. The Countess opened the door and stepped aside, allowing Evelyn to enter first.

She stepped into the room and her breath caught in her chest. There was no mistaking the fact that Cruella had the deadly desires of her ancestors. At the centre of the room was a smaller set of gallows designed for one. And hanging from a noose was a naked man.

At first, the sight shocked her, but as she looked closer, she could see Cruella had given the man a splendid end. He still had the most impressive erection Evelyn had ever seen, as it was so hard it still saluted the heavens.

“The blessing of the noose, a moment of perfect pleasure,” said Cruella, at her shoulder. “He gave himself to me willingly, as they all do at the end. If you break a man, then build him up again for one night of decadence, they always submit to the noose.”

Evelyn had dozens of questions that came at her all at once, but they simply came out as, “How?”

She didn’t need to ask ‘why,’ as Cruella had already explained her deadly lust. And it was naïve to imagine her staff were unaware of what went on in this room. Cruella would have an army of people at her disposal to help her indulge her forbidden desires.

She looked at the man with wonder and lust, feeling the heat and moisture build between her legs now her shock had subsided. Cruella had used him for her pleasure, then hung him, just as her ancestors did before her.

Cruella’s staff had evidently given the man a full body wax, and groomed every inch of his flesh to perfection, like a male glamour model posing for a shoot. She couldn’t resist taking a closer look at his cock as she wondered how it would have tormented him in the grip of his Angel Lust.

“Yes, he was desperate to cum. He ached for it and couldn’t do anything about it,” said Cruella. “The challenge we have, my dear, is how to harness that moment of perfect pleasure for our own delight. For me, watching simply isn’t enough anymore. I want to feel their intense need for release too.”

“Who was he?” asked Evelyn.

“Does it matter?” Cruella replied.

“Yes.”

“You’re still listening to your social sensibilities, my dear.”

Evelyn frowned. “What do you mean?”

Cruella’s eyes glittered, and not only from the diamonds in her eyelashes. “I can tell you’re in denial about the fact that you’re sexually aroused by what you see here.”

Evelyn felt more exposed than ever. “How did you know?”

“Your breath has quickened, your pupils have dilated and your scent has the sweet musk of feminine arousal. But I’ll answer your question nevertheless. My people found him, paid his family very well and told them he would be going away for a long time. I compensated them well, and he served me well. My ancestors weren’t as benevolent.”

It was Evelyn’s turn to read her companion. The Countess may have inherited their desires, but it was different. Her taste for it had evolved.

“Show me more,” she said.

The Countess led her on their dark tour again, this time delving into the bowels of the Château, which would have once been a dank and miserable dungeon. It was still a dungeon, but Cruella’s staff had decorated it to the level of opulence of the rest of the Château. It was only the cells that remained stark and bare.

“My people find me suitable men and bring them here. Once under lock and key, they have little to do other than exercise, while they hope for redemption. They give up eventually, when they realise there is none.”

Evelyn understood. Cruella’s practice of imprisoning the men in squalor prepared them to submit to her in the bedroom. And there was no greater form of submission than surrendering their life for her pleasure.

Cruella gave her a slight nod. “You understand. Good. Then will you join me for dinner? We have a special male guest waiting for us after we have eaten.”

“Who is he?”

“His name is Marcello, if that’s still important to you,” said Cruella, leading her onwards. “He’s no longer in his cell. My staff are getting him ready.”

They delved into another wing of the Château, where Cruella had her own beauty salon and spa. It was better equipped than most luxury salons on the high streets of big cities. Beyond a one-way mirror, Evelyn saw Marcello. Two beautiful women in crisp, white figure-hugging uniforms were grooming him to the same extent as the man hanging in the noose upstairs.

He had dark hair and chiselled features, and a hard, muscular body from having nothing else to do but train it to peak condition. His olive skin glistened with the oil the beauticians had rubbed into it to soften the roughness of his incarceration.

Evelyn felt a hot flush of desire settle between her thighs, but it was more than sexual arousal. It was the rush of pleasure that came with absolute power. Cruella was having Marcello groomed and prepared as if he were a prize beast ready for a feast. It was her ritual before his absolute submission to her in the bedroom.

“After we have eaten, we can enjoy him, just as Oscar will enjoy his chickens,” she said. “Come, my dear. I’m sure you’ll want to ‘freshen up,’ as you say in your country. Please enjoy my hospitality and partake of anything you desire.”

The Countess gathered the folds of her dress and departed with the elegance ingrained in her noble blood. Evelyn couldn’t help but wonder if her parting remark was as much a challenge as it was the offer of a generous host.

A maid escorted Evelyn to a spare room, invited her to use the facilities and help herself to any dress in the wardrobe. At that point, Evelyn realised she hadn’t seen a single man in the Château other than Marcello. Cruella’s only servants were women. She ruled a matriarchy just like her ancestors.

The spare room, as the maid had described it, was better furnished than a five-star hotel and more spacious as well. It had luxury linens and the finest of everything from the massive bed to the talcum powder on the make-up table. As Evelyn wandered into the bathroom, which was larger than many master bedrooms, she felt like a princess. There was every powder, cream and perfume a woman could desire.

Again, she wondered if this was a challenge. Was it an invitation to pamper herself like the elite of society, or was Cruella asking if she needed more to satisfy her deeper, darker desires?

Regardless, she took full advantage of the facilities, stripped out of her skirt suit, and took a long, hot and indulgent shower. As she got out to dry herself off, she looked at herself in the mirror with nowhere to hide her nakedness. She didn’t feel like a New York journalist anymore, but a woman privy to power. Looking into her own eyes, she finally saw what Cruella saw in her too, her unreleased potential.

All her life, she had seen men as her equal or master. This was the reason men had dominated women throughout the ages. Women had let them. Men had size, strength and power, but they also had one great weakness: they were slaves to sexual desire.

While a woman could use her beauty to her advantage, it wasn’t everything. A look that said, ‘kiss me,’ the perfume of her arousal, or a delicate, well-placed touch was enough to drive a man wild with lust. From all walks of life, women who had realised this power owned and controlled any man they wanted.

With the male animal appetite for sex, women could tame men, break their spirits like wild horses and make them their playthings. Once broken, a woman could use a man in whatever manner she pleased.

She imagined the decadent pleasures the Countess had enjoyed throughout her life. No doubt she had tied men to bondage frames to stripe their bodies red with a whip and other dominant delights. And now the Countess had an appetite for the darkest desire of all, so watch men submit to her noose.

In this bathroom, Evelyn had the means to make her transformation, to blossom into a beauty as alluring as the Countess, but it wasn’t her time yet. She had to let this change happen at its own pace.

She returned to the bedroom to indulge herself from the lingerie drawers and dresses hanging in the wardrobe. She immediately took a liking to a red lingerie set, with a satin bra and panties and sheer thigh-high stockings. It went marvellously well with a sleek red cocktail dress, open at the bust and with a long slash up one side to show off her legs.

“Drop-dead gorgeous,” she said, looking at herself in the mirror. “Now there’s a caption for the magazine!”

Outside, a maid waited to escort her to dinner. Evelyn felt different as she walked through the magnificent halls, adorned with the trappings of history and wealth. She no longer felt like a visitor. She felt like she belonged.

Cruella sat at the grand dining table. Although it would have seated at least fifty guests, she had the presence to fill the vacant spaces. She also looked so beautiful a man might drop dead at the sight of her. She wore a strapless black dress that clung to her curvaceous figure like a second skin until it rippled into the flowing folds of her skirts. As before, everything about her glittered and drew the eye, from her diamond jewellery to the stones sewn into her dress. She looked like a woman wrapped in a starlit sky on the night of a new moon.

She rose to meet Evelyn and took her by the hands, holding her at arm’s length to look her up and down. She drew a slow breath, filled with appreciation.

“My dear, that dress was made for you. You look ravishing. Truly worthy of nobility. Please, keep it. I insist.”

“Thank you,” Evelyn replied, feeling at a loss for words.

As she sat at Cruella’s side, she saw there was one other occupant at the table. At the end of the platters of fruit and morsels to whet the appetite, Oscar lay coiled in a ball on a black velvet cushion.

“What would you like to eat?” said Cruella. “My girls can prepare whatever you desire.”

Again, Evelyn felt Cruella was testing her. She plucked a bunch of green grapes from the bowl and set it on her plate. “This is fine,” she said.

“I understand, my dear. Unlike Oscar, humans find moments of dark indulgence difficult on a full stomach. I find a bowl of cold soup is a sufficient appetiser before the main course.”

She snapped her fingers and two maids appeared carrying a shallow bowl of soup for Cruella, and a small bowl of what looked like caviar for Oscar.

They dined in silence, like conspirators in the dead of night. Evelyn plucked her grapes and ate them one by one. She felt like a Roman Empress eating the candy of the vine before the orgy, but as wonderful as they were, they didn’t taste sweet to her palate. Not on this night, when there were much more decadent pleasures to come.

Oscar was the only one of the three who enjoyed his meal with gusto, wolfing down the caviar and happily eating a second portion without pause. Cruella ate her soup with precision, cleaning the bowl without needing to tip it to get the last spoonful.

She rested the silver spoon in the bowl and sighed. “Shall we move on to the main course?”

Evelyn nodded. Cruella rose and extended her hand, helping Evelyn from her chair. But she held it with affection as she led her through the Château, like a sister, not like a journalist from another country she had only met hours before.

Outside a bedroom, Cruella halted at the door and took Evelyn by the shoulders so she could look into her eyes. Evelyn saw the sparkle of desire for the forbidden in her emerald irises.

“And so we come to the moment. We can both enjoy him, if you’re ready.”

Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat. “I’ll watch for now.”

Cruella regarded her for a long moment, then gave her a small smile. “As you wish.”

She swept into the bedroom like a diva taking centre stage. Evelyn followed with a fluttering heart. It was a large bedroom, like the others she had seen, with the finest furnishings and drapes.

Marcello knelt at the side of a chaise lounge. He was naked and bound with his hands behind his back. Evelyn admired his taut body, with his rippling muscles straining against the thick leather straps binding his arms. She felt the heat rise between her legs at the sight of his splendid cock and heavy balls, waxed smooth and fully exposed. He didn’t look up as they entered.

Cruella stroked his cheek as she passed, like a mistress petting a prize animal. She glanced at the bed. “This is my answer to the unrefined practices of my ancestors.”

Evelyn took in the details of the bed. The mattress sat inside a solid ebony frame that echoed the great ironwood gallows in the courtyard outside. There were steel manacles at the sides to hold a man’s wrists and a pair at the base to restrain his feet. At the neck, a coil of soft black rope lay loose. Each end fed into small winches either side of the frame, leaving enough slack to circle a man’s neck twice. There were two buttons below the winch. It wasn’t difficult to imagine what they did. One would tighten the rope, the other would release it.

Cruella spoke to Marcello in French. Evelyn had a passable command of the language and could follow well enough.

“Marcello, are you ready to serve your mistress to the best of your ability?”

“Yes, your Excellency.”

Evelyn allowed herself a wry smile when Cruella didn’t correct him about her title, as she had done at their meeting. Evidently, she still enjoyed some pomp and ceremony.

Cruella sat before him and invited Evelyn to take a seat in an armchair off to the side. “Good, Marcello. We have had our appetiser. You may have yours.”

She opened her legs and guided his head under the folds of her dress, giving him access to her sex. Evelyn heard him exploring her with his tongue, making soft slurping noises.

Cruella let out a soft moan. She spoke English again. “This is the importance of denial, my dear. He only has his taste and smell for reference. His eyes will be hungry to see me naked.”

She indulged herself for a while longer, as Marcello did his best to serve her with his mouth and tongue. Evelyn felt herself getting wet between the legs as she watched. Cruella panted lightly. Marcello’s cock was hard as a rock and twitched every time Cruella made soft whimpering moans of pleasure.

Evelyn was in awe of Cruella’s mastery over this man. She watched with a dry mouth and a burning pussy as the Countess used Marcello without a care for his pleasure. And she felt the desire to have that power for herself.

She spoke in French again as she guided Marcello from between her legs. “You pleased me, Marcello. Few men receive the privilege of tasting a noble peach. I hope you enjoyed your forbidden fruit.”

He kept his eyes downcast. “Thank you, Excellency.”

“Rise,” said Cruella, as she stood up.

Marcello obeyed. She untied his hands and led him to the bed.

“Are you ready to submit yourself fully to me?”

“Yes, your Excellency.”

She guided him onto the bed, clamped his wrists and ankles in the manacles, and took a moment to admire his naked body. His long cock remained erect and twitched with carnal lust.

“Such a magnificent specimen of manhood, wouldn’t you agree, my dear?”

Evelyn’s heart pounded with excitement. She recalled the man hanging in the gallows and how hard his cock had become. Marcello was big already. Once the Angel Lust took him, he would have an intimidating erection.

Cruella gathered the rope and wrapped it around his neck. He accepted it without question. Then she climbed onto the bed and straddled him between her legs. Reaching over, she pressed the button that activated the winch and tightened the rope.

Evelyn heard the gears of the contraption hum and saw the rope tighten around Marcello’s neck. It was as slow as a second hand moving around a clock face, becoming taut in the smallest increments.

Cruella waited until the rope was tight enough to close Marcello’s windpipe. She gripped his cock as he gulped for air.

“Slowly… oh, so slowly,” she whispered. “Yes, I can feel it!”

She lifted her bottom to take his cock under her dress. Evelyn couldn’t resist touching herself as Cruella let out a shuddering moan. She could see the Countess was working hard to fit him inside her, even though she was undoubtedly wet from the thorough licking he had given her before.

“Oh! Oh, yes!” she moaned, lowering her bottom and rolling her hips.

Now he couldn’t breathe, Marcello looked at her for the first time as she rode him. His eyes rolled back and forth in desperation and awe. Evelyn reached under her dress and slipped a finger into her wet panties. Although she was only an observer, she could feel the intensity of their coupling. The air itself was thick with forbidden lust.

Cruella’s pleasure swelled until she was beyond speech. She gripped his cock with one hand and raked her fingers through her hair with the other. Evidently, Marcello was so long and hard from his Angel Lust, she had to keep one hand at the base of his cock to have the measure of each thrust. Evelyn could feel the pressure in her cervix as if she were on top of him.

She wasn’t aware of it at the time, but her perception of reality changed at that moment. There was no longer right or wrong, morality or sin, or any other social constraint. She only felt pure pleasure. She watched Cruella enjoy herself, and Marcello surrender to the Countess in the ultimate form of submission.

As they reached their peak, Cruella reached for the bustline of her dress, unhooked it and threw it open. She was completely naked underneath, giving Marcello one look at her body before the noose stole his consciousness.

She looked like a goddess with heaving breasts as she channelled his Angel Lust into her womb. Marcello’s cock was so swollen, it looked like it could tear her apart. Even in the throes of pleasure, she could see the effort the Countess had to make to fit it inside her.

Then she heard the breath catch in Cruella’s throat as if she too had a noose around her neck. Cruella tensed, arched her back and then bucked as if she were on the back of a rampant bull. It only took Evelyn one furious rub to make herself cum too. She had been holding her breath, and now it exploded from her chest in a wild moan as she gushed.

Time lost meaning. She floated in a daze of pure pleasure as if she were dislocated from her body. When she came to her senses, she saw Cruella sitting on one side of the bed, admiring Marcello’s spectacular erection, while she stroked his chest.

She looked up at Evelyn with a sparkle in her eyes unmatched by any diamond. “I felt everything,” she said. “Every nuance of his perfect moment of pleasure. Nothing in this world could surpass it.”

* * *

Evelyn watched the lush, green countryside pass in a blur. Her mind and body were still in a rapture over what she had experienced with Countess Cruella. She had come as a journalist chasing a cover story and departed a different woman.

After their forbidden tryst, the Countess had invited her to stay indefinitely if she wanted to remain with her at the Château. She would take her up on that offer sometime in the future, but for now, she had to explore her newfound desires by herself.

Cruella’s wealth and power was deterrent enough for her to never speak or write about the events she had seen. But it was inconsequential compared to the real reason she would keep the Countess’s secret.

The Countess had been right about her desire to taste the most forbidden fruit of all. Although she didn’t need the red dress or trappings of wealth to embrace her true nature, she would wear it anyway. And she didn’t need Cruella’s contraptions or rituals to indulge her desires. She only needed a rope, looped around a man’s neck and back around each bedpost to make a garotte. Then she could hold the ends and pull as she rode him, and leave him truly breathless as they had sex.

She was eager to get home, as the next time her boyfriend begged her to ‘finish him like a good girl,’ she would happily indulge him. But not as a good girl. Not this time or any time again with a man. She would finish him in a manner fitting for the kindred spirit of the Lady of Luxury.


She’s Too Good To Share

After dating for several weeks, Cheri was finally letting Harlow become intimate with her. It had been hard work and expensive to get to this point, but he’d finally won her over. She loved it when he made her the centre of attention and showered her with gifts. Some guys called her a ‘princess’ for the way she sought gifts for her affection, but she was worth it. And Harlow had a weakness for strawberry blondes. They held all the sexual allure of a fiery redhead, with the glamorous femininity of a blonde. He found it an irresistible combination.

Cheri was also the most gorgeous strawberry blonde he had ever met. From the moment he looked into her large, pale blue eyes, he knew he was in trouble. This was love. He was sure of it.

She absorbed his attention when they were together and dominated his waking thoughts when they were apart. At night, she haunted his dreams, making him wake up in a feverish sweat of desire as he imagined what it would be like to have sex with her.

They had mostly only indulged in heavy petting, but over the past few days, Cheri had let him lick her pussy. The way she went about it was unusual, but he didn’t care. His gorgeous strawberry blonde girlfriend was letting him pleasure her delicious honey hole. What reason did he have to complain about it?

She started by asking him how much cash he had in his wallet. When he told her, she nodded in approval and said, “Now you can lick my pussy.”

Naturally, Harlow thought nothing of it. His blood was pumping with excitement and his cock was aching with desire. She made herself comfortable on his bed and spread her legs. He couldn’t see anything under her skirt and went to lift it up.

“Just lips and tongue,” she said, pulling his hands away.

She guided his head under her skirt, draping it over his head so he couldn’t see anything. Without his hands or eyes, he only had his sense of smell and taste to rely on. Her arousal smelled wonderful, like ripe apricots.

He found her pubic mound with his lips and kissed it. It was smooth and bare, either waxed or lasered, as there wasn’t a hint of stubble from shaving. His cock throbbed as he explored her pussy, making his briefs sticky with pre-cum. Finding her tiny entrance, he took his first taste and listened to her draw a sharp breath. She tasted like honey and cream, and with one lick, he was an addict.

She gripped him between her thighs and took him by the nape to force his tongue deeper inside her. He was happy to oblige and pushed it in as deep as it would go, tasting her tight passage and sexual heat. She moaned with joy, and he enjoyed each gush of thick, sweet cum. She held him there until she had orgasmed many times and coated his face with her juices.

Then she pulled him away and stood up to face him. “You earned all that cum,” she said.

She reached into his back pocket, took out his wallet and emptied it of cash. They stood in silence as she counted it, as if she wanted to check there was as much there as he’d said.

He watched her, waiting to see what she would do next. She smiled at him, tucked the cash into her bra and took him by the nape of his neck for a kiss. It was an unusual kiss. She licked him like she was tasting an ice cream, as if she wanted to clean all her juices from his face and leave him with none.

“I can’t leave you with delicious cum on your face,” she said, as if she knew he wanted an explanation. “You’re my boyfriend and I don’t want to share you with other girls. If you have my sweet pussy juice on your lips, what girl could resist kissing you?”

The next time, it was the same. She asked him how much cash he had in his wallet and then gave him permission to pleasure her with his tongue. He happily obliged. After, she tucked the cash into her bra and cleaned his face again, moaning as if the taste of her cum gave her as much pleasure as her orgasm. Then she left him with blue balls and the desperate need to jerk off before the taste of her honey hole was only a memory.

For their third moment of intimacy, he’d come prepared with several hundred dollars in his wallet, twice as much cash as he usually carried. She looked very impressed when she popped her question. Harlow tried not to look pleased with himself. He was sure the larger ‘gift’ would encourage her to reciprocate and give him oral pleasure afterwards.

He took his time under her skirt, expertly teasing her clit and making her cum. She ran her fingers through his hair and gripped it tight when she squirted into his mouth. And she was extra attentive when she kissed him afterwards, taking her time to lick the cum from his face.

“Well, I should get going,” she said, as she tucked the cash into her bra.

“So soon?”

“A girl has to get her beauty sleep.”

Harlow winced inside. “I was hoping you might return the favour.”

“You’ve already had your treat, lover boy.”

He moved closer and put his hands on her waist, caressing the curves of her hips to get her in the right mood. “I’d really enjoy it if you sucked my cock,” he said.

“Oh, I have a small mouth,” she said, in a much too haughty tone for his liking. “And I don’t enjoy doing it, but as you’ve been generous, I’ll leave my wet panties on the bed. I’m sure they’ll help you finish yourself off in no time!”

He let her go, not having a choice in the matter. “Will I see you tomorrow?”

She sighed wistfully. “Oh, I can’t. I have a big day tomorrow. I’ve got an appointment at the beauty salon and then I’m going shopping.”

Harlow wanted some action that wasn’t one way traffic. “Tomorrow night then?”

“No. I’m going to the movies with a girlfriend. And I’ll have my phone on silent.”

She excused herself and went to the bathroom to freshen up before she left for the evening. Harlow felt sure her remark about having her phone on silent was an unsubtle hint that she didn’t want him to text or call. As he heard the cute tinkle of her pee on the porcelain, an impulse took him.

The phone in question was peeking out of her handbag, where she’d left it on the dresser. He snatched it up, keyed in her password and opened her applications. She was always toying with her phone when they were out, so he’d seen her enter her password many times. It was the acronym for ‘diamonds are a girl’s best friend,’ but she had added ‘forever’ to the end of the famous quote.

He found her maps application and added himself to her location sharing. When he heard her flush and run the tap at the vanity, he quickly locked the phone and returned it to her handbag.

She returned to the bedroom and kissed him again, her tongue searching for any traces of cum she might have missed. “I refuse to share you with other girls,” she said. “Night-night, lover boy.”

He immediately felt guilty. The way she had said, ‘I refuse to share you,’ went round and round his mind like an audio track stuck in a loop. If she discovered what he had done, he felt sure their relationship would be over and he would have nothing to show for it except two blue balls.

Even the allure of her pretty panties, perfumed with the scent of her arousal, couldn’t change his mood. With shaking hands, he retrieved his own phone and unlocked it. A notification popped up: Cheri wants to share her location with you.

His finger hovered over the ‘reject’ option for a moment. Then he accepted it. His maps application opened and he could see her icon travelling across the map toward her house. He berated himself for acting like a jealous lover, but the desire to check her location throughout the rest of the night became an obsession. She remained at her house all night, and he took a long time to get to sleep, as he nursed an aching cock and a bruised ego.

* * *

The next day, he tracked her movements from the moment he woke up. She left her house late in the morning and travelled across town, where she stopped for many hours at a beauty salon, as she had said she would. He wondered what women did at those places that took so much time, especially as he knew she didn’t need any waxing done.

After, she toured the city, making various stops to buy lingerie, cosmetics and jewellery according to the places she visited.

As the afternoon became early evening, he couldn’t stand knowing her location and not seeing what she was doing. He decided to head into the city, planning to ‘accidentally’ bump into her and her girlfriend on their way to the movies. But as he got into his car, he saw she didn’t stay in the city centre. He quickly fired up the engine and merged into traffic to intercept her.

She was travelling to the suburbs where there were no movie theatres, so he wondered why she was leaving the city centre. With the power to track her location, their paths crossed soon enough. She was in a taxi. He followed behind, never getting closer than three or four car lengths so she wouldn’t see him, even though it was getting dark. As the taxi indicated to pull into the curb, Harlow quickly parked a safe distance away.

They were in a wealthier suburb of the city, with large villas surrounded by trees. Cheri hopped out of the taxi looking ravishing in a form-fitting sky blue dress, the same colour as her eyes. Strawberry blondes looked great in any colour, but he thought blue was especially sexy on her.

She looked over her shoulder as if she sensed he was there. He felt the panic rise in his stomach, thinking he had already blown his cover. Then she looked the other way. It was the telltale gesture of a person wanting to check there was nobody around to see what they were doing. She walked through a gate and up the steps to a house to ring the doorbell.

The feeling of panic turned to cold fear as a man opened it. He grinned at her like a man who knew what she looked like naked. She glanced over her shoulder again and followed him inside.

Harlow drew a sharp breath. Perhaps the man was her girlfriend’s partner. He scoffed at the thought, remembering the look in the man’s eyes. Who was he trying to fool? The jealousy surged through his body, filling his mind with vengeful thoughts. He had to know what was happening and what they were doing together.

He saw someone had left a second-storey window ajar to air a room. Without considering the consequences, he crept from his car into the darkness and scaled the fire escape to reach the window. He inched it open so it was wide enough to climb through. Then he removed his shoes, so his footfalls were silent.

He didn’t have to go far, as he could hear Cheri talking to the man across the hall in the master bedroom. Opening the door a crack, he peered through. The master bedroom had double doors and they hadn’t bothered to close them, giving him a clear view.

Cheri had her hands on the man’s chest. He was mature and handsome, with greying temples and dark brown eyes fixed on her like a lover. There was no sign of another woman. He watched as Cheri unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor, along with his briefs. The man stepped out of them and sat on the bed.

Harlow balled his fists, ready to burst in on them and make the man pay, but what Cheri did next made him hesitate. She knelt between the man’s legs and looked up at him with her beautiful blue eyes. Even though he couldn’t see her face from his point of view, the way she did it made his crotch tighten with desire.

She lowered her head to his cock and pulled it aside to gain access to his balls. Without breaking eye contact, she sucked one of his balls into her mouth. The man let out a deep sigh. Harlow’s chest tightened with lust and rage. He wanted to burst through the door and make them stop, but he couldn’t move, as his desire to see what happened next was overwhelming.

Cheri sucked his ball for a while, then switched to the other as his cock hardened in her hand. Despite his rage, Harlow’s cock hardened too and was now throbbing in his pants. Cheri didn’t stroke the man. She only held his cock out of the way while she pleasured his balls in her warm, wet mouth. He was well hung, easily seven to eight inches and with an impressive girth.

Cheri teased his balls with her mouth until his cock was twitching in her hand. Then she withdrew her hands and held them behind her back, using only her lips and mouth as she continued to pleasure him. She planted kisses along the length of his cock, making him groan in anticipation. Harlow could see her feathering the man’s shaft with kitten licks, making his blood boil with lust. Harlow’s blood boiled too, but with jealousy and rage.

When she took the head of the man’s cock into her mouth, he felt it boil over. She had a small mouth? She didn’t enjoy doing it? As she sucked him, she let out soft whimpering moans, as if it brought her as much pleasure as him.

Harlow balled his fists so tight, his fingernails dug into his palms. But now wasn’t the time or place to do anything. He had no measure of this man, no idea what he could do, and he was an intruder in his house. He had no choice but to watch.

As she continued to suck the man’s cock, Harlow hated himself for watching. She was cheating on him and giving this man the pleasure he craved himself. But he hated himself for watching because it made him want to cum. He couldn’t resist putting his hand down his pants to rub himself as he watched.

She used every part of her mouth to pleasure the man’s cock. She nibbled the length with her teeth, lavished it with her tongue and took him deep into her throat, gagging herself on it while he grunted with joy.

She amazed Harlow with how long she could sustain giving the man oral pleasure without letting him cum. If she felt the man getting too close, she went back to sucking his balls. Then she built him up again, taking him into her hot, wet mouth to suck him for all he was worth.

As if she knew he was watching, she swept her luscious strawberry locks aside so he could see her face. She sucked the man so hard, her cheeks cratered with each pull of her mouth. He watched her pause to savour his pre-cum by using the tip of her tongue to penetrate his urethra.

“Yummy! Now… are you going to give me more? I want a big load, lover boy.”

Harlow couldn’t take it anymore and clamped a hand over his mouth as he emptied himself into his pants. For a girl who claimed to have a small mouth and not to enjoy sucking a man’s cock, Cheri’s technique was a masterclass in giving a man oral pleasure.

The man followed soon after, unable to stop his orgasm. She took him deep as he came, drinking everything he gave her with her eager mouth. He grunted and bucked his hips, pumping his spunk down her throat. She continued to suck him until he looked punch drunk in the aftermath of his powerful orgasm.

Harlow had seen enough and didn’t want to get caught. He let himself out of the house the way he had come in. What did this man have that he didn’t, that she pleasured him in the way she had refused Harlow earlier? More money?

His princess… his angel… his perfect girlfriend was nothing but a two-timing bitch that took what she wanted from him and gave him nothing in return.

Despite everything, he still loved her and desired her more than anything in the world. If she were with him now, he wouldn’t hesitate to kiss her, even if he tasted the other man’s cum on her sweet, strawberry lips. But he didn’t want to share her with other men. She belonged to him and no one else. He got into his car and drove off into the night with a head full of dark thoughts.

* * *

Harlow: Hey, doll! What are you up to tonight?

Cheri: Hey, lover boy! Dunno… depends.

Harlow: Well, I got paid today along with a big bonus. So I got you something sparkly.

Cheri: Oo… well, it sounds like we’re having a date.

Harlow: Great! See you at my place around seven?

Cheri: Can’t wait!

Harlow closed his messages and put down his phone. He couldn’t face talking to her yet and wanted to wait until they were in the same room. Since seeing her with the other man, he couldn’t shake the vision of her sucking his cock. He wanted it too. And he would risk everything to have it.

Cheri arrived soon after seven o’clock. She had the top two buttons of her blouse undone, giving him his first peek of her cleavage. She was also wearing a shorter skirt than normal and showing off her legs. As the sight of her body had been off limits so far, this was a positive change in direction.

She kissed him and ran her hands over his chest. Even though he knew where her mouth had been the previous night, she still tasted like fresh, sweet strawberries. In a heartbeat, he was under the spell of her lips.

“Sparkly… you know how much I like anything sparkly,” she said.

“Come to the bedroom,” he replied. “There’s a small box waiting on the bed.”

“Mm… they say good things come in small packages.”

She looked at him for a moment, then hurried to the bedroom. Without waiting for him to say anything, she ripped the paper from the rectangular parcel and opened the case.

“Oh, it’s lovely!” she said, holding up a black leather choker. It had a single diamond at the front, like a bright star in the night sky. “It must have cost a lot!”

“Hey, I got a fat bonus, so who else am I going to spend it on?” he said. “Here, let me put it on you.”

She gave him the choker and gathered her strawberry locks to give him clear access to her neck. He intended to buckle it to her neck, but not yet. Instead, he retrieved a soft cloth from the bedside table, wrapped his arm around her to restrain her and pressed it over her face. He had loaded the cloth with chloroform. She squealed and struggled, but the potent anaesthetic soon overpowered her and she collapsed in his arms. He held it to her face for a moment longer, making sure she was out cold before he let go.

He worked quickly, unsure how long the chloroform would keep her knocked out. First, he moved her to the middle of the bed, with her head hanging over the edge. Then he undressed her, removing every item of clothing so she was completely naked. Although he enjoyed seeing her without clothes at last, he didn’t pause to admire her body, as he still had much to do. Next, he gathered a coil of rope and tied her hands behind her back. He threaded the end through the headboard and back through the footboard, holding her at the centre of the bed. Using another length of rope, he tied each of her ankles to the bed with her legs spread.

Now he looked her over and admired the sweet pussy he had tasted but never seen. She looked gorgeous, with her large, round breasts thrusting out from having her hands tied behind her back. He ran his fingers over them and down her stomach to her smooth, hairless pussy and inner thighs. She looked incredible, and it made his cock as hard as hell.

Now, he could have her in any way he pleased, but as he admired her body, ready for him to use, he knew there was only one way he wanted to enjoy her. He wanted her mouth. But he wouldn’t deprive her of his gift to pay for the pleasure. He buckled the choker to her neck one notch too tight, so the leather pressed hard against her soft skin. Now she was ready to receive his cock.

Prising her mouth open, he eased his cock inside. It felt just as he had imagined, warm, wet and willing while she was under the influence of the chloroform. He savoured the soft rasp of her tongue on the underside of his cock, and the ridges on the roof of her mouth along the top.

It felt incredible, but he wanted everything the other man had enjoyed, so he pushed his cock down her throat. Lying on her back with her throat open, he could see his cock inside her, making her throat swell. He could feel the pressure of the choker as he rocked back and forth, enjoying each sensual thrust.

She stirred as he worked his cock in deeper, aiming to get it balls deep. As she realised her predicament, she struggled to free herself. He held her head, not letting her escape his cock in her throat. She gagged and choked on it, which made it much more exciting. But she refused to suck him, as she had done for the other man, and he wanted that too.

Shifting position, so he could reach under his balls, he pinched her nostrils closed, depriving her of air. It made her suck hard as she tried to draw air, but she got little as he pushed his shaft in deep. It felt good. Her sucking was powerful, much stronger than she had done for the other man.

As he felt her fade, he let her take desperate, deep gasps through her nose. Then he pinched her nostrils shut again and savoured the draw of her mouth on his cock. It was so strong, he felt like she could drain the cum from his balls without him needing to orgasm.

He repeated the process for as long as he could sustain it, but eventually the pleasure of her mouth was too much to hold back. He let her recover as he felt his orgasm reaching its peak, then made her suck him hard again as he emptied his load straight down her throat. It was a powerful, deep orgasm, making him see stars before his eyes from the force of his ejaculation. He buried his cock in her neck, enjoying the pressure of the choker as it amplified the pleasure of his release.

When he had finished, Cheri had passed out again. As his vision focused, he saw she was wet between the legs. As a man who had spent some time between them already, he recognised the ripe apricot scent of her cum. Choking her had aroused her against her will. This was unexpected, but very exciting, especially as he wasn’t finished with her yet.

He sat on the bed and waited for her to stir again. After a moment, she opened her baby-blue eyes.

“I know what you did last night,” he said. “I was there. I saw everything.”

“I—I went to the movies,” she gasped with a thin voice.

“No, you were sucking another man’s cock, right after you refused to suck mine.” He recited the man’s address as proof. “How many other men are there? Do you suck all their cocks too?”

“I went to the movies,” she said again.

He shook his head. If she could continue to lie to him, there were doubtless others, perhaps a different man for every night of the week.

“I wanted to know what he had, which I don’t, but I don’t care anymore. I won’t share you with other men. It has to end between us.”

“Harlow! Wait!” she pleaded.

He wasn’t interested in hearing more lies and reached for the choker at her neck. The leather strap was thin, but strong, and easily took the pressure as he buckled it a notch tighter, making her work for each breath. She gasped and pleaded with him breathlessly to loosen it. He tightened it another notch instead. It looked lovely around her neck, with the diamond marking the point where it closed her windpipe and deprived her of air.

He admired her body, straining against her bonds as she gulped hopelessly for air.

“Unlike you, I would never refuse to return the pleasure,” he said.

One last time, Harlow knelt between her legs and pleasured her pussy until she squirted her sweet cum all over his face. This time, she wouldn’t get the chance to lick him clean. He could enjoy that pleasure all for himself. She was too good to share, and if he couldn’t have her all to himself, no other man would get to enjoy her either.


Well Hung

Brian was busy thinking up an excuse to escape the office Christmas party. By some bad turn of luck, he’d got stuck with Neil from accounts. No one could ever accuse Neil of being a gifted conversationalist. Neil liked to talk about himself, in particular, his passionate hobby as a lawn mowing diarist. Neil had documented every outing with this beloved push mower, at length and without missing the smallest detail. He had given Brian volume one to read. Brain hadn’t finished it yet. He couldn’t get past the first page because it immediately put him to sleep.

Worse still, his company had organised the party at a function hall with three other firms to spread the cost. As a man who had little confidence socialising with people he knew, there was no escape from Neil and his lawn mowing anecdotes.

Everywhere he looked, he saw strangers. And there were only so many times he could make the excuse of wanting to get another helping from the buffet. So, that left him searching for an excuse to escape altogether.

As Neil launched into a rousing account about the day he started with his back lawn instead of the front, the hairs prickled on the back of Brian’s neck. Instinctively, he turned to see who was looking at him.

He blinked several times as he met the gaze of his observer across the hall. It was… a girl! He swallowed hard. But she wasn’t just any girl. She was a hot blonde with a figure like a glamour model who posed in business clothes for men who had a fetish for sexy secretaries. His cock twitched in his pants. Her big, round glasses did nothing for her face, not that it mattered, as she could give a man a boner if she wore a hockey mask.

Neil appeared to have noticed too and nudged Brian in the ribs. “Whoa! Brian! My man! That’s Polly from the office building across the street. She looks like she’s into you. Damn! You lucky sonofabitch!”

Brian didn’t know how Neil could leap to such a conclusion. Yes, she was looking at him, but it meant nothing.

“You know her?” said Brian. He couldn’t break eye contact with this vision of feminine administrative wonder. Girls didn’t look at him this way, and never girls like Polly. And here she was, giving him the eye.

“Well, not as much as I’d like. But you’d have to be blind not to notice her or any of the other girls who work across the street. It’s like they only hire hot girls there.” He drew a sharp breath. “I’d sure love to mow her lawn, if you know what I mean.”

Brian stood in dazed wonder. “No, I don’t,” he said.

“You know… mow her lawn!” Neil gave him a theatrical wink.

Brian really didn’t know what Neil was talking about, or why Polly could possibly have any interest in him. He had as much luck with girls as he had a chance of winning the lottery without buying a ticket.

“If I could get a job there, I wouldn’t think twice about packing up my desk and crossing the street,” continued Neil. He suddenly clamped his hand over his mouth in disbelief.

Brian looked back in Polly’s direction and nearly lost his balance. Polly was crossing the hall and making her way through the guests, headed straight in their direction.

As she neared, Brian felt like they were the only two people in the world. All sight and sound faded to nothing. There was only the incredible vision of Polly walking toward him, with a smile on her pouty pink lips and a devilish twinkle in her neon blue eyes. Damn! The way she filled out her shirt and blouse was enough to make his cock ache with desire.

“Hey,” she said, coming between him and Neil. “I’m Polly.”

The world came rushing back to Brian in a cacophony of colour and sound. “I—I know,” he replied.

She smiled, tilted her head and looked at him. “So, do you have a name?”

“Neil,” said Neil, with a ridiculous grin plastered across his face.

Polly shot him a look that could make a man wet his pants. “I didn’t ask you,” she said. “And you can go away now. I’m talking to him.” She planted her index finger on the middle of Brian’s chest to emphasise the point.

Neil looked unphased, but retreated a few steps. “Any time you want your lawn mowed, just call me,” he said.

Polly sniffed at him and turned back to Brian. The warm smile returned to her face as she traced a line across his chest and down his arm. “So, what’s your name, handsome?”

Handsome? Brain wondered who she was talking to, even though she was looking at him. Perhaps she had X-ray vision and was talking to another man behind him. He took the plunge, hoping she actually was talking to him.

“Um… Brian.”

“Well, hello, um Brian,” she said with a breathy giggle. “I’ve been sizing you up all night, but it’s hard to get your attention. So I thought I’d better come over and introduce myself. You don’t mind me interrupting, do you?”

Brian shook his head, but kept his mouth tightly shut. It was refusing to cooperate with his brain and only wanted to make squeaking sounds.

“So… now we have established that I’ve been checking you out, we should make conversation, um Brian. Unless you’d rather go back to talking with Neil rather than me?”

Brian shook his head furiously this time.

She smiled. “That’s the correct answer. You’re not a big talker, are you? But let’s see if you can get another question right. What company are you with?”

Brian said his company name without squeaking, stuttering or making a fool of himself. Was this real? He wanted to pinch himself and check, but his nerves froze his body to the spot.

“Oh, the firm across the street!” said Polly. “You have a lot of guys working there. It’s funny, because we have so many girls in our office. We hire guys and they hang around for a short time, but they never seem to last long.”

She smiled at him, baring two rows of perfect white teeth. Brian had read a book about how to talk to girls, but at the sight of her smile, he forgot all the advice.

Polly touched his arm again, and his cock throbbed so hard, he felt it down his thighs and up through his stomach.

She looked up at him, snaring him in her azure gaze. “Brian, would it be fair to say that you’re not used to having a girl hit on you?”

“Um… yes,” he said, nearly choking on the words.

Polly leaned close to his ear. He felt her hot breath on his neck. She smelled amazing, like orange candy and feminine musk. It made his heart pound and his balls tighten.

“Well, Brian, I’m hitting on you right now. So there’s only one more question you need to answer to get lucky.” He felt her breasts brush his chest. “What are you going to do about it?”

* * *

Having a girlfriend for more than a day was a massive change for Brian. But having a hot girlfriend made him wonder if he had stepped through a portal in the multiverse and taken the place of a Brian who was attractive to women. It certainly seemed that way. When he went out with Polly in public, he got envious looks from men and jealous looks from girls. His life had changed forever.

Polly loved taking him up to her office too. It was like she wanted to show him off to her colleagues. And Neil hadn’t been wrong about how many hot girls worked at her firm. There were hardly any guys at all. It was like walking into a modelling agency, not an administration business.

The way the girls looked at him made him understand what women meant when they said, ‘men stare at me like I’m a piece of meat.’ Although Brian liked it when they looked at him that way. He felt like some kind of sex symbol.

Even though they hadn’t become intimate beyond Polly’s tendency to touch him or hold his hand whenever they were out, he was sexually satisfied. When he got home at night, the memory of her sweet perfume, gorgeous face and bouncy tits was all he needed to jerk off. He felt certain Polly would come to her senses before there was any possibility they would actually have sex… while in the same room… and with each other.

So, he enjoyed it for what it was and for as long as it lasted. Walks in the park, coffee and dinner dates, kissing and cuddling in the back row at the movies… that was more than enough for him. For two weeks, he was in a state of total bliss.

Then, one afternoon at coffee, she said, “Brian, it’s time we got serious. I want to find out what you have in your pants.”

He swallowed hard. “Really?”

She nodded. “I like my men well hung. So, I want to see it tonight. At my place.”

Brain blinked several times. Polly kept a straight face.

“I’m serious,” she said. “I’m ready for us to step our relationship up a gear.”

“Tonight?” he said, sounding like an adolescent whose voice hadn’t broken yet.

“Yes.” Her face sank. “You want to do it, don’t you? Unless… you think there’s something wrong with me?”

He stared into her bright blue eyes. There was nothing wrong with her. She was perfect. But there was no way she was actually going to want to have sex with him when she saw what he had in his pants. If she liked her men well hung, she probably liked big cocks. His cock was on the shy side of average. And that was being generous with the Swedish rounding when he measured himself.

“I just don’t want to disappoint you, Polly,” he said.

She stroked his jawline with her fingertips. “You could never disappoint me, Brian. You’re the sexiest man I’ve ever met.”

Brian’s mood improved out of sight. He felt hope swell in his chest. “Really?”

Polly laced her fingers around the back of his neck and drew him to her for a kiss. She tasted like raspberries, and for the first time, she put her tongue in his mouth. It was sensual and incredibly arousing. It felt like she was penetrating him, wanting to know what it was like to be inside him, to feel him quivering and vulnerable as she explored his mouth.

She paused, leaving him breathless. “Brain, if you play your cards right, you could be my guy.”

“Wow!” Brain wowed.

She whispered in his ear. “So why don’t you go home and get yourself ready for a big night. Go to town. If you make the right impression, I could be your girl for the rest of your life.”

She kissed him again, making him tremble as she devoured his mouth. He couldn’t kiss her back as she was so dominant with her tongue, pushing it into him, thrusting deep as if she wanted to get all the way to the back of his throat.

“See you tonight, lover boy,” she said, with a wink.

The kiss left him speechless. He stood in a daze as he watched her gorgeous apple-shaped bottom sway back and forth as she walked away. And tonight, he would discover the treasure between her heavenly legs.

Then he remembered what she had said about liking her men well hung. He felt panic set in, wiping his dumbstruck lust clean away. How on earth was he going to make a good impression with a small cock? He tried to remember what his mother always said about making a good impression before she went out anywhere.

Hair. Lipstick. Nails. Matching handbag and shoes.

He felt confident he could skip the handbag. And probably the lipstick too. But her advice was about grooming and dressing well. He had also read a book that said a man can make his cock look bigger if he trimmed his pubic hair and shaved his balls.

Like a madman on a mission, he went to work, starting at his head and working his way down. He immediately went to the barber to get a haircut and a cut-throat razor shave for a super-smooth jawline.

Next, he raced to the chemist for grooming supplies and a bottle of cologne with a price tag that made his eyes water. But it would be worth it when he felt Polly’s tight, wet pussy sliding down his cock. When he asked the chemist to recommend a product for ‘his girlfriend’s bikini line,’ the chemist gave him wax strips. He didn’t have the heart to confess they were for his ‘bikini line,’ so he bought them without question.

Afterwards, he bought a new shirt and pants, relying on the assistant’s recommendation for what looked good on him. She seemed to know what she was talking about, and he knew he had the dress sense of a colour-blind clown.

Finally, he went home to perform the ritual known to every woman and very few men. He attended to every detail of his personal grooming from head to toe. When he got to the waxing, he decided if removing the hair from his cock made it look bigger, he might as well wax everywhere.

While he uttered every curse known to man to complete the task, he was quite pleased with the result. He checked himself out in the bathroom mirror. His crotch was smooth as a bare bottom, and he thought his cock looked quite a bit bigger for the effort. Did it rate as well hung? For a man who had never had a girlfriend like Polly, or a regular girlfriend at all, what did he have to lose by finding out? With a generous puff of cologne, he was ready to go.

* * *

Brian arrived at Polly’s house at the dot of eight o’clock with a bunch of flowers and a throbbing cock. It was amazing how hair removal amplified his sensitivity down there. He reached for the doorbell with a shaking hand. All the long years of lucking out with women were about to end. And what a spectacular end it would be with the girl of his dreams.

In a whirlwind, Polly opened the door and pulled him inside, pressing him against the door to close it in their feverish embrace. She nuzzled into his neck, finding his earlobe with her teeth and giving it a sharp nibble.

“I brought you some flowers,” he said, as he felt her teeth on his neck.

He felt like he was getting hit on by a horny vampire, but it was still good.

“They’re lovely,” she said, taking them and tossing them aside. “But your neck is lovelier.”

He squealed as she bit him hard enough to hurt.

“What was that for?” he said.

“I’m marking you,” she said breathlessly. “You’re mine now and every girl needs to know you belong to me.”

Brian swallowed hard. Polly was evidently the dominant one in the bedroom, and her animal passion was quite overwhelming.

She took him by the nape of the neck with one hand and grabbed a handful of his hair with the other, pulling it back as if she wanted to expose his throat. The hold forced his mouth open, and before he knew it, she had her tongue inside him again. She was more forceful with her kisses this time, interspersing them with her teeth as she bit his lips hard enough to make them hurt.

Brian felt like a rag doll in her arms, utterly helpless as she devoured his mouth and dominated him with her tongue. He knew how women felt when they said that men looked at them like a piece of meat, but now he knew what it felt like to have a woman use his body as a sex toy too.

“I could eat you up,” she said, with a ragged voice. “Now, let’s find out what you’ve got in your pants.”

She grabbed him by the arm, dragged him through her lounge and up the stairs to her bedroom. It all happened so fast, he didn’t take in any of the details of her house. All he knew was that she was wearing a silver satin robe and what looked like little else underneath.

Once she had him in her bedroom, she parked him beside her bed. She looked lovely with the flush of arousal on her cheeks and a sparkle in her deep blue eyes. She held him in her gaze as she unbuttoned his shirt and ran her fingers over his chest and stomach, like she was sampling the ripeness of fruit.

Then she went lower, unzipping his pants and reaching through the fly to find his cock, which was already semi-erect.

“Mm… smooth! I like it!” she said, feeling about.

Then her brow creased with a small frown as she found his cock. Brian’s mood went from helplessly excited to hopelessly nervous in a heartbeat.

“Hmm… I think we’d better measure it,” she said, undoing his belt and letting his pants fall around his ankles.

“Is that really necessary?” he said. As he’d measured himself several times, he already knew the stats.

“Oh, yes! Every girl needs to know if a man meets her expectations. You want to impress me, don’t you?”

He watched her take a small set of scales and a measuring tape from the bedside table. Now she wasn’t all over him, he also got the chance to look about her room. It was very girlish in decoration, with dolls and soft toys scattered on the top of the dresser and around the bed. But she also kept a very unusual object off to the side of the bed. It looked like a large freestanding frame, or a picture that went from the floor almost to the ceiling. He couldn’t tell which, as she had covered it with a white sheet.

Polly returned and sat him on the bed, placing the scales underneath his balls.

“Thirty-two grams… hmm… they’re a little light, but acceptable. But this…”

She stroked his cock, urging it to full hardness. Then she put the tape at the base to measure his length, noted the numbers, and then wrapped it around his cock to measure his girth.

“You’re a four and a half by two and a half,” she said.

“I know,” he squeaked.

“And that’s if I’m generous with the Swedish rounding.”

Brian’s heart sank. This was the end. He felt sure she was going to dump him while he had his waxed crotch on display and his pants around his ankles. How more humiliating could it get?

If only the act of measuring cocks wasn’t stuck in the imperial system. Then he could boast having a cock in double digits, a whopping eleven and a half centimetres in length and six and a half in girth.

And if only she had taken a liking to Neil at the Christmas party instead. Neil deserved to have a woman tease him about his obsession with lawn mowing, and how it was compensating for what he was missing in his trousers.

“Lucky for you, I’m very tight,” she said. “So my standards for ‘well hung’ aren’t the same as other girls. My ideal man is exactly five by three inches, just shy of average. I think, with the right encouragement, we might get some more length and girth out of your cock and bring you up to my ideal size.”

Brian’s chest filled with hope. He was still in with a chance. And if he could get some extra length and girth, he could keep his adorable girlfriend forever. Then a thought occurred to him.

“How do we do that?” he said.

Polly raked her fingernails down his chest, making him quiver with fear and excitement. She looked at him with the hunger of a savage beast as she made her way down to his crotch. The way she grazed his skin made his cock twitch with excitement at prospect of pleasures to come.

“We just have to get Mr Happy much more excited than normal,” she said. “But we also need to make sure you don’t cum too fast either. I like to orgasm several times when I have sex, so you need to last, not blow your load too soon. And lucky for you, I know just how to do it.”

She made a careful selection from the collection of creams and ointments on her bedside table, a tube of Go Longer Desensitising Gel.

Brian took an immediate disliking to the idea that she wanted to numb his cock to make him last longer. It seemed like a no-win situation for him, as even if he could stay hard, he wouldn’t get the full enjoyment of his orgasm. If the gel made him go soft, how would he impress her enough to have sex? He settled on the fact he had no choice. If she didn’t use it, his chances of lasting longer than two minutes were next to impossible.

She squirted a generous dose onto her palm and vigorously massaged it into his cock and balls. It felt great to get a hand job, but the extra-large dose of gel quickly nullified his sense of pleasure. He could feel her grip and the enthusiasm of her hand, but nothing else.

“Mm… we’ll get you so hard and numb you’ll be able to go for hours without losing a drop of cum from your balls.”

Brian wanted to know how she expected him to stay hard when he soon wouldn’t feel anything at all. There was now a large numb patch where his cock and balls used to be. This was a guaranteed method for giving a man a limp dick.

“Oh, it’s going to be so hot!” said Polly. “Now for the good part!”

Like a magician’s assistant revealing the next trick, she skipped to the frame covered with the white sheet and pulled it off. Brian’s jaw fell open. It was a sturdy wooden frame supporting a hangman’s noose.

“Are you ready?” she said, clapping her hands like an excited schoolgirl.

“For what?” he said. He hadn’t known how the evening would play out, but this was the last thing he had expected her to produce.

“Some very naughty breath play,” she said.

“But that’s a gallows,” he replied.

“I know! Hanging a man is the best way to bring on Angel Lust. You’re going to have the most magnificent erection soon!”

Brian blinked several times as he processed what she’d said. “You expect me to let you hang me?”

“Of course! That’s if you want to have sex. You do want to feel what it’s like to be inside me, don’t you, Brian?”

“But… but… it’s hanging!”

“Oh, don’t be so melodramatic,” she said, wheeling the gallows beside the bed. “It’s only a little breath play and hardly anything to complain about. It’s not like I’m one of those kooky girls who gets her thrills from snipping off men’s balls.”

She planted her hands on her lovely hips and eyeballed him. “Besides, all the girls are hanging their boyfriends these days. How else are we supposed to get some decent action?”

He stuttered and realised he was fast running out of excuses. It was like being stuck with Neil at the Christmas party all over again.

Polly grabbed him by the cock again and stroked it. “What would you prefer? The best erection you’ve ever had in your life and hours of hot sex, or a three-minute disappointment?”

Brian knew it would be more like a two-minute disappointment without all the numbing gel. “But… it’s dangerous.”

She grabbed him by the arm and led him to the gallows. “Don’t be silly. Here… look. It has an electric lift for raising you up and gently lowering you down so there’s no sudden drop. I tied the rope to this brace on the frame with a trick knot. If I get carried away watching you get the best erection of your life, all you need to do is kick the rope and the knot will release.”

Brian’s head was spinning. She enjoyed watching men hang? There was clearly much more to Polly than he knew. He tried to process his thoughts, but she was all over him again, kissing him forcefully, rubbing his cock and massaging his balls. She was like a drug, dulling his wits and overwhelming him with lust. Before he knew it, she had him in handcuffs and standing on the platform, ready for the gallows.

“Hey! Why the handcuffs?” he said.

“To truly experience Angel Lust, you need to feel completely helpless. It’s all just roleplaying, Brian. Don’t worry about it. Just think about the sex. It’s going to be so hot!”

She gathered the noose and fitted it over his head, pulling the soft rope tight around his neck. She stepped on the pedal to activate the electric lift, raising him from the floor. Then she tensioned the rope, so it was taut.

“Damn, I’m ready to have a squirting orgasm right now!” she said, admiring him in the noose. “Ready?”

Brian didn’t have time to respond as she lowered the platform from under his feet. The rope bit into his neck, closing his windpipe with cruel efficiency. He felt his eyes bulge as the reality hit him that she had deprived him of breath.

He watched as she sat in an armchair and put her hand between her legs to play with herself. He couldn’t even enjoy a glimpse of her pussy as he kicked. But then his desperate need for air activated a surge of pleasure through his body, the lack of oxygen heightening his sense of lust. He felt his cock getting harder than it had ever done before. He felt sure, if he could look down, that he would be sporting the biggest boner of his life.

“Oh, Brian!” moaned Polly. “You were made for the noose!”

But despite the wonderful sensation of masculine arousal, he knew he wouldn’t last long with no air. His vision was darkening, and Polly’s sweet moans sounded distant. There was only the feeling of his incredible boner, throbbing and twitching as if it had a will of its own.

Then he remembered what she had said about kicking the rope. He lashed out with his foot and struck the rope, releasing the trick knot. In a blur, he fell from the gallows onto the bed with the noose still tied to his neck.

Gasping for air, he felt Polly’s soft, warm hands on him again.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed with pleasure, as she put her tape to his cock to measure him again. “You’re exactly five by three inches and ready to ride!”

He was too lightheaded from the lack of air to do anything other than let Polly do whatever she pleased. She took her tube of Go Longer Desensitising Gel and lathered more onto his cock, then sealed it with a condom.

“So big and hard, and so numb,” she said. “Perfect!”

She straddled him, and he felt her weight as she eased herself onto his cock. But he was so numb he couldn’t feel the heat or wetness of her sex, only the pressure of her tight pelvic muscles. There was enough sensation to keep him hard from the effects of the Angel Lust, but she had used so much gel, he couldn’t enjoy himself and there was no way he could cum.

Polly rolled her hips and got into her rhythm, driving him in and out of her pussy with long, sensual strokes. Although she still wore her robe, she looked beautiful as she rode him, knowing she could go as long and hard as she liked without triggering his release. Her moans were amazing. They were the sweetest sound to pass his ears, the panting, urgent whimpers of a woman building toward an explosive orgasm.

She grabbed the rope and pulled it tight, using it as leverage to drive her hips down the length of his cock as hard as she could.

“Don’t you go soft on me, Brian!” she said, with ragged gasps.

She choked him with the rope, depriving him of air to keep him trapped in the state of forced arousal. He felt like a stallion beneath a wild cowgirl as she took him for the ride of his life. The aching need to cum made his balls tighten, and the tension spread down his legs and through his torso. He needed to cum before she choked him so hard he would pass out.

Yet for every delicious thrust of her hips, the overload of numbing gel deprived him of his orgasm. He could feel it, just beyond reach, always eluding him, no matter how much she tortured his cock with pleasure.

He felt faint from the lack of air and lost track of time as Polly treated herself to one shuddering orgasm after another. She clenched him as tight as a fist each time, contracting around his cock as she moaned with pleasure.

Then, mercifully, she let go of the rope and collapsed onto him, completely spent after her wild ride. They gasped for air, for different reasons. Now, without stimulation, the numbing gel made his cock go soft.

“Oh, Brian, you were amazing!” she panted.

Easing herself off him, she removed his condom. “Oh, you didn’t cum!” She bit her lip and looked him in the eye. “I’m sure you really need to empty those balls. Wanna go again?”

“I… don’t know if I’m up to it,” he said.

“Oh, we can fix that. All you need is another ride in the noose and you’ll be raring to go again.”

She pulled him from the bed and led him to the gallows to reset the noose, tying the loose end to the brace so the rope was taut around his neck. Handcuffed and helpless, Brian had no choice but to have another ride in her wicked contraption.

As she lowered the platform from under his feet, he felt the rope bite into his neck again, closing his windpipe and stealing his breath. Polly was clearly intent on making sure he got a tremendous boner again. She stroked him while he dangled on the end of the rope, making his cock feel wonderful as he struggled to breathe.

Regardless of her methods, the lack of air amplified his pleasure, making his cock hard as an iron rod and his balls feel tight. As the numbing gel began to wear off, he felt like he would cum like a fire hose. Once she had him in a full state of Angel Lust again, she stopped stoking. She sat in her chair and watched him while she fingered herself under her robe.

Brian felt himself fading. Everything felt like a strangely erotic nightmare. He reached out with his foot to kick the rope. The knot held firm and remained unyielding to his efforts this time. He tried again without success.

“Oh, this time I tied a double trick knot,” said Polly, as she watched him struggling to escape. She giggled.

A double trick knot? Brian realised exactly what was happening now. Polly really got off on breath play in a big way. And this time, she wanted to take him all the way to the end.

“I told you I like my men well hung,” she said.

She got up and went over to her bedside table. He watched as she got a fresh condom and filled it with numbing gel. Her big blue eyes twinkled with mischief as she rolled the condom onto his raging erection.

While the noose stole his breath, the gel loaded condom stole his pleasure, leaving him aching to cum and unable to do anything about it. She looked up at him and smiled, looking devastatingly gorgeous and terrible at the same time.

“We have to make sure you stay well hung for me. And that means I want you ultra hard and desperate to cum, but lovely and numb, so all that cum stays inside.”

She returned to her chair as he lost the will to escape the rope. His cock was so hard he could feel the strain through his entire body, and his balls were tight as drums with the explosive need for release.

He kicked one last time, hoping for air, but wanting his orgasm more. Polly sighed with admiration, enjoying every second of his desperate arousal and how she had denied him any hope of release. There was only one form of release he would get in her bedroom, and she was determined to go through with it.

“I told you if you made a good impression that I would be your girl for the rest of your life. And you have made the best impression this girl could ever hope to get,” she said.


The Sitter

Carlton hesitated outside his front door. He took three deep breaths as he tried to calm the fire in his belly. Each did little to soothe his mood, but he couldn’t go inside fuelled with rage, especially when the ‘kids’ would be in bed.

Nor did he want to have a face like a thunderstorm in front of the sitter, Billi. He didn’t know what he would tell her when he went inside alone, without his wife. He and Karen had made a song and dance about asking Billi to stay late, so they could have a romantic evening out together for the first time in ages. They were hoping to rekindle the fire in their relationship. Instead, they had kicked off the evening with a heated argument.

So, here he was, at a quarter past seven, by himself, hours before they were both due back. Working up the courage to face Billi, he inserted his key into the lock and opened the door. He heard her stir in the lounge, obviously wondering who was letting themselves into the house much earlier than anyone expected. She called out, and he heard a tremor of fear in her voice.

“It’s okay, Billi. It’s only me,” he said, trying to keep his tone even. He doubted he had done a decent job of it.

“Mr Bates?” she said, entering the foyer from the lounge.

He tried to smile and knew he was making a mess of that too. “Yep, just me,” he said, with a sigh.

In his heightened emotional state, he noticed how attractive she looked, not that he hadn’t appreciated her beauty before. But she looked different. He couldn’t work out why. Perhaps it was because she had let her hair out of her ponytail so it fell loose around her shoulders. She had milk coffee coloured hair, which had blonde tips from spending so much time outdoors. That was also the reason she had a glorious golden tan, which darkened the sprinkling of freckles across her pert nose.

The emotion in his belly stirred up some unexpected desires, and he looked her up and down for longer than he knew he should. She wore a tight white blouse that clung to her nubile figure, a pink miniskirt, white stockings and dainty pink shoes. She looked rather like a feminine version of a pink and white candy cane, and not in a bad way at all.

He realised his behaviour was inappropriate. She was ten years younger than him. Even if he wasn’t married, it wasn’t right to look at a young girl that way unless she invited it.

She met his gaze with her big brown eyes and smiled, but the trembling of her lower lip showed her concern. “Is everything okay, Mr Bates? Where’s Mrs Bates?”

He led her back into the lounge, looked at his feet and sucked in a deep breath. “Um… there’s no easy way to say this. We had a fight. A bad one. She stormed off. I don’t know where she is right now. She isn’t answering her phone.”

He felt her warm hands on his shoulders. “Oh, jeez! I’m so sorry to hear that, Mr Bates. Come and sit down. You look so stressed.”

She guided him to the couch and sat him down. Before he knew what was happening, she had wrapped her arms around his neck and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. In doing so, she pressed her firm breasts to his face, which made him feel even more confused in his daze of emotion.

“Billi, you shouldn’t—”

“There’s nothing wrong with someone giving you care and affection when you’re upset, Mr Bates,” she said in his ear, as she kissed him again.

As she broke the embrace, he felt the wet patch on his cheek where she had marked him with her pink lip gloss. He wanted to wipe it off, afraid that Karen would come home at any moment and see him with lipstick on his cheek. If the subject of their inability to conceive could set her off like a rocket, the sight of lipstick on his cheek would make her explode.

“You are so tense! Let’s get you out of your jacket,” said Billi, urging him to lean forward so she could slip off his jacket.

He tossed it aside and slumped. Billi walked behind him and he felt her warm hands on his shoulders as she massaged them to loosen his knotted muscles.

“Billi, you don’t have—”

“It’s okay, Mr Bates. You know how much I like you. I want to help. Do you want to talk about what happened?”

Her soft fingers eased his tension as she kneaded his shoulders and neck. He’d already told her they had argued. What did it matter if he told her why?

“We didn’t even get to the restaurant before she started to worry about the dogs,” he said.

“They’re fine,” said Billi. “I fed them and put them to bed. I don’t know why she worries about them so much. Honestly, you don’t need a sitter. You need to stop spoiling those dogs. Then they wouldn’t get upset whenever you go out.”

They only got upset whenever Karen went out, but he didn’t think it was polite to correct Billi about it. Scruffles and Sprinkles, their Papillon pets, were unquestionably her dogs. Not only did they adore her, they hated him just as much. The feeling was mutual, but he maintained an uneasy truce with the canine duo so as not to rock the boat. They had already rocked it too many times in their five years of marriage.

“I opened my stupid mouth and said they were baby replacements,” he said. “It’s no wonder she went off at me.”

Billi kneaded his shoulders, finding tight, painful muscles that had knotted in the throes of anger. He winced as she loosened them, the pain feeling like punishment for running off at the mouth.

“That’s exactly what they are, Mr Bates,” said Billi. “I don’t mean to speak out of turn, but Mrs Bates needs to forgive you for the fact you can’t have children together. She gives you such a guilt trip over it.”

He opened his mouth to object, then decided against it. Billi was right, and he was only leaping to his wife’s defence because that was what a husband should do.

“If I’m honest about it, she treats you like a bitch,” said Billi. “Why do you let her treat you that way?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

It was a lie and he knew it. He put up with it because he felt guilty that he couldn’t give her a child. There was nothing wrong with his sperm count or his ability to conceive. They were simply two people who were chemically incompatible.

“I would never treat you that way,” said Billi. “You’re a good man and deserve better.”

She reached around his neck to unbutton his shirt and pull it away from his shoulders and neck.

“Billi, please, you shouldn’t—”

She wrapped her arms around him again and planted another kiss on his cheek, closer to his mouth this time. “I’m just giving you some much needed care and affection,” she said. “I bet Mrs Bates hasn’t given you a relaxing massage or special cuddles and kisses recently.”

He shook his head. Hell, he couldn’t remember the last time they had been intimate, even if it was only for a cuddle and a kiss. The accursed dogs always got in the way, and once they had Karen’s attention, there was no way he was getting any.

As he felt Billi’s warm arms around his neck and her soft lips dotting his cheek with kisses, he realised how jealous he had become of those dogs. Just as fate had stolen their ability to have children, the dogs had sucked all the affection out of their relationship.

“You see? I can feel you relaxing. All it takes is some care and affection,” said Billi.

She let go and circled the couch. Without asking for his permission, she sat on his lap and looped her arm around his neck to look him in the eyes.

“I bet she doesn’t cuddle you like this.”

Carlton swallowed hard. What they were doing was wrong, a step too far, but he would be lying to himself if he said he didn’t like it. “No, she doesn’t. And neither should you. Karen could come home at any moment.”

“You’re much too worried about what she thinks of you,” said Billi. “You’re always putting her needs first and getting left without. Don’t worry so much. If we hear her key in the door, I’ll hop off like nothing happened.”

She smiled at him and pressed her nose to his. Her breath was as sweet as mint candy, and he felt the uncontrollable urge to kiss her.

“Now, where were we? I believe I was giving you some much needed care and affection,” said Billi. “And now I’ve got you to myself, I’m going to give you lots of it, because you deserve it.”

She snuggled into his neck, pressing her pert breasts to his chest. He realised she wasn’t wearing a bra, as her nipples were hard as points, and he could feel them grazing his chest through his shirt.

“See? Isn’t this nice?”

“Yes, it is,” he whispered.

But as much as he enjoyed her warm body close to his own, it also felt like getting his nose rubbed in the doo-doo of his wretched life. The little voice at the back of his mind told him he was crossing a line from which Karen would never forgive him, but in this moment, he didn’t care. It felt good to have a pretty young girl on his lap, lavishing him with attention. Who cared if she had a schoolgirl crush on him? Why shouldn’t he allow himself the pleasure of enjoying it? Karen didn’t offer him such affection anymore.

Billi seemed to sense his change in mood, that he was becoming more agreeable to her advances. She wriggled her bottom as if to make herself more comfortable, but he knew its real purpose was to excite his cock.

“It’s quite hot in here, Mr Bates. Would it bother you if I took off my stockings?”

She didn’t wait for him to respond and pulled up her pink skirt to slip her thumbs under the band of her white thigh-highs. She looked at him, eager to see his response as she slid the sheer fabric down her slender leg until she had bunched it at the toe. Then she pulled it off and laid it over the back of the couch.

He couldn’t stop himself from devouring the sight of her bare skin. In taking off her stockings, her skirt had also ridden up, revealing the white triangle of her panties.

“Now the other one,” she whispered, as she repeated the process to bare both shapely legs.

He felt her hot breath on his neck as she snuggled in close again. “Oopsie, I’m showing my panties,” she said, pulling her skirt up higher. “I hope you don’t mind that I’m wearing plain cotton panties, Mr Bates. I have a drawer full of pretty panties at home… lace ones, silky ones, tiny G-strings that barely cover anything at all. But whenever I come to mind your dogs, I have to wear these thick cotton ones…”

She drew a slow breath and put her mouth close to his ear.

“… because you make me so wet!”

Carlton was speechless. His mind spun out of control. The rage in his belly and the fire in his loins obliterated all remains of rational thought. She wriggled her round bottom on his lap to work her way out of her panties, sliding them down her legs the way she had removed her stockings.

She fixed him with her big brown eyes again. “Do you want to know how wet you make me?”

She pressed her panties to his nose and sealed them in place with a kiss, so they shared the perfume of her aroused sex as they locked lips. His nose filled with the butter caramel scent of her sexual desire as he devoured her sweet lips. She was a hungry kisser, eager to push her tongue into his mouth to taste him.

“Mm… my panties smell sweet, don’t they, Mr Bates?”

He grunted a response. She withdrew and pressed her hand to his face to keep her panties in place over his nose.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me, Mr Bates. I know how much you want me too.”

“Billi—”

“Imagine having my sweet pussy all to yourself, always available, whenever you need it to make your cock feel good.”

She wasn’t taking no for an answer, not that he was trying to stop her advances. Her nimble, slender fingers unbuckled his belt and opened his zip, freeing his cock from his pants. She adjusted her position, so she was straddling him on the couch with her breasts near his face.

Then he felt the tip of his cock enter the warm wetness of her sex. She let out a groan that was indistinguishable from pain or pleasure.

“Oh, you’re so big, Mr Bates. It hurts! But I have to feel you inside me.”

She drove her hips down hard, forcing him inside her. She clenched him so tight, it was like she couldn’t let go, even if it was only to gain space to thrust again.

“I bet Mrs Bates isn’t this tight,” she said. “If you can’t have a baby with her, why don’t you pound a baby into me instead?”

At that point, a shred of common sense pushed through the turmoil of his mind. He couldn’t risk getting her pregnant. It would be the end of his life as he knew it. He gripped her by the arms, ready to pull her off him.

She pressed his face between her palms to make him look at her. “It’s okay, Mr Bates. We’re only pretending. I’m on birth control.”

He relaxed, and she rolled her hips again, making his pulse race and his blood rush with desire. The hot, wet friction of her sex was incredible as she slid up and down his cock, and he could feel his climax building fast.

“But I would love it if you pounded a baby into me for real. Then you would become my daddy.”

He gripped her tight again, this time to make sure she couldn’t pull away. The pleasure coursing through his cock into the rest of his body was like a drug. When was the last time he had felt this good? Her hot, tight pussy was irresistible, imprisoning his cock until he pumped her full of cum.

“Yes, you like the sound of that, don’t you, Daddy? You like the idea that you’ll come home every day to find me and my needy pussy all desperate to ride your cock so I can get pregnant.”

She unbuttoned her shit like it was on fire and bared her breasts. He stared at them with animal lust. They were perfectly round, without a single crease, like two seductive globes with tiny pink nipples pointing to the heavens.

“Imagine if you knocked me up, Daddy. I’d get much bigger breasts filled with sweet cream. Then you could suckle me while I ride your cock and milk the cum from your balls.”

She increased her pace and force with the thrust of her hips. The way she rode him felt amazing. It was like having his cock in the grip of a pump, squeezing him hard, desperate for his cum. She held him tight, with his face pressed between her soft, warm breasts. It was too much and he exploded, emptying himself deep inside her, unable to move as she drained him.

They sat in silence for a long moment, breathing hard. As Carlton’s drunken lust gave way, he had a moment of clarity. Reality came crashing back like a slap in the face. He sat upright.

“Oh, hell! Billi… I shouldn’t have done that,” he said.

She kissed him again, stealing his conviction. “It’s okay, Daddy. I wanted you to cum inside me. Now we both have what we want.”

She eased herself off him and lay down on the couch with her legs over the armrest, so they were higher than her hips. He stared at her in dazed wonder, a bare-breasted and beautiful maiden, with her clean-shaven pussy pumped full of his cum.

“I might have told you a fib though, Daddy. I’m not really on birth control.” She let out a breathy giggle. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long. And now it’s real.”

He stood up, feeling shock and fear in his guts like a poisoned knife. He shuffled back and forth, unable to think straight. The entire evening had descended into madness, and he was at the eye of the storm while it wrecked his life around him.

Billi smiled, but it no longer seemed as innocent as before. “Yes, that’s right. You’re my daddy now. And I’m your bad baby girl. Now you’ve filled me with cum, there’s no escape.”

He swore, no longer having the words to express himself. He’d screwed up royally this time. Karen would cut out his heart and feed it to her precious dogs for this.

Billi sighed happily. “You can thank me later, Daddy. I’ve given you a way out. Now we can be together, like we’ve both wanted ever since we met.”

He wrung his hands, feeling like a man on the edge of a cliff with no way to turn back. The descent into hell was all that remained for him now.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I’ll break the news to Mrs Bates. You pack your things. You’re coming home with me, where you belong.”

He saw his life pass before his eyes, falling apart like a crumbling monument until there was nothing left but dust. In a flash of sheer desperation, he realised there was only one way out for him now.

He grabbed one of her stockings from the couch, quickly coiled it into a slender rope and wrapped the ends around his knuckles. Billi was too preoccupied with keeping his cum inside her to notice what he was doing.

He pounced on her, wrapping the stockings around her neck twice and pulling with all his strength. Her eyes widened with shock as she realised what he was doing. She reached over her head, hopelessly trying to pull his arms away. He pulled tighter, closing her windpipe and depriving her of air. She was no match for his strength with adrenaline-fuelled desperation coursing through his veins.

She clawed at the rope at her neck, trying to free it enough to draw breath, so he pulled harder. The lack of air soon sapped her strength. She flopped like a rag doll while he finished what he had started.

Then a subtle scent filled his nose. He had smelled it only minutes before, when she had pressed her panties to his nose. When he saw her body shudder and buck, he realised she was about to have the orgasm she had missed before. He’d heard asphyxiation was a pleasurable way to go, but never realised how much until now. It seemed fitting that he should let her have her orgasm. She made one last effort to gulp in air as her pussy gushed with the cream of her orgasm mixed with his cum.

He felt serene when it was over. The world was silent and still. And Billi looked so pretty with her stockings wrapped around her neck and cum dripping from her pussy. He scooped her into his arms and carried her to the garage. Placing her in the boot of the car, he felt like he had restored normality to his life. He only had to clean any remaining cum from the couch, and Karen would never know what had happened.

He didn’t know how much time had passed when she finally came home. He heard her storm through the front door, toss her keys into the bowl and go to the kitchen. There was a sharp clink as she placed a glass onto the marble countertop, then the glug of liquid from a bottle as she filled it with wine. She must have swallowed her drink in one go, as she immediately filled it again.

“Carlton!”

He drew a deep breath, waiting for what she would say next.

“We need to talk. About us. Now!”

He stood up and smoothed his shirt. The evening flashed before his eyes, settling on the image of Billi, lying naked on the couch with her stockings wrapped around her neck. He had an idea as he thought about how peaceful and beautiful she looked with the breath squeezed from her body. And it was very arousing to remember how it had made her cum.

He reached into his pocket and felt her other stocking, ready to coil into a slender rope. Karen needed to cum too.

“Coming, dear,” he said.


Little Blue Pills

Carina’s daddy, Travis, was due to arrive home at any moment. He had been away on another business trip. He worked in sales, so it went with the territory. This time, he had been at a conference for three days, so she had planned a special surprise to welcome him home.

She hoped he would notice how much work she had put into it. Some women cooked their daddy a special meal to welcome him home, or gave him a long, sensual blow job. She had done both herself. This time, the occasion warranted a very different approach to the most intimate of reunions after their brief separation.

She had spent most of the day getting ready, grooming herself from head to toe. Given she was such a particular woman, with what some people called an excessive attention to detail, grooming was a very lengthy process. She liked to think of it as looking and feeling as sexy as a woman can get. Why should a girl have to wait for her wedding day, when she could look her best every day?

She had spent the morning at the salon getting her hair and nails done. She always got her nails painted bright red to complement her hair. After, she got a facial, a full Brazilian wax and a massage.

Now dressed in a red satin corset that pushed her large breasts together, a silk robe, thigh-highs and glossy red high heels, she felt picture perfect. All she needed was bright red lipstick for the finishing touch. And what was wrong with a girl loving the colour red? She looked great in red and it brought out her bright green eyes.

Her friend Lucy had dressed similarly, but all in black to go with her raven hair. Together, they looked like a dangerous pair, especially for her daddy, who didn’t know how special her treat would be this time. Lucy was waiting upstairs to make an entrance, so Travis wouldn’t know at first that she was also joining in the fun. Carina clapped her hands with glee. It was going to be such a wonderful surprise.

She checked everything was ready and in its proper place. The moment finally arrived as Travis got home. She met him at the front door and gave him a long, lingering kiss, letting him drown in the pleasure of her mouth and the scent of her perfume.

There were almost twenty years between them, but she simply adored older men. Travis was in his early forties and greying at the temples, but he had a marvellous, solid body and blue-grey eyes that made girls get damp panties in seconds. With one kiss, Carina knew her red satin panties already had a wet spot. She couldn’t wait for the evening’s pleasures ahead.

“Oh, Daddy, I missed you so much,” she said, letting him gather his wits after her kisses. “How was the conference?”

He shrugged. “It was business. Same as always.”

She helped him with his suitcase so he could slip off his jacket. “Did you miss me?”

He smiled at her, and her pussy tingled with excitement. “You know I did, baby.”

She grabbed him again so she could run her hands over his broad chest and feel his powerful pectoral muscles. “I’ve planned a special treat to welcome you home,” she said. “I know you’ve been so busy recently and we haven’t had sex for three whole weeks.” She slipped her hand down to his crotch to feel his balls through his pants. “They must be very full. I bet you need some relief.”

“Maybe later,” he said. “I’m all tired out.”

“Oh, I knew you would be, so I made special plans. You won’t have to do anything. We’ll take care of all the work.”

He looked at her askance. “We?”

Carina bit her lip. It was so exciting! She could barely contain herself. “Yes, we. You remember my friend Lucy, don’t you?”

It was a rhetorical question, but Carina wanted to phrase it that way to gauge his reaction. Of course he knew Lucy! He had met her many times. And every time he’d tried to look down her top. Lucy had a splendid pair of tits and a bottom like a ripe peach. She saw the look of desire flare in his eyes.

On cue, Lucy made her entrance. “Hello, Travis,” she said, gliding down the stairs as if she were floating.

He looked back and forth between them, evidently wondering how he could handle the attention of two seriously sexy women at once.

Carina collected a packet of pills and a glass of water she’d put on the table earlier. Now, I know you’re going to need some help to go the distance, Daddy, so I got everything ready for you.”

She opened the packet, popped out a little blue pill and gave it to him to swallow. He did so. Then, with each woman on his arm, they went upstairs to the master bedroom. Everything was ready to go. There were various sex toys on the bed and coils of soft bondage rope.

Carina and Lucy didn’t give Travis the chance to ask questions and undressed him. Carina unbuttoned his shirt, while Lucy removed his pants from behind his back. As she slipped his briefs down his legs, she enjoyed the opportunity to grab his cock.

“Oh, he is a big boy! Just like you said. But it isn’t hard yet. How are we going to have our fun, Carina?”

“Oh, my daddy needs to wait for his little blue pill to kick in first,” she replied. “He’ll have an erection like a stallion in fifteen minutes.”

“It’s lucky we remembered to get extra lube,” she said. “This stallion is in for the ride of his life.”

Once they had him undressed, they both devoured his body with their eyes. He happily soaked up the attention, enjoying the chance to admire them too without having to pretend to hide it.

Carina gathered two coils of rope. “Now, Daddy, when I said we would do all the work, that means we have to make sure your hands don’t get into any trouble.”

He chuckled under his breath as she tied his hands behind his back, coiling the rope in figure eights around his wrists halfway to his elbows.

Lucy took the other rope and tied his ankles together in the same manner. She looked up at him when she had finished. “And we don’t want you running away until we’re all completely satisfied.”

He grinned, unable to conceal his lust for her now, as he clearly had a splendid view of her cleavage from his vantage point. “What fool would try to run from this?”

They helped him into a broad armchair facing the bed. Carina slipped off her panties and took a moment to appreciate the honeyed scent of her juices. She put out her hand for Lucy’s panties too. Lucy slipped off her black satin pair and handed them to Carina. She put them to her nose and enjoyed the floral musk of Lucy’s arousal. Then she enjoyed both together before offering them to Lucy. Lucy breathed in their delicious scent and let out a contented sigh.

“He’s so lucky!” she said.

“Yes, very lucky,” agreed Carina. “Open wide, Daddy. No work means no talking too. And you’ll get to enjoy two pairs of damp panties.”

He chuckled again and played along. Carina poked both pairs into his mouth one at a time, allowing him to savour their sweet flavour and scent. Lucy ripped three strips from a roll of duct tape and handed them to Carina so she could tape his mouth shut. She enjoyed the task, plastering the tape across his face so there was no way he could open his mouth at all.

“Now, spread your legs for me, Daddy. I’m sure your cock is ready for some attention.”

Again, he obliged without hesitation. The twinkle in his eye showed he was enjoying himself immensely. But as Carina accepted another device from Lucy, she knew that was about to change. His eyes widened as she fitted a metal cage to his cock, feeding his shaft into the metal cylinder and clamping the ring underneath his balls. He grunted a protest and jiggled his hips as if it would help.

“Oh, I know it’s a size too small for your big cock, but it’s what you deserve, Daddy,” said Carina. “People say I have good attention to detail—”

“Excessive attention to detail,” corrected Lucy.

Carina shushed her. “I always keep count of your little blue pills.” She collected the packet and pulled out the tray for him to see. “There are four pills missing from the tray. You’ve had one just now, but before you left for your conference, the tray was full, so there are three missing. One for each day you were away.”

He fought his restraints and protested, but soon realised there wasn’t anything he could do about it.

“I rang your phone early every morning, and each time your personal assistant answered it. What was she doing in your hotel room so early each morning, Daddy?”

He shook his head furiously and grunted a protest again, but it came out as muffled nonsense.

“There’s no point in lying, Daddy. I know you’ve been banging her for weeks now. Just because we haven’t had a chance to have sex, you couldn’t stop yourself from wanting to jam your cock into her pussy.”

“And other places too, no doubt,” added Lucy. “Men! They’re their own worst enemies.”

Carina put her arm around Lucy’s waist, resting her hand on the rolling curve of her hip. “So, Daddy, we’re going to punish you. You’re going to watch Lucy screw my brains out, while the little blue pill makes your cock get big and hard and so very sore while it’s locked in your cage.”

They put their hands to the top clips of their corsets and released them, sending two sets of beautiful breasts free at once. Lucy had two full-moons with tiny brown nipples that resisted the pull of gravity. Carina had classic teardrop-shaped breasts, with pale pink areola and pointy nipples.

Lucy pushed her onto the bed on the flat of her back. “Carina said she wanted it rough, but not before I taste her sweet pussy,” she said to Travis.

She got on her hands and knees and spread Carina’s legs, baring her pretty waxed pussy for him to see.

Lucy closed her eyes and breathed in its scent. “Mm… just like ripe, sweet oranges. And I bet it’s just as juicy!”

Carina felt Lucy’s long black hair tickling her inner thighs as she lowered her mouth to her pussy. Lucy’s face and lips were lovely and soft against her bare skin, and she didn’t hesitate to dip her tongue into Carina’s pulsing pussy. Damn, getting licked by another girl felt good!

“Mm… oh, yes! Sweet and delicious!” said Lucy.

Carina couldn’t hold back her moans. Lucy seemed to know exactly where to lick her to drive her wild with pleasure. Before she got too carried away, she glanced at Travis. He was wide-eyed with shock and lust. His cock was getting harder by the moment and straining against the cage.

Lucy moaned with joy. “Oh, Travis, I could lick her sweet little hole all night long. When was the last time you enjoyed yourself between her legs?”

“Ages,” sighed Carina. “He just wants me to suck him all the time. I never get any at all!”

“Let’s fix that oversight,” said Carina, diving in again with her hot, slippery tongue.

Lucy used her lips to swipe Carina’s clitoris as she delved as deep as she could go with her tongue. It felt amazing, so much better than having a man’s rough face and clumsy tongue between her legs. Lucy pushed it in and out, teasing Carina’s entrance and inner walls with soft, kitten licks. Their moans combined as they each took pleasure from the act. Carina imagined it must be driving Travis wild.

When she didn’t think it could get any better, Lucy used her teeth to nip Carina’s clitoris lightly between licks. The contrast of sensations set her off, and she felt the hot flood of her pussy cream gushing into Lucy’s eager mouth. She squealed with joy as her orgasm shot through her body, leaving her lightheaded and breathless.

Lucy licked her lips and smiled at Travis. “I think she enjoyed that.”

“Oh, it was wonderful!” sighed Carina.

“Good, because now I’m going to give your pussy a good, hard pounding.”

Lucy reached for the pile of toys and gathered a strap-on dildo. She stepped into it, tightened the belts and gave it a good tug as if she were a man getting himself hard. Carina watched her prepare. The excitement surged through her body, making her pussy hot and wet again as she imagined Lucy pushing the hard dildo deep inside her.

Lucy rolled a condom onto it and smothered it with lube. “This will make it feel just like a real one,” she said.

She grabbed Carina around the thighs and positioned the dildo at the entrance to her sex. “I’m glad we got extra lube. I’m going to have to use a lot to get this big cock in her tiny, tight pussy.”

She pushed it in, and Carina felt it filling her up and stretching her open. It felt so hard and exactly like a real one covered in the rubber sheath. Lucy drove it deep into her pussy, finding her cervix to give it a good pounding. Her beautiful breasts bounced up and down as she thrust and rolled her hips, making Carina feel so full of cock she could feel it all the way to her stomach.

“Damn, she’s as tight as a schoolgirl!” said Lucy with a ragged voice. She smiled at Travis, who now looked miserable. “She’s clenching it so hard, like she can’t let go. I bet you miss it already, huh?”

Carina ran her hands through her hair, feeling wildly out of control as Lucy smashed the cock into her over and over again. Lucy was an artist with it, knowing just where to aim it to give Carina the greatest pleasure. She didn’t think a man had ever given her such an expert pounding, especially without him cumming too soon. Lucy could just keep going, and make her cum for as long as she wanted, driving the cock in and out without needing a rest.

“Mm… look at her sweet pussy drenching the sheets, Travis. I’m going to make her cum until she’s got nothing left.”

Lucy was true to her word, making Carina cum long after she had begged her to stop. She forced her to orgasm until she was a rag doll on the bed, helplessly taking the cock again and again, feeling it driving into her womb like a battering ram. She wondered if she would be able to walk straight after Lucy had finished with her. But damn, it was incredible!

Eventually, Lucy pulled it free. Carina felt the absence inside her from having the dildo stretch and pound her pussy for so long.

Lucy lay down beside her and stroked her hair. “How was that, doll?”

“Amazing!” said Carina breathlessly. “Daddy never did me like that. Ever!”

She looked over at him, enjoying how hard the little blue pill had made his cock, and how much it looked like it hurt while trapped in the metal cage.

“You know, Lucy. You’re a much better lover than him. If we got together, you would be hard all the time, and never need a little blue pill to get it up. And you know exactly how to treat my pussy right. Do you know what I’m thinking?”

“I think I do,” said Lucy with a sly smile.

Carina also smiled as she addressed Travis again. “I’m thinking I don’t need you anymore, Daddy.”

He grunted and tested his bonds again, without success.

“What should we do with him?” said Lucy.

Carina sighed. “Oh, gosh! What should we do with him? Decisions, decisions! Well… we still have another coil of rope.”

Lucy bounced off the bed and gathered the spare rope. “Yes?”

Carina propped herself up on one arm and glanced at the ceiling. “Daddy, you know that hook I had put in the ceiling to hang a pot plant?”

He looked up at it, then back at her with terror in his eyes.

“I don’t want to hang a pot plant anymore. I want to hang you from it instead.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun!” said Lucy.

She busied herself and stood on a chair to thread one end of the rope through the metal eyelet. Then she tied a hangman’s noose like she did it every day. Carina got off the bed and enjoyed putting it around his neck, while Lucy tied the loose end to the leg of the bed.

Travis was quivering as they pulled him to his feet. He shook his head and pleaded with them to stop, but Carina was feeling hot and bothered between the legs again. The pounding had been amazing, but this would be even better.

They both grabbed the rope to pull him from the ground, doing it slowly so he could feel the bite of the noose around his neck as it tightened. Lucy wrapped the slack around the bedpost, keeping the tension on the rope as they released it.

“His cock must hurt so much! Look at it straining against the cage,” she said.

Carina bit her lip. “Once the Angel Lust kicks in, he’s going to want to cum so much, but all he’ll get is a really sore cock instead. We are so naughty!”

Lucy nodded. “Yes, we are!”

Carina led her back to the bed. “Do me slowly in the butt. It always makes me cum so fast, and I want to enjoy another orgasm while we watch him kick.”

She got on all fours, facing Travis, while Lucy worked lube into her butt, breaking the tight ring to allow penetration. Lucy was tender and slow as she worked the cock into her forbidden entrance, gripping her by the hips to slide it in deep.

“Daddy could never have given me such a good pounding, even after taking his little blue pills,” she said, as Travis jerked back and forth on the end of the rope.

She enjoyed the slow, sensual thrusts while she watched the noose steal his breath. The Angel Lust set in quickly, making his cock swell so much it looked like it could burst free from the cage.

“Oh, that must be so sore!” said Lucy.

Carina sighed and let her final soothing orgasm spread through her body like a wave of warm, decadent pleasure. Then they lay back and enjoyed the show, as Travis kicked and swung on the rope as it stole his breath forever.

“Do you think he learned his lesson?” said Lucy.

Carina smiled. “I bet his cock was so sore, he welcomed the noose in the end.”

“Men! They bring it all on themselves.”

“Indeed, they do,” said Carina, as she cuddled in close.

It had been a wonderful evening, one of the best. She had lost count of how many times Lucy had made her cum, and then she got to enjoy watching Travis hang from the bedroom ceiling. What more could a girl want?

“I suppose we should have told him that whenever he was off screwing his assistant, you were in my bed pounding the hell out of my pussy,” she said.

“Yes, we probably should have,” said Lucy. “But it’s a bit late for that now.”

They both giggled. Carina drew a deep breath, feeling deeply content. Nobody gave her better orgasms than Lucy. The girl was a wildcat between the sheets. She looked at Travis, swaying gently as if there were a breeze, and had an idea.

“You know, the cage was a really nice touch. But it would have been better if we had put his balls in a vice too.”

“Mm… yes!” said Lucy. “Well… there’s always next time.”

Carina looked at her with renewed desire. “Is your daddy almost ready?”

Lucy nodded. “Oh, yes! He’s addicted to the little blue pills I feed him to get it up. And since I haven’t let him have sex with me for three weeks, he’s started banging his personal assistant too.”

Carina clapped her hands with glee. “That means I get to enjoy pounding your pussy while we hang him.”

Lucy stroked her hair. “I can’t wait.”

Carina stole a kiss. This news made her feel so excited, she felt ready to go all over again, but she knew she would have to save it. Now Travis was out of the picture, she would have to seduce and train a new daddy. There was so much to do. She would have to get him hooked on little blue pills, then deprive him of sex and give him plenty of opportunities to cheat on her.

“We really are very naughty,” she said.

Lucy kissed her again. “Yes, we are. But hanging daddies is just too much fun.”


Perfect Panties

Bryn had an exceptional sense of smell. From his earliest memories, he experienced life through his nose before any other senses. It was an unusual gift, as while he could detect the smallest nuances in each scent, they brought him neither pleasure or displeasure. When a person praised a glorious perfume, Bryn couldn’t understand why they found it so special. When foul odours made people retch, Bryn appreciated the complexity of the scent, but didn’t find it off-putting. His indifference to scents, fair or foul, remained constant throughout his life, until he first smelled a girl’s used panties.

At twenty-three, Bryn was yet to kiss a girl, but he knew more about the scent of a pussy than most men on the planet. In particular, he got very excited by the scent of a girl’s arousal. It brought him an infinite amount of joy. He thought anyone who described the smell as unpleasant needed their olfactory glands replaced. Pussies were sweet and delicious, with complex notes of ripe fruit, flowers, honey and wine. It was a gift of heavenly perfume from a goddess.

As a recluse who had no confidence with women at all, he’d become rather adept at getting his hands on panties, specifically used panties. He felt like they were everywhere, as if girls used them, took them off and left them lying around for him to find.

It helped that he worked as a janitor and handyman at a private college, so he had access to every building on campus, including the dormitories. Nobody questioned his presence in the corridors outside the bedrooms or if he went into the laundry. The girls seemed to enjoy having him around. He wasn’t hard on the eye, and as a quiet, shy man who kept to himself, his presence didn’t threaten them. When the girls were in classes, he could enter their bedrooms to search for discarded panties, rich with their succulent scent.

Every day he found a fresh batch to enjoy, and every pair had a subtly different and delicious aroma. Having enjoyed their goodness for a few years, he’d developed the olfactory talents of a perfumer with the scents imparted by a woman’s sex.

But no matter how many pairs he sampled, none smelled as wonderful as the ones worn by Dawn Andrews, the most popular girl on campus.

She was an enigma to Bryn, granted all the gifts he had been born without. She was beautiful, outgoing and very confident in her sexuality. As the months passed, he came to know her intimately, even though she didn’t know he existed.

Dawn always wore white cotton panties, which had a much better absorbency than the silk and lace ones worn by the other girls. But even if he found another cotton pair, it never had the richer, fuller, more complex aroma of her panties. Dawn’s panties had a unique scent, which he couldn’t identify. And they were always damp, still succulent with her mouthwatering juices.

Once he smelled her used panties, there was no going back. On the days when he couldn’t get his hands on a pair, he was a nervous wreck. No other panties would do when he needed to jerk off. Each time, as he held the moist cotton to his nose, he wondered what she did to get her panties wet with her divine perfume. He adored her scent and everything else about her. But her panties were a dangerous drug, and he knew he was an addict.

There were many other gorgeous young women on campus, but Dawn was special and she knew it. She was eighteen and had blossomed into a blonde, busty and gorgeous fox. Her breasts amply filled a DD cup bra, and she had long legs, curvaceous hips and the most adorable apple-shaped bottom.

Bryn wasn’t the only boy who found her scent irresistible. Other boys went giddy with lust when she walked into the room or if she passed by on her way to class. Bryn knew many girls got sexually excited in her presence too. His sense of smell revealed that secret, as their aroma changed. The perfume they puffed onto their tight, youthful bodies couldn’t mask the musk of feminine arousal.

Who could blame them? Dawn’s scent was a silent, invisible force powerful enough to manipulate their minds. They were irresistibly attracted to her without knowing why. People called it the ‘chemistry of attraction.’ And more than anyone else, Bryn knew the power of her chemistry as he drowned in the magical and mysterious scent of her panties.

With the first breath, they smelled like ripe peaches, butterscotch and rose water. As he explored them with his nose, he detected bright, sharp notes, like the cleansing iodine scent of the sea. Each inhalation made his cock grow harder and his balls feel heavier, as an aching lust spread through his crotch. It made his pulse race and his body shake, driving him crazy, until he felt like one more breath would make him lose his mind altogether.

But the relief of an orgasm was never enough. As wonderful as it felt to empty his balls with Dawn’s divine perfume dominating his senses, as soon as it was over, he wanted it all over again. Sometimes, he jerked himself off so many times in succession, the orgasms no longer gave him pleasure. There was only the joy of her scent in his nose to go with his dry, painful release.

What was even more maddening was why her panties smelled so different and so much better than other girls. He lay awake at night, obsessed with the puzzle and finding no answers. There was only one way he could discover her secret, but he feared finding out the truth, as once he knew there would be no escaping his addiction to her scent.

He waited until she had back-to-back classes to let himself into her room. As always, it was orderly and clean, with her washing folded in the laundry basket, or ready for the wash. She usually did her laundry after class, but on this occasion, she’d done it early. His stomach tightened at the realisation he would have to go without her scent for the day. There would be no blessed release for him tonight, just a long, feverish wait for his next hit of her wondrous perfume.

There were many places to hide secret cameras in her room. One was inside a lightbulb, which he fitted above her bed. He placed others in her ensuite so he would have a view of the toilet and shower, and others around her room where no one would find them. He tested the video feed with his smartphone, then let himself out of her room.

It was an agonising wait in front of his computer screen, staring at her empty room until she returned. Eventually, after dinner, she appeared. He watched with bated breath as she went about her routine. There was nothing unusual about it. She did her homework, watched television and talked on her phone to a friend.

Eventually, she yawned. Bryn balled his fists in frustration. He felt like she knew he was watching and wanted to deprive him of the answer to the secret of her scent. Then she let out a long, sensual sigh and removed her clothes.

Bryn’s eyes widened. She was gorgeous! Her body was fit and tight, and her generous breasts remained perky and proud as she released them from her bra. He raked her body with his eyes, examining her as well as he could from different camera angles.

She stripped naked, except for her panties, and lay on top of her bed. Closing her eyes, she explored herself with her hands. Starting with her breasts, she caressed and teased them by pinching and stretching her nipples. Bryn listened as she let out soft, whimpering moans. He felt her swelling desire, the hunger for release, the need for the powerful pleasure of an orgasm and the blissful aftermath that followed.

Her hands wandered down to her pussy, still hidden beneath the white cotton slip of her panties. She traced the lines between the top of her thighs and her pubic mound, grazing them with her fingernails to excite her sex.

Bryn got rock hard and pulled his cock from his pants. But even though it was throbbing with desire, he knew he couldn’t cum without her scent.

She traced the tiny cleft of her pussy lips through the cotton. Bryn zoomed in to get a better view. There was already a wet patch forming on the fabric. She let out a shuddering moan as she slipped her thumbs under the cotton triangle, drawing it taut to floss between her folds and tease her clitoris.

She flossed her tiny entrance for several minutes until her panties were wet and slid freely from the moisture. Her moans grew louder and more intense as her pleasure swelled. Bryn felt the maddening desire to rush to her room and plunge his face between her legs. He wanted to breathe in her glorious scent and listen to her sweet moans.

She spread her legs wider, rubbing her clitoris through the cotton with one hand and pushing her panties into her sex with the other. He could see her sweet juices drenching the cotton and glistening on her fingers as she brought herself closer to an orgasm. As it hit her, she arched her back and bucked her hips. Bryn pumped his cock, wanting to share the moment, but as much as he needed to cum, he couldn’t find his release without her scent.

His tortured cock throbbed in his fist as he watched her shudder with pleasure. She made the sweetest sound known to man, a woman’s whimpering moans as she achieves an incredible orgasm.

After, she lay still for a moment while she caught her breath. Bryn felt his frustration deepen with his throbbing cock and no chance to get his hands on her panties. He watched, waiting to see what she would do next.

To his surprise, she didn’t remove them, as she hadn’t finished. She got up and went to the ensuite. She straddled the toilet as if she were riding a horse, not with her legs together as many women sat on the toilet. He watched with a dry mouth as she took a pee, still wearing her panties. She released her stream slowly, so it dribbled through the fabric while she rubbed her clitoris again.

Her pee combined with her pussy cream as it flowed through the cotton, and in moments she had another short, sharp and strong orgasm. All Bryn could do was watch with an open mouth as he discovered the truth about why her panties smelled irresistible.

Finally, she took them off, sliding them down her legs as if she were handling a revered object. Most men would leap at the chance to see her naked pussy, but Bryn only had eyes for her panties as she scrunched them into a ball and brought them to her nose.

She inhaled deeply and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

“Mm… yummy!” she said.

Stunned with dissatisfaction and awe, he watched as she curled up in her bed with her panties balled in her fist. She dined out on the scent for a few minutes, sighing with happiness as she enjoyed her own incredible perfume. Finally, she twisted them into a tight coil, spread her legs and enjoyed one further orgasm as she worked them into her pussy. She pushed them in deep until there was only a tiny slip of fabric showing. Bryn sighed with wonder. She was maturing the scent inside herself, like a winemaker putting a premium vintage into oak to develop complexity and aromas.

Bryn couldn’t sleep a wink after his peep show. Her divine scent was much more than pussy cream and pee. It was unique to her, because of the way she could have sex with her panties as if they were her lover.

At that moment, he knew he couldn’t survive anymore on occasional opportunities to get hold of her panties. Now he knew her secret, his addiction to her was overpowering. The realisation of his predicament hit him hard. One day, Dawn Andrews would graduate and leave, and he would never smell her addictive scent ever again.

The next day passed in a blur. Bryn was too obsessed with what he had seen to think straight. He went to her room when he knew she was in class, but couldn’t find her precious panties anywhere.

He discovered where they were later in the day when he saw Dawn across the atrium. She was talking to a nervous newcomer. The college only had a few hundred students at a time, and while Bryn kept a discreet distance, he soon recognised them all. The new boy looked nervous under the weight of her attention, but lacked the confidence to escape her advances. Bryn chewed his lip. This was a new aspect to Dawn that he’d never seen before, and he had to know what she planned to do with the boy.

He watched as Dawn took him by the arm and led him to the gymnasium. She took him around the back, which had private nooks among the bushes and trees. Bryn lowered his cap to shadow his face and followed them, circling around from the other side of the building. Once in the bushes, he removed his shoes so he could walk quietly across the grass.

Peering through the bushes, he saw Dawn had the boy pressed against the wall of the gymnasium. At first glance, anyone would think they were making out, but Bryn realised something more sinister was happening. She had him pinned to the wall so he couldn’t escape.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” she said to the boy. Her tone was harsh.

The boy was wide-eyed and scared out of his wits, but powerless to do anything about it.

“Some girls told me you were bad news,” he stammered.

Dawn cocked her head as she peered into his eyes. “They did, huh? And did they say why?”

The boy swallowed hard and shook his head.

Dawn shrugged. “Well, it doesn’t matter, because I’m going to show you why I’m bad news.”

She reached under her miniskirt and produced the missing cotton panties. Bryn guessed she must have kept them tucked inside her pussy to maintain the glorious scent. Dawn giggled and let the boy look at her panties for a moment before she pressed them to his face. In one breath, Bryn saw the boy’s look of fear morph into dumbstruck lust.

“That’s it! Have a good sniff!” she said. “I’m going to make you addicted to me, just like all the other boys at this college.”

She grabbed him by the balls with her free hand and squeezed them as his erection sprung up, making a tent in his pants.

“Keep smelling my lovely panties,” she said. “I’m going to squeeze your balls and make you cum.”

It didn’t take long. The boy’s willpower evaporated under the power of her scent. He was entirely under her control. With a few rough squeezes, Dawn made him cum in his pants. The boy grunted hard as he emptied his balls, but Dawn didn’t let him escape her divine scent. She continued to force him to inhale it, like someone training a dog to learn a new trick.

When she had emptied his balls, she tucked her panties under her skirt again, and led the boy back to the atrium on her arm as if she were parading a prize pet. Anyone who looked at the boy’s crotch would see the dark cum stains on his pants.

Bryn felt the lust rise in him like a madness. Now he knew why she was so popular with the boys, and so envied by the girls. Regardless of her motives, he would do anything to trade places with the boy and have Dawn Andrews press her panties to his face and make him cum.

He formed a plan in a heartbeat. Few students knew his face, only the teachers and other staff members. If he came to college tomorrow dressed as a student, he looked young enough to be mistaken for a new boy. If Dawn was making sure she got all the boys hooked on her scent, all he had to do was pretend to be one too.

He knew her timetable as if it were his own, so he put himself in her path at every opportunity. It didn’t take her long to notice him. His heart raced as he saw her approaching. It was strange to think they were about to interact after being so intimate for the past few months.

She looked stunning in her tight pink cashmere sweater and black and white checked miniskirt. But all he wanted was to feel her press her panties to his face and make him smell them as she rubbed him through his pants to an orgasm.

“Hey, you look like you’re new around here,” she said.

“Uh… hi,” he replied, not needing to fake his nerves.

“I’m Dawn. Do you want me to show you around?”

He nodded, realising he probably looked too enthusiastic about it. She smiled sweetly and looped her arm through his, leading him toward the gymnasium. He could feel his pulse pounding in his temples in the anticipation of what was to come.

“The first thing you need to know is I’m the most popular girl on campus,” she said, with a breezy tone. “People say I have a jealousy complex, that I can’t stand seeing other girls getting attention from boys. And they’re right too. I just love knowing that all the boys on campus are thinking about me, and not any other girls, when they jerk off.”

Bryn became aware they were the centre of attention with the other boys hanging around the atrium. They all had a look of longing in their eyes. The girls they passed narrowed their eyes to slits, but no one said anything or tried to interrupt their liaison.

“Follow me, if you know what’s good for you,” she said, leading him around the back of the gymnasium.

She led them behind the trees and shrubs and pushed him up against the wall. He took a shuddering breath in anticipation as he stared into her glittering blue eyes. She stared back at him as if trying to see beyond his irises into the back of his mind. He waited for her to move, but she remained still.

“You’re… different,” she said. “Most boys need training, but you’re already addicted to me. I can see it in your eyes.”

“Please… I need it!” he said. “I can’t cum without it.”

She smiled at him, but it held no warmth. It was cruel. “And that’s why I won’t give it to you. All the boys on campus belong to me, including you now. And you don’t get to enjoy my panties unless I allow it.”

She grabbed him by the balls and squeezed hard enough to make him buckle at the knees.

“These belong to me. Don’t forget it, or I might never let you cum again.”

Bryn felt a madness grip him with an inescapable hold. He understood who he was dealing with now. Dawn Andrews was no mere college student. She was a mistress in the making. And she knew she could use the power of her scent to enslave a man against his will, to take control of him and make him her property. He recalled the expressions on the faces of the other boys. They were all slaves and addicts, craving her scent.

There was only one way he could break her hold on him and get his hands on a pair of her perfectly scented panties. He found the idea scary and exciting. In any other situation, the fear would speak to his better judgement, but with no other way to feed his addiction, he was beyond rational thought.

Dawn smirked as she let go of his balls. “See you around campus, loser. Enjoy nursing your aching cock.”

He watched her gorgeous bottom sway back and forth as she disappeared around the corner, taking the treasure between her legs with her. He had to have it, or he would lose his mind altogether.

That evening, he watched her with his hidden cameras, waiting until she was fast asleep. Then he gathered his gear and made his way back to the campus. He wasn’t concerned about anyone spotting him on security cameras at this hour. Janitors often worked unusual hours to service rooms while they weren’t in use.

His heart was in his throat as he made his way through the dorms to her room. He’d entered it so often, he could do it now without making a sound. Slipping on a balaclava, he pressed the door closed behind him.

He saw her sleeping body outlined in the moonlight. It felt good to press a chloroformed cloth over her face, to see her wake up in fear and then wilt in his arms. Now she would find out what it felt like to lose control, to have her body used for another person’s pleasure.

He switched on the lights and worked quickly, aware the chloroform would only knock her out for a few moments. Emptying his bag onto the bed, he found his duct tape, tore off three strips and taped her mouth shut from each cheek to chin, with another across her lips.

Then he went through her lingerie drawers to gather three pairs of her thick cotton panties. Rolling her over, he used the first pair to tie her hands behind her back. He used the second to secure her ankles together. It was appropriate to bind her wrists and ankles with her panties, just as she had bound his will to their scent.

Rolling her onto her back, he ripped open her nightshirt to bare her breasts. They rose and fell so seductively with each breath. He tracked down her body, admiring her slender waist and wide hips, making his way to her pussy with its perfect scent. She didn’t have a hair on her at all. He ran his fingers over it to feel her smooth skin.

Gathering the third pair of panties, he opened her legs and twisted it into a slender coil. She stirred, coming around as he pushed the panties deep into her sex. She was tight, making him work hard to push them inside, as if she could resist the forced entry of the cotton lingerie.

She cried out, “Mmph! Mmph!”

His heart pounded. The walls were well-insulated, but if he allowed her to continue to make noise, someone might hear. He had to work quickly, as he would never get a second chance at this. She looked at him with pure fear in her eyes.

He gathered the ratchet tie-down he used for tensioning a strap over his trailer, went to her wardrobe and emptied it. Dawn fell silent, obviously wondering what he was doing. She would find out soon enough.

He adjusted the clothes rail to the highest bracket and tossed one end of the strap over it. He tied the other end to the leg of the dresser. It wouldn’t budge an inch as he had fixed it to the wall when he had decorated the room, long before Dawn Andrews had become its occupant.

He lifted her from the bed and carried her to the wardrobe. She stared at him in silence, bemused by the strange sequence of events. She understood what he had planned for her when he tied the dangling end of the strap into a loop with a slipknot. He watched the realisation dawn on her face as she worked about what he was about to do.

Bryn was amazed at how beautiful Dawn looked with fear in her sapphire eyes. She pleaded with him as he fitted the strap around her neck and swept her hair aside so there was nothing between it and her skin. Even with her perfect lips taped, he knew she was begging him to set her free.

“You’re going to enjoy this,” he said. “It’s going to make you cum harder than any orgasm you’ve ever had before.”

He tightened the noose, imagining how her cum would perfume her panties. He wanted to see the cream gush from her pussy, smell the rich, sweet aroma that was half of the addictive scent she imbued into her panties. Cranking the ratchet, he tensioned the strap, allowing her to feel its grip closing around her slender neck as he lifted her from the ground.

Each sweet click of the gears made his heart beat harder. He forced himself to take his time, to draw out the act of depriving her of breath. He took her to her tiptoes, so she felt the pull of the hangman’s noose at her neck, closing her windpipe and depriving her of air.

Bryn hadn’t kissed a girl yet, but that hadn’t stopped him from becoming an aficionado of breath play. As a man who experienced most of the world through his nose, he appreciated the value of each breath. He had indulged in the practice many times, preventing himself from breathing in a controlled manner. When he pushed himself to the edge of consciousness, he discovered peace from losing his sense of smell, if only for a short while.

That had been before Dawn Andrews and her addictive perfume. He teased her nipples as he had seen her do it when he had spied on her masturbating.

“Yes,” he said. “I’m going to make you cum, just like that boy behind the gym yesterday.”

He cranked the ratchet lever again, lifting her from the floor. She kicked and fought the strap, but with her hands and feet bound, there was little she could do but make her breasts jiggle back and forth. Bryn’s cock got hard at that moment. She looked so beautiful in this helpless state. He never realised he would find it so arousing to watch a near naked girl kicking on the end of a noose.

At that moment, her perfume changed again. This time, it was more intense than ever before. Yes, she was feeling the pleasure of having no breath. He caught notes of musky rose petals, sweet wine and butterscotch from her sex. Reaching between her legs, he could feel her panties were wet with her cum. He cranked the ratchet again, letting her know he didn’t intend to let her down.

She kicked again in a final, fruitless effort to free herself from the noose. Then he watched her cum hard enough to make her cream drip through her soaking panties. Bryn closed his eyes and wallowed in the incredible scent. There was only one more step to achieve perfection. As her body surrendered to the noose, she lost control of her bladder and added her second dose of nectar to the panties plugged into her sex.

Bryn waited for her to finish, then carefully removed the precious panties from her pussy. He allowed himself one tantalising sniff before he sealed them in a plastic bag. He would find an airtight jar in the morning to preserve her perfume for himself, but the bag would do for now. They smelled perfect, better than any other pair of panties she had scented with her sex. He vowed to treasure them forever, as there would never be another.


BONUS STORY

This story also appears in the collection Milkmania, the final instalment in the Milkmaids series, which regularly features asphyxiation along with the fetish for breast milk.

MILKMAID Lust

Tabitha checked her make-up in the bathroom mirror and wondered why she felt so worried. Modesty aside, she knew she was gorgeous from head to toe, the answer to any man’s dreams. But she was nervous and agitated anyway. If she told Ashby her secret, he would see her in a different light, even though he was the most kind and accepting man she had ever met. It was human nature to make judgements. Everyone who had ever discovered her secret developed a different opinion about her, for better or worse.

While she was afraid of rejection, she had to tell him. Her secret was impossible to hide if they moved their relationship onto the next stage. After weeks of getting to know one another, fast becoming friends, and now becoming romantic, it was make or break time.

She removed a smudge of lipstick from the corner of her mouth and checked the rest of her make-up was perfect. Her appearance had to be just right, so she made a positive impression when she told him. If she wore too much make-up and looked cheap, he would definitely think the worst.

The sudden rush of nerves had come at the crucial moment. They had been talking about ‘where to from here,’ when she had suddenly worried about her appearance. She was at his house, so there was little she could do to change it. As a single man, he didn’t have the supplies a woman needed to maintain herself, so moderating her make-up would have to do. She had just enough eyeshadow and mascara to highlight her deep green eyes, peach lip gloss for a kissable pout, and her chestnut hair tied back in a French plait.

She adjusted her compression bra under her blouse. It was feeling especially uncomfortable, echoing her mood. But if all went well, she wouldn’t have to wear it again when they were together. Taking a deep breath, she returned to the lounge, where she had left their conversation hanging before her bout of nerves.

She smiled at Ashby as she sat beside him on the couch. Dear, sweet Ashby Hill wasn’t concerned about his looks. He knew he wasn’t the most handsome man in the world with his wild, unkempt hair and weathered face. But she adored him all the same, especially his big brown eyes, which she could lose herself in for hours.

“So…” he said. “You were going to say something… about us.”

She heard the slight tremor in his voice. He was nervous too, but much better at hiding it.

“I like you so much, Ashby,” she said, realising she sounded like she was about to let him down. “We’re such good friends and we have so much fun together.”

His face sank. “There’s a ‘but’ coming, isn’t there?”

“Well, I really want us to move our relationship onto the next stage… you know, the romantic stage—”

“But,” he said, anticipating what she was about to say next.

She sighed. “I don’t want to ruin what we have together. You see… I have a secret. And I’m afraid to tell you about it, in case you don’t want to be with me anymore.”

He relaxed his shoulders. She didn’t realise how tense he had been too.

“It’s okay, Tabitha. You know how much I care about you. Everyone has a secret or two.”

“Not like my secret,” she said.

His eyes widened as his brain sifted through the possibilities. “How bad can it be? You’re not a guy… are you?”

She laughed. “With this figure? No, I am most definitely not a guy!”

He smiled. “Whew! That’s a relief. Not that I would mind if you were, but I’m definitely into girls… you know… sexually.” He cleared his throat. “Sorry, that was too forward of me.”

She put her hand on his thigh to reassure him, sat up straight and drew a deep breath, still struggling to say the words that could change everything.

“So… what is it then?” he said, urging her to speak.

“I’ve got really big boobs,” she said, deciding it was best to come clean.

That wasn’t her secret, but now she had planted that particular seed in his mind, she could see he was trying to keep his eyes locked on hers, and not on her chest.

“I’d… noticed,” he said.

“No, they’re really big. I’ve been wearing a compression bra every time we’ve been together. It squashes them down and hides their true size.”

He shrugged. “So, what part of this were you concerned about me not liking? Most guys like big boobs. Myself included.”

She swallowed hard. “They’re big because they’re full of milk.”

He nodded slowly. “Oh… I see! You’ve got a child. That’s why you didn’t want to tell me, in case I didn’t want the commitment and responsibility.”

She shook her head. “No, it’s not that at all. I’ve never been pregnant. I’m what some people call a ‘milkmaid’.”

She waited for his reaction. There was a sparkle of recognition in his chocolate-brown irises. While he kept a straight face, he obviously knew about milkmaids. It was hardly surprising. As they were highly prized as sex slaves, milkmaids had an infamous reputation, hence her nerves.

“Some women are naturally milky, and some get their breast milk induced,” she continued. “I know most milkmaids become pleasure slaves, one way or another, but we aren’t all the same. I was afraid you would think I was trying to seduce you so I could take something from you. That’s why I kept it a secret, because what I want more than anything is to share my milk with the right man.”

She lowered her eyelids. A milkmaid’s submissive nature was a hard habit to break, especially in moments of desire. She forced herself to finish.

“And… I think that man is you.”

She felt his hand at her chin, urging him to look him in the eyes again. “So… were you worried I was lactose intolerant?”

She bit her lip, trying not to laugh or cry as both emotions swept through her body at once.

“How much do you know about my milk? People lust after a milkmaid’s cream because it’s an aphrodisiac. It brings out the best… and sometimes the very worst in people.”

He grinned. “An aphrodisiac sounds fine to me.”

She felt hope swell in her chest, relieved by his acceptance and the knowledge their relationship could move forward now that her secret was out.

“Can… can I sit on your lap?” she said, with a quivering voice. “Right now, I really want to kiss you.”

She didn’t wait for him to answer and climbed onto his lap, feeling his hard, warm body take her weight with ease. She laced her fingers behind his neck and brought the tips of the noses together. He wrapped his arms around her, accepting her intimate embrace.

“My very own milkmaid, huh?” he said with a ragged whisper.

“Shut up and kiss me,” she replied, bringing their lips together for the first time.

She hungrily devoured his mouth. He tasted grassy, salty and sweet, and she wanted more of him straight away. The sudden release of tension from her nervous longing made her breasts more uncomfortable in the compression bra. She wanted his hands on them, and his mouth, to feel the slow, delicious burn as he encouraged her to release her milk.

As she kissed him, she felt like their mouths belonged together. She probed his mouth with her tongue, and he responded, circling her lips, sliding it over her teeth, and diving deep as if he could already taste her milk.

She broke the kiss to catch her breath, resting her forehead against his. His hands circled her waist, eager to explore her body through her blouse, but he was being a gentleman. She didn’t want a gentleman at this moment. She wanted her nipple in his mouth.

“How about you unbutton my blouse?” she whispered. “It’s a front-fastening bra. You could let them out… taste some of my milk…”

She felt him tense up. He didn’t respond for a moment, and she began to worry again. Was she being too forward, advancing their relationship too soon? If the kiss was anything to go by, he was ready to taste her milk too.

“I… I need to tell you something,” he said. “You were honest with me about your secret. I need to be honest with you too.”

She felt the doubt rise in her stomach again. He also had a secret? He couldn’t be gay, as he’d already said he preferred girls. And he also had a boner in his pants, now pitching a sizeable tent.

“There’s no easy way to say it, so I’ll just come out with it.” He cleared his throat. “I’m not an accountant. I torture people for a living.”

She gasped, feeling a pang of shock grip her body. Then she laughed. A torturer? He had to be joking. She nuzzled his cheek.

“No, you’re a kind, sweet man who works as a senior accountant for a big firm in the city. But it also turns out that you’re an amateur comedian too. I think you’re hot, Ashby Hill, but you need to work on your material.”

He gently pulled her away so she could see the sincerity in his eyes. “All those times you met me for lunch and after work for a drink… didn’t you wonder why I was always waiting for you outside the office? It was because I don’t actually work there. If you’d gone into the foyer, you wouldn’t have found my name on any of the business cards at reception.”

She looked at him for a long moment, waiting to see his face crack into a smile. It didn’t.

“You’re… serious… aren’t you?” she said in a breathy whisper.

He nodded.

She swallowed. “So, you’re telling me that you hurt people for money?”

Suddenly, she felt very uncomfortable about sitting on his lap.

“Well, of course, for money… but also because I enjoy it. No one can do that type of work unless they enjoy it. But I only torture bad people to help solve crimes. Officially, my title is ‘Special Agent Interrogation Specialist.’ But basically, that means I’m a torturer. I’m sorry. I can’t tell you any more than that.”

She let out a slow breath. “Wow…” she whispered. “Is that why the curtains are always closed on the ground floor of your house, why you’ve never shown me around downstairs?”

“You noticed? Nobody else ever has.” He blew out a breath. “Wow, you’ve got it all… beauty, brains and—”

“Boobs. Yes.” She slid off his knee, took his hand and urged him to his feet. “Can you show me?”

“Only because what I have down there is my private personal work, but I’d rather not.”

She fixed him with her deep-green gaze. “If we’re going to make things work between us, we should both share our secrets. You’ve accepted me for who I am, and I want to accept you for who you are too.”

He thought for a long moment, then nodded and led her to the narrow staircase leading away from his lounge. He held her hand as he led her down the stairs like they were two lovers about to explore a haunted house together. Now she had an idea about what was behind the locked door on the ground floor, she felt a surreal mix of excitement and fear. She had never asked him about it until now, assuming he simply had more space than a single man needed in a big house.

He unlocked the door and led her inside. At first glance, the large open-plan room looked like a hobby enthusiast had converted their lounge into a workshop. There were benches, tools and half-finished contraptions littering the space. Once she looked at the rows of finished devices, her knees gave way. He caught her, supporting her weight until she had gathered herself again.

There were large wooden frames for tying people in painful poses, racks of whips and other weapons of pain. What scared her the most were the devilish contraptions of unfathomable cruelty. She paused at a chair, as it was an oddity in the collection. Aside from manacles for the wrists and ankles, it looked like a comfortable straight-backed chair. Then she noticed the hard headrest, shaped to fit snugly against the nape of the neck.

Her voice was thin with fear. “What’s that for?” she said.

He pointed at two holes on either side of the headrest. “After you’ve restrained the subject, you feed a rope, leather strap or wire around their neck and through these holes. You tie the ends to this hand crank, which tightens the loop, allowing you to take away the subject’s breath, a click at a time.”

“I—I’d imagined spikes and hammer and knives, like a medieval dungeon,” she said.

“No, the art of torturing a subject is to cause pain, fear and distress, but without doing serious physical harm. Dead men don’t speak, as the old saying goes.”

“Indeed,” she whispered, feeling drawn to the chair.

She sat down, feeling the cold leather against her back through her satin blouse. As she rested her wrists and ankles in the manacles, the fear swelled in her chest, but she found it unexpectedly exciting too. Along with her tight, aching breasts, she felt a slow burn ignite between her legs. She could imagine him looping a strap around her neck, making her feel every turn of the crank, as it closed her windpipe and stole her breath.

“Show me,” she said. “Milk me while you torture me. Make me suffer and then make me cum.”

It was his turn to look shocked. “I could never do that to you. Never.”

“Why not? It excites me. I want to feel it for myself, so I can understand you better.”

He looked down, hooding his eyes. “I… have feelings for you, Tabitha. I couldn’t bring myself to hurt you, not even in play.”

She stood up, ran her hands over his chest, and raised his chin on her fingertips to meet his gaze. “Then how about I torture you instead? Your chair and my sweet milk… that sounds like the most amazing torture a man could ever get.”

He shook his head in disbelief, but she could see the desire in his eyes. Regardless of his motivations, he craved the excitement of danger, the thrill of the chase, and the need to push his limits to find his breaking point.

“You are quite incredible, Tabitha. Unlike any woman I’ve ever met.”

“I’m a milkmaid, remember?”

“How could I forget?” He swallowed hard as he looked at his contraption built for slow asphyxiation. “It’s a dangerous device. I’ll need a safe word. If I say it, flick this catch to release the tension on the crank.”

“Of course,” she said, feeling the pressure in her chest and the heat between her thighs.

He looked at her again. “My safe word is ‘mercy’,” he said.

She unbuttoned his shirt, slipped it over his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. He had a magnificent lean, chiselled and muscular body. She could imagine herself grinding her pussy on his abs and enjoying it just as much as his cock. He took a sharp breath as she ran her hands over his smooth chest. He waxed too. Damn, it was sexy!

He let her continue to undress him without resistance. It was an incredible turn on to have such a powerful man submit to her in this way. She unbuckled his belt, loosened his zip, feeling the huge bulge in his pants, and pulled them free.

He waxed everywhere. She took a shuddering breath. Most men waxed their pubis if they had a small cock to make it look bigger. He was a stallion, with two large, heavy balls. In different circumstances, she would submit to her desire as a milkmaid, sink to her knees and take his splendid manhood in her mouth to pleasure him. But he had gifted her the authority to pleasure him in other ways, and she wanted to experience the danger too.

She pushed him backwards, so his shins met the edge of the chair. He slumped onto it, unable to take his eyes from her as she placed his wrists and ankles in the manacles and locked them tight. Then she went to the rack beside the chair, which had a selection of silk ropes, leather straps and wires. She found a thick leather strap. It was manly and would look incredibly erotic, pressing against his windpipe.

He watched her in silence as she fed the strap through the eyelets on either side of the headrest and fastened them to the hand crank. It was a devilishly ingenious device. The handle turned in tiny increments, like the dial on a safe, locking the strap tighter around his neck with each turn. She listened to the clicks as she turned the handle until she felt resistance.

Coming to face him again, she shocked herself with how aroused she’d become from seeing him looking so vulnerable. Special Agent Ashby Hill, naked, bound and with a tight leather strap around his neck. Yet his cock was as hard as hell and twitching with excitement.

She unbuttoned her blouse, giving him a slow striptease that would make his cock desperate with the need to cum. She made him wait for each glimpse of her body, adding to the sweet torture of the moment. As she lost each item of clothing, she turned the handle another click, applying more pressure to his windpipe, making him work for each breath. His excitement swelled, making him breathe harder with the need for more oxygen. As she deprived him of it, he would feel the danger to his core.

After her thigh-high stockings, she removed her skirt, so she stood before him in only her bra and panties. She turned away to remove her panties, sliding them down her legs to step out of them. They were damp and delicious. She looked back over her shoulder and raised them to her nose, so he could see how much she enjoyed the perfume of her pulsing sex.

Still facing away from him, she unclipped her bra and felt the enormous relief as her breasts burst free from their restraints. She let it fall to the floor beside her wet panties. Like a cat stalking a mouse, she turned and lithely walked toward the chair to climb onto it and straddle him.

He was breathing hard, feeling the pressure of the strap around his neck, but his eyes widened at the sight of her naked breasts. He could see them now, smell her milk, feel the animal lust swelling inside him as her creamy gift drove him wild with desire.

She reached behind the chair, bringing her breasts close to his face, and tightened the strap another few clicks.

“How do you like having a milkmaid torture you?” she said, tweaking her nipple to loosen her milk ducts.

He grunted a reply, now lost for words. She gripped his cock. It was so hard and thick, her fingers weren’t long enough to circle his shaft. It throbbed and pulsed in her hand. She stroked him as she turned the handle with her free hand, making him fight for oxygen with each gasp.

“You have Angel Lust,” she said. “I’m sure you know all about it from your work, the uncontrollable, raging erection men develop when they’re deprived of air.”

He nodded as best he could in his restraints. His eyes were wild with desperation, both for air and the need to cum.

“I’m going to treat you to Milkmaid Lust,” she said, lifting one breast on her palm.

She put her nipple to his open mouth. As he was already working hard to draw air, her nipple disappeared inside his hot mouth. With her huge breast over his face, he couldn’t breathe at all. He stopped struggling as her milk flowed. She made sure he had a good suck before she gave him the chance to draw air again.

“Sweet, isn’t it?” she said.

Milk trickled from his lips as he gasped for air. She turned the handle another click and put her other nipple to his mouth, forcing him to swallow mouthfuls of thick, sweet cream. She waited for him to weaken, the sign he needed oxygen, before allowing him to breathe again.

His cock was now so swollen, it looked like it had grown an inch in length and girth. While he gasped for air, she put the tip to her sex. It was so big, there was no way she could fit it inside her tight pussy, but she only needed the tip. She forced it into her sex, so he felt her wet heat. Now he would experience the full extent of a milkmaid’s power to torture a man.

She let him feel her juicy pussy without speaking, rolling her hips, driving his sensitive tip wild with the delicious friction of her tight sex. At the same time, she tightened the strap and fed him more milk from her breasts. Whenever she felt him get close to his orgasm, she withdrew, keeping him locked at the edge of release.

His eyes glazed over, stupefied with oxygen deprivation. He was losing control of his mind. She had him right where she wanted him, deep in the throes of Milkmaid Lust, desperate for air and aching to cum. She continued to deny him both.

His voice was hoarse as he forced out a word. “Mercy!”

She pressed her nipple to his mouth again, feeling the joy of him sucking the milk from her breasts. He wasn’t the only one close to an orgasm. There was no greater pleasure than a lover’s desperate mouth at her nipple. She held her breast against his face until he was close to passing out.

“How do you know so much about milkmaids?” she said.

He shook his head as best he could. “Mercy!” he said again, with a rasping voice.

She had never agreed to release him when he said it. Perhaps he needed more milk to understand his predicament. She made him drink more, then repeated her question. He looked at her with renewed desperation, realising this was no longer a game between lovers.

“Tell me and I’ll give you the release you desire,” she said.

He chose his words carefully, speaking between ragged gasps. “My team… trying to stop… people selling milkmaids.”

She rolled her hips, tormenting his over-engorged cock, and fed him more milk. Even though he was now aware the danger was real, he couldn’t resist her addictive cream.

“More! Tell me everything!” she said.

“We… have a buyer… knows names… won’t talk.”

“And that’s where you come in, right? To make him talk. But if you can’t get any names, he’ll walk free. And that will put you right back at the start, without a clue to go on.”

He nodded as best he could. She fed her nipple into his mouth and tightened the handle all the way.

“That’s two secrets you’ve shared,” she said. “It’s only fair that I tell you my other secret too. I also have the information you need, such as the name of the country’s foremost milkmaid slave trader. She’s a very wealthy woman called Mistress Amber O’Shea. Now you know her name, I should tell you she knows all about you, and how good you are at making people talk. She sent me to make sure that didn’t happen.”

It felt good to have all their secrets out in the open at last. Immersing herself deep in her role was always frustrating. She relaxed into the moment, enjoying his engorged cock in her sex as he drank her milk against his will while he struggled to breathe. Her orgasm was long, deep and sustained. It felt like she was floating in a sea of warm bliss. When it finally subsided, he was no longer drawing milk from her breast.

She checked his breath and pulse, and gently closed his eyes with a brush of her fingertips. It was a pity their relationship had to end this way. He really was a sweet, kind man with a good heart, even if he tortured people for a living.

But there would be more men like Ashby Hill for as long as the investigation had any scrap of information to make a case. It was true. Mistress Amber O’Shea bought and sold milkmaids as pleasure slaves, to serve the people who could afford them.

Tabitha climbed off Ashby and dressed. But not all milkmaids were the same. A few, like her, used their milk and seductive talents to protect their owners from men like Special Agent Ashby Hill. After playing ‘Little Miss Sweet and Innocent’ to gain his trust, she only had to work her way into his heart to make her mistress’s problems go away. Even with his special agent training, he was a man, and couldn’t resist his desire for her cream.

She kissed him on the forehead. When they found him, bound to his chair, with a belt around his neck and covered in her milk, they would understand how far Amber O’Shea could go to protect her secrets too.
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