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Chapter 1.

Coming home for the summer it was like nothing had changed.  The gardens, the houses, even the neighbours were all the same, well, almost.
“Evening Riley, what’s up?”
I recognise the voice immediately and break into a grin, spin round to face its source.  My next door neighbour, Jason, stood alone on his porch smiling, waving, but he looked… changed—he was thinner, which suited him, the loss of the few excess pounds he’d always carried left him looking toned, almost broader and taller, but his expression was off and his eyes were tired.  I smile as I wave back, pleased to see him.
“Not too much.  Just got back for the summer.”  I say. 
I’ve been really looking forward to seeing both Jason and Lisa.  We’ve lived next door to them since I was 15 and though they were both a fair few years older than me we’d always got along, the pair of them treating more like a younger sibling than an annoying teenage neighbour.  I’d spent a lot of time at theirs, hanging out with Jason playing video games, watching movies, and chatting about cool music.  Plus, Lisa was HOT! 
“How are you and Lisa?”  I ask.
Jason’s face fell.
“I don’t know.  Lisa’s gone… left me for some dude from her dance class.”
I feel awful.  Jason’s expression made it clear my question had poked at a barely healed wound.
“Sorry… that’s harsh.  When?”
“Couple of months ago.  I just came home to find a note on the table.  She’d packed an overnight bag and gone and I’ve not seen her since.  I heard from her sister that she’s moved south and she’s not coming back.”
I nod and look sad in an attempt to convey my sympathies.  Jason had always been sweet to me, and had always taken care of Lisa, so I couldn’t understand why she’d done it… but then I’d never even kissed a girl, so it’s not like I was an expert at relationships.
“What about Scout?”  I ask.
Jason smiles and the expression is an odd mix of joy and sadness.
“She left him too, just walked out on him, but for that at least I’m glad.  I’ve at least had someone around to keep me company.”
I grin, glad that Scout was still around.  Scout was Jason’s and Lisa’s dog, or just Jason’s now I guess.  A perfect blend of many breeds, big and happy and smart as a whip.  I’ve known him since he was a puppy and I missed him almost as much as I missed having Jason just next door to hang out with.
“If you want to come round and say hi I know he’d be happy to see you.  He’s not been quite the same since Lisa went and I think seeing you would really cheer him up.”
“You sure?”  I ask.
Jason nods, his smile a little brighter.
“Absolutely.  I think seeing a familiar friendly face is just what the both of us need.”
 


Jason stands with his back to the wall and holds the door to his house for me as I cross the threshold.  It was clear now I was closer that he’d been through a tough time, his face was slimmer and he’d not shaved in several days.  His jeans and shirt were crumpled, but still he had that smell I always associated with him, soil and wood, the faint tang of tar, his soap with its musk and citrus notes, so I knew he’d not completely let himself go.
“How are you coping?”  I ask.
Jason shrugs, attempts to seem nonplussed, as though he wasn’t hurting, an act of male bravado, but there was a rawness to his expression—he seemed vulnerable and in pain and my heart went out to him.  I feel a swell of empathy and all thoughts of unpacking and a quiet night in went out the window.  Jason is a friend and he needs me.
“A day at a time.”  He says.
Jason’s expression shifts, and he smiles.  He stares at me for a moment as I step past him, a curious intense scrutiny, and I feel almost uncomfortable, a tightness in my gut as he watches me, a prickle on the back of my neck.
“Better now you’re back.  It’s good to see you.”  He says.
From the way he speaks and the way he smiles I can tell he means it—the knot it my gut tightens.  My cheeks are suddenly warm, flush with blood as I blush, and Jason’s smile shifts slightly, a subtle frown, almost confused.
“Well, I’m just…”
Before I can finish there’s a cacophony of yipping, barking, and bounding paws then, before I can react, a bundle of fur is hurtling through the air towards me.  Scout barrels into me, tail wagging madly.  I’m not particularly big or strong and the impact, catching me by surprise, sends me flying and I trip, fall backwards.
Strong arms catch me, hold me for only a moment, solid like stone beneath the coarse cotton of shirt sleeves.  For just a moment Jason holds me next to his chest and I can feel how solid he’s become and my pulse quickens, my cheeks now blazing, and I am righted and lifted easily up and onto my feet.
“Scout sit!”  Jason says—his voice is quiet and soft but firm, a command spoken with authority.
Scout sits, his big doleful eyes looking between me and Jason, tail still wagging madly, and Jason lets me go.  The loss of contact creates a vacuum I have never known before, a longing, and I am momentarily giddy, confused and bewildered by the rush of emotions I am experiencing.
“You’ve been working out?”  I say.
The words leave my lips before I have a chance to think and I blush suddenly, laugh awkwardly.  I’m pleased to see a pink flush in Jason’s cheeks at my compliment.
“Yeah.  Hitting the home gym a lot recently.  Not much else to do and it helps… you know.”
I nod, smiling.
“Well whatever you’re doing its working for you.  You look great.”
I can’t help but grin and the pinkness in Jason’s cheeks spreads.  He looks away, turns to Scout.
“Sorry about that.  He’s a bit manic at the moment.  He doesn’t get out much, with Lisa being gone and me at work.”
I kneel and reach out to fuss Scout who takes my attention as permission to set about greeting me again, his nose sniffing my face and hair as I scratch behind his ears.
“You should get a pet sitter.”  I say.
I turn and look up and Jason is staring down at me, watching me, eyes narrowed slightly, thoughtful, almost predatory.  He nods.
“What have you got planned this summer?”  He asks.
I shrug.
“Not much, why?”
Jason’s smile becomes a grin.
“I can’t think of anyone more qualified to spoil that dog than you.  Think you’d be up for it?”
“I… yeah… I suppose…”
Jason’s smile falters slightly.
“You don’t have to obviously, if you have plans or anything, and I’d pay you.  You’d just need to come over during the day and play with him and walk him.  I just thought… since he knows you and you’re back for the summer… I thought you might like to…  thought it might be fun, that you might like to hang out a bit?”
Suddenly awkward, looming over me, Jason seems almost cute.  I shake my head to dislodge the thought, startled at it.  Men aren’t cute.
“I’d have done it for free… I’ve really missed him, and you of course.”  I say.
“Free you say?”
“No way!  You said you’d pay me.”
Jason laughs.  He nods.
“So that’s a yes?”
“Yeah.  Sure.  It’s a yes.”
“Excellent.  Can you start tomorrow?”
I nod.  Jason’s smile widens.
“Well, why don’t you come in.  I can fix us some drinks and I can show you around so you know where everything is.”
I rise to my feet and stand next to Jason, the top of my head only reaching to just above his chin.  Sure he’s tall, but I was also short, a fact that had always bothered me, hindering my clumsy attempts at charming girls, but right then I quite liked it.  I felt almost safe next to him.
“You just lead the way.”  I say.




Chapter 2.

There was something different about Riley.
I’d missed him while he’d been away at university, more than I thought I would, and when Lisa vanished, leaving me all on my own, it had only gotten worse.  I’d really been looking forward to seeing him again, the dorky teenager next door who’d become almost like the younger brother I’d never had, but seeing him again after so long I could tell that there was something changed about him and it had me feeling almost uncomfortable.
“Beer okay?”  I ask as I lead the way through to the kitchen.
“Err… you wouldn’t have any spirits would you?”  Riley asks.
I stop and turn round to face him, surprised.
“Spirits?  Really?”
He looks almost bashful, a slight coy look in his eyes as he nods, and there is an odd tightness in my chest.
“I’ve gone off beer.  I try to stick to clear spirits.”  Riley says.
“Well I’ve got some vodka if you want in the freezer.  Neat or with lemonade.”
“With lemonade is fine.  Unless you’re trying to get me drunk.”
I laugh, but in the back of my mind a whispering thought coalesces, settling, and I shake my head to dislodge it, but fail.
“With lemonade it is.”
I cross to the fridge and collect a beer for me and the lemonade and vodka for Riley.  As I open my bottle Riley crosses the kitchen, Scout following at his heels, tail wagging as though he were about to take off.  As I pour the vodka and lemonade I can’t help but watch Riley walk, my eyes momentarily travelling up his legs to his arse and lingering there for a second, round pert cheeks wiggling as he moves, swaying as he sits on the stool by the counter… since when did Riley have a nice butt?
I catch my train of thought and stop it before it goes too far, snap my attention back to the drinks, chiding myself.
“So, what have you been up to?”  I ask.
“Not much.  Study mostly.”
“Any cute girls?”  I ask, grinning.
Riley’s cheeks blush pink and he bites his bottom lip, a gesture that I was familiar with but that now evoked something in me that was new.  He shook his head.  As far as I knew he’d never had a girlfriend, but we’d never really talked about it, and I’d certainly never teased him about it.
“No, not really.  I’ve been busy.”
I nod like I understand.
“You’re looking good though.  Healthy.”  I say.
My gaze slides involuntarily over his arms and chest and hips, down his legs—his fine auburn hairs so light that they seemed almost hairless.  Riley was dressed casually, like he always dressed, sneakers, shorts, a t-shirt, but there was a subtle change that took me a while to notice.  The shorts were shorter, the t-shirt snug.  He’d lost weight and seemed more comfortable with himself.  All the puppy fat was gone and he was trim, his slight frame almost svelte, a subtle curve to his hips and thighs that he’d not had before.
“Thanks.  I’ve taken up cycling to get around and it’s really helped me get in shape.  That and giving up the beer and junk food.”
I realise I’ve been staring and I look back up quickly only to catch Riley’s eye.  He grins, shifting in his seat slightly, and I feel for an instant like a naughty kid that’s been caught eating jam with a spoon.
“Cycling eh, cool.  That’d explain…”  I pause, catch myself before mentioning his strangely hypnotic arse “… why you’re looking so good.”
Riley’s smile expands.  The tightness in my chest spreads, as though something feral and hungry is uncoiling after being long asleep.  I offer Riley his vodka and lemonade and he takes it, sips, and I can’t help but stare at his lips for just a fraction of a second as he licks them in what seems an almost seductive manner.  I grip my beer tighter.
“So, how about that tour then.”  Riley says.
He slips down off his stool and walks off towards the kitchen door.
“Upstairs or downstairs first?”  He asks.
“Upstairs.”  I say.
Riley heads off towards the stairs and as Scout and I follow behind there is a subtle shift in Riley’s gait so that his hips sway as he walks and my gaze drifts down to his butt, snug in tight denim shorts, a peach, wiggling with each step.  The tightness in my chest expands, a sudden harsh and brutal possessiveness that I thought I’d long buried unfolding.  I tear my gaze away and take a deep swig of my beer.
“Head to the spare room.”  I say—my voice almost catching in my throat.
“That’s where I’ve been keeping most of Scout’s stuff”.
Riley nods and ascends the stairs in front of me and I follow, his arse just in front of me, at eye level, swaying as though to taunt me.
 


The shower is hot, full of steam, almost scalding, but the pain is a pleasant distraction.
“I’m just horny, that’s all it is.”  I say to myself.
It’s true, I am horny and there was no use denying it.  Lisa had been gone for months and even then for months before she had gone our sex life had been lacklustre at best.  Infrequent and perfunctory, she’d never had any real interest in satisfying my needs, my appetites.  She’d been more than happy with me satisfying her then rolling over to leave me unfulfilled.  She’d never even been willing to try.
“What the fuck is wrong with me.”
I moan as the water beats down on my back.  The ache in my chest has spread and fills me now, that aching hunger I’d assumed I’d conquered.  Even under the hot water, trying to keep my mind on something else, my skin stinging, my cock still throbs, heavy and pulsing between my legs.
Without thinking my hand wraps itself around my shaft, the water and the soap slick on my soft skin.  I squeeze, gently, and my cock hardens.  I work my hand up and down my length, slow, aching strokes, and my shaft pulses with the beat of my heart until it is stiff and hot and almost painful.
I close my eyes, picture a faceless woman, gagged and collared, bound, as I’d always wanted Lisa but had never had her.  I imagine one hand around her throat, firm but gentle, another hand teasing her nipples, pinching to hurt her, the muffled moans of pain and pleasure and the tightness in my chest is like a fierce dragon uncoiling, unfolding its massive wings, claws like razors.  I work my cock with faster strokes, my balls tensing as my orgasm approaches.  I picture a woman bent over, her naked arse lifted up to me, my hand striking her, spanking her, her cries of pain, of need, her whimpers of submission, the flush pink of her arse cheeks where my blows land.
My cock swells and my balls clench and I know I’m about to cum and I imagine spanking her harder and as I cum I realise it’s not a faceless woman’s arse.  Its Riley’s, and as I realise it, picture it more clearly, pert and round and wiggling, as I picture him bent over in front of me crying out as I spank him, I cum hard, harder than I think I’ve ever cum before.




Chapter 3.

Jason is already gone by the time I arrive to check in on Scout.  It’s a glorious day, the sky bright blue and the sun already warm, and as I unlock the door Scout comes bounding from where he’d been sleeping to greet me, a manic ball of enthusiasm and energy.
“Wow you really are glad to see me.”  I say.
I almost trip and fall as Scout darts around my legs, tail wagging and whacking against my bare shins.  I can’t help but laugh at his almost human grin, always happy to see me.
“You don’t like being cooped up alone?  Well how about I take you for a walk then and earn some of this extra cash I’ve been promised.  Don’t want your daddy thinking I’m not doing my job and firing me after my first day do we.”
I quickly set about gathering Scout’s collar and leash, his favourite frisbee, and a few treats, and we head out to the closest park.  I don’t hurry, savour the sun’s caress on my arms and neck and chest.  The air is ripe with the smell of pollen and cut grass and I can’t help smiling.
My mind drifts, remembering the way Jason seemed to look at me yesterday, and though I’m sure I imagined it the memory sends a shiver down my spine, a pleasant thrill of excitement and fear.  I’ve spent months exercising on my bike, eating right, and drinking less in the hopes of getting in shape, giving myself a leaner, trimmer figure to improve my dating prospects.  Sure, I had hoped it’d be girls that’d be interested in me, but seeing that look in Jason’s eyes as he watched me walk, that raw lust and desire, focussed on me, even if just for a second, even if imagined, left me aching in a way that was both addictive and terrifying.  I had no idea what was happening to me but I liked it and I wanted more.
 


After a vigorous 20 minutes of fetch and several drips in the river Scout is bedraggled, filthy, and tired and I haven’t fared much better.  I take him straight through to the kitchen and lock him in, hoping to keep him from spreading too much muck before I can clean up.
“I won’t be long.  I just need to sort myself out and find you a towel and your brushes.  I’m not having your daddy return home to find you looking like that!”  I say.
Scout just stares at me with his big puppy eyes but he’s too exhausted so doesn’t really complain, instead seems content to find a cool corner to curl up and sleep in.  I slip off my muddy and wet sneakers and socks and shut the kitchen door and pad barefoot up the stairs.
I wash up in the bathroom first, cleaning up my legs and arms and face with a cloth and soap before towelling off, pausing briefly to check myself over in the mirror over the sink.  I study my face, take a deep breath, and sigh.
I’ve always had soft features but I’ve hoped for years that eventually the hormones would kick in and they’d morph into something more masculine.  They never have though and now I was getting close to 20 I was beginning to accept that they likely never would.  My jaw and nose had remained delicate, and since I inherited my mother’s full lips and large eyes, and my father’s high cheekbones, I’ve ended up with a face that is, at best, androgynous. 
I’ve made it work for me though.  At university I found a new hairdresser who’d encouraged me to grow my hair out just little so she could style it better to frame my face.  It was still short, sitting just above my ears, but it gave me enough length to manage a short fringe that I kept swept to one side, with the top just slightly longer than the sides.  Sure it wasn’t the typical short back and sides I’d grown up with but it suited me and I’d had several female friends compliment me on it, one of them even going to my hairdresser to get a similar cut that I thought made her even more beautiful and feminine.
Ruffling my hair slightly at the back and rearranging my fringe I smile, satisfied.  I looked pretty good, and I turn and head out of the bathroom and through to the spare room to look for Scout’s grooming stuff.
I rummage through several drawers with no luck, finding only more toys and leashes and balls.  I turn to look around the room and notice in the corner behind the door several large black bags piled on top of each other.
I frown, curious, and cross the room to pull open one of the closed bags.  I stall, momentarily shocked.  The bag is full of underwear.  Women’s underwear.  Lingerie and a few odd clothes.  I recognise some of the clothes and socks, and one of the bras that I had been lucky enough to glimpse once.
“Lisa must have left all of these.  Jason’s had to clear them all out but couldn’t bring himself to throw them.”
My voice is hoarse and quiet, a wellspring of sympathy for my neighbour, friend, and now employer.
“That’s harsh.”  I say.
Even as I’m talking my hands slip into the bag to rummage through the garments, stockings and panties and bras, short skirts and cute tops, sexy constructions of lace and silk and ribbon that were designed to tease and titillate.  I always thought Lisa was sexy, petite and cute, with dazzling eyes, and a slender frame with an arse I had dreamt many times of caressing.  I pick out a pair of panties, electric pink, like gossamer, so soft, so little fabric, all lacy and sexy.  I’d spent years wondering what Lisa looked like under her clothes, years fantasising, and now, in my hands, were a pair of her pretty panties, panties that I would have killed to have seen on her.  My cock throbs, stiffening, and as I hold the tiny scrap of fabric up I am suddenly overcome by a compulsion that I know I cannot resist.
 


Before I can stop myself I’ve stripped down naked and am slipping on the panties.  They are a shocking, brilliant pink against my pale freckled legs and they glide over my legs easily, smooth compared to the rough cotton of my usual underwear.  As I pull them snug the thin strip of fabric at the back slips between my arse cheeks, cupping and lifting and pressing into me in a way that makes me shiver.  They feel good, right, and even though my cock has stiffened further at the sensation of them, the silky tightness of them around my hips and balls, they still cover me completely.  I shudder, blushing, the wave of humiliation that a woman’s tiny panties can contain me even erect makes me burn with a desire I’ve never known before.
I look up as I stand in front of the full length mirror in Jason’s spare room and am unable to believe my eyes.  I turn around, looking over my shoulder at my reflection, leaning forward slightly, posing with my hand on my hip and my butt angled up.  I look… hot.
“Is this what Lisa looked like?”  My voice is barely a whisper.
The thought sends a new surge of arousal through me and I reach down to run both hands over my hips, butt, crotch.  I shiver again, bite my bottom lip, moan—the moan is soft, quiet, barely a whimper, desperate, and does not sound like me, too feminine, too sexy, but the knowledge that it is me, that I made that noise, just makes the ache and hunger in me worse.
I look up and stare at myself as my hands roam my body.  I can see now that all my cycling and dieting has shaped my butt and thighs, rounding them out so that they are soft, almost curvy, while also trimming away any fat from my upper body, leaving me with slender shoulders and arms and a flat chest and stomach.  With the way my hair was styled and my feminine features I look almost girly, pretty, well… except for the small but prominent bulge in my panties.
Already I think of them as my panties.  I like the way they make me look, the way they make me feel.  I imagine for a second the look of lust in Jason’s eyes seeing me dressed like this and I moan again, a whimpered girly sigh, bite my bottom lip harder, squeeze my legs together.
My hand slips down my smooth stomach to my panties and under the waist band but I’m snapped from my fantasy by barking.  Scout’s awake.  I need to clean him before it’s too late and Jason gets home.  I snatch up my shorts and t-shirt without thinking and yank them on, stuff my old underwear into my pocket and dash downstairs.  As I run the panties slip deeper into my arse crack, caressing me, and I can’t help but wiggle as I run, savouring the sensation.




Chapter 4.

I pull into the drive exhausted and sweaty after a long, slow drive through evening traffic.  It’s been a long day but I’m home earlier than usual—I’d left early this morning to get out the house and avoid seeing Riley in the morning, unable to face him after last night and that momentary slip in the shower.  I turn the car off, sit for a moment, take a deep breath and shake my head to try to dislodge the image that has been running through my head all day, but fail.
I exhale a sigh and resign myself, gather my resolve and slip out of the car and head towards the front door hoping it won’t be as awkward as I’ve been imagining all day.
“Hi?”  I call out as I open the front door.
For a second there is quiet, the only sound the noise of the radio on somewhere in the house, and I assume, happily, that Riley has taken Scout out, that I’ll have a few more moments before I have to face him.
“Hey!  We’re in the kitchen.”  Riley’s voice is loud, excited, almost too happy.
I sigh and my gut heaves.  The subtle tightness in my chest that’s been with me all day uncoils and spreads through like a ravenous plague, eager to consume.  I trudge my way into the kitchen, stop in the doorway.  The tightness in my chest blossoms and unfurls and roars and I cannot help but smile hungrily at the sight in front of me. 
“You have a good day?”  Riley asks.
“Yeah.  You?”
Riley is stood by the stove with his back to me, stirring something in a pan that is simmering.  The kitchen smells of garlic and spices, a deep heavenly aroma that has my mouth watering.  He’s barefoot, in just his tight denim shorts and t-shirt, dancing to the tune that’s playing, wiggling and bouncing in time with the beat.  I stare transfixed at his arse even as Scout wanders over to say hi, sitting tiredly at my feet for a fuss.
“Great.  Scout was an angel.  I thought since you were paying me I’d make dinner.  You don’t mind do you?”
I’m still staring at that mesmerising sway and wiggle, that round firm butt in those tight, short shorts, as Riley turns.  I glance up to his face a fraction of a second too late and force a friendly smile—Riley doesn’t say anything and I hope he hasn’t noticed, but for a second I’m sure he grins knowingly at me, his eyes full of mischief.
“I don’t mind at all, but you don’t have to.”  I say.
“I know, but I wanted to.” 
I scratch Scout behind his ears as he leans into me.  There’s a pinkness to Riley’s cheeks and he’s sweating from the heat of the stove and the dancing, his lips pursed, his freckled cheeks and brow glowing, and he looks almost… I shake my head before I can finish the thought.
“I didn’t know you could cook.”  I say.
“I couldn’t, but being away from home I had to learn.  It’s curry, and spicy. Are you okay with that?”
I smile and nod.
“I like it hot.”
Riley’s smile widens and he stares at me for a second with a curious intensity, his big blue eyes sparkling.  His cheeks flush a deeper pink.
“I was hoping you’d say that.”  He says, and there’s a subtle edge to his words.
He turns back to the stove and goes back to stirring.
“Now sit.  It’ll be done soon.  I wanted to have it ready for you when you got home but you’re early.”
“Yeah, benefits of an early start I guess.  Hope I didn’t disturb you.”
“No, not at all.”  Riley says—the same subtle edge to his voice.  “I’m glad to see you.”
I stand for a moment longer, watching him dance.  The way his hips and butt move, those long legs.  The tightness in my chest fills me.  I cannot help but smile at the image of my hands pinning his arms behind his back as I bend him over to spank him, and I have to tear my gaze away to make my way to the table to sit.
 


“This smells and looks amazing.  If it tastes half as good then I’m a lucky man.”  I say.
Riley chuckles, lightly, as he puts my plate in front of me.
“Thanks.”
He places his opposite me and sits across the table facing me.  As he sits he shifts a little in his seat as though uncomfortable, a slight frown as though distracted.
“You okay?  You look in pain.  I hope Scout didn’t knock you over or anything.”  I say.
Riley shakes his head and stops his fidgeting.  There is a sudden pinkness to his cheeks and he stares down at his plate.
“No, I’m fine.”
I stare at him, his tussled hair falling down to partially cover his dazzling eyes.  His cheeks are still flush, from more than just the cooking now, rosy.
“You sure you’re okay?”  I ask.
Riley keeps his head down, almost shy, nods again, and begins to poke at his dinner.  There is a coyness to his manner, as though he’s doing something naughty, and a submissiveness that sends a sensation like electricity down my spine.  The room seems suddenly too warm and my heart is beating quicker.
“What’s wrong Riley?”  The question is more stern and firm than I intended it to be.
Riley looks up at once, his blue eyes wide, and he looks almost dainty, slender shoulders and pretty features, his fringe swept across his forehead, his hands thin and small.  He smiles at me and his lips are full and ripe and the tightness in my chest is again unfolding, demanding, and I struggle to subdue it.
“There’s nothing wrong, really.  I had a really nice day, but it’s nicer now… I mean, now that you’re home… I mean, human company, not just a dog… not that you’re just any human… I just… I’m fine.”
Riley forces a laugh, blushing, and he smiles at me, stares at me for just a moment before looking back to his plate.
“Sorry.”  He says.
There is a nervousness in Riley’s manner that is both charming and disarming.  A quiet politeness and obedience that I’ve never noticed before.  For a moment I am standing over Riley, commanding him to bed over the table and he is obeying without question, his tight, round arse raised up to me in surrender.
“Did you have a nice day?”  Riley asks.
His question snaps me from my reverie and I am suddenly aware that I was daydreaming.  As Riley glances up at me it is almost as though he knows what I was thinking and he is grinning.
“It wasn’t too bad.  Better now I’m home though.”
Riley’s smile widens, almost a smirk, as though flirting.
“Aww, well I’m glad you missed me.”  He says.
I open my mouth to say something, to explain what I meant, but I say nothing, realising I really have missed him.  I watch him for a second and the tightness in my chest lingers but for once I do nothing to quell it.  I imagine my hands gripping his wrists and waist and hips, firmly, commanding his body with only a touch.  I smile, enjoying the thought.
Riley stares at me, drawn by my silence, and looks up into my eyes.  I stare back, smile, imagine standing over him as he looks up at me.  Riley blushes, looks down to his plate, bites his bottom lips as he grins.
“You should eat your dinner before it gets cold.”  He says.
“I really did miss you Riley, and I’m glad your back.”  I say.
Riley’s smile spreads and his cheeks flush brighter.
 


“Will you be around tomorrow morning?”  Riley asks.
I hold the front door open as Riley stands on the threshold, his bag at his feet.  He is close enough that I can almost feel the heat of his body, his face turned up to mine.  I grip the door tight to avoid the temptation to grab him.
“Not sure.  Probably not.  Another early start.”  I say.
I do not say that seeing him first thing in the morning would leave me distracted for the entire day.
“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow evening then.  Maybe I’ll cook again?”
“Sure, I’d like that, but only if you want.  You really don’t have to.”
Riley smiles at he stares up at me.  He shifts slightly, rolling his hips with a peculiar wiggle.
“I know, but it was nice seeing someone else enjoy my cooking and I think you need someone to take care of you.”
“I only hired you too look after Scout.”  I say.
Riley grins.
“Yeah, but I’m happy looking after you for free.  We’re friends.  Now, see you tomorrow, and let me know when you think you’re going to be home so I can try to have dinner ready.”
Before I can speak or argue Riley turns and bends to pick up his bag.  I watch as he moves, his shorts taught over his butt, his t-shirt lifting slightly and… a flash of brilliant pink, lacy, above the waist band of his shorts, a pattern that seems familiar—and then I know and the tightness in my chest explodes.
Riley lifts his bag and straightens up and the pink vanishes again and I smile as though I have seen nothing.
“See you tomorrow.”  I say.
“Have a good day.”  Riley says.
I hold the door as Riley steps out and makes his way along the street to next door.  As he stops to open his front door he looks back, waves before stepping inside.  I watch him, grinning, knowing just where I’d seen that pink before.  Already a plan was beginning to form and my cock was stiffening at just the thought.




Chapter 5.

Jason’s car is still on the drive so I knock instead of using my key.  I wait and after a couple of seconds the door opens and Jason stands smiling, dressed in smart jeans and a pressed shirt, tucked in so that his thick leather belt is visible.  It is a stark contrast to the Jason I used to hang out with, almost formal, but still with the same rugged edge he always had.  He’d obviously just showered, his hair was wet and the smell of his soap and aftershave strong, a pleasant musk that I inhale deeply without even realising.
“I thought you’d use your key.”  Jason says.
“Sorry, I saw your car and didn’t want to barge in and catch you just out the shower or something.”
As I say it I can’t help picturing Jason still wet and dripping.  I’d seen him topless before at the beach and pool and on a hot summer’s day, but I’d not seen the new trim Jason.  The thought left me suddenly flush, excited, in a pleasant way.
“Very thoughtful, but next time you needn’t worry, I tend not to wander round the house half naked.”  Jason says.
I look up at him and smile, biting my bottom lip.  He is grinning at me, an odd intensity in his gaze that is almost enough to make me squirm, like he’s been reading my mind and knows.
“Anyway, come in.”
Jason pulls the door wide, steps back to allow me entry.
“Just mind the mess.”  He says.
For a moment I wonder what he means but as I step through the door it becomes clear.  The hall is filled with black sacks piled on top of each other so that the space is cluttered and cramped and I’m forced to squeeze past Jason to get through.  He does not step out of the way, remains stood by the door, smiling at me and I cannot help but feel how firm his chest and stomach are as my shoulder brushes against him.  The scent of his aftershave, a dense cloud that is almost sweet, leaves me almost pleasantly dizzy.
“I had a go at clearing out Lisa’s things last night from the spare room.  I figure she doesn’t want them so I should just get it over with and throw them.  I brought them down but I need to get rid of them tonight.  I hope they won’t be too in your way.”
I glance over the bags, the same bags I’d rummaged through yesterday.  All those panties and bras, stockings and wisps of lingerie, skirts and tops, heels, make up, accessories.  The idea of them all being thrown away almost hurts.  I tear my gaze away and for a moment it is almost as though Jason is grinning at me, an expression that causes my stomach to knot, like a wolf hunting a fawn.
“I’m sure I’ll be fine.”  I say.
“Good.  Well, I better be off anyway.  You enjoy yourself today.”
The way Jason speaks, an odd edge to his voice as he grins at me, sets the hairs on the back of my neck on end.
“Sure.  You too.”  I say.
Jason’s grin widens.
“I’ll do my best.”
I stand and wait as he grabs his bag and jacket, already by the front door, as though he had been waiting to leave, and steps out, leaving me alone with the bags full of so many wonderful treasures.
 


I wait until I’ve walked Scout so that I can be sure he’ll sleep, though I can barely contain my excitement.  As I rummage through the bags, I am filled with a thrill of nervous excitement, electricity running through me, and I am unable to stop myself.  They’re going to be thrown anyway, I argue with myself, so it’s not really wrong, trying to convince myself that it’s perfectly normal and acceptable for me to steal Lisa’s old belongings.
At first I try to be selective, taking only things I really like, but I end up taking pretty much all of it so give up and decide it’ll just be easier to take all the bags over to my house to hide in my bedroom before Jason gets back. 
First though, I can’t resist a repeat of yesterday, and I choose a pair of black panties, a high cut to expose a lot of arse and leg, and then pause for a moment.  There’s so much in the bags it seems almost a waste not to take it a little further while I have the opportunity, so I take a few more items before running upstairs to the spare room, my heart racing at what I am about to do—I’m so excited, so thrilled at the thought, that there’s not even a shred of doubt or uncertainty.  I need to see what I look like, to feel what I felt yesterday.
 


I almost can’t believe my eyes.
The black panties are snug, soft, and hug the curve of my butt like a second skin, my cock is straining against the fabric, hard, but safely contained in the scrap of silky cloth.  The stockings make my legs look shapely, long, sexy, and my soft, fair hair is almost invisible so that they look smooth, almost shaved.  The suspender belt sits high on my trim waist, making it seem somehow narrower so that my hips are more prominent, outlined by the straps that attach to the tops of the stockings.  In the heels I am taller and the way they make me stand makes my legs and arse look amazing.
I turn around, run my hands over my butt and waist and hips, the feeling of the stocking and panties against my soft skin sending electric shivers through me.  I look feminine, pretty, and for the first time in my life I feel sexy, attractive—for the first time in my life I’m happy with my petite, effeminate body, with my androgynous features. 
“I look better than Lisa ever did.”  I say.
I strike a pose, attempting to look sultry.  I strut across the bedroom floor in my heels, wobbling uncertainly at first but slowly getting the hang of it as I practice how to place the tiny heel first and not lose my balance, how to roll my hips with each step to make my walk into a sexy strut, my arse swaying with each step.  I watch myself in the mirror and my cock pulses in the snug confines of the panties, overcome with how desirable I feel.
“What would you say if you could see me now?”  I ask.
I imagine Jason watching me walk, watching me parade for his pleasure in my heels, dressed like I am in silk and lace.  I remember his smile from the morning, the waft of his aftershave and the look in his eyes as he’d stood close to me in the hall.
My hand wanders down over my tight stomach to my crotch and I squeeze my hard cock through the panties and I moan out loud.  The moan doesn’t sound like me, or at least not the old me.  It’s softer, sexier, a girlish moan, pleading, begging, desperate and aching.
Without thinking I sink down to my knees in front of the mirror, sit back on my haunches, stare at myself as I rub my throbbing cock.  I stare at my face, contorted by lust and longing and pleasure, full lips and pretty eyes.
“Would you find me pretty?”  I whisper, my voice full of longing.
I close my eyes, imagine Jason stood over me, staring at me, telling me what I want to hear, telling me I’m pretty, telling me I’m sexy.
“Tell me you want me.  Tell me I’m hot.”
I rub my aching cock through the panties with one hand, run the other up over my hip and side to my chest, pinch my nipple, hard.
“I’d be more grateful than her, more loyal.”  I whisper.
I can’t help but imagine myself as Lisa, stood in front of Jason, his hands on me, his lust fixated on me. 
“I could please you.” 
My voice is needy and soft and pleading.  I picture myself on my knees as Jason stands over me, aroused at the sight of me, on all fours beneath him, my arse raised up in surrender as he stares at me, on my back, my stocking clad legs spread in invitation as he presses down on me.
“Fuck.”
My voice is quiet and soft and urgent, needy and breathy.  I grind myself against my hand, hips working, pressing my thighs together as my butt clenches.
I open my eyes and the sight of myself, flushed and sweating, groping myself, fucking my hand desperately, clad in pretty girly underwear, pushes me over the edge.
“Fuck!”
My cry is a high pitched moan, my voice not my own, and I cum, hard, filling my pretty panties, legs shaking, my breath short.  As I come down from my climax I stare at myself,  humiliated and exhilarated at what I am becoming.
“I don’t know what’s wrong with me, or what’s happening to me, but I can’t wait to try on the rest.”  I say—grinning at my flush faced reflection.




Chapter 6.

I arrive home a few minutes earlier than I’d said, glad for the clear traffic, and let myself in.  As I open the door there are the sounds of the radio from the kitchen, and I catch a waft of frying onions and garlic and my stomach rumbles.  Stepping in I cannot help but smile at the empty hallway, the bags of Lisa’s old things all gone.
“Hi honey I’m home?”  I call out.
“In the kitchen!”  Riley replies.
I drop my bag and head through and I stop again in the door way to watch him cooking, swaying to the music that’s playing, bouncing on his feet and wiggling his hips.  If anything his dancing is more animated than yesterday, more energetic and enthusiastic, and I cannot help but stare at his butt in his wonderful shorts.
“I’m almost done.”  Riley says.
Scout wanders across to sit in front of me, waiting for my attention, and I reach down to fuss behind his ears.  Riley turns to face me and I lift my gaze only slowly, letting it linger on his legs and hips and wait, his narrow chest and shoulders.  I smile, widely, and for a moment Riley looks almost flustered.
“You have a good day?”  He asks.
I nod.
“But it’s better now.”  I say.
I widen my smile, hold Riley’s gaze and his cheeks flush bright pink, and the sight pleases me.  He turns away, turns back to the stove, but glances back briefly over his shoulder only to see me still watching him.  He tries to continue dancing but his movements are less fluid and sure now that he knows I am watching him.
“I noticed the hallway’s been cleared.”  I say—I cannot keep the satisfied tone from my voice.
“Oh, yeah, I thought I’d help out.  I hope that’s okay.”  Riley says—he sounds almost nervous.
He keeps his back to me, keeps his face turned away.  My smile rises.
“No, its perfect.”  I say.  “You need a hand at all or should I just sit?”
Riley keeps his back to me but he does again glance back over his shoulder, as though suddenly shy, but he is smiling, still flustered.
“Just sit, I’ll bring it over to you.”  He says.
I watch him for a moment longer, wondering if there’s still pink under his shorts or if its another colour today, imaging what it might look like.  The tightness in my chest swells and settles, comfortable, and I embrace it.  From the way Riley moves I am certain that he’s wearing something very small and lacy and pretty.
 


I almost unable to contain myself as we sit talking over dinner—a herb and tomato sauce over pasta, surprisingly good given the boy next door I used to know couldn’t even boil an egg—but I try to appear calm and interested in Riley’s descriptions of his and Scout’s day.  It’s not that I’m not interested though, its just that the parts of his day that I am interested in he’s not telling me about, yet.
Thinking about what he might have got up to while I was at work causes me to grin as I stare at him, my eyes running over his thin arms and small hands, his narrow shoulders and neck, his full lips and pretty eyes.  My attention seems to unnerve Riley and he is unable to hold my gaze for long.  He looks at me often but turns away each time, flustered, blushing, but not uncomfortable, and I wonder if he suspects what I’m thinking, what I’m imagining, or if it’s just that the pretty lingerie he’s wearing has him self-conscious, or maybe even excited.  I cannot help wondering if he’s hoping I’ll catch him.
After dinner we clear up together, Riley insisting he stays to help, and I do not complain.  As we work around each other he stands close to me, moving with a grace and poise that is almost seductive, and I find numerous excuses to bump into him or brush against him.  The contact is exciting, his skin soft, and I notice that he never complains or pulls away, several times lingering as I squeeze behind him, brushing a hand over his waist, back, hips.  He smiles as we work, looks up at me with flushed cheeks, and I am aware that I’m grinning, that I am happy and content for the first time in months.
I am still smiling as Riley leaves, my excitement now almost a fever.  I try not to seem like I’m eager for him to leave.
“I’ll be leaving early tomorrow, but I’ll be back early.  Just to let you know.”  I say.
“What time?”  Riley asks.
“Early afternoon.  I was thinking I could cook you dinner for a change, say thanks for helping me out.”
Riley grins at me.  There is an almost wistful look in his eyes as he looks up at me and he chews thoughtfully at his bottom lip, almost pouting.  He nods.
“I’d like that.”  He says.
“Good.  Now you have a fun evening, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Riley bends to pick up his bag and I watch him, stare at his butt and watch the waist band of his shorts.  My smile widens as I see a wisp of black lace peek out.
As he stands Riley catches me staring at him, the pinkness in his cheeks brightening, but I do not look away.  I run my gaze up over his body to his face, look into his eyes.  Riley stares at me for a moment, lips parted slightly, as though frozen.  Finally he forces a smile.
“I’ll be looking forward to it.”  Riley says.
I nod, my grin wide, predatory.  The tightness in my chest swells and demands and I embrace it.
“So will I.”  I say.
 


The moment the door is shut I hurry upstairs to my bedroom and power on my laptop.  I go straight to the software I installed last night and pull up the feeds from the cameras I set up in my bedroom and the spare room.  There’s nothing from my room but the flashing indicator for the spare room tells me that the motion detection software set the camera to record something so I click on it to see what I’ve got.
I watch as Riley enters the room in his shorts and t-shirt with a bundle in his hands and I feel a surge of excitement.  I stare at my screen as he shuts the door, puts the bundle down, and pulls off his t-shirt and shorts.  He stands with his back to the mirror, facing away from the camera I set just above it.  As his slips down his underwear I feel a twitch of guilt, watching him without his knowledge, but as he turns slightly and bends to pull a scrap of black silky fabric from the bundle at his feet, showing me his perfect round butt, my guilt is lessened by my arousal.  As he pulls on the silky fabric, a pair of small black panties, the guilt is replaced by lust and satisfaction, a gleeful possessiveness.
“You dirty little slut.”  I whisper, almost giddy.
My cock stiffens as I watch Riley dress, pulling on stockings and suspenders, his long shapely legs becoming even more alluring, the suspenders making his hips seem almost flared in contrast to his narrow waist.  I shake my head as he attaches the suspenders to his stockings, grinning.
“I’m going to have to correct that Riley.  Panties on after the suspenders, so they’re easier to remove.”  I say.
As Riley slips his feet into a pair of medium heels, black to match his underwear, the heels thin and precarious, my cock begins to ache.  I reach down and unbuckle my belt and undo my jeans.
Riley runs his hands over his body, checking his stockings, suspenders, and panties, then pauses for a moment.  He is still stood with his back to the camera, his arse magnificent, round and full and pert, his legs long and curvy, the definition and shape enhanced by the shoes he’s wearing.  His back is pale, flecked with freckles, and his narrow, naked shoulders seem smaller than his hips and butt, his arse swelled by the way he stands in his new heels.
I slip my hand down underneath my waist band and rub the large bulge in my shorts, a shiver of erotic tension running up my spine, a knot of need and hunger in my gut.  I stare at the image of Riley and the tension in my chest aches.
“You make such a pretty little slut Riley.”
I watch as Riley turns, looks over his shoulder to the mirror, and poses, his hand on his hip, sticking his butt out as he bends slightly at the waist, coquettish, alluring.  I imagine the sharp sting of my palm slapping each cheek, over and over, Riley’s urgent cries.  I squeeze my cock harder and it pulses.
I watch, fascinated, as Riley strikes pose after pose, each more sexual and erotic than the last.  My cock becomes almost painful, stiff and leaking pre-cum as I rub it, my heart beating loud and I imagine what I’m going to do to the body that moves across my screen.  I watch as Riley practices walking in his heels, learning to sway his hips with each step, the cute, sexy wiggle of his perfect butt.
I can only stare fixated as Riley caresses himself, then falls to his knees in front of the mirror and I picture him on his knees in front of me.  I see his lips move but there is no sound and I imagine him whispering to me, begging me, pleading with me to give him what he wants.  I slip my hand into my shorts and grip my cock, grasp the shaft hard, work my hand up and down its length, groaning with need and desire as I watch Riley touch himself, a pretty little fuck toy all dressed up for my pleasure.
“You are so fucking hot Riley.  Such a bad, bad girl that needs to be punished.”
As I say it, as I watch Riley staring at himself in the mirror, dressed like a beautiful slut, cumming, cumming for me, I climax.  My cock spasms, hard, thick pulses of cum coating my hand and cock and stomach, and the for a moment its as though my whole body is cumming to the image if Riley in front of me.
It takes a long moment for my orgasm to subside and I am engulfed in a tide of endorphins.  I stare at Riley, grinning at himself in the mirror, panties messy and sticky.
“I’m definitely going to have to punish you.”  I say.




Chapter 7.

Scout runs to greet me as I open the door, tail wagging wildly.  I kneel down to fuss him and he sniffs my face, trying to lick me clean as I wrestle with him.  By the time I extricate myself I am sweaty and breathing heavily, my hair a mess.
“Pleased to see you missed me.”  I say, laughing.
Scout bounds off through the house and I follow him to gather his leash and collar and a ball.
“I think someone wants a walk, don’t they.”
Scout barks his reply, eager and enthusiastic.  I clip his collar and leash on and head out into the already warm, bright morning.
I walk slowly, not rushing.  Beneath my shorts the panties I’m wearing, red, snug around my cock and balls, a thin strip of silk slipping between my arse cheeks, caressing me as I walk, a pleasant tingle.  I find myself wiggling, my hips finding a natural sway that works the fabric against my crack sending shivers up my spine.  My cheeks are flush from more than the heat of the day.
By the time we arrive back home I am almost giddy, my cock aching with a gentle tension that spreads out from my core.  I feel sexy, horny, and my entire body seems more sensitive, yearning to be touched, the panties a constant intimate caress beneath my shorts.
Its only as I take Scout through to the kitchen to get him and me a drink of water that I notice the box and envelope on the side.  The envelope has my name written on it.
“A present?”  I ask.
I turn to Scout.
“Did your daddy get me a present?”  My voice is excited.
I cross to the box and pick up the envelope and tear it open.  Inside is a short handwritten letter and I begin to read.  As I take in the contents my heart begins to race and my stomach tenses, a sudden terror, excitement.
“Shit.”
My voice is barely a whisper, quiet and hoarse.  My hands shake as read the letter over and over, desperately hoping I’m mistaken but I’m not.  Somehow Jason has found out.
Riley,

I know what you’ve been doing while I’ve been at work.  I know you’ve been trying on Lisa’s clothes, dressing up in her underwear while I’ve been gone, that you took the bags of her things I left out.  I’m disappointed in you.  You betrayed the trust I put in you.  However, since we’ve been friends and neighbours a long time, since I care for you, I’m willing to offer you a choice.

You can admit you were wrong, admit you made a mistake, and you can put all this behind you.  You can return all the things you took, return the keys I gave you, I will find another pet sitter for Scout, and we will never speak of this again.  If this is your choice I will expect you gone when I return home tonight and you will leave the box sealed on the side.

or

You can admit to me, face to face, what you did, and you can explain why.  You can tell me why you needed Lisa’s clothes, why you’ve been dressing in her underwear.  You can acknowledge that what you did, betraying my trust, was wrong, and you can submit to any punishments I see fit.  If this is your choice I will expect you to be waiting for me when I get home.  I will cook us dinner, as I promised, and we will talk about what you’ve done.  If this is your choice you should open the box and follow the instructions inside.

Your friend, always

Jason

P.S. If it helps you make your mind up, I’m looking forward to seeing you tonight, and what’s in the box will be yours to keep.

I’m torn, worried about what I’ve done and how I’ve upset Jason, and part of me wants to run and hide and pretend none of this has happened, to forget everything I’ve done, but even as I think about it I know I can’t.  Even now the panties I’m wearing excite me, leave me feeling sexy, pretty, leave me feeling somehow right for the first time in my life.
The alternative though, to admit to him, face to face, to face his wrath and scorn and disgust at my behaviour, to have to explain myself.  I know I can’t do it yet… the last line.  Somehow I go back to the last line over and over.  He wants me to stay, to choose the second option, and that thrills me.  I look up at the box and I wonder not for the first time what’s inside.  I take a deep breath, swallow, and reach out to pick it up.
 


I can’t believe I’m actually doing it, but I know I’ve made my choice and I know I can’t turn back.
I put the box down on the floor of the bathroom and set the shower running, then undress, turn for a moment to stare at myself in the mirror above the sink.  I force a smile, my reflection nervous, wide eyes, my freckles stark on pale skin.
“There’s no going back after this.”  I say.
I lean down and rummage in the box, take out the hair removal cream and the razor, the soap, and the moisturising lotion.  The first instruction is simple enough and leaves me both terrified and exhilarated at what it might mean.  I am to remove all my body hair—an easy enough task considering I’ve never been hairy, but also one that seemed to be taking what I’ve been doing a giant step further.
I steady myself, fix my resolve, and begin to apply the hair removal cream to my legs and arms and chest.  As it sits I shave my face and under my armpits, removing any trace of coarseness.  Once the cream has sat for the required time I step into the shower and rinse it off, marvelling at how soft and creamy it has left my legs and body, smooth and delicate.  Next I shave around my groin and butt, careful to rid myself of any remaining hairs.  I need to make it up to Jason, and I can start by following his instructions, the simple act of obeying almost a blessing, soothing and calming, like a meditation.  Finally I wash, using the soap Jason has left for me, the scent floral and sweet, and it leaves my skin tingly and even softer.
I step out of the shower and shut off the water, dry myself with a towel then apply the moisturiser to my entire body.  Its smell is like the soap, but muskier, and even more obviously feminine.  The perfume of it and the sensation of my hands working the lotion into my skin, my body soft and smooth as it has never been before, causes my cock to swell slightly.
Once finished I move onto the next task.  I take the small bag of make up from the box and set it on the sink.  The instructions are clear.
First I paint my nails, fingers and toes, following the guidance of a video I find on the internet.  It takes time, but I want it to look perfect.  I want my apology to be sincere.  As I wait for the last coat to dry I look down and my hands and feet, suddenly so much more delicate, my nails a deep, dark red, that oozes raw sexuality.
Next comes my eyes, which takes a little practice, but again with the guidance of the internet I manage.  Staring at the mirror when finished I am mesmerized by my reflection—my lids shadowed with dark pinks, my eyes outlined with dark eye-liner that makes them seem even larger, and my lashes heavy with mascara that makes them seem unnaturally long and full.
Finally there is my lips.  I scrub them and moisturise them as instructed, then apply the lipstick with a brush, a deep red to match my nails and that sets off the dark pink of my eyes, followed finally by a layer of gloss that makes them look lush and full and wet, plump and inviting.
I step back to take the full picture for the first time and stare at myself in shock.  My reflection is breathtaking.  I am beautiful, and I reach up to tussle my hair into a style than only serves to exaggerate the look of raw eroticism.  I cannot help but smile at myself, pleased, not certain why Jason has given me the instructions he has, but satisfied that I’ve done a good job.  My cock aches and the knot in my stomach tightens.
“Is what you wanted?”  I whisper.
After staring at myself for a while, delighted at how I appear, a sense of deep satisfaction and completeness,  I reluctantly tear my gaze away.  I look down to the box which is not yet empty.  There is still the final instruction.
“I suppose its time to get dressed.”
I can’t help but feel frightened and excited at the prospect of wearing the outfit Jason has chosen for me and I feel almost aflutter.  My heart is racing and my hands are shaking.
“I just hope this pleases you.”  I say—my voice is hush, quiet and demure and almost bashful.




Chapter 8.

There is no radio on as I slip in through the front door.  The sound of my key turning in the lock rouses Scout who pads along the corridor to meet me, tail wagging, tired but happy, and I bend to fuss him as I put my bags down.
“You have a good day boy?”  I ask.
The house is quiet and I cannot dispel the nervousness I feel, the bubbling in my stomach.  I cannot help fearing that Riley is gone, that he chose the first option, though I hope desperately that he didn’t, that he’s still here, somewhere, waiting for me.
“Did Riley spoil you today?”
Scout does not answer, looks up at me, tongue hanging out, mouth open, grinning in his distinctively canine fashion.  I cannot help smiling.
“Where is he then?  Is he still here?”
I stand up, move through to the kitchen, but the kitchen is empty.  I scan the sides and my smile widens.  The box has gone.
“Riley?”  I shout, my voice loud, echoing.
I move through to the hall, to the foot of the stairs.
“Riley?  Are you up there?”
There is the tap of soft footsteps, the creak of a door opening.
“Yeah.  I’m just… I’ll be down in a bit.  If that’s okay?”
Riley’s voice is quiet, uncertain, nervous and almost timid.  The tightness in my chest swells and I am grinning from ear to ear.
“That’s fine.  I’ll just get started on dinner.  You take as long as you need and I’ll give you a call.  Is everything okay?”
There is a pause and I can hear the rapid beating of my heart, drumming loudly.
“Yeah, it’s fine.  Just give me a shout when you’re ready for me.”
Riley’s voice is soft, breathy, as though he has been running, and I can’t help but imagine what he must look like and I am almost over come with the urge dash up the stairs.
“Will do.”  I say.
There is the click of the door closing and I turn and pick up the shopping bags from where I left them by the front door.  There is the rustle of plastic and the chink of glass bottles as I carry them through to the kitchen.
 


“Riley, dinner’s almost done.  Are you ready?”
My voice echoes up the stairs.  I wait and there is the distinct click of footsteps, heels, and the again the noise of the door opening.
“I’m ready, just… promise me you’re not going to laugh at me, that this isn’t some horrible practical joke.”
Riley’s voice trembles and he sounds on the verge of tears.
“Riley… no.  Of course I’m not going to laugh.  That’s not what this is for.  You know me, you know I’d never play a joke like that, especially not on you.”
I can hear the quiet rasp of Riley taking a deep breath, exhaling.  I am quiet, the house is quiet, pregnant with anticipation.
“OK then.  I’m coming down.”
I can the hear the terror in the tremble of Riley’s voice but still I can’t help but smile.  I stand where I am, at the foot of the stairs, and look up, waiting.
There is the tap of heels along the hallway above, cautious steps, and then…
“Riley?”
I almost can’t believe my eyes.  Even after the video, even though the clothes and the shoes are the ones I left in the box, told him to wear.  I stare wide eyed, lost for words.
“Well, how do I look? This is what you wanted, right?”
Riley’s question, timid and unsure, hangs for a moment.  I can only nod.
Riley stands and waits for my answer, hopeful, fearful.  My eyes start at his feet, red toe nails, the strappy black platform heels I left for him, his legs, smooth and hairless now, encased in the seamed stockings, the heels and thin silk emphasising the gorgeous shape of his calves and thighs.  The tops of his stockings are just visible, lacy, drawing the eye to the tops of his perfect thighs, the dark lace mesmerizing against his creamy skin, the straps of his suspender belt peeking out beneath the hem of his skirt. 
As I stare him he turns, moving delicately and elegantly on his heels—it is obvious he has been practising.  His hips and butt sway with each small step he takes.
The skirt, small and tight and black, is snug around his arse and hips, his butt round and full and pert, a perfect little handful of a bubble butt.  His gossamer white blouse is tucked in, the sleeves running down to just below his elbow, the cuffs stiff.  The nails of his hands are decorated with dark red.  The top two buttons of his blouse are undone so that I can see his throat and collar bone.  His nipples are just visible through the cloth.
He spins slowly, turning back to face me, his smile a flutter.
It is his face though that captivates me.  For the first time I realise how beautiful he is, how breathtakingly stunning the boy next door is, and my heart thunders, the tightness in my chest clawing, possessive, hungry.  His lips are full, inviting, gloss and plump.  His eyes are dusky pink, heavy lidded, sultry with dark long lashes, the brilliant blue bright against the darker eye-liner.  Even his hair is subtly different, still the same short style with his fringe swept to one side, but tussled and messy, a cute dishevelled look that suits him.
“You look amazing.  More than I even hoped for.”
Riley’s smile widens.  He looks down at me and his cheeks are rosy beneath his freckles.
“Really?  You think so?”
There is joy in his voice.  I nod.
“Really.  Now, I’ve made dinner, why don’t you come down and we can eat and talk.  There’s wine if you want?”
“I think one glass might be good.  I’m not going to lie, my nerves are killing me.”  Riley says.
We both smile, both laugh.  The tension breaks.
I lift up my hand and offer it to him.  Riley takes an uncertain step and begins to descend.  I stand and watch him, the way the lacy tops of his thighs move against each other, constrained by the tightness of his skirt, the way his hips and butt wiggle as he steps carefully in his heels—I am hypnotised.
Riley lifts a hand, his red nails stark against the pale freckled skin of his arm, and I take it, help him down off the last step.  I do not release his hand, his palm warm, soft.  The air is full of the smell of his soap and lotion, flowers and musk, feminine and alluring, and I feel my cock swelling at the closeness of him.  I hold his hand in mine as Riley takes the last step down, stopping in front of me.  Even in his heels is is shorter than me, his eyes not quite level with mine, and his lips part slightly as he looks up at me.
There is a moment, both of us silent.  Riley’s hand squeezes mine and I realise he is shaking.
“Dinner then?”  I ask.
Riley stares at me, his body close.  My mind races.  Riley doesn’t speak, nods, and I lead him through to the kitchen and the table I have set for the pair of us.
 


“Does this mean you forgive me then?”
Riley asks the question without looking at me, almost hopeful, staring down at his desert, picking at the crumbs of chocolate tart.  He’s eaten little, only some of his salad and less than half his baked chicken breast—though he has at least eaten all of his vegetables.  Riley has almost finished his second glass of wine, but I’ve barely touched my first.
I smile.  I have been waiting all meal for the question, my answer already prepared.  We’ve talked a lot over dinner, a few compliments about Riley’s new appearance that had made him blush and fidget in his chair uncomfortably, small talk about my day and Riley’s day, about Riley’s time away at college, and briefly about my life after Lisa.  For a time it has almost been like any other dinner, except for the way Riley looks, like two close friends who have missed each other catching up, but we’ve not yet addressed the issue of his transgression.
I stop eating and put down my fork—my desert almost finished—and grin across the table at Riley.  He looks up, catches me staring at him, smiling, and his cheeks flush brighter.
“I’m really sorry.”  Riley says.
“Tell me why you did it.”  My voice is flat, firm.
Riley stares at me, nods.
“I suppose I was just looking, curious, but then I couldn’t help wondering what they might feel like.  It was only a pair of panties the first time, but the second time… I think I just like the way they made me feel.  I know I shouldn’t have taken them, shouldn’t have put them on, but I couldn’t resist, and I’m really sorry.”
I am still smiling.
“And how did they make you feel?”  I ask.
Riley pauses.  The rosy tint of his cheeks turns darker.  He shifts in his chair, squirming.
“Pretty.  Sexy.  Like someone might actually find me attractive for once.”
He looks up at me, wide eyed, as though waiting for me to laugh and mock him.  I smile, reach over the table to offer him my hand.  He looks at me for a second before reaching out to take it, his small hand clasped in mine.
“Well, I think you look beautiful.”
Riley’s eyes glisten, wide and blue, and he bites his bottom lip as the corners lift to form a smile.
“Just beautiful?”  He asks—his tone soft and quiet and almost mischievous.
My smile widens.
“And pretty fucking sexy.”  I say
Riley blushes again but does not look away.  He bites his bottom lip harder, chewing it, staring at me, and his hand, red nails, squeezes mind.
“But I’ve not forgiven you, not yet.”  I say.
Riley’s smile falters.
“Do you remember what my letter said Riley?”  I ask
“I… a bit… not the details… but I did what you asked.  I shaved and wore what you wanted and even did the make-up.  I thought…”
“You look perfect Riley, better than I even dared hope, but there’s a detail you’ve forgotten.  The note said you would submit to any punishments I see fit.”
Riley blinks at me, a look of surprise, almost terror.
“I thought this was the punishment?”  He says, voice trembling slightly.
I grin as I shake my head.  The tightness in my chest fills me and I release Riley’s hand, rise slowly to my feet.
“I think it’s time I showed you the basement.”  I say.




Chapter 9.

I take careful steps as Jason leads me down the stairs to the basement.  My heart is racing, thundering in my skull, my entire body shaking and I almost can’t believe I’m willingly following him, dressed as I am, made up according to his demands, but I can’t deny I how excited I am.
He called me beautiful, sexy.  The words still ring in my head even as my heels click with each footfall.  Jason stops at the foot of the steps and waits for me, his hand raised for me to take it again, a gesture that still thrills me, and I take his hand.  The way he’s been staring at me all evening makes me almost giddy and I can feel my tight skirt hugging my swollen cock—just the way he looks at me excites me in ways I’d never imagined.
“Are you ready to accept your punishment Riley?”  Jason asks.
The basement is dark, cool, the walls bare brick and the ceiling low.  I can make out little of what is down there.  I nod, nervous but excited.  The thought of Jason’s hands exploring my body, undressing me, leaves me almost breathless.
“Sure.”  I say.
Jason doesn’t move.  He stares at me, a hunter appraising its quarry.
“Your answer is unacceptable Riley.  Down here you will refer to me as Sir, and you will speak with proper deference.  Understood?”
I am silent for a moment.  Jason’s tone is hard, commanding, and my stomach knots.  I nod again.
“Yes Sir, I understand.”  I say.
My voice sounds unreal, submissive and quiet, and I speak without thinking.  My pulse races with nervous anticipation.
“Good girl Riley.”
I open my mouth to object, I’m not a girl, but something in Jason’s tone prevents me and, also, the words leave a pleasant sting.  Dressed as I am, in the presence of a more powerful, domineering man, I find I enjoy the humiliation of being called a girl.  I am a girl compared to him, I am pretty, and sexy, beautiful, desirable, but I’m not just any girl.  I’m a good girl, a girl that does what she’s told, a girl that pleases.
“Now, shall I show you what I have in mind?”
“Yes please Sir.”
Again my voice is low, meek, and I can see from Jason’s smile that he is happy with me and I am almost elated.  My cock throbs, the twin sensations of humiliation and submission a potent cocktail that excite me like nothing else I’ve ever felt.
I watch as Jason flicks on the lights and the basement is flooded by light.  In the far corner is a plain wooden bench, a wooden chair, and a wooden table.  On the table there are straps of leather, leather gloves, a wooden handle attached to thin strips of leather, lengths of rope, and other items that are partially hidden.
“I never knew you and Lisa… I mean… I’m sorry Sir.  I’m just surprised.”
I hang my head in apology.  Jason does not speak but moves closer, stands by my side.  I feel his hand on my upper back, large and strong and warm.  His aftershave is almost intoxicating and I resist the urge press myself against him.
“Lisa was never interested in any of this, unfortunately, but I’m hoping you’ll be different.”
I am silent.  I can’t even begin to imagine what Jason has in mind and I’m terrified at the thought of finding out, yet, I’m also eager to discover.
“Shall we find out together?”  Jason asks.
I turn and look up into his face.  I am taller in my heels, my eyes almost level with his but not quite, and my lips are parted, my breathing heavy.  I nod.
“Yes please, Sir.”  I say—unable to deny the part of me that needs to please him.
“Good girl.” 
My entire body seems alive with pleasure at his words, at his praise.  His hand on my back slips lower, running down my spine, over my lower back, to my butt, stops there.  He squeezes, gently, and his smile, the hunger in his eyes, thrills me.  I hear a desperate, longing sigh and realise that it came from me.  I moan as Jason squeezes harder, my cock aching, my entire body weak in his arms.
I can offer no resistance as Jason pulls me into him, his body hard and taught.  I press myself against him, willingly, surrendering, and offer my lips to him.  When he kisses me it is like I’m melting, my lips part, and his tongue presses urgently into my mouth.  I kiss him back, hungry, mewing, quivering.  His hand on my arse pulls me hard against him, squeezing, groping me.  His other hand runs up my back and into my hair, gripping it so hard that it is almost painful, holding me in place.  I grind myself against him, feel the swell and throb of his engorging cock pressing into me, grinning to myself at the effect I’m having on him, pleased at how I arouse him.
I almost cry out as Jason pulls back, removes his lips from mine.  For the first time he seems almost flustered, breathing heavy, cheeks as flush as mine.  I press harder into him.  His hand squeezes my butt so hard it hurts and I gasp, needful and pining.
“Don’t stop, please.”  I say.
Jason only grins.
“You’re a dangerous little thing aren’t you Riley?  First though comes the punishment.”  He says.
I smile, flutter my eyelashes, press my body against his hard cock, bite my bottom lip.  I am unable to contain my excitement at whatever Jason has in store for me, willing to submit utterly to him.
“Yes Sir, I long to please you.”  I say.
 


“Put your arms out behind you.”  Jason says.
I obey, stand straight, push my arms out behind, do not move.  I feel him move behind me, soft leather wraps around each wrist.  There is the click of buckles as the cuffs are tightened, the clink of metal chains.
“There.  Test it if you’d like.”
I do as Jason suggests, struggle, but my arms are now restrained behind me, the cuffs almost comforting around my wrists.  I am vulnerable, at his mercy, and beyond excited.
“How does it feel?”  Jason asks.
I flush, for a moment I am torn, unwilling to admit the truth, but also unable to deny him.
“Good Sir.”  I say.
My voice is high and hush and breathy.  Jason moves to stand in front of me.  With one hand he reaches out to caress my face, gently, tender, his thumb brushing against my bottom lip and I kiss it without thinking.
“You like being bound do you?”
I can only nod as Jason stares at me. My answer pleases him and he smiles.
“Have you ever been bound before?”
“No Sir.”
“Have you ever done any of this before?”
“No Sir.”  I say again.
Jason’s grin widens.
“Then I’m going to assume you’ve never been spanked before.”
The word almost shocks me.  I stare at Jason for only a moment before shaking my head.  I am giddy at the thought, almost eager, and I know I want it.
“No Sir.”
“Well, how about we change that.  Bend over the bench Riley, and make yourself comfortable.”
My heels click and I step over to the bench and I am slightly awkward as I kneel, my hands tied, but I manage it with some small grace.  I lean forward over the bench, my face turned down to the floor.  I tilt my hips to lift my arse higher, eager to please, desperate to satisfy.
“Such a lovely, pretty backside.”  Jason says.
“Thank you Sir.”  I whisper.
My voice is trembling, fear and excitement.  Jason moves closer, stops beside me, and I can feel him looming over me.
I gasp as his hands grab my skirt, pulling it roughly up to bunch at my waist, leaving my stockings and panties fully exposed.  My cheeks are suddenly hot as I blush but the humiliation and shame only make my cock throb and stiffen.
“And such pretty panties.”
“Thank you Sir.”  I say.
“And I’m pleased to see they went over the stockings like I said.  That’ll make this easier.”
Before I can speak I feel my panties tugged down to my knees, leaving my smooth shaved butt naked, exposed.  I groan, unable to hide the rush of pleasure I experience.  I picture Jason staring down at me, eyes full of lust as he examines my naked flesh and I whimper.
“Now, I want you to keep count for me Riley.  I think twenty will do.  Can you do that for me?”
“Yes Sir.”  I say.
“Good girl.”
I brace myself, whining, shaking, arms pinned and cuffed behind me.  The bench is hard, my skirt lies gathered and bunched at my waist, knees bound together by my panties.  I can almost feel Jason stiffen, imagine his hand raised, ready to fall.  I tilt my hips and back to raise my arse higher, offering it to him.
 


Still the first strike takes me by surprise.  A slap, hard, loud and stinging across my right arse cheek.  A bolt of pain and shock runs through me and for a moment my mind is utterly blank.  I’m actually being spanked.
“Count Riley!”  Jason’s voice is quiet and stern.
“One, Sir.”  I say, obeying without thinking.
The second strike comes, harder than the first, heat and pain spreading out from the point of impact, a stinging blow across my left arse cheek.  I cry out, a gasp escaping my lips, breathy, surprised.   My heart is racing and my cock throbs.  My face is flush with the excitement and humiliation, my breath short and shallow and quick.
“Two, Sir.”
The third blow comes, then the fourth, fifth, sixth.  The sensation is different each time, my butt raw and warm, the strikes landing always on the same fleshy part of my raised backside, sending shivers of pain up my spine and down my legs.  Each time I cry out but the cry alters, shifting, the cries becoming moans, whines.  I keep my arse high, wiggling it slightly in the moment between strikes as I count as though I am encouraging Jason.
“Seven, Sir. Eight Sir.  Nine, Sir.  Ten, Sir.”
My voice is shaking down.  My whole body shivering from the adrenaline.  My cheeks are wet, hot, flush with blood.  I am fixated only on the now, on the feeling of the stockings on my shaking legs, the precarious nature of my heels as I try to keep myself still with my but lifted, the panties binding my knees together, my skirt bunched around my waist, my suspenders biting into the flesh of my thighs, my blouse, damp with sweat, the leather cuffs around my wrists, tight, biting into my arms, held together by chains.
My mouth hangs open.  My heart thunders.  I feel exposed, vulnerable, but alive like I have never felt before.  My small cock is so hard it is painful, throbbing beneath me, leaking pre-cum, my balls aching.
“How do you feel Riley?”  Jason asks.
His voice is close but I do not dare look up at him, remain as I am, offering my arse up for punishment.  I smile.
“It’s… hard to describe Sir.”
A hand runs gently over my butt, caressing me, the tender touch electric over sensitive skin, my nerves alive, and I quiver and whine, press into Jason’s palm.  The hand shifts, slides across my hip, runs across my belly to my crotch, caresses my cock and the sound I make is high, needy, begging, a soft whimper begging for more, but his hand is too soon gone.
“I seems like someone is enjoying themselves.”
I am quiet for a moment, breathing hard.
“Yes Sir.”  I say—grinning, thrilled at the rush of shame at admitting the truth.
“Perhaps that’s enough punishment then.”
“No Sir.”
I speak without thinking.  I shake my head.
“You said twenty and it’s only been ten.  I’ve been very bad.”  My voice is high and alluring, pleading.
“Well, I suppose I did say twenty, and that seems a reasonable number for how you’ve behaved.”
“Thank you Sir.”  I whisper.
The eleventh strike when it comes sets my whole body on fire and I cry out, pain and pleasure mingled, submitting utterly.  I raise my arse as high as I can and wiggle my hips.
“Eleven, Sir.  Thank you.”  I say.




Chapter 10.

“Careful.”  I say.
I stand ready to catch Riley as he rises to his feet, his legs shaking.  His cheeks are bright pink, his eye-liner and mascara run in grey streaks down his face.
“I’ll be fine, I just need a chance to catch my breath.”  He says.
He stands in front of me dishevelled, and my eyes rove up and down his body.  His skirt is still bunched at his waist and his panties have now fallen to his ankles.  His cock and balls are smooth and swollen, small and cute, framed by the lace tops of his stockings and the straps of his suspenders.
“Why don’t you turn around.”  I say.
Riley stares at me for only a moment before obeying, wiggling and shuffling to face his back and his perfect arse to me.  Both cheeks are red, the imprint of my hand left there, and just the sight of it makes my cock throb.
“Like this Sir?”  Riley asks.
The submissive tone in his voice, his obvious desire to please me, thrills me.
“Just perfect.”  I say.
Riley glances back over his shoulder, wiggles his hips just a little to tease me.  He is grinning and his eyes are brilliant blue, alive and vibrant.
“I’m glad you like it.”  He says—his hush tone only incites my lust.
“Just stay like that.  I have something that’ll help with this stinging.”
I move in close behind Riley and take a small tub of lotion from the table, squeeze a glob into my palm and lower my hand to cup Riley’s right cheek.  He jumps.
“Cold?”  I ask.
“Yes, but it’s nice, don’t stop, please, Sir.”
His whispers excite me and I oblige him, massage his right butt cheek, slowly, tenderly, then move onto the left, work the lotion into his skin.  Riley presses back into me, his arse pressing into my palm and against my stiff, throbbing cock.  I squeeze and Riley groans, leans his head back, turning it slightly to face me, his lips parted, deep red and gloss.  His hands are still cuffed behind his back, pinned between our bodies, and I lean forward.  My lips meet his and I kiss him, hard, hungry.
 


I almost melt when Jason kisses me.  He has me trapped, at his mercy, my hands bound behind me, ankles bound by my panties.  The sensation of his hands on my butt, massaging my sore skin with such tenderness already has me on edge and the kiss sends me over.  I kiss him back, needing him more than I have ever needed anyone.
I bite his lip, teasing, and open my mouth to him, let his tongue caress my lips as he demands my utter surrender.  His kisses are hard, ravenous and I feel giddy, weak and desirable and utterly in his thrall.
The hand on my arse shifts, moves inward, and along the crack, presses in and down, fingers slick with lotion, and I shift my hips to grant better access.  I can feel the prominent swell of Jason’s cock press into my back, pulsing with his lust for me and I kiss him harder to provoke more.  The finger slips deeper, runs across my pucker and I cry out at the sudden sensation, the rush of pleasure, moan into Jason’s kiss, my exclamation muffled.  The finger teases, presses into me just a fraction, my cock pulses, and I want more, press into it but it withdraws and is gone and Jason steps back.
I stagger at the sudden loss of contact and almost fall but Jason catches me.  His large, strong hands grip me and I look up into his face and bite my bottom lip to stifle my whimpers.
“I think now you are forgiven.”  Jason says.
Jason is breathing hard and there are traces of my lipstick on his lips—the sight of it thrills me in a way I could never have imagined.
“Now, how about I undo your arms.”
I can only nod.
“If that’s what you want Sir.”  I say.
Jason smiles.
“I think this is enough for now.”  He says.
My heart flutters.  I find my balance as Jason works the cuffs on my wrists and releases the ties that bind me.  I move my arms, flex my fingers, suddenly pining for the feeling of helplessness.
“What if I want more, Sir?”  I ask.
I turn to face Jason.  He smiles at me.  I move my arms, let them hang at my sides.  My shoulders ache but the pain is pleasant, a fond memory.
“And what is it you want more of Riley?”
I step toward Jason, slip my feet free of my panties.  I run my hands over my skirt to smooth it down, letting it slide over my butt and thighs, the soft silky fabric rubbing against my arse and cock and stockings.  I let my hips sway as my heels click.
“I think I should say thank you.” 
I force as much eroticism into my voice as I can muster, my tone hush and quiet, a feminine whisper full of sex.
“Will you let me say thank you, Sir?”  I ask.
I press my body into Jason, feel the swell of his hard cock press against my belly and I grind into him.  My body vibrates with the thrill of it, a ravenous hunger growing in me that I do not want to control.
Jason smiles, nods.  I bite my bottom lip, raise my hands to his chest, and without thinking, delighted, horny, I sink down to my knees.
 


I stand and watch as Riley lowers himself to the floor, his hands running across my chest, my stomach.  He kneels before me, looking up, eyes heavy lidded, dusky pink with long thick dark lashes.  His freckled cheeks are rosy, blushed, and his red lips are plump and full of promises of pleasure.
“What are you doing Riley?”  I ask, trying to keep my tone commanding, level.
I am gripped by lust, longing, and a nervous anticipation, not daring to hope that he’s doing what he seems to be doing.  Riley smiles, grins, lowers his hands to my belt, his red painted nails a dash of colour as he runs one hand over the bulge in my jeans.
“I’m saying thank you.  For forgiving me, for punishing me, for making me a good girl.”
The words are like a shot of some potent aphrodisiac and can feel the tightness in my chest unfold and consume me, possessive and hungry for the pretty boy knelt before me.  I reach down and run a hand through his hair, across his cheek, his lips.  Riley bites at my thumb, sucks it into his mouth, works his tongue around it.
The hand on my cock rubs firmly, squeezing, massaging.  I can feel the ache in my length as it grows harder.  Riley’s other hand moves to my belt buckle, teases at leather, tugging it gently but not undoing it.
“Then thank me Riley.  Thank me like the pretty slut you are.” 
 


Jason’s words are like a physical blow, a slap across my face—Pretty Slut—imprinting themselves across my mind, embedding themselves into my subconscious.  I am a pretty slut, his pretty slut, dressed up to arouse him, to please him. 
His cock is hot and hard and massive in my hand, a swollen pressing testimony to how I arouse him.  I suck hard on his thumb, bite it gently as I murmur, a groan of pleasure at acknowledging what I am.  I want to be his pretty slut.
I release my hold of Jason’s cock, reach up to pull at his belt, undo it, work at his button and fly and pull his jeans open, tug them down.  I pull at the waistband of his pants, eager, no shred of doubt or hesitation, and his cock pops free of its confines and I stall.
It is massive.  I always knew I was small, but faced with Jason’s cock I am forced to acknowledge that I am utterly inadequate, but instead of feeling hurt or wounded, I feel only exhilarated, excited by the cock that bobs before me, more certain than ever that I need to pleasure it, satisfy it.  It is my purpose to please it, to please Jason.
I reach up and, almost timid, wrap my hands around Jason’s shaft, both hands.  The soft gasp of pleasure that Jason makes causes pride to swell and I am grinning.  I grip it gently at first, work my hands slowly over the soft, almost velvety skin.  I watch mesmerised as a bead of pre-cum forms, glistening.  Without thinking I lean forward and lick my tongue across the head to taste it and I shiver, groaning as my whole body quakes, my cock twitching beneath my skirt.  The cock is smooth against my tongue, hot and hard, and I want more.
 


I can only watch as Riley works his hands up and down my cock, his pretty nails perfect, dainty fingers wrapped around my shaft.  I am so hard it hurts but still my cock seems to stiffen under his caress and I sigh in pleasure. 
Riley’s eyes are fixed on my dick, captivated by it, and I stare down at his lithe body, his stocking clad legs, the black heels, the cute swell of his butt under his taught skirt.  As his hands work I look back to his face in time to see his lips parting as he leans forward, his breath warm over my cock, his tongue extending, then licking the head of my shaft.  The pleasure is almost indescribable, warm and wet and soft.  I stare down at Riley as his lips part wider.  He releases one hand and leans in towards my cock to run his tongue down the length of it, his tongue soft and moist, wetting my flesh with his spit, working his hands faster and harder across my lubricated shaft.
I almost growl as Riley shifts his head back, moving his other hand back to work them both in time up and down my cock.  He stares up at me, grinning, licking his lips, blue eyes wide and dazzling.
“Would you like my mouth?”  He asks, his tone teasing.
I smile, nod.
“Wrap your pretty lips around my cock Riley, show me what a good little cock sucker you are.”
At my words Riley bites his bottom lip, shivers.  He doesn’t need any more encouragement, leans forward, mouth wide.  His lips wrap around my cock and I gasp in pleasure as he slips me into his mouth.
 


I shudder in utter delight as my lips touch Jason’s cock, hot and hard for me, aching for me.  I wrap them tight as I take him deeper, uncertain what to do but picturing the blow jobs I have seen in porn—all those times watching women suck cock, never once did I imagine my first oral experience would feature me as the one on my knees with a mouth full of dick, but there is no denying how much I want this, how much I need this.  I let the cock slide deeper, my tongue pressed against the bottom of Jason’s shaft, lapping, caressing, until it hits the back of my throat and I slide it out, almost to the tip, my lips caressing the head, my tongue extended again to swirl around the crown.
“Fuck!”  Jason’s voice is raw, full of lust.
I delight at the sound of it, knowing that I elicited that cry.  I look up at him, my eyes locking on his, and I smile as I slip his cock back into my mouth, locking my lips tight around his length.
A hand runs over the back of my head, gripping my hair, and I relax, open my mouth as Jason thrusts.  My cock spasms, rock hard, and my whole body is on fire.  I groan, whine, the cock in my mouth muffling my cries and I press it deeper into my throat, suppressing my urge to gag, wanting more, wanting to please him.
I work my mouth up and down, deeper each time, pressing the swollen head of Jason’s cock into my throat.
“Fuck Riley, that’s so fucking good.”
The words thrill me, urge me on.  I keep my lips wrapped tight, let my saliva pool in my mouth to lubricate Jason’s swollen meat, a thin trickle escaping my mouth so that I can work one hand at the base, the throb of his heartbeat felt in my palm and mouth.
“You’re a natural little cock slut aren’t you?”
I push my head down, swallow more, nod, mumble an agreement.  The words cause my cock to throb and spasm, aching, my balls tight.
 


I am close, so fucking close.  As I watch Riley work his perfect lips up and down my cock, his pretty face, that breathtaking arse, bobbing up and down, the vibrations through my shaft as he groans and whimpers, I know I can’t hold on for long though I never want this moment to end.
“I’m going to cum Riley.”
My words spur Riley on, excite him.  His ministrations become almost fevered, his lips and hands and tongue working my cock hard, his spit dripping to pool on the floor as he focusses on bringing me to my climax.
My breaths are little more than gasps.  I grip his hair, guide his head up and down along my shaft, his eyes glazed, lips glistening.  I thrust forward as his head sinks along my length, pushing my cock deeper into his tight, hot, perfect little mouth.
“Make me cum Riley, make me cum like the cock sucking slut you are.”
I groan and his mouth locks tight around my cock, sucking hard as he slides up then back down, tongue lapping and caressing, hand working the base.  I feel the head of my cock press into the tight confines of his throat, slip deeper, and the sensation pushes me over the edge.
“Fuck!”
My balls tighten, my cock swells, and Riley stops, my shaft deep in his mouth and throat and I can feel his throat working as he attempts to swallow as I erupt.  I cum hard, cumming and cumming and cumming, a torrent milked from me by the divine creature knelt in front of me, the murmurs of his pleasure echoing with my groans as he draws every last drop from my cock, swallowing as though my cum were a gift.




Chapter 11.

I can feel Jason swell in my mouth, his cries becoming more urgent, desperate, and this pushes me on.  I force my head down, take his cock deep, and it slips into my throat with a pop that sends a shiver of delight down my spine.  Jason’s hand grips my hair and as he exclaims his cock starts to pulse and throb, spurting thick jets of cum down my throat.
I try to swallow it all but cannot and I cannot breathe.  I pull back slightly, Jason’s cock slipping out of the tight embrace of my throat and I already miss is, miss the pain and the shame and the thrill of deep throating him.  His orgasm does not abate and as I open my mouth to breath, tilting my head back slightly to catch every last drop of his cum, savouring the taste and feel of it, thick and viscous, salty and bitter, clinging to my lips and tongue and throat even as I swallow, I groan at pleasant ache in my cock, hard and swollen.
I shiver again in delight and shame.  I am a cock sucker.  A dirty slutty pretty cock sucker and the thought fills me with a joy I have never known.  I remain on my knees, submissive, squeeze every last drop of cum from Jason’s cock with my lips and hands, suck and lick him clean, swallow it all before looking up at him and licking my lips, grinning, cheeks flush.  My heart is racing and my inhales and exhales a shallow and quick.
“That was amazing Riley.”  Jason says.
I sit back but my hand lingers on Jason’s cock, still caressing it even as it slowly softens.  My smile widens.  I lean forward, holding Jason’s gaze, and place a soft kiss on the head of his dick, my faded lipstick leaving a red mark there, like a signature, and the sight pleases me.
“I’m glad you liked it.  I’ve never done that before but I tried my best.  I wanted to make you happy, Sir.”  I say.
My voice is soft, demure.  Jason grins.
“You’ve never sucked cock before?”
I shake my head.
“No Sir.  Can I be honest with you?”
Jason nods.
“You can tell me anything Riley.”
Jason’s words are a balm.  I’ve always felt close to him, trusted him, but now I feel I could bare my soul to him.
“That was my first sexual experience.”
Jason looks almost shocked.
“Riley… I didn’t know.  I’m sor…”
“I’m glad it was, Sir.”  I say, speaking before Jason and finish.  “I’m happy.  That was better than I’d ever imagined.  I just hope I pleased you.”
Jason nods again, smiles.
“You have made me very, very happy Riley.  Now, I think it’s time we got you cleaned up a little.  I can’t send you home looking like that now, can I?”
The thought of taking off my clothes and make-up, stripping off my nail varnish, leaves me almost devastated.  I can only nod, mute, my smile fallen.
“I suppose not.”
Jason is still smiling.  He offers me his hand and I reach up to take it and he helps me to my feet.  My legs are stiff and unsteady after being knelt for so long but I accept the pain with pride, like a medal won in hard battle.  I stand for a moment looking up at Jason, my heart still racing, my cock still stiff and swollen, a pleasant ache.
Jason stares at me for a moment and I feel small, vulnerable.  He steps forward, wraps his arms around me, hugs me.  I almost fall into his embrace, lean into him.  His strong arms fold around me, hold me, and I know I am safe, protected and I close my eyes, sigh, content in a way I’ve never been before.  I listen to the slow beat of Jason’s heart.
“Now, I think my sexy little cock slut deserves a nice hot shower.”  He says.
I can only murmur my agreement.  I lick my bottom lip, savouring the lingering taste of Jason’s seed.
 


I slip back into the shorts and t-shirt, the fabric unpleasantly coarse against my now smooth and hairless body, and too loose.  I stare down at my hands and toes, the red nails gone, and look up to face myself in the mirror.  My features are the same but without the make-up I feel somehow alien, naked.  I try to smile but the smile appears false, as though drawn on.  My eyes are duller and my lips, though still full, are pale.  Even my hair, damp after the shower, seems lank and lifeless.
I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, turn away and head out of the bathroom and down the stairs, my bare feet quiet.  Beneath me the sounds of the radio echo up.  As I walk I rise up onto tip toe as though still in heels, allow my hips to sway, my butt wiggling behind me and I picture Jason staring at it.  I smile.  Beneath my shorts the red silk panties I am wearing are soft, snug, cradling my cock, a caress within the crack of my arse.
As I step down off the last stair I see Scout laid in the hallway.  He perks up as he sees me, wanders over to me for a fuss and I lean down to scratch his neck and side and I make my way through to kitchen, following the wafting scent of coffee.
Jason stands staring out the window and I take a moment to savour the outline of him.  His broad shoulders and back, his strong arms, large hands.  I remember the sensation of those hands spanking me and grin.
“Hi.  All done.”  I say.
Jason turns to face me, a mug in his hand, steaming.  He stalls, stares at me, his eyes running up from my feet over my legs and body to my face.  His smile grows and his expression, lascivious, hungry, causes my cheeks to flush and my stomach to knot and I am glad to know he still finds me attractive.
“You still look beautiful.”  He says.  “Those legs are gorgeous.  You know people will notice you’ve shaved.”
I shrug.  I am surprised that I don’t care.
“As long as you like them I’m happy, and anyway, if anyone stares at my legs long enough to notice I’ll take it as a compliment.  I can always say I did it for cycling.”
Jason laughs, shakes his head.
“I don’t know why I never saw it before.  You’re so fucking sexy.”
I can only giggle, grinning, my face suddenly too hot.
“Turn around for me.”
I nod, bite my bottom lip.
“Of course, Sir.”
I turn to offer my back to Jason, bend slightly to lift my arse, standing on the tips of my toes.  I twist my head to peer back over my shoulder and watch him as he stares at my butt and I feel my cock tingle.
“You know you don’t have to call me Sir now Riley.”
“But what if I want to?”  I say.
Jason grins, puts his mug down, walks across the kitchen towards me.  He stops just behind me, reaches out of fondle my arse with both hands and a small moan escapes my lips.  I press back into his palms and he squeezes.
“I won’t complain.”  He says.  “I made coffee if you want some.”
I nod but do not move, close my eyes and sigh and I press myself back into Jason’s hands, savouring the sensation as me molests me.  His fingers press into the flesh of my arse, creep down to the legs of my shorts and brush the tops of my thighs.
“Coffee sounds good.”  I say—my voice is a low, husky whimper, pleading.
I moan as one hand moves in towards my arse crack and I wiggle to try to work Jason’s fingers deeper, aware of a need that I’ve never know before growing between my legs, a desire to be touched in ways I’ve never been touched.
“And I was thinking, I know tomorrow is the weekend and you aren’t scheduled to come over, but maybe you might like to anyway.  Maybe we could go out somewhere.”  Jason says.
There is a nervousness to Jason’s tone that is charming.
“I’d like that.  Where did you want to go?”  I ask
I lean my head back and twist to look at Jason but he only smiles.  His body is warm.
“That’s a surprise.  Oh, and I almost forgot, I’ve got a present for you Riley.”
“Another present?”
I keep my voice low, sultry, press my butt into the growing bulge in Jason’s jeans.  Jason’s moan is like music and his hands squeeze me hard.
“Yes.  But you can’t open this one until you’re at home, alone.”
 


I carry the small box up to my bedroom, rushing up the stairs, heart racing.  The thought of what waits for me wrapped in the plain black box has my heart racing and I imagine lingerie, make-up, perhaps a perfume that Jason is particularly fond of.
The sound of blood drumming through my skull is loud and my hands are shaking.  The click of my bedroom lock as it falls into place signifies I am alone and I throw myself onto my bed and pull the lid off the box.
Inside is a mass of red tissue and something heavy shifts within.  I tip the box and a small black object falls from the nest of paper onto my bed.  I reach out and pick it up.  It is cold, smooth and surprisingly heavy, a dark metal, one end a softly tapered bulb connected to a flat disc on the other by a slim neck.  I turn it in my hand, frowning.  The flat disc has a large imitation gemstone in it, a deep pink, that glints in the light.
I turn back to the box and something else shifts inside, the box not yet empty, and I shake the contents out.  A slip of folded paper and small bottle fall out.  I pick up the paper and unfold it, another hand written note.
Riley,

I enjoyed tonight very much, and from the way you responded I think you did too.  I’m looking forward to tomorrow and I think you will relish what I have planned.  In this box you will find a small bottle of lubricant and a metal butt-plug.  I expect you to be wearing the plug when you arrive tomorrow, and you will wear it until I personally remove it.  I’m sure you will find wearing it for me stimulating.

J

I turn from the note to stare at the small metal object in my hand.  I’ve been aware of but-plugs for years, but have never seen one and now, here one is, in my hand.  My butt-plug.  I’m going to wear it, inside me, inside my arse.  My stomach knots at the thought, my butt clenching involuntarily.
“Whatever pleases you, Sir.”  I whisper.
I break into a wide smile, giddy with excitement and apprehension.  I wonder at how it will feel to slip the cold prominent bulb inside of me, to carry the heavy weight in my arse.  How will it feel as I walk and move around.  My cock twitches and I bite my bottom lip, eager for tomorrow so I can find out.




Chapter 12.

I stand staring out the front window, waiting.  Scout lies slumped on the floor to the side of me, sulking after I finally stopped playing with him, obviously annoyed that I have other things to do than play tug and fetch.  I break into a smile as I see Riley make his way up the front path.
He is in shorts, a slim fit t-shirt, and his usual sneakers, but still he looks adorable, his hair slightly ruffled, bright blue eyes, freckled cheeks and full lips.  As he makes his way toward the front door I study his gait, the way his prominent hips and round butt sway, more exaggerated than usual, a pink flush to his cheeks as though excited.  I smile, certain that he has obeyed me, and that thought alone is enough to thrill me.  As I picture the pretty pink jewelled plug in his perfect arse my cock stirs.
Scout rouses at the knock on the door, follows me as I head along the hall to answer it.  I open the door, smiling, to see Riley stood nervously on the door step, shifting on the spot, his hips wiggling.
I look down at him and my grin spreads.
“Good morning Riley, how are you?”
Riley smiles back at me, the blush on his cheeks fetching.  He bites his bottom lip and takes a deep breath.
“I’m good, Sir, though a little… on edge.  I’m wearing it, like you told me, but it keeps wiggling and it feels odd.”
“Bad odd?”  I ask.
Riley shakes his head.  He looks away, looks down.  The flush to his cheeks darkens.
“No, it feels really good.”
He sounds almost breathless as he confesses.  The tightness in my chest fills me and I struggle to control my urge to grab him.
“Well, why don’t you come in for a second so I can grab my keys, then we can head out.”
I pull the door wide and step to the side so Riley can enter.  Scout pushes past me, his tail wagging, and sits on Riley’s foot.  Riley laughs, leans to fuss Scout and I pause to stare at his butt.
“Morning boy, you been taking good care of your daddy for me?”  Riley says.
Riley’s words stir something in me.
“Daddy?”  I ask.
Riley glances up at me, almost embarrassed, then looks away, continues to fuss Scout.
“I’ve always called you daddy to Scout.  It’s just habit.”
I step in close behind and run my hand up the middle of Riley’s firm, round arse, pressing a finger into the crack so that it runs over the small lump of his plug.  Riley jumps and squeals as I push it firmly into him.  He looks up at me, breathless, eyes wide.
“You surprised me.”  He says.
I pull my hand away.  Riley pouts, bites his bottom lip.
“Would you like me to be your Daddy?”  I ask.
Riley stares at me for a moment.  He blinks then, slowly, nods.
“I think I would.”
I act without thinking, slapping Riley across his arse, the impact loud.  Riley gasps in surprise and pain then moans, a low lusty murmur as I caress him, fingering the outer disc of his plug.
“Answer properly Riley.”  I say.
“Yes,  I want you to be my Daddy.”
I can only grin.
“I like the sound of that.  Now, why don’t I get my keys.  We’ve got a bit of a drive ahead of us.”
 


The car-park is almost empty, only a few other cars, and the only building is a small squat brick structure with black windows and a black sign that gives no indications as to what it sells.  I turn off the engine and turn in my seat to look at Riley.  He’s staring at the black sign, frowning.
“Ready?”  I ask.
“Where are we?”
“Why don’t we just head in.  I think it’ll all become clear soon enough.”
Riley looks at me.  It is clear he’s nervous, fidgeting in his seat in a way that I’m sure is also partially to do with the plug in his tight little hole.  I reach out, put a hand on his thigh.  His leg is smooth and warm and I run my hand up under the hem of his shorts, squeeze.  Riley’s mouth parts and he sighs, leaning towards me.
“You don’t need to worry.  I’ll be with you.”  I say.
Riley smiles at me, relaxes.
“Whatever you say Daddy.”  he whispers.
I grin, lean into him and press my mouth against his.  Riley’s lips are warm and soft and plump.  They open for me and I slip my tongue into his mouth, my hand on his thigh brushes against his cute little cock and I can feel it stiffening in his shorts. I pull back, struggling to control myself.  Riley chases after me, whines at the loss of contact.
“More later, right now we’ve got some shopping to do.”  I say.
Riley pouts and stares up at me with big blue eyes.
“Yes, Sir.”  He says, giggling.
 


“Oh.  My.  God!”  Riley says.
“Impressive isn’t it?”
Riley turns to face me.  His eyes and his smile are wide.
“This is… a sex shop?”
I nod.
“Well, a fetish store to be more accurate, but yes.  I’ve been here a few times on my own but I’ve always wanted to come with someone.  I thought you’d like it.”
Riley turns to look around the store, shelves full of paddles, floggers, whips, canes, gloves, candles, and pin wheels.  In one corner sits range of expensive wooden furniture that looks like it belongs in a medieval dungeon and in another there are mannequins dressed in leather and latex outfits that range from almost ordinary—skirts and trousers and uniforms—to the truly bizarre—ornate masks and cloven shoes, full body sleeves covered in metal spikes—with more clothes hung on the wall behind them.  Towards the front there are more mundane adult items, movies and toys, lubricants and novelties, and it was at the front of the store where most other customers lurked.
“There are a few bits I wanted to get, but first I wanted to get your opinion on something.”  I say.
Riley turns to me and nods.  I reach out, put a hand on his lower back, and lead him towards the back of the store where the shelves were packed with leather and rope and metal, a diverse array of restraints.
As we walk Riley eases in close to me, as though for comfort or protection, and my hand slips from his lower back to his hip.  I hug him to me, his body warm and soft and inviting, and I feel a sudden surge of possessiveness.  I want him to be mine, utterly mine.
“What are we looking…”
Riley stares ahead at where I am guiding him.  He turns to look at me, glances back over his shoulder.  The woman behind the counter is watching us, grinning, and her attention causes Riley to blush a furious pink.  He looks back to me.
“I think I understand Daddy.”  Riley whispers.
“I thought you could help me pick one, for you.  Let me know what you like.  Though I will make the final decision.”
Riley nods, grinning.  He chews his bottom lip.
“I’d like that.”  He says.
My hand on Riley’s hip slips down to his arse and I squeeze.  Riley wiggles, purrs, and turns back to face the selection of collars on display in front of us.




Chapter 13.

I pick out my five favourite designs from the many on display, almost too many to choose from.  As I show each one to Jason he grins, nods, but says nothing, and my heart flutters, the knot of nervous excitement in my stomach tightening and relaxing.
“Now, we need to check your size.  Just stand there.”  Jason says.
He takes a plain black collar from a shelf in front of us, leather with a single silver ring at the front, and lifts it towards my neck.  My face is suddenly warm, my cheeks flush, as I stand obedient.  I place my hands behind my back and lift my chin slightly to offer my neck and Jason grins.
The leather is cool around my neck, stiff but soft, and Jason wraps is round my throat and holds it in place behind me.
“I won’t buckle it as I want to save that for your proper collar, but how does that feel for size?”
I turn my head slightly, twisting to check the fit.  Out of the corner of my eye I notice the girl behind the counter watching us, smiling.  The knot it my gut tightens and my cheeks burn hotter with shame and my cock stirs.  I stand taller, take a deep breath, and realise there is something else.  I am glad to be seen with Jason as he fits me for a collar, as though he owns me.  I am his, and as I look back to him, look up at him, his handsome features, the coarse salt and pepper stubble on his cheeks and chin, his strong hands and forearms, the wisps of grey in his hair, I realise that belonging to this man fills me with pride.
“That feels… nice.”
“Good.  Well I know your size then.  Now, why don’t you go wait in the car while I pick out the one I have in mind for you.  Keep it a surprise.”
I nod, smiling, as Jason removes the collar from around my neck.  Its absence fills me for longing for the one that will be mine.  He rummages in his pocket for the car keys and hands them to me.
“Yes Daddy.”  I whisper.
I step close to Jason, rise up on my toes, and kiss him on his cheek.  His stubble tickles my lips and the tip of my nose.  He looks surprised, but smiles brighter.
“Don’t be too long.”  I say—I keep my voice low, force as much allure and sex into it as I can so that it comes out hush and breathy.
I reach down and place my hand on the bulge of Jason’s cock and squeeze, gently, then turn and leave before he can react.  I allow my hips to sway as I walk, knowing that he will be watching me, letting my butt wiggle, my smooth legs on display.  The sway of my hips causes the plug inside me to shift, pressing on the walls of my hole, sending bolts of pleasure through me that make my cock twitch.
The girl behind the counter grins at me as I pass her and I smile back at her.
“You two make a cute couple.  It nice to see two people so happy together and at ease with each other.”  She says.
My cheeks grow warm.
“Thanks.”  I say, my voice quiet.  “I guess I got lucky.”
 


Jason emerges carrying several large bags, smiling.  As he opens the back of the car and drops them in I turn in my seat to watch.
“No peeking now!”  He says.
I stare at the bags as Jason covers them with an old blanket.  I look up at him and frown.
“I thought you were just getting a collar.”  My tone is almost nervous.
Jason is grinning, his smile broad and charming.  There is a sparkle in his eyes, a hunger, that fills my belly with a gleeful dread, and I shift in my seat, bite my bottom lip.
“What else did you get?”  I ask.
Jason laughs.
“And spoil the surprise?  Not a chance.”
I glance back to the blanket, the hidden bags a large pile beneath it.  Jason shuts the back of the car and makes his way round to the driver’s seat, opens the door and climbs in.  His hand on my thigh draws my attention back to him and as I turn back to face him he leans forward, pressing me into my seat, and kisses me. 
I melt, sigh, part my lips for him and allow his tongue to press into my mouth.  His hand caresses my smooth leg, squeezes, slides upward.  I shift to press into his hand, squeeze my thighs together, the bulge of the plug in my arse pressing on me to feed the swell of pleasure that is growing in my stomach.  His other hand moves to cup my face, his thumbs stroking my cheek, and I moan as his kiss sends bolts of pleasure along my spine, my cock stiffening.
He pulls back suddenly and for a moment I chase him, leaning forward to try to reconnect our lips.  Jason just smiles.  I glance down and see that he is not unaffected by my kiss, the bulge in his jeans prominent, and I lick my lips without thinking.
“Anyway, you’ve only really got yourself to blame.  Getting me all excited before you left like you did.  What else was I going to do but buy my little slut something to reward them?  And the woman was very helpful in recommending me a few little gifts for you.  I think she quite liked you.  It must be that big round arse and those lovely shaved legs of yours.”
I blush furiously, bite my bottom lip hard to keep myself from moaning.  Jason’s words burn, a deep glorious sense of shame that makes my cock throb.
“You’re teasing me.”  I say.
Jason shakes his head.
“A little, perhaps, but I really do think she quite liked you.  I saw the way she watched as you left.  If I had to guess I’d say she has a fetish for watching pretty boys like you get fucked by big strong men.”
I can only stare at Jason.  The thought alone thrills me and I let out a quiet whimper.
“Oh, does that excite you Riley?  The idea of a sexy girl like her seeing you all dressed up in panties and stockings and heels turn you on, does the thought of her watching while I fuck you and make you moan get you hard?”
I moan louder, involuntarily, whimpering.  My cock is stiff, hard at the humiliation and excitement of just imagining it.  I nod, answering the question as I know I should, honestly.  Jason’s grin widens.
“Such a dirty boy Riley.  I think I’ll have to remember that.  Now, tell me, would you like to go home so I can show you what I bought?”
I nod again.
“Yes please Daddy.”  I whisper.  “I can’t wait for you to put my collar on me.”
 


When we arrive home I am sent upstairs to wash and get ready and I obey without question, almost running up to the steps to the bathroom, eager to see what Jason has bought.  As I wash my imagination runs wild and the knot of nervous anticipation in my stomach aches.  My cock twitches but I resist the urge to touch myself, save the pleasure for later, instinctively aware my pleasure belongs to Jason.
I emerge from the shower smelling of the floral soap Jason bought me—a subtle feminine scent of musk and blossoms.  I run my hands over my legs and butt as I dry myself, both still smooth, and I wiggle to savour the sensation of the plug as it shifts inside of me, grinning. 
Towelled off I turn my attention to my reflection and my-make up.  I try to take my time, to get it perfect, but I am impatient for the surprise that lies in wait for me, eager and nervous.  I paint my fingernails and toenails first, a deep dark red, then paint my lips to match, finishing with a gloss that leaves them looking full and wet and inviting.  Next I work on my eyes, trying to concentrate but too distracted by thoughts of what are to come, my hands shaking, trembling.  I try to blend dark pinks and blacks on my eyelids to make my eyes look sultry and dusky but I am clumsy, and when I try to outline them with dense black eye-liner, a small flick outwards from the outer corner of each to make my blue eyes seem large and bright and yet also seductive, I struggle to keep my hands steady.  Finally I add mascara, filling in my already long lashes to make them fuller and darker.  I sit back to examine my work, desperate to be perfect for Jason.
It is not perfect, and I spend a few moments attempting to correct minor mistakes until I am happy with my face, and I turn to dress.  I do not have much to wear, my outfit already chosen for me by Jason.  Seamed stockings, a suspender belt, black lacy panties, and heels.  I will be almost naked, yet wrapped up with enough lace and silk to emphasise the curve of my hips, the swell of my butt, the narrow tautness of my belly and chest.  In my heels my legs will seem longer and more defined.
I pull on my stockings and suspender belt first, then my panties, the fabric pressing slightly on the pink jewel of my plug as it slips into the crack of my butt.  Finally I pull on my heels and stop for just a second to admire myself, my cute little butt, wiggling it in an exaggerated manner, watching the subtle wobble of it.  My cock throbs, a desperate and urgent need, a small bulge in the front of my snug panties.
“I hope your slut pleases you Daddy.”  I whisper, smiling at my reflection.
I turn away and head out of the bathroom, head through to the bedroom where Jason is waiting for me.  My heart is racing and my hands are shaking.  I bite by bottom lip gently, eager to see what he has in store for me, eager to wear my collar for him.




Chapter 14.

The door creaks behind me and I turn and stall.  The sight of Riley, dressed in lingerie and heels, face and nails painted, takes my breath away.  My cock stiffens at just the sight of him.  I catch the waft of his soap and lotion, musk and sweet floral notes.
“You look beautiful Riley.”  I say.
Riley blushes and the pink flush to his cheeks just makes him more attractive.  He stops at the threshold to my room and stands, feet together, hands behind his back, facing me.  My gaze travels up from his high heels over his long, smooth, stocking clad legs, the shape and tone of them exquisite, to his hips, the round swell of them hinting at the magnificent arse he’s hiding from me.
The small bulge in his panties tells me he is already excited, already partially hard.  I lift my gaze up over his flat stomach, his narrow waist thinner than his thighs and hips, over his flat chest and his small, tempting nipples, his thin arms and narrow shoulders feminine and graceful.  I turn my attention to his face, painted and made up perfectly for me, his full, inviting lips dark red and glossy, his eyes dusky and dark with long black lashes, his hair ruffled with his fringe swept to the side.  In the low light his light skin seems opalescent, his freckles a perfect contrast.
“Now, why don’t you come over here.”
“Yes Daddy.”  Riley says, grinning.
His movements are careful, soft clicks, and his hips sway with each step, exaggerated, pure sex.  From the flush in his cheek I can tell that the sensations from plug he wears for me is arousing him.  His bright blue eyes are locked onto mine as he chews his bottom lip, almost nervous, but still bold.  Riley stops in front of me and stands again with feet together, his hands behind his back, looking up at me.
I reach out a hand and lift it to brush my fingers over Riley’s cheek, just below his eye.  He stares at me, frozen, timid and eager and I move slowly as I resist the urge to grab him, hard, and pull him to me.
“You had an eyelash on your cheek.  I want you to look perfect for this.”  I say.
Riley blushes, blinks, his eyes dazzling and beautiful.  I lift up the small bag with Riley’s collar in, the collar still hidden, wrapped in paper.  Riley looks between me and it.
“Are you ready for this?”  I ask.
Riley nods.
“You’re sure this is what you want?”
“Certain Sir.”
Riley’s voice is quiet and needy, an urgency and hunger to it that pleases me.
“Ask me nicely then, and maybe I’ll give you what you want.”
Riley takes a deep breath, exhales a sigh.
“Please put my collar on me and make me your slut.  I want you to make me yours, want you to claim me.  Pretty please Daddy, with sugar on top.”
I grin at Riley.
“Well, since you asked so nicely.”
I reach into the bag and pull out the collar I chose.
 


The collar is not one of the five I chose but is somehow better than any of them.  I break into a wide smile and the knot in my stomach clenches.  I bite my bottom lip hard, my hands behind my back becoming fists.
“Do you like it Riley?”  Jason asks.
I nod again.  The collar is thick black leather, no more than an inch wide, but smooth and polished.  The edges are piped with dark pink that compliments my eye-shadow and my lips and nails.  On the front there is a single large metal ring attached, and at the back, where the buckle sits, I notice that the buckle features a hoop through which an open padlock is strung.  The collar is to be locked on me.  I look from the collar to Jason.
“Its perfect.  I didn’t even see that one but I love it.”
“Would you like me to put it on you?”
I nod.
“Please.  I want so badly to wear it for you.”  I say.
I cannot believe how easily the words come, how right they feel, how natural my submission is.  My cock swells and I feel giddy at the thought of being collared by the strong, dominant man in front of me, thrilled at the thought of belonging to him.
“Stand still then.”
I obey, bow my head slightly.  Jason steps close to me, looms over me, and the scent of his aftershave—deep notes of smoke and spice—sends tingles down my spine.  As he presses against me, lifting the collar to my neck, I can feel the firmness of his body.
The leather wraps around my throat, snug, and the sensation is like bliss.  I tense, my breath catching, my whole body on fire, and my arse grips the plug nestled deep within me, sending a shiver of pleasure through me.  My cock twitches.  I am his now, belong to him, am claimed by him.  It is my place to serve him and to please him and the leather around my neck marks me as his.  The clink of the buckle is loud and the collar is pulled snug, tight enough to be a constant presence, a constant sensation that reminds me of my place, but not tight enough to restrict my movements or breathing.  As the straps are folded back into place I sigh, and there is a sharp metallic click as the padlock is sealed closed.
Jason steps back and I lift my head to look at him.  He is smiling, a look of lust and desire in his eyes and I shiver, feeling small and vulnerable and exposed in front of him, the sensation pleasant.  I am wanted, owned.
I stare at up at him, waiting for his command, eager for it, eager to obey and serve and please him.  He lifts a hand and runs it across my cheek, down my neck and shoulder, gently, teasing, and my skin prickles.  My cock aches.
His hand moves lower, to my chest, and pinches my nipple.  I gasp, in pleasure and pain, but do not pull away.  My body shudders, skin prickling, and the knot of pleasure in my gut expands, fed by the way my plug shifts inside my arse as I tense.
“You know, I think you’d look lovely with these pierced.”  Jason says.
Jason pinches me again, harder, and I moan louder, more pleasure than pain now.  The image his words have conjured, my nipples pieced to please him, arouses me.
“Yes Daddy.”  I say.
I know I could not go against his will.
“That’s for us to talk about another time though.”
Jason releases my nipple and steps in close.  He pulls a hand from behind his back and withdraws a short leather leash, black like the collar.
“Right now, I want to play with my favourite slut.”  He says.
I stand frozen as Jason lifts the leash to my collar and attaches it.  He tugs once, gently, and I am forced to follow where me pulls me.  I do not resist, the pleasure in submitting to him overwhelming.
Jason turns to the bag to the side of him, still holding my leash, and he rummages within to extract more leather straps, the same pink piping, the same locking buckles.
“Now, how about we get these on you.”  Jason says.
He turns to me, lifts the straps.
“Lift your arms out in front.”
I obey without thinking.  Jason moves to wrap the straps around my wrists, pulling them snug, locking them in place.  My cock is hard, painful, and the knot in my stomach is taught.  I am focussed only on the sensation of the leather around my neck and around my wrists, on keeping my arms extended.  I am smiling, content, obedient, desired.  The padlock clicks into place and Jason links the two cuffs together with a short length of chain.  He tugs them once to test them.  They hold firm, solid, and I am bound and at his mercy.  I let out a small whimper.  
“You like that Riley?”  Jason asks.
I nod.
“Yes Daddy.”  I say.
Jason smiles, his grin wide and glad.
“Good.”
He tugs hard on my leash, suddenly, and I totter forward on my heels and collide with him.  His body is firm and warm and I nestle into it without thinking.
“Now, why don’t you show Daddy what a good little slut you are.”
Jason’s tone is heavy, demanding.  My whole body shivers and I am flush with need and desire.  Without thinking, without question or hesitation, I nod, and sink slowly down to my knees, the bulge of my plug pressing on a spot within me that makes my mind numb and my cock ache.
 


I stare down at Riley as he works his cuffed hands at my belt, pulling my jeans open eagerly, hungrily.  I smile as his hands glide along my throbbing cock, squeezing me through the fabric of my boxers.  He looks up at me, his beautiful eyes locking on mine as he pulls my cock free.
His hands are stunning as they ease up and down my shaft, the black leather against his pale skin, the red nails.  I groan as his breath caresses the head of my dick and as he eases forwards, still staring up at me.  I growl as his full red lips kiss the tip of my shaft.
“Suck me Riley.”  I say.
Riley grins.  He looks down to my cock and pulls back slightly, angling my length toward him, his mouth open, tongue out, and presses forward.  His mouth engulfs me and my mind goes blank.  His tongue laps around my cock, lips wrapped tight. 
I grip his leash with one hand and raise the other to the back of his head, entangling my fingers in his hair, gripping him.  His moans and whines are muffled by my dick in his mouth.  His hot spit drips around my balls.
I stare down at my perfect slut.  His lithe body, the black heels, stocking clad legs, the magnificent form of his arse—I catch a glimpse of the pink jewel of his plug, nestled between his cheeks, the pucker of his hole closed around it.  I watch as Riley pulls back, pulling his lips from my cock, smiles.  His cheeks are flush and he looks up at me.
“Is that nice Daddy?”  He asks.
His voice is breathy, gasping.  I nod.
“Very.”
Riley grins.  He turns back to my cock, his lips parting and his tongue out, and he licks the length of my shaft before opening his mouth wider and wrapping his lips around my cock.  He takes  my cock deep, to the back of his throat, in one smooth motion, and I gasp in pleasure as he slips me deep into his mouth.
The chain linking his cuffs rattles as he raises his hands, one cupping my balls, the other working the now slick base of my shaft, slowly massaging my length in time with the bobbing of his head.
My hand in his hair grips tighter and I tug gently on Riley’s leash, urging him on.  He moans around my cock as the head slips just barely into his throat, the noise of his delight and the sensation of his tight hot mouth sends bolts of pure pleasure through me. 
“You are such a perfect slut Riley.”  I say.
Riley moans, taking my cock deeper, urged on by my words.
“Such a perfect cock hungry cum slut.”
He moans again, harder, the vibrations running through my cock.  I grind my hips forward as I pull Riley into me, his throat opening again, the head of my cock slipping just barely in then out.
“Such a perfect little sexy cum slut for Daddy, aren’t you.”
Riley nods, whining, his head thrusting down hard, taking as much of my cock as he can as his cuffed hands massage my shaft and balls, both slick with his spit.  I feel my balls tighten and I grip Riley’s hair, ease his head back.  His lips leave the head of my dick with an audible pop.  He turns and stares up as me, whining with need, hungry, almost purring.  His hands still work my shaft and my cock pulsates.
“Why did you stop me Daddy?  Was it not good?”
“You were amazing Riley.”  I say.
I stare down at him, his painted face, lingerie, the black leather around his wrists and neck, the leash linking him to me, and I feel a swell of lust unlike any I have ever felt.
“Can I not taste your cum then?  Please?”  Riley is almost begging.
I grin, tempted to give him what he asks for, but resist.
“Maybe later, but right now I have something different in mind.”
Riley stares up at me.  He smiles, shifts on his knees as though excited, wiggling his butt, moaning as his plug shifts inside of him.  He flutters his eyelashes at me.
“Are you going to fuck me Daddy?”
I cannot help but smile at the hush, desperate lust in Riley’s tone.  I nod.
“Yes Riley, I’m going to fuck you.  I’m going to claim you as my perfect little sexy slut.”
Riley beams.
“Yay.”
Riley’s whisper is cute, soft, and urgent.  I tug his leash, pulling it taught, and lead him on his hands and knees to the bed, watching him over my shoulder as he crawls. 
The sway of taught, round butt in his panties, outlined but his suspender belt and stockings, makes my cock throb harder.  He looks up at me and grins, biting his bottom lip, his blue eyes are brighter for the dark make-up he wears, his long lashes thick, fluttering.  His lipstick is smeared.




Chapter 15.

“Get up onto the bed” 
Jason speaks slowly, quietly.  His voice is firm, tone deep, patient.  His words are a command I must obey.
He tugs my leash to urge me, my collar suddenly taught around my neck, and the sensation sends a shiver through me, my cock throbbing in response.  I stare up at him, nod.  I move slowly, as gracefully as I can with my wrists bound in their leather cuffs, my heels awkward, the plug in my arse causing me to wiggle as I move, the pressure of it sending pulses of pleasure through me.
“Like this Daddy?”  I ask as I climb into position.
I pose on all fours on the bed, my panty clad butt pointed at Jason, lifted high, legs parted slightly.  I lower my head slightly and stare back, wiggle slowly, watching his face as he stares at my full round cheeks.  The combination of the plug shifting inside me and the hunger in Jason’s eyes thrills me and I moan, quietly.
“Yes Riley.  Just like that.  You really are a natural little slut aren’t you?”
Jason’s words shame me and my cheeks flush, cock aching, but I cannot deny the truth in them.  I am a slut.  The way I am behaving, my obedience, desire to please, the way I tease him to arouse him, the way I wiggle and pose to provoke his lust for me.  I am a nasty little slut and I love it.
“Only for you Daddy.  You make me want to be a slut for you.”  I say—meaning every word.
Jason laughs.  He raises his hand, slaps me, spanks me, not hard but not gently.  I moan and push my arse out towards him.
“I think I’ve been a bad girl Daddy.”  I say.
I long to feel his hand again, spanking me, the sting of the strike and the humiliation.  I want to feel the heat of his hands on my arse, correcting me, punishing me.
“Really Riley?  And there was me thinking you’d been a good girl who deserved a reward.”
As Jason speaks he slips off his shirt and his jeans, slides his boxers down his legs.  I can only stare at the glorious sight of him.  He is trim, toned, a wall of subtle muscle and soft hair.  My stomach knots and I ache for him. 
As Jason reaches down to massage his cock, one hand working the long, thick shaft, ribbed by veins, the head a prominent bulge, I moan.  I want him, need him.
“Does my little slut not want a reward?”  He asks.
I can only nod as I lick my lips.  My mouth fills with saliva at the memory of Jason’s cock in my throat.
“Please.”  I whisper—my voice is trained with need, breathy and hush.
“Tell me what you are Riley.”
I take a deep breath.  My eyes are fixed on the meaty shaft as Jason works his hand up and down its length, a bead of pre-cum forming on the head, dripping.
“I’m your slut Daddy.  Your nasty pretty sexy little fuck slut.  I’ll do anything for you.  I’ll be a pretty girl or a dirty boy or anything in between.  Anything you want.  I’m yours.  Please.  Just fuck me.”
The words pour out of me.  I never dreamed my first time would be like this, me, on my knees, begging the handsome man next door, my friend,  to take me, but now I’m here, dressed up, pretty in lingerie and make-up, collared, bound, at his mercy, it feels so right.  To think of the many failed attempts at dating and romance, so much frustrated waiting, when what I needed, what I wanted, was right next door.  I need Jason inside of me more than I have ever needed anything.  I need him to claim me, make me his, show me how much he wants me.  I need him to show me just how sexy he finds me.  I sink my body low, lie my head and chest flat on the bed, spread my legs and lift my butt and offer it.
“Please fuck me Daddy.”  I whisper.
Jason smiles.  He steps forward towards me, reaches out and grips my panties tugs them down.  They slide down my stocking covered legs, smooth, his finger grazing my skin, and the sensation causes my arse to pucker at the thought of what he is going to do to me.  The plug shifts inside of me and I whine, my little cock hard like steel.
“Since you asked so nicely, and you’ve been a such a good girl.”
Jason slips my panties off entirely, leaving me in only my stockings, suspender belt, and heels.  He runs a hand up the inside of my thigh and I shiver.  His hands stop on my arse, and squeezes, his fingers roving inwards, into my crack, towards my tight hole.  I push back into his caress, wanting more.  His fingers brush the jewelled tip of my plug and the sensation as he pushes it deeper makes me gasp.
“We’ll need to remove this first though.  Are you ready?”
I lift my head look back over my shoulder.  I bite my bottom lip and nod.
“I’m ready.”  I say.
 


I can barely control myself, force myself to move slowly, remain calm.  Riley stares up at me with glazed eyes, freckled cheeks blushing, his lips full and ripe and eyes heavy lidded, beautiful.  I want him more than I have ever wanted anyone—the way he speaks to me, the way he submits, the way he pleases me, the way he wants me.  He is perfect.
My fingers grip the head of the plug and I pull, gently but firmly.  Riley moans, whimpers in the cute, sexy way of his that makes my cock stiffen.
“Oh fuck Daddy.  That feels so good.”
I grin and stare as Riley’s hole stretches, the plug slipping slowly out.  Riley gasps as it finally pops free.  His hole gaping slightly, pulsing, and he is panting.  He stares back at me with his big blue eyes.
“I feel so empty Daddy.  I need you to fill me up.  I need you to show me how to be a good girl for you.”
Riley’s voice is pleading and I cannot help but smile.  My cock swells, so hard it hurts.  I drop the plug to the side and move both hands to Riley’s arse, massaging the firm, round, cheeks. 
“You’re sure that’s what you want Riley?  You want to be filled?  You want me to fuck you like a dirty pretty slut?”
Riley nods.
“More than anything Daddy.”
I grin.  I leave one hand one Riley’s arse, caressing his butt and thigh and hip, his smooth, hairless, flawless freckled skin.  His moans and whimpers entice me.  With the other hand I reach out to the bag on the bed, take out the small bottle of lube.  I open it and hold it above Riley’s crack, squeeze.  A stream of lube runs out, coating his flesh, running between his pert cheeks.  He gasps, shivers.
“That’s cold.” Riley giggles.
I drop the lube and move my hand back to Riley’s crack, run a finger along it.  Riley’s moan is loud and urgent as my finger runs over his hole, pressing slightly, pushing into him.  He shifts his butt back towards me, pining for more.
I tease him for a moment, the ache in my cock forgotten as I play with him.  I run my slick finger up and down, tickling over his hole, running around the delicate rose nestled between his cheeks.  My finger moves slowly, finally stops over his tight hole, and presses in.  Riley moans and my finger pushes deeper, stretching him, and he grinds back against me.
“Yes Daddy.  More.”  He says—barely a whimper.
I oblige him, press a second finger at his opening, ease it in.  His hole squeezes me, tight, clenching around my fingers, and I twist them, curve them round towards his belly, massaging his inner walls, working the lube deep into his glorious fuck hole.
Riley turns his head to look back to me.  His eyes are heavy lidded and unfocussed.  He is panting.
“No more fingers Daddy.  I want you.  I want your cock.  I want your cock inside me.  Please?”
Riley begs, pleading.  I grin.  I ease my fingers out of him, marvelling at the sight of his legs and arse and hips, his slim waist and smooth back.  I work my hand, slick with lube, over my cock, and shift forwards.  I reach down with one hand to take up Riley’s leash, hold it snug, and with the other lower my cock, align the head with the tight little hole in front of me.
“Take a deep breath now, and try to relax.  This is a lot bigger than my fingers.”  I say.
Riley grins.
“Promises, promises.”  He says.
I cannot help but laugh lightly under my breath.  I lean forward, press the head of my cock against Riley’s slick puckered rose.  He moans and I shudder, push forward.  His arse opens and I ease gently forward, the head of my cock barely entering, already squeezed tight.  I marvel at the sight of my perfect submissive slut as he pushes his arse back into me, taking me deeper.
 


I try to relax as I feel Jason press into me.  My body aches, the pain of my arse being stretched, the desperate need to have him inside of me.  I moan, whimpering, mewing, and ease back, a slow exhale as I force myself down onto the stiff, hard cock teasing at the lubricated entrance to my hole.  It hurts but I refuse to give in.
Jason’s hands run over my cheeks, my hips, creep up my sides, caressing me, gently, soothing, firing my lust for him, my need to have his cock buried inside of me.
“Gently now.  Relax.  Don’t force it.”  He says.
I can barely hear.  I want more.  I want all of him.  I need to satisfy him.  The collar around my neck is taught as Jason holds my leash, calming me.
Jason presses forward, the lubed head of his cock going deeper, forcing me open.  Pleasure and pain blur into one and my cock twitches.  I press back, wiggling my butt slightly to entice him and to work him deeper.  The large prominent head of his dick presses into me, opening me, deflowering me.  I push harder, work my hips and then, with a sudden pop, he’s inside of me, slipping suddenly deep, the crown of his shaft past my slippery outer ring and buried within my arse.
I moan, gasping, unable to control myself.  My hands, still cuffed together, grip the bed sheets as I work his length deeper.
“Fuck!” 
Jason’s exclamation is urgent, full of lust, pleasure, and I shudder at the thought that he is finding such pleasure in me.  I wiggle my hips, taking more of him, splitting myself wide for him.  My body pulses and my cock stiffens, a thin trickle of pre-cum leaking from the tip.
“Yes Daddy.  Fuck me.”  I whisper.
As Jason pulls back, withdrawing slightly, I whine, wanting more.  His head tugs at the opening and then he pushes forward, filling me suddenly, pushing the length of his shaft into me.  There is no pain, only pleasure, a hot core of desire like I have never know.
“Yes.  More.  Please Daddy.  Fuck me.”  I moan.
Jason grips my hips, hands tight, and pulls back.  He pushes back into me, his taught stomach and large balls slapping against me as he fills me.  He fucks me with long, slow strokes and my cock drools.  My body feels alive, sparks of numbing euphoria shutting down my brain.  I press back into him with each stoke into me, wiggling, grinding.  His cock throbs inside of me.
“Yes Daddy.  Fuck me like the slut I am.  Make me your good girl.”
Jason growls, almost bestial, and he tugs of the leash, fucks me harder.  I spread my legs wider, push back against him harder, take him deep, letting him claim me.  I purr as he fills me, his cock slipping in and out, rubbing against the slick walls of my hole and I try to squeeze, wiggle, push back to please him.  The knot of heat in my belly grows, brilliant, a pulsing core of pure pleasure.
Jason pulls back, withdraws, and his cock tugs at the opening to hole then pops free.  I look back over my shoulder, whining, suddenly empty and bereft.
“Daddy?” 
I beg.  I wiggle my butt to entice him but Jason only grins.
“I want to watch you.  Now, shift position.”
 


I lie on my back and help Riley climb on top of me, kneeling, one leg on either side.  His hands are still bound in front of him and he rests them on my chest, his small hands soft and delicate, painted nail stark against his pale skin and the black leather.  With one hand I grip his leash, with the other I reach between his legs to grip my cock.
“Lift yourself up and ease back.”  I say.
Riley grins at me.
“Yes Daddy.”
As he moves I angle my cock up towards his waiting, hungry hole.  I rub the tip up and down his slick crack, the pleasure causing my balls to tighten.  I press it at his entrance.  The crown of my shaft eases into the tight embrace of Riley’s hole and he moans, eyes fluttering.  The rise and fall of his chest is slow, deep regular breaths, panting, and his hands are shaking.  I slip my arm out from between his legs and stroke his thigh and hip, the feel of the stockings against his skin almost electric
“Now press back, take me inside of you.”  I say.
Riley grins, nods, unable to speak.  He lowers himself down, legs wobbling.  My cock presses, then pops, slipping suddenly past his opening and sinking into the soft, warm, slick confines.  Riley slides down, sheathing my dick inside of him.  He stops when he reaches the bottom, breathing heavily.  His cock is twitching, leaking pre-cum all over me.
He wiggles, his hands clawing at my chest, eyes half closed, and I groan, pressing deeper into him, thrusting hard.  My cock is on fire, pulsing, throbbing, wrapped in the silky folds of the pretty boy next door, my perfect submissive slut, my heart’s desire.
“Now ride me.”  I say.
Riley nods again.
“Yes Daddy.”
He is barely able to speak, words shaky.  He lifts himself up, my cock slipping out of him, then sinks down again, moaning as I fill him.  He moves again, faster, begins to bounce in my lap, his arse and legs flexing as he works my cock inside of him.  His hole grips me, hot and tight, a silken vice clamped around my shaft.  I squeeze his arse with my free hand and tug on his leash with the other.  Each time he sinks down I buck up, fucking into him hard, fucking the breath from him, satisfied by his urgent moans.
“Now look at me Riley.  Look at me while I fuck you.”
Riley opens his eyes, stares down at me.  He whines, bouncing on my cock, up and down, the pleasure rising in me like a tide.  His blue, dusky eyes are beautiful, his cheeks pink, and he bites hard on his bottom lip, moaning, soft, urgent cries of pleasure.
“Yes Daddy.  Fuck me.  Fuck me hard.”
I growl, pulling Riley’s leash taught, pulling his face down towards me.  His cuffed hands claw at my chest, a glorious pain mixing with my pleasure.  As Riley rides me, bouncing faster and faster, my hand squeezing his perfect arse, his small hard cock flops in time with his movements, drools a thin trickle of pre-cum.  I thrust into him again and again, driving my cock deep, the embrace of his arse like heaven, squeezing me, milking me.
“I’m going to cum Riley.   You’re going to make your Daddy cum.”
Riley smiles at me.  His eyes are locked on mine, wide and bright.
“Yes.  Cum in me Daddy.  I want you to cum in me.  I want you to feel fill me up.  I need it.”
His words drive me on, draw my pleasure from me.  My cock hardens, stiffening, and my balls tighten.  I squeeze Riley’s arse hard, pulling him down onto my cock and I thrust deep into his divine hole, the walls clamping tight around me, hot and slick.  I pull his leash, hard, yank his head down to mine and my lips meet his and I kiss him and my cock explodes within him.
 


I kiss back, hard, opening my lips, our tongues meeting.  I grind my hips down onto him, can feel him throbbing, deep, and I press down to embrace the sensation.  Jason’s hard cock, buried inside of me, pulses, and there is a well of warmth inside of me and I know he is cumming.  He is cumming inside of me, filling me.
Something clicks, the knowledge that he is filling me, that I made him cum, that I am his slut, and the sensation of his swollen dick twitching inside of me, pushing me over the edge.  I squeal as the knot of pleasure in my gut erupts and my cock starts to spasm. I cum, an orgasm more intense and overwhelming than any I’ve had before, leaking all over Jason’s taught stomach as he cums inside of me.  I press hard into him, kissing him, grinding his cock as deep as I can, milking him, squirming as I cum all over myself and him.  My cuffed hands are trapped between our bodies and I am leashed to him and I shudder in delight.
As my orgasm subsides I feel the slick heat inside of me.  My breath is short, ragged, and I can feel the pulse of Jason’s heart against my chest.
His lips leave mine and his grip on my leash relaxes.
“That was amazing.”  He says.
I grin, glad in ways I cannot describe that I pleased him, that I satisfied him.  I wiggle against him, squirming, his cock softening inside of me.
“I’m glad Daddy likes his slut.”
Jason laughs.  He shifts slightly, rolling me so that I slip off of him.  His cock slips out of me and I miss it immediately.  The hot stickiness of his cum oozes out of my stretched hole and I squeeze my butt cheeks together to save as much as I can.  I lie on my back, hands still cuffed, with Jason looming over me.
He leans forward, kisses me on my lips, softly.
“I really did Riley.  You are absolutely perfect.”
He kisses me again and I kiss him back.  He shifts to lie next to me, wraps his arm around my shoulders and pulls me into him, hugs me tight.  We are both sticky with cum, his and mine, and I can feel a thin trickle leaking from my hole, running down my arse crack, and I shudder with pleasure.  I press into Jason and look up at him, smiling.
“Then I take it you’ll want to do that again?”  I ask.
Jason nods.
“That and more.”  He says.
My smile widens.
“I can’t wait.  And to think, I thought this summer might be boring.”
Jason laughs and I giggle.  His arms enfold me and he squeezes me and I lay my head against his chest, listen to the soft drumming of his heart.
“I get the feeling that from now on Riley, whenever you’re around my life will be anything but boring.”
I grin.
“I think you’re right Daddy.”  I say.
THE END
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