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I hated Jennifer Braithwaite.

She was the most beautiful, vivacious, sexy, delectably perfect girl I’d ever known in my life.

Oh God, oh God, how I hated that I lusted after her with a passion.

Why?

Well, Jennifer knew how I felt about her because it was impossible for me to hide my feelings. I was an adoring, puppyish, nervous wreck whenever I was around her. Mind you, it wasn’t as if she graced me with her presence very often. She thought my desperation for any sort of interaction with her was hilarious and went out of her way to milk it for her own entertainment when the mood suited her. There was only one person in control of our relationship, if I could even call it that, and we both knew who it was.

That I fixated on her all too often was the reason it didn’t register when my friend spoke to me in the club. I was lost in my own world as I stared at Jennifer.

Her straight, dark hair hung down the back of the short dress she wore, with the blue material hugging her like a second skin to put her delicious curves on display. The hem sat high on her thighs and I found myself wondering if the silky nylon adorning her long legs was stockings or tights. My gaze slid down to her feet and I could immediately feel the prickle of arousal taking hold as I stared at her shoes. The heels looked to be around four inches and stretched out her lithe, shapely legs.

“Brandon.”

The sound of my name being spoken loudly pierced through my trance and I turned to my friend.

“You’re fucking wasting your time,” Scott went on and shook his head.

“What, I was…”

“I know what you were doing,” he cut in and laughed before taking a drink of his beer. “Don’t you get that Jennifer Braithwaite is so far out of your league it’s not worth talking about. She’d chew you up, spit you out and leave you destroyed.”

I couldn’t hold off the slight flush of embarrassment at the words, but knew they were right. The only problem was I could think of nothing better than being dominated and destroyed by Jennifer. It would be a fantasy coming true.

My attention returned to her and she seemed to have that sixth sense she was being stared at. Her gaze met mine and I glimpsed the wicked smile playing on her lips before I managed to look away. I leaned forward to pick up the bottle on the table in front of me and snuck a glance while I was taking a drink to see she was walking in my direction. It should have made me overjoyed, but my nerves flared.

“Ah shit,” I muttered.

Scott saw Jennifer approaching and I could sense his trepidation. He liked to talk big about his success with women, but we both knew he couldn’t handle the girl approaching the table any more than I could.

“Didn’t you see my glass was empty, Brandon,” she said when she came to a stop.

I was already breathing hard and the sight of those legs and heels close up was turning a flicker of arousal to a flood.

“Oh, umm…, yeah,” I stammered as I started to get up. “What do you want?”

“Your wallet,” she said.

I dropped back in the seat and looked up at her.

“Huh?”

I saw the look of disdain cross her face at my response and she turned, as if she was going to walk away. There was no way I could let that happen.

“OK, OK,” I blurted out.

Her eyes narrowed as she faced me again and her hand stretched out. I knew I was being weak and pathetic by giving in to her demand like a little dog obeying its master, but I couldn’t let her walk away. Reaching in my pocket, I brought out my wallet and handed it over. A smile played on her lips as she held my gaze for a brief instant before opening the wallet to take out a twenty.

“I’ll have a vodka and cranberry juice,” Jennifer said and held the money out to Scott.

“You want me to go?” he said.

“No, I’m hoping the money will float out of my fucking hand to the barman then I’ll telepathically let him know what I want to drink.”

Sarcasm dripped from the comment and Scott shot a look at me before reaching out to take the money. He got to his feet and headed in the direction of the bar to leave me alone with Jennifer. A familiar feeling of disconcerting unease grew stronger and I knew I wouldn’t be able to retain my composure as I waited for her to make a move. It came seconds later when she closed the wallet and threw it in my lap. I was all too aware of her gaze on me, but couldn’t meet it as I shoved the wallet back in my pocket.

“So…,” she let out after a few seconds. “Is staring at me giving you a hardon?”

“What…,” I stammered as my embarrassment flared. “I don’t…”

“Don’t fucking lie to me you little prick,” she interrupted harshly.

My panic lit up as she moved around the table and there was no stopping things as she dropped down to sit in my lap. It was impossible to conceal the stiffness of my swelling erection and I heard her laugh.

“Little prick is right,” she taunted and held up her little finger to wiggle it around in front of my face to emphasize the insult. “I better stand up before you cum in your pants. Have you ever actually been with a girl?”

Her mocking words only made me harder and I was in thrall to the way her rounded cheeks rubbed against my erection. It was one of the sweetest moments of my life and I never wanted it to end. The slight slurring of her words showed she was tipsy and that gave a clue as to why she was being so provocative on this occasion. She probably wouldn’t have done it if she was sober, but I didn’t care and was in heaven.

“Pathetic little fuck,” she said and squirmed around a bit more before getting up. “I bet you’ll be going straight to the gents when I leave to jerk yourself off.”

“No…,” I stammered.

She turned away from me to look for Scott and saw the barman already serving the drink.

“I’ll need a ride home tonight, so you better be here when I’m leaving,” she said when she returned her attention to me.

“Really?” I let out and heard her laugh.

“You’ve got it so fucking bad for me,” she went on and shook her head dismissively. “I bet I could get you to do anything I wanted and I mean anything.”

I saw the wicked smile play on her lips again, but didn’t say anything in response. She saw Scott approaching and it brought the encounter to an end. Taking the glass held out to her, she walked off without saying anything else and my friend dropped down beside me.

“You shouldn’t let her treat you like that,” he commented when he handed me the money left over from buying the drink.

“I’m taking her home,” I blurted out.

“Yeah, sure you are,” he said in a disbelieving voice.

“Seriously,” I went on. “She said she needed a ride home later and asked me to wait for her.”

“Asked?” Scott let out and I got the tone of his comment.

“Asked me…, told me,” I went on. “What does it matter?”

“So you paid for her drink and now you’ll pay for her taxi home,” Scott said and sniggered. “Will she actually let you in the cab with her or just take more money from your wallet?”

“Fuck off,” I complained, but the doubts reared up.

They were still playing on my mind a couple of hours later when Scott dropped down from the stool he was sitting on.

“Come on,” he urged. “Let’s go home.”

I shook my head.

“You get going,” I said. “I’ll give you a call tomorrow.”

“Oh boy, you are turning into one sad individual,” he replied as he slapped me on the back.

“It’s too good a chance to miss,” I told him.

“She’s playing fucking mind games with you,” he went on. “Don’t you get that? You’re her entertainment when she gets bored and you lap it up like there’s something between the pair of you when there isn’t.”

I waved a hand dismissively, even though I knew he was telling the truth. He grabbed my arm to pull on it, but I resisted and stayed on the stool next to the counter.

“OK,” Scott said. “It’s your funeral. Don’t come complaining to me when she’s chewed you up and spat you out.”

“I won’t,” I said and waved him off when he headed towards the exit of the club.

I turned to look across the counter and raised a hand to get the attention of the barman.

“Beer,” I said when he approached me.

He nodded his head and a few seconds later put the bottle down in front of me. After paying, I picked up the beer and looked around. There was no sight of Jennifer and I wondered if I should have left with my friend. I considered wandering around to see if she was still in the place, but decided to finish my beer first.

The bottle was almost empty when I saw her heading in my direction. She wasn’t alone though and my gaze darted between her and the man walking beside her. It was the last thing I expected or wanted and my heart sank.

“Told you he would wait,” Jennifer said to the man when they got to me. “This is my cousin, Julian.”

“Umm…, hi,” I said.

Julian smiled nervously, but he couldn’t meet my gaze and I sensed his awkwardness. I wanted to ask what was going on, but didn’t get the chance.

“Come on,” Jennifer said. “Don’t keep us waiting.”

She grabbed Julian’s arm to walk off and all I could do was follow. My gaze latched on to the curve of her hip and I could feel the arousal returning as I stared. The blue material of the dress really clung to her ass and I couldn’t pull my gaze from it.

When we got outside, I continued to follow as Jennifer led the way along to a taxi rank. There were a few people waiting in line, but cabs pulled up at regular intervals and it wasn’t long before I found myself sitting in between the two people I was with.

The touch of Jennifer’s thigh pressing against mine was all I could think about and I stared down at her nylon-clad legs. I had no idea what I was getting into, but all I could think was that I wanted to be near her. She, of course, paid not the slightest bit of attention to me and hardly a word passed between any of us after she gave the driver the address. The journey lasted around fifteen minutes, with Julian and Jennifer getting out immediately the taxi came to a stop.

“I guess you’re paying,” the driver said when he turned to look at me.

I checked the meter then handed over the money and, to be honest, wasn’t even sure if I should get out. I had visions of being left standing alone on the sidewalk as the other two went inside. It didn’t happen though and I walked across to them.

“This is where you live?” I asked when no one else spoke.

Jennifer rolled her eyes at the comment, but my excitement leapt when she slipped her hand in mine and led me along to the alley at the side of her apartment building.

“Umm…, aren’t you going inside?” I asked.

“Not yet,” she said. “There’s a blowjob to get out of the way first.”

I let out a nervous laugh when I halted. Jennifer felt the pull on her arm and looked around when she stopped too.

“You do want a blowjob, don’t you?” she said.

“I…, umm…,” I stammered and felt like a fool.

I’d been dreaming about a moment like this from the first time I saw her beautiful face and suddenly it was upon me. The fact that her cousin was following us added a weirdness to the encounter I wasn’t sure about, but I didn’t resist as Jennifer pulled on my hand to lead me into the darkness of the alley.

“This is kinky,” I let out.

“Oh, you don’t know the half of it,” she said and laughed.

She let my hand go when she came to a stop and shoved my shoulder to push me against the wall. The sweet scent of her perfume wafted around me when she leaned in and I froze as her lips came close to mine, without actually touching. To be so near the one kiss I wanted in the world was exhilarating and tortuous and I heard her quiet laugh as she moved her head to the side of mine. I could feel her breath on my ear and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Are you getting hard?” she whispered.

I didn’t need to answer when her hand patted against the front of my pants. She could feel for herself that I was almost fully erect and I heard another hushed laugh.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “That’s just what Julian wants.”

It took a second or two for me to react to the words.

“Wait…, what?” I let out as the flare of anxiety bit into me.

“You’re not going to disappoint me, are you?” Jennifer said.

She moved her head back to look in my eyes and the glint of amusement was there to see. I remembered her comment earlier in the evening that she could get me to do anything and I rocked my head back against the wall. The enormity of what was being suggested made me want to run, but I stayed where I was. The soft, brushing touch of her fingertip along my jawline sent another shiver trickling down my spine and made me look at her.

“Julian is confused,” she said.

“About what?”

“His fucking sexuality, you dickhead,” Jennifer spat out harshly. “Doesn’t know if it’s men he really likes, so I told him he should suck a cock to find out. Poor fucker is too shy and awkward to find one of his own, so…”

The breath stuck in my throat as I stared in deep, brown eyes and she didn’t need to finish the comment. She was helping her cousin find a cock. The only trouble was I didn’t want it to be mine and it left me with an almost impossible choice. Refuse and Jennifer wouldn’t give me the time of day from then on. I knew that. Agreeing meant a blowjob from a man though and a shudder of unwillingness to do that rippled through me. I couldn’t bring myself to ask what else I might get if I gave in to what she wanted and I remained silent.

“You’re not going to say no to me, are you?” she said.

Her finger slid from my chin to my chest and I looked down to watch it slowly trailing lower towards my groin. The strong pulsing of hot blood made my erection strain fiercely against the front of my pants and my chest heaved as my breath spilled out heavily. The torment of her touch stopping at my belt buckle surged through me. Oh god, I wanted it on my erection again, but was sure she wasn’t going to give me that.

“Say you’ll do it,” she whispered.

I screwed up my face as I stared at her, but was all too aware I couldn’t say no. It would take away any chance of something more with her and I couldn’t let that happen.

“OK,” I muttered. “I’ll do it.”

Her hand brushed across the outline of my erection before pulling away when she stepped back.

“He said yes, Julian.”

Her cousin lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth and there was no need to wonder if he was excited at the prospect of sucking my cock. A glance was all it took to see he was as hard as me and I cringed at the thought that getting a blowjob might not be the end of things. I really didn’t want to give one too.

Jennifer stepped forward to undo the buckle of my belt then the button and zipper of my pants. I hoped I might get more from her, but it didn’t happen and she moved aside. I closed my eyes when Julian took her place in front of me, but was all too aware of him dropping to his knees. He eagerly grabbed at the waistband of my pants to drag them down and started to grope my cock through my underwear. I choked down the unease and tried to put out of my mind that it was a man’s hand on my erection.

“For fuck’s sake, Julian,” Jennifer said. “Get his cock out.”

Her words made me open my eyes, but I kept my gaze on her as my underwear was dragged down. I cringed as Julian grabbed at my stiff shaft to squeeze his fingers around it. Jennifer laughed as she watched her cousin stroking cock, but I couldn’t bring myself to look down and kept my eyes on her.

The shame welled up in me when I began to enjoy the touches on my cock. I wanted things over quickly and to forget it ever happened, but bit my lip to hold in the groan when Julian pulled the foreskin down to lick on the slick head of my erection.

“Yeah, look at how hard you’re making him,” Jennifer let out and laughed louder. “Does his pathetic, little cock taste good?”

“Yes,” Julian said when he lifted his head for a second to gasp for breath.

He quickly leaned in again and I felt the touch of his lips caressing around the head of my erection. Jennifer’s gaze came up to mine and I could see the amusement in her eyes again. She loved that I was doing her bidding.

“I think you’ve found yourself a boyfriend, Julian,” she said mockingly and there was no doubt she was aware of the humiliation welling up in me. “He’s got it bad for you.”

The taunting remarks only made my shame worse and I closed my eyes again when she glanced down to the action. My legs trembled when Julian let my erection slide into his mouth and I closed my eyes when he began to bob his head. All I could do was try and pretend that it was Jennifer’s mouth on me and I willed myself to get to a climax quickly.

Julian’s hand slid down and I could feel his fingers cupping around my balls. His grip became tighter as his lips slid along my erection to a faster rhythm and I could hear his muffled groans as he enjoyed the blowjob.

“Deep-throat it,” Jennifer urged. “It’s only a little one.”

The pleasure coursing through my veins grew stronger as Julian tried to take my full length. The sound of his gagging erupted as the head of my shaft brushed on the back of his throat and he came up coughing.

“You’ll have to practice more,” Jennifer told him and let out a drunken giggle.

I was sure the words were said to taunt me and I cringed at the thought of being Julian’s practice cock. There was no point in worrying about it though. All I wanted was an end to the sordid encounter and I reached down to put my hands on the head of the man kneeling in front of me. It encouraged him to take my cock in his mouth and he brought his fingers up from my balls to circle them around my shaft.

His lips slid over the tip of my erection again and suddenly he was using his mouth and hand together. The bobbing of his head quickened as he got back into the blowjob and I thrust my hips forward to fuck into his mouth. My hands stayed on his head to make sure he didn’t back off and I could feel the swell of pleasure climbing towards a high.

“Faster,” Jennifer urged as she watched. “Make him cum.”

There was no mistaking the excitement in her voice now and it was clear she was getting excited at dominating two men. Julian gripped tighter as he continued to stroke his fingers along my shaft and he bobbed his head frantically as he pushed me towards the moment he wanted. I could hear his gasping breaths as he sucked cock and it finally became too much for me.

“Can’t hold it,” I said to warn him and expected him to lift his head.

Instead, his lips clamped firmly around my erection just below the head and he stroked furiously to take me over the edge. There was no holding in the groan and my hips bucked forward as the gushing stream of thick cum erupted. Even that didn’t make him back off and I tilted my head up to stare into the darkness above as I continued to unload sticky spurts of white into his mouth.

The trembling of my legs grew worse as the climax came to an end and I pushed myself back against the wall as the final trickles of cum were sucked out of me. Julian backed off straight away and got to his feet. We consciously avoided looking at each other and I didn’t get the chance to pull my underwear and pants up before Jennifer moved in front of me.

“Look how sweaty and satisfied you are,” she goaded me as she reached out to stroke a finger across my forehead. “I think maybe you’re confused about your sexuality too, Brandon.”

Her hand dropped down as she lowered her gaze and she spanked her fingers across my dying erection hard. The flicker of pain made me groan, but the excitement was intense and I shuddered. It made it clear I liked what she did and the scent of her perfume surrounded me as she leaned in closer.

“I’ll be in touch,” she said and slapped my cock again.

My chest heaved as she moved away and she didn’t look at me again before grabbing Julian’s arm to drag him towards the end of the alley. The rush of euphoria her words brought on was potent and I stood watching until she disappeared from sight. It was only then that I straightened my clothes to cover myself up. Her comment stayed with me as I walked to the end of the alley and I caught sight of her and Julian walking inside the building when I stepped onto the street.

It was the end of the evening, there was no doubt about that, and I looked at my surroundings. I was miles from home on a quiet street. There was nothing I could do but head in the direction of my apartment and hope I saw a taxi along the way. My mind swayed between the humiliation of what I’d let happen and the elation of the final words she spoke. It made me absolutely certain of one thing by the time I was tucked up in bed that night.

I hated Jennifer Braithwaite.

She was the most beautiful, vivacious, sexy, delectably perfect girl I’d ever known in my life.

Oh God, oh God, how I hated that I lusted after her with a passion.

***

“Paypig,” I muttered under my breath and a frown creased my brow as I stared at the screen of my phone.

It was a new word to me and I read through Jennifer’s message again. The instructions to meet her at Harpers Mall that evening brought out an elation that faded somewhat when I returned my attention to the word I didn’t quite understand.

I was certain there would be no one looking in my direction, but still glanced around the office to make sure. My colleagues were working and paying no attention to me, so I opened a browser page on my computer to do a quick internet search. The top of the list was an urban dictionary and it gave me all the information I needed to know. The elation resurfaced strongly as I read that a paypig was a submissive who consented to the financial servitude of a mistress.

I was more than happy if that was the case, especially the idea of being under the control of a dominant woman. A thought came in my head that I hadn’t actually consented to anything. Then I remembered the night at the club. I’d willingly handed over my wallet to Jennifer and she took money from it, without so much as a murmur of complaint from me.

“Fuck me, I am a bloody paypig,” I muttered.

The concern I might have said the words too loudly reared up, but a glance around still showed none of my work colleagues paying any attention to me. I closed the webpage and tried to get on with my work, but my concentration was shot to pieces. The message I received was all I could think about and I got up to leave the office the moment it got to five o’clock.

My instructions were to meet Jennifer at six thirty, but I went to the mall straight from work and was there at twenty minutes past five. It meant there was over an hour to wait and it was torture. I went to a café on the top floor and chain drank coffee as I waited for the minutes to tick by. It gave me plenty of time to think and I wondered what the hell I was getting myself into. The last occasion that happened I was sitting in the back of a cab and it ended with me getting a blowjob from a man. My friend, Scott, would have pissed himself laughing at that although I hadn’t told him, or anyone else for that matter, about the back-alley encounter.

My worry as the time of the meeting approached was that I’d see Julian walking into the mall alongside Jennifer, but that wasn’t the case when six thirty finally rolled around. I was standing at the entrance when I caught sight of her and couldn’t keep the smile from my face. She was alone and more beautiful than ever.

The holes in her distressed jeans gave a glimpse of the naked skin below and I suddenly found myself fighting off an arousal that threatened to bring my erection to life. The cropped t-shirt she wore put a sliver of her taut midriff on view as well and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. It didn’t go unnoticed and I saw the smile flash across her face when she got to me.

“Are you getting hard you fucking loser?” she said and let out a harsh laugh. “I should have brought Julian with me.”

“No, I’m not…,” I started, but didn’t get the chance to finish.

“Come on,” she said and walked past me to enter the mall.

I trailed behind her, but wasn’t complaining about that. My gaze latched onto the way denim clung to her bubble butt and it made it even more difficult to fight off an erection. That got worse when she stepped onto a set of escalators. I waited to make sure my face was level with her ass and stared happily at denim-clad perfection all the way to the first floor of the mall.

“Where are we going,” I asked when I caught up to her.

She didn’t give an answer and kept walking. We eventually came to a stop at the front of a store and she turned to look at me when she spoke.

“I hope you brought your credit card.”

I looked at the items in the window display and let out a slow breath. They appeared to be bondage gear. At least, to me they did and there was plenty of black leather and metal studs on show.

“Come on,” Jennifer said.

The way her hand slipped into mine caught my attention and my euphoria soared as she led the way inside. Her grip pulled away from mine when she started to browse the racks, but she only stopped when she came to a display of shoes.

“Hmm…,” she mused as she stroked her fingers on some of the footwear. “Which pair should I get?”

I knew the question wasn’t aimed at me. Jennifer didn’t give a shit about my opinion and I kept quiet as I watched her. Her attention eventually focused on a pair of black heels and the idea of her in them was a dirty fantasy for me. The platform of the shoes was probably around two inches high, which made the heels around six inches. It was the decoration I stared at though. The silver studs on the heels gave the shoes an incredible appearance and I let out a slow breath.

“These will match my outfit,” Jennifer said.

I narrowed my eyes as I watched her pick them up, but she said no more until the sales assistant came to provide some help. Jennifer gave her foot size then sat down to wait. I stayed exactly where I was and continued to just watch when a box was brought to her.

The assistant opened it to get the shoes out and helped to put them on. Jennifer got up to try them out and I could not pull my eyes from her feet as she strutted back and forth in front of a mirror.

“Could I have a few minutes,” she said to the assistant.

The woman nodded and moved back to the serving counter. I was all too aware of Jennifer’s gaze coming to me, but my eyes remained fixed on the heels.

“Look at you,” she hissed and smirked. “You see me in a pair of pretty heels and you look ready to cum in your pants.”

I felt the burst of heat on my face and watched as she moved to sit down. She glanced across the store, but the assistant was fussing around with something on the shelves behind the counter and facing away from us.

“Kiss them,” Jennifer said and crossed one leg over the other.

“What?” I exclaimed as the flare of nerves kicked in hard. “You mean here?”

“Do you want to see the rest of my outfit?”

“Yes,” I blurted out.

“Then you better kiss these fucking heels right here and now.”

“Shit,” I let out under my breath.

A glance across to the counter showed the assistant was still busy and there was no one else in the store. That didn’t mean someone couldn’t look in the window and see what I was about to do. The ripple of excitement grew stronger when I stepped forward. I knelt down, as if I was trying to pick something up from the floor and leaned in to press my lips on the shoe. There was no containing my arousal as I worshiped at the feet of a goddess and I heard Jennifer’s scornful laugh.

“Fucking pathetic,” she hissed.

I knew it was true, but there was no stopping myself and I continued to kiss the sexy heels. It became my world and my erection throbbed as I played out a fantasy. My lips brushed across metal studs and I saw the expression on Jennifer’s face when I glanced up. She was proving again that she could make me do whatever she wanted and eventually knocked the shoe against my face to make me back off.

“Look at you,” she mocked when I got to my feet. “I really should have brought Julian.”

I saw her staring at the bulge in my pants and quickly closed my jacket to hide it. Jennifer called out to the assistant and the woman returned.

“Are they OK?” she asked.

“I’ll take them,” Jennifer replied.

The woman knelt down to loosen the ankle straps and put the shoes back in the box.

“If you come to the counter,” she said when she straightened up.

I followed Jennifer as we walked across the store and got my wallet out when we were standing at the counter. The realization that I didn’t even know the price of the shoes reared up in my mind, but it didn’t stop me handing over my credit card. The transaction was quickly completed and I saw the price when the receipt was placed on the counter. Two hundred and fifty nine dollars was steep for a pair of shoes, but I signed without hesitation.

“Come back again,” the assistant said when she handed over the bag containing the box.

“Thanks,” Jennifer said and led the way out of the store.

We made our way back down to the mall entrance and I came to a stop when we walked outside. Jennifer kept going and the words came to me over her shoulder.

“Enjoy the wank, loser. See you soon.”

Her derisive laugh was the last thing I heard and I could feel the throb of my erection as I watched her walk away. I knew that I would jack myself off when I got home, but her last comment gave me hope that the shopping expedition was the start of something special.

***

“So…, she’s ignoring you?” Scott said.

“Shut up,” I replied. “It’s not funny.”

“Speak for yourself,” my friend went on. “I think it’s fucking hilarious. And you do have to look on the bright side.”

I pulled the phone closer to my ear and knew I was setting him up for a punch line by asking the question.

“What bright side?”

“Well, she must look so fucking sexy in those expensive shoes,” he went on and burst out laughing.

The image of Jennifer strutting back and forth in front of the store mirror filled my head and I grimaced. That was over a week ago and I hadn’t seen or heard from her since.

“I wish I’d never told you about it,” I complained. “You don’t have to be so bloody gleeful.”

“Hey, you knew exactly what she was like and willingly went after what she’d give you,” Scott pointed out. “Well, now you’ve got it and it’s not like I didn’t warn you it was a bad idea.”

“Yeah, I know,” I let out grudgingly and heard the sound of the knock. “Look, I need to go. There’s someone at the door. I’ll speak to you later.”

“Yeah, OK.”

The click of the line disconnecting sounded in my ear and I put the phone on the coffee table before getting to my feet. Walking out of the lounge, I made my way along to the door and opened it to the sight of a courier service.

“Package for you,” the man said. “Sign here.”

He thrust the clipboard into my hand and pointed where I needed to put my name. I quickly signed and took the package he held out.

“Thanks,” I said.

“No problem,” the man replied and walked away.

I looked at the box as I closed the door, but I hadn’t ordered anything recently and wasn’t expecting the package. Moving back to the lounge, I sat the box down on the coffee table and ripped off the tape holding the top flaps shut. A frown creased my brow when I peered inside and I wasn’t sure what I was looking at.

“Fucking hell,” I let out when I pulled the top item out and saw what it actually was.

The furry tail was probably around a foot long and I didn’t need an explanation of where the thick, ribbed butt plug on the end of it was meant to be inserted. I put it down on the table and looked back in the box. The piece of paper was folded and it wasn’t until I brought it out that I saw the writing. My pulse accelerated as I looked at the phone number and was certain it could only come from one person.

“Jennifer,” I let out under my breath.

I reached out immediately to pick up my phone and my hand shook as I dialed the number. The apprehension kicked in when I heard the ringing and it was a few seconds before the call was answered.

“It’s Brandon,” I said.

The harsh laugh confirmed to me I was right in my thinking about who it was and I held my breath as I waited for Jennifer to speak.

“You got my package,” she eventually said.

“Umm…, yeah,” I replied.

“Then you better be fucking wearing it when you get to my apartment.”

I was struck dumb by her words and eventually tried to splutter out a reply.

“You…, you want me to…”

“You have an hour to get here,” she said. “If you’re any later than that the door will stay closed.”

I looked at the clock to see it was six thirty in the evening.

“OK,” I said.

“Two hundred,” she went on.

I knew she was talking money and said nothing in response that would annoy her.

“That’s the entrance fee,” Jennifer said and ended the call.

I pulled the phone slowly from my ear and stared at it. There was a moment of still as I contemplated what just happened before I sprang up from the seat. I grimaced as I looked down at the tail, but there was only one thing I could do and that was put it in before I left the apartment. The idea made a cold shiver race down my spine, but I knew I’d be wasting my time going to her home if I wasn’t wearing it. Moving through to the bedroom, I stripped naked and sat on my bed.

“Fucking hell,” I muttered as I stared at the thick, ribbed length.

It wasn’t like I had any experience of inserting a butt plug and just the thought of it was enough to make my asshole clench tightly. Some lubrication seemed like a good idea and I looked across to the dressing table. The only thing I could see that might act as a lubricant was hair gel and I went across to pick it up then returned to the bed. I opened the tube to squeeze a little bit of gel on the end of the plug and shuddered as I used my fingers to spread it around.

“Is this really fucking worth it?” I let out under my breath, but knew I wasn’t going to stop what I was doing.

I lay on my side then brought my knees up and grimaced as I worked the slippery end of the plug between my buttocks until it was rubbing against my asshole. My face screwed up as I tried to force the tip inside and could feel the way my anus puckered to resist the pressure. It was impossible for me to relax and I felt the slight pain of the insertion until I managed to stretch my tight hole open.

The sudden rush of pleasure was unexpected and I felt the flood of hot blood starting to stiffen my cock as I slowly impaled myself on the full length of the sex toy. My asshole pulsed around the deep penetration and there was no stopping my erection coming to life. The flare of embarrassment was strong, but I did my best to ignore it. Moving to the side of the bed, I dropped my feet to the floor then stood up. I walked across to the wardrobe and couldn’t resist looking at myself in the mirror.

“Oh boy, you are such a fucking dick,” I muttered as I stared at the tail hanging down the back of my thighs.

My gaze moved to the way my erection stood up proudly and thoughts tumbled through my mind. There was no way of knowing what would happen at Jennifer’s apartment, but the ideas that flitted through my mind only made me harder. I tried to clear them away to calm myself down as I opened the door of the wardrobe.

I searched through the hangers and eventually decided on a pair of tracksuit bottoms because I thought the looser fitting might hide the outline of the tail. I put them on, without bothering about underwear and stood looking at my reflection. There was no indication of the tail and I desperately worked to calm down my erection to stop it showing through the material.

Grabbing a t-shirt, I put it on then got one of my longer jackets. The hem just about reached my groin and provided a bit more cover although not much. I guessed I would be fine if I remained calm, but it would be difficult to hide things if I got erect. The idea of running into a policeman with a hardon and a butt plug tail flitted through my mind, but I knew the chances were remote.

I glanced across to the clock to see it was now almost quarter to seven. That meant I had forty five minutes to get to Jennifer’s apartment and I quickly put on a pair of training shoes and tried to compose myself. It was impossible not to think about what I was doing and it left me fighting to stop my cock standing up. I couldn’t wait around any longer though and walked out of my bedroom then along to the front door.

The concern that I would bump into a neighbor made me crack open the door to look out to the hallway. There was no one in sight, so I moved fast to leave the apartment and make my way downstairs. The street was quiet and I knew that the chances of catching a taxi in front of my apartment building were slim to none, so I started walking. The weird feel of the sex toy filling my asshole only got worse with each step and I cursed under my breath as I tried to keep walking as normally as I could.

When I got to a main road with more traffic on it, I stopped and waited. The first couple of cabs went by my and I started to fear that I wouldn’t get to Jennifer’s home in time. It was almost ten minutes past seven when a taxi finally came to a stop and I gave him the name of the street.

“How long to get there?” I asked.

“I reckon around fifteen minutes,” the driver answered.

I nodded my head then sat back and the discomfort made me want to squirm around on the seat. It was only the thought the driver would likely see what I was doing that made me stop and I grimaced as I suffered the indignity of my asshole pulsing around a butt plug. I suddenly remember I needed money and leaned forward.

“Could you stop at a cash machine, please?”

The driver nodded his head, but said nothing and a few minutes later the cab came to a stop. I saw the machine and got out to walk across to it. Thirty seconds later my back account was down by two hundred and I stuffed the notes in my wallet then returned to the vehicle. The urge to squirm was there again when I got in, but I resisted the impulse and sat still for the remainder of the journey.

“This is you,” the driver said when he brought the taxi to a stop.

I looked out the window and recognized the street from my last visit. Suddenly my mind was filled with images of the back-alley blowjob from Julian, but I pushed them aside when I brought my attention back inside the vehicle.

“How much?” I asked.

The driver told me and I handed across the money then got out. I walked to the front of Jennifer’s building and saw the time was now twenty five minutes past seven. It was only then it occurred to me that I didn’t actually know which apartment she lived in.

“Shit,” I muttered and got out my phone.

I quickly dialed the number and grimaced as it rang and rang. There was no doubt Jennifer knew it was me and the torment of making me wait was to her liking. She finally answered the call.

“Four minutes, loser,” she said and laughed.

“I don’t know which apartment,” I blurted out.

“Then maybe you should start at the ground floor,” she replied. “Knock on every door and wag your pretty tail. You’ll find me eventually.”

“I’ll get arrested more like,” I whined. “Tell me which apartment is yours…, please.”

“You’re sounding a little desperate there, loser.”

“Please,” I begged in a louder voice and heard her laugh.

She was enjoying tormenting me and letting the seconds tick past and I feared she would do it until the time ran out. The thought of having to turn around and go home made me beg harder.

“Two minutes, loser,” she said. “It’s apartment 4F.”

I was moving straight away and hurried through the building entrance. A glance around showed me the location of the staircase and I was more aware than ever of the butt plug as I raced up the steps. When I got to the fourth floor, I quickly worked out which way to walk and came to a halt in front of the door I wanted. I checked the time to see it was now seven thirty and lifted a hand to knock on the door.

“C’mon…, c’mon…, c’mon,” I muttered under my breath, but the wait seemed never-ending.

I could feel my nails digging into my palms as the idea that the door wouldn’t open took hold in my mind and I screwed up my face. A long sigh spilled from my lips and I was about to curse when the noise from inside made me freeze. I was suddenly aware of how fast my heartbeat was racing, but there was no calming down.

The erection I’d been fighting off from the second I walked out of my apartment sprang to life and my embarrassment welled up. There was no stopping it though as hot arousal coursed through my veins. I listened to the sound of a security chain being released and held my breath. The door opened to a vision of perfection I could not pull my eyes from.

“You just made it, dickhead,” Jennifer said.

My mouth hung open and I remembered her comment the week before about the shoes she bought matching her outfit. What she wore now was obviously what she’d been talking about and my erection throbbed as my eyes roamed over her appearance. The high heels stretched out her nylon-clad legs and I didn’t need to guess what type of hosiery it was. The stocking tops were clearly in view and I stared at them.

My chest heaved when my gaze slid higher to the PVC mini-dress. The tight fit of the shiny material revealed Jennifer’s curves in all their beautiful glory and the metal fasteners down the front of the dress matched the studs on the heels of the shoes. The sliver of naked skin between the hem of the dress and the top of the stockings held my attention, but I glanced up when I heard the laugh.

“Now you’re late, you fucking loser,” she said and began to close the door.

“Please don’t,” I wailed and knew I sounded pathetic.

She stopped what she was doing and it gave me the chance to keep staring. Black, lace gloves covered her hands, but the sexiest accessory was the dark, leather choker around her neck. The bondage style of the outfit was set off to perfection by the shoes I bought her and my gaze dropped back to them as I waited for her to make the next move.

“Move your hands,” she snapped.

I’d been trying to cover my erection, but slowly pulled my hands away to reveal the bulge at the front of the tracksuit bottoms. The derisive laugh made my embarrassment flare and I stared down at the floor as heat flooded my face.

“Did you think Julian would be here?” she taunted me and laughed again.

I glanced both ways along the hallway, but there was no one in sight.

“Maybe I won’t let you in,” she said and started to close the door again.

I was sure she was simply going out of her way to torment me, but the pleading in my voice was genuine.

“I got the money for you and I’ll do anything.”

“Hmm…,” she mused out loud as she stopped what she was doing. “Let me see.”

I hurriedly reached in my pocket to get the money out and saw the wicked smile on her face when I held it out.

“Not the money,” she went on and smirked. “Let me see the tail.”

“What, out here?” I exclaimed and a nervy fear rippled through me.

“Well…, if you don’t want to stay,” Jennifer let out and started to close the door again.

“Wait,” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

I looked at her and saw the smile on her face. It revealed just how much she was enjoying the game of humiliating me. The problem was it excited me more and my cock was as hard as I could ever remember.

“Well…,” she spat out.

I looked both ways to an empty hallway and grimaced. There was no point in trying to protest though. It would only get the door slammed shut in my face and I started to turn.

“Stay facing me,” she said.

“But I…”

I saw the expression harden on her face and shut my mouth immediately.

“Jacket and t-shirt first,” she said when she saw me grab the waistband of my tracksuit bottoms.

My unease grew, but there was no choice but to do what she said if I wanted to get through the door. Taking off my jacket, I handed it over when she held out her hand then did the same with my t-shirt. My face screwed up when I grabbed the waistband to pull my pants down and it brought my thickly-swollen erection into view.

I couldn’t bring myself to look at her when I heard the sneering laugh and stepped out of the tracksuit bottoms then handed them over. The urge came over me to use my hands to cover myself, but I knew it would be the wrong thing to do.

“Shoes too,” Jennifer said.

I quickly complied and kicked my trainers inside the apartment when she told me too. My anxiety erupted when the door closed to leave me standing naked in the hallway.

“Ah, fuck…, fuck,” I exclaimed and looked around as I was gripped by a heightening sense of panic.

The seconds ticked by and I started to fear the door wouldn’t actually open again, but I finally heard the click and let out a slow breath. Not that the situation was all that much better. I was still naked in a hallway, with a butt plug tail stuck in my ass and the idea of being caught like that made me grimace.

“Still here,” Jennifer mocked and laughed. “Show me.”

She could only mean one thing and this time she didn’t stop me as I turned.

“C’mon little doggie,” she taunted. “Wag that tail to show you’re happy to see me.”

My humiliation flared to more as I waggled my ass, but the arousal it brought on was potent. My erection throbbed and jerked as hot blood pumped it harder still.

“Turn around,” Jennifer ordered.

“Hmm…, I think Julian will be happy with what you have for him,” she said as she stared at my erection.

My heart sank at the idea he was in the apartment although there was no doubt that Jennifer could simply be tormenting me. It would be impossible to know until I got inside although there was no guarantee that would actually happen. The silence stretched out as she continued to stare at me and I felt the relief when she finally spoke.

“OK paypig,” she said and held out her hand. “Money.”

I realized I was still clutching the two hundred I’d taken from my pocket and held it out when I stepped forward. Jennifer snatched it from my hand and I was all too aware of her gaze dropping to my crotch.

“Maybe I should leave you out in the hallway to jack yourself off,” she mocked. “I bet a filthy fucking pervert like you would love it.”

“No…, please,” I responded.

She drew out the moment to leave me guessing before finally opening the door wider and stepping to the side. I started to move forward, but she lifted a hand to my chest to push me back.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” she spat out.

“Well…, I thought you were letting me in.”

“Have you ever seen a fucking dog walking on two legs,” she went on and the delight showed on her face.

I understood what she meant immediately. Getting down onto my hands and knees, I started to move forward again and this time I was allowed to enter.

“Wait,” she said when she closed the door.

I stopped where I was and glanced up. My gaze latched onto stocking tops then slid higher and I felt the excitement of being able to see up the short dress to white panties. My breath rasped out as I stared, but the slap stung my cheek and I dropped my gaze.

“You can look when I say, loser,” she snapped. “Understand?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Don’t fucking move.”

I watched as she moved along the hallway. She returned a few seconds later and the flogger in her right hand made me shudder.

Jennifer’s fingers gripped around the wooden handle, which ended with a forest of thin leather straps hanging down. My buttocks clenched at the idea of it being used on me and the pleasure of my asshole rippling around the butt plug made me flinch. She brought her left hand from behind her back and my attention turned to the leather collar and lead in it.

“Put it on doggie.”

The collar was thrown down on the floor in front of me and I eagerly grabbed for it then got up to my knees. As I unfastened the buckle, Jennifer stepped forward and let the straps of the flogger brush across my erection. The sensual touch made me shudder and she continued to tease my cock as I lifted the collar to secure it around my neck.

“Good little doggie,” she mocked and pulled the flogger away.

She reached out to secure the lead in place and I dropped to all fours as she walked away. The pull on the leash made me follow and I stared at the way the PVC material stretched across her ass before my gaze slid down her stocking-clad legs to her heels. The memory of her buying them flashed through my mind, but I cleared it away when she came to a stop.

“You want your belly tickled, doggie?” she said in a mocking tone when she turned.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Then get on your back.”

I dropped down and rolled over, so I was staring up at her. She moved to straddle my head and it gave me a view up to the white panties. My cock jerked around as I stared at the perfect sight, but it was taken away from me quickly. Jennifer moved to the side of me and dangled the ends of the flogger straps on my face. My breath came out heavily as the touch slid lower and my chest heaved as the delicious sensation trailed down my body. There was no stopping my belly muscles fluttering as the ends of the straps tickled across my midriff and a groan slipped from my mouth as they teased across my cock and balls.

“The pleasure always feels better with pain,” Jennifer let out.

It was the only warning I got before the straps lashed across my erection. The flare of agony almost doubled me up and I howled as I tried to cope with it.

“Lie down,” she ordered.

I gritted my teeth as the mix of pain and pleasure ripped through my veins, but I forced myself to lie flat on the floor again. The soft, teasing caress of the straps played on my stiff shaft, but I knew it was a prelude to more punishment. I tensed my muscles when the flogger was lifted, but the pure agony of it being lashed across my cock again made me cry out.

“This is what you fucking fantasize about, isn’t it?” Jennifer said.

I didn’t get the chance to answer before the straps whipped across my upper thighs. It caught my balls as well to make the agony worsen, but I was in heaven.

“Yes,” I yelled and heard her scornful laugh.

“You’re such a pathetic fuck,” she spat out. “Spread your legs.”

The grimace stayed on my face as I stared up at her and my body shook as the pulse of agony continued to surge through me.

“Now,” she demanded and kicked out at my leg.

I was quick to spread them open and she moved in between.

“Wider,” she ordered.

Her shoe knocked against my knee to make me do it and I ended up with a foot pressed against each wall of the hallway. Jennifer moved right between my thighs and I lifted my head to watch as she teased the front of a shoe on my balls. The surge of hot arousal made my cock jerk.

“Look how much you like it, doggie,” she said to ridicule me.

I squirmed around as the touch grew rougher and closed my eyes as I savored it.

“The kick won’t feel so good,” Jennifer went on.

I opened my eyes to the sight of her drawing her foot back and the panic welled up, but she didn’t go through with her threat. Her laugh was loud when she saw the expression on my face and she lifted her foot to bring the sole of the shoe down on my erection. I grunted as the pressure increased, but I was in thrall to what she was doing and never wanted it to end. The smooth underside of the black heel stroked along my stiff shaft, but eventually moved higher to my midriff.

“I hope your muscles are strong,” she said.

I realized what she was about to do when she reached out to the wall and felt her weight bearing down on me when she stood on my belly. The heel stuck into my flesh to bring back the pain and I desperately tried to tense my muscles.

“I’m only a little girl,” she said as she brought her other foot up.

She was now literally walking on me and she laughed as she bounced her hips up and down to make the pressure increase. I struggled for breath as she stepped forward to place a foot on my chest. It was agony and ecstasy to be on the floor under her and I stared up her long legs to the stocking tops. When she was standing on my chest, she balanced herself on one foot and lifted the other above my face.

I didn’t need any encouragement as I kissed and licked at the sole then nuzzled my lips against the side of the shoe. It was all done to the sound of Jennifer’s scornful laugh and she eventually brushed the heel on my lips.

“You got a good view of Julian sucking your pathetic little cock,” she spat out. “Show me what he did.”

There was no need for her to say any more. I wrapped my lips around the heel of the shoe and her laughing grew louder as I played at giving a blowjob. My lips slid over the metal studs adorning the heel and I didn’t stop until she pulled her foot away. She turned around to walk down my body and I felt the touch of her sexy footwear rubbing along my throbbing erection again.

There was an excitement to being so thoroughly humiliated that was even better than I’d imagined and I couldn’t hold in the groans as I was caught up in the lust of the moment. Jennifer turned to walk up my body again and the digging of her heels into my flesh was an excruciating delight that made me gasp. She put a foot over my face, but I didn’t get the chance to play when it dropped down at the side of my head.

Her other foot came down on the opposite side of my head and suddenly she squatted down on her heels. I was staring right at her white panties and could see the outline of her pussy as the material stretched tightly over it.

“Get a good look,” she said. “I bet it’s as close as a fucking loser like you has been to cunt.”

She slipped a hand between her thighs and I stared intently as she stroked her fingertips along the camel toe. The wetness showed on the material to reveal that I wasn’t the only one getting excited about the encounter. I watched as she wiped her sticky fingers on the heel of her shoe before getting up. She lifted the heel over my face, but kept it just out of reach.

The longing to get my mouth on it was overwhelming, but she laughed and made sure I didn’t. She eventually stepped past me and grabbed the lead attached to the collar around my neck.

“Come on, doggie,” she said.

I winced when the pull on the collar made it bite into my neck, but scrambled over onto all fours to follow. The chance was there, so I hurried forward and dropped my head down to her shoes. I desperately tried to lick at the heel as she walked and managed to get some of her taste. My excitement surged as I continued attempting to get my tongue on her heel, but finally brought my head up to let my cheek rub against the silky nylon of her stockings.

I looked around when I was led into a bedroom and was relieved to see there was no sign of Julian. It was just me and Jennifer and I was going to give her anything she wanted. The pull on the leash dragged me over to the bed and she tied the end of it to a metal strut on the headboard.

“Lean over the bed,” she told me.

I got up to my knees and shuffled forward then let my upper body fall down on the bed. My breath came out in ragged gasps when she moved behind and I pressed my face in the covers at the touch of her shoe sliding along my inner thigh.

“You’re such a fucking dirty little pervert, Brandon,” she said. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied.

I wriggled around as her shoe found my balls to rub against them.

“You better not fucking cum on my bed if you ever want back here.”

“I won’t,” I blurted out.

The excitement of her words wasn’t lost on me. That this might not be our only time together was thrilling and I knew I would happily come back to be humiliated and abused by her whenever she wanted. I was aware of her dropping to her knees behind me and winced when she grabbed hold of my balls. It was a touch I so desperately wanted, but it quickly became painful as she squeezed tighter.

“You’re balls are fucking mine, paypig,” Jennifer snarled. “Do you understand me?”

“Yes…, yes,” I shouted.

Her grip tightened more and I writhed around as I was engulfed in the delicious suffering of her touch. It finally eased off and I rolled my head to the side to see the flogger being put down on the bed. Her grasp stayed around my balls, but the next flare of agony arrived in the way of a hard spank. My asshole pulsed around the thick penetration of the plug and I pressed my mouth onto the bedcovers to muffle my cries as the punishment grew more severe.

Her hand clapped down on my naked buttocks over and again and I could hear the sound of her harsh breathing when she finally came to a stop. My hips juddered when she grabbed the tail and started to pull on it. The plug came out slightly, but slid back inside me when she let go. My groan was loud and I heard her laugh.

“I think Julian should fuck an asshole next,” she said and spanked my ass firmly. “It seems you like things being fucked in your virgin hole.”

She grabbed the tail again to pull on the plug and I writhed around more. My chest heaved against the mattress as the pleasure of the anal play took hold, but it came with a humiliating shame that I was actually enjoying it. Jennifer pulled the sex toy all the way out and a strong shiver rippled through me.

“Spread your cheeks, doggie.”

I didn’t even realize how tightly I was grasping the covers until she said the words and I let go then grabbed hold of my buttocks.

“Wider,” she snapped and cracked her palm on my naked skin.

I dragged my ass cheeks as wide as I could and felt the tip of the butt plug circling around my puckered hole. There was no doubt it was going back inside and I could feel the grip on my balls tightening. It put me in a world of pain and pleasure that was making my cock throb harder than ever and I desperately tried to control myself. If I lost it and shot all over her bed, I knew I would never get back in her apartment. I was getting so much more than I’d ever fantasized about and I didn’t want it taken away from me, so I clenched my buttocks tightly to stop myself unloading.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Jennifer rasped. “Pucker tight and fight against it.”

The pressure increased and the resistance holding the sex toy back melted away as my asshole stretched open. The juddering of my hips grew stronger as the plug slid all the way in, but Jennifer wasted no time in starting to fuck my ass with it. I could hear her rasping laughter as she tormented me with savage thrusts that drove the toy deep again and again. She grasped my balls harder to drag them down from my groin and I was immersed in the grip of shameful pain and pleasure. I was hers to use however she wanted and she was going all out to make me suffer.

“Please…,” I started to beg in a desperate voice and let go of my buttocks.

In truth, I didn’t want the kinky onslaught to stop, but I could sense how close I was getting to losing control and feared her reaction if I went against what she said. I clenched my buttocks, but it only made me enjoy the toy fucking in my ass more and my words were desperate.

“I can’t hold it,” I blurted out.

It brought things to a stop and I pressed my head in the covers as I concentrated ferociously on not losing control. I just about managed to do it and felt myself backing off from the edge. Jennifer shoved the butt plug deep again and grabbed the flogger as she got to her feet.

“This will help you calm down.”

I knew what was coming and grabbed hold of the bedcovers. There was no preparing for the pain though and my despairing cry was loud as the straps began to lash across my ass. It made my head rear up and the collar dug into my flesh as the leash stretched tight. Jennifer didn’t let up and continued to mete out the punishment to stripe my ass and the back of my thighs red.

I could hear her heavy breathing when she stepped back, but didn’t lift my head to try and get a glimpse of her. My grip on the covers whitened my knuckles as the stinging ache continued to rip through me and it was a short while before the tension eased to let my muscles relax. Jennifer untied the end of the lead from the headboard and pulled on it. It led me away from the bed and I was made to lie face up on the floor, so I was staring up at her.

“This is as close as you’ll ever get to my wet cunt,” she spat out.

I watched in amazement as she reached under the short dress to drag her white panties off. The fact she was now naked under the PVC was a massive thrill and I was desperate to get a glimpse. It didn’t happen though and she moved to the side of my hip and held her panties over my groin. My eyes fixed on them, but the tease went on when she didn’t let go.

“It’ll cost you another fifty, paypig,” she said and smirked.

“I don’t have any more,” I whined. “I went to a cash machine on the way here and only got two hundred.”

“Too bad,” she said and dropped her hand to her side.

“I’ll give you the money tomorrow,” I blurted out.

“Tomorrow it’s seventy five,” she said.

“OK, OK,” I agreed.

“You know what happens if you don’t pay,” she said and lifted her hand again.

This time she let her panties go and I grabbed for them when they landed on my groin then brought them to my face.

“Pathetic,” she said scornfully, but I didn’t care.

The scent of her pussy came to me when I pressed the panties on my nose and I was in heaven. I closed my eyes as I breathed in deeply, but was aware of Jennifer kneeling down at my hip and looked at her. The straps of the flogger trailed across my erection and the pulse of hot blood it brought on made my buttocks clench.

“It’s doesn’t stop until you finish,” she said and a wicked smile played on her lips.

She lifted the flogger from my groin and I expected the straps to lash across me. Instead, her free hand spanked down hard on my erection and my body bucked up from the floor. I couldn’t hold in the curse as her palm cracked down on me again.

“Did you think you were going to come here and fuck me,” she taunted. “I’m not going to let a pathetic little cock like that anywhere near my cunt, so you better hurry up and finish.”

The way her lips wrapped around the dirty words she spat out only excited me more and I dragged the panties from my face then reached down to wrap them around my cock. The touch of the silky material made me groan and knowing it had been pressed on Jennifer’s pussy only minutes before made the feeling all the better. Pain erupted as the flogger was lashed across my erection. My hand gave some protection to my shaft, but the sensitive head was exposed and the agony burned through my veins.

I stroked the wet panties along my erection as the punishment continued and closed my eyes tightly as soaring pleasure mixed with searing pain. Jennifer didn’t let up and I was surrounded by her derisory laughter as she continued to whip the straps of the flogger down on me while I masturbated. I glanced towards her stockings and ignored the ache of the punishment as I worked the silky panties up and down my erection to push myself all the way.

The tension gripped hold as my balls tightened up to my body and it made my ass slowly lift up from the floor. I closed my eyes and was caught up in the burning sensations assailing my body until it all became too much for me.

“Fuck…, fuck,” I yelled as my hips juddered.

I dragged my hand right to the base of my cock and could feel it quivering as it was exposed to the full force of the flogger. My hips jolted upwards as the rush of heat between my thighs exploded to a gushing torrent of cum. The jetting spurts erupted up my body and I let out gasping groans as the pure bliss of the moment became my whole word.

Jennifer pulled the flogger away to watch the show as the thick white streams continued to dirty my belly and chest until they finally died away. I slumped down to the floor as the shudders faded and gasped for breath.

“Dirty fucking pervert,” she said.

I opened my eyes to see her hand coming down, but there was no preparing for it and I cried out as the stinging spank landed on my still-jerking erection. The pleasure slowly ebbed away to leave only the pain and I lay looking up at my mistress.

“You better get that money to me tomorrow, paypig,” she snapped.

She grabbed the lead to pull on it as she got to her feet and I scrambled to my hands and knees. My gaze settled on her butt as I followed her out of the bedroom and was then led along the hallway to the door.

“Take the collar off,” she ordered.

I got to my knees to undo the buckle and pulled the collar from around my neck. Jennifer snatched it from my hand and immediately opened the door.

“Now get your clothes and fuck off,” she said.

I hesitated for a second too long and she lifted the flogger. The threat was enough to spur me to action and I grabbed my clothes from where they were lying on the floor. When I got up, I started putting my tracksuit bottoms on although didn’t get the chance to finish when she shoved me out the door. The panic erupted as I looked around, but the hallway was empty. I was all too aware of Jennifer’s gaze on me as I desperately scrambled to put on my clothes and I heard her mocking laugh.

“Fucking tragic,” she taunted me derisively.

I got my last view of her before the door slammed shut to leave me standing in the hallway alone. A smile spread across my face and I tried to calm myself as the panic died away. It was the best moment of my life and there was every chance it would happen again. The idea of that made me shudder and there was only one thought on my mind as I walked away from the apartment.

I loved Jennifer Braithwaite with a passion.

She was the most beautiful, vivacious, sexy, delectably perfect girl I’d ever known in my life and I wanted to be hers forever.
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