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A beep. That’s how it began.

Of course, it wasn’t at all out of the ordinary that my phone beeped at me. The perils of a digital girl in a digital world. My phone always seemed on the verge of a meltdown- snapchats, tweets, texts, emails, and everything in-between. I pretty much had to ignore most of them, or I’d go crazy reading them all. One of them though, one of them stuck out that day. 

Hey Kate! Hope you're well. Found this great game that I thought you would like! Best. -Sam.

I kind of looked at the text, puzzled. Truth be told, I meet a lot of people that I don’t ever remember, and most likely he was one of them- somebody I’d met somewhere along the way after my rise in Internet notoriety. Still, I couldn’t help but smile a bit. It was sweet that he thought of me, whoever he was. I love those little phone games- sometimes FASHIONISTA could be so time-consuming.

FASHIONISTA was, of course, my primetime fashion blog. It was a new and rising star on the Internet- I would take pictures of models or myself wearing the latest in fashion trends and send them out to other people. The blog also had a section for people to send in their own pictures, and for other users to rate them. It had started out just as a personal thing for me to do in my off-time, but it had become a pretty successful money-maker all on its own.

Unfortunately, with money also came stress. I was in constant communication with everyone- users, publicists, marketers, content managers. I’d often put down my phone only to have it buzz again almost instantly- in fact, often I never got the chance to put it down at all. It was enough to make a girl want to tear her beautifully styled hair out. So… I started playing phone games.

The little games were just the thing for de-stressing for a couple of minutes. Especially that day- I had a call with some investors for a new digital venture in the morning, so I was feeling a bit more stressed than usual.

I fired up the little link in the text and loaded the game.

It was easy enough, as those sorts of games go. I’ve always had a bit of a thing for the easy games- I liked the sense of accomplishment and the little rewards I got. I didn’t want to spend 5 minutes losing in a queue! And this one was great. I just had to pop the bubbles quick as I could. Just over and over again, popping the bubbles. 

The graphics were really brilliant, too, something I liked- I’m a visual girl, at the end of the day! As the bubbles popped they seemed to spread all over the screen. They would shimmer, blinking and undulating, as the burst bubble rippled across. Hats off to whoever did it, for a free game it was amazing: the way they shone, spiraling and bouncing along the screen. I was playing almost as much to win the game as to watch those beautiful, undulating bubbles. They were so relaxing, just watching them, watching them pop and bounce and glide along the screen…

And just like that, my phone shut off. It kind of jarred me out of my reverie, and I looked at it crossly. I’d only been playing for a moment. The batteries on these new smartphones never lasted long at all. I rubbed my eyes. They felt like they’d been open for ages, and as I looked outside I realized it was later than I thought. I hadn’t gotten everything I wanted to do that day done- that game was more addictive than I thought. Well, no harm in letting off a bit of steam now and then.

I smiled as I got into bed, thinking about Sam. He really was quite sweet. I suddenly remembered his address for no particular reason at all- funny how those things work. I figured I ought to pass by and say hello, thank him a bit for the game. It really was quite good.

I woke up in the morning feeling more refreshed than I ever remembered feeling. I had some… well, interesting was a tame word to describe the dreams I’d had. They had been mostly about Sam. I grinned a little bit to myself as I recalled the dreams. I hadn’t thought about a man like that in ages. He was a looker, wasn’t he? I couldn’t remember why I hadn’t gone after him before. No time? I shrugged, reaching for my phone. A looker and good taste in games. I must’ve been a bit off not to bag him.

I pressed the button for the game and I let the world around me dissolve. Maybe that’s not the right word. I let the game consume me. It was strange how realistic it was- the graphics were so good that it felt as though the bubbles were flowing straight out of the screen. I felt as though they were escaping the edges of the phone, sliding out of it and up the sides of my arms, seeping into my brain.

They felt so good, the shapes, the bubbles, coalescing and vibrating and shimmering. They were beautiful, and I felt as though I was losing myself in them, losing myself in the beautiful reflective pops and undulations of the virtual game. It was a bit more complicated than I had thought at first. It seemed as though there was something just beyond my vision, something that I was missing, words or symbols that were hidden just so behind the bubbles. Powerups, or unlockables? I didn’t know. But I had to find out. I had to pop the bubbles.

The phone bleeped off again just as I was getting into it, and I pouted again. Stupid phone. How could I possibly get any deeper into the game if my phone was turning itself off every two seconds? I put it to charge as I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I couldn’t remember if I had something to do that day or not. I felt like there had been something? Well, it couldn’t have been that important if I couldn’t remember it. I usually had a pretty good memory for those sorts of things.  What could it have been?

I stared at myself idly in the mirror as I brushed my teeth, still slightly annoyed that my phone’s battery had died and that I had to wait for it to recharge. I really had to thank Sam for sending me that game. Suddenly, while I was brushing my teeth, an amazing idea struck me. 

Why not go thank him today? After all, I wasn’t doing anything else important. And he had sent me that wonderful game, after all. I decided that’s what I would do! I’d go visit him and thank him for the game. I was sure that he’d be happy to see me. I didn’t know why, but I was certain of it!

I walked over to my closet, deciding what I was going to wear for him. Of course, being the wild and wonderful Kate Chambers that I am, my closet was filled to the brim with possible outfits for all kinds of occasions. Fun springtime blouse? A bit too casual. Little black dress? Useful, but I wasn’t going out to a club. I was dressing up for Sam. That wouldn’t do. I did like the idea of sexy, though. What was a girl to do?

After a bit, I found the dress I wanted. It was perfect.  Orange, shoulder less. Nice, tight, form-fitting, plunging neckline. He’d get a great view from the front as well as the back. I wasn’t sure why I was so worried about how I’d look to him, but I pushed it to the back of my mind. So what if I wanted to look sexy for him? He deserved it. He sent me that wonderful game. It was the least I could do.

I wiggled myself into my little number and hailed a taxi, giving him Sam’s address. The journey to his apartment seemed to take forever- it was a gray, rainy spring day and I couldn’t see a thing through the speckled rain drops on the window. I was feeling… nervous! Strange as it was to say, I was getting a bit nervous. I laughed it off. It wasn’t like I was going on a date or something. Sam was handsome, it was true, but he was just a friend. A friend I was going to thank.

Wasn’t he?

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t get the nervousness out of me. I decided I’d pick up the game again, play a few rounds to ease the tension I was feeling. The bubbles were so relaxing.  God, I could stare at them forever. Sometimes I felt like I wasn’t even playing the game. It was a silly thing to say, but there it was- sometimes it felt as though I was simply watching them, letting them wash over me. The bubbles just jumbled in my head, bouncing around, not leaving me, never leaving me, soothing, happy bubbles that told me everything was ok, everything was right…

“Miss? We’re here.” The driver said. Impatiently, I looked up. That was definitely Sam’s building. Just the sight of it made my breath come a little quicker, and the way up to his apartment seemed to pass in a blur. I couldn’t even remember how I’d gotten up there, but just the thought of him was driving me mad. I straightened out my skirt as I stood by his door, and I smiled as I tried to catch my breath. This was it.

I knocked.

“Coming!” his voice called, and I had to fight down the butterflies in my stomach as I heard him undo the lock on the door. Just the sound of his voice… I didn’t remember it affecting me so strongly. But God, was it hot! That voice, thrumming through me, bouncing through my chest. I had to take some deep breaths to calm myself even before he opened the door.

Oh, but when he opened the door. I had never seen a man that left me as weak in the knees as him- I knew that. I had always known that. But the memory, the feeling paled in comparison to the real thing. He said something, but I didn’t hear him. I was struck, unable to think past the flush of excitement that coursed through my system.

“What? Sorry. I must have- ah, you know, just blanked a bit for a second there.” I said lamely, recovering from my momentary lapse of reason.

“That’s quite alright. I was just asking how you’ve been, and if you’d like to come in.” he said, gesturing me in. 

“Yes, that would be wonderful, thank you.” I said as graciously as I could. I crossed the threshold, entering his apartment.

“May I take your coat for you?” he said, and I nodded. He started to take the coat off me, and I felt the lightest brush of his hand against the cool, exposed skin of my shoulder. It was intense and electrifying. I had to resist shuddering at his touch. I smiled. I would shudder at his touch. But later. Not yet. Not quite yet.

“Can I get you anything? A drink, perhaps?” he said.

“Wine would be great, thanks.” I said. I thought perhaps the buzz might help calm the butterflies in my stomach. Being near him was… intoxicating, almost. I couldn’t remember the last time a man had such an effect on me.

It almost felt as though I had been drugged. But I wasn’t- I hadn’t, I mean. I couldn’t think of anything it could possibly be, anything that would make my behavior explainable. I concluded that it was nothing more than my own hormones

He came back with the wine, and he sat down on the couch. He motioned to the couch opposite him, but I opted to sit next to him instead, lowering myself gracefully next to him. He seemed a little surprised at my choice of seat, but didn’t comment on it.

“So what brings you here?” he said, taking a sip of his wine.

“Well, you sent me that game.” I said, looking at him. I flashed him my best smile. “I just wanted to come thank you.”

“Oh, you didn’t have to come all the way here for that.” He said, smiling at me. “A simple phone call would have sufficed.”

“No, I don’t think it would have.” I said. I let my hand creep over to him, resting it on his thigh. My heart quickened as I touched him, and I saw that he felt it too. I saw the color rise to his cheeks, heard his breath come just a little bit faster as I moved closer to him.

“O-oh, I see.” He said. I could hear the slight nervousness in his voice at this unexpected turn of events, could hear his own excitement in them. I took advantage of it. I placed my wine down and straddled him in one swift motion, keeping him between my thighs. I played with his tie for a moment, curling it in my fingers, as I lowered my face down to his.

“I… ah, well, I don’t-“ he began, but I silenced him, pressing a finger on his lips.

“Sam, dear, be gracious and accept my thank you gift.” I whispered as I leaned in closer to him. I brought my mouth down to his neck, kissing it, and I heard him moan softly as my lips came into contact with his neck. I almost moaned as well- I was alight with passion. Just the touch of my lips on his skin made my body shiver and tingle in excitement. I began to unbutton his shirt as I kissed his neck, running my mouth down his chest as each button came undone.

“Oh….” He murmured as I slid down his chest inch by inch. I could feel his passion rising as well, could feel his heart beating faster, could feel the tightness of his pants against my thigh. I finally came to his pants, unbuttoning them slowly even as I continued to kiss him deeply, continued to kiss him sensuously.

I didn’t know what was happening to me, even as the thought of his cock drove me almost wild. Cocks didn’t drive Kate Chambers wild! She drove men wild. That’s always how it went. But I couldn’t deny the crazed, almost fanatical feeling I had for him. I wanted- no, needed to take his cock. Needed to rub it, please it, love it.

I finished unbuttoning his pants, letting his cock spring free. I continued my kisses down to the base of his shaft. I grasped him in my lean, slim hand and smiled up at him. It was amazing touching it. I wasn’t sure why, but it was like no cock I had ever seen before: it called to me. Even as I saw it, I was fixated with it. I pumped my hand up and down on it experimentally, and I was rewarded with a deep, primal moan.

“Ooh, this looks nice and big.” I said wickedly, looking up at him as he was lost in the pleasure of my touch. “I wonder if I can get it all the way into my mouth?”

I started to slide my mouth over his cock, slowly, teasingly, making his rock-hard shaft disappear behind my lips. He moaned again in ecstasy as my mouth started to slide down onto his cock. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to take his whole cock into my mouth, but I was able to do it, and he seemed to love it as his entire shaft slid deeply into my mouth. His eyes shut as he groaned, a deep sound coming from deep within him. His head started to move rhythmically, side by side, as his breath started coming faster and faster.

“Yes…” he said, losing himself in the lust my mouth aroused in him. He put his hand on my head, snaking his fingers through my hair, unconsciously guiding my head as it bobbed up and down in his lap.

Not that I needed any encouragement. I had never enjoyed giving blowjobs before, but this was different. His cock, it was amazing. Every thrust of it into my mouth, every time my tongue slid along the shaft, every time it penetrated my lips, I grew hornier and hornier. Sucking his cock was bringing me to new heights I didn’t even know I could climb. How was this happening?

“Yes, that’s it. Take me deep, take me all the way into your mouth…” he whispered again, his ensnared hands mimicking the commands he was giving me. I continued to thrust his cock into my mouth, obeying his command, and for some reason that obedience drove me even higher. My body was aflame with passion, and I felt myself slipping away. The pleasure was intense, too intense, threatening to overwhelm me at any moment, fogging my brain with a flood of intense lust. I could feel him losing himself as well, his thrusts becoming more and more primal, his hips bucking wildly into my mouth, plunging his cock deeper and deeper down my throat.

“Oh god, yes, Kate.” He said, thrusting into my mouth faster and faster. “That’s right, take Master’s cock in your mouth, keep sucking!”

And I wanted to. Oh God, I wanted to. Why was I on my knees? I didn’t know. He should have been begging me to spread, begging me to let him stick his cock into me… and yet there I was, eagerly, greedily even, taking his cock into my mouth over and over again.

I just kept pumping my mouth up and down on his cock, feeling it twitch and throb inside my mouth. It was then that I felt it- I felt that tingling in my pussy, in my body, that signaled my oncoming orgasm. And it came, oh god, did it come- like a gushing torrent of passion, pleasure, and ecstasy that I had never felt before. 

It was all I could do just to keep sucking his cock while my body threatened to overwhelm my senses. I had never had an orgasm from giving someone head before. I didn’t even know why it felt so good this time, when it hadn’t before. Finally I took my mouth off of his cock.

“Now then, Kate.” He said. “That’s enough warm-up, isn’t it? I think it’s time for the main event. Mount your Master, dear.”

I couldn’t even begin to process his command consciously. My body still surged with complete passion, my brain all but taken over by the fury of lust driving me. I slid up his body, unsteady, still drunk from my orgasm… I straddled him between my thighs, and slowly, easily slid my way onto his cock.

He filled me. He filled me completely, his cock deep inside my pussy. Whatever final vestiges of rationality I might have had from my orgasm were dashed away by the feel of that huge, hard cock sliding into my pussy. My body took over.

I was on autopilot. I began to bounce up and down on his cock, sliding in and out of my eager, greedy pussy. He thrust his hips as well, in time with me, and each thrust served only to plunge his cock further into me. 

My raw arousal knew no bounds. All I could think of, all I wanted was his cock deep inside me. I alternated bouncing on top of him with grinding on him, sliding my pussy on his cock, getting his cock to rub my clit, sending me higher and higher, before I started to bounce on him again.

He moaned, bringing his hands up, cupping my tits, stroking and kneading my nipples, and I knew I was close to another orgasm. I could feel that tingle in my body, could feel that same buildup that had signaled my previous one. I fucked him faster and harder, needing him inside me, deeper, harder, faster-

And I came. With a low, primal scream of passion, I came on top of him, my pussy muscles clenching and milking his still rock-hard cock for all it was worth. The stimulation must have been too much for him as well- with a deep, manly grunt he grabbed my ass, holding me on top of him, and shot his seed deep into me, deep into my pussy. It only served to enhance my orgasm, the knowledge that he came inside me, the knowledge that he unloaded his seed deep into my quivering, eager pussy.

He had called himself my Master. I had thought it was just something in the heat of the moment, but no… I realized it the moment I took him in. He washed over me like the torrent of a waterfall after the spring thaws, the enormity of his presence consuming me. I realized that it wasn’t sucking his cock that I had enjoyed, that had brought me such pleasure… no, not at all.

It had been pleasing him. It was the pleasure that I had given him as I took him completely, wholly into my mouth, as I eagerly swallowed him. It had been the pleasure of pleasing him, of mounting him, of bringing Master the pleasure he wanted.

That… that didn’t seem right.

“This… this isn’t right.” I said suddenly, slowly, vocalizing my own thoughts finally. It was still hard to think after that massive orgasm I had just experienced.

“What isn’t? That felt great.” He said, still breathing heavily.

“I… I shouldn’t want to suck your cock. I shouldn’t want you to come inside me. I… I don’t want to get pregnant…” I said slowly. My body rebelled against that statement. It totally wanted to suck his cock, totally wanted him coming deep inside me, but I knew that was wrong. Something was wrong. Something was…

“You… you. You did something to me.” I said slowly, putting the pieces together.

“What makes you say that?” he said, looking at me.

“You… the game… you hypnotized me, or something.” I said. As I spoke about it, my head began to clear, my mind became more focused. It was almost as though knowing what had happened gave me power.

“Hmm, that can’t be true. You wanted that, didn’t you? You came to me, you sought me out. I didn’t even call you once, did I? How could I have hypnotized you?” he said matter-of-factly.

I tried to think. That was true. He hadn’t even so much as talked to me. How had he…

“The game! The game, you- ohhh…” I said, trailing off as he brought a phone up to my face, the game playing on it, and I knew nothing more except the game. I brought my hand up to the phone, beginning to pop the bubbles. The wonderful, beautiful bubbles.

“N…not going… to work… again…” I heard myself say, as though in a dream. “M…must… resist…”

He said nothing. He didn’t have to. I’m sure he saw it in my face, how empty the words were. Because even as my conscious mind struggled, my subconscious was his. My body was his. I looked at that phone, I looked at the bubbles, for what seemed like an eternity… 

And then I looked up.

“That was good.” He said, his breath recovering finally, pushing a lock of hair over my ear. I smiled, enjoying his touch, drinking in his presence, feeling his finger mark me.

“I’m glad it pleased you, Master.” I said, delighted. I loved pleasing him.

“Of course it did, Kate dear.” He said. “How could it not?”

“I can’t believe it took me so long to come here, to come to you.” I said. I put my head down gently on his chest, stroking him idly. “I’m so sorry for missing you for so long.”

“There’s nothing to be sorry about.” He said gently. “You were always destined to be mine. You just needed a little… convincing to come to me, that’s all.”

“Convincing? What do you mean? I reached out to you.” I said, puzzled. I couldn’t figure out what he meant… and then it dawned on me.

“The game!” I said quickly, thinking on my feet. Of course. How could I have been so blind? It had been the game.

“Very good.” He said, smiling at me.

“That game… that game must have done something to me.” I said, thinking. “I remember feeling really strange after every time I played the game. That was it, wasn’t it? The game… changed me.”

It all seemed so simple now.

“The game… the game was actually some kind of… brainwashing device, wasn’t it?” I said, slowly. “The bubbles- those beautiful bubbles that I had to pop and play with, they hypnotized me, didn’t they? They made me your perfect, obedient sex slave.”

“Exactly.” He said, smiling. He ran his hand along my hair again, and I shivered in pleasure.

“That’s so smart!” I exclaimed. I hadn’t realized what was going on, not while I was playing the game. He really was a wonderful Master.

“I thought so. And then all I had to do was wait for you to come to me of your own accord.” He said, smiling. He leaned down towards me conspiratorially. “But I think I’m ready for another round, Kate dear. Why don’t you bend over for your Master?”

“Of course, Master!” I said happily. I got up from my position, bending over on the couch. I flipped my dress up, exposing myself to him in all his glory. He positioned himself behind me, and I could feel the heat of his cock, semi-rigid against my thigh, stirring fully back to life. 

He slid into me without any hesitation, and my body cried out in pleasure as he did. It felt so good to be owned, for my Master to use me, to do whatever he wanted to me. I was his, wholly and completely his, his sex slave forever.

We still keep up the fiction that I’m not, of course. Master said it would be better that way, that the world wouldn’t understand. So in public I’m still Kate Chambers, FASHIONISTA star and twitter junkie. In private, though… 

In private he’s my Master.

Feel like a little more?


Subscribe to my newsletter and receive Suspicions Of Sin absolutely free! As if that wasn’t enough, users on my list get special offers, deep discounts, and picks! Just click the link below!


http://eepurl.com/Hjm6L
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