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His Femdom Obsession

I was lost. It was the only way to explain the feeling that came over me.

Completely, and utterly, lost.

The moment I first saw her is seared on my mind indelibly and I knew I would never forget it. In all honesty, I didn’t want to. I’d closed the door of my new apartment that evening and walked along to the stairs, with the intention of making my way down to the ground floor. The plan was to visit a nearby grocery store to buy some provisions, but I never got there. Instead, my world was turned upside down and inside out.

The sound of quiet voices from the floor below came to me as I descended to the intermediate landing and turned. Five steps further, I came to an abrupt halt when I saw her or rather when I set eyes on those incredible high heel sandals. The flash of vibrant, beautiful red caught my attention immediately and I was unable to avert my gaze.

I tried not to stare, I really did, but those shoes were so, so perfect. Well they would be, wouldn’t they? They were the ones from my fantasy made real. The heels must have been at least four or five inches, with a high platform under the outsole giving them an even more towering appearance. A thin ankle strap was all that held them in place and the peep-toe style revealed red-painted toenails that matched the color of the footwear.

It was the most gorgeous thing I’d ever seen.

I shuffled nervously as a surge of hot blood began to stiffen my cock. It was embarrassing to be aroused so easily, but there was no stopping it and I put my hands in front of my crotch to hide the growing bulge. The two people were deep in conversation and didn’t seem to realize I was watching them, so I continued to stare. Not that I could have stopped, even if I wanted to. The woman wore a white toweling robe that went almost all the way to her ankles and the thought there may be even sexier delights hidden below the material wrapped around her luscious curves made the arousal come on stronger.

It was more than obvious that she was in control of the situation and it was her that was doing most of the talking. The man appeared to be in his late fifties or early sixties and he was probably twenty years older than her, but it was definitely him that was being subservient. It was like watching one of my fantasies…, except there was another man in my place. The conversation was quiet and I couldn’t hear what was being said until the very last comments when their voices became louder.

“Make sure you’re here at five on you’re next visit,” the woman said harshly.

“Yes Miss,” the man replied meekly and turned to walk away.

The words seemed to make it clear they weren’t a couple. At least, not in the conventional sense and I watched him move towards the stairs before returning my attention to the woman to see she was looking at me. The flare of heat that stung my cheeks was intense and I was conscious of the way I was using my hands to cover a pulsing erection now straining at the front of my pants. I caught the amused expression on her face and there was no doubt she knew what I was trying to hide from her view as she scrutinized me.

There was only one thing I could do, so I dropped my gaze and started awkwardly walking down the stairs. I was all too aware of her gaze following my every step, but didn’t dare look in her direction. The sound of her quiet laugh came to me as I got down to her floor and hurriedly made my way to the next set of stairs. The sound of the door banging shut made me stop and look back. It was to the sight of the woman still standing there with a smirk on her face.

“Is there something I can help you with?” she asked in a confident, mocking voice.

“Oh…, no, I, well I was…,” I stammered and didn’t know how the hell to answer her question. “Sorry.”

I turned to hurry down the stairs and heard another scornful laugh coming after me. It was a humiliating departure, but that only strengthened the hot arousal of excitement I was experiencing. The image of her was now seared in my mind. Deep brown eyes that almost seemed black, brunette hair swept back severely from her forehead to be styled into a ponytail and a crimson-lipstick mouth that was another of my fantasies brought to life. I could feel the throbbing of my swollen flesh and willed my erection to calm down as I approached the ground floor.

The sensible thing would have been to stop and wait until the bulge was no longer showing, but the idea came to me and I knew I couldn’t stop or the chance might be gone. When I walked out of the apartment building, I looked left to an empty street then right to see what I was searching for. The man I just watched with the woman was heading briskly along the sidewalk and I rushed down the stairs and quickened my pace to catch up with him. It struck me that what I was doing was crazy, but there was no stopping as an obsession began to take hold.

“Excuse me,” I said when I got within a few feet of him.

A frown creased his forehead when he stopped and turned to see who spoke. I was suddenly unsure of what to say and raised a hand to rub at the nape of my neck.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

“Well, I…, I wondered if I could ask you something?”

“Do I know you?” he went on as he peered at me.

“Umm…, no,” I admitted. “I just saw you in the apartment building with…”

My words came to an end as I lifted my gaze to his and was sure I caught a flicker of understanding in his eyes. That didn’t mean he was particularly happy about being approached.

“What do you want?” he snapped.

I rubbed at the nape of my neck harder. What I wanted was what he had, but I didn’t quite know how to ask about it.

“I…,” I started then hesitated before blurting out what was in my mind. “I have fantasies.” It seemed the most ludicrous thing to say and I cringed. I was about to apologize, but didn’t get the chance.

“About dominant women?” the man asked.

He obviously understood what I was talking about and I nodded my head as I returned my gaze to his. The flare of self-conscious heat returned to my cheeks and I could make out the prickle of sweat on my forehead.

“But I’ve never done anything about it,” I admitted and couldn’t believe I was confessing secrets I’d never told anyone to a complete stranger. “When I saw you and…”

“Mistress Dominique,” he said to fill in the blank.

“Is that her name?” I let out.

The man seemed to relax and laughed at the sound of wide-eyed wonder in my voice.

“It’s what I call her,” he said. “Whether it’s really her name or not is another matter.”

“When I saw you with her,” I went on. “Well, I wanted to be in your place.”

He nodded his head and I saw the understanding in his expression again.

“And…?” he asked.

“How do I make that happen?”

My heart was racing that I was having the conversation at all. I’d been experiencing dark fantasies of subservience to a controlling, dominant, older woman for as long as I could remember, but didn’t really know how to go about making them real. The opportunity to find out was standing right in front of me and I didn’t want to miss out.

“You’re being serious?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied. “There’s a bar around the corner. Can I buy you a drink?”

His eyes narrowed as he stared at me and I thought he was going to refuse, but he eventually nodded his head.

“It’s this way,” I said and led the way along to the place.

It was a Monday night, so there weren’t many people around and there were plenty of tables to choose from. I asked what he wanted when he sat at one and went up to the serving counter to buy a couple of beers. When I returned, I put one in front of him and sat down.

“I’m sorry to have troubled you,” I started.

“Do you live in the apartment building?” he asked to ignore my apology.

“Yes,” I replied. “I’m on the floor above Mistress Dominique’s apartment. I accidentally caught sight of you leaving when I came down the stairs.”

“How many times have you seen her?”

“To be honest, I only recently moved in to the place,” I told him. “This evening was the first occasion.”

He let out a quiet laugh and the flush of red erupted on my cheeks.

“You must have it bad then,” he said.

“It was the shoes that caught my attention,” I admitted.

“She does wear nice ones,” he went on.

I wanted to ask him what was under the robe she was wearing, but suspected that might be pushing things too far and didn’t dare. What happened between him and Mistress Dominique was none of my business and I didn’t really want to know. What I was after was how to be in his place.

“How did you meet her?” I asked.

“Through a close friend of mine,” the man told me. “I’m guessing she advertised her services at some point in the past, but I think she has more than enough clients now and most likely meets men through referrals.”

“So, how do I meet her?”

The man lifted his bottle and took a drink of beer.

“What age are you, son?” he asked afterwards.

“Nineteen.”

He took another drink then stared across the table at me before speaking.

“Did she see you watching her this evening?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “I couldn’t stop staring and she noticed after you walked away from her to go down the stairs.”

“Did she say anything?”

“She asked if there was something she could help me with and mockingly laughed,” I replied.

“Well, there’s been some interaction between the two of you, so I would suggest knocking on her door,” he told me.

“I can’t do that,” I exclaimed.

“Then you’re stuck with your fantasies and nothing more.”

I let out a slow breath as I contemplated the advice.

“Knock on the door,” I muttered before taking a drink.

“That would be my advice,” the man went on. “But you won’t get very far if you only do that.”

“What do you mean?”

“You have to give her a reason to let you inside,” he went on. “Otherwise the door will slam shut in your face.”

I frowned as I stared at him.

“A gift,” he went on when he saw the confusion on my face. “If you buy her something nice, it might get you through the door.”

“Oh…,” I let out, but still didn’t fully understand. “Like what, exactly?”

“Use your imagination,” he replied and laughed. “You have fantasies. What is the woman wearing in them? Make no mistake, Mistress Dominique will control and dominate you, but if you give her a gift there’s every chance she’ll be wearing it when she toys with and torments you.”

“OK, I get it,” I said.

“Not that’s any of my business,” the man went on. “But is it lingerie in your fantasy?”

I nodded my head as the image of white holdup stockings and red panties with matching bra flashed through my mind.

“Yes,” I admitted. “Why?”

“I might be able to help you more than you think,” he went on.

I watched as he got a fountain pen from the inside pocket of his jacket and started to write on one of the beer mats on the table. He pushed it across to me when he finished. I read the name Colleen’s Cutes and an address.

“What is it?” I asked when I lifted my gaze.

“That’s my wife’s lingerie store,” he said. “I’ll guarantee that you can find what you want there and she’ll give you a good price if you tell her I sent you.”

“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea,” I went on. “I don’t want to accidentally let slip anything we talked about and drop you in it.”

“You can’t do that,” the man said and laughed. “She knows about my arrangement with Mistress Dominique.”

“She doesn’t mind?” I asked in a surprised voice.

“We’re open about these things,” he replied and lifted the bottle to his lips to take a sip before going on. “She isn’t interested in giving me the domination and discipline I crave, so she lets me find it elsewhere.”

“Wow,” I let out and almost shook my head. “That’s very understanding of her.”

“She has her fantasies and I have mine,” he went on. “We don’t let them interfere with a perfectly happy marriage. Just tell her I sent you. She’ll give you the help you need and a good deal.”

He finished his beer then got to his feet and that’s when I realized I didn’t know anything about him.

“What name do I say?” I asked even though I wasn’t sure I would use it.

“Simon Carter,” he said. “And you are?”

“Ian James,” I replied.

“Well, it was nice to meet you,” he said amiably. “Thanks for the beer. I hope things work out for you and my wife’s store closes at eight o’clock, so you still have time this evening.”

“Thanks,” I replied and watched as he walked away.

There was still some beer in my bottle, so I sat drinking it and considered what I should do. I wasn’t an innocent when it came to the opposite sex, but wasn’t exactly experienced either and had never bought lingerie for any of the girls I’d gone out with. Visiting Colleen’s Cutes seemed like the sensible thing to do if I was going to buy a gift for Mistress Dominique, but the idea of it brought out nerves. I finished my beer and decided some Dutch courage was called for, so went to buy another.

When it was finished, I set my mind to going through with purchasing something that evening and checked the address. I wasn’t sure exactly where it was, so walked into town and went to have a look at the large location map near the central square. It showed some of the local tourist spots and historic places, with the names of the streets marked on it. I eventually found the one I wanted and worked out how to get there from where I was.

Fifteen minutes later, I was standing on the sidewalk in front of Colleen’s Cutes. The pastel yellow and blue paintjob wasn’t exactly my cup of tea, but then I wasn’t really the clientele it was aimed at. I looked in the window and could see no customers browsing the racks of lingerie. That suited me fine and I tried to build up the nerve to walk inside. A glance at my watch showed it was seven forty and that meant there were twenty minutes before the place closed. If I hesitated too long then the chance would be gone for the day.

“Go on,” I urged myself under my breath and forced myself to put one foot in front of the other to walk to the door.

The sound of a tinkling bell signaled my entry and I glanced across to see the woman behind the serving counter look at me. She appeared to be in her late forties or early fifties and was on her own, so I assumed it was Simon Carter’s wife and that her name actually was Colleen. A smile spread across her face and she came out from behind the counter to walk towards me. The tight black skirt and white blouse she wore clung to pretty, chubby curves and the fact that she was attractive added to my trepidation.

“And how can I help you?” she queried in a pleasant voice.

“Umm…, I’d like to buy something for my girlfriend,” I lied.

“Oh, that’s sweet,” she replied and her smile grew wider. “Is this your first time buying lingerie?”

“Is it that obvious?” I asked.

“I’ve owned this shop long enough to know the look,” she said and laughed. “There’s only twenty minutes to go until I finish and it’s been an unusually quiet day. I’ll close the place up early for you and it will give you some privacy.”

“Oh, thanks,” I said and watched as she went to lock the door and turn the sign in it to closed.

“Now,” she said when she came back to me. “What were you thinking about?”

“Umm…,” I started hesitantly.

“Do you want to look around?” she asked.

“No, I have an idea of what I want,” I replied. “Do you sell white holdup stockings?”

“I certainly do,” she replied. “Follow me.”

She set off and I walked after her. I couldn’t help my gaze drifting down to her curvy ass, but quickly brought it up when she stopped.

“These are nice and sheer, if that’s what you want,” she said as she handed over a package.

“Yeah, they’re nice,” I said as I looked at the picture.

“And what else do you see your girlfriend in?”

“Well, I kind of wanted red panties and a matching bra for her,” I replied.

“Do you have a particular style in mind?”

“Umm…”

Colleen laughed and held her hand up.

“Let me show you some,” she said. “That will make it easier for you.”

I followed her around the store as she introduced me to some of the styles of panties available. The way she held them against her body was sexy and the flicker of arousal returned to my body as I watched her. I urged myself to get a grip and finally opted for the ones closest to the style I imagined in my fantasies. The scalloped edge of the bikini briefs gave them a pretty look and the push-up style bra would give Mistress Dominique a beautiful appearance…, if she wore the outfit I was buying as a gift for her. That was a big if and I knew I might be spending my money for nothing, but it was a chance I was going to take.

“What size is your girlfriend?” Colleen asked.

The question came out of the blue and completely blindsided me.

“Well, she’s…, umm…, well…,”

“They’re not for your girlfriend are they,” Colleen commented.

“What?” I exclaimed.

“Just tell me the truth,” she went on.

I thought of sitting in the bar with her husband only a short while previously, but couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

“Maybe I should go,” I finally managed to get out.

“You’re Ian, aren’t you?”

The mention of my name surprised me and there was no stopping the flush of redness that blossomed on my face

“How do you…”

“Simon called to tell me about your conversation.”

The heat grew stronger on my cheeks.

“Sorry,” I apologized. “I shouldn’t have spoken with him.”

“Oh, don’t be sorry,” Colleen said and laughed. “I know about his dalliances with the other woman in his life.”

The question flashed through my mind and came out before I could stop it.

“Don’t you mind?”

“No,” she told me. “He gets his dirty little fantasies made real and he doesn’t complain when I do the same to go after my own kinks. We’re both happy with it.”

“Oh…,” I let out and wasn’t sure what else to add to it.

“So, they’re not for your girlfriend then, are they?”

“No,” I admitted sheepishly.

“And you don’t know the size of the woman you want them for, do you?”

I screwed up my face as I shook my head.

“This was a bad idea,” I said. “Maybe I shouldn’t waste your time.”

“You don’t need to go,” Colleen said. “I know her size.”

“But…”

“My husband revealed that you had the same fantasies as him,” she went on and let out a hushed laugh. “So, I know who you’re buying the underwear for. I’ve helped my husband choose a few gifts for her.”

Things were getting weirder by the second. I was talking to an attractive, older woman, who was telling me about the lingerie she helped her husband buy for his dominatrix. It was the most bizarre situation of my life.

“I’ll help you get what you want…, if I get what I want.”

The sudden notion that I’d been set up, or rather that I’d helped set myself up, flitted through my head. I shot a glance in the direction of the locked door and wondered if Colleen closed her store to keep other customers out or keep me in.

“What is it that you want?” I asked meekly when I brought my gaze to hers.

“My husband told you I’d help you and give you a good deal,” she went on. “Am I right?”

I suspected she knew the answer to that already and simply nodded my head.

“Then here’s the deal,” she went on and held up the red panties in her hand. “I’ll get you these in the right size for your dream girl and let you have them for half price if you give me my fantasy.”

“Which is?”

“I like younger men,” she said and her smile grew wider. “I like them a lot and the chance to play is one I can never, ever resist.”

“And what does that mean for me?”

“It means you get naked for me in one of the fitting rooms and let me have my fun,” she went on. “The only man that’s fucked me during my marriage is my husband and I don’t intend to change that. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to get my hands dirty when an opportunity presents itself, if you get about my drift.”

“A handjob,” I let out quietly.

She raised her eyebrows as she stared at me and nodded her head.

“Young men like you get so, so hard,” she said and slid her tongue around her lips. “It turns me on to touch.”

There was no doubt I was in the middle of a set up now. I might have come to the store to buy a gift, but it seemed that I was also a present from Simon to his wife. Not that I was going to complain. I was on the verge of purchasing something that could be the key to me stepping through the door of Mistress Dominique’s apartment, but it appeared that was only the beginning of what I was about to get.

“So, do we have a deal?” Colleen asked and held out her hand. I thought she wanted to shake although found myself being dragged towards the fitting rooms as soon as our hands touched.

When I left my apartment less than a couple of hours earlier, I’d expected to visit a grocery store and buy a few provisions. That idea went out the window before I even got out of the building. Now I was being led to a fitting room in a lingerie store by a horny, older lady that wanted to use me. I should have felt guilty about being with a married woman, but suspected her husband wouldn’t be upset. He would probably get a blow-by-blow account of what was about to take place. Colleen led me in a small fitting room and closed the door to trap us inside. I was the novice, so stood compliantly and let her lead the way.

“You must like stockings,” she said.

I let out a slow breath as I watched her hitch her black skirt up to reveal the dark tops of the stockings she wore and my gaze fixed on them.

“Oh yeah, you’re a stockings man, aren’t you,” she said and laughed.

She pulled her skirt higher still to reveal the smooth, plump skin above the nylon and my pulse quickened.

“What age are you, honey?” she asked as she moved closer and reached for the buttons of my shirt.

“Nineteen,” I told her.

“Oh my,” she said. “You’re so young. I should be ashamed of myself for taking advantage of you.”

It was obvious she wasn’t, as she eagerly continued to undo the buttons down my front and dragged the shirt out of my pants. She pushed the sides of the material apart and her tongue slid around her lips as she reached out to stroke fingers on my chest.

“So strong,” she murmured.

I shuddered when her fingertips found a nipple and a smirk played on her lips as she tweaked the stiffening bud.

“You like that, huh?” she said.

She dragged the shirt from me and dropped it to the floor then leaned forward to kiss my chest. Her mouth quickly found a nipple before her tongue started to work on it. I could hear her ragged breathing as she licked a wet trail back and forth across my chest and her touches brought on an arousal that was impossible to contain. The surge of hot blood made my cock swell. I could feel the pressure of it straining against my pants and shifted a little uncomfortably. Colleen’s gaze dropped when she moved back and a wide smile broke out on her face.

“The virility of youth,” she said as she reached out. “Is this for me?”

Her palm pressed on my stiff shaft through my pants. I heard her slight gasp as she stroked her fingertips along the hard bulge and stared, as if she was mesmerized. Suddenly she was ripping open the button and zipper at my waist and dragging the material down my legs. She knelt to help me get my shoes and socks off before I stepped out of my pants and kicked them away.

“Oh my,” she said as she stared at the way my already-raging erection bulged out the thin material of my boxer shorts. “You do get up for a pair of stockings or is it something else that’s making you hard.”

She reached for the buttons of her blouse to undo a couple and put her cleavage on show. I towered over her because she remained kneeling, so got a nice view as she grabbed her tits to push them together. It was obvious she liked teasing me and I wasn’t about to tell her to stop. She made me turn to face the full length mirror on the wall then moved to the right of me on her knees, so she was facing it as well. Her cheek settled against my hip as she stared at our reflections.

“You like to watch?” I said.

“No, I love to watch,” she replied and laughed.

The sound came to an end when she reached out to grab my swollen cock through the material of my underwear and squeezed her fingers around it.

“I love it even more with a young guy that get’s so hard,” she said as she tightened her grip to get a throbbing response. “And you’ve got a fucking iron rod under those boxer shorts, so let’s have a look, shall we?”

It wasn’t like I was in control of the situation and suspected I was getting a little taster of what a real dominatrix would give me when Colleen released her grip on my erection then grabbed at my underwear to yank the material down my legs. It slipped to my ankles and she made me kick it away to leave me completely naked.

“Good boy,” she said as she stroked a hand on the front of my legs. “Now spread your feet apart.”

I did as she told me and expected the touch on my legs to seek out my now-exposed cock. It didn’t happen, however, and Colleen forced her other hand through my thighs from behind to cup her fingers around my balls. It was the dirtiest moment of my life as she groped and massaged my heavy sacs.

What the woman I really wanted to be with might give me flitted through my head and an image of the sexy, heeled sandals Mistress Dominique wore when I saw her earlier in the evening came in my mind’s eye.

“When was the last time this big boy fucked tight, wet cunt?” Colleen asked crudely as she settled her cheek against my hip again and stared at my cock.

It seemed she liked talking dirty and I felt the hand on the front of my thighs creeping higher.

“It’s been a few months,” I admitted.

“Poor boy,” she said and smirked. “Maybe I should give you a little glimpse of what you’ve been missing.”

She released her grip on my balls and pulled her hand from between my legs then got to her feet. I watched in the mirror as she reached under her short skirt to grab hold of her panties then eased them down her legs to take them off. She kept the silky material in her hand, but this time didn’t kneel beside me. Instead, she squatted down on her haunches at my hip then hung her panties around my cock.

“A little treat for you,” she said and laughed as she dragged the hem of her skirt higher on her legs.

I watched in the mirror as she slowly parted her knees and it got me a glimpse up her skirt to stocking tops then higher to naked pussy. My breathing came out in heavier gasps as I stared and I shuddered as her hand came between my thighs from behind again. Her fingertips teased on the sensitive skin just behind my balls before she grabbed hold of them.

“You like that, don’t you?” she said when she saw me staring at her pussy.

“Yes,” I let out in a strained voice.

“Are you being a bad boy and thinking about your hard cock fucking in my hot cunt?”

She continued to grope me as she talked dirty, but I said nothing in response as my excitement mounted. The way she was massaging my balls made me groan as she stroked her other hand all the way up the front of my thighs to my cock. The kinky experience was making me as hard as I’d ever been and I heard her gasp when she circled her fingers around my erection.

“Shit,” I let out as I was consumed by a flood of pleasure.

Colleen grabbed her panties to wrap them around my length and stroked the soft material up and down. She continued to massage my balls at the same time and I could feel the pressure growing in them. It made me let out a desperate groan and I heard her laugh.

“That’s the trouble with teenage boys,” she joked. “Hard as fucking iron, but can’t hold it in.”

“I thought you wanted to watch,” I shot back in a strained voice.

“Just tell me if it gets too much and I’ll stop you unloading,” she said. “I want to play for a while.”

She gripped her panties tighter around my cock and settled her chin on my hip as she enjoyed a close up view of her fingers working their magic on me. My head rocked back and I closed my eyes for a few seconds, but I wanted to watch too and opened them again. I looked down to her deep cleavage then glanced in the mirror to the sight of stockings tops and naked pussy.

I thought of the man I met earlier in the evening and was glad I’d gone after him. He’d given me to his wife and the sight of her half naked body was turning me on like never before as she stroked her hand along my throbbing length. Hopefully she would go through with her end of the bargain and pick the lingerie I wanted in the right size to get me in Mistress Dominique’s apartment.

That was for later and I concentrated on clenching my buttocks together as tightly as I could to stave off the growing heat between my thighs. It was in danger of tipping me over the edge and I let out a murmur that it was getting too much. Colleen glanced up to the almost pained expression on my face and slid her fingers just under the head of my cock then squeezed fiercely. The pressure faded and I let out a gasp.

“Didn’t know that little trick, did you?” she joked. “I can keep you on the boil as long as I want and make you give me a good show when I finish you off. When was the last time you emptied these?”

She squeezed her fingers around my balls and I could feel her arm rubbing against the inside of my thighs. It was the first time I’d had a woman force a hand between my legs from behind and I was finding out how much I liked it.

“I haven’t…, you know, for a couple of weeks,” I admitted.

“So, they’re nice and full for me,” she said. “You really are going to put on a good show then.”

She let the panties go and they slid down to hang from the base of my cock. Her hand gripped around my swollen flesh as she began to stroke along my length again and my cheeks puffed out as the surge of enjoyment took hold in my body. I watched the scene in the mirror and my gaze flitted from my cock being stroked to naked pussy and back again.

Colleen wasn’t joking when she said she would keep me on the boil and she continually squeezed beneath the head of my erection to ease the pressure and calm me down before building it up again. The feel of the stroking on my cock and rough groping of my balls was the best handjob I’d ever had. To get so close to letting loose only to have it denied to me was torture, but it intensified the pleasure each time it happened.

“Fuck,” I let out as Colleen stopped me on the brink yet again.

I heard her laugh and looked down to see her watching my face.

“Let’s make sure you really do blow your fucking load,” she said and smirked.

“What are you…”

My words stopped as she released her grip on my sacs and pulled her hand from between my thighs. Her fingertips slid along the crack of my ass and I instinctively clenched my buttocks.

“Do you think that will stop me?” she asked.

Her finger forced between my ass cheeks and I let out a groan as it found my tight hole. She gripped fiercely around my cock as it throbbed and wiggled her fingertip around.

“I think someone likes it,” she teased me. “Has a girl done this to you before?”

“No,” I gasped.

“So, I’ve got myself a virgin puckered hole to play with?”

Her finger pressed more firmly on my asshole and I groaned louder as it opened me up to dip inside. My cock pulsed and throbbed as slight pain turned to intense pleasure.

“My finger is a little too dry,” she said as she pulled it away. “I need to get it wet.”

My eyes opened wide as I saw her touch on the inside of her thigh then slide her hand higher. I knew how she was going to lubricate her finger and my breathing grew heavier still as she teased her middle finger around her pussy entrance then slid it inside. It was me getting a dirty show now as she finger fucked herself. The sound of her excited moans filled the small fitting room and I was mesmerized as I stared in the mirror at an older woman playing with her cunt.

“Spread your cheeks,” she ordered when she pulled her finger out.

I did it without thinking and she gripped my cock tighter as she used the middle finger of her other hand to spread her slick juice around the entrance to my asshole. She played with herself then wet my puckered skin a few more times before her fingertip settled in place. Her gaze caught mine in the mirror and our eyes remained locked together as she pressed harder.

The slipperiness of her finger made it easer to open me up and I shuddered as the penetration slid inside me. Colleen gripped tighter around my cock as she continued pushing to impale me on the full length of her digit. She squeezed just under the head of my erection and I suspected it would be the last time she did it. Her touch slid all the way down my length to press on my balls and I looked down to see her staring at the way my thickly swollen shaft jutted out from my body.

My breath came out in rasping gasps as she leaned in closer and flicked out her tongue to tease the tip along bulging veins. I could feel her finger moving around inside my asshole and she began to slide it in and out as she continued to lick on my stiff length.

“Is it getting too much,” she said when she looked up and I could hear the breathless thrill in her voice as she closed in on what she really wanted.

“Not yet,” I replied and heard her laugh.

Her slick finger fucked in my asshole at a faster pace as she began to stroke her hand along my pulsing cock.

“How about now?” she teased me.

“Shit,” was all I could say as I was taken by the rush of pure bliss rippling through my body.

My legs trembled as the longing to empty my balls became overwhelming. I wanted to close my eyes and rock my head back, but couldn’t pull my gaze from the mirror. Colleen’s lips tightened together as she went after what she wanted. She pumped her finger into my tight asshole as she stroked my cock at a more ferocious pace. There would be no stopping things now and my fingers dug in my ass cheeks as I kept them spread open to let her play.

“Come on, dirty boy,” she urged me crudely. “Show me that fucking cum.”

She jabbed her finger knuckle-deep in my asshole to leave me impaled on it and the flexing of my ass muscles around the penetration was so, so good.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned and the sound of my voice made Colleen stroke harder.

“Let me fucking see it,” she demanded. “And tell me when it’s coming.”

I was a slave to her touch as she took what she wanted from me and being used by an older woman was making me all the more excited.

“Can’t stop it any more,” I gasped as the pressure in my balls boiled over.

Colleen dragged her hand right down to the base of my cock to make it jut out towards the mirror. My asshole pulsed around her finger as I was caught up in the burning ecstasy of letting loose and I groaned as a gushing rope of thick, white cum erupted to arc through the air and splash on the glass.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Colleen said and laughed. “More.”

My butt muscles clamped tightly around her finger and she squeezed firmly around the base of my cock as it jerked strongly to spurt out another powerful stream of sticky white. I heard her gleeful laugh as she milked my balls of their heavy load and watched the strings of cum staining her mirror. I stared at the thick globs of white sliding down the glass as the pulsing spurts weakened.

Colleen slowly stroked her hand up to the head of my shaft to get every drop and the last of it slid out of the tiny slit to dribble down across her fingers. A wide smile broke out on her face when she released her grip.

“Told you I like to get my hands dirty,” she said.

I was breathing heavily as I watched her lift her sticky fingers to her mouth and her gaze caught mine as she licked my cum from her skin. The suddenness of her next movement took me by surprise and I flinched as she spanked her hand on my ass. Her finger was still buried deep in my tight hole and the flare of pain made my muscles clench hard around the penetration.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “What was that for?”

“That was for me,” she said with a grin and spanked my ass again.

My cheeks puffed out as I exhaled when she slowly withdrew her finger. She grabbed my cock again and leaned in to kiss the tip then flicked out her tongue to lick away the speckles of white.

“Nice and clean again,” she joked as she stroked her fingers along my softening length.

“Your mirror isn’t,” I said.

She turned to look at it and the smile remained on her face.

“Younger boys can shoot out some fucking load,” she said.

I glanced between her legs in the mirror and she spread them wider to let me ogle her naked pussy and silky stockings before straightening up. She pulled her skirt down and looked at the panties still hanging around my cock.

“You can keep them,” she said as she buttoned up her blouse. She then moved to the door and opened it. “I’ll get your gift ready,” she went on before leaving the fitting room.

I looked at myself in the mirror when I was alone and smirked.

“Fucking hell,” I let out.

My legs still trembled as I grabbed my clothes to get dressed and stuffed Colleen’s panties in my pocket. She was at the serving counter when I came out of the fitting room and I walked across to see her wrapping up a white box with a red ribbon that she fashioned into a bow.

“There you go,” she said and told me the price.

I could barely look her in the eye and concentrated on getting my wallet out to give her the money.

“Thanks,” I said when I handed it over.

“A pleasure doing business with you, honey,” she replied and let out a cheeky, tinkling laugh. “You’re always welcome back and I can promise you a nice discount on any gifts you purchase from me.”

“I’ll keep it in mind,” I told her and watched as she placed the box in a bag.

She came out from behind the counter to hand it over and her hand went to my lower back to guide me across the store. Her touch quickly slipped lower and she was happily groping my ass when we got to the exit.

“Thanks for the fun,” she said and pulled her hand from my butt to unlock the door.

“See you,” I said when I walked out.

“I sure hope so,” she said and her comment ended our encounter.

I walked away from her store in the darkness of evening to make my way home and my pulse raced when I stepped inside the entrance of my apartment building. The sight of Mistress Dominique’s door was enough to get the nerves churning in my belly and I half expected it to open. It didn’t, of course, and I knew it was up to me to make the next move. I looked down at the bag I was holding and immediately walked up the stairs towards my own apartment.

“Chicken,” I muttered under my breath, but the insult didn’t convince me to turn around.

I went in my apartment and leant back against the door when I closed it.

“Tomorrow,” I told myself. “I’ll go through with giving her the gift tomorrow evening.”

***

Tomorrow turned to the next day then the next and I started to wonder if I’d ever summon up the nerve to go through with what I was planning. It wasn’t actually knocking on the door itself that unnerved me. It was the more the thought that I would be rebuffed out of hand.

Mistress Dominique might not be remotely interested in me or my gift and I wasn’t sure what I would do if that was the case. The idea that all I would get was a scornful dismissal before the door slammed in my face continually put me off even making an approach. I was building things up to such an extent in my mind that I was sure I wouldn’t get over a rejection from a woman I so wanted to be with.

“For fuck’s sake, you only ever saw her once,” I reproached myself for the hundredth time, but it was no use.

One sight of her was enough for the obsession to take hold with a vengeance and I knew it would be difficult to recover from not getting what I wanted. I had to take the chance, no matter what that meant. The one certainty I knew was that if I did nothing then all I would have was the fantasy and that wasn’t enough for me.

That wasn’t nearly enough.

Five days after buying the gift, I came home from work and made up my mind to go through with the plan that evening. A few glasses of beer seemed like a good idea to give me some Dutch courage and I sat drinking to try building up the bravado needed. My foot tapped incessantly and I was unable to stop myself doing it until I finally stood up.

Walking through to the bedroom, I got the white box containing the lingerie then went to the door of my apartment straight away. My stride was purposeful when I stepped outside to the hallway and moved to the stairs then made my way down to the intermediate landing. That changed as soon as I saw Mistress Dominique’s door and my legs began to shake.

“Fucking move,” I hissed to urge myself on, but my pace slowed and I was on the verge of turning around when I reached the bottom of the stairs.

It made me feel weak, but it was impossible to stop the doubts clouding my mind. The idea that she might be entertaining a client made me wonder whether I should knock at all and my arms remained by my side when I got to the door. It made me feel even more foolish and all I did was stand for a few seconds before stepping away.

“No,” I rebuked myself. “If you don’t do this now, you never will.”

The realization that I was talking too loud came to me and I glanced over my shoulder. It was a relief to see there was no one else around and I forced myself to stand in front of the door again. I lifted my free hand to knock and the sudden impulse to run away filled my head. The trembling of my legs made me want to reach out to the wall for support, but I froze in place when I heard movement from inside.

“Oh shit, what have I done,” I let out under my breath as the fear of rejection reared up in my mind.

There was no turning back when the sound of the door being unlocked came to me. If I ran, I would look even more idiotic than if I simply stayed where I was, so I didn’t move. My eyes widened when the door opened to a vision of beauty that took my breath. Mistress Dominique’s dark hair spilled down over her shoulders and her cropped white t-shirt and distressed jeans gave a glimpse of naked flesh that stirred my emotions. It was an outfit I would have expected on a teenage girl, but, oh god, it looked so perfect on her svelte curves that I was struck speechless. Not that I anticipated saying something first anyway. I was in thrall to a dominant, older woman and would happily do her bidding…, if she let me.

“Well, well, and what do we have here,” Mistress Dominique said in a confident, condescending tone that excited me.

I continued to simply stare in wide-eyed silence and saw a half-amused expression cross her gorgeous face.

“Nothing to say for yourself?” she went on and raised her eyebrows in a quizzical expression.

“I…, well, I wanted to give you this,” I let out and held up the gift-wrapped box.

“Did you now,” she went on and barely glanced at what I was holding. “And what makes you think I’m interested in a gift from you.”

The words were crushing and a crestfallen expression spread across my face. It brought out laughter from the woman I was staring at and my cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

“Well…, I was hoping you might take me on as a client,” I blurted out.

“What makes you think I take on clients?” she demanded. “Are you calling me a whore?”

“No…, no,” I exclaimed in horror. “You’re perfect.”

The sound of her laugh surrounded me and I lifted my gaze to see an even more amused expression on her face. She was toying with me, but it didn’t mean I would get through the door of her apartment.

“Thank you for the compliment,” she said in a mocking tone. “It was nice of you to come here just to tell me how perfect I am.”

She moved back, as if she was going to close the door and my panic grew.

“Please…, I wanted you to have this,” I said hurriedly and held out the box. “I bought it especially for you.”

She stopped what she was doing and I wasn’t sure if she was still toying with me or being serious.

“Why did you buy me a gift?” she asked.

“I saw you the other day and wanted to do it,” I replied.

“Oh yes,” Mistress Dominique went on. “I do seem to remember you running down the stairs covering up an…”

Her gaze flicked disparagingly down to my crotch and I felt the humiliation wash over me. I’d been aware at the time that she knew I was hiding an erection from her, but hearing her tell me made me cringe.

“Sorry,” I apologized. “I was…”

“What age are you?” she cut in.

It was becoming a familiar query. Simon Carter asked me when we were sitting in the bar chatting then his wife did the same before she happily jacked me off all over the mirror of a fitting room in her store. Now I was hearing the question again.

“Nineteen,” I replied.

“Hmm…,” she went on and stepped forward. “Do you think that’s old enough for me?”

“I really hope so,” I answered.

“You saw the man I was with before you scuttled down the stairs the other day.”

“Yes,” I replied.

The mocking tone returned to Mistress Dominique’s voice.

“Did he look like he was bloody nineteen?” she snapped.

“Well, no, but…”

“But nothing,” she went on. “I’m not running a fucking Kindergarten here.”

“Won’t you even look at what I bought you,” I said desperately.

My chance to be with her appeared to be rapidly vanishing and a rejection seemed close at hand. She gazed at the package I held out, but said nothing.

“Please,” I went on. “I’ll do anything…, pay anything you want.”

The way I was whining sounded slightly pathetic even to my own ears, but my words made Mistress Dominique hesitate. The silence that followed stretched my nerves to breaking point, but I said nothing more and kept my gaze on my feet.

“Well…”

That one word brought me hope and I glanced up. I was guessing it was more the comment that I would pay anything that got Mistress Dominique’s attention, but I knew I was willing to do whatever it took. A silence stretched out again and I held my breath.

“Come on in,” Mistress Dominique finally said.

I let out my breath slowly as the relief swept through me, but I knew that stepping over the threshold was only the start. It was no guarantee that I would get what I wanted, but it was a move in the right direction. Mistress Dominique stepped aside to let me pass her by and I kept my gaze lowered. It was only then that I noticed her feet were bare and I couldn’t pull my gaze from red-painted toenails. The stirring of lust came on, but I tried to hold it at bay. Covering my crotch with my hands would only alert her to the fact I was getting aroused, so I didn’t do it.

“This way,” she instructed me after closing the door.

My gaze dropped to the way tight denim clung to her butt and the distressing of the jeans gave me another glimpse of smooth skin. It was getting more difficult to control my libido, but I fought hard to stop the rush of hot blood. I was led into a smartly decorated lounge and came to a stop when Mistress Dominique dropped down on a black leather sofa.

“Take a seat,” she said.

“Where do you want me to…”

My words came to an end when I saw her glance briefly to the floor in front of her. There was no point in continuing to ask where I should sit. I knew my place and moved to stand right in front of Mistress Dominique before dropping to my knees then settling my butt down onto my legs. There was silence as she stared at me and I found myself unable to calm my racing pulse. I’d imagined the scenario so many times, but living it out was so much more thrilling. It was making me tremble in anticipation.

Mistress Dominique slowly crossed her legs then casually swung her foot. Her red-painted toenails were only inches from my face and it was impossible to contain the surge of excitement. My cock swelled and I shifted uncomfortably as it strained against my pants. A quick glance showed me a smile and it was obvious she knew the effect she was having on me.

“So…, you fantasize about fucking me then,” she said.

The direct comment caught me off guard and I heard her wicked laugh as I spluttered around for a response.

“No,” I finally managed to get out.

“But, you do have fantasies,” she went on.

Her foot swung closer to my face and I sucked in a sharp breath. I could feel the throbbing of a vein in my forehead as my pulse quickened further.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“What makes you think I can give them to you?”

“Well, I…, well…,” I stammered.

“You must have a reason that brought you to my door,” she went on.

“I saw you and…”

“So what,” she snapped harshly. “You saw me once and, for all you know, I could have been saying goodbye to my boyfriend or husband. That’s hardly a reason to call at my door and ask if you could be my client…, unless you’ve been spying on me like a dirty little pervert.”

“No,” I exclaimed. “I…”

“Don’t bullshit me,” Mistress Dominique barked. “I’ll let you know one thing. If you lie to me, I’ll know and you won’t set foot through my door again. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“So…, tell me the truth.”

I let out a slow breath as I stared at the floor, but shuddered as her toes touched under my chin and forced my head up to look at her. I remembered being lost when I first saw her in red-heeled sandals, but that feeling was increased tenfold by the touch and she knew it. She let her foot slide to my mouth and the burst of arousal was intense as her toes stroked across my lips before pulling away. I was awestruck and simply stared.

“Well,” she demanded.

The thought of what I’d done made my cheeks flush red, but there was no way I was going to lie to her and risk being kicked out of her apartment.

“I…, I went after the man I saw you with,” I confessed. “Mr. Carter.”

“Did you now,” Mistress Dominique let out slowly. “You did spy on me then.”

“No, it wasn’t like that,” I exclaimed and saw the glance she shot at me. “I just wanted to know about you.”

“And you ran down the street with a hard cock in pursuit of a complete stranger to find out about a woman, who might well have been his girlfriend or wife. That’s fucking depraved behavior, don’t you think?”

I could hear the mocking tone to her voice as she castigated me and glanced at her to see she was enjoying my discomfort. The perverse thing was I enjoyed it too and could feel the way my erection was pulsing with hot blood as she humiliated me.

“I guess so,” I admitted.

“And what did Mr. Carter tell you about me?”

“I told him I had fantasies,” I went on.

“About?”

“Well…, about older, dominant women.”

There was silence for a few seconds before Mistress Dominique spoke.

“Go on,” she told me.

“Mr. Carter asked if you saw me when I came down the stairs and I told him you did. He said that knocking on your door was my best bet to get to know you…, but that I probably wouldn’t get inside your apartment without a gift.”

“Did he now?” Mistress Dominique commented. “And here you are.”

I held out the box, but she just stared at it and I could feel the prickle of cold sweat on my forehead.

“Please,” I said and knew my voice sounded despairing. “I bought it for you.”

She made me wait a while longer before leaning forward to take the gift from me. I was sure the way her fingers brushed on mine was deliberate, but, for me, that touch was electric. A shiver trickled down my spine and I stared longingly at the woman of my fantasies as my obsession bit hard. She set the box down on her thighs to undo the red bow then lifted the lid.

“Well, well,” she let out in a condescending tone as she lifted out the lingerie. “Look at what a disgusting little pervert you are. Is this from your fantasies?”

“Yes,” I confessed and could feel the burn of heat on my cheeks.

“And I suppose you want me to stand up and strip naked in front of you to put these things on.”

The idea of her doing that made me gulp, but it wasn’t even close to what I’d imagined.

“No,” I replied. “I saw the shoes you wore the first time I set eyes on you and wanted you to have something to match them.”

She narrowed her eyes, as if she was thinking back to the day of our encounter and a half-smile played on her lips.

“A foot fetishist,” she mocked me. “You like my red sandals.”

“Yes,” I let out in a hoarse rasp.

She lifted the panties to look at the label and I saw the suspicious expression cross her face.

“Exactly my size,” she commented. “How did you manage that?”

“I…”

“Remember what I said,” she cut in harshly.

I knew she was talking about me not lying to her.

“Mr. Carter helped me,” I said.

“He wouldn’t know my measurements if they bit him on the ass,” Mistress Dominique spat out. “I told you…”

“His wife does,” I interrupted her.

“Ah…” she let out to show her understanding. “You went to see the lovely Colleen then.”

“You know her?”

“I know of her,” she replied. “There are no secrets between me and Mr. Carter, so I’m well aware of the agreement he has with his wife.”

“He asked me if it was lingerie I would buy as a gift for you,” I told her. “When I said it was, he gave me the details of his wife’s store.”

“And you’re just her type, if what he tells me is true.”

The flush of heat erupting on my cheeks was impossible to contain. Mistress Dominique seemed to know about Colleen’s penchant for younger men and it was obvious that Simon Carter really didn’t keep any secrets from his dominatrix.

“She helped me pick out a gift and she knew your measurements,” I said.

“I know she helps her husband with the pretty lingerie he brings me,” Mistress Dominique replied. “And what did you give Colleen for her help.”

The image flitted through my mind of me standing naked in the fitting room, with Colleen’s fingers stroking along my cock. I squirmed as the memory excited and embarrassed me, but I knew I couldn’t lie.

“I paid for the lingerie,” I said to try and deflect the question away from me.

“And…,” Mistress Dominique said in a stern tone.

It was obvious she wasn’t going to let the matter go. I stared at the ground as I contemplated answering and her foot came under my chin again. It forced my head up and she let out a derisive laugh as I grimaced.

“Mrs. Carter took me in a fitting room,” I told her.

Mistress Dominique’s head rocked back as she laughed louder, but the sound ended when she looked at me.

“And did your sordid liaison with an older, married woman make you feel good,” she demanded.

I wanted to drop my gaze away from her, but the touch of her foot remained under my chin. My cheeks flushed redder still as the memory of the night played on my mind.

“It made me feel…”

“… like the submissive, slut boy you are,” she interrupted and let out another mocking laugh. “Did her fingers feel good running along your stiff little prick.”

The way she spat the words out at me was a real buzz and I couldn’t stop the shudder as my fantasies came to life. Her foot slid to my mouth again and her big toe rubbed across my lips.

“You’re a filthy little pervert,” Mistress Dominique rebuked me. “What are you?”

“A filthy little pervert,” I parroted as her toe continued to slide across my lips.

“And what exactly did the lovely Colleen give you?” she queried.

Her toes slipped in my mouth and I waited until she pulled them out before answering.

“She jacked me off and…”

That I let myself be fingered seemed shameful and I hesitated too long.

“Out with it,” Mistress Dominique barked.

I was able to drop my gaze and did so as I spoke.

“She…, well, she fingered my asshole.”

The amused delight was there to hear in the contemptuous hilarity.

“So what are you doing here?” Mistress Dominique let out. “It sounds like you’ve found yourself a woman.”

“It’s not her I want,” I said hurriedly and looked up.

I saw her disparaging expression as our gazes met for a brief instant and looked away.

“I don’t come cheap,” she said.

It was more words to give me hope and the answer spilled from my lips immediately.

“I’ll give you whatever you want.”

“Oh, I know you will,” she let out. “I knew it the very second I first saw you watching me on the stairs. A subservient paypig like you will always give me what I want…, and do what I want.”

She reached to a pad of paper and pen on the table beside the sofa. A smile spread across her lips as she wrote something down and I suspected it was the amount of money I would need to hand over to be with her. She ripped the page from the pad then folded it up and I took it from her when she held it out.

“Put it in your pocket,” she instructed.

I did as she told me then looked at her. She said nothing as she got up and walked across to the door to leave the room. It left me sitting on the floor and I was unsure of what to do. The minutes ticked past and I wondered if I was supposed to leave, but was glad that I didn’t when Mistress Dominique returned. She sat down on the leather sofa again and I watched as she crossed her delectable, denim-clad legs.

“It was nice of Colleen to help you, don’t you think?” she said.

A frown creased my brow at the unexpected comment

“Yes,” I answered uncertainly.

“Seeing as she was good enough to provide you with some assistance in finding me a gift, I feel I should repay the compliment.”

I didn’t have a clue where the conversation was going and stared silently. My eyes opened wide when I saw what Mistress Dominique brought out of her pocket and a wicked smile crossed her face.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

I stared at the sex toy and nodded my head solemnly.

“Butt plug,” I replied.

“Very good,” she commented scornfully and made a point of sliding her finger over the round nodules set along the length of the pink, plastic toy.

I instinctively clenched my butt cheeks in the same way I did when Colleen teased her finger along the crease of my ass, but I suspected the outcome would be the same. Mistress Dominique held out the plug and I took it.

“You go and give that to your good friend, Mrs. Carter and tell her it’s a gift from me,” she went on. “The paper in your pocket has two things written on it. The first is the cost of an evening with me and the second is my phone number.”

“I’ll pay whatever you want,” I repeated. “What do I…”

“What I want is for you to be wearing that toy when you get here at eight tomorrow evening,” she cut in harshly. “You’re going to give it to Colleen when you visit her store tonight and she’s going to be the lucky girl that inserts it in a tight, puckered hole.”

The way her tongue rolled around the last few words was so, so beguiling although a comment started to come out of my mouth before I could stop myself.

“But…”

Mistress Dominique stopped me.

“No buts,” she snapped in a loud voice and waggled her finger from side to side before she went on. “You’ll do exactly what I tell you or the door won’t open when you get here tomorrow. Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss,” I answered.

“I’m sure Colleen will have her fun with you,” she went on and her gaze flicked disparagingly down to my crotch. “It looks like you’re ready for her.”

The shame burned on my cheeks that I was unable to control myself in her presence and there was no doubt she was enjoying my discomfort again when she went on.

“After Colleen puts the pretty toy in, you wear it until you get here tomorrow and I want her to call me to say she’s done it.”

“How am I supposed to get her to do that?” I let out in a voice that was almost whining.

“That’s your fucking problem,” she barked at me. “If she doesn’t call, don’t bother visiting me. And that also goes if you take your gift out before you get here at eight tomorrow.”

I hung my head and stared at the floor, but Mistress Dominique brought her foot up under my chin. It lifted my head up and I stared at the wide smile on her face as she slid her delectable, red-painted toes slowly to my mouth. The urge to flick out my tongue and rasp licks on her bare skin was almost overwhelming, but I resisted. My chest heaved as I breathed in the scent of her perfume and my cock strained against my pants as the hot blood of my lustful obsession made it throb.

“Just a little taster for a dirty pervert,” she mocked as she continued to caress her toes on my lips.

I shuddered when they slid down to my chest then lower until they were almost at my crotch. My pants bulged as I was caught up in the exhilaration of the moment, but it came to an end when she dropped her feet to the floor.

“Now, get out,” she commanded.

The disappointment was crushing as I stared at her, but all I could do was obey the order. I expected her to get to her feet and show me out, but she remained sitting. Reaching for a magazine, she picked it up and started to flick through the pages, with not a glance in my direction. She acted as if I wasn’t even there and I gazed at her pretty face for only an instant before getting up to walk to the front door of the apartment. I let myself out and leaned against the wall then lifted a hand to rub my eyes.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I contemplated what I was about to do.

I didn’t think Colleen would be unhappy about seeing me again. I didn’t even think she would complain about what I was going to give her. Getting her to phone Mistress Dominique was another thing altogether though. There was no holding in the sigh and I shifted uncomfortably as my erection continued to strain against my pants.

“Shit,” I muttered as I pushed myself away from the wall and headed for the stairs up to my apartment.

I did no more than get my coat when I was inside before heading for the door again. It was almost impossible to get rid of my erection as I walked in the direction of Colleen’s Cutes and the memory of my experience in the fitting room made it stiffen fully again when I was standing outside the store. A glance at my watch showed it was seven in the evening and I could see a few customers inside. There was no way I was going in while they were there, so I walked along to the end of the street to waste some time. It also meant I didn’t need to lurk around outside the store, which would have made me look like a pervert.

“You are a pervert,” I muttered. “A fucking submissive, infatuated obsessive.”

If I wanted to really bring my obsession to life, I would have to go through with the instructions given to me though. I contemplated that as I wandered around the streets before finally heading back to Colleen’s Cutes. It was now almost seven thirty, but I could still see a customer inside when I got there. I let out a quiet curse, but this time just watched and waited.

Getting in that store was all I could think about and I was on the move as soon as that last customer exited the place to leave. The tinkling of the bell above the door made Colleen look up from what she was doing and a smile spread across her face when she saw it was me. My legs were trembling as I headed to the serving counter and I still didn’t know what I was going to say, so I let her speak first.

“Well, look who it is,” Colleen joked when I was standing opposite her. “And what brings you here?”

“Umm, I…”

“Did it work?” she interrupted and raised her eyebrows.

“I take it you mean the gift,” I replied.

“What else would I be talking about,” she said and shook her head. “Did it get you what you wanted?”

“Not exactly,” I told her.

“She didn’t like it?” Colleen asked.

“I just gave it to her this evening,” I admitted. “And she never actually said whether she liked it or not.”

“This evening,” Colleen went on. “What took you so long?”

I cringed slightly at the question and screwed up my face.

“I was kind of nervous,” I said. “It took me a few days to build up the courage.”

Colleen let out a sympathetic laugh as she stared at me.

“What happened?” she asked.

“She opened the gift and called me a pervert for buying it,” I told her.

“That’s all you got from her,” Colleen exclaimed. “Mind you, if you’re anything like my husband, you probably liked her talking down to you.”

The flush of red erupted on my face and I knew it showed that what she was saying was true. I’d loved every second of being on my knees at the feet of Mistress Dominque and desperately wanted more.

“So, what are you doing here?” Colleen went on. “Do you want to buy her another gift?”

“Umm…, not exactly,” I answered and took a deep breath. “She wants me to return to her apartment at eight tomorrow evening.”

“Sounds like the lingerie did get you what you wanted.”

“Her invitation came with a few conditions,” I carried on and screwed up my face again.

“Like what?” Colleen asked.

“Well…, she said I had to give you a gift from her.”

“She knows you bought the lingerie from here?” Colleen exclaimed.

“I didn’t want to tell her that,” I let out in an apologetic voice. “She got the information out of me.”

“And how exactly did she do that?”

“She said she would know if I lied and that if I did, she would kick me out,” I answered and couldn’t stop myself as the words tumbled out. “I’m sorry I told her about you, but I turned up with lingerie that was exactly her size and she knew it wasn’t by chance. I said it was your husband I spoke to, but she knew he wouldn’t know her size and I…”

The words petered out as I stared at the woman on the opposite side of the counter from me.

“You told her that I helped you,” Colleen said to finish what I started.

I nodded my head, but said nothing. My heart thumped in my chest to send my pulse racing and I wasn’t sure if I would get what I wanted.

“What’s the gift?” Colleen asked.

I took another deep breath as I reached in my pocket to bring out the bright pink sex toy and held it up. Colleen spluttered out a laugh and lifted a hand to cover her mouth as she stared at the butt plug, but I could tell right away that she wanted to use it. That was only half of the conditions I needed to fulfill if I was going to get inside Mistress Dominique’s apartment for a second time.

“You’re my gift,” Colleen said as she took the toy from me.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I replied. “I have to…, well you have to put that in where the sun don’t shine and she told me I have to wear it until I get to her apartment tomorrow evening.”

Colleen’s laugh was louder now and she shook her head as she looked at me.

“You really get it up for this kinky shit, don’t you,” she joked.

“I…”

I really didn’t know how to respond to her comment and just stared as she ran her fingertips over the nodules on the plug. There were four in all from tip to base, with each slightly bigger than the one before. I unconsciously squirmed as I continued watching Colleen play and saw her extend her middle finger and hold it next to the butt plug. It was done to show me just how much thicker the toy was than her finger and I saw the smirk on her face.

“Hmm…, I think we might need some lube for the job,” she said and reached under the counter to get a small bottle of hand cream.

She was enjoying every second of the tease and the excitement showed on her face. I stayed where I was when she walked out from behind the counter and moved to the door. The sound of it locking trapped me inside and I followed when Colleen motioned her head towards the fitting rooms. I was about to be used by her again and my erection grew stronger. There was no hiding it when she shut the fitting room door and turned to look at me.

“Did you confess everything about your visit here?” she asked when she pressed her palm against the hard bulge in my pants.

“Yes,” I admitted. “She wanted to know what the payment for your help was.”

“And she decided a finger should move on to something else?”

The comment was the truth and I hesitated to say what was on my mind, but knew there was no choice.

“The butt plug was only condition number one.”

“Oh yeah,” Colleen said, but she was distracted by stroking her fingers along the hard outline of my erection.

“She wants to know that it was put in,” I went on.

“You have to show her when you go home?” Colleen asked when she lifted her gaze from my crotch.

“Umm…, no, not exactly,” I answered and took a deep breath. “She wants you to call her and say you did it.”

Colleen frowned as she stared at me.

“I don’t…”

“Please,” I interrupted her. “If you don’t do it, I can’t go to her apartment tomorrow and there’s no point in you carrying on with what you’re doing.”

Colleen glanced down at the way she was stroking her fingers along the solid bulge in my pants. There was no doubt she wanted to carry on, but there was a slight hesitation.

“I don’t have her number,” she said when she returned her gaze to mine.

I reached in my pocket to bring out the piece of paper and held it out. The frown returned to Colleen’s brow as she pulled her hand from my crotch and took the paper. Her eyes opened wide when she unfolded it.

“You’re going to pay her this?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied, even though I didn’t even know what was on the paper.

It was the first time I’d taken it out of my pocket since I put it there. The cost didn’t matter to me anyway. I knew that I would pay whatever it took to be with Mistress Dominique, but it all hinged on Colleen making the call. She lifted a hand to stroke fingers on her lips and I could see she was contemplating it.

“Please,” I repeated in a voice I knew sounded whining.

The chance to be with the woman I wanted didn’t rest in my hands and I was desperate for Colleen to play along. Whether she would or not was her decision though and her eyes narrowed as she looked at me.

“You really fucking want this, don’t you?” she let out.

I shrugged my shoulders and a sheepish expression crossed my face. An unnerving silence stretched out and I started to think she was going to say no, but it seemed the opportunity to have some fun with me was too much of a temptation for her to resist.

“OK,” she eventually agreed. “I’ll do it, but you owe me big time for this. Do you understand?”

“Yes…, yes,” I blurted out. “I promise I’ll do whatever you want.”

Her hand returned to the front of my pants and a smile spread across her face as she stroked her fingertips along my erect length.

“A boy sex toy to use,” she joked and let out a snickering laugh.

The excitement was there to hear in it and she wasted no time in loosening my pants to drag them down. My cock strained for release from my boxer shorts, but Colleen seemed content to grope me through the material as she ordered me to take off my top. Her eyes fixed on my chest as I undid the buttons then spread the sides of my shirt apart.

“Take it off,” she urged.

I did as I was told and her hand slid up my body. The touch of her fingertips gliding across my naked skin made a shudder ripple through me and I was unable to stop trembling as she raked her nails across my midriff to get her hand back to my crotch. She pulled the waistband from my body to peek inside my underwear and I saw her tongue slide around her lips. My gaze went to the sex toy sitting on the chair next to us and it was only when I heard the laugh that I realized she was looking at me.

“You liked mummy’s finger slipping in deep, didn’t you?” she quipped and let out a cheeky laugh.

“That’s longer and a lot broader than a finger,” I replied and motioned my head down to the toy.

“Are you worried your tight little hole can’t take it,” Colleen went and a smirk played on her lips.

I said nothing in reply as she tightened her grip on my boxer shorts to rip them down my legs. The waistband caught the slick head of my erection to pull it down, but it sprang free and stood rigidly to attention. The flood of hot blood pumped fiercely as my excitement mounted, but the exhilaration was tinged with anxiety when Colleen grabbed hold of the butt plug.

“Let’s get this nice and slippery for you,” she said. “That will help it slide in so much easier.”

I wasn’t sure there would be anything easy about it and the breath spilled heavily from my lips as I stared. She got the hand cream from her pocket and squeezed some on her palm. The bottle was given to me and my eyes opened wider as I watched her roll the toy between her hands then stroke her fingers along it. She was making a show of it for my benefit and I couldn’t pull my eyes from what she was doing. I lifted a hand to rub it across my mouth as I grimaced and Colleen caught sight of my expression.

“I’ll be gentle,” she joked and it was obvious how much she was enjoying herself.

There was no gentleness to the way she grabbed hold of my erection, but the feel of her greasy palm sliding along my length made my legs tremble. I reached out to grab the top rail of the chair to give myself some support and rocked my head back as the delicious thrill of the attention being lavished on me surged through my veins. My grip tightened on the chair as the pleasure mounted until my knuckles were white.

“Fuck,” I let out through gritted teeth as the pressure built in my balls.

It didn’t help when Colleen’s hand slid down to them and I groaned louder at her massaging touch before the tension eased when she pulled them down slightly.

“Have you emptied these since you were last here?” she asked as she squeezed them.

She leaned forward to kiss the tip of my stiff shaft then glanced up at me as her fast-flickering tongue teased the underside of the sensitive head. I was holding my breath as I watched, but let the air out slowly as the memory of jacking off a couple of nights before came to me. Mistress Dominique demanded that I told the truth although that didn’t mean I had to with Colleen. I decided to go ahead and be honest anyway although the slight flicker of embarrassment made me hesitate.

“Yes…,” I told her. “I…, umm, shot my load in the panties you gave me the other night.”

“Dirty, dirty boy,” she replied and her wicked laugh showed she liked the idea of what I’d done. “You have to show me that.”

“I didn’t bring your panties with me,” I told her.

“You didn’t have to,” she replied.

I gasped as her grip tightened around my balls for a second or two more before she let go. She grabbed hold of her skirt to hitch the hem up until it was around her waist.

“Use these ones,” she said. “Take them off me.”

The rush of burning lust made my cock grow stronger as I gazed at the pastel blue panties and it was only when Colleen urged me on that I dropped to my knees in front of her. My hands shook as I reached out and I made sure my fingertips trailed across her naked skin when I eased the material down. It got me a closer view of her pussy than before and my eyes remained locked on the pretty sight as I dragged the panties down her legs. She let go of her skirt as soon as she stepped out of her underwear and grabbed my arm to make me get up.

It seemed she was in a hurry to have her fun and a glance at the panties showed the wetness of her excitement. I furtively rubbed my fingers on the damp patch, but it didn’t go unnoticed.

“You can sniff them if you want,” she told me with a grin. “I like when younger men are kinky.”

I wasn’t about to refuse and lifted the wet material to my face then inhaled deeply. It got me the scent of her pussy and the trembling of my legs grew worse. I reached out to the chair again and Colleen laughed.

“Lean down on it and spread those cheeks,” she ordered as she dropped down on her knees to the right of me.

My pulse quickened when I did as I was told and leaned down to settle my chest against the top rail. I put the panties down on the seat and grabbed hold of my ass cheeks to spread them. The cool, slippery touch of pink plastic rimming around my anus made me clench my teeth together tightly and it muffled the groan I let out.

Colleen pulled the toy away then licked the fingers of her free hand and spread the lubrication on my puckered skin. I could hear her heavy breathing and closed my eyes as the plastic touched on me again. My ass muscles fluttered then tightened as the smooth, rounded tip of the toy broke the resistance to spread my tight hole. My cock throbbed as the penetration slipped inside me and I felt her grip closing around my thick length.

“You are so fucking hard,” she said as she squeezed tightly.

I squirmed as the first bead on the butt plug started to open me wider and the slight pain of the insertion gave way to the pleasure of my asshole clenching tightly around the toy. It made my cock jerk in Colleen’s hand and she started to stroke her fingers up and down. The increasing size of the beads made the pain and pleasure all the more intense and I groaned as the full length of the plug was inserted.

“Oh, you like that, you dirty little fucker,” Colleen said.

She groped my ass cheeks at the same time as stroking my cock to mount the pressure towards breaking point. I knew her trick now and shuddered when her fingers gripped tightly below the head of my cock to deny me the release.

“Get my panties and let go of the chair,” she ordered in a hoarse voice.

I grabbed her underwear then straightened up and knew what was going to happen. My legs were forced wider apart as her arm came through them from behind. She made sure to press on the T-bar end of the butt plug to make me groan and the sound got louder as her fingers wrapped around my balls to grope them. She immediately started to stroke touches along my erect length and the pleasure grew until it was almost unbearable.

The denial of a release continued as Colleen kept me on the boil and the delicious torment drove me crazy. I started to beg for an end to it, but I wasn’t the one in control. She seemed to know just how far to push me each time to get me to the brink then stop the climax in its tracks. Her fingers gripped tighter around my balls to grope them and my legs weakened as my knees almost buckled.

“Hold out the panties,” Colleen finally said.

It was a sign of things coming to an end and my body shook as her hand flew along my rigid length in a faster rhythm until I knew she wasn’t going to stop me again. Her face pressed on my hip as she positioned herself to get the best view and her slippery touch sped up and down my cock to get the finish she wanted.

My back arched and the tightening of my muscles made me all too aware of the thick butt plug stretching me wide. My asshole pulsed around the pink toy as the rush of ecstasy rose up to a peak until I knew I was about to explode. My mind went blank as hot lust for the kinky handjob overwhelmed me. I held the panties out for Colleen as she dragged her fingers right to the base of my cock and groped my balls. The fluttering spasms of my muscles intensified until the tension erupted and my hips shot forward as a gushing stream of thick white splashed down on the wet material.

“Fuck yeah,” Colleen let out as she watched her panties being dirtied.

She dragged her fingers up to the tip of my cock then stroked them firmly to the base again and her aim was perfect as another spurting string of cum streaked across her underwear. My groans were loud as she massaged my balls to help them unload everything onto her pretty, blue panties. Her hand slid slowly up to the head of my cock as my climax faded and it made the last of the sticky white dribble across her fingers. She lifted her hand to her mouth when she finally let go and I watched as she licked it clean.

Her arm slid out from between my legs and she grabbed hold of my erection to enjoy the dying throbs of fading power until it was soft. She then leaned down to kiss my cock before letting go and getting to her feet. The kiss on my lips was unexpected and she forced her tongue in my mouth to make me taste myself.

“Thanks, honey,” she said when she backed off. “You’re fast becoming my favorite and you can keep them.”

I glanced down at the cum-coated panties in my hand then balled them up to drop them on the chair.

“You’ll make the call, won’t you?” I said.

“Don’t worry,” she let out. “I said I would, didn’t I?”

She walked to the door of the fitting room to leave and I considered dragging the butt plug out. The thought that Mistress Dominique might check when I returned to the apartment building made me keep it in and I was quick to get dressed. The discomfort made me squirm as I walked and I heard the laugh when I stepped out the fitting room. I saw Colleen standing by the door and moved over to her.

“The things you boys do for a girl,” she joked as she unlocked the door. “I’ll see you again.”

I suspected she was right and didn’t think my second time in a fitting room with her would be my last.

“Bye,” I said as I walked out of the store.

The sound of her laughter followed me and there was no getting used to the penetration of the butt plug as I went home. I half-expected the door of Mistress Dominique’s apartment to open when I walked up the stairs of the building, but it remained firmly shut and I passed it without incident.

When I got inside my apartment, I decided to have a shower and again considered removing the butt plug. That would only mean having to insert it again and I decided to leave it where it was. I remembered Colleen’s comment about me liking it and red heat warmed my face as the slight shame lit up in me.

“Stupid prick,” I accused myself, but there was no pretending that I didn’t like what happened that evening.

I lay thinking about it when I went to bed and there was no stopping an erection springing to life. It was the following evening that my thoughts finally settled on and I wondered just what would happen when I stepped through the door of Mistress Dominique’s apartment for a second time.

***

Going to work the following morning wearing a butt plug seemed like the most ludicrous thing I’d ever done, but the fear that Mistress Dominque would be waiting for me when I left the building made me keep it in. Of course, there was no sign of her when I walked down the stairs and I cursed myself for being so weak. My obsession with her was starting to impinge on my normal life and I considered going back to my apartment to take out the toy.

“Fuck, it’s only one day,” I muttered as I stood at the entrance to the apartment building. “Is that so bad?”

It was, but I knew I wasn’t going to remove it and got moving to step out to the sidewalk. There was no forgetting about the sex toy as the morning progressed and I wondered what my work colleagues would say if they knew about it. Most would probably think I was fucking crazy. To be honest, I was starting to think I was crazy, but the only thing that mattered to me was getting inside Mistress Dominique’s apartment. It was the be all and end all of my life at that moment and I was going to do anything and everything to make it happen.

Constantly thinking about it made for a long, tedious morning though and I found myself urging the minutes and hours to pass by. When it got to twelve thirty, I decided to have some lunch and walked to the elevators. The one that arrived was crowded, but I managed to squeeze in for the ride down to the lobby.

I was the first to get out when the elevator arrived at the ground floor and I saw Mistress Dominique right away. Her shapely legs were crossed and the red sandals on her feet were the ones that caught my attention the very first time I saw her. I gulped down a nervous breath as I walked across to her and tried to control the flood of arousal as I snuck glances at the pretty heels.

“Hello,” she said in the most casual manner when I got to her.

“Umm…, hi,” I replied. “What are you doing here?”

“You’re taking me for lunch,” she replied and smiled.

I stared at her perfect face and the breath stuck in my throat. The effect she had on me was mesmerizing. The question came out of my mouth, without me even thinking about it.

“How did you know where to find me?”

“I have a coterie of willing, submissive men that are more than happy to do my bidding,” she replied. “All it takes is a phone call.”

“You got someone to follow me?” I asked.

“That’s for me to know,” she replied and got to her feet. “Come on.”

She moved off towards the building entrance and I followed in her wake. I wanted to catch up and ask where we were going, but guessed that it wouldn’t be appreciated. She was the one in control of the situation. There was no way I was going to risk making a mistake that took away the chance of being with her, so I dutifully walked along behind her.

There was no holding in the quiet curse when I finally saw where we were going, but I continued to follow as I was led through the entrance to the Wilbur Hotel. I hadn’t been in it before, but knew of its reputation as one of the most expensive places to stay in town. I suspected that meant the restaurant we walked in would charge a fortune.

“Table for two,” Mistress Dominique said.

I glanced around as the maître d’ led us across to a window table. The place wasn’t particularly busy, but it was still early and I guessed it would fill up as the afternoon wore on. That didn’t really concern me though when I sat down at the table and took the menu handed to me.

“Lovely place, don’t you think?” Mistress Dominique said and looked across the table.

“Yes,” I agreed, but my attention was really focused on the prices showing in the menu.

There was no doubt the experience of dining there would cost me a fortune. It seemed I was going to be paying a lot more to be with the woman opposite that the amount written on the piece of paper she gave me the evening before.

“I like it when a man spoils me,” she went on as she turned her attention to the menu. “Although I’m not sure I should call you a man. Maybe boy is a better way to describe you.”

Her quiet laugh was filled with mocking, but there was an excitement to being with her that I couldn’t describe. I looked for the cheapest thing I could find then watched as she considered what she wanted to eat and drink. Her gorgeous face was beautifully made up and it stoked my desire for her even more. My attention focused on her vivid red lips and it reminded me of the color of her shoes. There was no chance to sneak a glance at the sandals though, with the long tablecloth almost hanging down to the floor.

“Are you ready to order?” a waiter asked when he approached.

Mistress Dominique went first and I knew the bottle of wine and meal she ordered was probably amongst the more expensive items on the menu. It was worth it to be with her though and I told the waiter what I wanted then watched as he walked off. My heart was racing as I glanced across the table to see I was being watched. I wanted to ask if Colleen phoned the evening before, but decided it was best to let my dining partner lead the conversation. She said nothing at all as we waited for the wine to be served and the silence unnerved me.

The waiter returned a few minutes later to pour the wine. The urge to gulp down the full glass was strong, but I didn’t do it. Instead, I took a small sip and looked across the table again.

“And how was your date?” Mistress Dominique asked and a mischievous smile played on her lips when she saw the uneasy expression that crossed my face.

“It was fine,” I mumbled and picked up my wine to take another drink.

She did the same and looked at me over the rim of her glass. I could see the hint of amusement in her eyes and knew the comment was coming. It did when she put her wine down.

“My, my…, poor Colleen will be disappointed to hear that. Your date was only fine. I thought the sparks would fly. Did it feel good going in?”

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair as her comment made me all too aware of the toy. There was no stopping my cheeks reddening and my obvious display of shameful embarrassment made Mistress Dominique laugh.

“I see that it did,” she taunted me. “And how hard did your filthy little cock get?”

She made no effort to lower her voice and I glanced around nervously, but there was no one in earshot of us.

“I…”

“I bet a pitiful little pervert like you is getting it up just thinking about your married lover,” she cut in harshly and laughed again.

The surprise of her foot touching against my calf made my leg jerk up and my knee cracked on the underside of the table. I winced at the pain, but my heartbeat hammered as I was toyed with. The fact that it was the red sandals caressing my leg made me all the more excited.

“Slide down and put your crotch at the very edge of the seat.”

I glanced around again, but there was no one watching and the long tablecloth covered the action going on below it. Mistress Dominique’s expression hardened as she glared at me and I complied with her order. Slumping down in the chair, I shuffled my butt to the edge of the seat and shuddered as her foot slid higher on my leg. I was getting hard and bit on my bottom lip as her foot got right between my thighs. The sole of her pretty, red shoe jammed against my erection to make me want to squirm, but I remained as still as I could.

“Did your little puckered hole clamp tight around the butt plug when Colleen stroked your cock?” Mistress Dominique hissed.

I couldn’t believe what was happening, but the touch between my thighs was so good and I wanted to hump against it.

“Yes,” I answered.

She forced the sole of her sandal harder against me and I grimaced at the slight pain that intruded on the pleasure.

“So, you enjoy having your asshole taken like you’re a dirty, fuck whore,” she spat out.

It wasn’t the question that gripped my attention and I let out a quiet curse as I saw the waiter approaching with our food. Mistress Dominique turned her head to see what I was looking at and I expected her to pull her foot away. She didn’t, however, and it stayed jammed between my thighs. The waiter smiled as he put the food down.

“Thank you,” Mistress Dominique said in a sweet voice and smiled.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” the waiter asked.

He looked between us and I was forced to answer when my dining companion said nothing.

“No, that’s fine,” I told him and knew my voice sounded strained.

Mistress Dominique was the picture of composure, but her foot was at work below the table rubbing on my erection and she smirked when the waiter turned away.

“Is your asshole squeezing tight around the toy now?” she said when he was out of earshot.

“Fuck, yes,” I let out and couldn’t stop squirming.

The throbbing of my cock made my asshole pulse around the butt plug and the prickle of sweat erupted on my forehead as I was gripped by hot arousal.

“Eat your food,” Mistress Dominique said harshly and pulled her foot away.

The frustration swept over me, but I didn’t let it show and I hoped the touch was only the prelude to what I would get that evening. I sat up straight and lifted my knife and fork to start eating. There was silence for a few minutes before the woman opposite me resumed her questioning.

“Is it still inserted?”

“Yes,” I told her.

She laughed condescendingly and shook her head.

“I bet you haven’t taken it out since Colleen fucked it in your ass.”

The swell of humiliation at her words was strong, but her insults only made my excitement grow.

“No, I haven’t,” I admitted and finally couldn’t hold in the question that was preying on my mind. “Did Colleen call you?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she let out slowly, but said no more and lifted her glass to empty it.

I watched as she filled it with wine from the bottle and continued to drink. She then carried on eating and it was another question that came to the forefront of my mind as I watched. It was a few minutes before I found the nerve to ask.

“Can I come to your apartment tonight?”

“That depends,” Mistress Dominique said.

“Depends on…”

“Get up,” she ordered to interrupt me.

I looked down at my half-empty plate then up at her.

“Are we leaving?”

“Get up,” she repeated and stood.

All I could do was follow as she moved away from the table, but I didn’t try to catch up with her. She stopped to speak to the waiter, but the brief conversation was over before I got to them and Mistress Dominique was on the move again. I stayed close behind her and saw where we were going when we passed under the sign. We moved into a narrow hallway and she came to a halt at the door of the ladies restroom.

“Wait here,” she said, without even looking at me and I watched as she went inside.

I glanced over my shoulder towards the lobby area, but there was no one in sight. It didn’t stop the flare of nerves and I was conscious of just how it looked as I hung around the door of the ladies in a high-class hotel. It wasn’t something I wanted to be caught doing and I considered moving along to walk inside the gents. I didn’t get the chance to when the door opened and Mistress Dominique beckoned me inside.

“I can’t go in there,” I hissed in an anxious voice.

“Then don’t bother coming to my apartment tonight,” she replied.

I hung my head as I contemplated what she was telling me, but knew there was only one thing I could do. Lifting my gaze to hers, I stepped forward to walk inside. A glance around showed no one else, but there was no guarantee that would last. My wrist was grabbed to march me across to the toilet cubicles and I took in every last detail of my surroundings. My nose wrinkled at the strong scent of lemon and the sparkling cleanliness of bright, white tiles made me blink my eyes.

I was pushed in a cubicle and Mistress Dominique slammed the door shut when she followed. Even with two of us inside it, there was still plenty of room and it was easy for me to spin around and face her.

“Did I tell you to fucking look at me?” she snapped.

“Sorry, Miss,” I apologized and immediately faced away from her.

“Let’s see if you’ve been an honest boy,” Mistress Dominique went on.

I was aware of her stepping right up behind me and gasped as her hands came around my waist. It was impossible for me to suppress the rush of arousal and my cock swelled as my belt buckle was loosened. I closed my eyes tightly as the leather strap slowly slid through the loops to take it from me.

“Take down your pants.”

The barked order startled me and the initial thought that reared up in my mind was to protest. I stopped myself from doing it and felt my erection coming fully to life as I reached for the button and zipper at my waist. The kinky humiliation of being made to drop my pants in a public restroom only fueled my appetite for what was happening and my hands trembled as I pushed the material over my hips then let it slide down my legs.

“Lean forward and put your palms on the toilet seat.”

I let out a ragged breath as the exhilaration of being under the control of a confident, older dominatrix ripped through my shaking body. Her hands touched on the waistband of my underwear as I obeyed and bent over to press my palms on the gleaming, white plastic. I stood compliantly as my boxer shorts were dragged down to bare my ass and heard the quiet laugh.

“Look who likes having his ass fucked,” Mistress Dominique insulted me and stroked her fingers on the T-bar of the butt plug.

I grimaced as she pulled on the toy and my tight ring stretched open as the largest bead popped out.

“You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied and knew I was telling the truth.

I squirmed as the plug was fully inserted again and my knees weakened as the flush of pure bliss rippled through me. The hard crack of Mistress Dominique’s hand spanking on my exposed ass wasn’t exactly a surprise, but I still jolted up as I was engulfed in the sudden flare of hot, stinging pain. I gritted my teeth to hold in the sound and my muscles instinctively clenched. The agony gave way to the pleasure of my asshole squeezing around the toy inside me and I let out a harsh, gasping breath.

“Let me hear you asking for more.”

“Please, Miss,” I let out in a hoarse voice. “Spank me again.”

The words were barely out of my mouth before she smacked the palm of her hand on my reddened skin. The loud sound of the spank echoed around the cubicle and I sucked air in sharply as I tried to cope with the pain. The concern that someone would come in and hear us reared up in my mind for an instant before something else took precedence in my mind.

The touch of the belt on my ass made me screw up my face and I tightened my muscles. It was no defense against the blistering ache of the leather strap being lashed across my buttocks.

“Fuck,” I let out through gritted teeth as my senses were flooded with fresh agony and ecstasy.

It made my cock throb and I glanced down at just how solid it was. The belt whipped across my buttocks again and the juddering spasms of my muscles tightened my asshole around the butt plug.

“Feels good doesn’t it,” Mistress Dominique said as she flicked a finger against the T-bar end of the toy.

“Yes,” I whined as my legs turned to jelly.

I leaned forward to put more of my weight on my arms and let out a whimpering groan when she forced her hand through my legs to grab my balls.

“How about this?” she went on as she squeezed.

I let out a grunt as the swell of pain ripped through me.

“It hurts,” I managed to get out.

My words got me no sympathy and Mistress Dominique’s voice hardened when she continued speaking.

“You listen to me, you pathetic little cunt. You better be on your fucking knees when you arrive at my door tonight and holding out the money if you want inside.”

“Yes, Miss,” I gasped.

My hands slid to the edge of the toilet seat to grasp firmly on it as the pressure increased around my balls. My knuckles whitened and every muscle in my body strained.

“Don’t you fucking disappoint me,” Mistress Dominique went on.

I shuddered as she let go to pull her hand free and the lick of pain was intense when she flogged my naked ass with the belt again. My back arched as the burn of reddened skin glowed red hot for a few seconds before the agony slowly faded to a dull ache. I heard the belt being dropped on the floor and scrambled to pull my underwear and pants up as the door of the cubicle opened. I was sure there was no one else in the restroom, but that didn’t stop the burst of intense panic.

I listened to the click of Mistress Dominique’s heels on the tiled floor as I closed the zipper and button at my waist then reached down to pick up my belt. The restroom was quiet by the time the buckle was fastened and I moved to the door of the cubicle. My chest heaved as I pressed my ear against the wood, but all was silent. I was sure there was no one there, but couldn’t bring myself to walk out. The pulsing of my cock wouldn’t die down and the last thing I needed was to be caught in the ladies restroom of a luxury hotel sporting a massive erection.

“Fuck,” I hissed through clenched teeth.

Visions of police cars arriving at the hotel entrance flashed through my mind to make me scowl, but I knew I wouldn’t have changed a thing. I could feel the heat of the spanking and rubbed at my butt as I tried to work up the nerve to make a move. The fear of being caught made me hesitate and I was sure that someone would arrive while I was trying to leave. I couldn’t just stay where I was though.

“Bloody move,” I urged myself.

My hand shook when I pulled the cubicle door open and stepped out. I caught sight of myself in the long mirror over the sinks as I hurried across the restroom and it made me shake my head.

“What the fuck have you got yourself into,” I muttered under my breath.

I didn’t stop when I reached the door and yanked it open to move out to the hallway. A glance either way showed there was no one around and I let out a sigh of relief. Moving along to the gent’s restroom, I walked in and quickly went to a cubicle. I shut the door when I was inside and sat on the closed toilet. Lifting a hand to my face, I wiped it across my forehead and it came away soaked with sweat.

It wasn’t until my erection faded that I left the cubicle and moved to the sinks. I splashed water on my face then stared at my reflection. The thought of Mistress Dominique’s fingers gripping around my balls came to me and I needed to clear the image from my mind when the flicker of arousal began to burn again. I was a step closer to getting what I wanted from her and was glad that I hadn’t taken the butt plug out. It would stay where it was until I arrived at her apartment at eight that evening and who knows what would happen then.

I was sure I would get in her apartment, but there was still around seven hours to go before I arrived at her door. After drying my hands and face with some paper towels, I walked out the restroom and returned to the table. It was no surprise that Mistress Dominique wasn’t there and I picked up my glass when I sat down. I stared out of the window as I sipped at the wine and wasn’t even aware of the waiter stepping up to the table.

“Was everything to your liking?”

The sound of his voice startled me out of my thoughts and I swallowed the wine in my mouth and put the glass down. I saw him pointedly looking at the empty seat across from me and his gaze took in the half-finished food on the plates before coming to me.

“It was fine,” I said. “Can I have the check please?”

He nodded his head and I dropped my gaze to the table before he walked away. I wasn’t about to ask him if a missing dining companion and uneaten food was unusual for the place and simply put my credit card inside the folder with the check when it was set down on the table. It was only when I needed to sign off on the payment that I saw how much it cost me and I stopped myself from wincing as the waiter gazed down on me.

“Thanks,” I said when I handed the folder back.

I was on my feet and gone as soon as I had the receipt and I didn’t look back as I exited the hotel to head towards my office. The afternoon turned out to be an endurance test and I couldn’t focus on the work I was supposed to be doing as thoughts of Mistress Dominique continually intruded.

Five o’clock was the earliest I could leave and I was on my feet and walking to the elevators as soon as the clock on the wall showed that time. My thoughts were now fully on the evening ahead as I went home to my apartment and I was sporting a massive erection when I got in the shower. The urge to relieve the pressure was strong and I guessed it might be a way to make myself last longer when Mistress Dominique got to work on me later in the evening.

I closed my eyes as I gripped around my balls and it took me back to the restroom in the Wilbur Hotel. Mistress Dominique’s tight grip and mocking words flitted through my mind and I squeezed harder to get that mix of pleasure and pain. It wasn’t the same when it was my hand though and it made me pass on jacking off before I even really started. I quickly washed myself and got out of the shower before I changed my mind.

Getting my cock to calm down was a different matter altogether and it wasn’t until I forced myself to watch some TV that I managed to get my mind on something else. The minutes ticked by and I considered having something to eat when it got to six thirty. My stomach was churning though and all I could get down was a glass of fresh orange juice when I went in the kitchen.

I returned to watching the TV and when it got to seven thirty, walked to my bedroom to get my wallet and counted out the money I needed to pay. I then sat on the bed and put my head in my hands. My gaze continually flicked to the clock on the bedside table, but it seemed to take forever for one minute to tick on to the next.

That made it a long, tortuous wait, but I got to my feet and walked to the door of my apartment when I saw the hands of the clock showing five minutes before eight. My hands were shaking badly when I reached out to the handle and there was no quieting the incessant build-up of jangling nerves. That only got worse when I stepped out to the hallway and moved to the stairs.

The sight of Mistress Dominique’s door made me hesitate, but I forced myself on to walk down the rest of the stairs and make my way to her apartment. A glance around showed that I was all alone, so I did as instructed and dropped to my knees.

“Please don’t let anyone see me now,” I muttered as I reached out and knocked.

I held out the money as I waited and knew that the delay in opening the door was likely deliberate. It was done as a way of demonstrating who was in charge, but I knew that already. I was about to live out the biggest fantasy of my life and sucked in a deep breath when I heard movement from inside. The door opened and I found myself looking at the outfit Mistress Dominique wore the very first time I saw her. I remembered wondering what was under the long, toweling robe and knew that, on this occasion, I would find out.

“Right on time and exactly as I told you,” she said as she glared down at me. “You’re such a nice paypig.”

The last word was spat out with mocking contempt and a shiver trickled down my spine as I stared at the red sandals on her pretty feet. The money was grabbed from my hand and Mistress Dominique made a show of counting it before moving aside. It was an invitation to come inside and I started to get up, but was stopped in my tracks by harsh words.

“I didn’t fucking tell you to stand, did I?”

“Sorry,” I mumbled and dropped back to my knees.

“Well...,” she went on after a few seconds of inaction by me. “Are you going to come in or do you want me to slam this door in your face.”

I got on all fours to crawl past her like the submissive fool I was and felt the thrilling shame of her scornful laughter.

“That’s a good, good boy,” she let out and closed the door. “You know your spot.”

Passing her by got me the scent of perfume and I gave up trying to contain a hungry longing that was already starting to burn out of control. I continued along the hallway on my hands and knees then turned in to the lounge and moved to the exact place I’d sat on my previous visit.

It gave me the chance to glance at Mistress Dominique as she came inside the room and the flash of white stockings beneath the robe stirred my excitement towards fever pitch. It was a sign she was wearing the lingerie I bought her, with the robe slipping off her legs when she sat down and crossed them. I couldn’t stop staring until a red shoe touched under my chin to lift my head up.

“Enjoying the view,” she said harshly and forced my head higher.

“Sorry, Miss,” I apologized.

“Are you thinking about the red material covering my cunt,” she said.

The confirmation that she was wearing the lingerie made a shiver race down my spine, but I started to deny her accusation.

“No, I…,”

“Don’t fucking lie to me,” she barked. “I know your type so well. I bet that dirty little cock is raging in your pants already.”

The burst of humiliation came over me and I couldn’t bring myself to meet her gaze. Her foot dropped away and I stopped myself from staring at shapely, nylon-clad legs.

“I’ll tell you when you can look,” she said. “Take off your shirt.”

My hands trembled as I began to undo the buttons and I was all too aware of the intense gaze on me. I pulled the material out of my pants and shrugged the shirt from my shoulders then dropped it to the floor.

“A better body than most of my clients,” Mistress Dominique commented.

I was amazed at how happy the faint praise made me and my cock throbbed all the more in my pants. It was impossible to hide and I saw her gaze drop to it.

“Can’t fucking control yourself, can you?” she mocked and let out a disdainful laugh.

I shuddered as she stretched out her foot to rub the sole of her sandal along the hard outline showing through my pants. It was heaven and I closed my eyes as the rush of bliss surged through my veins. When the touch pulled away, I lifted my eyelids to the sight of Mistress Dominique with her legs parted. I knew it was a trap, but couldn’t stop myself and gazed at the flash of red material between her thighs.

“I fucking told you,” she hissed as she snapped her legs shut.

“I’m sorry, I…”

“Be quiet,” she barked. “If you can’t listen to orders then you have to suffer the consequences."

I hadn’t even noticed the black flogger sitting by the side of the sofa, but couldn’t take my eyes from it when Mistress Dominique leaned down to pick it up. A smirk played on her lips as she whipped it through the air and the swish of the leather straps was loud. I was breathing heavily as she did it again.

“Get in position,” she said.

I wasn’t sure exactly what she wanted me to do, but followed her strict instructions and ended up side-on to her, with my face pressed to the floor and my ass lifted up in the air. She then made me pull down my pants and underwear to bare my bottom. The flogger was draped across it and the tickling sensation of the leather straps made me groan as they trailed over my naked skin. I held my breath for what was to come and tried to prepare myself when I heard the swish of the flogger again.

The eruption of searing pain made me cry out as the straps lashed across my ass to stripe it red. Every muscle in my body clenched tightly as I was engulfed in the flood of agony, but the rush of blood to my erection made it throb as strongly as it ever had. The flogger straps cracked across my exposed ass again to double the pain and my back arched as the burning, pulsing ache seared through my veins. I could feel my asshole squeezing around the thick butt plug and the enjoyment of it embarrassed and excited me.

“Are you going to obey my instructions,” Mistress Dominique demanded.

I didn’t get the chance to answer right away as the flogger was wielded again, but I desperately promised her I would do as she said to avoid another spank. The breath rasped from me as I tried to cope with the stinging agony and I wanted to rub my ass. I didn’t dare though and remained in position, with my forehead touching the floor and my ass pushed high in the air.

“Get up on your knees.”

I moved immediately to comply with the command. Mistress Dominique was sitting with her legs spread again, but I kept my gaze fixed on the floor in front of me. She reached down to the side of the sofa and made me move forward when she straightened up.

“This will let you know your name,” she said and laughed.

She held the thick, leather collar in front of me and I read the words ‘Boy Whore’ written on it. I was made to remain still as she fitted it in place around my neck.

“Stand up,” she said when she finished.

My heart was pounding as I obeyed her order and the urge to cover my erection was strong, but I kept my hands by my side. I was told to get completely undressed and it left me naked and exposed in front of her.

“Well, look who likes being spanked,” she said when she leaned forward.

I tensed when she reached out with the flogger, but the gentle touch of the straps grazing across my cock made me shudder. The throb of hot blood grew even stronger and I was consumed with lust. Mistress Dominique glanced up at me as she continued to tease and torment me before I was ordered down to the floor again. I dropped to my knees and felt the pain as I settled my spanked butt on my heels. It made me wince and I heard the laugh.

“You seem to like the pain,” she said as she draped the flogger over her shoulder.

She got to her feet and the breath stuck in my throat as she circled around me a couple of times. I was aware of her stopping behind me on the third circuit and my eyes opened wide when she stepped in front of me again. The toweling robe was gone to leave her gorgeous figure covered only by the lingerie I bought. I wanted to stare, but she swished the flogger through the air and the threat was all too obvious. It made me keep my gaze on the floor.

“Have you been dreaming about my cunt?” she asked crudely as she placed a hand on her hip.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Your filthy little tongue plunging inside to lick out the sweet taste,” she went on.

I gasped out short, sharp breaths as the image of doing that flitted through my mind. The longing for it was almost overwhelming and I didn’t even know if she would let me. Just listening to her talking dirty was fueling my hunger for more and I squirmed as the rush of sinful yearning for the woman I worshiped swept through me.

“Are you thinking about me spreading my legs wide to let you get your head in between my thighs?”

“Yes,” I confessed and my voice grew louder as I went on. “Oh, yes.”

She laughed contemptuously at my show of eagerness, but the surge of exhilaration running through me was stronger still when she dropped on the sofa and spread her knees wide apart. I wanted to look, but resisted until she grabbed my hair to pull my head forward. It allowed me to breathe in the scent of her perfume as my face came within a few inches of the red panties.

There was no stopping me looking now and I was transfixed as Mistress Dominique brought her free hand between her legs. A stain of wetness darkened the red material as she stroked her pussy through it and I saw the cleft of her swollen lips appearing. It was the most excited I’d ever been and I was desperate to taste. The grip on my hair tightened to hold my head back and it made me wince.

“You want it so fucking badly, don’t you,” Mistress Dominique taunted as she continued to stroke her fingers on her panties.

“Yes,” I let out in a hoarse, breathless voice.

“Hmm…, maybe I’ll let you get closer,” she said.

My eyes opened wide as her fingers slid to the edge of her panties to tease the material aside. It got me a slight glimpse of slick skin, but she kept her pussy covered. The tease and deny was driving me crazy and I licked around my lips as I watched the performance. I groaned as my head was dragged back and I was made to straighten up.

“You’re not ready yet,” Mistress Dominique said and laughed.

She stood up and moved to sit down on the glass coffee table. All she needed to do was motion her head for me to drop down to the floor and squirm under the table. I stared up at the wet material through the glass and knew the teasing wasn’t at an end.

Mistress Dominique squirmed around on the smooth surface and I lifted my head, so my face was only inches from her pussy. She reached to the edge of her panties again and this time the tease went further. I was enthralled as she pulled the material aside to expose herself and couldn’t stop myself kissing the glass. She wriggled and rocked her hips more and I could see the wetness of her obvious excitement at controlling me smearing on the glass. I was even more desperate for the taste now and the way she moved around spread her pussy lips to give me glimpses of pink, glistening skin.

I didn’t even notice her pulling the flogger from over her shoulder and the surprise of it trailing across my hard cock made my head bang on the underside of the table. The delicious thrill of the touch swept through me, but the pleasure was overpowered by pain when she slashed the straps of the flogger across my upper thighs.

“Are you going to stay there,” she said and laughed.

I wanted to as she continued to hold the red panties to the side to let me stare at her pussy through the glass, but the flogger whipped across my thighs again. The surge of agony burned hot on my skin, but I forced myself to remain where I was. The spanking toy was wielded again and again until I couldn’t take it anymore and slid out from under the table.

I knew I was being pathetic, but I licked frantically at the wet glass when Mistress Dominique stood up and a burning lust exploded in me. She watched me with contemptuous disgust on her face as I went after her taste and eventually grabbed my hair to drag my head up.

“Back in place,” she ordered.

She sat down and picked something else up from the side of the sofa and I saw the lipstick in her hand when I got in front of her. I lifted an arm to wipe the back of my hand across my mouth as she beckoned me to lean in.

“I know you like the color of my lips,” she said. “So, let’s make you pretty. Show me a pout.”

I did as she asked and she grabbed hold of my chin with her free hand to hold my head steady as she applied the lipstick. It was the weirdest of sensations, but I was loving every moment of being dominated, humiliated and used by her. She slapped my face when she finished, but I ignored the pain and watched. Her hand slid down to her panties and she pulled them aside to flash her pussy at me again.

“You want to kiss that pretty lipstick on my skin, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied hurriedly.

“Well, let me get ready for you and we’ll see if you can.”

A frown creased my brow when she got to her feet and her hand spanked across my head before she turned to walk to the door. I was left alone and fantasizing about kissing her pussy and couldn’t stop myself grabbing my cock to stroke it. The sound of footsteps a few moments later made me stop and the fantasy drained from my mind when I saw her walk back in the room. The red panties and bra were gone to leave her in only the stockings and red heels…, well, almost only the stockings and heels.

My gaze latched onto her naked tits before sliding lower to the long, lifelike, strap-on dildo she was now wearing. I knew straight away it wasn’t her naked skin I would be kissing and that she really was going to make me her boy whore. The smile on her face was wide when she dropped on the sofa and she made a show of stroking her fingers along the long toy.

“Let’s see how good you are,” she said and leaned forward.

My hair was grabbed to drag my head between her spread thighs and I stared nervously at the thick head of the dildo.

“Kiss it,” she ordered.

I shuddered as I leaned in to press a kiss on the dildo. She looked down at the red lipstick mark and laughed.

“I think you can do much better than that.”

I winced as the grip on my hair tightened to pull me closer and I was forced to part my lips when she fed the toy into my mouth. The shame of what I was being made to do was compounded by her mocking laughter as she made me suck on the fake cock. I gagged as it was pushed to the back of my throat and my lips clamped down. It left a dark, red lipstick ring about halfway along the toy and Mistress Dominique brushed her fingers on the mark when she pulled my head away.

“You know where I’m going to fuck this,” she taunted. “It will be better for you if it’s nice and slippery with your spit, so make an effort.”

I gasped for breath as I was made to take the dildo in my mouth again. My hair was held tightly to keep me in place as Mistress Dominique began to buck her hips up. It drove the thick length down my throat to make me gag on it and the spit began to spill over my bottom lip.

“That’s more like it,” she snapped as she forced me to bob my head.

My lips slid along the toy to make me take more and more of it until the full length was being fucked in my mouth. It was difficult to believe that my erection was pulsing so hard with hot blood as I was made to give oral, but the hunger for the kinky game was infecting my brain and filling me with a lust like I’d never known. I gasped for air when I was pushed back and stared at the way Mistress Dominique stroked her fingers along the slippery dildo.

“Time to move,” she said.

I didn’t understand what she meant and could only watch as she picked more things up from the side of the sofa. The long chain was clipped to the collar around my neck and the blindfold placed around my eyes. Not being able to see heightened my senses and I heard her stand up.

A yank on the chain dragged me forward and I dropped to my knees to crawl after my mistress. There was no way of knowing what was about to happen, but that just made me all the more excited. I was getting my fantasy and so much more. Mistress Dominique led me out of the lounge and I enthusiastically crawled after her like a subservient puppy. A yank on the chain made me turn and I realized I was being taken into another room. I was led across it and blinked my eyes when the blindfold was yanked from my head.

“Get up.”

All I could see was the white plasterboard wall in front of me and my brow creased as I got to my feet.

“Do you know what it is?” she asked.

I looked down at the circular hole in the wall at waist height and nodded my head.

“It’s a glory hole,” I said.

“Then get your fucking cock through it,” Mistress Dominique said and spanked her hand on my ass.

“Fuck,” I let out under my breath as stinging agony flared, but did as I was told.

The blindfold was placed over my eyes again and I heard the whisper in my ear.

“Let’s see how much you like being blown.”

I was aware of her moving away and couldn’t believe that she was going to do it for me. It wasn’t what I expected and I groaned a few seconds later when fingers curled around my erect length to stroke it. My legs trembled as the rush of pleasure took hold and shivers rippled through me when I felt the kiss on the tip of my cock.

The experience of the glory hole was unbelievable and I shuddered as the kissing lips parted to slide down my stiff length. My knees started to buckle and I worked to hold myself up as a rough touch slid up and down my swollen cock. It made my head rock back and the thrill of the kinky blowjob tightened my balls up against my body. I clenched my buttocks to hold myself back and felt my asshole tighten around the butt plug fucked in it.

The rhythm grew faster as lips brushed along my stiff shaft and my breathing grew heavier as my exhilaration mounted. The touch on my cock was all I could think about until the shock of the voice in my ear made me cry out.

“Enjoying it?”

“Fucking hell,” I gasped.

“You didn’t think I’d lower myself to sucking your dirty little cock, did you,” Mistress Dominique said as she grabbed my ass cheeks to dig her nails in.

My hips shot forward to fuck deeper in soft, wet mouth.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said. “But didn’t I tell you I had a coterie of men that would do whatever I ordered them to.”

“Ah, fucking hell,” I groaned as the mouth continued to slide along my cock.

Mistress Dominique’s merciless laugh sounded in my ear and her painful grip on my ass grew tighter to stop me from backing off.

“Is this your fantasy,” she mocked.

I said nothing as the pain of her nails digging in my flesh eased. She slid her fingers to the T-bar end of the butt plug and tugged on it. The flush of intense bliss grew stronger as the largest bead stretched my asshole wide then popped out. I knew I should be disgusted at the idea of being sucked off by one of her clients, but the thrill of being dominated was still strong and I couldn’t deny I was enjoying it. The shame burned bright in me as Mistress Dominique continued to pull on the plug and I groaned as each of the beads popped out. The toy was dropped to the floor when it was removed from my asshole.

“Spread those pretty cheeks for me.”

I grabbed my buttocks right away to obey and my breath rasped out as her fingertips rimmed around my hole.

“First a finger then a butt plug,” Mistress Dominique went on. “You’re a dirty little ass whore, aren’t you?”

I gasped as the thick head of the dildo touched on my puckered skin.

“Please…,” I let out.

“It’s too late for please.”

I was jammed up against the wall as Mistress Dominique pushed her hips forward and the full length of my erection was held deep inside a compliant mouth. It made me grimace, but it was the way my asshole was being stretched that took my attention. I whimpered as hands gripped my hips tightly and nails dug in my flesh again as the head of the thick dildo slipped inside me.

Mistress Dominique’s harsh breaths sounded in my ear as she leaned forward to press her mouth against it. I heard her low laugh as she jammed her hips forward to make me take more and my grunt of pain turned to pleasure as lips started to slide along my hard cock again.

“You’ve been a bad boy,” Mistress Dominique whispered.

“I don’t understand,” I let out in a strained voice.

She released her grip on my hips and cracked a stinging spank on my buttocks. My ass muscles flexed to tighten around the thick penetration of the dildo and made me tremble. Mistress Dominique thrust her hips forward to make me take even more and I was in thrall to the domination.

“Taking pleasure and giving none,” she said. “That’s what I mean.”

“I’ll give you whatever…”

I moaned as she spanked her palm on my buttocks again.

“Who said I was talking about me,” Mistress Dominique hissed.

My breath spilled out in ragged gasps when she grabbed hold of my hips and began to buck against me. My cock was sucked as my asshole was fucked and it was driving me wild. I pressed my face on the wall as the sex grew rougher until the dildo was dragged out of my ass. The hair at the nape of my neck was grabbed to drag me back and my erection slid out of the mouth on the other side of the wall.

“Time to get your ass really fucked.”

“Wait…,” I said.

The prospect of one of her clients using me lit up in my mind and I wasn’t sure I could go through with it. I was dragged around the wall and my eyes opened wide when the blindfold was pulled from me.

“Colleen,” I let out in a confused voice.

“Hi honey,” she said with a smirk. “Did you like the attention I lavished on you?”

“But…”

She stepped forward to wrap her fingers around my erection.

“So fucking hard,” she let out.

“He likes getting his asshole fucked,” Mistress Dominique mocked.

“I don’t understand,” I said as I looked between them.

“We had a nice chat last night and Colleen was curious about what I was going to do with you,” Mistress Dominique went on. “I invited her along to get back some of the pleasure she gave you.”

It was Colleen that grabbed hold of the chain to yank on it and pull me across to a padded table.

“I thought your husband was the only man you had sex with,” I said.

“He is,” she replied. “But you’ve got a tongue, haven’t you?”

“You’ve been dreaming about wet cunt since you got here,” Mistress Dominique said. “Now you’re going to get some.”

I glanced down at the dildo strapped around her waist and knew it wasn’t her pussy I was going to be licking out that evening. The brief penetration of my asshole behind the plasterboard wall was only the start of her fucking me and I knew she was going to use me roughly. My excitement welled up as I was made to lie down on the padded table, with my butt perched on the edge of it and my legs hanging down.

“Hook your hands around the back of your knees,” Mistress Dominique ordered.

Colleen watched as I obeyed instantly and lifted my legs to grab hold. My asshole was totally exposed to a dominatrix and Mistress Dominique smiled as she stepped forward.

“Wet it,” Colleen said.

“Wet it yourself,” Mistress Dominique replied.

I watched in amazement as Colleen dropped to her knees before another woman to take a strap-on dildo in her mouth. She coated the head in copious amounts of her spit then backed off.

Mistress Dominique grabbed hold of the toy to spank it on my balls and I let out a cry as the flood of pain engulfed me. The head of the dildo pressed against my anus and I groaned as it was opened up again. She grabbed hold of my balls as she thrust her hips forward and I bucked up as the thick toy fucked into my asshole.

“You better not lose control until she does,” she said and motioned her head towards Colleen. “It’s time you gave back some of the pleasure.”

“Yes Miss,” I replied.

She smirked as she thrust forward again to make me take the full length of the toy and I squirmed as my asshole was filled to the brim. Colleen got up on the table to straddle my body and shuffled up to get over my head. I looked up her skirt to see she wasn’t wearing panties.

“The other way,” Mistress Dominique barked. “I want you facing me.”

Colleen did as she was told and I stared up at the naked pussy I was going to get. I remembered her exposing herself to me in the fitting room, but this was something more. The order to sit on my face was given by Mistress Dominique and I breathed in as it happened.

The taste of cunt filled my mouth as Colleen dropped down on me and rocked her hips. Mistress Dominique pulled back then fucked the dildo all the way in me again. I could feel her circling her hips to grind against me and it stretched my asshole so wide. My mouth was coated in slick wetness and I flicked out my tongue to force it inside cunt. What was happening was more than my wildest dreams and I reveled in the thrill of being used and dominated by two women.

The touch on my erection made me buck up, but I had no idea which of the women was stroking me. Colleen squirmed as I eagerly licked her out and I could hear her groans as she got closer to the moment she obviously wanted. My mouth got soaked as the wetness of her excitement came out and I could barely breathe as she forced her pussy down on me to take my tongue deeper.

“Give her what she wants,” Mistress Dominique barked.

I grabbed my legs tighter to hold them up as my dominatrix seized my hips. There could only be one reason she did it and I tensed as she started to pound my asshole with harder thrusts. I could hear Colleen’s groans getting louder as she watched the show of my tight hole taking a dildo. She rocked her hips to grind herself on my mouth and I worked my tongue frantically inside her. It was the dirtiest, kinkiest moment of my life and I couldn’t get enough of it.

“Stroke your clit,” Mistress Dominique ordered.

It seemed I wasn’t the only one under her spell and there was no doubt that Colleen complied. Her whimpering cries became high pitched as she stroked her erect bud and it was the tipping point for her. She forced herself onto my stiff tongue as the orgasm burst to life and my mouth was soaked in the flush of wetness. I could feel the spasms of her pussy walls as she lost control to climb the heights of her passion and the trembling of her thighs was uncontrollable as she was overwhelmed by the burning pleasure.

“Finish him off,” Mistress Dominique said.

I gasped for breath and found myself staring at Colleen’s pussy as she leaned forward to grab my cock. Mistress Dominique’s fingernails dug into my flesh as she held on and threw herself forward. Her slamming thrusts fucked the dildo deep in my ass over and over as fingers stroked roughly along my cock. There was no way I could resist it and I arched my back as the pressure mounted towards breaking point.

My body crashed down to the table as the tension broke and Mistress Dominique rammed her hips forward to drive ever last inch of the dildo in my ass. The bucking spasms gripped hold to make me convulse and a strong spurt of cum splashed up my body. I heard Colleen’s squeal as she was caught in the firing line of the sticky burst of white, but all I cared about was the hot ecstasy I was caught up in.

I could feel the dildo moving around as Mistress Dominique worked her hips. My asshole clamped around the thick length and it made the bursts of cum feel so much better. They remained strong as they erupted from my cock until my balls were completely drained.

“Fucking dirty bastard,” Colleen gasped.

There was no doubting the excitement in her words. She moved to the side of the table to drop down to the floor and I saw the streaks of white that coated her blouse. Mistress Dominique grabbed my balls and squeezed.

“Anything left,” she said in a mocking voice.

“No,” I answered.

“Look how much he likes having his ass fucked,” she went on and let out a scornful laugh as she stared down at me.

I glanced at the streaks of white coating my body and felt the surge of exciting humiliation. I’d let myself be used so easily and knew that I would do it all again at the drop of a hat. Mistress Dominique released the grip on my balls, but she wasn’t finished and fucked the dildo in me until my erection faded away.

“You are a whore,” she said. “You’re my paypig boy whore. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss,” I replied and shuddered as the dildo slowly slid out of my asshole.

“Roll over,” she said.

I knew what was coming, but still cried out as the hard spank landed on my buttocks. It was the perfect end to the best evening of my life and my legs trembled as I got up. The two women followed me to grope my butt as I walked through to the lounge. I put my clothes on when I got there and saw Colleen close her coat to hide the cum on her blouse. Mistress Dominique put on the long, toweling robe and followed us to the door of the apartment.

“I’ll see you again,” she said when she opened the door.

It slammed shut when Colleen and I walked out and we looked at each other.

“No one finds out about this,” she said and turned to walk away.

I knew she was as hooked as I was and that she would probably be there when I visited Mistress Dominique again. That couldn’t come quickly enough as far as I was concerned.

I was truly lost to the obsession now and it filled my mind as I walked up the stairs to my apartment.


His Body Was Hers

Pink Panties Feminisation

The first time was a mistake. It really was although Daniel wasn’t exactly complaining about it.

That evening the nineteen year old boy had come home after a long day at college with nothing more on his mind than making himself something to eat and flopping in front of the TV.

That changed the minute he saw them.

He’d walked in the apartment building and saw that Mr. Harper’s ground floor room appeared dark and empty. There was nothing unusual about that and he guessed the older man was out drinking. He would likely hear him returning in the early hours of the morning. The singing was always loud enough to wake the neighborhood.

Daniel’s apartment was the middle of the three in the building, with Mrs. Hernandez living on the top floor. That meant when he saw the pair of panties lying on the stairs, he knew there was only one person they could belong to.

Mrs. Hernandez was a friend of his mother and had actually helped in securing the small apartment he now occupied. She was petite, with a gorgeous figure, long dark hair, and a beautiful face. Daniel couldn’t deny that he’d had the odd fantasy about her. Not that he was particularly into older women or had a fetish about panties.

Well.., not until that night anyway.

He stopped in his tracks when he saw the tiny scrap of powder blue material. It was obvious to him straight away that it was a pair of panties and the quickening of his pulse was immediate as he realized they could only belong to his pretty older neighbor. There was a line for hanging washing in the back yard and he suspected she must have put out some of her clothes to dry in the morning then accidentally dropped the panties on the way up to her apartment after collecting them in the evening.

There really could be no other explanation for their presence and he looked around nervously as if he expected Mrs. Hernandez to turn up at any second looking for them. The apartment building was quiet though and Daniel felt a rush of hot blood in his groin as he stared at the panties.

“Fuck…, you can’t,” he chided himself quietly, but the temptation was already filling his mind.

He shifted uncomfortably as an erection started to swell in his pants. The thought came to him that the silky blue material he was staring at had been pressed against Mrs. Hernandez’s naked skin and all resistance to the idea of taking the panties melted away. He looked around again before quickly bending down, picking them up and jamming them in his pocket.

“Fucking crazy,” he muttered quietly.

He knew he wasn’t going to stop what he was doing though and hurried to get to his front door. He was slightly breathless when he got there and it wasn’t only the effort of rushing up the stairs that brought it on. His mind was filling with images of the blue panties pressed against Mrs. Hernandez’s body and in the few steps taken to get to his door, he’d already become fully erect.

Daniel fumbled for the key in his pocket as the desperation to get inside came over him. It took him a couple of attempts to get it in the lock and he was quick to open the door when he did. He saw his hand was shaking as he dragged the key free and slammed the door shut after stepping inside.

Quickly moving to his bedroom, he took the panties from his pocket and spread them out on the bed. The pretty white bow at the waist made them look all the sexier and he stroked his fingertips on the material. The silky feeling brought out his desire even more and he let out a long, slow breath. He wondered just how sexy Mrs. Hernandez would look in the panties and started to conjure up the image in his mind.

A thought came to him and again his initial resistance to the idea quickly melted away. He sat on the edge of the bed as he picked up the panties and brought them to his face. It was the smell of fabric softener that came to him though and the disappointment registered in his mind. He wanted the scent of his pretty neighbor, but even though he didn’t get it he kept the panties pressed on his face. The soft touch on his skin made him want more and he couldn’t stop himself.

“This really is fucking crazy,” he let out quietly.

Even as he said the words, he was reaching for his belt buckle to loosen it. He stood to pull his pants and underwear down and his erection sprang free. Daniel sat down again and hesitated as he considered whether he was going to go through with the idea in his mind. He finally couldn’t resist the temptation though and shuddered as he wrapped the panties around his cock.

He closed his eyes and rocked his head back as he started to stroke himself. The pure enjoyment of it was better than he’d imagined and his breathing quickly got ragged. He wasn’t exactly a stranger to masturbating, but this was something new and the sleek touch of the material as he worked it up and down was so much better than his bare hand.

Part of that was the sensation, but his mind was also filled with thoughts that the material wrapped around his stiff shaft must have recently been pressed up against Mrs. Hernandez’s pussy and butt. It was this that made him stroke faster and he rapidly pushed himself close to the edge of a release. He wanted things to last though and continually slowed the pace to back of from taking himself all the way.

It eventually became more difficult to hold off as the pressure in his balls built to boiling point, but he kept doing it for as long as he could. He knew the moment he’d pushed himself too far and there was no more backing off. The panic came over him of where to unload. His cock twitched and there was no stopping the inevitable. He didn’t want to lose his cum all over his bed and did the only thing he could think off.

Dropping to his knees on the floor, he held the panties at the tip of his cock and let out a groan as the eruption of cum streamed out. The convulsions in his body were strong as the thick white stained the powder blue material. By the time he’d emptied his balls, the panties were coated and his shudders died away as the thrill of the release subsided. It gave way to another bout of panic as he stared at what he’d done.

“Fucking smart move,” he berated himself.

The thought of cleaning the panties came to mind, but he quickly pushed it aside. In the time that it took him to wash and dry the panties, Mrs. Hernandez could have walked up and down the stairs any number of times. It would look suspicious if her panties suddenly appeared on the stairs after that. There was also the fear that even if he washed the panties his neighbor would somehow know they’d been used.

Getting rid of them seemed the only sensible solution as the worry of being caught remained in his mind. He decided to do it straight away. Pulling his underwear and pants back up, he went to the kitchen and threw the panties in the trash can. Wanting the evidence out of his home, he pulled the bag out and tied it up. He then put it inside another garbage bag, grabbed his coat and went to a nearby store. There was a dumpster on the way and he made sure there was no one watching as he threw the bag in.

When he returned home, he tried to put the incident out of his mind. Over the next couple of days he began to regret throwing the panties away though. It meant there could be no repeat of what he’d done unless…

The second time was no accident.

Daniel waited until a day that Mrs. Hernandez hung out some clothes then went to look when he heard her leaving the apartment building. He watched from his window and waited five minutes after she disappeared from sight. When he was certain she was gone, he made his way down to the back yard.

The act of deliberately stealing her panties was an even bigger thrill than just finding them on the stairs and his erection was solid before he took a pair from the line. He took the pegs as well in the hope that his pretty neighbor wouldn’t notice anything was missing. This time he kept his prize, so he could keep using it and he quickly found himself getting addicted to the incredible enjoyment.

It led him on to more and the next pair he took, he was careful not to stain as he used them to masturbate. He put them back on the washing line afterwards and the thought that Mrs. Hernandez would wear them again was a massive buzz. On the occasions he bumped into her after that, he always found himself wondering if the panties he’d used were pressed against her pussy as he was speaking to her.

Daniel’s panties fetish started to grow out of control though and he began to more regularly take pairs to use and put back. It was a Saturday morning when his luck finally ran out. He’d watched Mrs. Hernandez leave the apartment building and didn’t even bother to watch her disappear from view before he was on his way down to the back yard.

As usual he could barely contain his excitement as he looked at the panties on the line and picked a pale yellow pair. The panic was intense as he walked back inside to find his neighbor standing waiting. He quickly put his hand behind his back, but suspected he’d been caught as he looked at her face.

“Hi,” he said brightly as he tried to brazen it out in the hope that he was wrong and it was just a coincidence that she’d come back.

Daniel knew it was all over though as she held out her hand.

“I know you’ve got them,” she said as he remained frozen in place.

He hung his head and considered tucking the panties in the back of his jeans for a brief second, but suspected it would just delay the inevitable. As he kept his eyes lowered, he brought his hand from behind his back and reached out to drop the panties in his neighbor’s outstretched hand.

“Fucking pervert,’ she let out quietly.

Daniel could hear the anger in her words and grimaced. His anxiety at being caught intensified and sweat prickled on his skin. He waited for her to say more, but looked up as the silence stretched out.

“I’m sorr…” he started.

“Not as sorry as you’re going to be,” Mrs. Hernandez said to cut off his apology.

“What are you going to do?” Daniel asked.

“Get upstairs now,” she told him.

The panic really began to take hold as he turned and walked up towards his apartment. There was no doubt he was in trouble and he wondered what his neighbor was going to do. He stopped at his door and was about to turn, but a prod in the back made him move on. It looked like he was going all the way up to Mrs. Hernandez’s apartment and considering the circumstances there was nothing he could do but comply. He kept his gaze on the ground as she unlocked the door and another prod in his back made him walk inside. He was led to the kitchen.

“Sit,” she said in a loud voice as she pointed at the kitchen table.

Daniel did as he was told and waited for the anger to explode. Mrs. Hernandez’s voice was quiet and controlled as she spoke though.

“How long have you been doing it?” she asked.

“This is the first time I took a…”

“Don’t fucking lie to me,” she shouted in an angry voice.

Daniel winced and kept his gaze lowered, but said nothing.

“How long?” Mrs. Hernandez repeated.

“About a month or so,” he confessed. “I…”

“What do you think your mother would say,” she spat out to stop his words. “Or the police. I have every right to call them and tell them what a perverted neighbor I have.”

The fear showed in Daniel’s eyes as he looked up.

“You’re not really going to call the police are you?” he said in a quiet voice.

Mrs. Hernandez’s eyes narrowed as she scrutinized him.

“Why shouldn’t I?” she demanded.

Daniel didn’t have an answer. He knew what he’d been doing was wrong from the moment he found the blue panties on the stairs.

“Well,” Mrs. Hernandez said in a louder voice. “Have you got nothing to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry,” he said in a hushed tone.

“What?”

“I’m sorry,” he said and looked up again. “I promise it won’t happen again.”

“Oh I think it will,” Mrs. Hernandez went on. “A dirty pervert like you isn’t going to stop.”

“I will,” Daniel said and the desperation showed in his voice. “I promise.”

“Promises, promises,” the older woman said as she moved closer. “Get up.”

“What?” Daniel asked.

“Do you want me to call the police?” she asked.

“NO,” he exclaimed.

“Then you better do exactly what I fucking tell you, when I fucking tell you,” she hissed as she grabbed his chin and made him look up. “Now get up,” she repeated.

Confusion took hold in Daniel’s mind and he wasn’t sure exactly what was happening, but the threat of the police being called made him do what he was told. His wrist was grabbed to drag him out of the kitchen and along the hallway. The layout of the apartment was the same as his own and he knew the door they stopped at was a bedroom.

“What…, what’s going on,” he asked.

The only reply he got was a quiet laugh as the door was opened to pull him inside. When he was caught with the panties he’d expected to get in trouble and the threat of that still appeared to be hanging over his head. He was in no doubt there  was something more going on though as the door of the bedroom slammed shut.

“Lie down on the bed,” he was told.

The fear in his mind turned to a flicker of something more as he crossed the room and lay down.

“So…, you like my panties,” Mrs. Hernandez said as she moved to the side of the bed.

The hint of excitement came through in her voice. Daniel let out a slow breath and wondered if the fact he’d used her panties was actually a turn on for her.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Dirty boy,” she said as she got on the bed and straddled his thighs. “Does touching them get you hard?”

“Yes,” he repeated.

Mrs. Hernandez laughed softly as she held out the yellow panties she’d taken when she caught him. Daniel wanted to reach out for them, but held back.

“Take them,” she said.

He finally reached out and rubbed his fingers on the material as he took the panties. His erection began to come to life and he shuddered as Mrs. Hernandez’s hand settled on his thigh. It slowly crept higher until her fingertips brushed across the growing bulge. Daniel let out a gasp as a shudder ran through him. He brought the panties to his face, but it was only the scent of fabric softener he got again.

Mrs. Hernandez laughed as she spoke.

“You need dirty panties that haven’t been washed to get the scent.”

“Like the ones you are wearing?” he asked quietly.

His neighbor laughed again.

“Like the ones I am wearing,” she said as she stroked touches along the outline of his erection “Do you think they are getting wet?”

Daniel just stared at her as the hunger took hold in his mind. Every time he’d played with Mrs. Hernandez’s panties, he’d thought of them pressed against her pussy and stained with her slick wetness.

“Do you want to see?” she asked.

“Are you kidding me?” he shot back immediately.

She showed she wasn’t as she got to her feet and walked up the bed until she was straddling his head. Daniel found himself looking right up her skirt and he caught a flash of the pink panties she was wearing. His eyes opened wider as Mrs. Hernandez teased the hem of her skirt higher and he couldn’t resist the urge to touch. His fingertips stroked on naked thigh, but he winced as they were slapped away.

“Did I fucking tell you to touch,” she said angrily.

“No…, but I thought…” he started.

“You’re not here to think,” she cut in as she got down from the bed. “You’re here to do what I fucking tell you. Get up.”

Daniel wondered if he’d just blown his chances of being with his sexy neighbor, but the next command told him there was still an opportunity. He decided to just do what he was told and see what came his way.

“Take your t-shirt off,” Mrs. Hernandez said.

Daniel did it straight away and saw Mrs. Hernandez’s gaze roam over his naked torso. She said nothing though as she moved to the wall and released a rope attached to a hook. It lowered a wooden overhead clothes dryer until it was just above eye level. She then went to her wardrobe, opened the door and reached to the top shelf to grab something.

Daniel watched nervously and his eyes grew wide when he saw the handcuffs she was holding. The question sat on the tip of his tongue for a few seconds before he let it out.

“What’s going on?”

The grin flashed across Mrs. Hernandez’s face.

“Just making sure you keep your hands to yourself,” she replied.

Daniel backed away from her as she approached, but the threat of the police being called again made him comply as the handcuffs were secured around his wrists. The other ends were attached to a bar of the clothes dryer and when the overhead device was raised again, it left him with his arms stretched up above his head.

He nervously waited as Mrs. Hernandez circled around him and he looked at her when she finally stopped directly in front. His breath came out as her palm pressed on his erection through his pants.

“Still so hard,” his neighbor said. “I think you like being tied up.”

Daniel squirmed as her fingertips stroke along the outline of his cock. There was a humiliation to being taunted and teased, but the kinky experience was making him as stiff and erect as he could remember. He wondered just where things were going as the button and zipper of his jeans were released. The denim was dragged down his legs and he was made to step out of it.

“You like that?” Mrs. Hernandez said as she moved right up to him.

She licked her forefinger then traced it around a nipple. Daniel shuddered as the gentle touch traced lower until it was playing on the naked skin just above his boxer shorts.

“So let’s see what you’ve got,” Mrs. Hernandez said.

Her fingers slid under the waistband and Daniel held his breath as his underwear was dragged down. His erection sprang free, but Mrs. Hernandez ignored it at first as she dragged the boxer shorts down to his ankles and made him step out of them. It was only as she straightened up that she reached out and wrapped her fingers around stiff cock.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “You definitely have it bad for this, don’t you?”

Daniel winced as the grip tightened almost painfully around his erection. When it was released, Mrs. Hernandez circled around to stand directly behind him. The silence stretched out for a few seconds.

The crack of a hand across his buttocks brought out Daniel’s loud yell. He winced again and the breath rushed from him as the pain ripped through his body.

“Fucking hell,” he cursed.

“You didn’t think you were going to get off without being punished did you.” Mrs. Hernandez said and laughed. “Dirty perverts like you need to be taught a lesson they won’t forget.”

“I promise I won’t take another…”

The words turned to another loud cry as a palm lashed painfully across his butt cheeks again.

“Promises, promises,” Mrs. Hernandez taunted as she cracked her hand on naked buttocks again.

Daniel’s muscles tightened as he took the punishment. It was agony and ecstasy at the same time and his erection throbbed all the more as the stinging spanks landed on his butt. With his hands secured to the clothes dryer above his head, he was completely at the mercy of his neighbor. The kinky and humiliating experience was turning him on like he could not believe, but he wanted the spanking to end.

“Please,” he begged loudly. “I won’t take your panties again.”

He shuddered as the torture of his ass finally stopped. The sweat rolled down his forehead and his breathing was labored. Mrs. Hernandez moved in front of him again.

“Oh you can play with my panties,” she said. “But only when I let you.”

Daniel’s brow creased as he looked at her. He watched as she dragged the hem of her skirt higher and reached under. She took hold of the pink panties she was wearing and pulled them down her legs and off. Moving closer, she brought them up to his face and he caught her scent.

“Were you thinking about my wet cunt when you played with my panties?” she asked.

Daniel nodded his head as he closed his eyes. The touch of the wet material on his face was heaven, but it was quickly pulled away.

“Maybe they’ll look better on you than me,” Mrs. Hernandez taunted and laughed.

“Oh wait,” Daniel said as she bent down and held the panties for him to step into. “I don’t…”

“Don’t what?” the older woman snapped as she straightened up. “I’ll tell you what you are going to do. You’re going to do exactly what I fucking tell you. Understand.”

“Come on,” Daniel pleaded.

His fetish didn’t actually run to wearing women’s panties.

“OK,” Mrs. Hernandez said. “Then maybe we should just see what your mother has to say about your dirty perverted activities.”

“Come on…, please,” he pleaded again.

Mrs. Hernandez walked to the bedside table and picked up her phone. Her finger tapped on the screen as she moved back across the room and she showed it to Daniel when she got to him. His panic rose when he saw his mother’s number.

“Oh shit,” he exclaimed. “You’re not really going to tell her are you?”

“Just watch,” she spat back at him.

The color drained from Daniel’s face as she tapped the screen again and brought the phone to her ear.

“Oh hey Carol,” she said as the call was answered. “How are you?”

Daniel strained against the restraints holding him in place as he closed his eyes. The silence stretched out before Mrs. Hernandez spoke again.

“Things are fine with me,” she said. “I’m just on my way home to my apartment and thought about you, so decided to phone for a chat.”

Daniel’s trepidation receded slightly as the normal conversation went on, but he desperately hoped his neighbor would hang up the phone. She seemed in no hurry to do this though as she carried on the conversation. He could only hear what she was saying and at first there was no mention of him. His panic heightened again when he was though and he opened his eyes to see Mrs. Hernandez staring straight at him.

“And how is that handsome son of yours these days?” she asked.

She reached out and circled her fingers around his erection. Some of its power had drained, but her touch brought it fully erect again. She caressed it gently and stroked her fingers up and down. Her laugh came out as she listened to the words coming down the line and Daniel wished he could hear what his mother was saying.

“Oh I don’t see him that often,” Mrs. Hernandez went on as she brought her gaze up from what she was doing to look in Daniel’s eyes. “I expect he is busy with college life and girls. It’s terrible that he doesn’t visit his mother though. I hope he’s not turning into a bad boy.”

The words were said in a joking manner, but Daniel’s nerves were on edge. There was a long silence as his mother obviously talked. Mrs. Hernandez was still looking in his eyes and he saw the wicked expression that formed on her face.

“Would you believe it,” she said. “This is one of life’s weird coincidences. I’m just walking in the apartment building and who should I bump into but your son.”

The cold sweat broke out on Daniel’s forehead and he frantically shook his head. Mrs. Hernandez ignored him though.

“Hold on,” she said. “I’ll just put him on to you for a quick chat.”

Her grin grew wider as she pulled the phone from her ear and put it to his.

“Oh hey mum,” Daniel said.

“Who would have expected this,” she replied and laughed. “How are you?”

Laughing was the last thing on Daniel’s mind. He closed his eyes tightly as the grip around his erection tightened and stroked up and down faster. The urge to groan was almost overwhelming and he struggled desperately to keep some composure in his voice. He was sure it sounded strained though.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he replied although he was as far from fine as he could imagine. “I’m just on the way to meet a friend and running late, so can’t speak for long.”

“Sure,” his mother said. “How is college going?”

“OK,” he quickly answered. “I’m coping with most of the lectures and coursework fine these days.”

He clenched his mouth as the touch on his cock slid lower until fingers were gripped around his balls. Mrs. Hernandez leaned forward and flicked out her tongue to tease it around his nipple. It was absolute torture and he held his breath.

“Well try and visit some time soon,” his mother went on.

“I will,” he agreed. “I’ll just pass you back to Mrs. Hernandez.”

His neighbor moved her head back as she pulled the phone from his ear and brought it back to her own. Her grip tightened around balls and Daniel winced as he bit his bottom lip to hold the sound in. His neighbor listened to something his mother said and laughed.

“I’ll keep an eye on him…,” she joked, “…and make sure he stays out of trouble. I’ll speak to you soon.”

She listened for a second more before pulling the phone from her ear. Her grip released from Daniel’s balls and she tapped the screen to end the connection. His breath came rushing out.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

“Was that a bit too intense for you,” Mrs. Hernandez said and laughed. “Just think how bad that visit to see your mother will be if she knows you are a pervert panties thief.”

Daniel didn’t even want to think about that.

“So…,” Mrs. Hernandez said and stroked a fingertip up the full length of Daniel’s erection. “Are you going to be a good boy and put on your pink panties? Or should I say be a good girl.”

The embarrassment shot through him, but when Mrs. Hernandez dropped down and held the panties out to him, he could do little but step in to them. They were pulled up his legs until they were in place although were way too small for him. The barely covered his butt and the head of his cock remained exposed.

Mrs. Hernandez slipped a finger under the waistband and Daniel steeled himself for what was coming. The elastic snapped against his cock and the rush of pain made him groan.

“You like that,” his neighbor said as she slipped her finger under the waistband again.

“No,” Daniel shouted, but the sound turned to another groan as the elasticized waistband snapped painfully on his erection again.

“Oh sorry,” she said, but sounded anything but. “The pink does suit you though.”
She unbuttoned her blouse and Daniel stared at her exposed bra. He watched as Mrs. Hernandez turned around, let her blouse fall to the floor and unhooked her bra to take it off. She leant down to pick up her blouse and put it back on before turning around.

Daniel glanced at the sliver of naked skin between the unbuttoned sides of the blouse. It gave him a glimpse of breasts and his cock twitched and throbbed. Mrs. Hernandez moved behind him then wrapped the bra around his body and secured the hooks.

“So pretty,” she said with a grin when she moved back in front.

Daniel groaned and closed his eyes as she lifted her phone to take a picture, but there wasn’t anything he could do to stop what was going on. It was humiliating and exciting at the same time.

“Hmm…,” Mrs. Hernandez mused as she lowered the phone and looked at him. “Not pretty enough yet though.”

She moved across to the dressing table and picked up a few things then turned and walked back.

“Come on,” Daniel pleaded. “What the fuck do you want from me?”

His chin was grabbed tightly.

“I want fucking total control of my pretty little girl,” she taunted him.  “Now pucker up.”

Daniel tried to pull his head back as he saw the lipstick being wielded. His only thought was that the vivid pink was as girly as it got. He could taste it as the color was spread across his lips and let out a gasp as Mrs. Hernandez’s thumb stroked across his mouth to smear the lipstick. Her almost derisive laugh sounded out.

“Pretty and slutty,” she mocked. “It looks just like you’ve been sucking cock. Hmm…, now there’s an idea for you to think about.”

She released Daniel’s chin and slid the plastic headband on him to sweep his hair back from his forehead. She was about to move back then changed her mind and laughed as she wrote the word in large pink letters on his naked chest just above the pink bra he was wearing.

Daniel looked down and it took him a couple of seconds to work out it said slut. Mrs. Hernandez stepped back to take some more photos with her phone and laughed again as she showed them to him.

The shame burned on Daniel’s cheeks as he looked at the pictures, but it only served to make his cock throb all the more. He watched as Mrs. Hernandez pulled the phone away from his face, but lost sight of her as she walked behind him. He almost jumped as his buttocks were grabbed tightly. The pressure released and he was all too aware of the touch creeping under the material of the pink panties and stroking along the crease of his butt.

“Is this a virgin puckered hole?” Mrs. Hernandez asked as she pressed more firmly to force a finger between cheeks.

Daniel groaned as a touch stroked on his asshole. It was the first time in his life and his erection strained against the pink material.

“Well is it?” Mrs. Hernandez said in a louder voice.

“Fuck…, yes,” Daniel replied.

“Nice,” she said quietly. “We’ll have to rectify that, don’t you think.”

“No,” Daniel exclaimed, but he knew he was in no position to stop anything.

Mrs. Hernandez was completely in control and had him at her mercy. The threat of her revealing that he’d taken and used her panties meant he could do nothing but give her exactly what she wanted. This was turning him on though. There was no doubt about that. However humiliating it was to be dressed in pink panties and makeup, the touches on his body and the brief glimpses of his neighbor’s naked breasts was a kinky experience he didn’t want to end.

The touch against his asshole grew firmer still. He clenched his buttocks as he realized that Mrs. Hernandez wasn’t going to stop at just stroking, but it held her back for only a few seconds more.

“Oh yeah,” she let out as she worked past the resistance, so the tightness of asshole wrapped around her finger. “You like that sissy girl,” she taunted. “Do you like your little puckered hole being finger fucked?”

He shuddered as she slid a touch in and out in a slow rhythm. A hand came around his body to slip under the pink panties and grab hold of his erection. Mrs. Hernandez squeezed tightly then loosened her grip to caress a touch up and down. The sensations assaulting Daniel’s body were quickly driving him wild and he could feel the build up of pressure in his balls. His groans got louder until he was sure he was about to be taken all the way to a release.

Mrs. Hernandez seemed to realize it though and backed off. She pulled her hand away from his erection and slowly withdrew her finger from his asshole.

“Not yet sissy girl,” she said. “It’s time for you to be a real slut..., just for me.”

“What do you mean?” Daniel asked.

The only answer he got was a quiet laugh that filled him with dread. He watched as she walked over to the wardrobe and couldn’t tear his gaze from her. She reached to the zipper of her skirt to release it and wiggled her hips to make the material slide down her legs. When it reached her ankles she stepped out of her skirt and kicked it away.

Daniel let out a quiet curse as his eyes locked on a rounded naked ass and his erection strained against the material of the panties. Mrs. Hernandez reached inside the wardrobe, as if searching for something.

As her back was to him, Daniel couldn’t see what it was she pulled out. He frowned as he watched her obviously trying to adjust whatever she was holding and then stepping into it. She pulled the straps up her legs and secured them in place and it was only as she finally turned that he saw what she was wearing.

“Oh come on,” he whined.

Mrs. Hernandez caught his gaze as she wrapped her fingers around the strap-on dildo. A smile spread across her face, but she said nothing as she walked to the hook on the wall around which the rope holding the clothes horse up was secured. She loosened it and Daniel felt the relief of being able to lower his arms.

“Get down on your knees,” Mrs. Hernandez told him.

He looked across the room and saw her raise her eyebrows.

“I’ve got some nice pictures of you,” she said. “Do you think your mother would like to see how pretty her son is when he’s all made up? Not to mention how proud she will be to know her son is a panties thief.”

Daniel knew there was no choice and dropped to his knees. He was being forced into it although at the same time wanted to do it. There was no way of knowing exactly what was going to happen. He had a fairly good idea of what he was about to take though.

The rope was secured in place around the hook and it left him on his knees with his arms stretched up above his head again. Mrs. Hernandez moved in front of him and he was confronted by the dildo. It was at least six inches and formed in the shape of a curved, erect cock. His chin was grabbed and tilted up.

“Did you think it was me that would be on my knees when you came in my apartment,” Mrs. Hernandez asked.

“No,” Daniel replied. “I thought I was in trouble.”

The soft laugh of his neighbor sounded out again.

“You are in trouble honey,” she taunted him. “Now pucker up.”

The grip on Daniel’s chin tightened as Mrs. Hernandez wielded the pink lipstick again. His lips were smeared with the color and when his neighbor let go he pulled his head back. There was no getting away though. He watched as she wrapped her fingers around the dildo and stroked it.

“Time for you to make some pretty pink lipstick rings,” she taunted him. “How far down this nice big shaft do you think you can get.”

Daniel gasped for breath as the nerves shot through him. His hair was grabbed to hold him in place as the tip of the dildo was stroked on his mouth. He closed his eyes as the humiliation welled up in him again and it was made all the worse by the fact that he was getting more excited.

“Open up pretty girl,” Mrs. Hernandez mocked him.

She pressed her hips forward. Daniel tired to resist the pressure, but his lips were spread apart as the dildo slid in his mouth and there was nothing he could do but clamp his lips around it. Mrs. Hernandez pulled back and looked at the pink lipstick ring just below the head.

“Oh I think you can do better than that,” she said.

Daniel winced as the grip on his hair tightened. The dido was pushed back in his mouth and he shuddered as it slid deeper. He closed his lips around the hardness when around half was in his mouth, but his neighbor wanted more. She thrust her hips forward to make him gag as the tip of the sex toy slid down his throat.

“That’s more like it,” she hissed as she started to rock her hips with more urgency.

The spit spilled over Daniel’s bottom lip as the mouth fuck got rougher. The sound of Mrs. Hernandez’s grunts grew louder as she threw her hips forward to drive the dildo to the back of his throat time and again.

There was an embarrassment to being dominated and used by a petite woman, but the excitement was also there. Daniel lifted his gaze to the pretty face looking down at him and then to the tits he could now clearly see. The kinky thrill of the moment wasn’t lost on him and his breath rasped out as Mrs. Hernandez pulled back. She grabbed his chin again and made him look up as she stroked the tip of the dildo on his mouth.

“Do you like being a pretty slut for me?” she taunted him and grinned. “I think we need to get this dildo wetter don’t you. It will make it slide in your tight hole all the easier.”

Daniel gasped as he was made to open his mouth again. The dildo fucked in and out his mouth with forceful strokes as Mrs. Hernandez threw herself to a punishing rhythm.

“Spit on it,’ she ordered him when she pulled back.

Daniel did as he was told and watched as the dildo was stroked to spread the wet around. Mrs. Hernandez backed off. She moved to get the key for the handcuffs.

“You’re going to assume the position aren’t you,” she said as she released the cuffs. She pushed Daniel to all fours. “Head on the floor, hands behind your back.”

“Come on, no more,” he complained, but even as the words came out he knew he didn’t mean them.

A hand cracked on his ass and he let out a yelp as the sharp pain flared then dulled to an ache.

“Do it,” Mrs. Hernandez told him.

He let out a quiet curse when he dropped his head to the floor. His hands were cuffed again as soon as he put them behind his back and it left him bent over and completely at the mercy of the woman dominating him. He tensed as she knelt down behind him. The shudder rippled through his body as his ass cheeks were grabbed and spread. The touch of the dildo brought out his nerves and exhilaration in equal measure and he closed his eyes tightly.

Mrs. Hernandez grabbed the dildo and spanked the tip on Daniel’s tight hole. She finally let it settle in place and the buzz of anticipation grew in her mind. As she started to apply pressure the base of the strap-on dildo pressed against her clit and the heat blossomed between her thighs. The hunger took hold as she worked her hips in circles and felt the resistance easing.

“You like being a slutty girl,” she mocked Daniel as the tip of the dildo split his asshole open and slid inside.

The tension gripped his body as the penetration pushed deeper and the shame burned in him that he was taking enjoyment from being used. His breathing became ragged as Mrs. Hernandez thrust her hips forward and fucked every last inch of the dildo in his asshole. She leaned forward and wrapped a hand around his body to grab hold of his cock.

“Still rock hard,” she taunted him. “You must like being a sissy girl or is it having your ass fucked that is turning you on.”

Daniel didn’t reply. He wasn’t sure exactly what was turning him on, but his erection throbbed and twitched as the rush of blood took hold. Mrs. Hernandez circled her hips to grind herself on his naked ass and her hand slid up and down his cock. She suddenly gripped tightly as she began to rock her body back and forward.

Daniel groaned as the dildo slowly stroked in and out of his asshole. He winced as the grip on his erection grew stronger, but let out a sigh as it pulled away. The relief was short lived though as his neighbor grabbed hold of his hips and he knew what was about to happen. The dildo plunged deep as increasingly frantic thrusts crashed against him. It was making his ass muscles contract and pulse around the penetration and he couldn’t hold in the groans.

The base of the strap-on rubbed roughly on Mrs. Hernandez’s pussy and clit each time she slammed against Daniel’s naked ass. Her chest heaved as the effort of the onslaught took its toll, but she wasn’t about to slow down. She hit her sissy boy with rougher strokes to hear his groans and the pleasure grew until she started to lose control.

She dragged the dildo free and quickly loosened the straps to pull them down her legs. Pushing Daniel to his back, she straddled his waist and dropped down to grind her naked pussy on his cock. She could see the excitement in his eyes as she lifted up slightly and reached below her body to drag his erection free of the pink panties. Wrapping her fingers around it, she held it in place as she lowered herself again.

Her soft groan came out as the tip of cock touched on her slick entrance. It sent shivers through her body and she closed her eyes as she sat. The heat erupted between her thighs as she slid all the way down cock until she was taking every solid inch. It was what she needed to take herself all the way and she pressed her palms on Daniel’s chest as she began to ride his cock.

“Don’t you fucking cum in me sissy boy,” she warned him.

In seconds she was slamming herself down to take the deep penetration roughly in her pussy. It sent her passion climbing and the pure bliss of it took her closer and closer to a climax. She tensed for an instant on the very brink and when her orgasm finally erupted she let out a scream as she dropped down. Shudders wracked her petite frame as the ecstasy coursed through her veins to carry her up to a shattering high. The spasms of her pussy rippled around the hardness as the moment stretched out and she waited until the sensation finally died away before lifting herself up.

“So you like my panties do you?” she said as she gripped the waistband.

Daniel shifted around as the panties were dragged down his legs. Lying on his cuffed wrists was making his arms sore and he shifted around to try and ease the ache. He forgot about it altogether though as Mrs. Hernandez got to her knees beside him. She dropped the silky, pink material on his erection then grabbed hold.

“Is this what you do when you’re all alone in your apartment?” she asked as she began to stroke the panties along his erection.

Daniel flashed back to the times he had played with her panties. The rush of pleasure when using them had got him addicted, but it was nothing compared to what was happening now. The prickle of heat in his balls grew to more as Mrs. Hernandez worked the silky material on his erect length until her hand was stroking fast.

Daniel slowly arched up from the floor and clenched his buttocks as the pure bliss of the touch took him ever nearer to a release. He closed his eyes tightly as it gradually became too much for him and his muscles went taut. He froze for an instant as he was overwhelmed.

Mrs. Hernandez recognized the sign and dragged the pink material around the tip of his cock. Daniel convulsed as the first stream of thick white shot out and stained the panties.

“Oh yeah, are you enjoying that you dirty pervert,” she said with a laugh as Daniel bucked around.

More cum splashed the pink as his release climbed to a peak before he collapsed down to the floor and gasped for breath. Mrs. Hernandez touched her fingers on the white coating the panties and laughed again as she brought her hand to Daniel’s mouth. He tried to turn his head away, but there was nothing he could do as his own cum was wiped on his lips.

“I thought hot little sluts like you liked the taste,” she went on. She pulled the panties from Daniel’s erection and held them up. “Hmm…, not sure I want them now. I think you better keep them.”

She slipped the panties over his feet and worked them up his legs to make him wear them again. Grabbing his clothes, she helped him to his feet and pulled him out of the bedroom. When they got to the front door, she opened it and threw his clothes out. Daniel was pushed out after them and stood still as the key was used to unlock the cuffs.

“See you again soon sissy boy,” were his neighbor’s last words as she slammed the door shut.

Daniel felt the rush of nerves. The thought of being seen was uppermost in his mind and he quickly picked up his clothes and made his way down to his apartment. The relief washed over him as he managed to open the door and get inside. He leaned back against it once it was closed.

“Fucking hell,” he let out.

He glanced down at the cum-stained pink panties he was wearing as he tried to get his composure back. He remembered Mrs. Hernandez’s last words when she threw him out. Seeing her again was going to be embarrassing, but he wondered if it would mean getting used and dominated for a second time.

He wiped his hand on his mouth and saw the pink lipstick as he pulled it away. Humiliating as it was, he knew he wanted to be her sissy boy again and a shudder ran through him as he pushed himself away from the door and headed for the shower.


Sexy, Crazy, Exotic, Space Lady

Alien Domination Never Felt So Good

The painful, stinging slap made Jake suck in a sharp breath and he winced as he brought his hand up to his face.

“What the hell did…”

“Pervert,” Cassandra accused him.

“I am not a…,” Jake got out, but he was interrupted again before he finished.

“Yes you are,” his girlfriend yelled then carried on speaking as she stormed around the log cabin picking up her belongings. “You were only interested in getting me here for one thing. Couldn’t wait to get your hand up my skirt, could you? What kind of a girl do you think I am?”

“That’s not true,” Jake protested, but knew he wasn’t being entirely honest.

The planned camping trip had been about getting them alone together in a romantic setting and seeing what happened. That he just tried to force the issue wasn’t the smartest move of his life and he probably deserved the slap for trying to get his hand up Cassandra’s skirt as they kissed. He rubbed at his cheek and watched as she continued to pick up items and stuff them in her bag. It didn’t appear that she was going to be his girlfriend for much longer.

“Come on,” he pleaded. “I’m sorry.”

All his apology got him was a dirty look before Cassandra carried on with her packing and moved over to the door.

“Don’t try calling,” she snapped and walked out of the cabin.

“But how am I supposed to get home?” Jake said when he hurried after her.

“You should have thought about that before you treated me like I was your slut,” she threw at him over her shoulder as she carried on towards her car.

“Shit,” Jake hissed under his breath as he gave up following.

It seemed she wasn’t about to stop and he raised a hand to rub at his forehead as he watched her yank the door of the car open then throw her bag inside. She got in the driver seat and seconds later the sound of the engine being revved ended the quiet of the still evening air. There was no holding in the frustrated sigh as the car set off and he stood watching the tail lights until they disappeared from view into the darkness.

“Well this is just bloody great,” he said and threw up his hands.

There was no denying it was his own fault, however, and he shook his head as he turned around to walk inside. He tapped fingers on his mouth as he pondered what his options were. The walk to the reception building was a long way although it wasn’t something he needed to do.

He’d only booked the log cabin for one night. When he told the man at the desk they were planning to go on and do some camping in the surrounding woods afterwards, he was told to leave the key under the plant pot at the front of the door when he left. The maid that went around the cabins in the morning would then pick it up.

He moved across to the bed to sit down. His backpack was sitting against the far wall and he wondered whether to carry on with the plan now that he was on his own. Then again, going home didn’t seem like a good idea. His reputation would likely be in the trash can when he got there. If there was one thing he knew about Cassandra, it was that she liked to take and she probably wouldn’t keep quiet about the reason she got home early. He threw himself back to lie down on the bed and put his hands over his eyes.

“Good going Jake,” he berated himself.

The reality of the situation he now found himself in didn’t match his fantasy in the lead up to the trip. He considered calling Cassandra to see if she would return then remembered her harsh words as she walked out of the door.

“Bad idea,” he let out under his breath.

He could still feel the pain of the slap on his face and rubbed at his cheek again. Sitting up, he looked around the room and suddenly didn’t want to stay there for the night. It would only keep the memory of Cassandra’s departure fresh in his mind and he just wanted to forget about it. He got to his feet and went to collect his belongings. When they were all stored in his backpack, he went to put his boots and jacket on. He looked around the place and shook his head.

“So much for a night of X-rated fun,” he said then moved to the door.

A glance at his watch showed that it was now almost eight o’clock. It probably wasn’t the most sensible idea to go traipsing around the woods in the darkness, but it wasn’t his first visit to the area and he knew the tracks well enough to be ninety percent certain that he wouldn’t get lost. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t trip over a tree root, but he suspected he would be fine if he was careful and used his torch. He checked that it was in his jacket pocket then left the cabin.

Turning his collar up against the slight chill of the evening air, he set off at a brisk pace towards the tree line. He slowed his pace and brought out the torch to light the way once he got into the woods to make his way towards a camping spot he knew. The sound of nocturnal animals caught his attention occasionally, but it was the disturbance of him passing that caused them to send out distress calls and for the most part he ignored them.

When the trail he was on began to widen, he knew he was getting close to his destination and picked up the pace. He walked into a small clearing ten minutes later and felt the relief of his trek being over. A glance around showed that the place was empty and that suited him fine. He didn’t mind some solitude when he was camping although hadn’t expected it on this particular trip. Thoughts of Cassandra came to him, but he shook them away. Maybe an apology would smooth things over when he went home. His snorting laugh came out unbidden and he shook his head at a stupid idea.

“And maybe pigs might fly,” he said.

He dropped his backpack to the ground and sat down to rest for a few minutes. It was now almost silent around him, with the only sound coming from a nearby stream. He got up to walk across to it and knelt down to drop his hands in the water. It was cool and he splashed some on his face to wash away the sweat of the hike.

“Tent,” he said when he got to his feet.

He moved to his backpack and loosened the nylon bag in which the tent was stored. His experience of putting it up numerous times before stood him in good stead and it was erected in less than fifteen minutes. He got the torch to move into the surrounding trees and collected some kindling and larger branches. When he returned to the campsite, he got a fire burning in an existing pit surrounded by stones then searched through his backpack for the bottles of beer stored at the bottom.

They were warm, so he went across to the stream to secure them in place in the water before completing his preparations. He got his sleeping bag to put it in the tent then found what else he needed. He finally closed the backpack to store it in the tent and checked the ropes were secure.

“Now to relax,” he said when he finished.

The first beer was still slightly warm when he got it from the stream, but it went down easily and was followed by more. He was happily tipsy by the time every bottle was empty and all thoughts of the events earlier in the evening were gone from his mind. Bright flames flickered in the darkness as the fire burned down and he remained where he was to watch it. The tiredness of a long day eventually caught up with him and he got up to throw earth over the embers to douse them. It plunged him into darkness and he waited a few seconds for his eyes to adjust. He then made his way over to his tent and started to unzip the entrance when the brittle snap of a breaking twig startled him.

“Fuck,” he cursed as his heartbeat quickened.

He stopped what he was doing and held his breath to listen, but all around him seemed still and silent again. Straightening up, he turned to look around. It wasn’t his style to believe in ghost stories or tales of serial killers in the woods, but raw nerves welled up for some reason he couldn’t explain. It made a cold shiver trickle down his spine and he tried to shrug off the sense of foreboding. A frown creased his brow as he stared in the direction he was sure the noise came from and suddenly he focused on two pinpricks of light.

“What the fuck,” he cursed under his breath.

He took a few steps forward to get a better look and could make out the green color of the lights. A growing anxiety swelled in his chest as he watched them come closer and an outline began to form in the darkness.

“Umm…, hello,” he let out in a hesitant voice.

His pulse raced faster as he watched the outline take shape in the gloom and he let out a rush of breath when he recognized what it was. The green was a pair of eyes, but their striking brightness unnerved him because it wasn’t natural.

“Hello,” he repeated warily.

“Hello yourself,” a feminine voice said in reply.

The lines deepened on Jake’s forehead as a woman came closer and his eyes opened wide when he got a better look at her.

“Fucking hell,” he let out without thinking.

The woman lifted a hand and waggled her forefinger from side to side.

“Is that any way to greet a guest,” she said.

“Umm…, are you lost?” Jake asked.

“No,” she replied. “I’m exactly where I want to be.”

Jake was unsure of how to reply as he took in her appearance. It was something he hadn’t expected to see at a remote camping site in the dead of night and he almost asked her again if she was lost. It seemed the most logical explanation to him. Her pretty face was framed by jet black hair that was styled in a ponytail and streaked with green, but the surprise was more in what she was wearing. It certainly wasn’t hiking gear.

A tight, black bra top struggled to contain impressively curvaceous breasts and was covered by an off-the-shoulder fishnet top with long sleeves. It left her midriff bare and the only other piece of clothing protecting her modesty was a skimpy pair of black, thong panties. The green, thigh-high, heeled boots she wore were decorated with laces and the outfit left a lot of naked skin on show. Jake was unable to stop the slight prickle of arousal taking hold as he stared at her and it made him shift uncomfortably as hot blood pumped through his veins.

“Are you from around here?” he asked.

It got a laughing response from the woman and her eyes seemed to burn brightly in the darkness between them. He peered at her pretty face when she moved closer.

“Are you wearing green lipstick?”

“What’s lipstick?” the woman asked.

It was Jake’s turn to laugh.

“Yeah, good one,” he let out.

A smile played on the woman’s lips.

“And why is it a good one?” she asked and lifted a hand to brush her fingertips almost seductively around her mouth.

“Like you don’t know what lipstick is,” Jake said.

“Was Cassandra wearing lipstick?” the woman went on immediately. “Is that why you wanted to kiss her?”

Jake was suddenly on edge at the unexpected mention of his girlfriend’s name.

“Did she send you here?” he asked in a suspicious voice as a puzzled expression crossed his face. “Is that what this is all about?”

“No,” the woman said and shook her head.

Jake’s confusion grew.

“Then how the hell do you know about her?” he asked.

“Were you hoping to fuck your big, hard dick in her tight, wet pussy at the log cabin?”

The dirty words were spat out with relish and the woman laughed when she finished speaking.

“Wait…, what?” he let out. “Who the hell are you?”

The woman’s green eyes seemed to burn brighter still as she let out another laugh.

“That’s why you brought her up here, isn’t it,” she went on. “You were hoping she’d spread her legs wide and let you fuck her.”

“This isn’t bloody funny,” Jake complained. “I know I shouldn’t have tried to put my hand up her skirt, but…”

“No, you shouldn’t have,” the woman said. “But boys will be perverts.”

The accusation reminded him of what Cassandra said right after the incident and he was sure that his girlfriend sent the woman.

“You should leave,” he said and turned away.

The sound of the plastic cane swishing through the air came to him and he jumped when it cracked across his buttocks.

“What the fuck,” he yelled as he shot forward.

He turned and saw the wicked smile on the woman’s face. The cane had been held against her leg and he never even noticed it in the darkness. She was holding it up now and he grimaced as he tried to cope with the burning pain.

“What did you…,” he started, but didn’t get the chance to finish.

“Did you like that?”

“No,” he complained.

“Then why’s your cock getting so hard.”

“It’s not,” Jake lied, but he was unable to stop the hot blood pumping.

He willed his erection to fade, but could feel it straining against his underwear as it throbbed. The kinky situation of a scantly clad, sexy woman whipping his ass wasn’t lost on him and it was the stuff of fantasies.

“Don’t lie to me pup,” the woman said. “I can smell it when lust takes a man.”

“You can what?” Jake said and let out a loud guffaw as the craziness of the situation came to him.

“We’re taught to when we come of age,” the woman went on.

Jake lifted a hand to rub it across his eyes and wondered if he was going to wake up at any second and find that he was dreaming. He suspected he’d drank too much beer, but the touch of the plastic cane stroking across the front of his jeans was real and he lowered his hand to knock it away.

“What in sweet hell are you talking about?” he said then shook his head to try and clear it.

“Men might think they are the dominant species on this planet,” the woman went on. “But not where I come from.”

Jake rolled his eyes and let out a snort of disbelief.

“Is this some sort of cosplay game?” he asked and lifted a hand to point up towards the dark sky. “You’re a mysterious being from another world far, far away.”

“I could show you my real form if you want,” the woman said. “I’m not sure your cock would get so hard for it though.”

Jake couldn’t hold in the laugh.

“Yeah, OK,” he challenged. “Go on and show me then.”

A smile flashed across the woman’s face, but her mouth seemed to morph wider and her skin flickered and shimmered. Jake frowned as he watched then wondered if he was drunkenly hallucinating in the darkness and closed his eyes. When he looked again, he saw her tongue flick out of her mouth much further than was natural and it freaked him out.

“What the hell,” he gasped as he stepped back, without realizing that the fire pit he used was right behind him.

His heel hit a stone and it sent him tumbling to the ground. He landed on the earth he dumped over the embers and the heat of it had him scrambling to get to his feet. He panicked as the woman came closer, but she looked like she did when he first saw her.

“I warned that you wouldn’t like it,” she said.

“What are you?” Jake let out as he continued to move away from her.

“I’m Kita,” she said.

“I didn’t ask who,” Jake let out and the tree he bumped against stopped him moving any further. “I asked what you are.”

She moved right up in front of him and he held his breath as the tip of the plastic cane settled under his chin. He was aware of the touch of her palm pressing against the front of his jeans and there was no way he could lie that he wasn’t erect now.

“I’m your date now Cassandra has dumped you,” Kita said and smirked. “But you won’t be fucking me either. It’s time for you to learn your place.”

“Yeah right,” Jake said and put his hands on her shoulders to push her away. “Ah, come on,” he groaned when he couldn’t do it.

Her unnatural strength was another sign that he was dealing with something not of this world. Her gaze caught his and the closeness of her bright green eyes mesmerized him. The breath caught in his throat as she leaned forward and a heavy drowsiness seeped into his bones when green lips touched on his.

“Not lipstick,” he mumbled and heard the tinkle of her laugh.

The plastic cane moved from under his chin to point upwards and his tired gaze lazily slid along it until he was staring up into the deep darkness above. His breathing slowed when he saw the chink of light appearing and he watched in amazement as it grew wider to reveal the opening in a silent, camouflaged craft hovering above the treetops. He realized it wasn’t sky he was staring up at and closed his eyes to block out the sight. Another touch of green lips made his mouth completely numb and the sensation spread through his body. He tried to resist, but knew he was fighting a losing battle.

“Should have gone after Cassandra,” he muttered and half opened his eyes to look at the woman standing in front of him.

“It’s too late for that, pup.”

Kita’s quiet words were the last thing Jake heard before the surrounding blackness filled his mind to render him unconscious.

***

“I like these pretty curves.”

Kita’s appreciative words filtered through the cloud of fuzziness in Jake’s head and he tried to look towards the sound of her voice. It felt like his eyelids were glued down though and it took him a few seconds of effort to lift them. He instantly wished he hadn’t. The burst of bright, intense light around him hurt his eyes and there was one thing for sure…, he wasn’t in the woods anymore. He tried to let out a slow breath, but it came out as more of a wheezing groan.

“Are you awake, pup?”

“Where am I?” Jake groaned.

“You’re in my world now,” Kita said. “Or, should I say, the piece of my world that I travel in.”

“This is crazy,” Jake let out.

Kita’s tinkling laugh surrounded him as she leaned in close.

“They do say that about me,” she joked. “The sexy, crazy, exotic space lady.”

“This isn’t real,” he went on. “I’m having…”

The snap of the plastic cane cracking across his naked buttocks ended his words and he let out a cry.

“Did that feel real?” Kita asked.

“Yes…, fucking yes,” Jake yelled and clenched his butt cheeks to fight against the flare of pain ripping through his body.

“I think that gives you an answer then.”

“Come on,” he shouted. “You expect me to believe you’re from another planet.”

“I could show you my real…”

“No,” Jake shouted to interrupt a sentence he didn’t want to hear. “I like you the way you are.”

“Oh, that’s so nice of you to say,” Kita let out in a mocking tone and laughed. “I did notice how much you liked me on the ground. There’s no hiding a hard cock from me. It’s partly why I picked you.”

“You can’t keep me here,” Jake protested.

He gingerly opened his eyes to let them get used to the brightness of the light before looking around. The room he was in featured three stark, white walls, with the fourth covered in what looked like computer screens. He was lying face down on a high, metal table and only realized he was secured in place when he tried to move his hands and feet. The straps around his wrists held them wide apart above his head and his ankles were spread as well to leave him splayed out.

“What makes you think I can’t keep you here,” Kita said. “The pretty girlfriend you expected to fuck has gone home to tell everyone what a bad, bad boy you are and I’m guessing that nobody is expecting you to return for a couple of days. I can play with you all I want.”

“What do you mean play?” Jake asked warily.

He strained his wrists and ankles against the straps holding him down, but they were solid and he knew there was no escape until Kita released him. Having heard what she just said, his suspicions were she wouldn’t be letting him go anytime soon. That was if she released him at all and he wasn’t sure he wanted an answer to his question, but he got it anyway.

“You came on this trip looking for sex,” Kita said. “Well, you’ve found it although I’m not sure it’s quite what you wanted. Then again…”

Jake instinctively clenched his buttocks when the tip of the plastic cane stroked along the crease of his ass. The illicit pleasure of the touch was irresistible and he felt the unstoppable rush of hot blood to his cock. He gritted his teeth as he tried to fight it off, but the cane was replaced by the tip of Kita’s finger and he heard her laughter as the teasing touches made him groan.

“Bad little pup,” she told him when she pulled her hand away. “Is being spanked and teased getting you erect?”

The cane snapped down on his buttocks before he knew what was happening and it made burning agony flood his veins again. The only problem was that it added to the pleasure and he was unable to stop his erection growing stiffer. The flare of humiliation filled his mind as his swelling shaft pressed on the metal surface of the table and he raised his groin. The cane cracked across his butt once more to make him rear up and his shame grew as he started begging.

“Stop…, please stop,” he yelled and heard the laughter.

Kita grabbed the hair at the nape of his neck to yank his head up and smiled at him.

“I think someone’s finding out that he likes being tied up, spanked and dominated.”

“No,” Jake protested.

“I see the evidence,” Kita went on as she leant down to look under his body. “Don’t you lie to me now.”

Jake dropped his groin down to pin his stiff shaft to the metal surface and could feel the throb of it. Whether he wanted to admit it to himself or not, punishment from a dominant partner was getting him excited. He could protest all he wanted, but his swelling erection revealed the truth and Kita knew that just as well as him.

Her finger found the crease of his ass again to make him squirm before the cane came down to continue the chastisement. Pleasure and pain combined in a way he didn’t think possible and there was no escape from it. Not that he wanted to get away and that idea scared him more than anything. He started to beg for an end to the erotic punishment being inflicted on him and it eventually got him the reprieve he wanted. His eyes closed tightly as he tried to cope with the searing agony that slowly faded to a dull ache.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” Kita asked.

“No,” Jake replied immediately.

“Hmm…,” she went on and laughed. “Let’s check then.”

She moved to the side of the table and pressed a keypad. Jake tensed as the table began to tilt up.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

There was no reply and the straps held him in place as the table slowly moved to a vertical position that left him effectively hanging from his wrists. He was aware of Kita bending down to release the straps around his ankles and it allowed him to get his feet on the floor when the table stopped moving. It relieved the pressure on his wrists and he let out a gasp of breath.

“Are you going to be a good boy for me?” Kita said when she straightened up.

Jake was unable to prevent her from pushing her hand between his thighs from behind and he let out a groan as her fingers reached their target.

“I thought you weren’t enjoying yourself,” she joked as she cupped and massaged his balls.

She pulled her hand away quickly and reached up to the straps around Jake’s wrists. He thought he was about to be freed, but all she did was turn him around, so his back was to the table and secured his wrists in place again. She was too strong to resist and there was no getting away.

“Well, well,” Kita went on when she moved right in front of him and put her hands on her hips. “You did lie to me.”

Jake glanced down his body at the way his rock-hard cock was proudly standing up. He silently cursed his inability to control himself although, at the same time, the throbbing of his swollen erection felt so good. Kita moved forward to reach out and his gasp was loud as she grabbed his cock then squeezed.

“Fuck,” he let out as Kita loosened her grip to slide her fingers up and down.

His breath came out in panting, ragged gasps as she stroked along his length before pulling her hand away.

“You’ve had the pleasure,” she said with a wicked grin.

She stepped away and Jake saw she was still holding the cane in her other hand. He knew what it meant.

“Ah, for fuck’s sake, not that,” he pleaded.

He tried to cross a leg in front of his crotch, but Kita easily hauled his ankles to the straps to tie them down. It left him splayed out, exposed and fearing the worst. The throb of his cock only grew stronger though at the treatment he was receiving and he let out a frustrated curse that he was taking enjoyment from what was a humiliating experience.

Kita teased the cane up the inside of his thigh and Jake closed his eyes tightly as it touched the underside of his balls. He tried to prepare himself for the pain he was certain would be inflicted on him, but couldn’t stop squirming. The cane moved higher to stroke up and down his stiff shaft before tapping lightly against it.

He gulped as the cane beat rhythmically against his manhood, with increasing force that was erotically painful without quite getting to agonizing. He closed his eyes tightly as the punishment continued and the air spilled heavily from between his lips when it ended. He opened his eyes to look down and saw the cane poised.

“Wait,” he let out when he saw what was about to happen.

It was too late and a flick of Kita’s wrist smacked the plastic against the head of his cock. He was wracked in pain that made him cry out and his body convulsed as he tried to cope with the agony.

“Fucking hell,” he shouted as the burst of agony slowly abated.

“Do you understand who’s in charge?” Kita asked in a harsh voice.

A glance down showed the cane poised in place again.

“Yes,” Jake bleated. “Yes, I understand.”

“That’s a good pet,” she told him and laughed.

She reached out to stroke her fingertips on the red stripe that showed on the head of his erection.

“Still hard,” she taunted him. “I think you like being a little submissive sissy-boy.”

Jake wanted to tell her to get lost, but what she was saying was undeniably true. His cock was stiffer than ever and his body was consumed by the surge of hot arousal. He should have hated what was happening, but found himself in thrall to it.

“Maybe that big cock is craving some attention,” Kita went on.

Jake’s eyes opened wide when she removed the fishnet top then loosened the clasp of her bra. He watched in amazement as she let the black material fall away from her chest to reveal large, rounded breasts that were perfect. It seemed she wanted to torment and tease him in the game she was playing and that it was the latter he was about to enjoy now. She moved to the side of the table and pressed the keypad.

The table began to tilt again and in a few seconds the surface was horizontal to leave Jake lying splayed out on his back. Kita climbed up beside him in nothing more than a pair of thigh-high boots and a thong to squat down over his thighs. She reached out to grab his cock and gripped tightly.

“Can’t calm down, can you sissy-boy,” she taunted him.

“No,” Jake admitted in a strained voice as she squeezed.

She slid her hand right to the base of his erection to make it stand up from his body then leaned forward. He watched as her tongue flicked out to touch on the slick head and it seemed to slither down his full length, without her even moving her head. It was unnerving and seductive at the same time and he shuddered as the licking continued for a few seconds before Kita released her grip. She then slapped her palms down on the table either side of his hips. Her breasts hung down and he held his breath as she swung them. Soft, female flesh brushed on his cock and his buttocks clenched to make his ass lift up.

He stared down his body as Kita leaned in closer. She lifted his erection to bring it between her tits then grabbed hold of them. The touch of his swollen shaft being engulfed in her cleavage made him groan and he shuddered as she gave him pleasure rather than pain.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

“Yes,” Jake let out as he gasped for breath.

“Is this what you were hoping Cassandra would do for you?”

“No,” he admitted. “But she’s not as big as you.”

His buttocks clenched together tighter as Kita began to stroke her tits along his erection. It was a new experience for him, but one he knew he would want again. His cock throbbed as it was held tightly in soft cleavage to let him enjoy the touch of silky skin stroking along his length. He could sense the pressure building in his balls towards a climax and his muscles tensed as he became a slave to what he was being given. He groaned when it was taken away from him and heard the laugh.

“Did you think I was going to let you cum on my tits?” Kita said. “Naughty pup.”

“I…, I…,” he stammered.

Kita moved up his body until her head was above his.

“If you want that, you have to give me what I want.”

Jake looked at the straps holding him down.

“What choice do I have?” he said.

“None,” Kita told him.

She reached out to free his wrists then moved down the table. His ankles were unstrapped also and he couldn’t resist her strength when she rolled him over onto his belly. Only his ankles were secured in place before she got down and walked around to the keypad. This time the table slowly dropped lower until it was only a foot or so above the floor.

Jake watched as she then walked across to the wall and pressed it. He saw a hidden drawer pop open, but the items brought out of it were hidden from his view and he didn’t like it. Kita returned to the bottom of the table and leaned forward.

“Hey…, wait, what’s going on?” Jake exclaimed as a blindfold was wound around his head and tightened in place to cover his eyes.

“Come, come,” Kita said in a mocking voice. “I’ve monitored communications on your planet, so I know what people think happens when they’re abducted by aliens.”

“What?” Jake let out in a confused voice. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Sure you do,” Kita went on. “People think they will be experimented on and…”

“You’re not making any sense,” Jake said in an increasingly nervous voice.

“Then let me help you.”

She reached down to grab his hips and pulled them up to leave him perched at the edge of the table on all fours. Her hips bumped against his naked ass and the shock of feeling something hard took Jake completely by surprise.

“Oh shit,” he let out. “Experimented on and probed.”

“That’s the one, pup,” Kita said. “Although I think on your planet, it’s more commonly known as pegging.”

He tried to throw himself forward to lie flat out on his belly, but the grip on his hips was too powerful and he was held in place.

“Wait…,” he shouted as the apprehension flared in his mind.

Things were getting out of hand and he was about to be on the receiving end of something he hadn’t expected. Kita’s hand came around his body to grab his cock and the seductive stroking of her fingers made him let out a groan.

“Still hard,” she said and laughed. “And you do want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he let out in a desperate voice.

“Then be a good boy.”

Confusion lit up in Jake’s mind as longing and loathing for what was happening welled up in equal measure. He’d come camping in the hope that he’d get Cassandra on her hands and knees, but now it was him in the submissive position and presenting himself to a dominant partner who intended to take full advantage. It wasn’t exactly a scenario he fantasized about…, but he was hard and unable to stop his cock throbbing as Kita’s fingertips slid along the crease of his ass.

He leaned down to press his forehead on the metal surface and shuddered. The terrible truth that he didn’t want to contemplate was that he enjoyed the touches and he groaned as his taut cheeks were spread.

“Pretty, pretty boy,” Kita let out.

The shame burned on his cheeks as he let himself be used and he bit his lips to hold in the groan as fingertips slid across his tight, puckered hole. He liked it far more than he cared to admit and he tried to close his mind to what was happening.

“So, are you being pegged or probed,” she joked.

The pressure of the touch on his asshole increased as she forced her fingertip onto it and he could feel his tight ring being opened up.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

The surprise of the pleasure was unexpected and he bit his lip again as Kita’s finger slipped deeper. He wanted to reach for his cock to stroke it, but the embarrassment of being seen to enjoy a finger fuck stopped him.

“Nice and tight,” Kita said as she stirred her finger in him.

Jake exhaled in ragged gasps when she slowly stroked in and out to get him ready for more. Her finger eventually pulled out and he knew what was coming when his butt cheeks were grabbed to spread them wide. It wasn’t a finger that stroked across his asshole now and he shuddered to think what it was. He hoped that Kita was wearing a strap-on dildo, but he’d seen the slight shape-shift she did when she offered to show him her real self.

Did that mean she could be something other than a woman? It didn’t bear thinking about, but things had gone too far to put a stop to them and, in truth, he knew that he couldn’t even if he wanted to. He was about to be probed and the burning shame that he was enjoying it only got worse.

There was no stopping the pulsing of his asshole as he was opened up and the thickness stretched him wider this time. The slight pain gave way to another unexpected surge of pleasure as he was entered. Kita’s fingers dug firmly in his hips as she grabbed hold and slowly thrust forward. The penetration fucked deeper in his asshole and his mouth opened wide.

“How’s that, pup,” she said. “Isn’t it the best thing to be on the receiving end?”

“No,” he grunted, but knew he was lying.

The fact that a sexy, crazy, erotic space lady was dominating and using him like a sissy slut was a turn on and he finally grabbed for his cock to stroke it. He heard the quiet laugh from behind, but couldn’t stop himself. Jacking himself off while he was taken from behind wasn’t how he envisaged the trip ending, but the temptation was too strong to resist and he wanted it. Kita spanked his butt and the way his asshole tightened around the thick penetration sent a shudder through his body. It made him stroke his cock all the harder and he cried out as the spanks continued.

“Go for it, pup,” Kita urged him on. “Show me how much you love me.”

She seized his hips and began to fuck him and the feel of it was making him want to shoot his load. He groaned as she pumped her hips forward and gradually increased the pace to make her belly slap forcefully on his ass. The frenzy of kinky action surged towards a high as his fingers flew along his erection until the pressure in his balls reached boiling point. He let out a loud groan as the urge to unload became overwhelming and Kita released the grip of her right hand to reach for the hair at the nape of his neck.

The pain made Jake cry out as his head was yanked up. Kita drove forward to fuck deep inside his tight hole and it was the moment it got too much for him. A gushing spurt of cum erupted to splash across the table. He dragged his hand to the base of his cock as she rocked her hips back then thrust inside his asshole again. It sent a second thick stream of white shooting out over the metal surface, which was followed by more and more as the kinky sex came to a peak.

Jake was engulfed in shudders as his balls emptied of their load, but it was the strongest and best ejaculation of his life. He let out a harsh gasp of breath as the release slowed then came to an end. Kita continued to fuck him for a few moments afterwards before releasing the grip on his hair and letting his head fall down. She cracked her palm on his ass and laughed.

“You really are my sissy-boy pet,” she said before pulling out of him.

Jake slumped down to the table and lying in his own cum only added to the humiliation he was feeling. His head was yanked up again to remove the blindfold from around his eyes and he glanced at Kita. She was clad in only the boots and thong and there was no sign of whatever she used to fuck him. The hope that it was a strap-on came in his mind again, but he didn’t know.

“Look what you did to my table, you dirty little pervert,” she said.

“You made me,” he protested.

He watched as she leaned down and flicked out her tongue to taste his seed. She grabbed his hair and he tried to resist, but she was too strong and he was held in place as she kissed him. The taste of his cum made him grimace and he tried to pull away. It was impossible as the drowsiness swept over him again. When the grip on his head was released, he looked up to stare at green lips.

“Not lipstick,” he said in a slurred voice.

The sound of the quiet laugh rang around inside his head as the stark brightness of the room he was in slowly faded to black.

“See you soon, pup,” was the last thing he heard.

The feeling of his eyelids being glued together was there again as he came around and his breathing was shallow. He dreaded to open his eyes, but knew there was no choice. There was a relief to the darkness surrounding him and he recognized the camp site. He lifted a hand to rub it on his forehead as the memories flashed through his mind.

“Probed,” he muttered under his breath and wondered if he’d been dreaming.

He was clothed again, but felt the slight pain of the punishment his ass had taken as he sat up and knew it was no dream. Glancing up nervously, he scanned the sky above him. There was nothing unusual as far as he could see and he slowly got to his feet. He moved to the tent and unzipped the front to go inside. The memories grew clearer as he lay in his sleeping bag and the flush of red erupted on his face. He knew he should pack up and go home…, but he wasn’t going to.

“You are a pervert,” he berated himself as he closed his eyes.

As sleep crept up on him, he wondered if the dry sound of a breaking twig and the twinkle of bright, green eyes would greet him when darkness fell on the campsite the following night.

He knew he was going to stay right where he was and find out.
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