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The Tease

By Mark Adams


The Tease

Angelina Jolie, licked her pouting lips, looking up at me from where she knelt. I shuffled forward, eager to feel her mouth around my hard cock. She giggled, watching me.

“Wake up, horny boy.” She said.

I blinked several times as my eyes adjusted to the light. Angelina seemed strangely blurry. I raised my hand and rubbed sleep from my eyes. My girlfriend Tailynn grinned at me from where she was sitting at the bottom of the bed. Her hand brushed teasingly against my hard on, it’s presence obvious through the thin sheet that covered it.

“Dreaming about something?” She asked slyly.

Sitting up, I made a lazy grab for her but she easily swatted my hands away before slipping off the bed and out of my reach. Still more than half asleep I took the easy option and chose to enjoy the view of my girlfriend standing there wearing only a t-shirt. Damn but I was a lucky guy. Seeing my eyes on her, Tailynn gave an exaggerated pout and struck a fake sexy pose. I grinned at her and shrugged. Like I’m going to pass up looking when I get the opportunity.

“What time is it?” I asked as I tried to clear the last of the fog from my brain.

“Late.” She replied, giving me her stern look. “Almost ten.”

“Still plenty of time then.” I grinned.

“For what?” She seemed genuinely puzzled. I guess her mind had moved on to other things. So I figured I’d make it more obvious.

I pulled the sheets back exposing myself to her. Tailynn rolled her eyes, but I noticed her eyes flick to my still very eager cock. Confidence growing I swung out of bed and swaggered towards her. This time she made no effort to escape, instead molding her body to mine as I wrapped my arms around her.

My lips pressed against hers and her hands moved down my back to squeeze my ass as my tongue slipped into her mouth. When she pulled away several long moments later there was a hazy look of excitement in her eyes.

“Want to play a game?” She asked, her voice husky but tinged with anticipation. I looked at her quizzically, waiting for more information.

She stepped away from me and went over to her dresser. As she bent down to open the bottom drawer her t-shirt rode up, exposing the skimpy panties she was wearing. Knowing I would look, she wiggled her ass, teasing me. I was about to give it the squeezing it was begging for when she stood up again, holding a pair of handcuffs.

“Who are those for?” I asked suspiciously. Tailynn gave me an innocent look from beneath fluttering eyelashes. “Oh no.” I shook my head.

“Spoilsport.” She pouted. “It would be fun.”

“Fine.” I said reaching for the cuffs. “Then I’ll use them on you!” Tailynn danced backwards shaking her head. 

“Aww, come on honey. You wouldn’t have to do anything. Just lay there and let me play.” She dangled the handcuffs from one hand giving him a smoky stare. It’s hard to do the smart thing when you’re hard.

“Alright, but you better not pull any funny stuff.” I muttered, laying back down on the bed again. Tailynn grinned climbing on top of me.

“Trust me. You’re going to enjoy this.” She leaned down and kissed me passionately. I reached up to wrap my arms around her, but she deftly freed herself and snapped the cuffs round my wrist. Wasting no time she threaded the cuffs through the bars in the head of the bed and reached for my other hand. I resisted her tug, suddenly nervous. She grinned and reached down with her other hand to squeeze my crotch.

“I’ll make it worth your while.” She whispered licking my ear, her hand massaging my cock. I groaned and let my hand fall back. She quickly snapped the cuffs in place.

“Now we can get to the fun stuff.” She grinned at me.

I tugged at the cuffs, testing their strength. The bed rattled, but there was no give. Tailynn smirked as she watched me. “Big, tough man.” She teased climbing off the bed.

I watched her as she moved around the room, giving me the occasional flash of panties as she bent over, just to keep my attention. I tugged at the cuffs again, aware for the first time that I really had surrendered control of the situation.

I frowned suspiciously as she picked up a hairbrush, but she sat down in front of the mirror and began brushing her long hair.  The little minx was teasing me. I rattled the cuffs and she glanced over, a satisfied smile spreading over her face.

“Patience.” She said wagging a finger before returning her attention to her hair.

I swallowed my reply realizing that, cuffed and naked to the bed as I was, Tailynn was in charge right now. Even in her skimpy attire she was better covered than I was.

Eventually she finished with her hair and walked back over to me. As she leaned down her t-shirt gapped giving me a clear view of her cleavage. Her tongue ran over my lips, then she grabbed my hair and pulled me towards her, kissing me roughly. Instinctively I opened my mouth to her, not used to this forcefulness.

“Ready for some fun?” She asked, reaching down to grope my crotch.  I moaned in pleasure, thrusting my hips up against her hand. Tailynn laughed, pulling her hand out of my reach.

“See. You’re enjoying yourself already.” She moved her face closer to my cock, studying it. I gasped as she ran a fingernail along my swollen shaft. “Such a horny boy.”

“You could do something about that.” I said tensing and flexing as her fingers toyed with my cock. She giggled as her touch made it twitch and jerk.

“Is that any way to ask?” She chided. “Where are your manners?”

“Please.” I gritted my teeth in irritation. But I had already surrendered my control of this when I let her cuff me. As frustrating as it was, I was going to have to see this game through to the end.

“Much better.” She smiled brightly before bobbing her head down and running her tongue around the head of my cock. I closed my eyes, groaning with pleasure. But almost as soon as the sensation started, it was gone.

I opened my eyes to find her smirking down at me. I itched to wipe that self satisfied look off her face. Her fingernails flicked against my cock head and she giggled again as my body twitched. She was playing me like a puppet. Climbing back on the bed she straddled me, bare thighs pressed against my sides.

Sitting up she pressed her ass against my crotch, rubbing it up and down. I moaned my pleasure my body moving with hers. She grinned, leaning forward letting me stare at her cleavage. Even though I was giving her what she wanted, I couldn’t look away.

“Mmmm. So hard.” She teased. “Such a horny boy.” She leaned further forward, pressing her chest against my face for a moment. I licked the sweat from her skin, inhaling her scent.

And then she was gone again. I watched her move round the room, swaying her ass, still teasing me.  My body ached for contact with her flesh. She paused at the dresser and picked up a bottle. I licked my dry lips in anticipation, recognizing the lube that she was holding. Grinning over at me, she spread some of the lube over her hands. I tugged at the cuffs again, frustrated by her teasing. She laughed and sauntered back towards me.

“So, so eager.” She cooed, running a finger along my throbbing shaft. “How do we ask?”

“Please.” I snapped, frustration turning to anger.

The smile disappeared from her face in an instant. She bent down and kissed my chest, her tongue exploring my skin. I cried out in surprise and pain as her teeth bit down on my nipple.

“Boys who are naked and cuffed to the bed should mind their manners.” She hissed. “Now, shall we try that again?”

“Please.” I groaned, acutely conscious that I had no control over this situation.

“Much better.” She smiled again, her lubed hand grasping my cock. I bit my lip, stifling my pleasure. But she could tell and her smile grew bigger.

Her hand squeezed softly, barely touching as it moved slowly up and down my shaft. I moaned and she rewarded me with a tighter grip, increasing the sensations. My hips writhed as I struggled to fuck her hand, but she moved with me, keeping firmly in control. Never giving me enough.

“Still plenty of time.” She mocked me with my own words her fingers making my cock twitch and throb. “Oooh look. You’re drooling!” Her fingernail flicked a pearl of pre-cum from my cock-head, making me gasp.

She bent down for a closer look, her hot breath tickling his cock. Her tongue ran over the tip of my cock, licking up the pre-cum. I shuddered, twitching helplessly. She stood up and licked her lips grinning at me.

“Isn’t this fun?” She teased.  I rattled the cuffs, a dull ache building in my balls. How long was she going to drag this teasing out?

“Do you want me to stop?” She asked? I shook my head refusing to give her that satisfaction, but she just smirked, her hand gently stroking my cock. “Let’s see if I can make it drip again.” She giggled. I closed my eyes feeling like a helpless toy in her hands.

A harsh buzzing shattered the mood of the room, making me jerk with surprise. Tailynn let go of me and hopped off the bed. I tried to protest, but my mouth was dry. Before I could say anything walked out the room, leaving me cuffed and helpless.

“Who is it?” I heard her ask.

“Tai, it’s Jerri. You don’t mind me stopping by do you?”

“No it’s fine. Come on up.” Tailynn responded to my horror. I struggled desperately against the cuffs but I wasn’t going anywhere. Tailynn strolled casually back into the bedroom. She smiled at my frantic struggling and shook her head.

“You’d better stay quiet honey. Unless of course you want Jerri to know you’re in here.”

I ground my teeth in frustration as she stripped off her t-shirt, giving me the first glimpse of her bare breasts since the encounter began. But all I could do was look as she pulled a pair of jeans over her panties and slipped into a fresh shirt. My neglected cock throbbed, demanding attention that it wasn’t going to get. There was a knock at the front door as Jerri arrived. I opened my mouth to beg Tailynn to get rid of her, but she just leaned in to give me a lingering kiss before wandering out of the bedroom.

The door swung partially closed as she left.  Had she meant to leave it open like that? I fought down my instinct to struggle, scared of the noise it might make. Instead I lay and listened intently to the conversation going on in the next room. Ignored, my cock slowly subsided, leaving me with the dull ache of an orgasm forestalled.

I had no idea how long Jerri and Tailynn talked for, despite my best efforts, I couldn’t turn my head far enough to see the clock. The murmured conversation seemed to go on forever. Finally though, Tailynn returned to the bedroom. I was about to speak when she raised a finger to her mouth.

“I’ll be out in a moment.” She called out to the living room before closing the door and turning back to me with a big grin.

“Did you get bored?” Her hands stroked my now limp cock. “Poor boy. How can I make it up to you?” Her lips brushed my ear as her fingers teased my shaft. “Mmm. Feels good doesn’t it?”

All I could do was groan as my body reacted to her skilled touch. In a matter of moments she had my cock swollen and throbbing again. Tailynn giggled as I squirmed helplessly on her bed. I heard myself whimper as she removed her hands again. I couldn’t believe how desperate I felt for some relief.

“Don’t worry sweetie. I won’t let you get bored again.” She said, hunting through a dresser drawer. When she turned around, she was holding something in her hand. I stared at it uncertainly. But she showed no hesitation, slipping the rubber ring over my cock.

“There. That should keep you up and ready for me.” She smiled in satisfaction, giving my cock a quick stroke. I looked down at her hand squeezing my cock, fighting back a moan of pleasure.

“And here’s something so you don’t get bored.” She flicked on the TV, muting it first, before tuning to the DVD player. I glanced up and my gaze froze in surprise as I caught site of a voluptuous blonde’s mouth working up and down a huge cock. How long had she been planning this?

Satisfied, Tailynn headed back out to the living room. At the door, she paused and looked back, winking at me, before leaving the door slightly open. I forced myself to relax and not struggle, worried about making any noise.

My cock throbbed now, begging for attention I couldn’t give it. I knew it was a bad I idea but I couldn’t stop looking at the TV where the blonde was slurping on two cocks now. How long was Jerri going to stay? I could hear the two girls talking, but I couldn’t make out the words clearly. I tensed the muscles in my hands in frustration.

I tried to get my mind away from my cock by thinking of ways to get revenge on Tailynn, but I couldn’t concentrate. The ring was keeping me almost painfully swollen and every time I looked at the TV, women were licking and sucking hard cocks. Instantly my mind went back to the way that Tailynn had licked me earlier.

I bit my lip, scared to make too much noise, my hips writhing as I fucked the air, desperate for any sort of release. There was a giggle and I glanced nervously at the door. Tailynn was leaning against the doorframe watching me. My cheeks burned with embarrassment at my behavior, but I couldn’t seem to keep myself still as she walked towards me.

I let out a gasp as her hand squeezed my cock, staring in horror at the still open door. Had Jerri left? I hadn’t heard the front door close.

“I’ll be out in a moment Jerri.” Tailynn called, as though reading my mind.  She grinned, leaning over me, her lips close to my ear. “Enjoying the movie? Mmm, I can tell you are. Wouldn’t you love my mouth on you?”

“Yes.” I whispered. Scared to speak, but scared not to answer. Tailynn licked her lips hungrily and moved her face closer and closer to my crotch, until I could feel her breath. She looked up at me through her eyelashes, waiting.

“Please.” I whispered, just a little louder. She smiled in satisfaction and I couldn’t help but groan as her lips engulfed my cock.

“Everything okay Tai?” Jerri shouted from the other room. Tailynn stood up, leaving me craving more.

“Sure hon, just a moment.” She said, grinning at me. I ground my teeth in frustration.

“Get rid of her.” I whispered. Tailynn shook her head and giggled

“That would be rude.” She murmured, removing the cock ring and tugging the sheet over me. She giggled as my cock tented the sheet. “Enjoy your movie!”

I writhed in frustration, the touch of the sheet against my cock teasing me. The lurid images on the TV assaulted my imagination. How long was she going to make me wait? And then I heard the click of the front door. Finally Jerri was gone.

“Untie me honey!” I called out, but there was no response.  I held myself still, listening for her footsteps. Silence. Where was she? She couldn’t have gone out with Jerri surely.

“Tai!” I cried out frantically. Still no response. I tugged at the cuffs, jerking my body around as I tried to free myself. The sheet tangled itself around my body as I twisted about. My struggles were interrupted by female laughter.

“Did you really think I’d gone out and left you?” Tailynn giggled.

“Get me out of this.” I snapped, my patience gone.

Tailynn sauntered over and pulled the sheet free from my body, exposing my erect member. She flicked my cock head with her nail and I hissed.

“Now is that really what you want?” She grinned. Straddling me, she leaned forward and kissed me hard. “It doesn’t feel like it to me.”

I thrust upward, pressing myself against her body and finally I got a reaction as she moaned, biting my lip.

“Do you fancy Jerri?” She asked sitting up. “I’ve seen how you look at her.”

I growled in irritation, thrusting upwards again.

“You like her short skirts don’t you?” Tailynn lifted herself up out of my reach. “I bet you try to see her panties don’t you?” She lowered herself, the crotch of her jeans rubbing painfully against me. “Would you like to feel her cunt against you like this?” She taunted.

I closed my eyes, my brain struggling to process the sensations and her verbal assault on my mind. Tailynn’s crotch rubbed against my cock, mixing pleasure with pain.

“No answer?” She said, climbing off me. “Guess you’re not ready to cum yet then huh?”

I bit my lip. The bitch knew perfectly well how ready I was, but she wanted me to incriminate myself with my own mouth. I had no intention of saying anything.

Tailynn spread some more lube over her hands, studying me as she did so. I tried to stay still and act cool, but I could tell she wasn’t fooled.

“You’re dripping again.” She smirked sliding the cock ring back onto me. “Tell me when you’re ready to cum.”

Her hand wrapped around my shaft moving with agonizingly slow strokes. She giggled as I started to move, fucking her hand with a desperate need. I grunted in surprise when I felt a finger press against my ass.

“Stop that!” I barked trying to pull away, but she giggled, her finger sliding into me.

“Your cock doesn’t lie.” She said. “I can feel it twitch every time my finger moves.” I groaned, feeling it work deeper inside me. She was right of course. “We’re going to have to talk about that.” She muttered as she removed her finger.

Her hand continued to lazily jack my cock as she watched my face. I writhed to her touch, more desperate to cum than I could ever remember.

“Please.” I gasped, as she held her hand still, forcing me to fuck her hand.

“Uh, uh…” She giggled. “Say pretty please!”

“Pretty… please.” I ground out through gritted teeth, flushing with embarrassment.

“Do you want to see Jerri’s pussy?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want me to finger your ass?”

“…Yes.”

“What will you do for me?” Tailynn giggled, obviously enjoying her power over me.

“Anything.” I gasped.

“Anything? Oh we’re definitely going to have to talk about that.”

Tailynn lowered her mouth to my cock.


I’m Going to Take Your Wife

By Mark Adams


I’m Going To Take Your Wife

“I beg your pardon?”

The words, spoken with a quiet self confidence, hung in the air. I glanced around, but between the loud music and the chatter none of the other party guests had heard a thing.

“You’re welcome.” Gary winked and grinned at me then turned and strode towards Mary.

I watched him go, his bearing every inch the marine. People stepped out of his way even on the crowded dance floor. My mouth hung open, was he serious?

“How long do you think it will take him?” Stephanie asked in a tone of mild curiosity.

I turned and gaped at her. Gary’s wife was a stunner,  at 42 she had kept herself in top shape., slim with a hint of muscle tone. Her dress hugged every curve on her body, showing it to perfection.  And she eyed me with a hint of a smile curving her lips, not the slightest upset at what her husband’s words.

“I give it half an hour.” She said, glancing over to where Gary talked and my wife leaned in to listen. “Who wouldn’t want to?”

I blinked, what was going on? How had this happened? Five minutes ago I had been attending a boring school reunion. Now someone was threatening to screw my wife!

Stephanie leaned in closer and whispered in my ear. “It’s okay to admit it.”

I looked at her, unable to form coherent responses to what was happening, she laughed.

“You want to see him screw Mary. To hear her gasp and moan as he thrusts into her.” She laughed. To my shame my body reacted to the dismissive tone of her voice. “He’s stronger than you. He’s bigger than you. You want to see her wrap her legs around him as he takes her.”

“No.” I mustered up a denial. This time her laugh mocked, not cruel, dismissive. I might have claimed the moon were made of cheese for all the credibility she gave my words.

“You haven’t taken your eyes off them.” She said, nodding in Mary and Gary’s direction. “They dance well together don’t they? Bodies pressed against each other.” She smirked, her tongue licking her lips. “He told you he will fuck her and you’re just standing here. Not that you could stop him, look at him. But you’re not trying. You’re just…. watching.”

She moved in front of me, hiding her hands as she reached down and cupped my crotch.

“It’s okay to admit it. We both know the truth.” I bit my lips and fought the urge to push against her hand as she ever so gently teased my hardening cock. “She let out a soft peal of laughter. You’d better sit down before someone notices. Over there. You’ll have a good view.”

My cheeks heated up with shame at my weakness and I made for the table. Her graceful movements made a mockery of my stumbling awkwardness.

Mary and Gary danced close and slow now. She laughed at something he said. Stephanie was right, I had a good view of the way his hand ever so slowly stroked the curve of her back, working lower.

“What woman wouldn’t want to feel those strong arms around her?” Stephanie continued her taunting. “If you have any hope of stopping this you’d better do something soon.”

I dragged my eyes away from my wife long enough to size Stephanie up. I knew what Gary got from the deal, but Stephanie had her own game.

She met my curious gaze with deceptive calm. As though she had been through this countless times before.

“It’s okay to admit it.” She smiled. “It’s for the best. Mary is will get the fucking of her life and you… well… judging by that little stiffy in your pants you like it.”

Gary’s hand now cupped Mary’s ass, pulling her tighter against his body. She smiled, cheeks flushed, obviously enjoying herself. My cock twitched in my pants, safely out of sight. But Stephanie knew and her smile got bigger.

“It’s fun to watch you struggle with yourself.” She said, studying me like a bug. “Some men get scared, or angry, all you want to do is touch yourself.”

I tried to swallow, my throat dry. She was right. What was wrong with me? I hadn’t even tried to stop any of this happening. Gary was trying to get my wife in bed and I was excited by it. Ashamed too, and even a little angry and scared but still excited.

I needed to get in control of this situation. I had to get away from Stephanie’s teasing spell and separate Mary and Gary. And I needed to do it soon or like Stephanie had said, Mary would have her legs wrapped around that huge body. My cock throbbed again.

“You’re not even trying to fight it are you?” Stephanie smirked. “Just a natural born cuckold. You stepped out of your league getting her didn’t you? And you can’t hold on.”

“She’s my wife.” I hissed.

“Then go over there and stop this.” She challenged. “The beating will hurt, but you’ll still be a man won’t you. And Mary probably won’t fuck him then. Not tonight at least.”

I stared at Gary, his hand now grazing my wife’s thighs where her skirt ended. He was solid. Taller, heavier and stronger than me. He was a marine, I couldn’t do it.

“Oh you’re the most fun yet.” Stephanie giggled. “Just how far are you going to let me push you hmm?”

I looked at her in confusion and she laughed.

“You’re not stupid. I know you’ve been wondering what I get out of this. Why I’m letting my man fuck other women.” Her voice so low I leaned in closer to make sure I heard everything she said.

“It amuses me.” She smirked. “Watching men squirm and wriggle and try to deny the truth. They all give in in the end. But you, you didn’t try.”

I opened my mouth ready to deny it, but nothing.  Stephanie giggled.

“You want it so, so bad, don’t you?” She licked her lips. “Look at you squirming. Controlled by your cock. What would you do to be allowed to see?”

The question came out of nowhere. My brow furrowed. Why would I want to watch Gary and Mary. I already knew it was going to happen. If I was honest, part of me wanted it to happen. But to see it. To see her panting and writhing as he fucked her. To hear her moan. My stomach lurched and my cock swelled. Stephanie just watched me with that detached amusement. Her coolness adding to my humiliation.

“You’re starting to put it together aren’t you. I knew you were a smart.” She purred. “Gary, he likes fresh meat. Your wife is easy pickings. And me, I like to make weak men grovel.” She grinned triumphantly. “Grovel for me cucky.”

I closed my eyes, my body trembling. The temptation to sink from my chair onto my knees felt impossibly strong. Only fear of what everyone else would say stopped me. Stephanie was right about me. I was weak and part of me craved being treated this way.

“Oooh. She likes that.” Stephanie murmured.

My eyes shot open and my gaze turned to Mary. She pressed up against Gary now, no space between their bodies at all. They were practically rubbing against each other on the dancefloor. Was it my imagination or were people starting to notice them?

Gary’s hand had worked its way beneath Mary’s skirt.  I couldn’t tell exactly what he was doing, but Stephanie was right. She liked it. My stomach lurched and I wiped my sweating palms on my trousers.

“It’s okay.” Stephanie whispered, reaching out a hand to caress my cheek for the briefest of moments. “I’ve you’re an obedient cucky I may let you watch. If you’ve very good maybe I’ll let you do something about that little problem you’ve got twitching under the table.” She giggled

I bit my lip, glad that the low lights in the room hid my flaming cheeks from anyone who might be watching.

“But first you have to ask.” She continued. “Ask nicely for what you want.”

“Please.” I whispered. My cock throbbed at my weakness. I couldn’t believe the word came from my mouth.

“Please what?” Stephanie taunted. Her eyes glinting with a malicious pleasure.

“Please let me watch.” I forced each word out through a haze of excitement and shame.

“Uh…uh.” Stephanie shook her head, smirking. “You know what you have to say cucky.” I shuddered, all resistance crumbling.

“Please let me watch your husband fuck my wife.” It was barely audible, but I had said it. My cock throbbed again as I submitted to my weakness. Stephanie licked her lips, savoring my humiliation.

“Take him your keys.” She said.

My hand reached down and removed the keys from my pocket. I looked at them and then back at Stephanie. She nodded, smiling.

“Take them to him. So he can fuck your wife. On your bed.” I shuddered, ashamed of the excitement I felt at her words.

My mouth felt dry as I stood up from the table. Stephanie didn’t move, she just watched, enjoying the control she exerted over me. I turned slowly towards my wife and stared for a moment. Seeing her giggle and whisper in Gary’s ear.

I shuffled towards them, my palms sweating as I contemplated what I was about to do. What I needed to do.

Steeling myself, I moved quicker, ignoring the peculiar glances that I got on the way. Mary saw me coming first. She flushed, looking guilty and yet also strangely defiant.

“We were just messing around.” She said, sounding oddly like a rebellious teenager to my ears. Nervous of my reaction, yet not wanting to admit she was in the wrong. Gary for his part said nothing, didn’t even smile, just waited for my reaction. His confidence unnerved me.

I stared for a moment, unsure what to say. How to respond to the situation. Finally, wordlessly I held out my keys to Gary. He took them without comment and turned. His arm casually draped around my wife’s waist, a hand cupping her ass, he guided her towards the door.

I watched them go. Suddenly conscious of the surrounding silence. If people hadn’t noted the odd behavior before, they had now. My cheeks flamed crimson with shame and embarrassment. No one said anything, but their judgment beat on me.

“If you don’t hurry up, you’ll miss the show.” Stephanie whispered in my ear before sauntering past me. She seemed to soak up the attention, confident in her looks and enjoying knowing that people lusted after her. I stared myself.

Then, like an obedient dog, I followed after her. She was right of course. I didn’t want to miss the show.

*     *     *     *     *

The ride home was perhaps the most awkward time I have ever spent in a car. Gary just assumed I would drive of course. Stephanie sat up front with me, leaving the back seat for Mary and Gary.

My passive behavior either emboldened or infuriated Mary, I couldn’t tell which. Either way she threw herself at Gary, pressing herself against his body as they kissed. Stephanie smirked at me.

“Eyes on the road cucky, plenty of time for watching at your house.”

When I didn’t respond, she reached out and adjusted the mirror away from me, though clearly leaving herself an excellent view of the activities.

I ground my teeth in frustration, desperate to known what was going on back there. The giggles and soft moaning played havoc with my imagination. I pictured his hands all over my wife’s body, squeezing and groping her. Her eager reaction to his claiming of her body.

My cock hardened uncomfortably in my pants. I shifted in the seat trying to get more comfortable, but it didn’t help. Stephanie glanced at me quizzically and my cheeks flushed with shame again. Could her opinion of me really get any lower? I reached down to relieve the strain on my dick, but her hand slapped mine away.

“Sit and suffer cucky.” She grinned. “Don’t you get it yet? Nobody cares what you want tonight. If you want to see Gary fuck your wife you’ll do exactly what you’re told.”

Blood surged and my cock twitched at her words, making me wince. But I did as told. I wanted to see Mary fucked so badly at this point it was almost unbearable.

A sudden gasp came from the back and Stephanie returned her attention to the rear mirror. Watching Gary do what to my wife? From the low groan that followed, something she liked a lot. I pressed down on the gas.

“That’s it cucky. We don’t want to keep my stud and your slut waiting do we?” Stephanie murmured, not taking her eyes off the mirror.

*     *     *     *     *

I stood in my own living room, feeling like a guest. Mary and Gary were making out right in front of me. Mary’s hair and clothes were a mess as Gary’s hands roamed freely over her body. Neither of them paid any attention to me, focused on their own desires.

I fidgeted, knowing what would happen. What I, at least in part, wanted to happen. But what to do, now that it was about to? Stephanie knew.

“You’re not being a good host.” She chided, teasingly. “Why don’t you show Gary the house, offer him something nice.”

Perhaps my brain had sunk to a point where it could only think about one thing. I immediately got her reference and… as I had all night, I went along with her suggestions. Why did I find it so hard to say no to her?

“The bedroom is this way.” I mumbled, gesturing to where only Mary and I had previously spent time. My heart hammered in my chest. Was I going to say it? “Please… enjoy my wife.”

Mary, whose expression had become petulant as I had approached, stared at me in surprise. Gary sneered down at me.

“Say please.” Was all he said..

“P-please.”  I said, ashamed at how I was letting him control and bully me.

“P..p…please do what?” He mocked me.

I closed my eyes, steeling myself for a moment. Mary’s eyes locked on me intently. There was a strange expression creeping over her face. As though she hadn’t fully understood what was going on before. Stephanie, as always, observed and smirked.

“Please fuck my wife.” I gasped, my heart beating fast, my palms sweaty. Gary laughed in triumph.

“You… want him to fuck me.” Mary spoke. She sounded incredulous, but it wasn’t a question. She knew. My cheeks flamed crimson with heat. “You’re not just letting it happen. You’re asking for someone to screw your wife. Why?”

A gazed at her speechless. What could I say? How to I explain my shame. The judgment formed in her eyes as she mentally re-evaluated the man she had been married to for 15 years.

“Show her.” Stephanie instructed me, gesturing at my pants. It was immediately obvious what she meant.

With trembling fingers I struggled to unbuckle my belt and unzipped my trousers, pulling them down. My excitement obvious, an obscene bulge in my boxer briefs showed everyone what I felt about what was happening tonight. Gary snorted in contempt.

But it was Mary’s reaction I worried about. I turned my full attention on her, feeling beads of sweat form on my forehead as my blush spread down my body. A mixture of emotions warred on her face for a moment before she burst out laughing, the sound like a knife to my gut. Pain and pleasure mixed as my traitorous cock twitched visibly. I sank to my knees, unable to support myself any longer.

“Well.” Mary said, composing herself. “If you feel that way about it.” She snickered again, relishing the power that I had just relinquished to her. “Let me see what I can do.”

She leaned over and kissed Gary passionately, pressing her whole body against him. I moaned as I saw his tongue invading her mouth. A prelude for what was to come I no doubt.

Mary pulled herself away, panting slightly, and studied me again, as though testing my reaction. When I made no effort to protest or stop her, her eyes gleamed with triumph. She turned to look at Stephanie and paused for a moment.

“I guess you can do what you want with him while Gary and I are busy.” She said, a note of false bravado in her voice. Stephanie remained calm and amused.

“Oh I don’t screw around.” She mocked walking over to stand above me. “But I’m sure I’ll find some way to entertain myself.” She nudged the bulge in my briefs with the toe of her shoe, making me moan. “I’m looking forward to watching Gary use your body.”

Mary looked shaken for a moment, maybe realizing that she was in over her head. But she didn’t have time to react to what Stephanie said. Gary’s arm swept around her waist and squeezed her ass, guiding her toward the bedroom with him.

I knelt there and watched them go, my cock aching.

“You want to see it don’t you?” Stephanie said. Her shoe tapped against my dick.

I groaned, looking up at her. My mind a haze of lust and embarrassment.

“Kiss it.” She said, wiggling her foot.

To my shame I didn’t even hesitate. I leaned forward and planted my lips on her shoe, the smell of the leather filling my nostrils. Stephanie’s laughter sent shivers through my body.

“Oh the things I could do with you.” She gloated.

A loud groan came from the bedroom, followed by another. I glanced up, Stephanie’s palm cracked against my cheek, rocking me back.

“Did I tell you to stop?” She hissed. I shook my head, suddenly terrified.

“Remember your place cuckold.” She leaned forward, giving me a clear view down her top as she spoke. “On your knees with that little prick all swollen while a real man fucks your wife.”

I moaned, staring.

“Enjoy the view. It’s the best you will get tonight.” She sneered

A steady thumping came from the bedroom, accompanied by more moans. My cock throbbed, painfully hard now.

“Go on. Crawl in and see what a real man does to the slut you married.”  Stephanie’s voice dripped with contempt now.

But I didn’t care. I had to see. On my hands and knees, scared I wouldn’t be allowed to if I didn’t obey, I crawled along the hallway until I reached the bedroom door. Stephanie’s laughter echoed in my ears.

The door was open of course, why would they feel the need to close it? I stared at the bed, at stared at my wife’s legs and arms wrapped around Gary’s body. I listened to her moan as her ass thrust forward again and again.

My heart stopped as she looked right at me. Her gaze angry and defensive at first. Then her expression changed, to surprise, laughter. My cheeks reddened with shame. She wasn’t looking at my face any more. She looked at my cock. My throbbing, painfully hard cock.

Her hands squeezed Gary’s ass, urging him to fuck her harder and faster.

“Oh god.” She moaned, her eyes meeting mine again. “Yes. Fuck me.”

It wasn’t even a conscious action at this point. My hands on my cock, squeezing and stroking. I shuddered, gasped and panted, squirting out my shameful orgasm as my wife begged Gary for more.

And as cold rationality returned, I gazed at the pool of white cum on the ground wondering just what I had done.


Moment of Weakness

By Mark Adams


Moment of Weakness

That’s all it was, a moment of weakness. Every summer the office takes on some interns. They’re young and they have minimal training but they also work for cheap and the company loves cheap labor.

This year my team got two interns. Both of them female but they didn’t have much else in common. While Becky was your classic blonde bimbette, Ashley was all green hair, nose stud and punk clothing.

In their usual environment I’m sure they wouldn’t have anything to do with each other, but thrust into a stuffy office environment populated by people ten years older than them, they formed a bond.

As team manager it was one of my duties to keep an eye on both girls. It wasn’t a hard task, they were eager to please and neither of them was hard on the eyes. I run a pretty informal office. Plenty of joking, but all within the bounds of propriety. Sometimes it isn’t what you say that gets you in trouble though, it’s what you don’t say.

It was Ashley’s boot’s that started it. She came in one day proudly wearing a pair of leather combat boots. They weren’t suitable for work of course and I attempted to bring that to her attention in a light hearted way.

“New shoes?” I asked her, my voice deliberately casual.

“Yeah, you like them?” She grinned back at me,  her happiness with them obvious.

“Must have cost quite a bit.” I said, building up to my lecture on appropriate dress styles for the office.

“Yeah, most of my first paycheck went to buying them. I call them my Dominatrix boots!” She smiled. My mouth went dry and my carefully prepared speech vanished from my mind.

“Your what?” Becky giggled in her high pitched voice.

“My Dominatrix boots. You know, kinky leather gear.” Ashley laughed.

I licked my lips, my pulse racing. Ashley didn’t know what fantasies she had triggered with her comments. I blinked, hoping I looked a lot calmer than I felt.

“You’re not… umm… that… are you?” Becky asked uncertainly.

“How would I know? Never had a reason to find out.” Ashley responded, her eyes on me.

I thought I’d gotten away with it and retreated to my office, claiming work to be done and shut the door.  It was a good hour before I was calm and under control again. The next time I spoke to either of the girls it was all business.

Ashley treated me just like she always had, listening to me, following my instructions.  Nothing had changed, but somehow the way she watched me, studied me, was unsettling now. As though she was looking for a weakness.

Oddly enough it was Becky’s behavior that had changed more. Suddenly the blonde haired ex-prom queen seemed to giggle every time she saw me. She always had an excuse, but it wasn’t long before I noticed that it always started when I walked over to speak to her.

I retreated into my role as manager, treating her with polite professionalism and pretended to ignore the giggling. But when I retreated to my office, behind closed doors I could hear her musical laughter still ringing in my ears.

*     *     *     *     *

The tension built slowly: Ashley’s calculating stares; Becky’s giggling; My fantasies. By the third day visions of laughing girls clad in leather boots tormented me. More than once I found myself developing an erection as I sat at my desk supposedly working on a spreadsheet.

Fear accompanied my sexual excitement.. If anyone spotted my behavior, it was surely a firing offense.  But somehow that fear had no effect on my cock. Things couldn’t keep going this way and I was already planning to transfer the two girls to another team, I just had to come up with a good reason to justify it. Then on Friday evening Ashley made her move.

I looked up at the knock on my office door. Ashley was standing in the doorway, looking in. For once she seemed a little uncertain, not the calm and confident girl who usually paraded round the office.

She was wearing her boots today. Friday was casual day and while she had taken my hint and not worn them he rest of the week, she had taken great glee in pointing them out to me that morning.

“Sit down.” I said. “Can I help?” As I spoke I glanced past her out the office window. It was after five already and the office was clearing out quickly.

Ashley sat down, her eyes focused on my face in an unsettling way. She sat there silently, and I shifted with discomfort in my seat. Ashley crossed her legs and my gaze shifted to the dangling boot. I pulled my eyes away and back up to her face, hoping she hadn’t noticed.

“Do you want me to spank you?” Ashley smirked as she asked the question. I felt my cheeks flush as I silently nodded. Ashley laughed.

“Prove it.” She challenged me. “Kiss my boots.”

I licked my lips, my mouth felt dry. Almost against my will I rose to my feet and walked round the desk towards her. She made no effort to move, though there was a slight uncertainty on her face now. I stopped directly in front of her, hesitating.

Did I want to do this? She was ten or more years younger than me. She worked for me! The rational part of my mind said this was a huge mistake. But my mind wasn’t in control of my body.

Ashley’s smirk grew more confident as I sank to my knees before her and leaned forward pressing my lips to the leather of her boots.

“This might be fun.” She laughed. “Strip Mr. Boss Man.”

I stood again and began to unbutton my shirt with trembling fingers as Ashley looked up at me, smirking.

“You’re out of shape.” She commented as I exposed my chest and stomach. “Too much time behind the desk.”

I shrugged the shirt aside, burning with humiliation at her critique, knowing she was right. I unbuckled my belt, unzipped and stepped out of my pants. Ashley giggled, staring at my bulging boxers.

“Horny bastard.” She snickered. “Let’s see what you’ve got old man.”

Cheeks red with embarrassment, I pulled down my boxer shorts, exposing myself to the twenty year old intern. Ashley giggled again, getting to her feet and walking slowly round me.

“Eyes forward.” She snapped as I turned my head to follow her. I obeyed instinctively, part of my mind amazed at how much control I had already ceded to this girl.

“Flabby, old, and… kind of small.” Ashley giggled. “But it’s not like I’m going to fuck you or anything, is it? I’m just going to play with you.”

I bit my tongue, wondering just how big a mistake I had made. A burning pain spread across my buttocks and I let out a hiss. Ashley laughed striking me again with what I realized was my own ruler.

“Say thank you.” She instructed me.

“T-Thank you Miss.” I stammered.

“Oh I like that! It’s very important to show respect to your superiors. And I am your superior aren’t I Boss?”  She struck me again with the ruler.

“Yes Miss.” I gasped and she let out a peal of laughter, reveling in her control over me. Ashley walked round in front of me and slapped my cock from side to side, toying with it.

“You like this don’t you Boss? It turns you on being spanked by a young girl doesn’t it?” She slapped my cock again and I groaned. “I told you I’d never done this before. But I’ve been thinking for the last couple of days and I’ve come up with all sorts of interesting ideas.” She smirked up at me.

She reached into her pocket with her right hand and pulled out a small binder clip. I gazed down at her a particularly stupid expression on my face as I wondered what she was doing. Seconds later as pain exploded in my right nipple, I realized.

“Does it hurt?” She giggled. I nodded. “Good.” She attached another clip to my left nipple and I whimpered. Her hands reached down and teasingly cupped my cock. “Ooh I think I made it a little bigger.” She laughed.

I watched nervously as she reached into her pockets again. This time she pulled out two large paperclips. I looked at her in confusion, what could this devil girl have in mind for those? Leaning in towards me, her clothed body brushing against my naked flesh, she clipped my earlobes before stepping back to look at me.

“You look ridiculous Boss.” She laughed, unable to keep a straight face. “You’re really going to let me do anything I want aren’t you?” I shuddered, unable to think straight between the pain and arousal clouding my mind. All I wanted to do was kneel before this temptress and stroke my hard cock.

Ashley reached over my desk and picked up two pens: the first a regular red sharpie; the second one of the extra large black sharpies. I watched her nervously, wondering what her fertile imagination had dreamt up now. Part of me looking forward to the humiliation that was sure to follow.

Ashley pulled the cap off the red pen and leaned forward pressing the tip against my chest, writing slowly in large block letters. When she pulled her hand away I looked down and read:

PERVERT

Ashley stepped back and regarded her handiwork with a satisfied grin. She glanced down at my twitching cock and smirked.

“Over the chair.” She directed me. My heart hammering in my chest, I did as she had instructed, my hard cock pressing against the leather seat. I felt incredibly vulnerable as the young intern stood over me. I winced in pain as she struck my buttocks with the ruler again.

“Stay still.” She snapped irritably, smacking me twice more with the ruler. I bit my lip, forcing myself not to squirm any further.

“Is this what you wanted?” She teased, spanking me again. “Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about?” I groaned, pushing my cock against the leather seat. Ashley laughed and spanked me again.

I felt the tip of the sharpie press against my buttocks, as she wrote something else on my flesh. I resisted the urge to crane my head round and find out what new humiliation she was inflicting on me.

Suddenly I felt something cold and plastic pressing against my asshole. My muscles tensed instinctively. Ashley pushed harder, forcing the extra large sharpie into my ass. I groaned, my cock twitching and throbbing as she fucked my asshole with the pen.

“Like that fag boy?” She mocked, moving the pen in and out. All I could do was moan from a mixture of pleasure and pain. Ashley laughed again, pushing the pen deeper into me. “What does it feel like? Taking it up the ass?”

I moaned, thrusting my cock against the leather seat. The humiliation and pain were almost unbearable and all I cared about was that I needed to cum desperately.  Ashley giggled, my struggles amusing her.

“Do you want to cum now piggy?” She cooed, spanking my ass again.

“Please!” I gasped. She struck my ass three times in quick succession.

“Beg!”

“Oh god, please!” I started to babble. “ I need to cum so bad. Please let me cum Miss.”

“Tell me how much you like it.” She giggled again, relishing her power over me. “Come on Boss, tell me how much you like being my slave!”

“I love being your slave Miss.  Please keep fucking my fag ass.” I gasped, thrusting against the leather chair, my cock ready to burst. “I’ll do anything you want. Just please let me cum.”

“Very good.” Ashley almost purred in triumph. “Now get down on your knees in front of me and stroke your cock. Worship me Boss man.”

I eagerly slid off the seat and knelt before her, my cock jutting out from my crotch. I could feel the sharpie wedged up my ass, it only added to my humiliation. My hand wrapped around the swollen shaft of my cock.

Ashley giggled, standing in front of me, watching me debase myself for her. My hand squeezed and stroked my cock as she smirked down at me, one booted foot tapping on the floor. I sensed her impatience and jerked my cock faster, panting and moaning as the sensations built. Finally I couldn’t take it any longer, with a last squeeze, I shot my cum onto the floor of my office while my intern stood over me.

As I knelt there recovering, he shame of what I had just done sinking in, she pressed my head down with her hand, the pushed it to the floor with her booted foot. I held still, not sure what she was doing, my face pressed into a pool of my own cooling cum; the unmistakable smell wafting into my nostrils.

“That was fun.” Ashley said cheerily, still holding my head to the floor. “I’ll see you on Monday Boss. Don’t forget to clean up your mess.” She emphasized this last with a press of her booted foot.

As she stepped away I pushed myself onto my hands and knees before reaching up to massage my neck. Before I could do any more I became aware of the sound of footsteps getting closer. Dainty, high-heeled footsteps.  I raised my head enough to see a pair of black, high-heeled shoes come into view and then I heard a high pitched and horrifyingly familiar giggle.

“Ashley said you wanted to talk to me about a raise.” Becky giggled. “I can’t wait to hear your offer.”


Mistress Eden

By Mark Adams


Mistress Eden

Another uninvited chat window popped open on Eden’s screen and she rolled her eyes, hurriedly clicking it closed without even bothering to read the message it contains. No doubt it was some feeble pornographic request.

It wasn’t like she was a prude or anything, she occasionally indulged in some cyber sex when the mood took her. With the right partner it could be enjoyable and it wasn’t like she had many other outlets lately but these semi-literate invitations were not a turn on and they just kept coming. Now with someone who knew what he was doing and the help of her vibrator, that could be hot… She shook her head, refocusing her attention on the chat room. Perhaps it was time she made an effort to find a new partner, her mind was wandering onto the subject of sex a lot lately.

A quick scan through the list of active chatters showed several familiar names and a lot of unfamiliar names. There wasn’t anyone she knew she could tap for a bit of mutual release though.

“Hmm.” She wondered out loud. “Time to take a chance?”

Picking out a new partner was always a calculated risk. The chat room was a hotbed of bitchy rumor-mongering. If word of her occasional trysts slipped out, there were people who would have a field day with it and she would have to listen to a barrage of snide comments and innuendo, well at least until the next “thing” happened, so for a day or two anyway.

Not for the first time she wondered if this online community was really worth the amount of time she invested in it. Not that she really had many alternatives right now. Not with the amount of time that work was taking up. And after the disaster her marriage had turned into, she really wasn’t looking to have another man “in her life”. It might be nice to have someone to talk to who was more than text on a screen though.

Shrugging off that maudlin line of thought, Eden made her decision and logged in to the chat room a second time. This time under the more provocative screen name of Wycked Lady. It was time for some no-strings fun and that was easier with anonymity.

The messages started the moment her alter-ego logged in. A barrage of private messages wanting to know “are you horny”, “want some big cock” and, her personal favorite, telling her to “kneel and suck bitch!”. The men in this chat room were such a class act! She clicked most of them closed with only the most cursory glance, although she was amused to see that a few of them came from chat-room regulars who maintained a very different persona in the public part of the chat room.

But she paused on one particular message and re-read it. The words themselves weren’t that different to the other messages, but something about the phrasing caught her attentions.

“Please Ma’am, would you care to amuse yourself with this dirty slut?”

It was better written than most, with careful use of grammar and punctuation, not to mention unusual polite, but what really tickled her curiosity was the fact it came from Anthony, another chat room regular. He was frequently active in the public area telling amusing jokes and generally being quite amiable. What did he get up to in private, she wondered?

“Did I ask you to disturb me?” She typed. From his choice of words it seemed like he was looking for some sort of domination, which wasn’t her usual thing but she could play along.

“I’m sorry Ma’am. Please, how can I make it up to you? I’ll do anything you want.”

Anthony’s grovelling tone was so different from his smart ass behavior out in the main chat room. Eden grinned, the man sounded almost desperate. She wondered how often, if ever, he got a positive response from a woman on here. And just what was he looking for anyway?

“Do you live with a wife or girlfriend?” She asked. He’d mentioned a girlfriend a few times while joking around, but of course he didn’t know she already knew that.

“A girlfriend.” Anthony answered quickly. Eden smiled again, he was so eager to please a strange woman, she wondered just what she could get him to do.

“Are you alone?” A naughty idea formed in the back of her mind. She was taking advantage of the man and she probably shouldn’t. On the other hand he seemed to want that.

“Yes.”

Eden waited, while no expert in this sort of thing she knew it was important to establish authority. In his haste Anthony had forgotten to address her properly. She wasn’t going to correct him, but rather wait for him to do it himself. It took a moment, but he realized his mistake.

“Yes Ma’am.” He typed.

“Take your clothes off.” She instructed him and waited impatiently to see his reaction. Perhaps she should have asked if he was alone first? After a long minute he answered.

“I’m naked now Ma’am.”

Eden grinned. She couldn’t know if he was telling the truth, but just the idea of smart ass Anthony sitting in his house, naked in front of the computer, and probably sporting a hard on amused her. Would it be possible, she wondered, to convince him to turn on his webcam. She was sure he had one, everyone did.

“Good boy.” She typed, praise was part of the scene for this sort of thing, reinforcing her superiority over him. “Now, go and fetch a pair of your girlfriend’s panties. Make it the sluttiest pair she owns, those will be perfect for you.” And again she sat and waited for his response, sure that this time he would refuse. Her fingers tapped on her laptop as the pause dragged on for a few minutes.

“I’m wearing the panties Ma’am.” Anthony finally responded.

Eden had to re-read that text several times, she really hadn’t expected him to actually do it. Maybe he was just saying it to keep the chat going? Nobody could be that obedient could they?

“Describe them.” She instructed him.

“A silky, red thong.” He responded. “They’re a very tight fit.”

Eden let out a giggle as her brain formed an image of Anthony sitting in his girlfriend’s skimpy red panties. His cock had to be bulging out of them. She wondered, idly, what his cock looked like and if his girlfriend had ever seen it like this.

At that thought and idea sprang to her mind. It was deliciously evil, cruel almost, but she didn’t care. Swapping back to her regular login she hurriedly sent a message to Anthony.

“You’re very quiet tonight.” She typed. There was a long pause, and Eden laughed inwardly imagining his curse of irritation as she pulled him away from his dirty fantasies.

“Yeah, I’m a little busy with stuff.” He finally responded. Eden snorted. Yeah, a little busy perving in panties!

“Does your girlfriend know?” She pushed forward with her plan although doubts were beginning to form.

“Know what?” This time the response came much quicker, probably alarmed by the mention of his girlfriend. Eden paused, her pulse racing as she considered what she was about to type. This was her last chance to back out.

“Does your girlfriend know that you’re a panty wearing bitch boy?” She typed the words, re-read them and finally hit send. There was no response. Eden felt her palms sweat a little. Had she gone too far?

Then, in her other window, Anthony typed “Eden, is that you?”

“LOL. That’s Ma’am or Mistress Eden to you slut boy.” Eden responded. “Turn on your camera Anthony. I want to see those panties.”

She waited with baited breath, fiddling with her own microphone so she was ready if he did as instructed. Had he really done what he said he had? Would he follow her commands? It took a moment, but sure enough the software established a connection and a video window appeared on her screen.

This time she did laugh out loud. The image was small and a little grainy but it showed Anthony clearly enough. He was a big man and just as he had said he was naked apart from the tiny red panties that he had crammed himself into. There was no mistaking how excited he was either as his cock jutted out the top of them.

“I can’t see you.” Anthony spoke for the first time, his voice slightly breathless.

“But I can see you.” Eden laughed again. “Turn around, I want the full effect”

Eden watched, her eyes glued to the slightly jerky video, noticing the red flush that spread over Anthony’s muscled body as he slowly turned himself around, showing that sure enough they were thong panties he was wearing. The man kept himself in good shape, most of the women on here would be only too happy to ogle him, but the panties changed things. She didn’t even try to hold back her laughter as he turned back towards the camera, obviously waiting further instruction

“What would your girlfriend say if she could see you right now?” Eden taunted him. “Does she know what a sissy boy you really are?”

She watched as Anthony’s shoulders sagged and his head dipped, but he didn’t answer her question. She had to keep pressing him, keep control of the situation.

“What would your friends say if I showed them the video I’m recording?” Eden said, hurriedly turning on the record feature. She had no plans to share this but she might want to re-visit it.

“Please no!” Anthony looked up, his eyes widening in horror as he realized the full depth of his situation. Eden laughed again, finding herself reveling in the power she held over this man even from a distance. He was so totally obedient, casually incriminating himself, desperate for someone to satisfy his needs.

This was very different from her previous cyber encounters, but immensely entertaining and… pleasurable. There was a heat and wetness building between her thighs and it occurred to her that having a toy to play with like this was turning her on.

“Dance for me.” She demanded and Anthony obeyed without hesitation, wiggling his body, gyrating in front of the camera for her. She smirked, watching as the red flush spread and deepened on his chest and cheeks as he humiliated himself for her.

She squeezed her thighs together, surprised by the strength of the sexual reaction she was getting from dominating this man. She stared at the bulge in his red panties and the shiny tip jutting out above them. How far could she push this, she wondered?

“This turns you on, doesn’t it slut boy?” She probed. Anthony was silent, but that was all the answer she needed. “Parading around in your girlfriend’s panties, wiggling your ass for me like a cheap whore.”

He squirmed under her verbal barrage, moving his hands over his bulging crotch as though trying to hide it. Eden laughed at his feeble efforts.

“Show it to me.” She told him. “Let me see what’s got you into all this trouble.”

Anthony pulled down the tight red panties, obviously eager to get his hands on his rigid cock. Eden squeezed her legs together again, listening to him moan.

“Stroke it for me bitch boy.” She hissed, shifting in her seat, leaning closer to watch the video.

Anthony gasped, his hand wrapping around the shaft of his cock. Eden watched intently as his hand moved up and down the shaft, spreading shiny pre-cum over his cock head. She licked her lips, unable to look away. There was something so intense not just about watching someone jerk off like this, but about the fact she controlled exactly what he did.

“Your hand looks so at home on your cock.” She laughed, pushing her reactions to one side to maintain control of the scene she had created.

Anthony just moaned, he was lost now in his own pleasure, his hand blurring as he jerked his cock, red panties hanging around his thighs. Eden bit her lip, stifling a moan of her own as she squeezed her thighs together again.

“I want to see you cum.” She said. “Now!”

Anthony’s hand moved faster and faster as Eden watched. He gasped, his hips jerking as cum spurted from his cock. Eden swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry, as she watched as he spurted again, strings of white cum landed on Anthony’s hands. She squirmed in her seat again as an evil thought occurred to her. Did she still control him even after he had cum?

“Wipe your hands over your face.” She said, her voice slightly hoarse.

Anthony looked at her in disgust as his lust subsided and reason slowly returned to his fevered brain.

“Do it now!” Eden snapped, scared of losing control of the situation. “Wipe your cum covered hands on your face or I’m going to share this little video with your friends!” It was a risk, he could call her bluff, but she didn’t think he would.

Anthony’s hands moved reluctantly to his face and he slowly wiped, spreading the cum over his cheeks. Eden laughed in triumph.

“Remember how this feels next time you go asking some stranger to get you off.” She sneered. “If I catch you doing this again, it will be worse.”

Eden cut the connection and left the chat room, not giving Anthony a chance to respond. Her panties were soaked and she couldn’t quite believe the strength of her reaction to what had just happened. She needed time to process this, but first… first she needed some time in bed with her vibrator.

*     *     *     *     *

Eden logged into chat the next night with a sense of anticipation she didn’t normally experience.  The events of the previous night had been in the back of her mind all day.  She was still surprised, and a little unsettled, by the strength of her reaction to it. A reaction that had her at least toying with the idea of finding another victim to humiliated tonight. It was a new feeling for her, a new sensation, but  she had cum four times last night reliving her domination of Anthony.

A quick scan of the user list showed all the usual suspects in the room. More interestingly Anthony was there. She was a little surprised by that, but he had always been a room regular so perhaps even embarrassment wouldn’t keep him away. After what she had done to him though, she had expected him to steer clear for a day or two.

“Good Evening Ma’am.” Anthony’s private message blinked up only moments after she arrived in the room. She stared at it in consternation, uncertain how to respond. She had been sure he would ignore her completely, instead he must have been waiting for her.

“Forgotten last night already?” She messaged back. She had intended her final humiliation of him to be a lesson for him.

“No Ma’am.” His response came quickly. “I can’t get it out of my mind.”

Eden read his response several times, he had enjoyed it. He had enjoyed wiping his cum all over his face. There was no other way to read that and  she couldn’t deny her own body’s reaction to what it implied. He wanted her to do it again. She glanced at her vibrator, laying next to the keyboard just in case, and made her decision.

“Is your cock hard again slut?” She asked. “Does the horny bitch need to jerk his dick?”

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony replied.

“If you want to play, you have to change your name.” Eden typed. “I want you to show everyone what you really are. Call yourself Eden’s Bitch!”

She waited for his response, her palms slick  Was she over-reaching? How strong was her hold over Anthony? She was asking him to humiliate himself in front of the other regulars, not just in front of her. There was no response for what seemed like ages, and she felt a creeping disappointment. Then suddenly she saw his name change. A triumphant smile crept over her face.

“Turn your webcam on bitch.” She grinned as she typed the command. While the connection established itself, she stood up and slipped her panties off, getting herself comfortable in her chair, she was wet already just thinking about what she might make him do. Anthony would have no way of knowing what effect this was having on her, so she might as well enjoy it to the max.

When the video feed finally came in, Anthony was sitting in front of his computer. Eden was disappointed to see that he was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, his delicious body fully covered.

“No panties tonight slutboy?” She taunted him, enjoying the red flush it brought to his face. “Strip for me.”

Anthony didn’t hesitate, standing and pulling the t-shirt over his head, exposing his toned chest and abs. He was enjoyable to look at, though she had no intention of letting him know that. She waited until he was completely naked, and already excited she noticed with amusement, before speaking again.

“Are you alone tonight?”

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony answered. Eden felt a little thrill run through her body at hearing those words spoken to her.

“Then I have a couple of simple little tasks for you.” She purred. “First I want you to go and get some of your girlfriend’s lipstick. Then I want you to write Eden’s Bitch right across your chest. Then I want you to go to every room in your house and open the blinds before coming back here.” She enjoyed the look of fear that flickered across his face.

“Someone might see me.” He said quietly, his voice polite but a little unsteady.

“Yes they might.” She snapped. “They might find out what a horny sissy slut you are. Wouldn’t that be a shame.”

Anthony made an odd whimpering sound, his cock twitching and stiffening as she teased him. He paused for a moment longer, conflicting emotions flitting across his face.

“Hurry up.” Eden snapped to cover her own nerves, she was pushing him much further than she had the night before.

Anthony made his decision and nodded, leaving the room. Eden leaned back in her chair, moving her legs apart, one hand caressing her inner thighs teasing herself. If he did this for her then she could get him to do anything and the thought of that made her squirm in her seat with excitement.

It was several minutes before Anthony appeared again in the webcam image. Eden laughed out loud as she saw the words Eden’s Bitch scrawled in red lipstick on his chest.

“Oh you are mine aren’t you bitch boy?” She purred, her hand moving between her legs to stroke her pussy.

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony nodded his head, his voice hoarse. His cock was rock hard now and jutting from between his legs.

“Somebody looks like he’s enjoying himself.” Eden taunted. “Are you bitch? Do you want to touch your cock?”

“Yes please Ma’am.” Anthony’s sounded desperate already, his voice thick with arousal.

“Did anyone see you bitch?” Eden ignored his obvious begging for the moment. “Did they look through the window at you?”

“I… I don’t think so.” He replied.


“Shame. Well… there’s still time, isn’t there?” She giggled. “You know I’m recording all of this of course? I can’t wait to show it to my friends. Why don’t you dance for me again hmm bitch?”

Just like the night before, Anthony began to gyrate and dance at her command. Eden let the laughter bubble out of her, knowing that it only added to his humiliation and excitement. She saw the flush spread over his body, but his cock swelled harder than ever. Her fingers teased her moist sex as she watched her bitch dance to amuse her.

“Do you think your girlfriend would enjoy seeing you like this huh bitch?” She taunted him as he continued to dance. Anthony didn’t answer, but his cock twitched again. “Enough. Sit down.” Anthony obeyed, sitting himself back down at his computer.

“Put your hand on your prick.” She told him. His hand was instantly wrapped around his hard cock. “I bet you sit like this a lot don’t you bitch boy?” Anthony just moaned, jerking his cock enthusiastically.

“What’s your girlfriend’s email address?” Eden asked him.

“Why?” He paused his stroking, looking at the webcam with real worry in his eyes.

“Because I asked.” Eden snapped. “And if you want to keep that hand on your cock, you’ll tell me.” She watched nervously as he struggled with is conflicting desires. Had she finally hit his limit, pushed him too far? She was about to close the connection when an email address appeared in her chat window and she let out a peal of triumphant laughter.

Anthony moaned again, and she watched him squeeze his cock tighter, his hand moving up and down the swollen shaft, spreading his slick pre-cum over the shiny purple head.

“You’d better not cum.” She warned him, enjoying the power she held over him. “If you do Kim is getting an email from me.” Anthony just groaned, his hand moving faster and faster.

“She won’t be the only one either. I’ll email this video to everyone so they can all see what a pathetic, horny, slut you really are.” Eden continued, verbally humiliating him. “A desperate cock stroking bitch boy.”

She reached out and picked up her vibrator, rubbing the tip against her slick pussy as she watched Anthony’s hips thrusting up off the chair, his hand jerking his cock. She knew he couldn’t last much longer.

“Is that what you want bitch? For everyone to find out what a desperate pervert you are?”

Anthony let out a strangled moan as he lost control and ribbons of cum shot from his cock, landing out of the image. Eden turned on her vibrator, stifling her own moans as she watched Anthony panting, a last spurt of cum shooting from his cock.

“Well now.” She drawled. “Time to send some emails.”

“Please! No!” Anthony stared at the webcam in horror.

“I told you what was going to happen.” Eden taunted him dismissively.

“I’ll do anything. Anything at all. Please don’t email her.” Anthony gabbled obviously desperate. Eden was glad he couldn’t see the smile that crossed her face.

“Show me the cum stains.” She said, sliding the vibrator into herself.

Anthony shot her a puzzled look, but obeyed, picking up the webcam and pointing it at the floor where several pools of white cum could be clearly seen.

“Lick it up.” Eden half gasped as she slid the vibrator in and out of her pussy. If she had been calmer she wouldn’t have dared to push him like this, but she was past caring about his feelings.

And he barely even hesitated, kneeling down on the floor, he pressed his head to the carpet. Eden bit her lip, moving her vibrator faster as she watched her bitch lick his own cum.
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