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The door fell closed behind him with a sharp knocking sound that briefly echoed through the empty house before getting lost in curtains and carpets. The sound alone was enough to send a small shiver of relief through him.

Home. Finally. Today hadn’t been particularly bad, no big fight with the colleagues, he didn’t get yelled at by the boss, lunch wasn’t horrible. And yet the seemingly never-ending lull of day to day life was slowly, unstoppably, grinding away at his soul until it felt like all he did was sleep, eat, work, repeat.

Well, not ALL he did. He grinned like a schoolboy who had just snuck a rude drawing to his friends directly under the teacher’s nose. True he didn’t have much time to see his friends anymore, the just idea of getting changed and going out to a bar after work made an existential exhaustion fall over him. His last girlfriend had left him more than a year ago, calling him a boring loser as he stood in the door to their bedroom and watched her angrily throw her clothes into a suitcase from across the room. One of her thongs, tiny and pink with little white hearts, had broken free and landed on the ceiling fan. It was still there now, since he had neither inclination nor motivation to get it off. Sometimes, in the evenings, as he lay in bed, he watched it gently swirl over his head, drawing circles over him like a sexy mobile lulling him to sleep.

Despite all that though, there was still one thing he enjoyed. He had looked forward to firing up his computer and getting out of his clothes and responsibilities ever since he heard the alarm in the morning. Now he was bounding up the stairs, taking two at a time in a show of vivacious energy that would have surprised anyone who knew him. He had lost his trousers before he ever reached the bedroom, his tie and shirt hanging somewhere over the banisters and by the time he reached his chair, the indent of his ass hugging him in a loving embrace, his socks were the only thing left to discard.

The computer whirred to life with a familiar flickering, notifications about emails and news strewn across his home screen. He ignored them and within moments the bright neon colors of the porn site came into view.

Home. Finally. He sighed, leaned back, his skin warming the back of the chair as he let one hand gently wander to his cock, gripping it softly as the other hand began to scroll. The first clip began to play and in the theatre of his debauchery he watched as one blonde, her massive tits contained only by the tiniest of string bras poured oil all over her hands. Her plump, fake lips formed a perfect O and her eyes vacantly begged him to plunge himself into her depths as her fingers tipped with perfect sparkly nails glided over her chest.

She pushed the bra out of the way and grabbed her nipples, twisting them, the pert globes barely moving as she threw back her platinum blonde locks in rapt pleasure. She moaned out her desire at the same time as him. The grip on his cock growing more firm, his hand falling naturally into rhythm with her stroking and pushing out her luscious, shiny tits for him to admire. When one of her hands begins to wander down her toned stomach, the slick skin yearning in anticipation under it his dick shivers.

The pulsating, twisting desire curled up deep inside of him, hot and cold combined in pure ecstasy. The tell-tale tightening of his balls becomes delicate torture when teasingly, slowly the blonde spreads her legs and her smooth, pink pussy comes into view. His fist blurred, his mouth dry as he pants out his lust watching her dip one, then two fingers into herself. She lets go of her tits and reaches down to circle her clit. The shiny oil, the sparkly nails, and her wetness combine in his minds eye. Her body is taught, back arched as far as it will go, the sinews in her stretched neck tight. Her teasing, slow movements turn into hurried, animal humps, fingers pumping relentlessly into herself. Her hips jerk in the same rhythm as his.

The fire shooting down his spine blinds him as with one final grunt he feels the hot spurts of his cum shoot over his hand and thighs.

As he sits back and catches his breath he watcher her, still seeking her pleasure, still suspended in the moment just before fulfillment and her moans growing louder as she loses control of her body, the grinding losing all artifice and becoming nothing but pure lust.

Within moments she stills, her breathing as hard and fast as his, both spent in joy.

With the first urgency of his desire gone he comes back to himself. Before he has time to click out and go hunting for the next video, his fingers already caressing his sensitive, soft cock in anticipation of the next target, he notices a small chat box that had opened on his screen.

THE OWNER OF THIS VIDEO WOULD LIKE TO CHAT. ACCEPT MESSAGE YES/NO

He quickly checks who uploaded the video. Her. The blonde.

Yes, this was likely to be spam, just someone trying to sell him boner pills or something but what did he have to lose? For a chance to chat to her? He clicks YES and a messenger opens.

LILIANA: Hi! Thank you for watching my video! I hope you enjoyed it!

It only took him a second to find where to input his nickname. BIGANDHUNG he decides. He almost laughs thinking about how many men she must get propositioned by daily with just that promise. But it was true, he was proud of his endowment and why not put your best foot forward?

BIGANDHUNG: it was great! I enjoyed it a lot ;)

LILIANA: I am so glad! What was your favorite part?

Fuck. He wasn’t exactly prepared for follow up questions. His head still swimming in the heady mix of hormones after his orgasm and the arousal already creeping back.

BIGANDHUNG: I liked your tits! They’re huge! And when you started fingering yourself!

He knew he sounded silly. Here he was talking to a real life porn star and he sounded like a schoolboy. For a moment the messages stopped and he began to worry that he had scared her off. His one chance at living the porn magazine dream!

LILIANA: That’s hot!

Attached to the message was a picture of her. Not the her he had seen in the video. Her with less make up. The lighting not as perfect. Her pouty lips curled into a knowing smile. Her plain white tank top was pulled down on one side exposing a tit, the nipple proud and erect. She had her hand pushed provocatively into her panties. Everything about her screamed ‚sex‘ and he was lost. His mouth had gone dry and the flesh in his hand jerked excitedly back to life.

BIGANDHUNG: You’re hot

It was a lame thing to say, but what’s a guy to do when he’s in a state like that?

LILIANA: Would you like to see another video of me? One that’s not on the website?

He swallowed hard.

BIGANDHUNG: Sure.

She sent the link to a video file and he had already clicked on it before he had time to ponder how lucky he got tonight. Out of the hundreds of men that must be jerking it to her perfectly sculpted body she, for some reason, chose to talk to him.

The video starts playing and he immediately notices the difference to the first one. She is dressed head to toe in a skin-tight, shiny latex cat-suit. The material clinging to her curves like oil and every movement accentuated by the light reflecting off her. Where before her perfectly pouting lips and doe-eyes made her look like everyone’s girl next door fantasy turned up to 100, there now was a power and possessiveness in her gaze that didn’t fail to make his cock jump in his hand.

The thumping, cliche porn music had been replaced by a subtle background sound and when she opened her mouth to speak he knew why. Her sultry voice sent promises of pleasures untold down his spine. He was mesmerized by her gaze and only allowed his eyes to drift down over her curves and linger on her slick, latex covered mound once she looked away from the camera

His cock jumped back to life, suddenly urgently hard in his grip. He pumped once, his own groan foreign in his ears before she started speaking.

„Hello, stud,“ her voice was sultry and warm, honey dribbling over the pleasure centers of his brain making him want to lose himself in her forever, „are you touching yourself for me?“

The brazen lust in her eyes betrayed the innocent question. She stretched, her entire body glistening as she slid closer to the camera. Her perfect, delicate feet planted just in front of him and her tight breasts suddenly seemingly just inches from his hungry mouth.

„That’s a good boy,“ she purred, „stroke yourself for me. Follow my rhythm!“

Her fist, clenched tightly around a black silicone dildo suddenly appeared in front of his eyes. Her gaze digging into his, searching his soul. The command seemed too powerful, too overwhelming, the pleasure she promised too intense not to follow.

The slender white fingers caressed the black cock just as his own began to work their way up and down his shaft. His hips crave to lift up, pump into his eager hand. The precum begins to dribble between his cheeks as the hot air seems to close in on him.

„Oh, no, honey!“ She gasps. Her grip suddenly stilled, her wide eyes staring at him in disapproval. „Slow. Much slower. I don’t want this to end too soon. Do you want this to end? The pleasure to just spurt out?“

As she was talking her hand had resumed jerking the dildo. He didn’t know when exactly he started following along to her movements again but already his dick was back to the desperate, wet need from a few moments ago.

„Don’t worry, I’ll let you cum,“ she threw back her hair and giggled. „This time.“

This time? Was she actually crazy? Who was going to let a video tell them when to cum? Certainly not him. He could feel it now, just moments away- His fingers closing tighter and tighter around him, his gaze fixed on her. The blazing heat sped down his spine in spurts of pure pleasure. He closed his eyes as his movements became frantic. Leaning back he finally allowed his hips to move into his first. Any second now the pleasure would wash over hi-

„STOP,“ her shriek was accompanied by a loud siren. Like a fire alarm going off right next to his face. In shock he ripped his hands from his cock, confused and trying desperately to find the button to mute the computer before his neighbors called the fire brigade. He was certain the sound must have travelled at least through several houses.

The noise stopped before he could smash the right buttons. Her face now closer to the screen. Grinning at him widely. All pretense of innocence had gone and there was nothing but coldness in her eyes.

„Aww…poor darling, did all the lovely pleasure just go away?“ She laughed as he continued to stare in disbelief. As his heartbeat began to return to normal and he caught his breath he suddenly knew what she meant.

His cock that moments ago had been so hard, balls tightening ready to shoot, had begun to soften. One lonely drip of cum was splattered on the bed, he hadn’t even felt it. And just like a wave the need crashed over him.

Suddenly, all at once, he was drowning in feral wild lust. His cock looked spent but he had felt none of the pleasure.

Her giggles on his computer screen started to fade away and she was back to looking at him with a calculating stare.

„Was that baby’s first ruin? Poor little you! Did the mean lady take away your cummie?“

He blinked, how did she know? Before he had time to think about it further she continued.

„It’s okay, honey, I promised you I’d let you cum. This time. You can have a full cum like a real man. I’ll even let you stare at my tits. You just have to do one tiny little thing for me.“

Anything. He would do anything. He knew, deep down, that he could just turn off the computer. He could just grip himself again. Jerk off like any other night.

But already her control over him seemed insurmountable. Her calm, certain voice leaving in him in no doubt that she was absolutely convinced he was going to do whatever she told him. And he knew he was. That one second, that pure moment of blinding pleasure just before she had shocked him out of it had been the most incredible, the most mind-blowing moment of his entire life and he was willing to do whatever she wanted if she would just let him have it again and again and again.

His brain, muddled by hormones, cock dumb from his own hand, belonged to her already, he just didn’t know it yet.

The jiggling of her round soft tits was almost enough to distract him from her words when she started speaking again.

„Just go get those panties and put them on for me,“ she purred.

He stopped. Not just his movements, his hand still tantalizingly wrapped around his needy cock glistening with pre-cum, but for what felt like an eternity wrapped into a second his brain frizzled and emptied, the shock overwhelming him.

He tore his eyes away from her curves and looked up into the eyes of the woman on the screen. She was still the same woman, still maddeningly beautiful but all of a sudden there was a coldness in her eyes that had been hidden until now.

„How did you kn-“

„Oh please, did you think you found my by accident?“ she laughed and got up moving closer to the camera. It took him another second, maybe two, to realize what he had thought was a video was her, now, live. Somehow.

His confused, lust drunk brain struggled to grasp what was happening and when he finally looked back up she had moved close enough that her breath was fogging up the camera lens.

Her wet tongue deliciously licking her lips, flicking out towards him in short, sharp movements.

„Just be a good boy for me, just do this one thing, and I will let you cum. I will let you have all that pleasure you want so much. Just get up right now. Just hop up onto that bed and grab those panties for me.“

His brain was still calculating, still trying to work out how she could see him, why she was doing this, but his body had other ideas. He was halfway across the room before he even noticed that he was moving.

For a moment he wasn’t sure why he wasn’t able to grab the thong from the ceiling fan, before he realized that his hand was still holding onto his cock. He let go, missing the warm, tight embrace immediately and took hold of the tiny piece of fabric.

With only a few steps he was back in his seat, his erection now almost painful, every vein on his cock angrily stretching the skin, begging him for release.

The woman, Liliana, had used to the time to sit down on the floor. Her legs were splayed on either side of the camera. He could see the smooth, pink skin of her cunt and her fingers lazily caressing herself. He was so close, so desperately horny he would have sworn he could smell her.

One lonely drop of moisture escaped from between her perfect lips and dripped slowly down towards her ass. She moaned and opened her eyes, staring directly at him.

„Good boy,“ her voice was husky from arousal. „Can you see how wet you make me? Can you tell how turned on I am right now?“

He nodded.

„Good, now just lift up those little panties and give them a good sniff.“

He didn’t hesitate. The silky material stretched between his hands as he lifted it up to his face. He pressed his nose into the crotch. Even after all this time the faint musk of his ex still hung onto the fabric.

His hand was back on his cock. It was too much. Hips straining against himself as he breathed in deeply.

„Such a good little boy,“ it sounded like she was mocking him, but she was still fingering her cunt, sliding in and out of her coping wet pussy with slurping sounds and he didn’t care. He didn’t care about anything, anything at all, except cumming.

„And you will cum, boy, any second now. I’ll let you come, let the pleasure and the lust flood through your brain and wash away all those silly little ideas you have about who you are. I’ll make you cum so hard it’ll be the start of your new life. It will wash away everything you are, everything you thought you’d never do, and it will remake you as my perfect little slut.“

She hissed the word ‚slut’, the s-sound snaking its way past her lips like he yearned to do at this moment.

„Just put on that little thong for me, go on, do it now.“

He was too far gone to argue, too far gone to even think. The fabric slid up his legs, the soft, gentle pink against his corse hair and settled itself perfectly into his crack.

„Good boy,“ she beamed, „now take your hand off your little cock and pull them up properly for me.“

Letting go of himself as he was so close to completion, stopping his fingers from dancing tantalizingly over his own flesh was nearly painful but he did it and watched in amazement as his dick disappeared under the perfectly pink thong. Little sparkly stars covering where moments ago his manhood had stood proudly.

His cock strained against the confines of its new home, the outline clearly visible. Already precum was starting to leave a wet spot on material.

The back of the thong was pulled firmly against his asshole, teasing him in a way nothing ever had. Every movement pulled the string this way or that, rubbing deliciously against the tender bud.

„Well done, darling,“ she drawled, „now go ahead, wrap your hand around your little cock for me and do what I say. Just grab yourself tightly.

No, tighter. Well done! Now slowly tease yourself! Move your hand up and down the entire length. Can you feel the way the silk clings to your cock? Can you feel yourself throbbing through it?

Good boy!

Now, you don’t cum until I say you do, do you understand? This orgasm belongs to me and I will give it to you, but its a present. Tell me, tell me you understand.“

His brain fizzled back to reality when he realized she expected and answer, her wide eyes staring dangerously directly into his soul. She was still teasing her cunt but she looked relaxed, one perfectly manicured foot stretched out in front of her, giving him a view he could only have dreamt of.

Making his mouth form words instead of the string of guttural grunts that kept escaping him felt nearly impossible, with every breath, with every thought arrows of pure pleasure shot up his spine and exploded in his brain. But she was waiting and right now he was willing to do anything to please her.

„I won’t cum until you tell me to,“ he gasped.

Her grin widened and her hips surged. This was turning her on almost as much as him.

„Good boy! Now take two of your fingers and start circling just the tip of your cock. You know the spot just on the underside. Thats okay your other hand can keep holding your dick but keep it really still. All that pleasure comes from just two little fingers. Just two little fingers circling over and over the special little spot on your tiny cock is all I’m allowing you to have now.

A real men doesn’t jerk off like this. You know what real men do, my perfect panty boy? Real men fuck! A real man would see a woman like me, would see my tits, my cunt, my mouth, and they would fuck me. They would get me onto the ground just like I am now and stand in front of me. Can you imagine it? And they would ram their big, long, hard cock into my throat.

Can you see my lips? Can you see how soft they are? I would wrap them around his dick tightIy. I would move my head up and down, my tongue caressing him. I would like the little spot, yes the same one your circling, keep going! I would suck and lick and pleasure him until he had his fill. And then he would turn me around and fuck me.

I’ll show you,“ she turned around and suddenly her perfect white ass filled the screen. One manicured hand reached back and pulled on her cheek exposing her pink dripping cunt.

„He would see the exact same thing you’re seeing right now, panty boy“, she continued, „and he would grab my hips with his strong hands and sink deeply into my folds. He would fuck me hard and he would cum inside me.

That’s what men do, isn’t it? But that’s not what you are doing. You are jerking off through a girl’s filthy panties because you’re not really a man, are you? You are my perfect panty boy. My little cockdumb pleasure puppet.“

He listened to her talk but the words barely reached his brain. His entire world had shrunk down to the pleasure, to his hands torturing himself, to the fantasy of fucking her.

Precum was oozing out of his cock, his balls tightening, hips flexing, he was almost there. So close. But it was not enough. All he needed was a few strokes. Just a few pumps with his fist and he would explode in what he knew would be an intense release.

Just, he needed…something.

„Stick out your tongue,“ Liliana said, her voice was still strong but her moans were more noticeable now. Her words more breathy as she gasped through her own pleasure.

„Good boy! You may not close your mouth or pull your tongue back in until you cum, do you understand?“

He nodded, drool already starting to drip down his chin.

„Now I will give you ten seconds to make yourself cum, I will count down and you can pump and hump yourself like the silly little toy you are, but as soon as I reach zero you will take your hands off your cock, do you understand me?“

He nodded once more but she wasn’t waiting for him to respond.

„One“

His fingers stopped their gentle teasing motions and finally he grabbed his cock firmly in his fist.

„Two“

His hips seared upwards meeting his thrusts. His balls tightened once more. He pumped once, twic-

„Three“

All at once the pleasure crested over over him. Cum shot out of his cock harder than he had experienced since his teens coating the insides of his panties in his sticky lust. His body seized and froze, little spasms of pleasure and sparks of energy running up and down his skin.

He felt like the air itself was caressing him, his eyes still fixed onto the screen but seeing nothing but fireworks.

When he finally came back down to reality the first thing he heard was a giggling. Liliana was sitting on the floor still, but leaned forward now as though looking at him closely. And she was laughing.

„Three seconds, panty boy!“ she giggled, „that’s how long you lasted! THREE SECONDS!! I can’t even,“ she took a moment to stop laughing enough to continue. „No wonder your girlfriend left you, huh?“

He wanted to tell her that normally he would last longer. He had stamina. But a little nagging voice inside his head stopped him. Here he was sitting. His cum slowly dripping out of his pink thong. It seemed silly to try to defend his manhood after what he just did.

„Thats okay, my little slut,“ she said. „You’re exactly the kind of guy I was looking for. Now you have a choice to make, panty slut! You can either keep those panties on for the rest of the night - and no cleaning up! Or you can take them off and lick them clean. Whatever you chose, you will tell me about it tomorrow. And don’t think I won’t know if you’re lying, panty slut, cause I will know and I will punish you.“

He sat back in his chair, his softening cock snuggled tightly into the confines of the thong.

„Wait, punish me?“ he looked up confused.

„Oh, I won’t hurt you, panty slut,“ Liliana smiled. „Ill just upload the recording of what you did for me tonight to my site. I’m sure it’ll be very popular.“ She grinned an evil grin.

He didn’t argue. Didn’t fight back. What was the point? He knew she had been able to see him and there was no reason to suggest she didn’t record him. And the thought of sleeping in his cum soaked panties made his spent dick twitch in desire.

„Good night for now, panty boy,“ she winked and blew a kiss towards the camera. „I expect you back here tomorrow at 6pm. And be punctual.“

He nodded.

„Oh and one more thing, pussy boy: You may not touch your cock or cum until I tell you. And trust me, I will know whether you obey me or not.“

The screen turned black and he slumped back into his chair. Spent and confused.

What the fuck had she planned for tomorrow?
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