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Part One


Emma Dawson was a 28 year old accountant who never broke the rules. She was very prim and proper, always dressed well, and had immaculate makeup. She had worked hard to get to where she was, and had little time for distractions growing up. All in all she was a very nice, homely girl who didn't give herself much time for relaxation.

Emma owned a small apartment in the city near her firm, which was always kept clean and tidy. Nothing was out of place, and it was beautifully decorated by her. The only thing missing from her life was a spark of chaos and excitement, but she didn't know this is what she needed. Not yet, anyway. Soon, however, she would grow to crave it with every fiber of her being.

Emma was not all work and no play, however. She would regularly go out for the night with her friends from university, or a group of young accountants from work. She would always drink in moderation and would never be home too late, but she did have her fun. On a night like any other night with her friends, her life took a turn. For better or worse remained to be seen, but things certainly changed quickly. All the passion that she had kept bottled up all her life would quickly come pouring out at the command of one man.

It was a Wednesday night in August, and she was at the wedding reception of one of her friends from university. She didn't know many people at the wedding, but she had enjoyed the ceremony and got chatting to people at the reception. After the meal, everyone left their tables and socialised, Emma now searching for her familiar group of friends among the crowd in the hotel.

Sharing some gossip with her usual group, she was really enjoying herself. She was standing near the edge of what must have been an old ballroom with half a dozen or so of her girlfriends when she first saw him. Across the room, with a group of people she didn't recognise, her eyes met the sensual gaze of a handsome stranger.

His dark complexion, chiselled features framed by stubble, his smouldering eyes, and a crisp white shirt under a superbly cut suit drew her in, her mind wandering off as the rest of the room seemed to vanish, leaving only the two strangers staring at each other from across the room. While Emma could only stand dumbstruck by this mesmerising man, an amused expression came across his face as he smirked at her, knowing exactly what effect he was having on her. He broke their silent exchange and returned to his conversation, Emma now left extremely curious about him. She told herself that she wouldn't be her usual shy self: she would speak to him before the end of the night.

As the night went on, Emma simply couldn't get the mystery man off her mind. She was distracted in conversation, and kept looking around to find him amongst the crowd. Now and again she would catch sight of him, but he would either be absorbed in conversation or she would lose him again before she managed to escape her own conversation. However, finally, while walking to the bar for another drink, serendipity smiled upon her. As she made her way through the thong to the bar, she came out at the bar to order her drink, and standing beside her, alone, drink in hand, was none other than her mystery gentleman she had spotted from across the room hours ago.

Emma was suddenly struck by nerves. Her mind drew blank, and she stood staring at him, unable to make a sound. Filled with self-doubt, she was frozen to the spot. Sensing her presence, the handsome stranger turned his head and noticed that the person hovering beside him was none other than the intriguing girl from across the room earlier in the night. Without a moment of hesitation, he extended his hand and spoke.

“Nice to meet you, my name's Michael.”

“E-emma, pleased to meet you too,” Emma stuttered with a smile, already embarrassed at how awkward she must seem.

“That was a beautiful ceremony this afternoon. I saw you from across the room earlier, you look familiar. Do we know each other from somewhere?” Michael's voice cut through the air clear and confident, in stark contrast to Emma's.

“It was perfect, wasn't it!” Emma began to gush, the adrenaline in her veins finally bursting forth into her speech, her eyes bright with emotion as she remembered the vows, “I went to university with the bride, but I don't think we've met before. I would remember someone like you!”

Emma immediately began to blush, realising what she had said. Michael simply smiled that confident smile from earlier and continued the conversation, unperturbed by Emma's obvious embarrassment.

Before long the two were sharing stories of the bride and groom, laughing at each others' jokes and forgetting the huge crowd behind them. Emma thought that Michael was exceptionally difficult to read, and she wasn't quite sure what he was thinking. At times he seemed attracted to her, at times amused, and at times aloof. She had never felt so drawn to a man in her whole life, and was now faced with her ideal, but was so intimidated by his confidence that she was unable to make her desires known beyond some awkward flirting. Before she had thought of a solution, Michael ended the conversation quite abruptly, and solved the problem for her.

“I should get back to my friends, they'll think I've got lost. I'd like to get to know you more though, somewhere a bit more quiet and without a thousand people breathing down our necks. Would you like to go to dinner with me in the city this Friday?”

Thursday flew by, and Emma could barely concentrate on her work. She could thin kof nothing but her dinner the next night with Michael, and her thoughts were filled with questions. “What should I wear? What will I talk about. Will he realise I'm boring? Will he think I'm just a blundering idiot?” She got plenty of advice from the girls around the office who had also been at the reception, all of whom had noticed the handsome man who had been talking to Emma at the bar.

She didn't exactly have answers to her dilemmas, but by the time she got out of work at lunch on Friday, she at least had some sort of plan. Once again, her nerves started to build and the butterflies in her stomach wouldn't stop fluttering. “Maybe after a couple of drinks I'll settle down,” she told herself, trusting that things would improve during dinner.

Michael picked Emma up at seven and took her to an expensive Italian restaurant in the city that Emma had always wanted to try. Her nerves didn't settle until her second glass of wine, but finally she was able to relax and be herself. Of course, Michael was totally confident from the moment she saw him, and showed no sign of any nerves whatsoever. Both knew that he was in control, and something about having him take control of the evening made Emma feel safe and strangely attracted to him even more. She felt safe, and that all her usual responsibilities were lifted from her, shouldered by the strong man before her.

After slowly savoring their beautiful four course meal and flirting more and more overtly as time went on, Michael suggested they make their way home again. They drove home talking about how much they enjoyed the meal and each others' company. Emma was still mystified by what Michael was thinking. He was truly impossible to read, and at times she thought he was making fun of her when she said something silly from being nervous. However, in the next breath he would always compliment her; her mind was swimming with contradictions, and she knew she had to know him more deeply.

They pulled up in front of Emma's apartment, Emma wrestling with herself over whether she should invite him in. She wanted him to come up, but she didn't want to give him the wrong impression or make him think that she was easy. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was her curiosity over him, maybe it was the sheer attraction she had for him from the moment she saw him, but she opened her mouth and spoke before she had time to talk herself out of her decision.

“Do you want to come in for a drink?” Her heart was pounding as the words passed her lips, her nerves streaming back with full force. Michael turned to her with his enigmatic confident expression on his face and smiled.

“I'd love to.”

Michael walked around the car and opened the door for Emma, closing it behind her. Even this small gesture made her feel special, and her attraction for him only grew stronger.

Emma poured two glasses of wine while Michael waited in the living room. Checking her hair and make-up in a mirror, she made some quick adjustments and brought the glasses through to him. They sat in her deep leather sofa, quickly returning to their flirty conversation that had been interrupted by the drive home. Where before Emma had simply become less nervous, she could now feel her inhibitions slip away.

She caught herself staring at Michael's lips as he spoke. She wished she had the courage to lean forward to kiss them, to taste them, and wrap her arms around his strong shoulders, having him embrace her and take her then and there.

Michael was aware of exactly what Emma was thinking. She was right on the edge of making a move, but he knew that she would never have the courage to make that final leap. That was absolutely fine though, because he fully intended to take control of the evening's events. In fact, he intended to take control of everything about Emma, and he knew that underneath her uptight exterior lay a submissive succubus, waiting to be set free.

Deciding that the time was right, Michael leaned forward, pausing briefly to look deep into Emma's eyes before bringing his lips closer to hers. Her heart almost leapt out of her chest with excitement, yet she was unable to move her body. Anticipation filled every facet of her being as she waited for Michael's kiss to finally meet her lips.

He kissed her softly, his lips gently pressing against hers before pulling away just a fraction, the corner of his mouth turning up with his amused, confident smirk, then moving in again to kiss her with more force. They kissed more and more passionately, Michael lifting his hand and holding the back of Emma's neck, running his fingers through her hair, teasing the side of her neck as his other hand pulled her body close to his, pressing against her back before running all the way up to her neck before gently running his nails down the length of her spine, sending orgasmic shivers throughout her body. She let out a soft moan, her mind reeling with the pleasure, her arms finding their way to his muscular chest and arms, feeling his physical power as they shared their embrace.

Both were incredibly aroused now; Emma could feel her wetness between her legs, and out of the corner of her eye she noticed the intimidatingly large bulge in Michael's trousers. Part of her tried to ignore it, but another part of her wanted him to pin her down and take her on the sofa, and let her feel his immense member inside her.

Michael drew back, his hands moving down her slender arms to join her hands, gently holding them between the couple as they stared lustfully into each others' eyes. Emma was filled with a bestial desire to please him, to be used for his pleasure, to obey his every command and be secure in his dominance. It was as if Michael could read her mind as he spoke.

“I want you to trust me. I want to show you pleasure that you never imagined was possible. I want you to do exactly as I say and surrender yourself, and discover how good it is to submit yourself.”

If Emma hadn't had a few glasses of wine she might have resisted and thought it ridiculous that someone was telling her to submit to them, but with Michael, it was different. It was as if a switch had been thrown in her mind, and she wanted to serve him with her mind and body. For the first time, she wanted to give herself over totally to him, and give him whatever he wanted. Both knew that this was meant to be, and that this kind of relationship would be perfect for them. From when their eyes first met, Emma wanted to feel the rush of being commanded by Michael's confident will, and now she would be able to experience exactly that.

Michael stood up, drawing Emma up with her. He knew by her expression that she agreed, and now he would solidify her obedience, making her give herself over to him unquestioningly. He started to unbutton her blouse without so much as asking, gently sliding it off her shoulders and onto the floor. He followed by opening her skirt and letting it fall around her ankles. He took her hand once more and moved backwards, stepping her out of her skirt. He admired her beautiful body wrapped only in her lingerie and matching heels, and for the first time Emma saw an unmistakable emotion that belied his true thoughts: he lusted after her body with every part of himself.

“Do you like what you see, master?” Emma couldn't believe what she had said. Calling him master was a thought that had never crossed her mind, but it slipping out so naturally. Her confusion was quickly replaced by a soft glow as she realised that the title was perfect for him. She wanted him to be her master, and her to be his slave.

“I love what I see, Emma. Never have I seen such beauty...you're making it very difficult for me to control myself,” he rubbed his crotch slowly, accentuating his erection through his trousers. Emma watched intently and licked her lips, dying to experience the pleasure it could give her, “is this what you want, darling? Well aren't you a naughty girl. Get on your knees.”

Emma immediately obeyed, dropping to her knees in front of Michael, sitting face to face with his crotch. She looked up at him with her bright blue eyes, the sight of her making Michael's cock twitch with desire.

“Now, I want you to open my trousers and get my cock out in the open so you can admire what you are about to take into your throat.”

Emma was already wet, and felt herself leak even more of her juices into her underwear. She had never been so turned on in her life, and she was dying to feel him inside her. She wanted to bend over in front of him and have him fill her up, but she knew that she had to obey her master.

Her every sense heightened by her arousal, Emma felt as if time flowed more slowly, allowing her to savor every minute detail of her surroundings. She slowly reached up to Michael's belt, undoing it and letting it fall open. She opened the button on his trousers and with one hand lowered the zip. The sound of the zip resounded in her head and vibrated through to her clit, making her even more wet with anticipation of what she was about to do.

Emma pulled Michael's trousers down around his ankles, only his boxers between her and the huge penis that loomed beneath the material. His underwear was tented forward, the shape of his thick cock protruding out towards her. Reaching up again, she hooked her fingers into his waistband and gently pulled downwards, enjoying every prolonged second.

The waist of his boxers inched down, his shaft slowly coming into view before springing out towards Emma's face as it came free from its restraint. Emma jerked her head back involuntarily in surprise, before steadying herself and admiring its smooth, thick form. Suddenly she felt a great sexual presence fill her, imbuing her with the confidence to do everything it would take to pleasure Michael.

“May I suck your cock now, master? May I take it deep into my throat and drink all your hot cum?”

Michael was thrown off by how strongly her sexual side came forth, he had expected it to take a lot more effort to get her to this stage. It was at that moment that he knew they were perfect for each other, and that they would have a great relationship. Without saying a word, he bent over, tilting her head back with one hand gently lifting her chin. He kissed her deeply, sensually, communicating with his tongue more than words ever could.

He stood back up again, Emma taking the kiss as a sign to proceed. She focused her gaze on the erect rod in front of her and licked her lips before opening her mouth slightly and moving her head forwards.

At first she kissed the head, her hands still in her lap. Licking around Michael's head, she tasted every inch of it before positioning her mouth in line with his cock and opening wide. She slid the head past her lips, and kept moving her head forward as far as she could. She got around half-way down when she felt his head meet the back of her throat. She had never deepthroated a cock before, but she wanted to learn now.

Consciously relaxing her throat, she massaged Michael's dick into her mouth as she advanced her head further. There was was resistance at first, then her throat seemed to open, taking the full length of him deep into her. Further and further his cock slid into her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen. She let her throat relax around the invader and made swallowing movements, squeezing his dick with her muscles, making him shake with pleasure and struggle to remain standing.

She pistoned her head back and forth, keeping her throat open for Michael as his hard dick slid easily in and out of her, his head being squeezed every time to transitioned from her mouth to her throat. Unable to control himself, Michael grabbed the sides of Emma's head, her hands still sitting faithfully in her lap. He began to fuck her more forcefully, his cock slamming in and out of her throat with incredible speed. She was hardly able to breathe, but she kept going to make sure Michael got as much enjoyment as possible from her.

Gasping, ragged breathing filled the room as Michael quickly approached orgasm. His whole body tense, he face fucked Emma with all his strength. Her saliva drooled out, coating his balls and flowing down onto the floor. Still, she kept her hands still, not wanting to do anything to detract from her master's pleasure.

Emma felt Michael's dick start to spasm deep in her throat, and he thrust deep inside her, holding her face down hard against his abdomen. His breathing stopped, and his whole body went into spasm. At first Emma only felt his huge cock expand in her throat, then after a few pulses she felt shot after shot of hot, thick cum hitting the back of her throat and sliding down into her stomach. She took every drop of his cum into her, diligently swallowing every spurt of her master's juices. She sucked as hard as she could, swallowing hard to make sure she milked every last drop out of him.

Finally, after Michael was totally drained of cum, his body relaxed, his legs shaking as he came down from his blissful release. Emma kept her mouth on his dick, withdrawing it slightly so the head was within her mouth, and continued to suck as his cock began to soften, making sure to draw every last drop of cum out of him.

Emma was amazed at what she had done; she never let any of her past boyfriends cum in her mouth, but now she had happily swallowed this man's semen, and loved every second. In fact, she wanted more, and couldn't wait for her next chance to please him and take his seed inside her.

Finally Michael withdrew his penis from Emma's wet mouth, a thin rope of saliva connecting his head to her tongue, before finally breaking and separating the two. Emma still had the delicious aftertaste of his cum at the back of her throat, and Michael struggled to regain his composure after his earth shattering climax. Emma had far exceeded his expectations, and had proven herself to be a true submissive, bending herself so perfectly to his will.

Emma remained on her knees, looking up expectantly at Michael, waiting for her next instruction. She had done well, but she knew she had a lot to learn about obedience from her new master. She watched as Michael's expression slowly returned to his calm, confident self. He got dressed again, not saying a word to her, then finally met her waiting gaze, his eyes showing a smouldering passion.

“I'm very pleased with you, Emma. I didn't think you would take to this so easily, but you've far exceeded my expectations. Now, go and clean yourself up. I'm going to pick you up tomorrow at eight and we're going to go to my place, and I'm going to push you even further. I think we can move things faster now that we've both seen what a submissive slut you really are.”

With that, he turned and walked out the door, leaving Emma still on her knees in her lingerie and high heels. She was overcome once again by a wave of arousal, and her hand began to wander closer to her pussy, dying to pleasure herself and give herself release. She caught herself immediately, knowing that her master would want to control her pleasure.

Within a few hours, the submissive sex-loving part of her mind had been released from its cage, and she was forever transformed. She sat amazed at the change that had taken place within her in the space of an evening. Never before had she had these desires; she had kept her sexuality so suppressed all her life that she had no idea how much being dominated turned her on. Now, though, she knew exactly what she wanted, and tomorrow she would see Michael again, and have her sexual side opened up even more. What pleasures awaited her, she could only imagine...


Part Two


Emma Dawson had just discovered a part of her that she had kept locked deep inside her all her life. At 28, she was a successful accountant who rarely, if ever, let her hair down. She suppressed all her wild desires and had worked extremely hard to get to where she was, but all her barriers were torn down when she met Michael at a friend's wedding.

From the moment she saw him, she had been captivated by the mysterious air about him. He had a dark, handsome complexion and exuded confidence. She had spent the evening trying to speak to him, but he had always been deep in conversation and she was increasingly disappointed. Serendipity shone on her for a moment, however, and she found herself at the bar standing next to him, alone. Her confidence faltered, and she found herself unable to initiate a conversation.

Michael's confidence showed itself, and he took control of the conversation, leading to  the pair flirting heavily over drinks, Emma becoming increasingly intrigued by him.

He took Emma out to dinner in the city the next night and there was a definite spark, although Emma found herself unable to unravel the enigma of Michael's mind. She was never able to read what he was thinking, and her mind was reeling by the end of the evening. He left her home, and in a moment of courage, she invited him inside.

Flirting more over a glass of wine, Emma found herself becoming incredibly aroused by the idea of being taken by Michael, of submitting to his will and the feeling of safety his control and dominance would give her.

As if reading her mind, he took control and both found themselves falling into the sole of slave and master naturally. Michael's dominant nature matched perfectly with the suppressed submissive side of Emma, which erupted from her after years of denial, and quickly she showed herself to be a cock loving submissive.

She took his large cock deep into her mouth, deepthroating him and allowing him to fuck her face as hard as he could, he feeling of total submission making her feel content and like she had found the one thing that had been missing from her life for so long. This was her place, and she wanted it to last forever. She swallowed every drop of his delicious cum and glowed with satisfaction at how she pleased her master, the anticipation of the next night electrifying her mind. Before leaving, Michael told her that he would pick her up the following night and they would go to his house for the night. More turned on than she had been in her life, she imagined all the possibilities that were in store for her as his slave.

Emma had chosen a beautifully elegant dress to wear for the evening. Her hair was perfect, and her make-up made her look absolutely stunning. She couldn't remember the last time she put this much effort into her appearance for a man, but she wanted to look as sexy as she could for Michael. Finally ready, she waited for him to pick her up. She was nervous again, but she knew that he would guide her, instruct her, and show her what he wanted. His masculinity would envelope her and take her away from the stresses of life.

Looking out her window, she saw a car pull up near the door a few floors below. It was dark, and she couldn't make out the figure that stepped out. Her heart strained as she hoped that he was finally here. Seconds passed in silence, feeling like hours as she waited for her doorbell. Finally, its buzz rang through her apartment. She pressed the intercom button and tried not to sound too excited that it was him.

“Hello?”

“It's me, are you ready to leave?”
“I'll be down in a second!”

Emma flicked out the lights and bounced out the door in her scarlet high heels, gleefully shutting the door behind her and skipping down the stairs to meet him. As she walked out the front door, she saw him standing just to the side. Michael stepped forward as soon as Emma came through the door, embracing her and kissing her firmly, wrapping his strong arms around her body, drawing her close as if he hadn't seen her in weeks. Emma felt a great wave of warmth come across her body, and for a moment her legs became weak, almost giving way beneath her. She knew that this was the man for her.

They arrived at Michael's apartment in a few minutes. He lived in a high-rise in the city too, but it was clear even from the street that his apartment was much more expensive than Emma's. He parked the car and once again, got out and walked around, opening Emma's door, taking her hand to help her out. She felt slightly self-conscious being so well dressed just to go to his apartment, but she knew he liked what she was wearing: when they were driving over, he could barely keep his eyes on the road, snatching glances all over her body at every opportunity.

Michael's apartment was huge. It was a suite that covered the entire floor, and was as beautifully furnished and decorated as Emma's. She noticed a room lined by bookshelves as she walked in; she made a mental note to investigate later and find out his interests, hoping for an insight into the side of himself that he kept hidden.

He had cooked them dinner, and the two ate at his candlelit table, both intoxicated by their lust for one another. The conversation came easily, but was clearly a facade as both their minds were fixed on more bestial desires: their desire to explore each other sexually.

Finally finished, Michael lifted the remainder of the bottle of wine and carried their glasses into the living room, followed closely by Emma. As he set her glass down and guided onto his sofa, she suddenly noticed the huge bulge at his crotch. Her lust that had been smouldering all evening erupted into an inferno within her, her pussy becoming wet and her chest tightening with desire. Her mind flew back to when she had been on her knees, taking his cock into her throat, swallowing his cum, and wanting more. She wanted to tell him to fuck her, but that was not for her to decide. Her purpose was to please him whatever way he saw fit, but she deeply desired to feel it inside her pussy tonight, pumping her full of his hot cum.

She suddenly realised that she had been staring for too long. Looking up, she saw that he was looking directly into her face, waiting for her to notice that she had been caught. She blushed a deep red, and dropped her eyes to the floor, embarrassed by what she had been doing and what had been running through her mind.

Michael stared at her with an intense expression, Emma not able to read any more into to it than that. He took a deep breath in, sat down opposite her and gave her a wicked smile.

“Aren't you a horny little girl? I can see you're getting turned on just thinking about what I've got for you here,” he sat back in the chair, legs apart, accentuating his engorged penis in his jeans, “I want to see you enjoy this even more, but you're not going to get to feel my cock yet. Pull your dress up and touch yourself.”

Emma went an even darker shade of red. He wanted to sit back and watch her masturbate in front of him. Her heart was pounding in her chest, but her pussy only got wetter. She remembered how she felt when she had been on her knees, giving herself to Michael in her apartment. Slowly, she pulled her dress up past her smooth thighs, revealing dark red lace panties that matched her high heels. She parted her legs so Michael could see right up to her covered pussy, and she brought her right hand down to her crotch. She began to rub her mound in small circles, looking at Michael to see if he approved. His gaze was transfixed on her hand, watching it stimulating herself, her juices seeping through her panties onto her hand.

“That's it, darling, rub yourself, faster, pleasure yourself for your master.”

Hearing him call himself her master filled her with the same willingness to obey that she had felt before. Spurred on by her horniness, she began to rub herself harder and faster, her hand slick with her juices as waves of ecstasy radiated from her pussy and filled her body. She pulled her panties to the side so she could touch her clit, revealing to her master her waxed skin, shiny in the dim light.

“Is this alright, master? Is your slave rubbing her pussy right for you?” Emma used a supplicating, almost juvenile tone as she got more into her role. She looked up briefly and saw that Michael was rubbing his own crotch, slowly stimulating his hard cock through his jeans, his own breathing becoming faster.

She became more confident seeing the effect she was having on Michael, and put one foot up on the edge of the coffee table, letting her knee fall out to the side so that her bald pussy was wide open to her master's hungry gaze. She felt so slutty, rubbing her clit furiously while being watched, but it felt so good to obey Michael. She was soaking wet, her juices flowing all over her hand as she brought herself closer and closer to climax.

Emma closed her eyes and relaxed her head back into the sofa, letting out a long, deep, satisfied moan as her inhibitions were totally washed away and all that remained was sexual pleasure. Her mind was filled with submissive happiness, focused on her task at hand to please Michael.

As she pushed closer to orgasm, her breathing became more ragged, her face flushed deep red and her pussy pulsed deep inside, sending waves of ecstasy through her. She could hear Michael's breathing quicken as he got more and more aroused by her display. Knowing how much he was enjoying watching her masturbate was the final push over the edge that she needed.

Emma felt a great heat begin to build deep inside her, emanating from her crotch and filling her entire body. Her hand flicked over her clit and with her free hand she massaged her breast, pinching her nipple, magnifying the glorious sensations filling her. Her muscles went into spasm, her back arching and her legs trying to clamp closed, her chest tightening, her breathing suddenly being arrested as her climax exploded forth. Great eruptions of electric bliss spilled over her brain, her entire body feeling like it was vibrating as her orgasm continued.

A long, drawn out bestial moan came forth from deep inside her, filling the room with the sound of her submissive satisfaction. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, her orgasm began to subside, her mind descending to reality once more, punctuated every few seconds with another wave of pleasure before ultimately leaving her drained and exhausted, her entire form lying limp on the sofa, her hand still on her soaking pussy.

She opened her eyes and looked at Michael with a satisfied smile, the afterglow of her orgasm still washing over her. She knew by his expression that her was incredibly aroused, and she hoped that after her masturbatory show, he would finally fuck her like she so badly needed.

“Did you enjoy that, master? Did I rub my pussy the way you like it?”

She could see his erection almost exploding out of his jeans, the material struggling to keep in contained. He only stared at her with animalistic lust, his mouth slightly ajar, his expression one of hunger for her feminine body.

“That was perfect, my little slut. Now, lick all those delicious juices off your hand.”

Without hesitating, Emma raised her hand to her mouth. It glistened in the soft light of his apartment, totally drenched after rubbing her soaking pussy. She began to lick slowly at her index finger, tasting herself, then took each finger in turn into her mouth, sucking them clean and swallowing every drop of herself before licking her whole hand clean. Performing such a slutty act for her master turned her on yet again, the same familiar heat beginning deep within her again. When she had finished, she stared intensely at Michael, her horniness now matching his own again. Both needed to fuck the other immediately, and it was finally time for them to consummate their relationship.

Michael stood, his erection even more prominent now. He took Emma's hand and silently lifted her from the sofa and guided her through the apartment, bringing her to his bedroom. Her heart fluttered and her mind raced, barely able to contain her excitement at what was about to happen. She had never been so sexually charged in her life, and she couldn't believe the effect Michael was having on her. It was like a spell had fallen over her, and she utterly craved sex more than anything else in the world. Sex with Michael, whom she knew was truly her master now.

Shutting the door behind him and pulling Emma close, Michael kissed her with all the passion in his body, feeling her slight frame against his powerful body, engulfing her with his masculine prowess as their tongues met. He could taste her pussy in her mouth, and he groaned into her mouth with the thought of it. His cock twitched hard, pushing into Emma's body, in turn raising Emma's arousal once again to new heights.

In between their hungry kisses, Michael hastily undressed Emma, unzipping her dress and sliding the straps off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. With his left hand he held the back of her head, pulling it into his own, exploring her mouth with his eager tongue. With his right hand he reached behind her, opening her bra. He gently slid it off her shoulders, stepping back and gazing deep into her eyes as she let the bra fall to the floor. Michael's gaze fell to her chest, admiring the full, beautiful breasts before him. He cupped his hands around them, feeling the soft skin, watching with delight as her nipples hardened under his touch. He teased them, watching as Emma's face betrayed her pleasure and excitement. He stepped forward once again, needing to his the object of his desire once again.

Emma quickly unbuttoned Michael's shirt and he almost ripped it off, throwing it to the side then pressing their bodies together. Her breasts pressed into his chest as his muscles wrapped around her body. Both were in a state of rapture. Everything was perfect, and they were totally attuned to one another. They continued to undress one another until they stood naked, body pressed hard against one another, not wanting to move apart. They feeling of being so close to one another filled both with strong emotions, and both knew that already their relationship was much deeper than simply lust over one another. They were meant to be together, and both had found their perfect partner.

A great wave of horniness filled Michael and his dominant side exploded forth, throwing Emma onto his king size bed. He climbed beside her, effortlessly lifting her hips and turning her over so she was on her hands and knees, facing away from him. She waited obediently in this position, the feeling of total submission as she offered herself to her master making her pussy soaking wet with arousal, her fluids slowly running down her thighs, an electric excitement racing through her.

Michael admired the sight before him. He had his perfect, beautiful, sexy submissive slave on her hands and knees for him. Her shaved pussy was inviting him in, her legs open, ready to receive his cock into her hole.

He positioned himself close to her, his thighs gently pressed against hers, his cock cradled between her lips, hinting at what was to come. He ran his strong hands over her back, sending shivers through Emma, her body involuntarily pressing back against her master, as if trying desperately to take his hard cock into her.

Not able to wait any longer, Michael leaned back and aimed his cock at her hot pussy. He placed his head at her entrance and gently, slowly, eased forward, the tip of his member stretching her, the rumbles of an imminent climax radiating through her.

Michael grabbed Emma's hips and pulled back, sliding his full length deep inside her in one powerful stroke. He relished the feeling of her pussy tightening around his shaft, almost bringing him to orgasm then and there. The two lovers moaned in tandem, their bodies finally experiencing what they had desired above all for the entire evening. At long last, they were truly united, master and slave fucking for the first time. Michael withdrew the length of his penis and sunk it once more deep inside Emma, making her muscles tremble and quiver under the might of his incredible cock.

Building a faster and faster rhythm, Michael began fucking Emma hard and fast. She tried to beg him to pound her slutty pussy, but all that she could produce were moans of intense pleasure. She dropped her face to the bed, unable to even support her body on her arms, the ecstasy coursing through her veins taking over her body. Her ass still high in the air, Michael rammed as hard as he could in and out of her, her pussy soaking wet, gripping his rod every time it slammed its length within her.

Lifting his hand high in the air, he brought it down hard onto Emma's ass, the pain surprised her, making her squeal with the flash of agony, quickly transforming into even more pleasure. Michael watched as a deep red outline of his hand appeared on her ass, spurring him on even more. He continued to spank her with all his might, both her ass cheeks turning a deep scarlet, the intense pain mixing with the orgasmic feeling emanating from Emma's pussy, confusing her mind and sending her to realms of bliss that she could not comprehend. She began to scream out Michael's name, an earth shattering orgasm quickly building inside her.”

“Michael! Michael! Oh fuck, yes! Fuck your little whore! Spank me harder master! Punish me, make me your slut! Oh fuck, give it to me harder, please master, please, fuck my little right pussy harder!”

Hearing Emma lose control and beg for more sent Michael over the edge into orgasm right as Emma slid into her second of the night, a deep vibration starting in the very core of each of the two lovers, a sensation unlike either one had felt before. What was to come, both knew, would be beyond any climax they had experienced, and relaxed their minds as total ecstasy exploded through them.

Michael grabbed Emma's hair and pulled her back against his cock as it started to pulse as he started to cum. Emma could feel him twitch and rhythmically pulsate deep inside her as he pulled her body back. Cum started to spurt out in thick ropes, filling her pussy with his sticky cum, her own orgasm making her body go into spasm, clamping down hard on her master's cock. Her pussy contracted over and over, squeezing the semen out of Michael, milking every drop of his seed from him.

Michael's cum completely filled his slave's pussy, leaking out and running down her quivering thighs. The two held their bodies together as hard as they could, trying to make Michael's cock penetrate even deeper into Emma.

Finally, after the longest orgasm either had experienced, their bodies finally relaxed, their orgasms fading into a blissful afterglow. Michael slowly slid his cock out from Emma, a huge gush of cum following it, coating her thighs with more of his hot juices, mixing with her own wetness. Their bodies collapsed on the bed, both panting hard, trying to catch their breath after their intense, bestial fucking session. Emma's ass throbbed from the hard spanking she had received, her skin glowing a deep red from its punishment.

Turning to face each other, they shared a gentle, tender kiss, their lust finally satisfied for now. Holding each other close, their eyes slowly closed and they drifted off to sleep, their sexual juices still covering their spent bodies. Emma had discovered her masochistic side tonight, and very soon that part of her would be pushed even further by her loving master. Michael had finally found an outlet for his dominant desires, and starting the next day, he would begin training Emma to be truly deserving of the title of being his slutty masochistic cumslut slave...


Part Three


Emma Dawson was a well behaved, hard working, slightly up tight accountant. She kept her apartment obsessively clean and never broke the rules. Deep inside her lay a deep, burning lust, a sexual demon waiting to be set free, but she was totally unaware of her need to be dominated until she met Michael.

She had first spotted him at a friend's wedding, and by a stroke of luck found herself alone with him at the bar, both of them finally separate from their respective groups of friends. She had been eyeing him all night, drawn in by his confidence and the air of mystery that surrounded him. When she had her opportunity, she was struck by nerves, and was unable to start a conversation. It was then that she first saw Michael's unfaltering confidence: he started the conversation with her effortlessly, continuously teasing her, confusing her, sending mixed messages, leaving Emma totally unable to read what he was thinking.

The following night he had taken her out for dinner in the city where Emma was able to relax a little, and the two flirted over a few glasses of wine and some delicious Italian cuisine. He dropped her home after dinner, and in a fit of uncharacteristic forwardness, invited him inside for another drink. They flirted some more over some wine, and before long were kissing passionately, their lust for one another spilling forth. She wasn't sure how, but she was so aroused by Michael's dominant nature that she had promised her submission to him, and had ended the evening in her lingerie on her knees in her living room, deepthroating his cock and swallowing every last drop of his cum. Even more surprising for her, she loved every minute of being used for Michael's pleasure, and wanted to serve him in every way she could, his confidence and powerful presence making her feel secure and arousing her like she had never felt before.

The next night he came round again, this time bringing her to his apartment where he had cooked a meal for them. The setting was beautifully romantic, and once again Emma's nerves were settling by some alcohol. Michael exerted his dominance on her once more, instructing her to masturbate in front of him while he watched, transfixed on her slutty display. She not only enjoyed it, but came with incredible force, the feeling of submitting to this man's desires making her insatiably horny.

After Emma's first climax, Michael took her to the bedroom, where their emotions bubbled forth, sharing a tender, passionate moment as they undressed, before Michael fucked Emma hard from behind, spanking her ass with all his strength, the pain resonating deep within her, mixing with the pleasure in her brain, giving her an earth shattering orgasm as Michael pumped his cum deep inside her. The two collapsed on his bed, exhausted and utterly satisfied, falling asleep in each others' arms, Michael already planning how he would use Emma the next day, and how he would push her limits even further, showing her new heights of pleasure in his role as her master.

As bright shafts of sunlight plunged into the bedroom, the two lovers awoke from their slumber simultaneously. Stretching their rejuvenated bodies, they gazed deep into each others' eyes, sharing a silent moment of appreciation and affection for one another. They kissed gently, drawing their naked bodies close together, relishing the feeling of each other as they had their first morning together. Emma could feel her ass throbbing after its punishment the night before, the redness as deep as it had been last night, serving as an arousing reminder for her of her total submission to her master.

Michael gave Emma one last kiss before sliding out of bed, his morning wood swinging through the air as he strode into the hall. Emma stared at his erect cock, filled anew with lust for it, remembering vividly how good it felt inside her last night, wanting to feel it deep within her again. She rolled onto her back as he slipped out of sight, the cool sheets soothing her aching ass cheeks. A satisfied smile spread across her face, her true nature finally released after years of being hidden from even her awareness.

Emma heard the shower come on, and knew that Michael would be away for a few minutes. Her arousal had already reached a level that she could not ignore, and as the white noise of the water filled the air around her, she slipped her hand down to her pussy, the smooth skin feeling so soft under her touch. Down her abdomen and over her pubic mound, she rubbed her outer lips gently before slowly pressing her fingers between them, resting with a soft pressure on her clit before starting a slow, rhythmic motion, waves of pleasure drifting through her.

Closing her eyes and letting memories of last night flow over her mind, she caressed her body with her free hand while she rubbed her clit faster, breathing in deeply and letting Michael's scent fill her nose. She felt safe, secure, and her ordinary life's worries were far away. Since she set foot in his apartment, she had transformed into a new woman, a slutty sex slave, a different person from the neat obsessive accountant she was so used to being.

Letting out a great sigh, her mind wandered off into space, her legs involuntarily crossing, squeezing her hand into her pussy as the pleasure became more intense, building up from deep inside her. A great heat filled her, making her skin flush a deep red, each wave of heat accompanied by an intense flash of adrenaline, making her chest tighten and her heart race. She rubbed faster and faster, her pussy soaking wet now, her thoughts totally consumed by her approaching climax. She knew she shouldn't be doing this without Michael's permission, but the forbidden pleasure only drove her on.

A great crescendo quickly built within her then exploded, her muscles tightening again as her orgasm quickly came over her, throwing her into great spasms of ecstasy. With each spasm, her pussy pulsed, gripping an imaginary cock, shocks of pleasure emanating outwards each time. Unable to breathe, she lay racked with ecstasy, a slow agonising groan forcing itself from her lips. Her back was arched off the bed, her head buried deep into the soft white pillow beneath her.

Slowly her orgasm began to die down, her muscles relaxing and her body gradually slumping back into the bed, a great satisfied sigh filling the room. She threw the covers off her, the heat now becoming too much to bear now that her senses had returned. Her arms fell limp by her sides and she took another deep breath in, her breasts gently rising into the air before falling back down with another sigh, total relaxation coating her from head to toe.

Her mind, withdrawn from reality as she had exploded into climax, once again reached out around her, taking in her surroundings. Her eyes still closed, she listened to the silence filling the room. She hadn't noticed the noise of the shower vanishing during her masturbatory ecstasy, and now a thought slowly crept into her mind: Michael. Turning her head gently to the side, still resting on the fluffy white pillow, she opened her eyelids a little, the light around the room painfully bright after having them closed. Slowly she became accustomed, and there, standing just outside the open door wrapped in a towel and arms folded in front of his chest, was Michael.

A cold chill ran up Emma's spine. She knew she should not have been masturbating with Michael's instruction, and she had been caught. She stared at him silently, unable to think what to say. Her mind stalled as she tried to force out an apology, stuttering as her guilt suffocated her brain.

“M-master! I didn't realise you were out of the shower. I mean, I thought – I just got carried away, and...”

“Quiet. You know you've misbehaved, and naughty sluts must be punished. You will have to learn that you cannot touch your soft little pussy without my permission,” a stern expression covered Michael's face as he spoke. He threw a towel he had in his hand onto the bed, speaking again with a commanding tone, “Go and clean yourself up, and don't dare tough yourself again. When you're finished, I'm going to teach you a lesson. Be quick, or the punishment will only be worse.”

Emma grabbed the towel off the bed and skipped hurriedly out of the room, brushing past Michael as she went. She hadn't noticed before, but she felt his hard cock push against her thigh as she squeezed past him. Another wave of arousal flew through her mind before being replaced again by urgency as she ran into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her before jumping into the shower. She didn't see Michael staring at her ass as she bounced down the hall, nor his usual smirk that had broken upon his face, his façade of anger betrayed by his amusement and lust for Emma.

Not five minutes later, Emma dashed back into the bedroom, hoping that she could redeem herself by being as fast as she could for her master. She saw him standing at the foot of the bed, a stern expression still making his thoughts impossible to read, his real emotions hidden from her perception.

“Lie down.”

Emma immediately complied without giving the command any thought. She wanted to prove that she was a good slave. She lay motionless on top of the covers, awaiting her next order. Michael reached behind him onto the dresser and turned around, several pairs of handcuffs clanging together in the air. A week ago, Emma would have run at the thought of being put into bondage, but now there was no fear whatsoever. She knew she could trust her master, and wanted only to obey and please him, whatever task that may be. He threw two pairs of handcuffs onto the bed beside her.

“Fasten your ankles to the bottom corners.”

She sat up and lifted the two pairs of metal restraints and put them between her legs, positioning herself in the middle of the bed. She looked at the bedposts, wondering if she would be able to stretch to the width of the king side bed, but she did not want to disappoint her master again. She reached down and clicked a loop around her left ankle, then closed the other side around the bed. That part was easy.

Shifting her body to the right, she opened her legs wide, giving Michael an incredible view of her pussy. If she had lifted her head she would have seen Michael slowly rubbing his dick through the towel that was still around his waist, but she was too focused on her task.

She closed one end of the handcuffs around her ankle, then with a great stretch managed to close the other side to the bedpost. Relaxing her legs, her body naturally pulled them inwards, putting tension on the handcuffs. Her legs, however, were held fast, and remained wide open as she flopped back onto the bed, a satisfied smile on her face as she looked at her master, waiting for his next command. She now saw the huge bulge protruding from his towel, but was distracted as he moved towards her with the other two pairs of handcuffs.

He walked to her left side, grabbing her wrist and pulling it up to the top corner of the bed. She was just able to reach close enough to have the handcuff close around the bedpost, and she watched him slowly walk around the bed to her right side. She stretched her arm out as far as she could, wondering if her body would be capable of reaching the final bedpost. It was as if the bed had been made to measure, and with one final click, Emma was bound in place, spread eagle, with very little room to move. Each handcuff was pulling on its respective limb, pulling her body in four different directions. A dull ache began to set in around each of the handcuffs, and she realised that this was part of his plan, part of her punishment. The pain would only get worse, and she would have to learn to enjoy it, as she knew she would not be set free any time soon. She had earned this punishment, however, and she did not complain. This was all part of her lesson on being a good slave for her loving master.

Michael walked back to the dresser, then returned with an arm full of toys. One by one, he set them on the bed beside Emma, each one making her hornier and wetter as she knew that each and every one would be used on her soon enough. A vibrator, a blindfold, a riding crop, a ball gag, and a pair of nipple clamps. The clamps filled her imagination, knowing that her nipples were extremely sensitive, and that before long the pain mixed with the pleasure would be driving her insane. With that, her nipples became erect, protruding into the warm air, begging for attention. She wished she could bring her hand up and rub her breasts, but she would have to rely on Michael now. He saw her becoming more aroused as she stared at the clamps, and smiled again, knowing that she was getting turned on already.

Michael grabbed his towel with one hand and pulled it free of his body, throwing it onto the floor. His erection stuck out into the air over Emma's body, intensifying her arousal and making her lust after her master's powerful member. She looked longingly at it, wishing she would sit up and taste it again. She watched as he stroked it slowly while he surveyed her slim body, deciding what he would do to her first, how he would use her for his pleasure, how best to teach her to be a good slave for him.

He lifted the gag off the bed and bent over so his face hovered over hers. He looked deep into her eyes, kissing her softly. She lifted her head off the bed, trying to hold his kiss as he drew back. He placed the gag into her open mouth and fastened it behind her neck, making sure that it would not come out before he allowed it to. Lifting the blindfold, he gave her one last look, a mixture of affection and lust, before covering her eyes and tying it securely. She was trapped in her own world now, unable to see what he was doing. Unable to anticipate his actions. Unable to beg him to climb on top of her body and fuck her with his hard cock.

She felt a soft stroking up and down her abdomen, the leather tip of the riding crop teasing her, running down to just above her pussy, then moving onto each thigh in turn before coming back up and outlining her breasts, moving ever closer to her erect nipples, never giving her the satisfaction of stimulating them directly. Suddenly, after a few minutes of gentle teasing, the soft crop was lifted off her skin, filling her with disappointment as she was enjoying the sensation. She longed for her master to keep rubbing her body, but with the gag in her mouth, all she could do was wait.

As she strained to hear what Michael was doing, her anticipation grew, her body electrified at the thought of what may be coming. Suddenly, the spell was broken as Michael brought the riding crop down sharply on her right nipple, the pain shooting throughout her entire body, the gag in her mouth muffling a scream. The intense pain faded leaving a dull ache that filled her breast. She groaned into the gag, adrenaline flowing through her veins, the pain transforming into pleasure before another strike came down onto her left nipple, again an intense agony filling her body, then fading leaving a blissful agony. Her nipples throbbed with the pain, her pussy throbbing in time with them, but in pleasure, her fluids flowing freely, soaking the bed beneath her.

Michael alternating between whipping her painful, puffy nipples and gently rubbing her pussy with the end of the riding crop. Her breathing became fast and deep, and Michael knew she was close to orgasm. The pain was indistinguishable from the pleasure now, and each time he struck her nipples she was jerked closer to climax. He rubbed her clit with the end of the crop, electric shocks flashing from her pussy to her nipples and then radiating throughout her body. She was just on the edge, about to tip over into climax, when Michael suddenly stopped, stepping away from the bed for a moment. Emma heard his footsteps go to the end of the bed and stop. Her body was tense as she was ascending to orgasm, and as she receded from the edge, she relaxed again, her breathing slowing and returning to normal.

Michael admired his slave: bound spread eagle on his bed, her bald pussy oozing her sexual juices, her nipples dark red from their punishment, her entire being desperate for orgasmic release. He walked to the head of the bed again and removed her gag. Emma remained silent, unsure what Michael was doing. She secretly hoped that he was about to replace the gag with his cock, but she did not dare ask him.

He rubbed the ball of the gag around the outside of her pussy, coating every inch of it with her viscous fluids, pushing it against her opening, gently stretching her pussy before removing it again. He placed it back in her mouth and secured the strap once more, watching her taste herself, moaning with pleasure as she did so, loving the feeling of being degraded for his enjoyment.

Picking up the nipple clamps, Michael snapped them onto Emma's sore, erect nipples, making her body jump as each one was attached. This pain was different: when she was being whipped there was an initial shock that faded quickly, but now there was an intense ache that did not subside at all. She knew that this was for masturbating without his permission, but her brain still revelled in the pain, her masochistic side transforming the pain into even more pleasure.

She felt the vibrator slide deep into her pussy before being switched on, the vibrations resonating through her body, keeping her at a constant state of near-orgasm. She would not be able to push herself over the edge like this, and the torture of being so highly aroused almost drove her insane as Michael stood for several minutes, watching as she desperately tried to cum but was unable to without more stimulation.

Finally, his own arousal and desire for Emma became too much for him to bear, and he lost his self control for a moment. Loving seeing her increasing pleasure, he decided that for now he would reward her for enduring such tortuous ecstasy. Walking to the foot of the bed once more, he lowered his body between her legs, his face mere inches from her pussy.

He breathed gently onto her wet vagina, sending shivers up her spine. Emma realised what was happening, and her arousal leapt to a new level. She almost came just from the thought of Michael giving her oral sex, but the thought was nothing compared to the real thing.

Starting gently but quickly picking up speed and pressure, Michael licked and sucked Emma's clit furiously, getting lost in the feeling of giving his slave more pleasure than she had felt in her life. Her body bucked hard, desperately trying to push herself against his mouth. She pulled hard at her restraints, moaning like an animal into her gag, still tasting herself as she gasped with each breath.

Soon, she was thrown violently over the edge into an explosive orgasm, her body thrashing against her handcuffs, her pussy gripping the vibrator tightly, The pain in her nipples and the feeling from her clit overwhelming her mind. Almost passing out, Emma writhed on the bed as Michael continued to lick her clit, pulling her towards her with his hands under her thighs.

Eventually, her climax subsided and Michael brought his expert tongue to rest. Struggling to catch her breath, Emma lay limp on the bed, still pulled spread eagle by the handcuffs. She still couldn't grasp what she had just experienced: she had no idea it was even possible to have an orgasm like that.

Composing himself again and once again have his dominant nature take control, Michael stood up off the bed, turning the vibrator off as he did so.

“I hope you enjoyed that slave, because that was a rare treat for you. Now you have climaxed twice and I am yet to receive any pleasure from you, and that is not how things should be. I'm going to leave you to regain your composure, and when I come back I'm going to use your slutty little body to make me cum hard, and I'm going to fill you up with my seed. If you do a good job, I might open those handcuffs, but if not, you might be there for a while.”

With that, Michael turned and left the room, planning how he should use Emma. He couldn't believe how he hadn't been able to resist giving her more pleasure, but he had loved every second of watching her cum so hard. Soon, it would indeed be his turn. For now though, he left Emma alone, still restrained, blindfold and gag in place, vibrator still pushed deep into her pussy, mercifully turned off. She lay there, alone in her dark world, wondering how long her master would leave her like that...
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Note - language not censored in actual book


Beth confidently strode over to Michael, still half in shock, handcuffed to the wall, trying to make sense of the whole situation. 

Suddenly he had the massive strap-on shoved right in front of his face, “Now, Michelle, it's time for you to suck your first ****. Don't be shy, I know you want to. Just make sure

you open your throat for me when I start face ******* you, or it's going to get uncomfortable,” jutting her hips forward as she finished, the tip of her dildo rested firmly against

Michael's slightly parted lips.
Opening his mouth further, he accepted the phallic invader, which Beth advanced faster than he had anticipated. It was already at the back of his

throat, and he was struggling not to gag. Even with his entire mouth full of her ****, there was still half the dildo sitting in front of his face. If he was to truly satisfy her

desires, he really would have to deepthroat this beast.


***


“Good girl, I see you're learning well,” Beth purred, repeating this facial penetration several times before holding 

Michael's head against her crotch, grinding her **** down his throat and shivering with ecstasy when she felt Michael's tongue instinctively flick over her ****. Her juices ran down

her leg as she approached her climax, but she wanted to prolong the anticipation. Withdrawing her dildo from her boyfriend, she panted, “Oh my God, you really are an amazing ****

sucker...oh dear! Didn't I tell you not to mess up your makeup! Here you've gone and smudged that eyeliner! This just won't do, I was going to let you enjoy taking my **** into your

mouth, but I think I'm just going to have to fuck your pussy instead. Now turn around so I can take you from behind like they ****** dog you are!”


Michael immediately complied, his 

dress sitting mid-thigh as he faced away from Beth on his hands and knees. Looking down, he noticed for the first time how striking his pink nails were, and the feminine feeling

this gave him started his own juices flowing. Feeling the ****** start to ooze from his flaccid **** in its cage made him hornier than ever, “Please mistress, **** my virgin hole,”

Michael could not believe what he was saying. What part of him had put that thought into his head? He immediately felt embarrassed and felt himself blush over his entire body.


***


Beth's voice cut clearly through the air, “Suck, sissy!”


Michael opened his mouth, awaiting the usual warm-up of the large strap-on invading his throat. He felt his mouth quickly 

fill, but this was distinctly different from before. He was used to the hard, insensitive plastic of Beth's strap-on dildo...the feeling in his mouth had a subtle softness to it,

and it was warm... “Holy ****,” thought Michael, unable to talk with the **** in his mouth, “This is a real **** in my mouth...there's a guy standing in front of me and I'm sucking

his ****!”


Beth saw the moment of realisation on Michael's blindfolded face, and quickly grabbed the back of his head, making sure he couldn't pull away, sharply commanding him, 

“Keep sucking you little ****. Yes, it is a real penis, and you know you wanted this from the beginning, so don't try to act like you want to stop. You're going to deepthroat this

**** just like you did with me, and you're going to swallow the *** that gets shot straight into your throat.”

***

Slowly undoing Ryan's belt, Michael drew out the experience of giving a blowjob in public so he could savour the moment. Unbuttoning his jeans, he gently pulled down on the legs,

slowly revealing a tight pair of grey boxer shorts, tenting forwards as the constricting jeans were pulled off. Repeating the process with his underwear, Michael watched as the

waistband slowly, agonisingly pulled on the head, pointing the huge rod further and further down. The shaft of Ryan's cock became more and more into view, at first showing a shortly

trimmed patch of pubic hair, then a thick, smooth shaft that inched out of the top of his underwear, Michael stopping briefly as just the head was held by the elastic, eventually

giving one last pull. Ryan's hard, veiny member sprang upwards, almost hitting Michael in the face as it was freed, looking intimidating yet arousing as it pointed majestically into

the cool air.


Slowly moving his head forward, Michael gently parted his pink, sparkling lips, hungrily licking them before placing them against the head of Ryan's dick, darting his 

tongue out, teasing around Ryan's head, focusing on the sensitive area under the head.


***


Michael knew what to do, and stood bent over, legs straddled so his ass was at the height of 

the hole behind him, carefully position it so the men using that cubicle could fuck him hard, pressing his body against the wall to keep himself in place. Looking up again, there

was yet another new cock in his face, which he took into his throat and pressed his face against the wall, forming a seal around the hole as a man behind him easily entered his

loose asshole, plugging him from both ends, making him feel like a used whore. Being in this position made him so horny, and his cock started to ooze precum constantly as he felt

two cocks piston in and out of his fuck-holes. 


***


“Let me tell you how this evening will work. I have a customer lined up, and you are his for an hour.” She reached into her pocket, 

pulling out the key to his chastity belt, unlocking it as she spoke, “I know that's not very long, but he's paying well so I expect you to really show him a good time. Oh, also,

part of the reason he's paying well is I've told him there are no limits with you, so anything could happen. The only proviso is that he can't cause any permanent harm, so expect it

to be rough. I know you like that though, you filthy slut. I bought a few toys,” Beth emptied the large bag on her shoulder onto the table. Dildoes, nipple clamps, handcuffs, rope,

paddles, whips, gags, butt plugs, everything Michael could have imagined came pouring out, “This was an investment into your new career. Hopefully this is enough to keep your client

entertained. Anyway, I'll go and get him, he was sitting in the lobby when we came in. I made sure he got a good look at you, and he seemed to like what he saw. I'll be back with

him in a minute, get yourself ready, Michelle.” She kissed him once more, embracing him tightly as her bond with him grew ever stronger, seeing him take to his new life with such

passion, before turning and walking out the door to fetch the man from the lobby.


Michael sat nervously on the bed, waiting for his master to arrive and use his feminized body in 

whatever way he wanted. He fidgeted with his fingernails, looking at the clock and wondering what was taking so long, when he heard a card slide into the reader on the door, and the

lock automatically open. The door swung wide open, and in strode Beth, followed by a man in a perfectly fitted suit, black hair slicked to the side, stubble carefully groomed and

exuding a general air of dominance.


“This is Michelle, she's all ready for you. Michelle, this is James. Have fun you two!” she chimed as she bounced out the door, closing it behind 

her and skipping off down the corridor to wait in the lobby until the hour was up.


“Don't speak sissy. Take of your clothes and get on all fours.” 
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