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Pleasure Doll

When she opens the door, you stand there, frozen in place. Of course, you told yourself this would probably be a disappointment. You met online, after all. The internet can be an amazing distraction, but there are so many false promises, lies, and disappointments waiting for the unwary. So yeah, you were intrigued, and you knew you had to try, but you refused to get your hopes up. Again and again, you reminded yourself about how the pictures you saw online probably wouldn't match reality.

And they haven't.

The truth is so much better.

There's this young woman standing in front of you, and she has this long, wavy blonde hair. Her bangs curve along her forehead, and she has these long, fake eyelashes which have been perfectly applied. She’s smiling at you. The light glistens off of her red lips. She's obviously wearing makeup, lots of it. From her eyeshadow to her plucked brows, the foundation and blush, she looks incredible. Of course, that's just her face. Right now, she continues to smile at you, and you know you should say something.

You tell yourself to speak, like you just need to get your lips moving, but your body doesn't want to respond.

Instead, you look down along the length of her body. She's wearing this tight, red dress. With that sweeping neckline, you can see the contours of her cleavage. Her large breasts hold your attention for several seconds. You know you should look away, but you feel like some silly middle school boy who’s just noticed one of the girls. The woman standing in front of you seems to enjoy your attention, like she just loves your tongue-tied uncertainty. She holds onto the side of the door, and she waits for your brain to reboot.

Apparently, she's going to have to wait a little bit longer, especially as your eyes finally drift down to her tight waist, the hem of her dress, her toned thighs and beautifully shaped shins. You see her high heels, and this woman is...perfect.

"Come in," she says, but those two words don't sound like the standard greeting. Instead, they’re a command, playful and light, but you can hear the edge of authority in her voice.

Obediently, you step into her condominium. You look around, and it seems so average, so plain. For a moment, there's this spike of disappointment deep within your body. If this place looks so average and ordinary, then maybe you are wrong about your fantasies. Perhaps she had been lying about her promises. Yes, she's beautiful, but all of that might just be superficial, right?

She holds onto your hand, lightly gripping your fingertips. Tentatively, you try to pull away. You do this without even thinking, but she tightens her grip. She tugs and pulls, and you follow obediently. When she glances over her shoulder at you, the blonde smiles and says, "Let's go to the back room where we can be more comfortable."

"Okay," you say, pushing out these two syllables. Your heart is pounding faster, and you can feel the tension spread through your body. It starts at the pit of your stomach and flares up all the way to your throat, making it harder for you to speak.

You head down a short hallway, and you glances over at the final door. It probably leads to her bedroom, you realize. Glancing back at her, you experience it again: the magnetism of her charisma, her personality, her confidence and beauty. Every time you turn in her direction, you know you’ll to whatever she says. She's in charge, and yes, you could theoretically jerk your hand back, snarl something about how you made a mistake, and run out—but you won't.

On some level, you can’t.

And she knows it. She has you.

She’s so similar to so many other women you have encountered, at least in terms of her nearly gravimetric pull on you. You think of those cute girls in middle school, the cheerleaders in high school, or the women you worked with, the ones who wore those tight blouses and snug pants. Whenever they came by, you had to check them out. You couldn't help yourself, and now this woman has that same control. As you follow along, your eyes trace the contours of her gold-yellow hair. You check out her ass in that dress, and you marvel at the determined speed with which she walks while wearing those high heels.

She opens the door for you, and then she motions for you to go inside.

As you step across the threshold, you're not sure what to expect. Again, you brace yourself for disappointment, only then your stomach tightens with this mix of fear and arousal. Your shaft starts to harden. Your breathing comes even faster now, and she steps behind you. She reaches out, and she runs her fingers along the top of your head, down through your hair, and along the back of your neck. Sparks of sensation play along your skin, and you want to relax even as your back remains straight, and you drink in the sights around you. There's a table with leather restraints, a small chair, and a desk covered with different kinds of makeup, hair brushes, pins and barrettes.

"Let's get started," she says to you.

"Wait," you tell her. As you speak, you're proud of yourself for getting that word out. You think about how long you’ve fantasized about something like this, but now it’s actually happening.

She cocks her head to the side, and there's this little half-smile curving along her cherry red lips. She's amused, but she's willing to wait for you.

"What, what are we going to do?"

"You know," she replies.

"But, but I think I need to hear you say it," you tell her.

"Okay," she replies. "I'm going to strip you, dress you, do your makeup, feminize you, and turn you into my perfect little fuck doll."

That's when she tightens her grip on the back of your neck. She pushes you forward, over to the closet, and she turns, crosses her arms over her chest, and she tells you to strip.

You're going to do it, you realize immediately.

Yes, you are about to put yourself in this woman's power, but you can't stop yourself either. You pull off your shirt, you loosen the buckle on your belt, and you yank down your pants. They're halfway down around your knees when you realize you haven't taken off your shoes, so you kick them off. They hit the wall, and you tighten up, instantly embarrassed, but she just smiles at you.

"You can't wait to be my doll, can you?"

You're about to speak, to answer a question, only she touches one finger to your lips, and you realize how long her nails are. You see the playful, neon pink along her curved fingernails.

Slowly, you realize what she expects, so you shake your head from side to side. No, you can't wait. Your body is already responding, and she makes it clear that she knows exactly what you're thinking because her eyes have dropped down toward your crotch.

She sees how your shaft tents against your boxers. And yet, that thin veneer of modesty won't last much longer. Nervously, you glance at her again, but she nods. "Go on. We both know you're going to do it. We both know you can't help yourself, can you?" She reaches up and brushes her fingertips along your cheek. The gesture is soft, intimate, and controlling all at the same time.

She's right.

You will obey, and so you pull off your socks—the last vestiges of your clothing until you are only wearing your boxers. Now you hook your thumbs into the elastic waistband, you breathe out slowly, and you pull down your underwear. Soon, you are completely naked, and now she says, "Hold your hands behind your back."

This feels like some kind of trap. Even so, you're enticed and practically mesmerized by her proximity, so you obey once again. She smiles at you, and again, you get that feeling of having just pleased the most beautiful girl at school, like she's the head cheerleader or something, and you know you need to be grateful for her attention.

She circles around you and lightly glides her fingertips along your chest, you right bicep, your shoulder blades, and up to the nape of her neck. "Before I turn you into my doll, I want to see exactly what I'm starting with. Are you ready? Are you ready to be my fuck doll?" She whispers those final two words into your ear, and you shiver.

Fuck doll.

But then she's right in front of you, and you wonder what it might be like if she kisses you.

She has something else in mind. She reaches down between your legs and whispers, "Remember to keep your hands behind your back." Just like that, she binds you with the power of her words, and you know you can't resist. Even so, her fingers play along your scrotum, up to the base of your shaft, and along your length. She strokes and caresses you. Simultaneously, you manage to look up into her eyes. There’s this vibrant shade of blue, but it's not just the color or shine that holds you right there in front of her.

She's playing with you, you realize. She's in control, and that's what excites you more than anything else. She has you, and now she can do whatever she wants with you…

With that little smirk curving along her mouth, she strokes your shaft, lately squeezing, teasing and touching you again and again. The sensations nearly overwhelm you, like you might lose control right here and now. And yet, she seems to read her body perfectly. She can tell that you're close to an orgasm, but she isn't going to let you climax, not yet. No, she's going to make you wait.

And then she leans in, and she whispers to you, "I have something very special planned for you. Are you ready?"

"No…" you gasp because you don't want her to stop.

As she giggles at you, she pulls her hands away, and the disappointment flares through your body, but there's nothing you can do. You're under her control, and she saunters over to her closet.

That's the first time you see the latex outfit. It's a full body suit, and it will encase you from your ankles all the way up to your neck. It's a darker shade of red, but it seems to perfectly complement her dress. At the same time, you can see the different openings and apertures. This latex suit will encase your body and make you vulnerable to her. At the same time, she will be able to modify it to satisfy her desires. It’s more complicated than a simple suit…

"Let's get you dressed," she says.

She brings the suit forward, and you see that it zips up the back. You're going to have to slide into it.

With your heart pounding faster, you obey. You raise your right leg, and you slip it down into that snug material. It seems to envelop you, hugging your skin as you push down. You do the same with her other leg, and then she pulls the material up around her torso as you slide your arms into the sleeves.

Once you're in the outfit, she reaches down for your crotch. She works another small zipper, and then she reaches in. Suddenly, you can feel her fingers there against your erection as she slips something around the base of your scrotum. Then she seems to slide your erection into some kind of container. Like the rest of this latex outfit, it's snug but not uncomfortable.

"Just think of this as a little prison," she tells you.

"What, what does that mean?"

Teasing you, she replies with this playfully coquettish tone, "That's for me to know and you to find out."

Before you can decide whether or not you should ask again for a real answer, she grabs the zipper near the small of your back and draws it up along the length of your body. As those sound vibrated through your frame, you understand that this is really happening. You're about to give this woman complete control. The outfight tightens around you.

A mixture of fear and excitement swirls and spins at your core, but now the zipper stops right near the nape of your neck. That's when she guides you over to the small chair, and she orders you to sit down.

At once, you obey.

"You have lovely features," she says. "But I'm sure we can do even better."

That's when she starts to apply your makeup. First, she starts with the foundation. She has as a small applicator and touches it against your cheeks. At this point, you keep your eyes closed or turned away. You understand what's happening, but you don't want to see the exact transformation. Instead, you're waiting for that final reveal.

After she applies the foundation, she adds some blush. Every few seconds, you get to hear her giggle as she plays with you. "I've always loved the idea of having a boy just like you," she says, practically purring through every word. "I get to dress you and use you. I get to tease you because I'm going to be in control, so I can turn you into whatever I want, can't I?" Before you can bring yourself to try to respond, she answers for you, "Yes, I can. We both know this is going to be good for you, don't we?"

Ultimately, she’ll decide what you need and deserve.

After she finishes with your cheeks, she tells you to look up, and she applies some eyeshadow just below your brows. Next, she tells you to pucker your lips, and she slides be lipstick along your mouth. You can feel the extra weight against her face. It makes everything seem so strange, almost like you're wearing this gossamer thin mask.

From there, she brushes your hair, and she takes out a special clip. She slides it into place, and that's when she tilts her head to one side. "Perfect," she announces.

The adrenaline burns through your body, and you know you need to look. Somehow, you can't bring yourself to do it.

And then she gently touches the side of your jaw, and she forces you to face the mirror.

Right there, you face your reflection, only you don’t recognize the image. You’re not facing a guy. She has turned you into a feminized plaything…When you see yourself, you're not sure what to think. This seems impossible.

"Stand," she commands.

When you rise up onto your feet, you still can't pull your eyes away from your reflection. Her makeup has done an amazing job; she has been able to downplay your masculine features and highlight those feminine details.

"Very pretty," she says.

Before you can really absorb what has happened, she grabs you by your wrist and pulls you back toward the table you noticed before. In the next moment, she has her hands on your chest, and she shoves you down. You allow yourself to stumble back, and now you realize just how vulnerable you are, especially when she grabs your wrists. She pulls your limbs towards the corners of the table.

The soft padding means you can squirm and struggle without hurting yourself, but she starts to tie you down. The leather shackles encircle your right wrist, then your left. She pulls them tight, and then she moves back toward your legs.

In less than a minute, she has restrained all four of your limbs. Now you are completely helpless, and she pulls herself up onto the table. She looks down along the length of your body, and she admires her work.

"Perfect," she says again.

Then she leans down, and she starts whispering, "I love seeing you like this. I love knowing you’ll become my transformed little doll. But first—before we begin, I want to make sure you can't get away."

"What, what you do want me to do?"

Standing over you, she tilts her head to the side, and you watch as her things shift. "Struggle," she orders.

The confusion splashes across your face, but you tentatively obey. You start to tug, to twist on those restraints. You’re tied down, so she can do whatever she wants with you, but maybe you hold onto some lingering hope. The belief you might be able to escape starts to shrink. That much has become obvious, but maybe part of you needs to believe you can get out of this. Your muscles tighten and flex. You clench and pull, first with your arms, then with your legs. But now, you know that you’re spread out and powerless.

You start struggling twice as hard, and the heat gathers beneath the latex. You're incredibly warm now, but it's not uncomfortable. If anything, it just reminds you of her influence. It's warm, omnipresent, but not uncomfortable.

Finally, you drop back down against at the table's soft padding. "I, I can't," you confess.

"Perfect," she says. "And look at that. You managed to struggle without messing up your makeup. You look perfect."

You look perfect. Those words vibrate through your head even as she turns back toward the small desk where she keeps all of her makeup supplies. She opens a drawer, and that's when she pulls out a controller.

"I want you to know that I love having you like this," she tells you. As she speaks, you can't decide if those words are intended for you or for herself. Perhaps she just wants to hear them hit the air, or maybe she’s enjoying that look that stretches across your face. "Power is quite the aphrodisiac, don't you think?"

You gulp, you nod, and you hope that's good enough.

"You look so pretty like this," she tells you. "But you know, I don't think I want to use your regular name. Maybe we need something more appropriate. What's a good name for a fuck doll? Kendra?" She shakes her head from side to side. "No, I don't think so. That sounds too strong, too domineering. Is that who you are right now? No, of course not. You're just my pretty little plaything."

She touches a finger to the underside of her chin as she contemplates the different possibilities. "What about something like Kelly? Nah. Yeah, it's nice and feminine, but it's a little bit to traditional." Then she shrugs. "Maybe I’ll think of something later." That's when she reminds you of that the controller because she lifts it, and aims it at you, and you're not sure exactly what's going to happen, not until you feel those first soft vibrations along the left and right sides of your cock. You're still hard, of course, but now the stimulation runs through your body. Your breathing speeds as your pulse flashes through your body.

It's ridiculous, but you pull against your restraints again, like some instinct makes you think you might be able to get away. You pull against the restraints, but you're bound and helpless. This young woman can do whatever she likes with you. She won’t release you.

If someone else saw her, they’d assume she was just some bimbo. And yet, she has complete control over you. She smiles down at your perfectly made-up face, and she marvels at your eyeshadow, your blush, and the full redness of your lips even as your mouth opens and you gasp.

In many ways, your makeup mirrors hers.

"I want you to know I've been looking for you for a long time. Maybe haven't figured out exactly what to call you, but you're going to be perfect for me, aren't you? Yes, you are. I'll make sure of it!" She giggles, brings her hands up, and claps her palms together. That noise flashes through your body, and you drop back down, but the vibrators working the left and right sides of your shaft continued to tease and stimulate you.

Then she turns it off.

You're panting, confused, and that's when she asks, "What should I name you?"

"I, I don't know!"

"Too bad," she replies. "But hey, I wonder what this button does."

Obviously, she knows exactly what she's about to with you, yet she is enjoying the game. She loves teasing you moment by moment, and that's when she hits the other button.

Before, the vibrators activated along the left and right sides of your shaft. Now another set of components activate, and they start to pulse against the top and underside of your manhood. Fresh waves of pleasure start to run through you, and you clench her eyes shut, your brows stiffen, and you raise your back. As you gasp and pant for air, she watches you. She enjoys the show.

Then it stops.

"Well? Any ideas?"

Your nostrils flare, and you glare at her. "I, I don't know!"

"Kendra doesn't work. Kelly doesn't work. I like the sound." Then she snapped her fingers, and she looks right down at you. "What about Kaylee? Would that be a good name for my fuck doll?"

The moisture drain away from your mouth, and you don't want to believe she could do this, yet it's obvious she has the power, the authority. She's in charge because you're strapped down and trapped in this latex.

She turns off the vibrators. They deactivate, and you're still panting. Worse, you jerk your hips up, and you squirm helplessly.

Immediately, you know that this goes against her authority, but you squirm your hips from side to side. You savor the firm embrace of the latex against your skin even as you try to rub yourself up against the container that keeps your shaft imprisoned. Hot frustration blasts through body, but there's nothing you can do.

"Settle down," she commands. "Go on, little doll. Relax. Stop struggling."

It takes all of your self-control, but you manage to stop. You settle down while your heart hammers away in your chest, your breathing comes in one quick and gasp after another, and you desperately need this release, but she isn't about to let you have it.

"There we go," she chides you. "That's right. Just relax. Relax…That's right. You need to settle down, don't you? Yes, you do."

At this point, you glower at her again, but she just smiles. She looks down at you, her expression playful and flirtatious. "Yeah, Kaylee is definitely a good name for you. You're going to be so sweet as Kaylee."

You growl back at her. At the same time, you pull on your restraints, but then she rewards you. You can hardly believe it, but all of the vibrators (or at least the ones you know about) activate all at once. They thrum and pulse against your cock. They tease you mercilessly, sending spasms of pleasure and wild anticipation shooting through you.

Pretty soon, you're not thinking. Every thought abandons you as you enjoy the sensations. They overwhelm you, and it won't be long now. Soon, so incredibly soon, you're going to revel in that spasm right between your legs, and you're going to get to climax! The pleasure will flood through your body, and you will fall back down, spent and satisfied.

Close…

So close…

She turns the vibrators off.

Dumbfounded, you open your eyes, and you look back at her, confused and dazed and utterly uncertain because none of this makes sense. Why, why did she stop?

"You look so cute, especially when you're horny. Right now, you are just this amazing little fuck doll, aren't you? You're so pretty. You look so desperate, like you could go out to a club and you would just do anything for the chance to get off. Isn't that right?"

She reaches down and strokes your neck. Her touch is soft once again, but those gentle caresses still trigger something within you.

There’s no way for you to resist it; there's no way for you to fight it.

Fresh waves of anticipation run through you, and you look up at her. With your pretty mouth, you ache to start begging, yet you can't quite find the words.

"Right now, I want to what you squirm some more," she tells you. That's when she pulls herself up onto the table, she straddles you, and she's close, so incredibly close. You imagine what it would be like if she unzipped your shaft, reached down, and just grabbed you right in the palm of her hand. Her fingers could tighten around your circumference, and she could make you come so, so hard in the span of just a few seconds.

"Of course, you didn't think I would forget about the other fun bits, did you?"

She holds up the controller, and she presses a different button. Suddenly, you feel something come from behind. It pushes into you, and now it begins to vibrate. Your body tightens, and wild shudders of pleasure run through your body. You're getting penetrated from behind, you can feel that stimulation right against your prostate. Electric need locks onto your body, and there's no escape from it. You can squirm helplessly, but this isn't just a simple, latex outfit you realize. It's so much more, and now there's nothing you can do about it while she plays with you.

"You're going to be such an eager little slut," she promises. "Isn't that right?"

"Y-yes!" you stutter out the word, but it isn't good enough for her.

She turns off that one, and she has a different button on her controller. How many are there? What else can she do to you?

One way or another, you're about to find out.

As your breathing quickens, you sense the built-in clamps as they start to tighten and buzz against your nipples. They grab onto those points, and you stare at her, your eyes wide and uncomprehending. Perhaps you didn't think something like this could be possible, but now it's happening, and there's nothing you can do to stop her!

Yes, this suit is more elaborate than you imagined.

In the meantime, she peels back her skirt, and that's when you see her slit. Her crevice is damp with excitement, and the light glistens off of her opening as she slides her hand down along her pubis, and now to fingers are moving up and down her opening. She just barely touches herself, and you want more of that. Smirking, she taps a different button, and now the vibrators pressed against the sides of your erection begin to work. Those delicious sensations roil through you, and you know you should be able to stop this. Somehow, some way, you should be able to take control, but instead you arch you arch back, push your shoulder blades down against the table, and you yielded to her.

"Yes, yes," you say, calling of those words. You're not really thinking about what you might be agreeing to, but you tell her, "I, I'm going to be such an eager little slut!" You mimic her words as best you can. The sounds fly from your mouth, and you understand what you're getting up. Simultaneously, you know that there's no escape for you. Then again, part of you knows that this is exactly for you belong.

She isn't just tormenting you with the possibility of pleasure. As she looks down at you, she flutters her fake eyelashes. She smiles, and there's something both coquettish and malevolent in her expression. Every expression is accentuated by her perfect makeup. This is a young woman who has the tools to then due to her will. She knows this. So do you.

And now, she pleasures herself as she brings you closer and closer to an orgasm. Before you can enjoy that wild release, she stops the vibrators. In the meantime, she continues to stroke herself. She penetrates her opening, and she must be gently gliding her fingertips along her clit. She knows exactly what she's doing, and she favors the way you squirm beneath her. From time to time, because you can't help yourself, you pull on your restraints and writhe beneath her. At the same time, you can feel the restraints around your cock and balls. You know that you are under her control, and now you just need a little bit more, just a little bit…

She comes hard! You can see that moment when the pleasure explodes through her body, she tightens, and then she throws her hair back. Her tresses swing from side to side, and then she leans forward, her head bowed down as she pants and recovers.

"Wow," she gasps. She flashes you a smile, "That—that was amazing. That was intense."

Right as you’re about to say something, she turns on the prostate massager. As your eyes widened, you look up towards the ceiling, only you aren't seeing anything, not really. Instead, you embrace these fresh sensations, especially because you hear another click, and suddenly the nipple clamps tighten, only to relax a second later. Then they press down again and again. You lose yourself to the rhythm.

As you squirm, she watches you. Not only that, she starts touching herself again. She masturbates right there in front of you and on top of you. She uses you like you're nothing but a set piece.

"My slut," she says.

While your gaze ounces around, from her chest to her face, to the ceiling and back down again toward her waist, she focuses all of her attention on you. "I'm having so much fun with my little slut. Look at you. You're so desperate for it. This is what you want, isn't it?"

"Yes!"

She finishes her second orgasm.

A few minutes later, she enjoys a third.

It's so easy for her. The jealousy flashes through your body, yet you know you can't force it. Just as you agreed, she's in charge. She's turned you into her perfect little plaything. She can tease you for as long as she likes. In some ways, you’re a feminized as an echo of this young woman. And yet, she’s still so incredibly beautiful. The red along her lips, those fake eyelashes, her big breasts, and her tiny waist all draw your attention. Others might mistake her for a bimbo, but she wields this unstoppable intellect and a powerful will. She's gotten you here, hasn't she? She has known how to say everything in just the right way to lure you into this exact spot.

She hits the button again, the vibrations continue, and you lose yourself to that tornado of stimulation. She teases you, working your nipples, then your cock.

Then it stops, and she looks right down at you. She’s so close now. When she blinks, you can almost imagine what a butterfly kiss might feel like.

"I think it's time for my little doll to come," she says.

At first, you might not believe her, only then you realize what she's doing. She needs to make this declaration because she wants you to realize that you aren't in control here. She can deny you for as long as she wants, but now she has decided to be generous. It's her decision to make.

Your captor holds up the controller, and that's when she pushes down.

Suddenly, all for the vibrators braced against your cock activate. As they come to life, those waves of stimulation start out slow. They speed up. They slow down again. When they quicken, you can't prepare yourself for this, so you’re sucking in air with quick breaths, desperate for oxygen, but there is no defense. She can tease you can send this energy roiling through your body whenever she wants.

Powerless but overstimulated, you pull and twist. Maybe you don't really want to escape your bonds, but it doesn't matter one way or the other because you aren't going anywhere. She knows this, and that's why she grins down at you. You look up at her for just a moment, and that's when she hits the button again, and all four of the vibrators speed up again.

You lose yourself to the delicious release. It feels like you're being drained as you come as hard as you can. From one second the next, you enjoy that throbbing release. Hot satisfaction coalesces at your center until you’re spent and collapse right back down with your arms and legs spread toward the edges of the table.

She opens your container. She cleans you up.

At this point, your only distantly aware of what's going on, but it hardly matters because she still in control.

"This is good for you," she reminds you. Clearly, she doesn't expect any kind of answer or reaction. You turn your head in her direction, and that's the best you can do. "This is who you need to be. You just need to relax and let me play with you. Deep down, you know who you’re supposed to be. Isn't that right, Kaylee?" She grins down at you, and her teeth graze her bottom lip for just a moment. She executes this practice expression perfectly, so she doesn't even smudge her makeup.

She still looks like she could hold up her phone and take one selfie he after another, dropping them on Instagram. And guess what? Guys would message her frantically, desperate for just a little bit of her attention. Some of them would be shy and just say something like, "Hi" while others might try to ask her out. Then there would be the guys who would try to seduce her, making their boasts or promises. Finally, there'd be the men who would try to bribe her, like they thought they would be able to buy her off and purchase some of her time or attention.

Nope. That isn’t how this works. Right now, she is focused entirely on you because you're her special doll. As far as she's concerned, no one else deserves to be on her table, strapped down and locked in this latex suit as she plays with your buttons.

"Are you feeling? Have you rested long enough?"

That's when you and your gaze back on her beautiful face. You're about to lick your lower lip, but you know better than to mess up your makeup.

"I think it's time for another orgasm," she tells you.

Wait. How long did you get to rest?

It had to be at least a few minutes, but you’re still not quite sure if you’re ready.

It won't hurt if she starts to stimulate you again, but part of you wants to wait. Perhaps you're just nervous, or maybe that initial burst of relief was enough to let you think clearly. When you showed up here, you tried to keep your expectations low, only now you’ve seen that this woman can be everything you hoped for and so much more.

Almost casually, she reaches up and strokes the contours your year, and she glides her fingertips down to your neck. After that, she rests her hand on your shoulder, and she leans down again.

She's close, so incredibly close.

When she speaks, you catch the scent of her breath; there's the aroma of strawberry or cherries, like she was chewing gum just a little while ago. "Are you ready for another one?"

Without thinking, you shake his head from side to side.

"Well, I think you are," she replies.

Deep down, you know she's right.

She turns on the nipple clamps. They vibrate and pulse against your chest, rekindling those desires deep within your center. You can feel it. Your shaft twitches. Yes, it was flaccid just a few seconds ago, but now you comprehend what's about to happen.

You let out this adorable, little whimpering sound. She smiles down at you, and you are struggling again. You channel your flagging strength into your arms and legs. Perhaps you just have this excess energy lingering within your limbs. No matter what the cause might be, you tug and thrash. You twist against the restraints, and she grins down at you.

The next thing you know, she holds up the controller, and she dangles it in front of your eyes. This beautiful woman who could be an influencer is now teasing you with her power. She hits another button, and suddenly the prostate vibrator twitches back to life. You squirm, electrified. Now your shaft is definitely hard. It feels so good! You want more!

"You look so amazing when you squirm like this," she tells you. "I love having you just like this. I love knowing how badly you want it."

You jerk your head down and up again. You're willing to agree with anything she says if it gets you closer to an orgasm. You should be able to speak, only the breath keeps pumping in and out of your lungs. You can't catch up!

"Sweet little doll. Sweet, little pleasure doll." Her tone doesn't shift even as a she smiles down at you. She seems both benevolent and powerful as the words slide out onto the air, "My doll. My little slut. My little fuck doll."

As the stimulation rolls through your body, you know you can't argue, you can't disagree. You squirm underneath her, and she continues to play with you.

In the next few seconds, she turns off all of the vibrators. Then the massager behind you resumes. She's playing with those buttons and discovering exactly how it can trigger you. She watches your reactions and enjoys the way you wiggle. In that moment, you understand that you are a prop here for her pleasure, for her entertainment and satisfaction. There's nothing you can do about it. Even so, you understand that this is where you belong. This is who you're supposed to be.

She still holds onto the controller, but she brushes her free hand down along your body. She strokes your fine, your crotch, and you imagine you can feel that extra pressure. It's almost enough to let you enjoy that wild surge of pleasure all over again.

Yes, you know that you came just a little while ago, but your body is recharged.

Worse, that first orgasm didn't seem to alleviate all of the stress, the pressure, or the intensity of need. Rather, those desires are still there, and now they come at you, more powerful than before! You open your mouth, you reveal your teeth, and you struggle to speak. At the same time, you are cognizant of your makeup. You won't let yourself ruin all of her hard work.

And now she smiles down at you again, and she knows you want to say something.

Every time you feel like you're close to getting the words out, she stops you. She turns off one set of vibrators or another. Maybe she reawakens a different toy, or she simply slides her fingers down one leg or up the other. She can press down on your crotch, and the stimulation at your groin drives you wild.

All of these instincts grip you, and that's when she grins like a fierce huntress. She raises one hand back between her legs, and she starts fondling herself all over again.

"Don't worry," she promises. "I'm not going to let you come, not yet."

"Please? Please," you make those sounds, and you hoped they might be good enough, but she's focused on herself now. Sure, she's looking at you, and she's enjoying the desperation that plays along your pretty, made-up face, but she knows what she can enjoy. Out in the world, there are women who can't take this kind of control. They don't get to indulge in their fantasies, but she isn't one of them. She enticed you, and now you need this so badly!

The eager need pumps through your frame, and she comes closer and closer.

For her, the delayed gratification is easy. When she pulls her hand back and glances down at her wet fingers, both of which shine with her excitement, she knows she can resume whenever she wants.

You can't.

You don't get that option. You can't enjoy that freedom.

Even so, you have that same thought once again: this is where you belong. You're lucky to be here, beneath her, tied down and bound by latex.

She brings her hand back up underneath her skirt. Chortling, almost panting, she massages her opening. This time, she closes her eyes, and her bottom lip trembles as she enjoys so sensations.

Again, she denies herself the completion that she could have at any moment.

"That, that is so good," she tells you with a wicked little smile. "It feels so amazing. Do you want to watch me come again?"

Driving, instinct need flares through you like wildfire; it surges through your body, utterly unstoppable. Only half understanding what this might mean, you jerk your head down and up again. Yes, you want this. Yes, you want it so badly!

Soon, her cheeks are flushed. You can see the red excitement despite her makeup, and now she cries out. She jerks her head up, her bottom lip shakes again, and the orgasm shudders through her body. She jerks her hand away, grabs the controller, and now she is looking at you.

"Your turn," she promises.

A nervous gulp runs down along with the length of your throat.

She turns everything off, and then she leans forward. She lowers her lips down so they are just an inch, maybe less from the contours of your ear. Even though you can't see her right now, you know that she’s smiling. You can imagine that sexy, pouty look on her face. It's the same one she might use for a flirtatious selfie.

"Focus on this feeling," she tells you. "I'm in control. I’m in control, and I know what's best for you. I know exactly who you are and what you need. Don't forget that. Don't ever forget that. I've got you, and I don't have to let you go because you belong to me. Isn't that right? You need this, don't you? You need to come so, so badly!"

As hard as you try, you can't decide what you are agreeing with, but it hardly matters. Again and again, you cry out the only possible answer, "Yes. Yes!"

That's when she pulls back, and she turns all of the vibrators on. They're set to full speed, and your eyes get as big as quarters as the sensations crush your thoughts. You stop thinking, and you just exist as a bundle of nerves while she watches.

Under her entertained gaze, you throw your body from side to side and instinctively pull against your bonds, but you aren't going anywhere. Then it hardly matters because your cock is throbbing again. This feels so much more intense, so much more delicious than you could have ever envisioned. For so long, she has teased you, controlling your pleasure and deciding exactly when you might be able to climax.

This moment arrives, it's everything you could have hoped for, begged for, and imagined.

You’re throbbing. There's the satisfaction, the undeniable satiation. As everything fits together, you surrender to the heat and embrace the pounding of your heart, the sharp breath of your lungs, and the incoherent ecstasy that flashes along every nerve you possess.

Slowly, the orgasm fades, and she strokes your cheek with the back of her hand, although she's very careful not to mess up your makeup.

"And just remember," she tells you. "This is the first night. This is just the first night. You have an entire week with me, don't you?" As she's done before, she answers the question before you can speak, "Yes. Yes, you do." Some of the color drains away from your cheeks as a strange mixture of fear and desire swirls in your chest, but now you hear her giggling because she knows she can keep you as her private fuck doll for as long as she wishes.

The End
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