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CHAPTER 1MasturbatingLyn lay on the bed naked except for her panties, the blinds closed, her roommate gone for the weekend, the door locked and secure. She could hear the noise in the hall of the dorm, but she was alone. The vibrator lay next to her, new batteries in it, ready to satisfy the lust that she had felt between her legs this week. It was almost graduation, the end of four tough years of college; the finals’ schedule hectic leaving Lyn with no time for anything but studying. She hadn't had a date in over a month or a steady boyfriend in over a year. With school being the overriding factor in her life, her sex life was non-existent. Even the vibrator had lain dormant for weeks.
She looked down at her body: her breasts were firm with nipples pink and hard. Her areolas were a dark brown, almost black, making her pink nipples look like bulls-eyes in the center of them. She exercised religiously, determined to keep her body firm and taut no matter what. She was accustomed to the stares of men; their eyes always following her when she walked past them wearing a pair of low-hung jeans and a gold chain around her waist attracting their eyes, a diamond in her belly button catching and holding them. But the best was when she passed them, feeling their eyes burning on her backside as she sensuously rolled her hips, giving them a display of her firm ass swaying back and forth. She loved it when she wore a skirt, especially a short silk skirt, the swishing of the fabric over her naked ass cheeks making her pussy wet, knowing they were imaging the thong that was lodged tightly between her cheeks. God, she could make herself so wet at the thought.
Her fingers touched her nipples, feeling the buds harden from the touch. She loved the way she could make them so hard that they almost hurt. Her long fingernails would scrape along the tips back and forth, irritating the tender skin, a mix of pleasure and pain racing through her breasts, sending shivers through her body, tiny bumps appearing on her areolas. She pinched one of the nipples, letting her fingers tighten on the rubbery flesh, arching her back as if she were offering them up to her lover. She looked down at the papers in front of her, a story that she had printed off the Internet when her roommate was gone. Carly, her roommate, was somewhat of a prude. Lyn was sure that she was a virgin, even wondering at times whether she had ever even masturbated and had an orgasm. They had only shared the room this year, and Lyn was glad it was almost over, hoping to find a girlfriend with whom she could share an apartment once she graduated and went out into the world. Carly would die if she knew that Lyn read erotic stories or masturbated with a vibrator. Lyn would often bury her face in her pillow as she rubbed her clit, screaming into the pillow when she had an orgasm; sure that Carly could hear her.
The story was called Teaching the Au Pair to Submit, and was written by a deliciously kinky author called Powerone. It was about a college student named Jessica that got a summer job as an Au Pair for a rich and powerful man. It detailed the account of her summer in Haiti and the men that had introduced her into the life of submission and bondage, her body used for the pleasure of the men as they took her to satisfy their own lusts and perversions. By the end of the story, Jessica relished her new role and actively sought partners to help her fulfill the desires they had unleashed in her body. Lyn loved the story, masturbating slowly as she read it, imaging it was she that was being taken for his pleasure.
Lyn's fingers plucked at her nipples, pinching them harder, pulling them out and stretching them until they ached, as if she had no control over the fingers that did it to her. The fingers pinched too hard, fingernails pressing hard into the tender flesh, almost making them feel as though they were bleeding. One hand slid down over the flat plane of her stomach, her legs automatically spreading wide as if under order to do so, prepared to offer her sex to the hand that now ran over her bush, her silky panties the only thing protecting her. Fingers pulled on the hair of her bush, yanking on the fine hairs, a tiny yelp escaping her as a few hairs were plucked out. She still shaved her bush, leaving a tiny triangle that seemed to point below almost as a beacon, though no one had seen it in months. Fingers grabbed her labia, pinching the puffy flesh, squeezing tight, the fingers far too rough, her legs trembling trying to close, fighting the unseen hands that kept her spread open.
Her hand moved inside her panties, sliding through her bush, finding her lips already wet with desire, a finger pushing apart the folds of her sex to slide inside, aided by her abundant juices. “God, that's so good.” Her ass rose up, pushing her sex deeper into the finger that began to masturbate her. Her mind raced back to the story and she became Jessica, her ass rising up from the bed, her legs spread wide, offering up her sex to Michael for a pussy spanking. How could she do that? The thought of being slapped in such a delicate place was unfathomable, the thought of actually aiding in the spanking even worse.
She slipped her panties off, feeling the cool air in the room on her wet sex. Her legs spread again automatically, reaching out to the sides of the bed, aching from the wide expanse. Two fingers now returned between her lips, pushing them apart ruthlessly, sliding up and down the slick slit. She wouldn't last much longer, she thought, and picked up the vibrator, the sound of the motor starting almost making her cum.
"Fuck me,” she yelled out, forgetting the thin walls between the rooms. Her ass rose up higher as she placed the hard plastic vibrator against her vagina, feeling the thick head battering at her tiny opening. One finger went to her clit, pulling back the hood to expose the swollen bud. She pinched it lightly, as Michael had done to Jessica. But Michael had then used a clamp on it, pinching it painfully between the sharp teeth, a scream torn from Jessica's lips when he did. Lyn shoved the vibrator inside her vagina, stretching her tiny hole painfully, the hard plastic unyielding to her tender skin, pushing aside all resistance, as a hard cock would do. “Not so hard,” she cried out to her imaginary assailant, feeling the vibrator push ruthlessly inside her as her hips swung from side to side to try to escape the relentless vibrator. But the vibrating cock always seemed to know which way she would move, always matching her movements motion to motion. She began to fuck the vibrator inside her, moving it in and out, each time going deeper inside her unused pussy, pushing aside all resistance to keep it out. She could feel her pussy clenching on it, trying to force it out as she moaned in pain.
She let her other hand slip under her ass, moving down until it grasped her naked ass cheeks, remembering how Jessica was taken by Michael and Henri, two hard cocks inside her body. She let her finger slip between her cheeks, her body naturally clenching tightly on her own finger when it touched her anus. Lyn recalled bending over a mirror one time, spreading her cheeks apart, peering at the tiny wrinkled opening that was her anus. It was just a tiny dark brown spot. How Jessica could have taken such a large cock up her backside and enjoyed it was unthinkable, especially when she already had a hard cock reaming out her pussy at the same time! She must have felt so full of thick, hot flesh, the thought of the hard, pulsating flesh inside her making her shudder.
She pressed her dry finger against her anus, the first time she had done this. She felt the tiny hole fight the intrusion and pressed harder as her finger slowly sank into her hole, causing it to burn as the tip of her finger moved inside her rectum. “NO, NOT THERE!” She screamed out in her mind, the strange feeling overcoming her as the finger moved inside, her muscles fighting to push it out, her anus clenching and unclenching from the rude fondling. “AAAGGG,” she moaned as the orgasm came, her body gripping the twin probes inside her, the hard plastic unyielding. She pumped it in and out, fucking herself faster, her finger digging deeper into her backside, burning as it pressed deep inside her. “GGGOOD,” she screamed soundlessly as she came again, the vibrator pulling out, soaked in her juices. She finally slumped down on the bed, her finger pulling out from her asshole, the burning continuing, and the vibrator buzzing uselessly between her legs. She reached down and shut the vibrator off, bringing it up to her mouth. "Clean it, you must always clean my cock when I am finished with you." Lyn remembered Michael's words to Jessica after he had fucked her, forcing her to clean the juice from his cock after he had cum.
"That too!” Lyn grimaced but obeyed the unheard command, slipping her finger inside her mouth, tasting the soiled finger that had been up her asshole only seconds before, still feeling the heat from the tight hole. She gagged, but finished running her tongue over the finger until it was clean, slipping it from her lips.
Lyn put the story under her mattress, right next to the vibrator, and put on a robe, a shower necessary. She looked at her body before she buttoned it up, her nipples red and swollen, her pussy still wet, and her lips puffy. She bent over, lifting her robe up, spreading her legs, pulling her cheeks apart. She backed her ass over to the bathroom mirror to see the results of her masturbation. Her tiny hole was still slightly open, now a little red and inflamed from the fingering of the intimate opening. What would it feel like to have to take a hard cock up her backside? She buttoned up the robe, grabbed a towel and left the room to take a shower, thankful the shower was empty, sure that anyone would be able to see that she had just cum.


CHAPTER 2The New JobAt twenty-nine, Lyn was older then most students. She went to work directly after high school, taking a string of menial jobs before she finally landed a receptionist job at the advertising agency TBWA/Chiat/Day in Los Angeles. Her advancement was limited due to her lack of education, so at the ripe age of twenty-five Lyn enrolled at UCLA with a major in Marketing. TBWA/Chiat/Day allowed her to work part-time and even paid for part of her education, as her record after three years as a receptionist had been exemplary. Now with graduation over, TBWA/Chiat/Day had extended an offer to Lyn to fill the Advertising Executive position. Okay, so maybe it was only as an assistant, but still it was in advertising and with a very prestigious advertising agency. Four years of college at UCLA had left her with a large amount of student loans, but at least she now had a future. Her first day of work as an Ad Executive was Monday. This weekend was to be spent moving into her new apartment on Melrose Place in Hollywood.
Now it sounded like a great place, Melrose Place. Everyone had seen it on television in the old days, but her apartment was far from glamorous. It was at the other end of Melrose Place, an older apartment complex of twenty units, all two-bedroom apartments. She had found a roommate, Marisa, and they had managed to scrape together the money necessary to move in. Marisa had just graduated with Lyn, also having majored in Marketing, and found a job at another ad agency, Grey L.A., but as a Research Assistant. While neither would be making a fortune, they would at least have enough money to pay their bills, including the large student loans Lyn had coming due in six months.
Marisa was only twenty-five, originally from Tampa, Florida. She was very outgoing, much more so than Lyn, and less serious about life in general. But she could afford to have that attitude, Lyn reasoned, Marisa's parents having paid for most of her schooling and were there for her to fall back upon if things should get rough. Lyn didn't have that type of security. Her parents had died when she was young-twelve to be exact-killed in an accident by a drunk driver. Her grandmother had raised her, having done an excellent job, but Lyn had left home when she was eighteen, no longer wanting to be a burden to her grandmother. She was still alive, Lyn speaking to her almost every week, but old age and senility was quickly creeping up on her. She had moved to Albuquerque with the hope that the dry climate of the desert would ease her arthritis and had gone into a nursing home in the last year, unable to take care of herself any longer.
Marisa dated much more often than Lyn. Finding extra time while both attending school and working proved to be much too difficult for Lyn, and as such she was rarely in any type of relationship, romantic or otherwise. She hoped that with school behind her she would be able to find Mr. Right, or at least a “Mister". Marisa's latest boyfriend, Eric, was good looking but not extremely bright, and Lyn was sure that Marisa dated him for his expertise in bed, not his intelligence. She would soon find out.
Her car rounded the parking lot of the apartment complex, her front seat and trunk filled with all her worldly possessions. She was glad to get off the campus, out of the cheap shared dorm room and into the real world, and anticipated having her own apartment.
The door was open. Lyn's arms were full of boxes, and she saw Eric already inside, busily helping Marisa like an obedient boyfriend. “Hi,” she yelled out as she put the boxes down on the floor, her arms already tired from carrying them, wishing she was already moved in.
"Hi, Lyn. Eric, help Lyn with her boxes,” she ordered him.
"No, that's okay, I can do it,” Lyn replied.
Eric was already out the door, Marisa putting her arm around Lyn. “He's not much good for anything else,” she giggled. “Except for bed,” she joked. “I just wish I had a cock so I could fuck myself,” she laughed. “Then I wouldn't need him."
"Hey, at least you have someone in your bed.” Lyn replied dryly, a bit envious.
"We're roomies, you can borrow him anytime.” Marisa winked. “Just give him back in one piece.” Eric entered the room, his arms filled with four boxes. “SHH, I don't want him to think he's irreplaceable,” she whispered to Lyn. “But look at those muscles. And you should see the one in his pants!” she giggled.
They spent the afternoon moving in. The apartment was furnished, but sparsely. No matter how much Lyn spaced her things out, her room still looked empty, as if no one lived there. Eric was helpful to have around, Lyn and Marisa having him rearrange the small number of pieces of furniture into an infinite amount of variations before they finally decided on an arrangement, the room not looking much different than when they started.
Their first dinner in the new apartment was pizza and beer, more beer than pizza actually being consumed. They still had one more day off before the first day at the new jobs. Eric had gone off to rent a movie, coming back with “The Story of ‘O’”.
"Why did you get that? Couldn't you find anything else?” Marisa scolded him like a bad boy, but all Eric could do was grin, half drunk from the beer they had consumed.
"It's Saturday night. The place looked like it had been raided, the shelves empty. Besides,” he justified, “this movie is a classic. Maybe it can teach you something.” He pulled her over to him, his body crushing hers as he hugged her.
"Not a chance,” she shot back, but her hand reached down and grabbed his cock. “But you can give me some of this later."
The two of them sat on the couch, Eric cradling Marisa under his arms, Lyn sitting over in the chair, feeling out of place in her own apartment. Marisa was extremely attractive, long blonde hair, blue eyes and deep tanned skin. Her breasts were not as large as Lyn's, but her legs were longer; her long legs exaggerated by her short skirts. They both worked out, Marisa's body built for pleasure; Lyn's built more for visual pleasure. God, she had to do something about her love life, or more to the point, her lack of love life.
Lyn had one eye on the amorous couple, the other eye on the television. She had heard about “The Story of ‘O’”, but had never actually seen it. Marisa and Eric were all over each other, Lyn sure they would be in bed in a matter of minutes, seeing Marisa stroking his cock through his pants, Eric pawing at her breasts. Her other eye was on the movie, seeing “O” slowly stripped and bound, her body whipped—not as punishment, but for the pleasure of her Master. Every hand that touched her, every voice that commanded her, every cock that came inside of her, and every arm that administered a lashing was her lover's. She submitted to the torture and humiliation because it was his wish. Strange, Lyn thought, degrading herself for the love of a man. Even letting other men possess her for the love of a man.
"We're going to bed,” Marisa announced as she got up from the sofa, Eric already half way to the bedroom. “I'll try to be quiet.” She left Lyn sitting in the middle of the room, watching the erotic movie by herself. Quiet was not what they were, the bed banged for over twenty minutes, giggles and tiny yelps coming from Marisa as it seemed like Eric was fucking her forever.
Lyn looked over at Marisa's bedroom door, Marisa having closed it tightly. Lyn lay down on the couch, her head propped up by a pillow, looking down at her body stretched out. She saw “O” bound facing the post as someone whipped her back and naked ass, tears coming from her eyes. It wasn't her lover that was doing it, but another. Lyn let her hand slide down over her breasts to her crotch, swinging one leg up onto the top of the couch; her legs spread obscenely wide, her skirt riding up high. She pulled her skirt out of the way, her hand slipping inside her panties to find her drenched pussy. She began to rub her pussy, sliding her finger up and down the folds of her sex until she shuddered as her finger touched her swollen clit. She rubbed harder as she watched the screen, seeing the man move behind “O", freeing a giant cock from his pants that he began to press against her. “O” had turned her head towards him, her eyes pleading as she felt the large cock pressed against her anus, the hot flesh pulsating. Her eyes pleaded with him but Lyn could see that it did no good; a scream tore from “O's” lips as the man breached her asshole, sliding his cock up her backside as she struggled in her bondage to escape the painful sodomy.
Lyn pushed her panties down, ready to cum, her other hand finding her anus again, breaching the tight ring to plunge inside her rectum. That was all that was needed—she came at the same time another scream tore from “O's” lips as the man began to painfully sodomize her. His hard cock plunged in and out until he finally shoved so deeply inside her that his cock began jerking in pleasure as he filled her bowels with his hot cum. Lyn came on her finger, her other finger deep in her rectum, corkscrewing painfully up her backside, the burning sensation adding to her pleasure. She finally slumped down on the couch as the credits came across the screen.
"Excuse me."
The noise shocked her back to reality, and Lyn turned to see Eric staring at her, wearing only a robe. She knew he had seen her, his cock jutting out the front of the robe. “I, I, I, I, I,” she stammered, her face red as a beet as she quickly swung her leg from the back of the couch, her panties almost tearing as she pulled her hand out. She quickly pushed her skirt down over her legs.
"Just have to use the bathroom,” he said, moving out of the doorway to the bathroom, shutting the door noisily.
Lyn quickly got up and went into the bedroom, not wanting to face Eric. Luckily he was gone when she woke the next day.
"Hope we didn't bother you last night,” Marisa commented over coffee with Lyn. “I feel bad that I got some good cock and you didn't. But Eric did say you came while masturbating to the movie.” Marisa slyly looked at Lyn, waiting for a reaction.
"Damn, is he going to tell everyone?” Lyn asked; the thought of her masturbation as a topic of conversation a concern.
"Don't worry about it Lyn. Everyone masturbates, even I do."
"Yes, but not in front of everyone.” Lyn felt her face flush, knowing she was turning red in embarrassment.
"You'd be surprised how exciting that can be. Sometimes I strip naked for Eric and masturbate while he watches me. It's a real turn-on to see him stroke his cock as he watches me cum. It sure made him hard to see you. I had to fuck him again last night, or I would be afraid he would end up in your bed fucking your pussy.” Marisa laughed.
"Sorry, but Eric is not my type,” Lyn shot back in defense.
"I thought your type was anything with a cock,” Marisa replied, not letting Lyn get the better of her. “Maybe you should try masturbating in front of an audience. I'd love to try it sometime. Imagine all of those men eager to fuck me.” She sighed dreamily. “But I would rather masturbate myself than let them do it. Talk about control."
"Let's change the subject,” Lyn said, to discuss something less embarrassing.
They finished arranging their apartment, getting ready for the first day at work. Lyn couldn't wait until she got a few paychecks. Her wardrobe was pretty bare, and she was looking forward to buying a few sexy outfits.
Monday morning came quickly, Lyn having to share the bathroom with Marisa in order for both of them to get ready in time. Lyn felt a little awkward at first, Marisa taking a shower while she was putting on her makeup, standing there in her bra and thong. She glanced over at Marisa when she wasn't looking, catching a glimpse of her breasts. God, even as big as they were they still stood up without any support. When she turned, Lyn caught a brief glimpse of her pussy, completely shaved. She would have almost looked like a naked little girl if it weren't for her pronounced labia. And that ass, so firm and full. It even rivaled Lyn's.
"Hurry up, girl,” Marisa shouted from the shower. “I need the mirror next.” I'm going to have to keep Eric away from her, she thought, admiring her ass, the thong nestled between her firm cheeks. Wonder if she would like to do a threesome? That was an idea that Marisa had thought about a lot but never acted upon. She had always thought she would prefer two guys and herself, but the image of Eric with her and Lyn did seem intriguing.
"Done,” Lyn called out, leaving Marisa alone in the bathroom going to her room to finish dressing. She put on a white silk blouse and a short black skirt. The matching jacket would cover some of her more desirable assets, but two buttons open on the blouse should more then enough attract attention. She slipped into the heels, no nylons necessary. She had been working on her tan for a long time. She stood in front of the mirror admiring herself. God, she looked good, glad to be able to dress like a woman again. She was sick of jeans and tops, preferring to wear a skirt, a tight skirt that clung to her ass and a nice blouse that revealed just a hint of cleavage, teasing.
"I'll see you tonight, Marisa,” Lyn yelled as she went out the door, not even hearing the response. She wanted to get to work on time; the first day so important.
Even though she had worked at the agency for a long time this first day seemed so much different. The men seemed to notice her more now that she was not a lowly receptionist, but a genuine professional Advertising Associate. The top two buttons of her blouse left open seemed to attract more then one leering glance in her direction, Lyn smiling sexily back at them as if she could read their mind. She walked down the hall to her office, her heels clicking on the hard, tiled floor attracting the attention of some men, their glances rewarded with the gentle sway of her ass as she walked. She always knew she had a great ass; her cheeks seemed to move in synchronization with her legs, a tight skirt accenting the gentle movement.
Her office was a large bullpen, desks scattered around a large conference table. Advertising was a game of pitching ideas among a large group of people until a consensus was finally reached, the individuals then returning to their desks to flesh out the details that were part of their assignments. Lyn's group totaled five, including her. William was her new boss, with Lyssa, Sharia and Amber completing the group.
She looked at William, her team leader. She knew him from before, but their conversations were always limited to messages. He was about forty-five or fifty, an employee of the company for about 15 years, having worked for a smaller company that was merged about a year ago. He was married, a picture on his desk showing his wife and two little girls. He looked like a typical ad executive, a neat blue suit, white shirt and a contrasting tie, not a hint of facial hair—the neat, well-dressed executive to whom corporate CEO's would entrust their millions of advertising dollars.
This was one of the newest groups in the L.A. office, formed only six months ago. Rumored to be the weakest among all the groups, William didn't have a very persuasive personality. Lyn didn't care; self-confidant enough in herself to know that she would be a valuable asset to the group. Lyssa had graduated a year ago, a dark haired girl of twenty two, charming and witty; although Lyn was not sure how good she was in the creative side of the business. Sharia and Amber had both graduated from UCLA, now shared an apartment together, and both were intelligent and had the reputation of being very sharp in the creative sector. Rumor had it that they were lesbians, but nobody could really confirm or deny it. Not that it made any difference, Lyn thought. You could be the devil, as long as you thought of the greatest ad campaign.
"Good morning, Lyn. You know everyone.” William greeted her. He was seated at the head of the table, everyone else seated around the conference table, the first of many cups of coffee already in front of them. Caffeine was consumed in abundance in the workplace, high energy needed. “We are just ready to get started."
Lyn quickly sat down, glad she had stopped and picked up her coffee, quickly learning that most were here before starting time. Tomorrow she would be here early also. “Good morning,” she said, nodding to everyone around the table.
William started quickly. “We have a new potential client, San Diego Computer Systems, Inc. They have been in business for about two years, spending most of that time developing a new virus protection program that is far superior to the current suppliers such as Norton or McAfee. This is a huge market with demand increasing because of the proliferation of spam, virus programs and malicious ad-ware. This account could potentially be worth five million dollars in advertising dollars the first year. We have two weeks to put together an advertising campaign. This will be an intense job so tell your significant other that you won't be home for two weeks. If we come up with the winning proposal it will be a major feather in all our caps. If not.... “He stopped himself. “Well, we shouldn't even consider that."
Lyn was assigned to do the background work on all of the competitors, a task she took to easily. The Internet provided a wealth of information, as did the database they had on all the major companies in the world. The day went by quickly, lunch having been brought in, the team working as they ate. It was after eight o'clock before they started going home, Lyn leaving with William.
"Well, how did you like your first day?” he politely asked.
"Challenging,” was all she could say, exhausted from the long day. The morning would come sooner then she cared to think.
"You did well today; keep up the good work,” he said, leaving Lyn in the parking lot as she got into her car.
Lyn entered the apartment; Marisa must have gone out, the living room dark. She took a long, hot bath, stretching out her naked body in the tub, scented candles surrounding the edge adding to the serenity of the bubbles that seemed to engulf her body. It was only ten o'clock as she slipped into bed and quickly fell into a deep sleep that was all too soon shattered by the sound of the alarm clock ringing early in the morning. But she felt renewed and eager to get to work, her mind already racing as she thought of ways to introduce the new product.
* * * *The week went by quickly; the team seemed to be coming together. Lyn had finished the research on the competitors and the others completed all their tasks. The conference table was littered with tons of paper, the research extensive: competition, products, advertising campaigns, the market, everything needed to put together the campaign.
"Get rested this weekend, and have your ideas ready for Monday. We need to get our strategy down on paper by Wednesday in order to finish the presentation by Friday. The following Monday, San Diego Computer Systems will be in at 10:00 A.M. Their group consists of the CEO, VP of Marketing, VP of Advertising and their COO. They are expecting our best, don't disappoint them.” William watched them leave the room, impressed with his group. Even Lyn, with only one week of experience, seemed very intuitive. He hoped that she would add a new dimension to the roundtable on Monday where they would bounce ideas off of each other, hoping to hit the right one.
Lyn drove home, exhausted but feeling good about her first week. She seemed to fit into the group, her teammates accepting her and her ideas. She had been coming up with a campaign in her head since yesterday; an idea just seemed to burst into her mind Thursday night when she got into bed. It was so intense; she got out of bed and sat at the computer, two hours of typing the thoughts that just seemed to pop into her head. When she got home, Marisa was there as was Eric.
"Girl, you're working too hard,” Marisa exclaimed when she saw Lyn pop through the door, already nine o'clock.
"Yes, it's been intense. We're working on a proposal for a new client. It has to be finished in another week, but it's coming great. How's your job going?"
Marisa made a face. “I guess not as well as yours. I've been kind of bored for the week. Mostly doing some research for our list of clients, my faced crammed against a computer screen almost eight hours a day. You looked exhausted. I think you need a party. I know of one down at the beach tomorrow afternoon. Why don't you join Eric and me? Maybe a chance to get laid. You look like you could use a little cock.” She laughed, loving the look on Lyn's face when she got so graphic.
Lyn wanted to say no, too tired to even think about it, but she knew that Marisa was right. She had spent the last four years foregoing her personal life for school; she shouldn't do the same for work. At least not if she wanted to have sex with something other than her hand or vibrator. “You're right, in your own crude way,” she teased. “I need to buy a new bikini anyway, nothing like a party to show it off.” She looked over at Eric; his eyes looked like they were piercing her clothes, and Lyn was embarrassed as she thought of how he had caught her masturbating last week. “I'm going to take a long, hot bath. Anyone wanting to use the bathroom better do it now. I'm not going to share once I'm in there,” she joked. “Eric will just have to piss out the window."
"Don't worry sweetheart,” Eric smiling as he teased her. “We're going to my apartment where the bed bouncing wouldn't disturb you. You can run your vibrator to your heart's content."
"Fuck you,” she retorted as she left the room, looking over her shoulder, a grin on her face as she saw the shocked look on his face. “I'm going to find a man that's really good in bed tomorrow night."
* * * *She went to the party the next day at the beach with Marisa and Eric, the house on the boardwalk. She got rid of both of them as soon as they arrived. Lyn was determined to get laid and did not need Marisa or Eric to get in her way. And it was to show them up. She wore her new red bikini, her tan showing off her body nicely. Everywhere she walked, eyes followed the gentle bounce of her breasts or the lovely sway of her ass, but she caught the eye of the one she wanted.
"Hello, I'm Lyn,” walking over to introduce herself to him. He was gorgeous, about her age. By the look of his tan and sandy blonde hair he spent a lot of time at the beach and the gym, his muscles filling out the tee shirt he wore, the baggy shorts hiding the rest. He didn't seem to be surprised that she seemed to come onto him. A bit conceited.
"Taylor,” he replied, his eyes looking up and down her half naked body. Nice body, the red bikini doing little to hide her considerable assets. “I haven't seen you here before."
"No, I came with some friends. They're over there,” pointing off into the distance. She eyed him, her eyes quickly moving down to the front of his shorts. Even the baggy shorts couldn't contain the bulge in his pants. God, I hope he is glad to meet me, she thought to herself, hoping that his hard cock was in response to her body clad in the red bikini.
Taylor noticed her interest, her eyes running over him as if he were a piece of meat ready to be served. He didn't mind as long as he got laid. And boy did Lyn look ripe for it, a hungry look in her eyes. She hadn't had sex in a long while, he guessed. He liked those types, made it almost too easy to get into her hot pussy.
They talked for about half an hour, Taylor the gentlemen, bringing her a glass of wine when she asked for it, always making sure it was full. And he continued to look at her even when other beautiful women passed by as if she was the only girl in the room. She was right; he was a surf instructor and part-time waiter at one of the nicer restaurants at the beach. Not a very lucrative field of endeavor, but she didn't want him for his intellect or his bright future. She wanted a good fuck. After the third glass of wine, he became more intimate, his hand finding her naked waist, a shiver running through her body when his hand touched her. It was the first time she had been touched in a long time.
"Cold?” He noticed the goose bumps on her body when he touched her.
"No, I'm fine,” she replied, embarrassed that he noticed. She looked down, her hard nipples brazenly pushing out the thin top of her bikini. She looked up, his eyes looking at the same place. “Maybe a bit,” she tried to recover.
"Would hate to see you cover up that delicious body.” He seemed to know exactly what to say and when to say it. His hand moved lower, onto the gentle sway of her ass. She didn't stop him.
God, his hand felt good. She loved when a man touched her ass, one of her finer assets. She didn't know if she could wait much longer, his hand beginning to gently move over her cheeks. It moved lower, Lyn's pussy gushing with her juices as he moved down towards her pussy. “Maybe we should go someplace more private."
"A great idea.” He didn't hesitate, his hand guiding her along out the front door, still on her ass cheek, feeling the tight muscles as she walked. Once they were outside, he pushed her up against the wall, his mouth pressing against hers, his tongue quickly entering her mouth.
He couldn't seem to wait; his body pressed against hers, his cock jerking against her pussy, the tiny bottoms not doing much to protect her. He kissed her, his lips hard and soft at the same time. His kiss was tender, but he seemed to take her ruthlessly as if he owned her. No time to think about such things, her tongue racing to meet his, intertwining with his as she pressed her pussy against his cock. She could feel it, thick and hard, just what she wanted. His hand slid up her stomach and quickly yanked up her top, his fingers quickly finding her hard nipple and squeezing it. It felt so good, hands touching her that weren't her own, even if it was a bit too rough. She felt her nipples grow, his finger snapping back and forth at one tip. She pressed against his cock, moving her hips side to side, masturbating the thick cock in his pants with her bikini-covered pussy.
She was hot, real hot. She was rubbing against his cock, her lust unbridled as his fingers played with her nipple. He leaned over and sucked the hard nipple in his mouth, her back arching up as she moaned in pleasure, driving her breast deep into his mouth. His hand slid down to cup her ass, his fingers sliding between her legs in back, feeling the wetness of her bikini, her hips driving forward onto his cock. He tapped on her pussy from behind, feeling her jerk back and forth against his cock.
He was playing her body for all it was worth; Lyn enjoying the attention. She thought she would cum when his hand moved up the top of her bikini, and then slid down her back, sliding along her naked skin, one finger sliding between her cheeks to gently rub over her anus before it settled between her legs, sliding into her drenched pussy from behind. “GGGGODDD,” she could only moan in pleasure as her pussy was speared by his finger. She quickly reciprocated, her hand reaching between them to grasp his cock. It was huge! Her hand was barely able to contain it, the thick flesh jerking in his pants as she rubbed the shaft up and down.
He felt her hand masturbating his cock through his shorts. He found her pussy soaked, two fingers easily slid in, confined by the tight bikini that covered her ass. Her hand quickly pulled down his zipper, finding the opening in his boxers. He shuddered when her hand touched his naked cock, her fingers molding around the shaft, tightening as she slowly let it slide up and down the shaft over the head of his cock. She moved her hand higher, over the head, a fingernail moving over the head, pushing into the piss hole. He didn't know if it was by accident or on purpose, but her sharp fingernail almost made him cum. Even though he was essentially dominant sexually, he did enjoy the pleasure of sexual pain.
She felt her hand getting wet, knowing that he was leaking cum, making her hand slide up and down the shaft easier. She let her legs part wider, giving him easier access to her pussy, feeling him yank her bikini down, out of the way. Lyn was now standing there with her bikini wrapped around her upper thighs, two fingers now deeply embedded in her pussy. She couldn't wait to feel his cock inside her. It had been way to long since she was fucked.
"I think we should move again. To somewhere I can fuck you.” He knew she wanted it, wanted it bad, feeling her pussy clenching on his fingers. “Last room on the left is mine. We can be alone.” He watched as she pulled up her bikini bottoms, disappointed when she covered her breasts again. He zipped up his pants, his cock straining the zipper as they walked back into the house.
She wasn't even sure if she cared if anyone saw her, but she dressed and moved quickly to his room. He fumbled with the lock, the door closing quickly behind them as they moved into the room. It was sparsely furnished, a typical boy's room, the necessities of life consisting of a refrigerator, which was used mainly to hold beer and pizza, and a widescreen television. And of course, a computer to surf porn sites on the Internet. He twisted her around, kissing her again, his hands roaming over her body as he pressed into her again. His hands fumbled with her top until she felt it loosen, letting the straps slide down her arms until it fell on the floor.
His mouth engulfed her breast, sucking her nipple, hoping to get her quickly back into the mood. He felt her hands on his shorts, the zipper sliding noisily down, her hands yanking them down until they fell to his feet. He kicked them away to the side, her hands already yanking down his boxers. She was even faster then he was, his hand slowly sliding over her ass cheeks, her bottoms still on.
She quickly stripped him, using him as a boy would do to a girl, using him for sexual release. She pulled away from him, kneeling down in front of him, her hands gripping his cock. It was big, with a thick head, and her hand rubbed up and down it as she pulled it in front of her face. She felt his hands on her head as she let her tongue reach out until she ran it over the head, holding it tightly as it jerked in her hand. She could taste the salty cum that leaked from the head, running her tongue over the tip, making it leak more.
He held her as he felt her hot breath on his cock, her tongue lapping at the tip. He felt his cock shudder, her mouth suddenly engulfing the head, her silky lips slowly encasing the shaft as she slid her head forward, impaling her mouth on his cock. Her tongue lapped up and down the shaft as she sucked it deep into her mouth, one hand sliding up and down the shaft, her other hand gripping his balls and squeezing them gently. She sure knew how to suck cock, Taylor thought, his balls tingling. He fought the urge to empty his cum into her waiting mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth on his cock, her tongue moving back and forth as she sucked his cock.
It had been a long time since she had a cock in her mouth, but she didn't forget what to do when the opportunity arose. She felt his hands guiding her face back and forth on his cock as if he was forcing her, but she was more than a willing participant. She even pushed it to the back of her mouth, almost making herself gag as she took it too deeply. She never had a cock in her throat and never would. The thought of choking to pleasure a man was too much to fathom. She had heard Marisa taking Eric's cock down her throat, their lovemaking often noisy, unable to contain their ardor.
Taylor was ready to cum, Lyn's mouth working her magic on him. He pulled her up, his cock glistening with her spit. He sat down in the chair, pulling her over to him. He fisted his cock, pulling her until her legs were on either sides of his, her pussy poised over his cock. He yanked her bikini bottom to the side, too anxious to get inside her to even wait to pull them down. He saw her slit, wet with desire, his cock throbbing to get inside her hot, tight pussy. Her legs bowed out as he pulled her down, his cock poised at the entrance of the pussy. He pushed, feeling her open up to his probing cock, her vagina slowly engulfing the head of his cock as he sank into her.
She felt his cock open her up, the feeling of fullness returning as he slowly sank into her. It was big, but it was what she needed, a hard cock inside her. She felt the head of his cock slowly being engulfed inside her, feeling it jerk and twitch.
She was so hot, her insides clenching on his cockhead as he felt her sliding down his shaft. She squeezed her muscles three times, feeling as if a vise was engulfing his cock. “NOO!!” He shouted out to her but it was too late. “EEEEEEHHH,” he yelled as his cock came inside her, shooting a powerful blast of cum inside her pussy.
She couldn't believe it. He was cumming, cumming inside her before she even felt it completely! “STOP!” she cried, and quickly tried to pump on his cock to get some relief for herself. But it was too late, Lyn feeling his cock already shrinking, the cum already dripping from her pussy. She stood up looking down at the shrinking cock. God how she wanted it so bad to be hard again.
He looked up at her meekly, almost ashamed that he had cum. This had never happened to him before. “Sorry,” he said. “Give me twenty minutes and you can make it hard again with your mouth.” The thought of her giving him a blow job again almost made it hard. Almost.
She couldn't believe it. Even the ones with brawn and no brain were now terrible in bed! At least this one was. And she was supposed to wait twenty minutes so she could suck his cock! Never. “That's all right,” Lyn replied, trying to not to scream in frustration. “I have to go and find my friends.” She found her top and put it on, feeling the wetness in her bottoms. She had to get out of there and go home and take a shower. She left the room without even looking at him, slamming the door behind her.
She found Eric and Marisa back at the party.
"Where have you been?” Marisa could see the anger in her eyes.
"I thought I was going to get laid, but all I got was a premature ejaculation. Damn, why does this always happen to me? I'm going to take a taxi home. I have to get out of here."
"We'll go with you,” Marisa offered.
"No, you stay. I need to be alone. Have fun, I'll see you at home.” She saw Eric looking at her, almost sure that he was smirking, the smug look on his face. It didn't take a taxi long to get to the party, and Lyn quickly got in, the taxi taking her home. She took a long hot bath, but first rinsed the cum out of her body with the showerhead, settling in the hot bubble bath, fighting back the urge to cry. Why can't she find a decent man? Los Angles was huge, there must be one somewhere.
* * * *The day of the presentation for the sales campaign had finally arrived. Lyn nervously dressed in the morning, paying special attention to her make-up. She slipped into a dark blue suit and a white silk blouse. While the tailoring was conservative, the length of the skirt wasn't; the snug fabric was cut high up her thighs, a pair of dark nylons giving her legs a shimmer, a pair of high heels making her muscles taut. A thin white bra encased her breasts gently, and Lyn was almost afraid her nipples would pop out at an inopportune time. She looked into the mirror. How could she look this good and not be able to find a decent man? Her blonde hair framed her face, highlighting her deep tan and green eyes. She looked down, unbuttoning the top button of her blouse and spreading it to the side, a generous amount of cleavage showing. She didn't eat; her stomach in knots over the meeting. The campaign was great, Lyn spent an outrageous amount of time on it, and many of the best ideas were hers. She was worried about William, her boss. He was the one making the presentation, and he seemed so nervous and unsure of himself. Lyn tried to figure out how he ever got where he was today in the company. It was a good thing she didn't know that this was William's last chance with the company. If he didn't get this contract, he would be looking for a new job.
She hurried to the office, or at least as much as one could hurry through Los Angeles rush-hour traffic. Part of the group was already there, and Lyn helped to set up the conference room for the presentation. William was absent, and Lyn hoped he would arrive soon. Maybe another dry run would polish his presentation. Fifteen minutes before the clients were due to show up, William rushed into the room, his suit already wrinkled and sweat on his brow.
"Traffic was a bitch this morning,” he complained. He looked at the room, relieved his group had it prepared. “Thanks for getting ready. Everyone get psyched up for this. We're going to kick ass with our presentation!"
At least he sounded ready, his voice high pitched and excited. The group's enthusiasm began to increase, William instilling in them his excitement. They sat down when the receptionist announced the clients’ arrival, long minutes before they were ushered into the room.
Lyn watched the door as they filed in, four of them. Each was introduced to the group. There was the VP of Sales and Marketing, dressed in slacks and pullover, slightly balding, slightly portly. He had over twenty years experience in software packages, his last job was at Computer Associates’ security program division. The Director of Marketing, a thirty something marketing guru seemed a little too laid back, even by California standards, a Hawaiian blouse tucked into her skirt. The Director of Sales was in his late twenties, a cocky, dark suit clad sales professional with years of experience with IBM, their formality still reflected in his dress and behavior. The final member of the group was Michael, the President of the company. Lynn shook hands with the first three clients, and turned to the fourth.
"How are you, Lyn?” Michael inquired politely, his hand outstretched.
His touch was electric when their hands met; Lyn's eyes followed his as he gripped her hand possessively. He was dressed in khaki slacks, brown loafers and a dark brown pullover that clung to his upper body, his muscles and flat abs rippling along the taut material. The khakis were not store bought, unless they just happened to fit his body to a tee. Lyn looked up, turning red as Michael noticed where her stare was directed. He must've been in his mid-forties, but he had the body of a thirty year old. His slightly blonde hair seemed to go whichever way it wanted, hanging slightly down his forehead, highlighting his dark tan, even by California standards. His deep blue eyes seemed to pierce her being, moving up and down her body as he looked her over so intimately. She was almost embarrassed when he finished, feeling as if he had already seen her naked.
"Delighted to meet you, Sir. You're going to love our presentation.” Lyn said. How she had managed to formulate a coherent sentence was beyond her. This guy was beyond hot!
"I'm sure I will,” he whispered to her, the others not hearing him. “If it's anything as delightful as you are.” He quickly walked away to greet the others, but not before he gave her a big grin.
Was he hitting on her? God, I hope so. She smiled, her whole day brightening, almost forgetting the presentation, her eyes glued to Michael as he easily moved about the room, so comfortable in his role. She looked at his butt, her mind racing; her imagination already had him in bed with her. William's voice brought her back to reality.
"If you will all have a seat, we can begin."
All eyes were glued on William as he began the presentation, while Lyn watched the four clients for any signs. It started off well, but the longer it went, the more William began to mess up, forgetting parts of the presentation, his words often out of sync with the visuals, temporarily losing his place. Lyn could see that he was losing his audience. The clients’ eyes were wandering off, their minds already made up. All except for Michael. He continued to follow William; often it seemed that his lips were moving as if he were trying to put words into his mouth. He stole glances back to Lyn, their eyes meeting, Lyn ignoring the others, trained on Michael only.
Lyn crossed her legs under the table, her hand moving down to her naked leg, slowly caressing it as she watched Michael's every movement. William finally finished, his brow covered in sweat, his suit even more rumpled, barely able to answer the questions the clients had politely asked as if they were interested. Lyn already knew they didn't get the contract. It was so disappointing, her first presentation. She should have known that the odds were against it, but still she thought it was a great campaign. The clients began to leave, and Lyn could clearly see the lack of interest in their eyes as they filed past her.
"I'm sure we'll meet again.” Lyn heard a voice right behind her say. She turned to see Michael reaching out his hand. “At least I hope we do.” Michael gripped her hand again, this time gently; holding it in is his large hand before finally letting go. He looked into her eyes as if searching for something. A confirmation that they would indeed meet again, perhaps?
"That would be nice,” Lyn responded. She almost hated to let go of his hand, feeling as thought she were letting him out of her life forever. Los Angeles was a big city and Michael surely played in different circles then she did. What were the chances that she would ever see him again? She glanced over to see that William still appeared to be upbeat, though Lyn could not imagine why. Didn't he realize what a flop the presentation turned out to be? The rest of the group looked less enthusiastic, but tried not to let on to what they all felt. They didn't get the account, and they knew it.
It was official on Monday. San Diego Computer had signed on with another agency. The group was down the whole week, even more on Friday when William didn't show up for work. The new group leader told them that William's dismissal was directly tied to the loss of San Diego Computer. They felt badly, as if they had let him down.
Lyn's thoughts kept coming back to Michael, her vibrator taking his place late at night when Marisa and Eric weren't around jumping at any sound, not wanting to replay the night when Eric caught her masturbating.
* * * *Lyn packed her bags. “I'm going to San Diego for the weekend,” she told Marisa. Her best friend had attended the University of San Diego and had lived on Mission Beach. Lyn would visit her often on the weekend, loving the ocean and the boardwalk, skating the three miles each way almost every night.
She found an inexpensive motel room next to the beach, tourist season past now, the college students retaking the beach for the winter. She liked it better during the winter. It was less crowded, no large families and nicer weather. She needed some relaxation after the last three hectic weeks and the failure of her first presentation. The drive down was bearable once she got past Orange County, most of the traffic heading in the opposite direction. She felt better once she hit the coastline along the 5 freeway, the temperature instantly dropping twenty degrees from the coastal breeze cooling the air. It was dark by the time she reached the beach, the 120-mile drive taking almost three hours, her ass stuck to the seat as she got out, stretching before checking into the motel. The room wasn't bad; at least the price was right. It wasn't as if she was going to spend much time in the room; putting away her clothes before taking a quick shower; her stomach growling, hungry after a long day.
She went to the Pennant, a local bar and restaurant, listening to the music as she gouged herself on a medium rare cheeseburger and washed it down with a beer, already feeling better. A number of guys tried to hit on her, but Lyn quickly discouraged them. She wanted some time to herself first, maybe later in the weekend, she might accept a date if she found someone interesting. Two more beers and she retired to her room, letting the television lull her into a sound sleep.
She woke up refreshed, the windows bringing in the cool air of the morning, the marine layer gradually lifting. She took a shower, deciding to go for a skate on the boardwalk before it got too crowded, most of the people on it jogging or skating before the sun became hot. She pulled her hair into a pony tail, putting on her red bikini, a pair of cut-off denim shorts over the bottoms, the diamond in her belly button shining like a beacon. It was only a block to the boardwalk, giving her time to get used to the skates again, dodging potholes and dirt on the road to the boardwalk. She jumped onto the boardwalk without stopping. The wide expanse of pavement had houses on one side, the beach on the other. It was only moderately crowded with the joggers keeping to one side, the bicycles, skateboarders and skaters fighting each other for room on the other.
She glided along, getting into a rhythm and moving gracefully from side to side as she picked up speed. Heads turned as she sped by, her red bikini a magnet for any eye, especially that of males. Lyn ignored their leering glances, enjoying the freedom as she skated, the last three hectic and disappointing weeks just a distant memory now.
She had made three runs down the boardwalk when it happened. Out of nowhere, a runner leaped into her path from one of the streets that emptied into the boardwalk. She didn't have much time to do anything but brace for the fall, her body hitting his with such a force that it sent her flying sideways. She braced herself for a hard slam into the seawall, hoping for the best when she felt a pair of strong hands grip her around the waist, pulling her down on top of a hard body as they both tumbled to the hard cement.
"Son of a bitch,” she screamed as she fell, but the pain she expected to feel didn't happen—instead her body fell on top of the stranger, hearing him thud hard against the concrete, a gasp coming from his lips as he surely scraped his body on the hard ground. They lay in a tangle of arms and legs, passers-by slowing down, but not stopping as Lyn attempted to get up. “Why don't you watch where you're going?” Lyn asked irritably. She pushed up on him, feeling uncomfortable, as she was almost lying on top of him, at least grateful that he had taken most of the spill. He deserved it; he was the one that caused it. “Are you okay?” Lyn asked, finally realized that he might be hurt. She slowly got up, checking her bikini top, making sure that she was still inside. She bent down to give him a hand, suddenly shocked to see blonde hair and familiar blue eyes staring back at her.
Michael instantly recognized her, those green eyes a give away. “Sorry, Lyn. I saw this red streak coming at me and couldn't stop fast enough. Are you hurt?"
"Michael. No, I'm fine.” She looked down at him. He was wearing a pair of blue shorts and a white tee shirt with Pepperdine University emblazed on it. His legs were just as tanned as his face and arms. “You seemed to have taken the brunt of it. Serves you right for not watching where you were going.” She laughed at him. He attempted to get up, checking his arms and legs for cuts.
"It wasn't entirely my fault. I was mesmerized by a lovely pair of red tits passing by,” he quickly shot back at her.
"I think I'm turning as red as my bikini,” Lyn blushing at his bold remark.
"I'm sorry, didn't mean to embarrass you. Can I buy you a cup of coffee as an apology?"
"If you can keep your eyes in your head.” She replied. Her hands went to her top checking to see if her breasts were still contained, knowing that her movement was attracting his eyes, teasing him.
"Sorry, I wouldn't promise the impossible.” He then added, “And I don't think you want me to."
Lyn was surprised at the bold remark and tried to project a casual air to her response. “I would love a cup of coffee. How about the Green Flash? I love watching the people pass by on the boardwalk. Can you keep up with me?"
"That should be easy. Considering your tendency to run into innocent pedestrians, you'll definitely be slowed down.” He said with a grin. He was already starting to run off, and Lyn watched the muscles in his legs, his tight ass cheeks, before she remembered to follow him. She passed him just before the restaurant, Lyn grinning at her win. It's tough to beat a skater on foot, even in as good shape as Michael seemed to be in. She bent down to take off her skates, unlacing them and pulling them off. As she sat back up, she saw Michael's eyes, glued to her hanging breasts. “There you go, looking at my tits again,” Lyn laughing, Michael seemed to blush at her remark.
He couldn't help it. It surprised him; it felt like he was blushing at her remark. “I can hardly contain myself,” he shot back. “Just like your top."
She arched her back, pushing her breasts out. “They don't need to be contained.” She smiled back at him, the sexual innuendos were arousing.
"Coffee now.” They were quickly led to a table next to the boardwalk as if it was reserved for him.
"Coffee for both of you, Michael?” The waitress, a sexy nineteen year old, with a bare midriff and halter top asked him, practically ignoring Lyn.
"Is that okay,” he nodded to Lyn.
"Yes,” she said, a bit jealous of the waitress, seeing Michael's eyes on the girl's breasts. As she walked off, Lyn added, “don't forget the red ones over here."
Michael quickly turned around to Lyn, his eyes looking into hers before they went down to gaze at her breasts. “How could I forget?"
"You must live down here; everyone seems to know you."
"Yes, but I was surprised to run into you,” he said, the pun intentional.
"I visited my best friend often down here. She went to school at the University of San Diego while I was at UCLA. I always loved it down here so I thought I would come down for the weekend. It seems I had a bad week."
"Yes, I guess you did. Sorry about that, I'm probably the cause for it. Your campaign was probably excellent, but the presentation was terrible. William didn't seem to have his head into it. I was impressed with some of your ideas, but the thought of William running the campaign sent shivers up my spine."
"You don't have to worry about William anymore, at least not at our agency. He's no longer with the company. I think your presentation was his final test.” The waitress brought their coffee, and Michael's eyes did not leave Lyn this time.
"I live on the corner of Asbury Court, down the other end of the boardwalk. I enjoy the ocean and the tranquility of it, even when there are ten thousand tourists, but the winter is the best. Less crowded, though you do seem to bump into people anyway,” he said, laughing.
Lyn was glad he changed the subject, not wanting to dwell on work any longer. She looked at him. God was he handsome, not even caring that he was older. She looked at his hands, wondering how they would feel touching her, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples. His hands were large, the fingers long and graceful. Lyn recalled what she had heard about the correlation between the size of a man's hands and the size of his cock and began to squirm in her chair. They talked about the beach for over half an hour; a second cup of coffee brought by the waitress. She could almost envision his house, a large, contemporary house on the boardwalk with large expanses of glass windows that overlooked the beach.
"I have to finish my run now; I have a business appointment at noon. Work seems to be an overriding factor in my life. I'm having a group of friends over for dinner tonight, nothing fancy, just throwing something on the barbecue. I would love to have you join me.” He made a point of saying me, not them.
Could this be her lucky day? A date with a handsome man. Rich and handsome. He seemed to be asking her for a date, specifying that he wanted her to join him, not join his friends. A subtle but important difference. She looked at him, smiling. “I would love to. What should I wear?"
"I think you would look great in anything. Nothing formal, but it does get a bit chilly at night, though I would hate to see you cover those lovely tits too much,” he teased her.
She laughed. “Well, we certainly are obsessing, aren't we?” She got up as he paid the check.
"2696 Boardwalk. Six o'clock.” He looked up at her, the red bikini barely able to contain her breasts. Lyn arched her back pushing them out for him. “I could play with them for hours."
She turned back to him as she was leaving. “Well, maybe you'll get lucky tonight.” She watched him jog off down the boardwalk as she put her skates back on. She could feel the wetness between her legs; the sexual banter between them arousing her; the thought of his strong hands playing with her breasts excited her.
Michael quickly turned his mind to business; running with a hard-on was difficult, if not obvious. It was difficult; his mind kept drifting back to Lyn; his cock jerking to attention when he visualized what she would look like naked beneath him.
* * * *Lyn must have changed her clothes three times before finally deciding, still not sure if it was right. She put on a rose colored satin camisole sure to catch Michael's eyes. She had barely pulled the camisole over her naked breasts before her nipples rose to the occasion, the silky material stimulating the already aroused tips to a hardness that almost ached. Ached to be touched by a pair of strong, male hands. She pulled on a pair of low-cut jeans that clung to her ass cheeks as if they were molded on. A pair of open-toed shoes with two inch heels further accented her tight, round ass. She looked in the mirror, almost embarrassed that she looked this good. “Play your cards right Michael and this can all be yours,” Lyn spoke to her own reflection.
She decided to walk to Michael's house, which was about a mile away, the boardwalk running along the ocean. The beach was still crowded, a bevy of half-naked girls and guys all trying to find each other in the dimming sunlight, eager to secure a partner for the night. She almost felt overdressed as she walked.
She knew approximately where Michael's residence was, although she was even more impressed when she saw it. It was relatively new, large modern house with large expanses of glass and sat right on the boardwalk. The deck was already crowded with about twenty people, drinks in their hands, a barbecue smoking in one corner giving off the delicious scent that made your mouth water, Lyn almost forgetting that she didn't eat much today. As she approached, she noticed that most of the men were Michael's age or older, but for the most part the women were her age, even some younger.
When she was two houses away her eyes caught Michael's as if he were scanning the boardwalk for her. She smiled a sexy smile, her hands reaching up to push her hair from her face, gently caressing her nipples as she lowered them, feeling the twin tips harden again. God, how she loved to tease. He was dressed in shorts and a sport shirt that clung to the muscled body beneath, his dark tan contrasting with the light-colored clothing. He looked even better tonight than earlier, Lyn's imagination already conjuring up images of carnal lust.
Michael was waiting by the gate as she approached, his eyes watching the gentle bounce of her breasts as she walked, his eyes glued to the hard nipples that seem to glide back and forth against the material. His cock was hard, and Michael uneasily tried to shift it around without being too obvious. Luckily the gate was rather high.
"I'm glad you could make it.” He pulled her next to him, hugging her close, kissing her cheek tenderly. She seemed to fit so perfectly against his body, and Lyn made no attempt to pull away. He inhaled the exotic scents of the lavender and orchid of her perfume, his cock jerking in appreciation to the sensual stimulations he received from the warm body pressed tightly against him. He could almost stay this way forever. He finally pulled back, seeing her face flushed.
His strong hands held her so possessively, as if he owned her. Lyn surrendered to the feelings that rushed through her body. She felt her hardened nipples pressed against his firm chest, his hands pulling her against him. She could feel the hard cock pressed against her, Michael making no attempt to hide his arousal. Lyn even teasingly rubbing against him as he kissed her. “I can see that,” she teased him as he finally pulled away from her. “I hope you don't greet all your visitors that way,” she laughed, at least happy that the flush of her face was disappearing. She looked down at the hard cock that pushed out the front of his shorts, licking her lips subconsciously.
Now his face flushed, almost embarrassed at the way he was acting. It was as if he were a teenager again, his hormones taking over. “No, it's just you. Come and meet some of the other guests,” eager to change the conversation. Michael gripped her arm and introduced her to the other guests, most of the men eyeing her, their eyes instantly drawn to the nipples that pushed out the camisole. Lyn didn't seem to mind; in fact she even seemed to relish the attention paid her, throwing off some of the jealous stares the other women gave her. He gave her a glass of wine as they mingled outside, the sun gradually beginning to set, the beach clearing off except for the glow of the fire pits that began to blaze on the beach. Lyn seemed to fit in easily, able to carry on an intelligent conversation. Not that he thought she would be unable to do so, just surprised that she did it so easily.
Lyn liked Michael's friends, even the female ones, although she did get the feeling that he might have bedded a number of them, their jealous looks not easily masked by the fake smiles. “I'm hungry,” she finally said to him, her stomach starting to growl after the glass of wine.
"I'm sorry,” Michael apologized. They walked over to the barbecue, the cook grilling some shrimp shish kabobs. “I hope you like seafood,” as he filled a plate for the both of them.
"I love it. Especially oysters,” Lyn smiling.
"Somehow I doubt that you need oysters,” he replied, loving the banter between them, his cock jumping to the thought of her. They sat together at a table in the corner, Michael's chair closer than necessary, feeling his hip pressed against her possessively. The food was excellent, her hunger showing as she quickly finished off the plate.
Michael couldn't resist saying it. “I hope all of your desires aren't as quickly extinguished."
She turned to him, licking her lips as she did, flashing him a sexy smile. “Some things are meant to be done slowly. And often.” She felt his hand on her leg. “I could use another glass of wine.” She hated to feel his hand move, but she was thirsty again. They talked for over an hour, oblivious to most of the other guests. “Don't your guests miss you?"
"Most are quite self-sufficient. We are business associates as well as friends, using these gatherings to get away from the business world to mix and meet new people."
"I noticed that most of the girls are my age, and the men your age. Not that I disapprove,” she quickly added. “It just seems strange."
"Are you worried about the age difference between us?"
"Not in the least. I don't worry too much about age, I care more about confidence. I know many older men that act as if they were teenagers and young men that act too old for their years. Neither is attractive to me."
"Most of us have worked hard to get where we are now, our personal lives taking a back seat to accomplishing goals. It takes a while until you finally realize that your personal life has gone nowhere while you've been successful at business. I guess we are at that age now where we are looking to fulfill some of the aspects of our lives that have been neglected and are now turning our attention to our personal lives, hoping to have the same successes that we've had at business. Most women our age are married, divorced with children, or at different stages in life then we are. Girls your age have similar goals to ours.” He paused, and then added with a grin, “And the fact that you all have lovely bodies doesn't hurt."
"And what goals do we have?” She leaned back a bit in the chair, her arms raised up, arching her breasts out provocatively.
"Like us, you are looking for someone to share your life with, a companion and a friend. As well as a lover."
"You're obsessing again,” seeing his eyes glued to her breasts, teasing him. She put her hand on his leg, his body jumping as if touched by electricity. “Don't worry, I'll be gentle."
Her touch surprised him, not expecting it. She licked her lips again, his cock jumping at the nearness of the warm hand on his leg. “I hope so, I'm a virgin."
"I have some experience, I'll show you things that you could only imagine."
"I have a very vivid imagination,” he shot back.
"Well maybe you'll have to teach me.” She let her hand move down until she touched the top of his naked leg just below his shorts.
"Are you sure you want to go there?” He moved closer to her, his hands on the side of her face gently touching her silky skin of her cheek, turning her towards him. He pressed in closer, seeing her lick her lips in anticipation, her mouth slightly opened, her tongue waiting impatiently for him. His other hand went to her waist, pulling her closer towards him, his lips touching her so gently that he could almost feel static electricity jumping from their lips when they met. Her lips were so soft, her warm breath making his cock jump, his tongue slowly running over her lips before slowly entering her mouth, instantly met by her tongue. He pressed harder against her lips, his tongue pushing deeper into the hot confines of her mouth. He thought he would cum when he felt it, her hand had moved up his leg until she grasped his crotch, her small hand barely able to clutch the whole of him. He felt her squeeze gently, cupping his balls, her thumb rubbing over his jerking cock.
The kissed lasted a long time, his tongue demanding, searching every nook and cranny in her mouth, her tongue dancing over him as he pressed her tightly against him. She could feel his cock dancing beneath her touch, his hips rising up waiting more stimulation, squeezing his balls a bit harder than she should, but he didn't seem to mind, his cock throbbing beneath her thumb that held it pinned down. His kiss was so passionate; their bodies crushed against each other. He finally pulled back from her, still only inches from her face; their labored breathing sounding so loud. Lyn looked around; no one was paying any attention to them.
Michael leaned back farther, disappointed that her hand left his crotch, his raging hard-on straining his shorts. “Would you like to go back outside? Where it's cooler."
"Yes, it is a bit warm in here. Are you sure you can walk in your condition?” Her hand rubbed over the front of his shorts before she started walking outside, giving him a chance to rearrange his cock.
They talked for hours, other guests moving in and out of the conversation, but their eyes kept moving back and forth, each searching the others for some response of what had transpired during their brief passionate kiss. The guests began to leave, the house gradually emptying, and the sexual tension between them increasing.
"You aren't in a hurry to leave, are you?” Michael waited impatiently for an answer.
"No, I was kind of waiting for another kiss?” Lyn said hopefully.
"Maybe I should just throw everyone out?” he inquired.
"My, we certainly are impatient! Don't forget, getting there is half the fun."
Michael walked to the door as the last guests departed, closing the door after exchanging pleasantries, hoping his eagerness to see them leave was not apparent.
"I could use a drink. Something nice and cold,” Lyn asked with a faint smile.
"I'll be right back. Now don't go away.” He quickly went to the kitchen to fix them both a drink, eager to go back where they were before. He fixed the drinks, filling the tall glasses with ice. He walked back into the room, surprised, but not shocked by Lyn. She was sitting back on the couch, her arms laced behind her neck, her elbows pushed out to the side. The position forced her breasts up and out. Her naked breasts. She had slipped off the camisole; the garment hastily thrown to the side. Her nipples stuck out far; obviously Lyn had stimulated them before he arrived, the pink tips already turning a deeper red. Her dark areolas contrasted sharply with her skin, even with her deep tan; obviously she tanned in the nude.
"I think you said ‘I could play with them for hours,’ if I remember your exact words.” She lowered down in the sofa, spreading her legs slightly, making room for him between them. She felt absolutely wicked.
"Don't worry, I won't disappoint you.” He looked at her breasts. Firm flesh capped so nicely with a pair of hard nipples, his mouth eager to taste them. She shut her eyes as he moved closer. He moved between her legs, pushing out on her inner thighs as he kneeled close to her, her legs parting willingly. He felt her body tremble when he touched her naked skin, his hands still cold from the drinks, touching her hot skin at her waist. He let his hands slide up her stomach, her flat abs tight as she held her breath. He heard the sudden intake of her breath when his hands gently cradled her twin breasts, cupping them in his large hands. He let his hands grip them tightly, compressing the firm flesh, making sure that he didn't touch her nipples. Not yet, first he wanted to tease her, to make them ache for his touch.
"Cold,” was the only thing she could say as he touched her, her heart almost stopping when his hands slid up to cup her breasts. His hands were calloused, not what she had expected, his large palms easily able to contain her 36C's. He seemed to be testing them, lifting them, making them jiggle. Lyn felt a little embarrassed by the rude handling of her breasts, but she arched her back, eager to have him touch her nipples.
Michael moved closer, putting his finger in his mouth, wetting it. He moved it down to her right breast, letting his index finger lightly touch her, moving closer towards her nipple. Her nipple seemed to grow bigger the closer he got, not sure if it was his imagination, or could she become that excited by the thought of his fingers touching the tips. He let his finger move around her areola, the dark brown skin already sprouting tiny goose bumps as he gently touched the outer circle with his wet finger. Her breast pushed out farther, straining for his touch, her back arched obscenely for him. He moved his finger in closer, pushing harder, rubbing over the dark skin in a circle, the pink nipple straining to be touched. He refused, teasing her, his finger now joined by another, pinching the areola between his powerful fingers as she began to squirm beneath him. He moved his head down, his fingers still pinching her areola, driving the blood to the tip of her nipple. He breathed gently on her stomach, seeing her suck in her muscles, his mouth quickly moving down to kiss her gently, his tongue running over the flat plane of her stomach.
"Oh God,” was all she could moan as his hands and mouth began to visit her body, her arousal increasing as he teased her. She could feel her pussy drenched at the thought of what he would do to her as she pushed out her breasts for his fondling, eager for his touch. Her nipples were always the most sensitive part of her body, enjoying the sucking and fondling of lips and hands, but she also enjoyed the masochistic pleasure of a little pain. A pinch harder then usual, a bite on her nipple, tugging the tip out between a pair of sharp teeth would almost make her cum. She tried to encourage it, but most boys she dated were more interested in sticking their cock in her hot pussy than arousing her. The only attention her breasts usually received was being grabbed while they fucked her, enjoying watching them bounce as they drove their hips back and forth, their driving cocks fucking her hard.
Michael's tongue licked around her stomach, touching her belly ring, swirling around her navel as her hips began to undulate in a gentle fucking motion. She felt his hands at her waist, unbuckling her belt, the loud snap and the sound of her zipper slowly being lowered increasing her arousal. She felt him spread her jeans to the side, his tongue moving lower, his hands pushing her panties down out of the way until his tongue touched her tiny patch of hair at the top of her pubes, shaved in a nice neat triangle.
He could smell the scent of her pussy, eager to taste her nectar. But he had unfinished business, her breasts were still waiting for his touch. He let his tongue slowly rise up her stomach, her breathing halted, her muscles taunt as he moved back towards her breasts, his tongue leaving a wet trail across her tanned stomach. His hand gripped one of her breasts tightly, compressing the firm flesh, her nipple looking as if it were ready to burst. He blew on it, watching it grow. He let his wet tongue ring the hard, pink tip, bathing the dark areola with his saliva, teasingly moving closer and closer to her nipple without quite touching it. Her back arched higher, wanting his mouth on her nipple, trying to push it into his mouth.
"AAAGGGH, Oh God,” she moaned when his tongue finally touched her aroused nipple, feeling it burst in pleasure as his rough tongue played back and forth over the end, slapping at it, his fingers squeezing her flesh, pushing the blood to the sensitive tip. She almost came when his lips encircled the pink flesh, the suction drawing the hard nub deep into his mouth, his tongue slapping at it harshly. His other hand moved to her other breast, two fingers finding the tip waiting in expectation, pinching just below the pink nub tightly. It felt like it would burst, her sensitive nipple swollen with lust as he rolled it between his powerful fingers, pinching and pulling it erect. His hands now gripped her firm flesh, compressing it, releasing it, only to tighten again, the blood rushing back and forth to the stimulated nipples.
He let his teeth gently nibble on her rubbery nipple, grinding his teeth back and forth, the trapped flesh pinched tightly. Her moans of pleasure spurred him on, his fingers pulling the other nipple out, stretching it, his fingers tightening harder as the pink flesh pulled far from her body. He sucked her nipple farther into his mouth, letting his teeth capture it just below the nipple, biting on the areola, pinning the nub deep into his mouth, his tongue lathering it with his hot, saliva, slapping back and forth over the tip as if it were a tiny whip. He looked up at her, her arms still pinned behind her head, her eyes clenched tightly, her teeth almost biting into her lips as she withered beneath his hands and mouth. He decided to test her. He let his fingernails dig into the swollen nipple, sliding back and forth.
"NNNOOO,” she moaned in pain, the sharp bite of his fingernail sending shooting pains to the depths of her breasts, but she didn't try to stop him, gritting her teeth as the strange tingling between her legs increased, a mixture of pain and pleasure, Lyn unable to determine one from the other, both bringing such delightful feelings to her body. It felt as if he were pulling her nipple from her body with a pair of pinchers, afraid she was already bleeding, the shooting pain racing to her brain. She arched up higher on the couch, her back barely touching, forced up by his hands and mouth. “Make me cum,” she begged him.
Michael needed no further encouragement, his hand reached down between her legs, pushing aside her jeans as he slowly slid the tight fabric over her hips, yanking them down just above her knees. Her thong barely covered her mound, the thin fabric already stained with her juices. “Raise your ass up,” he ordered her. She didn't hesitate, her butt instantly up off the couch, his hands easily able to pull the thong from between her cheeks and slid it down until it stopped at her jeans. One hand reached back for her nipple, the one that was slick with his saliva, twisting it in a circle as he pulled it from her body, his other hand forced deeply between her tightly clenched thighs, her constraining jeans keeping them together. He pinched her labia at the same time he pinched her nipple, his powerful fingers able to grip her tender flesh harshly. He felt her pussy gush, his fingers slick, tightening harder to grip her puffy lips and pulled outward, pulling her ass off the couch by her sex.
Her body was ablaze in pain and pleasure, Michael's fingers doing things to her body that she had only fantasized about. His fingers parted her labia, two fat fingers sliding between her slick lips, spreading her juices up and down her silky slit. He teased her, not touching her swollen clit, moving up and down until he reached her vagina, his fat fingers finding her hot opening slick, swallowing them up as her ass rose up from the couch.
She was so hot and tight inside, his fingers moving back and forth as he twisted them, the knuckles grinding against her clenching insides. He thought she was going to buck off the couch as she humped his fingers. She was ready. He let his thumb move to her clit, digging in, pushing the hood to the side as he rubbed back and forth. His other fingers buried themselves deep into the hot confines of her pussy, her nipple yanked hard by his fingers. He felt her body shudder and then she screamed out in pleasure, her pussy bathing his fingers in her juices as she came for him.
She humped up and down on the fingers that drove deep inside her, fucking them as his thumb ground back and forth over her clit. She came, the sensations racing to her brain as her body trembled from the orgasm that his hands had elicited from her body, the pain and pleasure mixing. She came again when he pinched her nipple with his fingernails, the sharp nails digging into the super-sensitive tips, three fingers now stuffing her slick pussy as he finger fucked her. The third orgasm hit her unexpectedly; his fingers inside her pussy spreading open, feeling as if she was being fucked by a giant cock. She finally slumped back down on the couch, feeling the wetness beneath her, his fingers now barely moving her pussy, her nipple released from the tight grip. She opened her eyes, Michael staring at her. She looked down, her jeans and thong trapped at her knees, looking like a little girl caught masturbating with her panties down. She looked down at Michael's shorts, his hard cock clearly outlined. She managed to sit up, making no attempt to pull up her jeans or panties. “It looks like you could use some relief.” Her hand went to the front of his shorts, cupping his balls again, feeling his cock straining to get loose.
Michael put his fingers in his mouth, slowly licking her juices from them. “You do taste good."
"Since you have such a fetish for my tits, would you like to fuck them?” She smiled at him as she let her fingers run up the thick shaft beneath his pants.
"Only if I get your mouth at the same time,” he quickly countered, the thought of his cock nestled between her twin peaks, her open mouth waiting to receive the head as it slid between them almost making him cum, her masturbating fingers exciting him.
She licked her lips as she answered him. “I think that can be arranged. I do love a nice, thick cock in my mouth. After all, I do owe you a nice cum.” She laid flat on the couch, her arms above her head. “Let me see that beautiful cock."
Michael stood up, slowly pulling down his zipper, watching her eyes as he lowered his shorts, kicking off his shoes first, his shorts following. His hand went to the front of his shorts; his briefs clearly outlined his hard cock; his hand running up and down the length of it. He let the briefs slide to the floor; his hand fisted his cock, offering it to Lyn. “I hope you like it."
"I'll tell you as soon as I get a taste.” Lyn loved oral sex as long as she had control over it, able to limit the depth of the thrusts in her mouth, afraid of taking it too deep, terrified of a thick cock being shoved down her throat. She watched as Michael kneeled over her, her eyes watching the heavy ball sack rub over her breasts before he finally settled gently down on top of her. Her hands moved down to the sides of her breasts, pushing them in as Michael placed his hot, throbbing cock between her twin peaks.
"OOOOH,” he moaned in pleasure as her firm flesh engulfed his cock, a warm blanket smothering the thick shaft. He let his hips slide gently forward until the helmet of his cock peaked out, Lyn's chin moving down until she was staring at the dome-shaped head. Her tongue moved out of her mouth and licked at the tip of his cock, his cock jerking in appreciation. Her tongue ran all over the head, paying special attention to the hole in the center, lapping at the drops that her hot, wet tongue had provoked. He pulled back until the head disappeared, feeling his balls rubbing against her flesh. He pushed back in again, this time her oral cavity opened wide to receive the head of his cock, her lips slowly tightening on it as it slid inside.
She loved the taste of cum, lapping at his cock as if she were a kitten drinking milk, her tongue dancing all over the thick, purple head. She could feel it growing, already stretching her lips as her lips curled around the thick girth. He began to pump his hips back and forth, the friction of her tits rubbing the shaft, her mouth engulfing the head each time he pushed forward, Lyn squeezing her breasts tighter when he pushed too far, preventing him from sliding it too far into her mouth. She enjoyed teasing him this way. She squeezed her tits even tighter together and allowed only the head of his cock to play around her lips and decided to torment him a little by rubbing her closed lips back and forth over the head. She moved her head up, down, left, right, smearing her wet lips all over the tip of the dark red organ. The tight clasp of her tits around Michael's cock created a slight pressure in his dick that made the head turn even darker. Michael groaned a little and tried to push harder, encouraging her with thrusts of his hips to take him deeper. But Lyn held back, continuing the gentle torment. Finally she began to increase the stimulation, taking the entire head into her mouth and alternating between slow licks and soft sucks. She nursed on the head of his cock like it was a baby's bottle, Michael feeling the suction down to his balls. She tried to keep this up, loving the control she had over his pleasure, but Michael soon decided he had had enough.
"You little vixen,” he growled. “You don't want to play those games with me.” He rested more of his weight on her chest and grabbed onto both of her nipples, giving them a tight pinch. When Lyn gasped in pleasure, Michael used the opportunity of her open mouth to give a hard shove and drive his cock home. Lyn's mouth was now stuffed, and Michael moved his hands up to her head.
Lyn tensed for a minute, not liking the reversal of control when she was in this position. But Michael didn't grab her by the hair and try to shove her head back and forth the way most guys did. Instead, he cradled her head almost tenderly and muttered soft words of encouragement as he began to gently rock his hips again. Lyn relaxed and accepted him into her mouth. It was actually quite enjoyable, she thought, the idea of being dominated during this act arousing her again and causing her to really begin to suck in earnest.
She slurped up and down, Michael's cock getting the double-treatment of her tight tits squeezing the rod of his cock and her wet, sucking lips pulling on the head. His hips moved faster and faster, his orgasm not far behind, Lyn owing him equal treatment for what he had done to her.
When she heard his moan she knew he was ready. She squeezed her tits tight around his cock, trapping it, her mouth sliding over the head, her tongue running all over the helmet, paying special attention to the hole in the end. She didn't have to wait long.
Michael felt it in his balls, the friction of her breasts were like masturbating hands on his cock as he pumped it back and for the between them. Her mouth would engulf his cock each time he pushed forward, not wanting to withdraw it each time, but eager to cum. He felt his cum rise up from his balls, running along the thick shaft as he shoved deep inside her mouth, her breasts pinning him inside as her tongue danced over his cock. “GGGGODDDD,” he cried as he came in her mouth, hearing her choke as her mouth was suddenly filled with his abundant cum. He shot his first load then pulled his cock out of her mouth, aiming it for her face. He pumped it, Lyn's eyes opening wide to see why he pulled out when he came again, a ropey load of cum slowly shooting out to land on her cheek. He pumped again, the third load landing on her nose and slowly began to drip down.
She didn't understand why he pulled out of her mouth until he shot his load on her face, giving her a cum bath as he pumped another load. She had known other boys that did the same thing, enjoying the look on her face as she was bathed with the thick, hot cum. She let her tongue reach up to her nose and grasp at the thick crème that was slowly dripping down, bringing it into her mouth. His finger came out, wiping her cheek and rubbing it over her lips until they glistened with his cum. She moved closer to him and kissed him, pushing her cum soaked lips against his, her tongue moving into his, pushing his cum into his mouth. She pulled back, seeing a smile on his face.
"I guess I deserved that,” he said, licking his lips. “But I did enjoy your tits."
"Yes, you did.” She lay back on the couch and slowly pulled up her thong and jeans, watching as Michael got dressed, his cock already shrinking. He walked her back to the motel, Lyn wishing he would stay the night. She kissed him passionately at the door, slowly rubbing her pussy against his cock, feeling it begin to stir. His tongue danced in her mouth, his hand slid down to her ass, pulling her into him. She pulled away from his lips, her hand reaching down to find his hard cock and grasping it. “Are you sure you have to leave?” She smiled seductively at him, opening the door wider, drawing his eyes to the wide expanse of empty bed.
Her hands gripped his cock, rubbing it sensuously, and Michael felt it become erect again. He almost hated to say it. “Yes, I'm afraid I do have to go. I will be in L.A. on Wednesday. How about lunch?"
"I would love to have you for lunch on Wednesday.” She saw that he got her meaning, his cock jerking as she gripped his thick shaft tightly, digging her fingertips into the hard flesh.
He loved how she played with him, verbally as well as physically. He just hoped she was as open minded as she seemed to be. So many of the girls he dated said that but when reality rolled around, they just couldn't adapt to his jaded sexual appetite.
* * * *Work got progressively better since William's departure. The new boss, Joseph, had been with the company for over ten years and was well-versed in the ways of the company and the advertising business. Their first presentation was a success, Lyn's idea for the campaign a hit with the client. Joseph had refined her basic idea into an advertising plan that just matched the client's expectation. The contract was signed only hours before Lyn's lunch date with Michael, her enthusiasm showing when she met him downtown. Her life was finally heading in the right direction, her long list of loser boyfriends coming to an end. Michael was a welcome relief, even though he was older. Maybe that was her problem all along, she mused. She had just needed someone more experienced and confident in his sexual performance, Michael filled the bill well. And their sexual encounter was exceptional!
All eyes turned as she walked into the restaurant, her lovely ass tightly encased in a dark blue business suit, her long legs perched high on a pair of blue high heels. Michael's cock hardened when she took off her jacket, arching her back as she did, sticking out her lovely tits, knowing she did it teasingly, the smirk on her face showing.
Michael noticed her new-found enthusiasm, barely able to get in a word edgewise since they sat down. All she could talk about was work; Michael listened and asked questions about her presentation as they continued to talk during lunch.
They had finished eating when Lyn realized that she had been doing all of the talking. Michael seemed genuinely interested in what she said though, not like other boys that were only interested in getting into her panties and used conversation just as a method of getting there.
She let her shoe slip off of her foot, moving it up towards Michael under the table quietly. She pushed it between his legs just as she said, “I seem to be monopolizing the conversation.” She felt it touch his cock, feeling it spring instantly to hardness.
He jumped when he felt it, looking around the room to see if anyone had noticed. Her nylon clad foot was rubbing his cock in mock masturbation beneath the table as she nonchalantly talked to him as if nothing was going on. He stammered for a moment, his cock taking over, his mind wandering as she rubbed it so sensuously. He quickly recovered. “Nonsense,” he remarked. “It's not rubbing me the wrong way,” he quickly quipped back.
"It's just so hard. Hard not to talk about work when it is going so well,” she quickly retorted. “I hope I am stimulating enough for you.” She pushed hard with her foot, feeling his cock jumping beneath her touch.
His hand went down to her foot, his fingers slowly rubbing her toes. “Almost too stimulating.” He pushed her foot back onto his cock, his hand guiding it up and down. “I wouldn't want to lose control."
She squeezed her toes on his cock. “I don't think you ever lose control. I think you enjoy that."
He was ready to cum if she didn't stop soon. “What about you? Have you ever given up control? I mean all control."
"Only in my fantasies.” She squeezed again, feeling his cock jerk in response.
"Have you fantasized long?” His hand moved to her toes again, pulling them away from his cock. He pushed her leg to the side, imaging the view from under the table as he spread her legs wider, seeing her slump down a bit in the chair.
"Since I was about seven. It was silly, but it started in my catechism book. I thought it was an odd picture to have in a religious book. It was a little girl, naked, tied to a tree crying. For some strange reason that turned me on. The thought of being tied naked and having no control.” Her ass slid on the chair as she felt Michael's hand slowly spreading her legs open under the table. She could feel her skirt stretching to take the wide expanse of her legs.
He stopped, feeling her body tense as he spread her legs. He rubbed her toes again, feeling her body relax. “It could be very pleasurable. Or painful."
"Painful?"
"There is a fine line between pleasure and pain. Even I love the feel of a pair of sharp fingernails on my cock as it is stroked. It is a feeling that can't be described. It can only be felt. Most people are not willing to go down that path. To give up all control. You have to be very trusting.” He let her legs fall back together, almost disappointed that she brought her foot back, sat up straight in the chair again, his hard cock unfulfilled.
She brought her fingers up in front of her, her red nails reflecting the long nails. “I'll remember that.” She gave him her coy smile again. “And I will remember your advice."
"It wasn't advice, just my opinion."
"No, I think it was advice. You have a tendency to say what you feel and desire.” She arched her back, sticking her tits out for him. “You only have to ask the twins,” she said, laughing. “I have to get back to work. I enjoyed lunch. I hope you did."
"Well it was a bit unfulfilling,” he teased her back. “But you could make it up to me."
"I wouldn't want you unfulfilled on my part. That would be like playing footsies. I'm sure I could find a way to make it up to you."
"I like it better when I choose."
"Yes, I'm sure you do. Okay, you choose."
"I will be in New York City this weekend. I have a meeting on Friday. The company has a nice apartment in one of the high rises. A breathtaking view. I'll send over a plane ticket for you and have a limousine pick you up at the airport. Visit with me for the weekend. I'll make it very pleasurable for you."
"Well, I did say you could choose. I'm not sure what I'm getting myself into, but I did agree. And I have a feeling that my pleasure will be yours.” She kissed him on the cheek when they got outside, but not before she reached down and squeezed his cock. Squeezed it hard. “I'll get a manicure on Friday. I'll have them extra sharp.” She released him and got into her car that they had brought around. She let her skirt ride up high on her thighs as she got in, Michael and the attendant barely able to keep their eyes in their head as her panties were revealed. “See you Friday night."
Lyn masturbated that night. Her eyes tightly clenched, the vision of Michael tying her up and taking advantage of her in her mind as she rubbed her pussy to a climatic finish. She even took her vibrator and pressed it against her anus, slowly pushing the dry tip inside, her muscles clenching on the hard tip as she pushed it into her rectum. She felt so full as two fingers pushed in and out on her juices, the hard plastic vibrator unyielding, slowly stretching her tiny anus open as it pressed in and out, the feeling unmistakably strange of losing control of her own body, almost unable to control her own hand as it ravished her tiny anus. What would it feel like if Michael were doing it? Would he make her take the vibrator completely in her asshole? She couldn't wait to find out.


CHAPTER 3Sex and Voyeurism New York City StyleThursday and Friday passed by quickly. Lyn was already packed and on the way to the airport after work. She caught the plane, a red-eye to New York, not arriving until after 2 A.M. The limousine was waiting for her, a chauffeur with a name card at the baggage pickup taking her quickly to the waiting car. With the time change it wasn't as bad as it sounded, but even with the lighter traffic, she still didn't arrive at the apartment where Michael was staying until 4 A.M. Even at that time of the morning, the city was still vibrant, people seeming to not even realize what time it was, taxis taking them to destinations unknown as if it were early evening.
The building was a huge glassed edifice, surrounded by similar buildings. California had a few tall buildings, but nothing compared to New York City. She took the elevator up to the twenty-fifth floor, the elevator moving with speed, empty at this time of day. She got off the elevator, finding #2502 at the end of the short corridor. She took a deep breath and rang the doorbell, the door opening instantaneously. She jumped, surprised at the quick response to her call.
"Sorry I scared you, but the limousine called and said they just dropped you off.” He quickly grabbed her bag, showing her into the apartment.
Now there are apartments and then there are apartments. This was nothing she could have even fathomed. It was huge. The living room was as big as her whole apartment and it was a two bedroom. Two walls were covered by ceiling to floor curtains, the floor a dark marble was partially covered with a large rug in the center of the floor decorated with a collection of brightly color shapes. Modern-shaped lighting hung down from the ceiling like metal spiders, sending beams of light to the various corners of the room. The furniture was all modern as well, including a leather daybed in one corner which looked more like a bench than a couch, a relaxer chair almost reminding Lyn of a gynecological chair, contoured to curve to the shape of the person. The tables were thick glass supported by black or chrome frames but with rounded edges. Lyn's mind was still imagining the pieces of furniture with her bound body draped over them, Michael behind her taking liberties while she squirmed in the tight bondage, naked and available. She was suddenly brought back to reality by Michael's body pressing up against her.
"I hope it was me that you were thinking about.” Michael pressed up against Lyn's ass, his hand around her waist, drawing her tightly against him.
"Yes, now that you mention it. I hope that is because of me,” Lyn pushing her ass back against his cock, rubbing her cheeks back and forth over the front of his pants.
"You seem to bring out the best in me,” he joked. He kissed her neck, his hands moving up to cup her breasts. Her ass moved harder against him when he touched her.
"You never seem to neglect the twins.” Lyn commented. She arched her back, pushing her breasts harder into his hands. She moaned quietly when he found her nipples, his fingers pinching them. “But there is more, much more than my tits."
He could feel her nipples harden beneath his touch and pinched harder, her ass rubbing against his cock. “I have plans for you and your body this weekend. But I think they'll wait until tomorrow. I'm sure you're tired and would like to get to bed. There is more than enough time."
"I eagerly await you, hoping you will surprise me.” She regretted it when he pulled away from her, but he was right. She was tired, the plane trip long and boring, the jet lag hitting her. She wanted something more than a quickie. She wanted her world to be rocked by Michael.
"I hope you will at least be pleased, if not surprised. Your room is through here,” he said, opening the door to the other bedroom.
This room was also gigantic; a large bed filled the center of the room. It was a canopy bed with a modern twist: the metal frame over the bed was made of sleek black steel, the top covered in glass. Lyn's mind digressed again to thoughts of bondage—the bed appeared to be built for binding a female body in a spread-eagle position. Come on Lyn, get it all out of your mind. “A truly lovely room". She walked over to the bed, finding that the glass covering the top was in fact a mirror, not transparent glass. “Interesting,” was all she could say.
"I don't think the interior decorator was gay, but I do think he was a little perverted.” Michael said.
"Oh, and I thought it was just me. Are you reading my mind now?” Lyn asked suggestively.
"No, just your body. Sleep as late as you want. I have a few things to do in the morning. Make yourself at home in the kitchen if I'm gone. I won't be long.” He pulled her against him again; this time his hard cock rubbing against her pussy, kissing her with a passionate kiss that took her breath away. His tongue plunged into her mouth forcefully, opening her lips to push deep inside; his hand sliding down to her ass, forcing her to rub her pussy against his cock.
His powerful hands took possession of her body, and Lyn was unable to do anything but stand there and let him have his way with her; his hands on her ass grinding her pussy against his hard cock that threatened to break free of his pants. His tongue pushed into her mouth, dancing against her own tongue as it sought out every nook and cranny in her mouth before he released her, panting to catch her breath. Was this the way the weekend was going to be? “I'll hardly be able to sleep after that."
"Just don't masturbate. I want you on edge.” He left her standing there in the middle of the room as he shut the door behind him, Lyn still trying to fathom his last comment. Would he be able to tell if she did? She really needed to cum, cum bad. Her imagination had run rampant the last two days, her pussy continuously soaked every time she thought of Michael and what he might do to her. Seeing him and feeling him made it even worse. Was it some sort of test, to see if she would obey him? Should she masturbate just to show him that she is her own boss? Her mind raced with rebellious thoughts as she put her clothes away.
She went into the bathroom and quickly stripped off her clothes, standing naked in front of the mirror. Her hands went up to her tanned breasts, her fingers pinching her already erect nipples. She spread her legs wider as if under order from Michael, her lips pulling back, her pussy glistening with her juices. She struggled with the desire to push her fingers inside her pussy, to pull and tug on her clit. But she was afraid she would cum, unable to stop an orgasm. Not sure why, but she didn't want to disappoint him. What else would he order her to do?
She quickly took a shower, slipped into a tee shirt and jumped into bed. She lay down on the bed, looking up at her body in the canopy mirror. She let her legs spread wide until they ached and touched the edges of the large bed. “Arch your ass up off the bed,” she imagined she heard, her ass rising up, presenting her pussy up into the air. God, how she wanted to cum. She quickly climbed under the covers, curled into a ball with her hands tucked between her legs and lay motionless, trying to get Michael out of her mind. It was a restless night. Lyn woke up many times, each time her fingers seemed to be always playing with her pussy when she awoke. She had to stop each time, afraid of cumming. She finally fell into a deep sleep around 6 a.m.
Lyn woke suddenly and looked at the clock by the bed. Eleven o'clock. She looked around; the room she was in unfamiliar at first, then quickly realized where she was. She cocked her head, listening, but could hear nothing. She got up and went out into the living room. No one seemed to be around. She looked at the table near the door, a white sheet of paper catching her attention.
Lyn, will be back about one o'clock. Hope you had a good sleep.
If not, I will make it up to you tonight.
Michael
Two hours. She started a pot of coffee and went back into the bedroom. A shower woke her up, the warm water so soothing, and Lyn fought the urge to masturbate as the washcloth briefly rubbing her slit. Lyn trembled in lust as she quickly pulled it away. She finished getting ready, standing naked in front of the mirror as she always did. She looked over her clothes, deciding on a nice skirt and a button down blouse, not sure where they would go this afternoon, but wanting to appear nice and feminine as New York City was more formal than L.A. She looked in the full-length mirror. God, you look good. Good enough to eat, she hoped. He owed her that.
She found something to nibble on with her coffee, bringing it into the living room. The drapes were still drawn. She found a button on the wall, pressed it and heard the low hum of a motor, the two walls of curtains slowly drawing open, the bright light of the day shining in. She couldn't believe the view, L.A. having nothing like this. Both walls were floor to ceiling windows, opening up to a row of tall buildings all facing the one Lyn was standing in, hundreds of windows peering into the darkness of each other. A telescope sat near the corner, the lens pointed out towards one of the buildings. Curiosity got the best of her, and she looked through the lens of the powerful telescope, pointing it at one of the condos across the street. The rooms were dark and empty of life.
She heard the door open, turning to see Michael entering. He was dressed in a dark blue pair of slacks with a light blue pullover that clung to his chiseled chest. Her eyes quickly darted down to the front of his pants, looking up to see him staring at her, almost embarrassed that she was caught sneaking a peek at his cock.
"I see you are looking through the telescope.” Michael said as he moved toward the windows. “It doesn't work very well during the day, the apartments too dark. But nighttime is a different story, I will show you tonight. New York is filled with voyeurs and exhibitionists.” He turned to her, his arms already out to hug her. “And which of the two are you?"
She ignored his question when she felt his touch around her waist, drawing her into him. She pushed against him, feeling the stirring of his cock in his pants as his hands moved possessively over her ass, rubbing her back and forth against him. God, she needed his cock so bad. But she didn't give in to him. His lips pressed against hers, his lips surprisingly soft as they touched her, feeling as if tiny sparks were flying as they met. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and was instantly met by his. The kiss lasted for a minute, his hands never idle, running over her clenched cheeks, pushing her pussy against his cock, sliding her back and forth over his throbbing cock. She finally pulled away from him. “I need coffee now.” She held up her perfectly manicured fingernails for him to see. “If you're a good boy, later I might show you my manicure,” she said suggestively, displaying one fingernail almost sharpened into a point. She felt his cock jump. “Down, boy."
This was a different turn for Michael. He never told anyone of his love for the touch of sexual pain; it was usually the other way around. Everyone had a bit of masochism in them; it just took the right person to draw it out. The thought of her fingernails on his hard flesh made his cock jerk in excitement. Lyn was different than most girls he had dated. She seemed to pick up on everything he said and remember it. “Let me get some coffee,” he offered, leaving her in the living room as he went to the kitchen. When he returned she was seated in one of the chairs, gazing out at the view. “I just love the view. You can't get this in L.A. or San Diego. Though the winters do suck here."
"Yes, I am originally from the East Coast, moved out to the West Coast about ten years ago. My Grandmother couldn't stand the winters any longer either. In fact my Grandparents moved to Arizona when they retired. I love the sun and the beach. I couldn't live without it.” Lyn took a sip of her coffee, studying Michael as she did.
"Well, I wouldn't want you to turn into a pumpkin or something for staying here too long. I have a nice apartment in one of the new high rises in downtown San Diego. Not as an impressive view of other buildings as here, but it does overlook the Pacific Ocean."
They continued to make small talk over coffee.
"I'll give you a short tour of the city before dinner. I love the museums here. I think I've been to all of them at least a dozen times. The shows and nightlife are unbelievable; you could go to a different Broadway or off-Broadway show every night for a month without repeating one. And the people—New York City is the world's largest people zoo. You can see about every kind just by standing on a street corner, from the eccentric to the crazy."
* * * *They walked the streets of New York City for hours, Michael either holding her hand or slipping his arm around her waist, always drawing her close to him. She loved the city; the smells that came from the shops filled the streets, the honking of horns, and the thongs of people that filled the wide expanse of the sidewalks. She noticed the girls, rivaling those of California but in a different way. They were more sophisticated, dressed more formally and although there were fewer blondes, they were also very sexy. They wore suits with skirts short enough to entice the viewer with shapely legs perched on high heels, the staccato of the heels in sync with the gentle sway of their ass as they walked. But Michael seemed to be the perfect gentleman, his eyes occasionally glancing at an attractive female, but more interested in her. They dined at a small Italian restaurant after Michael learned the she loved Italian food. The food was excellent, genuine Italian food, a difficulty to find in LA's commercialized restaurants. Over dinner Michael's eyes seemed to devour her, staring into her eyes even as they ate.
"You are such a beautiful girl,” he mentioned so casually over the salad.
"Such a flatterer. Are you trying to get this good little girl into bed?” She teased him in a little girl's voice.
"I don't think I could make it to the bed. I was hoping for the living room,” he laughed. “And sometimes even good girls must be punished.” He watched for her reaction.
She almost wet her panties when he said that. The thought of being bent over his lap as he spanked her almost made her cum. “Whatever Master wants.” Was he teasing her?
"I love a girl that knows her place,” he shot back.
"And where might that be?"
"Why, on her knees.” He added. “Maybe with a bit of rope tied around her to enforce her behavior"
"You do realize that you just set back women's liberation back fifty years?” She wasn't sure if he was serious or kidding.
"Does that scare you or bother you?” He was testing her.
She looked into his eyes, smiling as she said it. “I'm always willing to enjoy new experiences. And pleasures."
"I would enjoy teaching you."
"And so would I,” she warned, holding up her sharply manicured fingernail.
His cock jerked in excitement. “I'm sure you would. My cock throbs in anticipation."
"I think it is time for dessert. But not here. I think we should go back to your apartment. If I remember, the living room is where the action takes place, right?"
He motioned for the waiter to bring the check, eager to leave. “Yes, the living room it is.” He drew her close to him, inhaling the sweet smell of her perfume as they walked the four blocks to his apartment, his cock pushed hard against his pants in anticipation.
She felt secure tucked up against him as they walked quickly, both of them eager for the lovemaking they had both promised. Would it be as good as expected, or would it be like the last time she was fucked, a quick cum inside her? It had turned dark while they were in the restaurant, but night and day were almost indistinguishable in the City, the bright lights turning the darkness into daylight. The elevator ride was quiet, each of them holding their breaths in anticipation. Finally they arrived, Michael opening the door.
Michael watched the gentle sway of her ass as she walked in front of him into the living room. He went over to the curtains, opening them up, the buildings all lit up, the formerly dark apartments in the other building now bright. “A voyeur's delight. I'll make us a drink. Don't go away."
"You can count on that. You have so many promises to fulfill.” He left the room. She moved over to the telescope. She bent over slightly, looking into the end. She was surprised how strong the magnification was. It was as if she were in the other apartments instead of being across the street. She scanned the telescope over the building across the street, moving from one window to another. She caught people in their living room, watching television, the people unaware or uncaring that they were being peeped upon.
"Fourteenth floor, second window from the left,” Michael said as he lay the glasses down on the table.
"You scared me,” Lyn said, taking her eye from the telescope, almost ashamed of being caught peeping.
"Fourteenth floor, second window from the left,” he repeated. He watched as she moved back to the telescope, scanning until she found the window he mentioned.
"Her name is April, or so I call her."
"How do you know she is there?” Lyn scanned and sure enough there was a girl in the room.
"She always is. I think she enjoys being watched. An exhibitionist. There are many of them."
"How do you know her name is April?” Lyn inquired as she looked through, catching a glimpse of “April". She was young, about eighteen or nineteen. She was dressed up in a Catholic High School outfit: blue plaid skirt, blue knee high socks and a white sweater with large gold cross that split her breasts. She had dark brown hair and brown horn-rimmed glasses, but she was beautiful.
"I made it up. Do you want to hear the rest of my story? Watch as I tell it to you."
Lyn focused back on the window.
"You will see the man in a couple of minutes. I think it is really her husband, but that's not my story. Back to my story. She is babysitting for him. He catches her masturbating when he comes home. He decides to teach her the art of masturbation as well as a few other perversions."
Lyn watched April lay down on the couch, her legs drawn up slightly, her red panties showing as her short skirt was hiked up high. April slid the skirt higher above her waist, her legs spreading out to the side. Her hands rubbed up and down the front of her panties, Lyn able to see her fingers push the silky panties between her lips, even able to see the moisture that began to soak her panties. “You can see everything through this telescope.” She felt Michael standing behind her, his hands on her waist.
"Bend over a bit more,” he ordered her, his hands pushing down on her back.
She didn't hesitate, pushing her ass out for him, arching her back while still glued to the scene unfolding in the apartment. April's hand was in her panties now, Lyn able to make out the movements as she began to masturbate. It seemed so perverted, to be spying on her.
"Is she masturbating?” Michael asked.
"Y-y-yes,” Lyn stammered. “He's home now, catching her playing with her pussy.” Michael's hand held her hips tightly as he pressed up against her ass. “MMMM,” was the only thing she could say when she felt his hard cock against her ass. She saw the man enter the living room. He had to have been at least forty, well-dressed in a suit. If he was really her husband, he loved young girls. “Is she really eighteen?"
"Does it matter?” Michael rubbed his cock gently back and forth over Lyn's ass cheeks. “Spread your legs,” another order.
It looked like the man was scolding April, making her keep her hand in her panties while he did so. Lyn could almost see the embarrassment on her face as if she had really been caught doing something she shouldn't have been doing. Lyn felt Michael's foot nudge her ankle, parting her legs until he seemed satisfied, Lyn's panties wet as she let herself be placed into position by Michael. Michael's voice was becoming more demanding. Lyn responded. “No, it doesn't matter."
"Tell me what they are doing."
It was becoming difficult to watch. She wanted to reach back and grab Michael's cock and push it into her pussy. “He's making her take off her sweater and bra."
"Tell me more. What does she look like?"
"She has a nice pair of tits, large brown areolas. He is making her play with her nipples, making them hard. He took out his cock and is stroking it while he watches her.” She almost forgot Michael was behind her when she saw the man whip out his cock. “Jeez, his cock is long, at least a foot! The head is big; his hand is stroking the shaft from the bottom to the top.” She felt Michael's hands slide under her skirt, spreading her legs wider for him. His hands slide down her hips, gripping her tightly as he rubbed harder against him. God, she wanted his cock so bad. “Now her skirt is on the floor. Her face is flushed as she slowly lets her panties slide down. She has a dark bush. She is bringing up her legs to take off her panties, showing the man her ass. As she puts them down she is spreading her legs, his hand stroking his cock faster now that he sees her pussy."
Michael already knew what was next.
"He is moving closer to her head, his hands are turning her head until her lips are only inches from his cock. She is shaking her head no, but his hands are too insistent, pushing his cock against her tightly clenched lips until she finally relents. She is opening her mouth and he puts his cock inside. Her lips are stretched wide around it. He said something; she is beginning to masturbate for him. She has two fingers inside her pussy, finger fucking herself while he is pumping his cock in and out her unwilling mouth.” Lyn didn't think she could last much longer, her hand reaching down, pulling up her skirt to touch the front of her panties. She didn't care if Michael saw her masturbating.
Michael knew it was time. He pulled his hands out from under her skirt, raising it up in the back and laying it down on her, exposing her out thrust butt. He slapped her ass hard.
Lyn was shocked by the sound and then the pain as Michael hit her ass. She shot up quickly, surprised, not sure what to make of it.
"I caught you playing with yourself while peeping on people. You are a bad girl and need to be punished. I think you should be punished in front of the people you peeped on. I'm going to spank you in front of them.” It wasn't a question or even a request. It was a statement.
Michael wanted her to do the same thing as April, perform in front of the window, in front of anyone that wanted to see her. Could she actually do it? What would Michael do to her? Would he really spank her for real? She knew she had to go along with it; her pussy was soaked, needed to be fucked. “I'm sorry,” Lyn said, playing along.
"No, you're not, but you will be soon.” Michael pulled out the ottoman, placing it in front of the wall of windows. “Bend over it, hands out straight to support you.” He flipped a switch, a row of lights in the ceiling shining down on the ottoman, brightly illuminating it. He waited, waited to see if she would submit.
She walked over, facing the ottoman. She kept her knees straight and bent over, her palms flat on the ottoman. She waited. She didn't have to wait long, a hand running down her back, slowly running over her ass cheeks.
He pushed down on her back, forcing her ass to rise up higher; his hands running over her cheeks, enjoying the feel of her taut flesh. He nudged her ankle with his shoe. “Spread your legs.” He enjoyed her submission as she spread her legs. “Farther, you're going to have to do much better than that.” He pushed again on her ankle as she let her legs spread wider until they reached both corners of the large ottoman. He moved up against her, draping his body over hers, his cock pushed against her ass cheeks. His hands moved around her waist to move up until he grasped her hanging breasts, his large hands easily able to encircle them. He squeezed tightly, compressing the firm flesh in his powerful hands.
His cock felt so good as he pushed against her. She felt her nipples harden instantly as he clutched her breasts, squeezing them powerfully. She felt neglected when his hands left.
"Take off your blouse and bra. Face the window while you do it.” He watched as she stood up, facing the window. Her fingers slowly unbuttoned the blouse, pushing it to the sides, displaying the tiny bra that contained her luscious breasts, the deep cleavage so inviting. She almost seemed a bit humiliated to be stripping in front of the window. “I bet there are many telescopes aimed at you now. Waiting for you to show them your lovely, naked breasts. They are going to have a good show tonight. They will enjoy your lovely body at the same time I do. The bra now. Then I want you to link your fingers behind your neck and push your elbows to the side. I want your lovely tits displayed for them."
She looked out the window, almost able to see the people in the other apartments, almost able to imagine the men with their eyes pinned to their telescopes, their hands on their cocks, waiting for her, watching her. She let her hands slip around and unclip her bra, reaching around to let it slip down off her shoulders and down her arms to fall on the floor. Her hands covered her naked breasts; her hard nipples pushed into her palms. She waited.
"Arms behind your head and arch your back. Show us those lovely tits."
She did as he said, the cool air of the room instantly hitting her nipples, her breasts rising up as she thrust out her breasts toward the dark outside, her nipples so hard, so pointed. She felt Michael slip behind her, his hands reaching around to cup her breasts gently in his hands, cupping the firm flesh.
Michael cupped her breasts, his thumbs moving up to her nipples to snap at the already hardened tips. “Do you like showing yourself, Lyn?"
Her head hung down. “Yes."
"That's good because you're going to get naked in front of the window. Everyone is going to see your pussy, even your asshole."
"Will you fuck me? Fuck me in front of the window?"
"You are going to perform for the City tonight, Lyn. You're even going to show the City how well you suck cock.” He pressed his fingers into her nipples, a throaty moan from her throat as he squeezed the hardened buds, twisting them; her ass moving sensuously back onto his cock. “Now back over the ottoman. I want those lovely naked tits hanging down. Legs spread real wide now."
Lyn felt her breasts hanging down as she bent over, spreading her legs wide until she felt the edges of the ottoman. Michael's hands returned to her ass, but this time they pulled the zipper down on her skirt, shoving it forcefully past her spread legs to let it fall to the floor as soon as he opened the button. She was now bent over, almost completely naked, her thin panties the only thing covering her from the rest of the world. God, his hands felt good as they ran so sensuously over her ass cheeks, his strong hands clenching on her cheeks, two fingers sliding so teasingly up and down her inner thighs, not yet touching her sex, always pulling back before he did. She spread her legs even wider, hoping to entice him with her charms to touch her.
"Not yet, Lyn. First you have a spanking coming. On those lovely naked cheeks.” His hands grabbed the top of her panties and slowly pulled them down as she closed her legs, aiding in the stripping of her body. He let them slide down to her ankles, bending down to push them out of the way. He inhaled her sex, his cock throbbing at the sight of her wet pussy as she spread her legs again for him, the sweet smell of arousal filling his nostrils. He could see her tiny anus, snuggled so tightly between her cheeks, a tiny star. He loved anal sex, not sure if Lyn did, but knowing she would submit to him pushing his cock in her hot, tight asshole. He stood up, his hands running over her naked flesh now, two fingers sliding up and down her crack, feeling her tremble as he ran over her anus, sliding down lower until he touched her wet pussy from behind. Her ass rose up higher when he touched her there, looking for his fingers.
"SSSSLLLAAAPP,” the first slap stung her ass. His hand stayed on her naked skin, rubbing, Lyn's body tense, waiting for the next slap. She could feel the lights burning on her naked skin, knowing that anyone could see her being spanked. “CCRRACCKK,” the next slap hit her other cheek, this one delivering more biting pain. His hand lingered again, this time running up and down her crack, over her anus, sending shivers up her spine at being so open and exposed. Five more times he slapped her ass, each time harder, each time the pain rushing to her brain, each time a strange tingling between her legs. Could she be getting off from being spanked or was it the thought of the mysterious eyes from the other buildings on her naked body doing it?
His hands lingered longer between the slaps, two fingers sliding up and down her slit from behind, careful to not touch her clit, teasing her. She could feel him behind her, kneeling down, his hot breath blowing on her super-heated sex, sending shivers through her body. His fingers kept exploring her body, pulling apart her labia, knowing that anyone with a telescope would be able to see her intimately. His fingers ran up her crack until he touched her anus, two fingers on each side of her tiny hole, pushing in and out, spreading her hole open. She had never had anal sex before, not even letting any of her boyfriends touch her back there. But she knew that Michael would not be denied the pleasure of her backside. No, he would sodomize her whether she liked it or not, not even sure if she would protest the perverted act. She had always been afraid of the pain, but with Michael it seemed that she wouldn't have a choice.
His hands slid under her, between her legs, pushing up, arching her body up. “Stick your ass up higher for me, Lyn.” He watched as she obeyed, his hand pushing down on her back, her ass stuck submissively up into the air, her wide spread legs highlighting her treasures to all that were watching. “Such a lovely view from behind, Lyn. Your pussy is soaked and your tiny anus is so exposed. I can imagine all the hands stroking their cocks at the thought of sodomizing you as you are bent over like this. Have you ever had a cock up your ass, Lyn?” He slapped her ass to enforce her obedience.
She never felt so exposed and vulnerable as she did now, the bright lights above shining on her naked body, the curtains open for all to see her as she bent over submissively to be so intimately inspected as Michael was doing to her. “No,” she answered and then added, “I never even allowed anyone to touch me back there."
"I love an anal virgin, Lyn. Would you like me to train you to pleasure me back there? To teach you to use your anal muscles to give my cock such delicious pleasure? To fill your bowels with my cum?"
What was he asking her to do? Did he want her to submit to being sodomized? To willingly help to extract the maximum amount of pleasure from her ass? Could she do it? “I don't know. Will it hurt?"
"It doesn't matter, Lyn. It'll bring me great pleasure."
Their relationship seemed to be hitting a turning point. Michael was demanding so much more from her than other boys did. Most of them fell over backwards to try and please her, most of them unsuccessful. Michael was different; he wanted her to please him. And it seemed to be in what she had always considered perverted ways. Or at least she thought so only a few days ago. Now she was naked in front of an open window, her body visible to hundreds of unseen men and women, being spanked and inspected. And she was getting wet over the thought of it. And now the talk of sodomizing her, an act that until recently she had considered unspeakably perverse. What else would he want her to do?
"I'm not sure what you want from me, Michael? But I'm willing to learn.” There, she said it. She had just agreed to whatever he wanted of her, a shiver running through her body at the thought of what might be required of her.
"Very good, Lyn. Now would you like my cock?” He stood up behind her, his cock in his hand, throbbing and pulsating at the sight of her wet pussy only inches away.
"Please,” she begged, “please fuck me. I need it so bad.” She only hoped it would be as good as she expected.
"Yes, you need to be fucked, fucked while others watch.” He hefted his cock in his hand and rubbed it up and down her wet slit, coating the head with her abundant juices. He moved higher up until he placed his wet cock against her anus, feeling the tiny hole spasm as his thick cockhead pressed against it. “Would you like to be fucked here?” He pushed, hearing her moan in pain as her tiny hole began to spread under the relentless pressure of his hard cock.
It felt huge, his throbbing cock pushing against her defenseless anus, pushing harder and harder, her fists clenched in pain. Would he take her in the ass? “No, please don't” she begged as she felt the painful burning as his cockhead pushed against her straining anal ring. It felt as if he was tearing her anus, his hips forcing his cock inside the restraining ring. She couldn't even control the spasm in her anus, the tiny hole clenching and unclenching on the demanding cock trying to breach her hole. It felt strange and scary, being unable to control her own bodily functions, afraid she might have an accident. She gave a sigh of relief when she felt him push his cock down to her vagina, rubbing the thick head over the opening, lining up to fuck her. She arched her ass up higher, submissively giving him greater access. “OOOOHHH,” she moaned in pleasure as his hips pushed, the thick helmet of his cock slowly sinking into her vagina, her ring sliding over the head to grasp it just under the rim, clasping onto the rigid member. She squeezed with her pussy muscles, pleased to feel his cock jump in pleasure. God, she wanted him deep inside her, fucking her hard with the thick shaft.
She seemed to already be learning, her pussy squeezing his cock so pleasurably. He grabbed her hips tightly and pushed with his, sending his cock deep inside her pussy, feeling her tight muscles clinging to the shaft as he sank into the depths of her hot, tight passage. He heard her grunt in pain as she was suddenly impaled on his thick member, filling her with his throbbing cock. Her pussy seemed to cling to his cock as he fucked deep inside her. He grunted as he pushed with his hips until he finally sank his cock over three quarters of the way inside her.
She went from empty to full in a second, his cock tearing into her pussy without regard. She spread her legs wider, bowing them out, giving him greater access, at the same time revealing more of her naked body to the thongs of people that she imagined watching them. She felt the heat of a light on her back, Michael having reached over to turn on a spotlight that seemed to glow on her backside, highlighting every nook and cranny of her most intimate body. His cock was pounding in her pussy, her breasts moving back and forth as they dangled beneath her, her body almost thrown forward from a powerful thrust inside her when he smashed into her ass. His hips continued to plummet her body, his cock tearing in and out of her pussy, Lyn gripping it with her muscles when he pulled out, waiting while he thrust in. Even though he was fucking her hard, it was what she needed, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh ringing out in the room.
Lyn was getting into the fucking, building up an orgasm. Then Michael stopped. He pulled his cock out until only the head was lodged at the entrance of her pussy and paused. After a few seconds, Lyn looked back him, perplexed. “What are you doing?” she asked. “Why are you stopping?"
Michael slapped her hard on the ass. “Turn around,” he said. “You don't need to know what I'm doing back here."
Lynn put her head back down, confused. She needed that hard fucking he had been subjecting her to only moments ago, needed that hard cock driving into her pussy, needed—"Oooooohhhhh” she moaned as Michael suddenly surged back into her with a hard shove, so hard that his cock hit the top of her cervix and Lyn felt as though it was lodged somewhere in her chest. Her body rocked forward over the ottoman, pushed forward by his powerful thrust. Michael pulled out again, waited until Lyn had caught her breath, and then pushed forward with his hips, making Lyn feel nine inches of cock being shoved into her pussy in one second. Michael kept this up for a while, drawing out slowly only to plunge inside her, each thrust harder than the last. Michael braced his legs, bent his knees slightly, and used his thigh muscles to increase the momentum of his cock driving into her pussy. He pounded her that way, impaling Lyn so hard that her toes were leaving the ground. Lyn could feel her tits bouncing against her chest, sent crazily into motion by the force of his thrusts. It seemed as though Michael prolonged the time it took to shove back into her to make sure that Lyn didn't know what to expect, never knowing at which second he was going to pound his massive erection into her, making her gasp and cry out as he demonstrated his control over her body. After a few more fucks in that stop-and-go sequence that made Lyn hold her breath in anticipation of each lunge, Michael began to pick up the pace.
"They're all watching you get fucked, Lyn, fucked from behind.” His hands reached around her body, one hand sliding between her spread legs to grip her sex from behind, gripping her tightly. Two fingers slid up to her clit, pushing aside the hood harshly, a calloused finger slapping the hard bud back and forth, her body shuddering each time he did, thrusting her ass back, taking his powerful strokes.
It felt so good when he touched her clit, her pussy flooding his cock with her juices. “NNNOOO,” she moaned as his thumb pushed against her anus, rubbing around the tiny hole, massaging the rim. “EEEEHH,” as the thick finger slowly sank in her, feeling the burning pain as her anus stretched to accept the offending digit. She could only hump back and forth, too far gone to stop him from doing anything to her naked body. His cock seemed to get bigger and thicker, sliding in and out, rubbing parts of her pussy that were previously untouched. He made her take the full measure of his cock, each time pulling out until her pussy gripped his cockhead, then thrusting back in with a powerful jolt that sent his cock into her until it battered her cervix. But Lyn didn't care—the thought of people masturbating while they watched her getting fucked, the submissive position she was forced into, bent over the ottoman, her ass thrust out, his thumb deep inside her rectum, massaging the tight muscle. It all sent her over the edge. “Cum with me,” she cried out, gripping his cock with her powerful pussy muscles.
"Only too happy to oblige,” he muttered, sending his cock inside her with a dozen powerful strokes before he buried it deeply into her depths, feeling it begin, the tingling in his balls. He gripped her clit hard, pinching the sensitive bud, forcing her back onto his cock. He felt her shudder, her pussy clenching and unclenching on his cock uncontrollably as she came at the same time his cock spewed out a load of hot cum inside her. He came inside her hot pussy.
Her body shook, sweat pouring from her as she came from the staccato thrusts of his cock inside her. His cock felt huge, filling her to overflowing, his thumb driving the strange masochistic thrill to her loins as she came on his cock. She could feel her pussy drenching his cock as she came with him, feeling a river of cum begin to drip down her thighs as they came together. It seemed to last for hours, their lust continuing until he lay slumped over her body. He stood up, slowly pulling his cock from her pussy, seeing their juices slowly run down her thighs, his cock glistening with cum. “I think this will be on the eleven o'clock news,” he said, laughing aloud.
She sat on the ottoman, her naked body glistening in the bright lights. “I hope they got my best side.” She wiped her hair from her forehead.
"I think it was your backside,” he shot back.
"A part of my anatomy that seems to fascinate you.” She could still feel the burning in her anus.
"Does that bother you? My fascination with your lovely, virgin ass."
"I have a feeling it won't be that way for long. It does scare me. But I don't think you will give me a choice."
"I don't think you want a choice. How about something cold to cool you off?"
"Yes, please.” She went to pick up her clothes.
He stopped her. “Not yet. When I return I want you still naked. Sit on the ottoman with your legs spread towards the window. I still want to feel your mouth around my cock."
She could see his cock already stirring. “It seems to enjoy the thought.” He left the room, Lyn sitting for a second until she turned around on the ottoman, facing the window. She slowly spread her legs, feeling the juices running out of her pussy as her lips spread open. She sat there, posed at the window, her naked body exposed to all that were tempted to watch, scanning the tall building surrounding her, wondering how many of the darkened rooms had eyes. She watched as he walked back in, his cock already erect. “Been thinking about me?” She teased him as she looked over her shoulder. He walked around in front of her, his gaze down between her spread legs.
He handed her a drink, Lyn taking it instantly to her lips, quenching the thirst that raged in her mouth. She put the drink down on the table next to her, looking out the window again. “Where do you want me?” She already knew the answer.
"Right there, but on your knees.” He watched as she licked her lips, his cock jerking in expectation. She got up from the ottoman, kneeling down in front of it.
"Sit down, Michael."
He took a sip of his drink and slid his pants and shorts down off his legs, sitting on the ottoman, her lovely, naked body in front of him. He spread his legs, his hand fisting his cock.
"I'll take care of that. Sit back and enjoy. I will.” She scooted forward, her hands already reaching out for his cock. She let her hands slide up inside his thighs, feeling the tight muscles until she reached his crotch, one hand sliding down to cup his balls, curling around the heavy sac. Her other hand reached up to his cock, her slim fingers wrapping around the thick shaft, tightening her grip on his throbbing flesh. “I like that you are hard again."
"It's you, that lovely body does it to me."
She began to stroke his cock with her hand, her other hand squeezing his balls tenderly. She let her fingers slide up and down, her fingers tightening as she passed over the ridge of his cockhead, pinching harder as she ran over the head. She stopped at the head, staring into his eyes as she let her sharpened fingernail move out, poised over the tip. “For you,” she said, her fingertip rasping along his sensitive head, the sharp tip passing over the hole at the end, seeing it leak as she felt him shudder.
It felt as if she were stabbing him with a needle in the head of his cock, her fingernail so sharp, playing over the sensitive tip that sent sharp pain into his balls. God, it hurt. And felt good, her hand almost unable to contain the jerking member. She began to stroke his cock up and down, Michael waiting anxiously for what he knew she would do. Lyn teased him until she could catch him off guard, the nail digging into the sensitive flesh just under the rim, delicate flesh scratched harshly. She squeezed his balls at the same time, controlling him from moving as his body jerked in pain.
She saw what he meant, he groaned in pain, but his cock grew bigger, harder, throbbing in her hand. It was hard to tell whether he was experiencing pain or pleasure. His hands went to the side of her head, knowing what he wanted, her mouth wrapped around his cock, Lyn eager to please him or herself. He turned her towards the windows, wanting the voyeurs out there to see her sucking his cock, Lyn feeling a twinge of pleasure at being so exposed. He stood and pulled her closer, her mouth opening, her tongue moving out of her mouth to lick her lips, moistening them for his cock.
Her hot breath blew on the head of his cock, feeling it jerk in pleasure as she gripped the thick shaft tighter; her lips slowly sliding down the head until she gripped it right behind the rim, her lips clenched tight on it. Her tongue began to lash at the cockhead, dragging back and forth over the head, tasting the thick, salty fluid that leaked out, filling her mouth with the taste of his manhood. She felt his hand pulling her forward, her hands moving up to stop him.
"Put your hands down. I will guide you,” he ordered her, his voice firm and demanding.
Lyn had always been in control while sucking a cock, able to use her hand to stop the cock from going in too deep; Michael would have none of this. She let her hands slide down between her legs. Would he try to push his cock into her throat? Would she let him?
"Yes, masturbate for me while you suck my cock.” He pulled her forward, her mouth slowly engulfing more and more, seeing his cockhead bulging out her cheek as he began to fuck her mouth. He enjoyed her tongue energetically running up and down the shaft as he plunged it in and out her tightly clenched lips. He looked down, one hand between her legs, two fingers running up and down her slit, slick with her juices as she masturbated. She sucked his cock deep into her mouth, his hips driving it farther in until it banged against the back of her mouth.
"GGGH,” gagging as the thick helmet of his cock banged against her tonsils, too deep for her. Her hands moved up to stop him.
"Keep your hands down. Play with your lovely pussy for me. I'll take care of your mouth.” It was not a request, his voice demanding. He wasn't to be denied his pleasure, not matter how much she protested. “Or maybe you would like to have your hands tied."
She put her hands back down, two fingers plunging into her soaked pussy. Was he really serious? Tie her up? His voice gave her little choice, a demanding tone that he would not be denied anything, even if he had to take it by force. She felt him hesitate, his cock at the entrance to her throat, not sure what he was waiting for. She had already surrendered, her hands back to masturbating, the thought of being bound racing through her mind. She had often fantasized being bound and taken against her will, what girl didn't? All had fantasies of rape and being taken harshly by more than one man at once. But they were just that, fantasies, the reality of rape much different from fantasy.
She was suddenly brought back to reality by his hands on her head, pushing, his cock slowly entering her throat. “GGGHH,” gagging again. Another push, her throat opening up as she choked on the thick cock that forcefully sought entrance. It gave him the opportunity, the slick cock sliding deeper into her throat as she struggled beneath him. She fought the urge to use her hands to pull her mouth from his cock. Her stomach turned as she gagged and choked, her tender throat burning as he forced more and more of it down her throat tube.
He thought he would cum when his cock entered her throat. Her throat muscles clung to it, massaging it with her spasms as she choked on his thick shaft. He saw one hand clenched tight, fighting the urge to stop him, the other busily driving in and out of her pussy, four fingers soaked in her juices. He let his cock sit in her throat, making it jerk in pleasure, rewarded with another gag each time he did. He slowly began to pull out, her throat clinging to it as if it didn't want him to leave, a look of relief washing over her eyes as it popped out of her throat, her tongue running up and down the head, eager to please him with her mouth and tongue.
"Are you ready to cum?” He saw the way her fingers plunged in and out, faster and faster, another finger tapping at her clit as her hips began to buck back and forth as she masturbated for him.
"Yeeehh,” she could only mumble, her mouth full of rock hard cock.
"Not until I tell you.” He held her head tighter, feeling her body freeze, as she knew what that meant. Not to disappoint her he let his cock slide to the back of her mouth again, this time no hesitation, the slick cock plunging into her throat as she gagged, Michael holding her head tightly to force her obedience. She struggled for a minute before she surrendered. He pumped his cock up and down her throat tube, enjoying her muscles clenching on his invading cock. But it was time to cum—he wanted to cum in her mouth. He pulled his cock out again. “Now, Lyn. Cum for me.” He stroked his cock in her mouth, ready to unleash his juices in her waiting mouth.
She imagined how she must look to those watching through their telescopes, on her knees, a thick cock splitting her lips, her fingers masturbating, all for their viewing pleasure. To be taken as she was, forced to take his cock in her throat, choking and gagging only to pleasure him. It was enough to make her cum, her fingers finding the right places to drive the orgasm from her body. She felt him pumping his cock, Lyn opening her mouth wider, her tongue out, ready when he would shoot. She shuddered in pleasure as her fingers rubbed her swollen clit and drove the first orgasm from her body. It raced through her, her nipples swelling in pleasure, even her anus throbbing in desire as she came on her fingers, feeling them soaked in her juices.
Michael shot out the first load of cum into her open and willing mouth, the ropey cum landing on her tongue and lips just as her body shook in pleasure. He pumped harder as her tongue lapped at the thick crème, another load falling on her lips, her tongue lashing out to draw it deep into her mouth, a third and final load of cum landing on her chin. He reached down with his finger, scooped up the hot cum and ran it across her lips, coating them with a slick sheen of cum.
Her fingers slowed, her body racked by the multiple orgasms, her mouth savoring the taste of his cum, her lips covered in the shiny fluid. He pulled her to her feet. He took her soaked fingers and pushed them in her mouth, her tongue running up and down the digits. She reached down to his shrinking cock, her fingers sliding over the slick head. She took her wet fingers and ran them over his lips. She was pleased when his tongue came out to scoop up his cum, drawing it into his mouth. “I hope everyone enjoyed us as much as I did. Film at eleven,” she teased. “I can see myself on the Internet by Monday."
He curled up with her on the couch, both of them naked, the curtains still drawn open wide, and the lights still on, holding each other, oblivious to the world outside. They didn't say anything to each other, there was no need to.
"Would you like to go to bed?” Michael finally was the first to say something.
"Yours or mine?"
"While mine is nice, I do love the mirrors above yours."
"Does that mean I should expect something poking me by morning?” She looked over at his cock, semi-rigid, hoping it would get harder by morning.
"I'm sure if I cuddle up to that cute ass it'll be hard by morning. Or sooner."
Lyn wasn't sure what to make of that comment but didn't say anything. It was too soon in their relationship, and she had a lot of thinking to do about Michael. Thinking about how far she would go or have to go to sexually satisfy him. She had got some of the hints, but she was sure there was more, much more. “I need a quick shower, but I will meet you in bed. Naked,” she said.
"I was counting on that.” Michael got up and went to his bedroom to use the bathroom to take a shower.
Lyn watched his muscular legs and his tight ass as he left the room. God, she could let him fuck her forever. How did she finally get so lucky?
She was lying on top of the bed when he returned, naked, her legs spread slightly, teasing him with the treasures that lay tucked between them. She gave him a coy smile, her arms rising up, Michael's eyes glued to her breasts as they rose up higher. Her nipples were hard already. He had a towel wrapped around his waist.
"My, we certainly have become shy. After fucking me in front of all of New York! What's the matter, not a big enough audience?” She loved teasing him. It got back at him for all of the confusion he caused in her mind about him.
He lay down on the bed beside her, throwing the towel on the floor, her eyes on his cock as he did.
"I hope it will rise to the occasion in the morning."
"I think that cute little ass pressed up against it will make it stand up and take notice.” He slipped in along side of her, pressing up against her. She turned on her side away from him, but not before he pressed his lips against her gently, his tongue slipping in her mouth, finding her tongue hot and demanding as they kissed. “Good night, Lyn."
"Good night, Michael.” She liked the way he said her name. She felt him press up against her, pressing her ass back a bit to make sure she could feel his cock. She had to tighten her lips to stop from moaning as she felt him.
* * * *She felt a gentle prodding from behind, suddenly realizing where she was. There was the hand that circled her waist, a large hand cupping one of her breasts, fingering her nipple to hardness. She thought she was dreaming, her hand running down between her legs, and suddenly awoke to feel a cock between her legs. A large, hard cock. She purred as she felt his cock sliding inside her, surprised that she was already wet. What had he been doing while she was sleeping?
It had taken Michael a while to awaken Lyn, finding her amorous even while asleep. He was hoping that she was dreaming about him while he played with her lovely body, only to find her getting wet. His cock was hard as a rock when he woke, the feeling of her naked cheeks against his body making it jerk with pleasure. He threw the blanket off of her, the morning light illuminating her naked flesh. His hand slid over her hip, moving from the flat plane of her stomach, up until he gripped one of her breasts, two fingers finding a tip and teasing it to hardness. He found it easily aroused. He looked up at the ceiling mirrors as he caressed her; his cock throbbing against her. He let his hand slide down, cradling her sex in his large hand, her legs slightly parted, allowing him the access he wanted. One finger found her slit and was pushing apart her lips, rubbing up and down. Her ass pushed harder against him; his fingers getting wet with her desire. It took only a minute until she was wet enough for a finger to find her hot pussy, sliding in as she arched up higher into his cock. He began a gentle finger fucking, sliding two fingers in, finding her quite receptive to his masturbation. It was almost as if she thought it was her own hand that was doing it. He couldn't wait any longer, his finger replaced by the head of his cock, finding her more than willing to accept it.
She awoke to the hardness inside her, squeezing down on the head that lay nestled inside her. “Morning,” she cooed. She pushed back, feeling his cock entering her farther, slowly rolling over onto her stomach. “Don't take it out.” She felt him slip between her legs, kneeling slightly as she let her ass rise up until she was on her knees, her head still down on the pillow, feeling so vulnerable as his cock slid slowly inside her. “Yes,” she moaned as she felt it fill her.
He gripped her hips as he pulled her ass up into the air, pushing apart her knees, spreading her open. He pushed with his cock until he filled her, stopping as her muscles gripped him. “I like you on your knees, mounted from behind.” He let his hands smooth over her upraised ass cheeks.
She squirmed up against him. His powerful hands held her captive as he began to fuck her with powerful strokes, making her take the full measure of his cock with each thrust. His abdomen slapped against her ass cheeks noisily, his hands arching her up and available to him. God, it feels so good to have a cock inside you first thing in the morning. It had been a long time since she had been fucked in the morning and it had never felt this good. His cock found places inside her that she never even realized existed, his hands making her hips dance on his cock. It must have been ten minutes of fucking when his cock slowed. Lyn squeezed it tightly, sure that he was trying to stop his orgasm. She teased him, making it as difficult as possible, surprised that he could withstand her grip as she let her pussy muscles ripple up and down his shaft.
He couldn't last much longer, one hand sliding around between her legs, finding his cock as it slid in and out of her, moving up until he found her clit. He gripped it tightly, pulling it until it dragged along his cock as he fucked her. He picked up speed, fucking her with powerful strokes that buried his cock deep inside her, pulling out until only his head was gripped, then shoving back in again.
She felt so full, his cock battering her, his hands guiding her hips as he fucked her. Her clit felt the friction of his cock as it slid in and out. She was ready when he was, feeling him shove deep inside her and stop, his cock jerking in pleasure. She squeezed with her pussy, rewarded with a sharp blast of cum, bathing her insides. That was all she needed, her body shuddering as she came with him, feeling her juices soak his cock, mixing with his semen inside her. It was so wonderful to cum in the morning, especially when it wasn't your hand that was doing it. Lyn savored the orgasm that swept over her body, feeling Michael cum inside her three times.
Even after fucking her for so long she still felt tight like a virgin, her pussy gripping him as he came inside her. He loved the way she looked in the morning light; her ass rose up taking his cock, her cheeks parted, and her tiny anus so small and exposed as he came inside her, filling her with his cum.
"A nice way to wake up,” Lyn commented as she rolled over onto the bed, seeing her naked body in the mirror above the bed. “Are you always that way in the morning?"
"With you I would be,” he shot back. “How about a tour of the city before you go?"
"I would love it. You're not going to strip me naked in Central Park, are you?” She didn't know whether she was teasing him and prodding him.
"No, but I will see if I can do something to brighten up your day."
"No doubt you will."
* * * *They didn't hurry, taking leisurely showers and dressing before eating a light breakfast, more coffee than anything else. The conversation was light, planning on where to go. It must have been at least one in the afternoon before they left; the weather bright and sunny for a fall day.
His eyes were glued to her when she came out of the room. “You're going to make the girls of New York jealous.” He couldn't take his eyes off of her. Even though he had seen her naked, her body teased him beneath the clothes. She had a black cashmere ruffle skirt that couldn't have been even a foot long from the waist to the hem. It clung to her hips and then flared out, sure that many men would be tantalized as she walked, the wind gently blowing it aside. The top was a teal halter top. It hid her breasts, tying in the back, but he could tell she was braless. A black diamond insert at the neck drew his eyes, her breasts kept them transfixed. Her tanned naked legs were perched on a pair of heels, not too high, but meant to flatter her calves. He wasn't sure how long she would be able to walk in them, but he would enjoy the view.
Michael had on a pair of tan slacks that looked like they were custom tailored for him, clinging to every part of his body. He wore a simple cashmere brown sweater that showed his chest and washboard abs. “That's if they stop looking at you long enough to even notice me,” she teased.
Michael held her hand as they walked, not tightly as if he were controlling her, but just enough so that others knew she was with him. Lyn loved the leaves falling when they passed Central Park, missing the change of seasons in L.A, though the temperatures were quite warm here for fall. They walked for about an hour, skirting the edge of the park, walking up to East 59th where the park ended. Suddenly Lyn felt Michael pulling her. “Where are we going in such a hurry?"
"I hope you love to shop?"
"What girl doesn't? But where?” Then she saw it about a block ahead, sure it was what he was talking about. The Victoria's Secret store on 57th Street. She loved sexy lingerie, and by the look on Michael's face, so did he. He pulled her along until they reached it. Michael held the door, his face almost lit up in excitement.
"I hope you like to try on clothes."
"I don't think I have a choice. Otherwise I would be really embarrassed if you did.” She laughed at him, but he really didn't seem to mind.
"Good afternoon, Michael.” The voice came from behind them as they walked into the store. Lyn turned to see who it was.
"Hello, Heather.” Michael seemed a bit embarrassed that the salesperson knew his name.
"I haven't seen you for about a month.” She looked at Lyn, her eyes sizing her up.
Lyn moved closer to Michael. “Hello.” She noticed that Michael was sizing up Heather. She wore a white tank top dress with thin spaghetti straps. She had a great figure, the top of the dress clinging to her breasts, an abundant cleavage revealed, a small necklace drawing Michael's eyes to them. The material was spandex and as such it clung to her figure, especially her ass, stopping very high up on her legs. Lyn was sure that if she bent over it would slip up over her ass.
"Yes, hello. Can I help you with something, Michael?” She quickly turned her attention to Michael. “We have some great new lingerie. Why don't you have a seat in the back, and I'll show you some.” She quickly walked off without even waiting for an answer; sure that Michael's eyes were following the exaggerated sway of her ass as she did.
"I see you shop here often.” Lyn was a little disturbed, not liking Michael's attention elsewhere.
"Usually whenever I'm in the City.” He could see the look in her eyes, a bit jealous of Heather. He never dated Heather; she just seemed to always be there when he came in to buy some lingerie for his current flame. She seemed to have good taste and never seemed to mind modeling them. He sensed that she was always coming onto him; either that or she just was an exhibitionist that loved to show off her body. And with the lingerie at Victoria's Secret, she showed a lot of naked body. He wasn't sure how Lyn would take it, but he would soon find out. They went to the back of the store to the dressing area. This store had a large sitting room in front of the dressing room, easily able to accommodate at least ten people with couches and chairs to make them comfortable. Mirrors lined the walls, showing all sides of the person that was modeling the clothes. He looked over at Lyn sitting next to him on the couch, her legs crossed, her skirt high up on her thighs, showing a remarkable amount of lovely naked leg.
She sat down making sure that her skirt rode up high on her legs. She would make sure that Michael didn't forget that she was there. She was a bit surprised when Heather came out wearing the lingerie. She had expected her to bring them out, not model them, but then again, she really should have expected this from the way Heather practically drooled over Michael. She touched Michael's leg when Heather came out, sure that his cock had risen to the occasion, not that she could blame him. Heather had a very lovely body and the lingerie she came out wearing was definitely meant to entice. That is what Victoria's Secret's lingerie did.
"How do you like this?” Heather teased him with her body while she turned slightly to show off the lingerie. “It's a Flutter tanga with lace edges made by Chantal Thomass. Such a lovely color, antique pink.” She turned so she could show him the back even though he saw it in the mirrors. Even the thigh high nylons were topped in pink.
"Lovely, Heather. Don't you think so Lyn?” He turned to her, seeing the look in her eyes. She didn't like being second fiddle to Heather.
"Not bad.” She got up. “Come with me, Heather. I'll find something that Michael will like. And I will model it for him.” Her voice was very emphatic to Heather. She turned to Michael. “You wait here."
Michael didn't have to wait long. Lyn entered wearing a pair of very sexy black lace tanga panties and nothing else, her hands provocatively covering her naked breasts, though not doing a very good job. “Now that I love.” No sooner had he said that, Lyn disappeared, returning in a few minutes.
Lyn swirled around in front of Michael, teasing him. She wore an embroidered garter skirt thong with a black matching lace bra that highlighted her cleavage. A black garter belt and nylons were the final touches. She turned her back to him, slowly letting the skirt fall to the floor, revealing her ass to him. She turned towards him and coyly said. “You want to spank this naughty girl?"
"And so much more,” Michael added. Michael turned to see a man and a girl entering the room.
"I hope you don't mind. Heather said you were back here but wouldn't be bothered if we interrupted."
Michael recognized him immediately, not sure if Lyn did. After all, he had been watching them for months now. It was the man across the street from him that he had showed Lyn through the telescope. The man with the young girl whom he had named “April". Michael looked at both of them, the man in his fifties, handsome and distinguished, well dressed. The girl was a different story. While not as young as she looked in the telescope, compared to him she was young. She couldn't be a day over eighteen or nineteen. But she was dressed like his daughter. She wore the plaid skirt that barely covered anything. A white sweater molded to her lovely breasts, obviously worn without a bra, her pointed nipples delightfully pushing out the front. A pair of blue knee socks and black shoes completed the outfit. “Don't I know you?"
"I'm not sure, you do look familiar, I'm Bill Johnson and this lovely creature is my wife Bunny."
"Now I know. Don't you live across the street from me? East 110th?"
"Mayflower Towers?"
"Yes, I must have seen you coming out of your building. Oh, excuse me. I'm Michael and this lovely creature is Lyn."
Lyn looked at him, turning around so he couldn't see her naked ass, quickly remembering the mirrors behind her. She felt a slight blush. “Hello, Bill. Hi, Bunny."
"I hope I'm not embarrassing you, Lyn. You look so delightful in that outfit. Michael is a very lucky man.” He turned quickly to Bunny. “My little girl loves to model for me, and she has such a lovely body for it.” He knew he would be in trouble unless he added that.
"Sit down and join us,” Michael said to Bill and Bunny. “Lyn, why don't you try on this for me?” Michael showed her the picture from the catalog. “You'd look so lovely in it."
"Of course, darling,” she shot back, deliberately calling “darling” to reinforce her claim on him, and went to the back to have Heather find the outfit he desired. She pranced back in about five minutes, all eyes on her as she entered the brightly lit room. I'll show him. “Is this what you had in mind?” She stood in front of them, letting her legs part slightly, the black flyaway babydoll revealing more then covering, her breasts barely contained in the top. But Michael's favorite part was the black sheer crotchless panties, a delicate bow holding them together in the front.
"Such a lovely outfit.” Bill's eyes couldn't stop from staring at the panties.
"You have a beautiful body, Lyn,” remarked Bunny. “And you like to show it, just like I do.” Bunny thought about how she would love to do a threesome with Lyn. Bill let her indulge in some of her lesbian fantasies every once in a while.
"I love every inch of that lovely body in it,” Michael commented. “But I would love to see those panties better. Come over here, Lyn.” He made her stand in front of Bill and himself. “What does that little bow do if you undo it, Lyn?"
He knew exactly what it did, but she played along. “I'm not sure. Would you like me to open it for you?"
"Yes, but first spread your legs a bit wider. You're not modest, are you?"
"Anything for you,” exaggerating as she said it. She smiled back at him, letting her legs part wide, her hands moving down to the little bow. “How about you, Bill? You want to see too?"
"I'm always fascinated by little petite bows and what they hide."
She pulled the bow, the ribbon quickly unfurling. With the spread of her legs straining the thin material of the panties, it pulled back. She hoped they didn't notice the wetness of the panties; sure that Michael would have to buy them. This was making her so wet, standing with her legs spread, the crotchless panties revealing her pink pussy, glistening with her juices as the men looked at her sex.
"The black panty contrasts lovely with your flesh, Lyn.” Bill loved the way she was exposed, the black contrasting with the pink flesh of her inner lips.
"It certainly makes you glisten, Lyn,” Michael confirmed, teasing her about her wetness. “Turn around,” he continued.
She turned, the men rewarded with the lovely swell of her cheeks, Lyn teasing them both by raising up the babydoll in back, giving them a glimpse of everything. She parted her legs again, sure that from her sex to her anus was completely exposed, standing there in silence as they ogled her naked flesh. She turned back to them. “I think we need to go, Michael. I have some things that need attending to. And I need your help."
"With pleasure. I'll have Heather charge everything to my account. Nice meeting you, Bunny and Bill. I'm sure I'll see you soon.” He smiled, knowing that they would be performing in front of the window soon.
"Nice meeting you both. Especially, Lyn. Such a lovely girl. You don't want to lose something that nice.” Bill smiled at Lyn, his eyes still not meeting hers, still transfixed on her sex.
"I hope to see you sometime, Lyn. We could have so much fun together.” Bunny smiled at Lyn.
"I live in L.A., but you never can tell about Michael. He is always full of surprises.” She looked at Michael, smiling at him. I'm sure that he hasn't thought of Heather since they walked in, pleased with herself.
Michael picked up the bag, signing for the charge. “Thank you again, Heather.” He turned to Lyn. “What did you buy that I didn't see?” He noticed the bag was heavier than expected.
"Every girl should have a little black dress. This one is just for you.” She was sure that Michael would love it. It was short, really short. And it clung to every luscious curve of her body.
The rest of the day passed in bed. Or more correctly just about any place they could have sex. It seemed that Lyn's exhibitionism at Victoria's Secret turned Michael on. That and the supply of lingerie. Finally, on Sunday night Michael took her to the airport.
"I'll see you in two weeks. I have to finish up some business in New York and Boston, and then will be back in San Diego. I'll call you during the week.” He kissed her passionately, his body pressed up against hers, remembering the weekend.
"I guess I'll just have to masturbate a lot,” she kidded him. “See you in two weeks.” She boarded the plane, happy for once in her life over a man.


CHAPTER 4The Museum"Are you sure?"
"Would I lie to you?” Lyn was trying to explain her plan to Michael over lunch.
"In L.A.?"
"From what I heard, a rich old man died about a year ago. He had an extensive collection of sexual memorabilia. All kinds, including movies, toys, furniture, books, everything. He had been collecting it for over forty years. Some of the furniture is hundreds of years old dating back to the days of the witch hunts. When he died, his son decided to open a museum with all of it. Sort of a perverted memorial to his father. It's the latest trendy place in L.A.” Lyn had heard about it from Eric, Marisa's boyfriend. That guy knew all the weird stuff about L.A.
"Where is it?” Michael was interested.
"Van Nuys. The porn capital of the world, where else?” Van Nuys, a suburb of L.A. was where all the X-rated movies were made. “Would you like to go?” Lyn grinned at him. “After all, look what I did for you in New York. New York likes exhibitionism, L.A. loves sex.” Michael was finally back from New York. It had been the longest two weeks of Lyn's life. He had called her two days after she left the city, and they had talked over an hour almost every day since then. It was almost as if they had been dating for years, not weeks. When he came home to San Diego, she almost rushed down to see him. She had wanted to, but she didn't want to pressure him. But the next day he called, asking her out for lunch in L.A., Lyn trying not to sound so eager.
Michael felt a soft foot slide between his thighs, spreading his legs to give her more room. He felt her toes caressing his cock. He wanted her badly, missing the sex they enjoyed while in New York.
"I think the thought of it excites you.” She felt his cock jerking against her toes. She began to rub it back and forth, feeling the cool air slide under her skirt, as she had to spread her legs to fondle his cock with her toes.
"The thought of you is what excites me,” he replied. He grabbed her toes and began to massage them. He whispered across the table to her. “These toes are going to make me cum in my pants unless you stop."
"Not a bad thought, just messy.” She pulled her leg back, slipping her foot back into her shoe. “Well?"
"I would love to go with you. But don't blame me if I get all kinds of perverted ideas. You might regret it.” He doubted he would learn anything new, considering himself somewhat of an expert when it came to inventive sexual practices, but he hoped that Lyn might.
She laughed at him. “I doubt that you will get any new perverse ideas. You already have them all.” Lyn just wasn't sure what they were. And she wasn't sure if she could do some of them. Michael always seemed to astonish her with sex, nothing like the other men she had previously slept with. And she had found it to be exciting. And scary. How far would he go? How far would she have to go to satisfy him? What would happen if she refused him?
"Friday night then.” Michael confirmed. It was only one day away. They talked over lunch, Lyn able to take a couple of hours off since she had been working so hard on the current ad campaign. She found that it made the weeks until Michael returned go by faster when she put her heart into her work. Their conversation was sexually charged; little innuendos and hints dropped back and forth, both of them eager to get into bed. But Michael had to go back to San Diego today for an early meeting on Friday.
"I'll pick you up at your place about 6. I'll make a reservation for a quaint bed and breakfast up in Santa Barbara for Friday night. Hope you don't mind, but it'll be your fault. Taking me to a sex museum. You're going to have satisfy my lust.” Michael gave her a smirk.
"I just hope you are up to it,” she teased back. “It's been two weeks.” As they walked out, his hand slid down to her ass, rubbing it sensuously, ignoring the people around, Lyn just glad he was back. He kissed her when the valet brought her car around, Lyn reaching down and rubbed his cock as her tongue slipped into his mouth.
Michael tried to nonchalantly rearrange his cock in his pants as she drove off, her little green Miata pulling out of the parking lot. He noticed her license plate holder. “If you're going to ride my ass, at least yank my hair". He laughed. Maybe he had her wrong.
* * * *Michael pulled into the parking lot of Lyn's apartment. He had never been here before; they had always met someplace else. He turned off the engine of the Mercedes convertible, sitting in the car for a few minutes, having arrived about ten minutes early. He saw her car over in the corner of the parking lot, and got out and slowly walked up to the apartment. The door opened as soon as he knocked, a tanned blonde answering the door.
"And you must be Michael?” She looked him up and down, pleased with what she saw. Maybe Lyn had finally found the right guy.
"Yes, so you must be Marisa. Lyn mentioned you."
Marisa let him come in, checking him out. “Good things I hope."
"Of course.” Michael sat down on the couch, surveying the sparsely filled room.
"She'll be ready in a minute. Fashionably late as usual. I hope you don't mind if I leave you alone. I have a date in an hour and need to get ready."
"Go ahead. I don't want to hold you up. Or Eric."
"I hope Lyn didn't tell you too much,” noticing that he even knew her boyfriend's name.
Michael smiled mischievously and replied “She told me everything. But I don't think you embarrass easily.” He loved sparring with her.
"That I don't,” walking from the room with a flourish, her hips swinging her lovely ass at him.
It was only a few minutes before Lyn came out of the bedroom. Michael whistled appreciatively when he saw what she was wearing. “Damn, that certainly is a lovely little black dress.” He hadn't seen the dress she bought in New York, but it appeared to be well worth the cost. It was off the shoulder, the black color highlighting her skin, the spandex clinging tightly to her every curve. It was short, ending just beneath the gentle swell of her ass, that lovely ass that the dress clung to as snugly as Michael's hands were itching to do. She wore a pair of wedges that must have been at least four inches tall and made her legs taut. He couldn't wait to get her out of the dress.
"Put your tongue back in your mouth. You can use it later,” she teased him. She liked the way he looked at her, looking as if he wanted to devour her. And she hoped he would.
"It will lick every bit of your body. Every hidden place.” Michael assured her; his cock bulging out the front of his slacks at the thought of eating her naked body. “I think it's going to be a long night."
"But it will be worth it. I guarantee that. Shall we go? I can't wait to see you in the museum. Like a kid in a candy store I expect.” She laughed at him as she noticed the erection tenting out the front of his pants. She could only imagine what the museum displays would do to further whet his sexual appetite. And hers.
They walked out to the car, Michael's hand around her waist, slowly sliding down the gentle slope of her ass, feeling her cheeks sway beneath the dress. Lyn looked at him while they walked, a sexy smile on her face, moving closer to him, Michael inhaling the sweet smell of her perfume, remembering her scent from their lovemaking in New York.
Lyn felt so secure with him, his hand possessively holding her, moving her body closer to his. He had dressed casually, a pair of dark brown slacks that clung to his hips, barely able to contain the hard cock in his pants. He had a light brown pullover on, tucked neatly into his slacks, not an inch of fat on him. God, she couldn't wait to feel his naked body next to hers. She couldn't wait to feel him inside her. He opened the door to his car, having left the convertible top down as even the fall in L.A. was warm, and the sky clear and bright. She stepped into the small car, Michael's eyes on her legs as she slid in, the dress riding up so high that he could see her small black thong beneath it, Lyn teasing him with the view as she got in. She pulled her skirt down, Michael still standing next to the car, his eyes glued to her legs. “I love to tease you,” she confessed, noticing his eyes between her legs.
He closed the door, disappointed that he had to drive now. He would much rather look at her lovely body, catching a glimpse of the treasures between her legs, remembering the hot, tight pussy that gripped his cock. “I don't mind, as long as you take care of the reaction your teasing has caused.” He glanced at her and added, “If a girl teases me, I make sure she pays up afterward."
Lyn shivered a little at the implied threat in his voice. Although if he knew how moist her pussy was already getting just from being so close to him, he wouldn't have even felt the need to make such a comment. Lyn would put out, of that there was no doubt. She simply smiled at him and leaned back in her seat to enjoy the drive. They talked small talk as they drove, Lyn so excited about her job and telling Michael all about the projects on which she'd been working. Her latest campaign had been successful, so successful in fact that the client had requested a new campaign for a sister company. Michael was pleased that her life was doing so well, hoping that she felt the same enthusiasm about their relationship. She had brightened up his life since she came into it, a refreshing change from some of the women he had dated in the past. The sex between them had been great so far, Michael just unsure of how much further it would progress as he would undoubtedly push her to perform even more wicked acts for his pleasure. She seemed to be open to things that were new to her, willing to try anything, the exhibitionism not seeming to have bothered her in New York. Maybe tonight he would find out if she was ready for the next level. Maybe the museum was her way of saying that she was open to anything. “Would you like to have dinner before the museum?” he asked.
She leaned over, putting her hand on his leg just short of his cock. “I don't think I can wait that long,” she answered him, moving her hand up until she found his cock, pleased that it was still hard. “And I don't think you can either.” She rubbed it as he drove, finally moving back to her seat.
"Thanks, I don't think I could've lasted much longer.” His cock felt as if it would explode if she kept it up.
"You do quite well at lasting,” she complimented him.
* * * *They pulled into the parking lot of the museum, both of them a bit surprised at the building. They almost expected a dingy little warehouse off of one of the side streets. Instead, it was a modern glass building, sleek and clean looking, and much larger then they had expected. The parking lot was moderately crowded, with at least thirty other cars in attendance. After all, it was still early for a weekend, not quite seven o'clock. The front of the building even sported a large sign proudly displaying “Museum of Sex".
"Quite impressive,” Michael commented. “I think I'm going to enjoy this."
"I had no doubt you would,” Lyn shot back. She was even impressed despite herself, never really trusting Eric's judgment. Michael opened the door for her, and Lyn slipped out of the seat, her legs spreading as she did so, allowing him a brief glimpse of her black panties again, and smiling up as he gazed down at her. “I know where your mind is tonight."
He smiled back at her. “Two weeks without you is a long time. And you are taking me to a sex museum. Anything you get, you deserve."
"I hope so. I hope I get everything I deserve,” she responded suggestively. They walked into the building and saw a girl in her mid-thirties at the ticket counter.
"That will be twenty dollars.” She took the credit card from Michael and ran it through the reader, a receipt quickly spitting out of the machine. “Thank you and enjoy. We close at ten.” As they turned to enter the museum, the girl added, “And don't forget to visit the gift shop on the way out. I'm sure you will find a wide collection of unique gifts and toys for every need. The museum is designed to stimulate your imagination, and the gift shop will give you the means to enjoy your fantasies.” She smiled at Michael. “And don't forget, our museum is interactive, so feel free to touch and explore the furniture. I think you'll enjoy it."
Lyn clasped Michael's hand tightly, her pussy getting wet at the thought of what the gift shop might have and the night ahead at the bed and breakfast. She was a bit scared, but more excited at the prospect of what lay ahead. Would Michael show her his darker side?
The first part of the museum was erotic art. Not the pornography of today, but oil paintings and early black and white photographs of erotica. They were so much sexier than the explicit pictures of today, the artists having spent a lot of time to get the girl in the right position, her sex enhanced, not exploited.
"I love the early pictures,” Lyn said as they gazed at the photographs. “The subjects were more conservative, looking as if they were almost embarrassed to have their pictures taken.” They were looking at a group of photos of a young girl who looked to be about nineteen or twenty. She was posed in the outdoors, a waterfall in the background. In the first frame the girl was fully clothed, but Lyn and Michael saw that the subsequent shots showed her in various states of undress. The pictures were taken so that each photo progressively displayed more of her body, one garment shred after each shot, her hands coyly covering the more intimate parts of her body as they were revealed to the camera. You could almost see her humiliation in her face as she posed for the pictures, embarrassed to be taking off her clothes in front of the man taking the pictures. The final pictures showed her naked, lying on the grass, her legs spread wide, her eyes clenched closed as the camera caught her naked treasures for posterity. Michael could almost imagine the girl's humiliation as she posed.
"But look at the oil paintings,” Lyn continued as they moved to the next exhibit. “These girls were wealthy, posing for hours at a time while the artist captured the most intimate parts of their bodies. And then the paintings were hung in their boudoirs for their husbands or lovers to enjoy them. They were proud of them, these risqué paintings almost a status symbol for the rich. You had to have a naked oil painting of yourself to remind you of your youth as you grew old.” The walls were hung with over fifty oil paintings, some going back hundreds of years, young naked girls in various poses, their bodies reclining, the artists capturing their naked beauty for the ages.
They walked through the galleries, both of them marveling at the pictures. Most were of women, but there were also pictures of men, most of them engaged in the sex act with a female, their hard cocks thrust into the willing holes of the females that lay beneath them. Michael looked around but didn't see what he was looking for, hoping that maybe the museum had a whole section of what he desired. He smiled in anticipation as Lyn went on with her “lecture". “The pictures of today are too explicit, leaving nothing to the imagination,” she explained. “All the girls look like whores, tattoos all over their bodies. The girls in these photos look like the girl next door, caught unsuspectingly in an intimate moment.” She pulled Michael over to a specific photograph. “Look at this one—the girl has her eyes closed, as if she is sleeping, and someone took a picture of her, naked on the couch, her lovely ass revealed to the camera. You can even catch a brief glimpse of her sex from behind."
They moved into the next room just as another couple entered the one with the photos. Inside was the largest collection of various tools of pleasure that both Michael and Lyn had ever seen. He grinned at her. “I think this room could make you happy, Lyn."
Lyn looked around, never seeing the famous pink rabbit vibrator she possessed. Instead, there were all sizes of dildos made from almost every material, all sleek and shiny. There were those made from wood and were highly polished, shaped into replicas of a cocks, each complete with a large head and a pair of balls. Metals, ivory, stone, and almost any other imaginable material was used to fashion the fake cocks that many women had used to pleasure themselves while their husbands or lovers were unable or unwilling to do so. There had to been every size of dildo ever made on display, from the size of a pencil, to the size of an elephant cock. Lyn hoped the latter was a novelty item not intended for actual use. “This room could make men obsolete,” she grinned at Michael. “These pleasure toys are much more reliable than the real thing and always ready to give a girl a good time.” Michael was about to give her an indignant reply when she grabbed him by his cock, startling him. “Just teasing, honey. I'd much rather have the real flesh of a cock inside me."
"And what about these?” he asked her. “Do you think you could use these?” He pointed to the large collection of anal probes. He knew that Lyn was an anal virgin, hoping to soon remedy that “affliction".
This was what scared Lyn. Some of the probes were tiny, thin shafts, Lyn sure that she would barely feel them entering her. But still, she was afraid of them. Others were the size of the dildos, Lyn not even sure how they could be inserted inside her without causing a lot of tearing. Their surfaces ranged in textures—from the smooth ones, to ones that had bumps, lumps, ridges and humps, Lyn cringing at the thought of any one of them entering her ass. “Those I don't know about,” she candidly remarked. Even worse than the display of probes was the collection of enema devices; large red enema bags that looked like they would hold gallons of fluids. Connected to each were long probes with holes in them that would allow the chosen fluids to enter the body of the unlucky recipient. The room even showcased anal syringes, looking like giant needles, capable of holding a quart of fluids, large black plungers on the ends used to force the fluids inside. “These I definitely fear,” she said. She felt Michael's hand suddenly touching her ass.
He let his hand caress her ass, feeling her cringe at the sight of the collection. “I've heard that holding a large enema and releasing it while having an orgasm can increase the pleasure. And the pleasure of a nice tight ass on a cock is indescribable. To take a man in a place not designed for your pleasure, but only to please him is the ultimate sacrifice.” They moved to the next room without giving Lyn a chance to answer. Now this is what he was looking for.
She noticed Michael pulling her towards the next room. They entered, Lyn understanding his excitement. The first part of the room was devoted to spanking, a pleasure she had learned that Michael enjoyed. She looked further on, the large room filled with various pieces of furniture and pictures depicting the practice of BDSM and torture throughout the ages.
"Spanking is more of a matter of control than punishment,” Michael explained. “Humiliation and submission is an important part of the experience, being forced to present one's ass for punishment. In addition, if properly positioned, the vulva is fully exposed and presented, which is a very humiliating position in which a woman can find herself. Did you enjoy being spanked in New York? In front of everyone?” he inquired.
Lyn was almost afraid to answer. She really wasn't sure if it was the spanking or the exhibitionism that excited her. It had hurt when he spanked her, but then his hands had caressed her, the pleasure returning. He had kept alternating between the two until she couldn't even differentiate the actions any longer. “Yes,” she admitted.
"What excited you about it?” He brought her over to some of the pictures of girls being spanked, laid naked over a man's lap, their heads hanging down, their arms laid submissively on the floor as the man spanked the girl's naked cheeks.
"I'm not sure. I guess it was the thought of being spanked like a naughty little girl, unable to do anything to prevent it. Unable to control the situation.” She looked at more of the pictures, almost afraid to look into Michael's face. Girls were placed into position over various pieces of furniture, from the everyday wooden chair to more elaborate furniture built for the express purpose of holding a female in the correct position for her ass to be sufficiently punished. There were spanking stools, girls bent over them, some of them strapped down, their arms and legs bound tightly to the chair legs, their asses the most prominent feature. Benches, tables—all types of furniture—built with the express purpose of presenting the female's naked ass for punishment.
Michael liked her answer. She was admitting to submission, she just wasn't using the term yet. “I enjoyed it also.” He ushered her over to the wide range of furniture, bringing her to a large wooden stand standing about waist high, the center board padded, a large wooden dowel at the bottom, the wood worn from use. “Do you know what this is for?"
She looked up at him, seeing it in his eyes. “A girl is bent over to be spanked."
"Yes, and she is to grip the dowel on the bottom. Her legs are spread wide to the edge. She is not tied down. It is not necessary, for she is submitting to it."
She looked at him again. She knew what he wanted. She looked around the room, this part of the museum empty. They had said that the museum was interactive, hadn't they? Lyn walked over to it, not really believing that she was going to do it. But she did. She pulled her skirt up, knowing that her naked ass was revealed, almost wishing she hadn't worn a thong tonight. She held her breath as she bent over the wooden stand, feeling the cold leather on her stomach, the blood rushing to her head as she gripped the bottom of the stand. She waited, then remembering his description of the female's position, slowly spreading her legs until they hit the edges of the stand. She could only imagine how she looked from behind. She felt her pussy drench her panties. God his hands felt so good as they reached between her legs, finding her thong soaking wet.
Michael let his hands run over her naked ass cheeks, wishing he had a paddle, but thinking his hand would suffice. He slapped her ass hard, the sound ringing out in the large room; sure that the other museum patrons were wondering what caused the noise. Lyn let out a tiny yelp, biting her lips to keep from crying out. His hands went between her legs, slipping her thong aside to slip three fingers into her drenched pussy, feeling her grip him. He slapped her ass again, feeling her pussy grip his fingers as the pain rushed through her cheeks.
How helpless she felt. Even though she could freely move at any time, she felt this strange thrill run through her body as he slapped her naked ass, keeping the position even though she knew he would slap her ass again. It stung badly when he slapped her, but she couldn't deny the unmistakable feeling between her legs, and Michael's fingers quickly found her secret, feeling three fingers fill her up. She felt him pulling her up, her hands moving her skirt to cover her ass again, her cheeks still tingling from the slaps.
"I don't understand. How I could enjoy that so much, Michael?” She was afraid of what she was getting into. How far would Michael take her tonight? How far would she go?
"Don't try to understand it, just enjoy it,” he murmured to her. His hands rubbed her ass as they walked farther into the room. “They have even more interesting things, I'm sure.” He found what he was looking for. The first section was a collection of BDSM photographs and art from the early 1900's. The girls were all partly clothed, usually stripped down to bra and panties, some still wearing garter belts and stockings. They were all bound in various ways and using different methods. Rope was prevalent in many of the poses, the girls’ bodies thrust into provocative positions by the ropes. Some had their arms thrust up over their heads, tied to something above them, leaving their breasts unprotected. Many were tied to tables, the favorite position being spread-eagle, their limbs spread widely to the four corners. Most were face-up, but some were face-down, unable to see the person behind them and therefore unable to anticipate what they might do to them. All of them were helpless, their bodies ripe for the taking by the Masters that bound them.
Lyn reached over and touched the front of Michael's pants, easily finding his hard cock. It felt larger then normal. “Is this what you like?” She was almost afraid of his answer. “Bondage?” She felt his cock jerk. It was his answer. What would happen if she didn't submit to his perversities? Would she lose him?
"Look at the faces of the girls in the pictures. They aren't suffering; they all have looks of pleasure on their faces. Bondage is a way to experience unknown fantasies. You have no control over what will happen to you. Your only choice is to accept the inevitable.” The next section of pictures was of naked girls, their bodies stretched out on crosses, their legs spread wide, their sexes exposed, on tables, their legs drawn up and spread, all of their treasures exposed to the camera. Rope was used extensively, their bodies criss-crossed, their breasts bound. Some even had rope between their legs, splitting their sex open.
"Is that what you would like to do to me?” The conversation was getting serious now, Lyn unsure of the outcome.
"I think you already know the answer. The more important question is, ‘what would you want done to you?'” He could see the look of seriousness on her face. “I could always throw away the whips and chains in the trunk of the car if you turn me down.” He laughed.
She suddenly broke out laughing, imagining the trunk laden with whips, chains, ropes and various other implements of bondage, Michael standing over it in leather pants, his naked chest covered in blonde hair, a whip in his hand.
Michael pulled her over towards him, nestling her close to him. “Don't take it so seriously. It's only sex. It's supposed to be fun and pleasurable. I'm not going anywhere no matter what you answer."
It was the first time he had said anything about their relationship and its longevity. Lyn had been thinking about it since they met. She had finally met a man that she felt comfortable with, someone that was not only intelligent, but also great in bed. In fact Michael seemed to surprise her at almost every turn. Now she just had to decide how much she wanted to keep him. And how far she would go to do it. “I'm sorry for being so serious.” She felt comfortable in his arms, almost wishing they were in the bed and breakfast.
"You never have to be sorry about anything with me, Lyn. I'll always respect your decisions. Now let's see the rest of the museum. I think we're getting to the interesting part now."
"Interesting part? Isn't BDSM interesting enough?"
"Yes, interesting perhaps, but not necessarily original. You see, over the ages man has used sex as a means of coercion. History is full of times where the righteous, whether it be religious leaders or powerful politicians, were able to sexually abuse the female species without fear of recrimination. From the crusades to the witch hunts of Salem to the exploits of the Nazis, females have been sexually tortured all in the name of good.
"Now you're scaring me.” She teased him. “Is that a cattle prod in your pocket?"
"You found my secret. I'm going to slip it up your virgin asshole and give you 100,000 volts next time you bend over."
"OOOHH, that sounds soooo good.” She pulled him along, moving towards the furniture that covered the floor. She looked at the evil furniture, imagining how the pieces were used. In the center of the room was a large triangle of wood, the ridge sharply pointed. Straps hung down the sides, a chain with leather cuffs hanging from above it.
"It's called a wooden pony. The girls were forced to straddle the ridge, their legs pinned to the slanting sides. Their arms were tied above their head. This forced all of their weight on their sex, the wood splitting their labia. While bound, they were usually whipped, forcing them to ride back and forth on the edge, increasing the pain. By the time the men were finished, the girl would be willing to do anything to get off the pony, and the men enforcing their acquiescence with the threat of pain. Confessions were easy to get.” He looked at her. “I read a lot."
"So do I, but I didn't know anything about it. I'm going to have to be real careful with you,” she joked. “Here is something I know about.” She pointed to another object. “A pillory. Mainly used during the days of the witch trials.” It was a large wooden structure, with three holes in the top beam, one larger one for the head and two smaller ones, spaced far to the end for the hands. The top piece came down and locked the arms and head in place. She also noticed the holes in the base. At least ten of them spaced evenly across the bottom.
Michael saw her puzzled look. “It's for the feet. The legs could be moved from a close position to an extreme spread. Probably for a female, leaving her available. This one can even lower and raise, making the bound subject forced to bend over."
"Put me in it.” She couldn't believe she said it!
"I would love to,” Michael replied. He didn't give her a chance to change her mind. “Bend your head over.” He gently placed her head on the large circle. “Your hands out to the sides. It leaves your breasts unprotected.” He put her hands in the holes, slowly lowering the top down until it clicked, Lyn jumping at the unexpected tightness of the wooden yoke. “Are you okay?” He looked into her eyes, seeing a bit of fear in them. He saw her tugging her hands, feeling them held tightly in place.
"Yes,” she gulped, the top piece holding her tightly in place. She felt so helpless, Michael suddenly disappearing from her view, unable to see behind her. She felt hands on her legs, hoping it was Michael. She felt her skirt being pulled up again, one hand on the inside of her thigh, spreading one leg out until she felt him take her ankle and slip it into a hole, feeling something secure it in place. She felt the rush of cool air on her naked ass as Michael picked up her other leg, pulling it widely to the other side, Lyn feeling the stretch begin to ache, her thighs pulled tightly. He pulled wide until her legs were spread obscenely, sure that she was grossly exposed. Something pinned that ankle tightly in place.
"Bend your knees,” he ordered her as she felt the top piece begin to lower, her upper body forced to bend, feeling her ass begin to push out obscenely. He pushed down until her head was almost waist high, her ass stuck out provocatively. He moved behind her. “You would normally be gagged to silence your screams.” He let his hands slide down over her ass, gripping her sex from behind, slipping her thong out of the way to expose her pussy. His fingers slipped easily inside her. Her pussy was enjoying being bound. “A whip would be used, first on your back, moving down to your ass before lashing your tender inner thighs. But your tormentors wouldn't be satisfied with a mere whipping. Oh, no. A riding crop would be used on your ass, slipping between your widely spaced cheeks to land here.” He touched her anus, feeling her body shudder. He let one finger slip inside her anus, hearing her gasp as she was suddenly impaled on his finger, her rectum clenching on his finger. “It would feel like someone was tearing open your anus.” He twisted his finger inside her. His other hand went to her pussy, slipping three fingers inside her again, hearing her moan as she was dually impaled by four fingers. “Then they would whip your pussy. You couldn't image the pain as they lashed your slit, sliding inside your lips to cut your tender insides. But the worst would be when they lashed your clit, leaving it battered and bleeding. If you passed out, they would revive you. The gag would be pulled from your mouth so they could hear you scream as they raped you, ripping your virginity. When you were no longer tight, they would take you in your ass, ripping you apart with their raping cocks. When you thought they couldn't get hard any longer, your mouth would be used to bring them back to hardness, a whip to get you to obey.” He let his fingers slide in and out of her pussy as he fucked her, his finger in her rectum massaging the muscles. She seemed to be humping back on his finger. He wasn't ready for her to cum yet. He pulled his fingers out of her, slipping her thong back up before he released her, seeing her red face as she stood up, her skirt sliding back down again.
"God, you really know how to tell a story, don't you?” Lyn said, panting. He took his fingers and put them in her mouth, her tongue lapping at her own juices. “No,” she protested, when she saw his other finger moving towards her mouth, the finger that had just vacated her ass. Michael was not to be denied, that messy finger sliding over her lips, Lyn smelling the musty odor, knowing that this perverse act was a test of her obedience. He pushed harder until it slipped into her mouth, Lyn quickly bathing it with her tongue, wanting to get it over. He let it slip out of her mouth. “You liked making me do that, didn't you?"
"You liked being in the pillory, didn't you? Helpless and spread open for me."
She couldn't deny it, it wouldn't do any good. He had surely felt how slippery she was. “Yes."
"Shall we see what other nice things we can find?” Michael asked, almost politely. It was as if he were asking her about something as mundane as the weather, instead of whether or not she would be a willing participant in her own sexual debasement and humiliation. He gripped her hand and walked further into the large room. “The rack.” He pointed out to another object of torture. The large wooden bed had reels at both ends, used to tighten the chains that attached to the cuffs. “It could be pulled so tightly that you could hear the bones breaking. For females, they had ones that would spread the legs until the victim was split up the middle. Confessions were obtained early in the sessions, but that never stopped the torture. The torture was for the amusement of the men, not really to elicit the confession. Lyn could only imagine what it felt like to be spread open in that monstrosity, her limbs pulled to each corner and her body available to whatever was desired.
"It could also be very sexually stimulating to be bound and spread. You would lose all means of protesting what was being done to you. The only alternative would be to lay back and enjoy it.” He could see her eyes searching the rack, hoping she was imagining her being on it.
"I imagine it might be.” Lyn caught sight of the torture instruments. She went over to a large display, gazing in at them.
Michael looked at what she was staring at. It was a large collection of various tools and clamps for use on the nipples. Some were very elaborate devices that encased the breast and squeezed it, forcing all the blood to the nipple. Only then was the nipple clamped in some manner, some just trapping the nipple in place, others tearing the flesh with sharp needles and serrated teeth. “Even today you can buy nipple clamps."
"Yes, I've seen them.” In fact, Marisa had a pair.
"Have you ever used them?” Michael loved to play with nipples, as Lyn already knew.
"No.” She hesitated. “But not because I wasn't interested. As you know I love to have my tits played with.” She pushed her chest out in front of his face, teasing him. She looked at the other instruments, more formidable in appearance and made for pain. “A pear.” She recognized the device that resembled the shape said fruit. “Inserted into the vagina, it had a screw that protruded. When turned, the pear would enlarge, ultimately tearing the vagina.” She saw his questioning look. “I read too.” She knew the fullness of a large cock but could not imagine anything that would spread her apart as painfully as the pear.
"Look at the dildos. All large and with varying textures. Some smooth, built for pleasure, but others with ridges, lumps, bumps and hooks, all built to make the victim suffer internally.” Michael's cock was straining his pants as he imagined naked girls bound, impaled on the torturous dildos, their screams bringing such pleasure to their captors.
Lyn looked down at the front of Michael's pants; his cock threatening to tear the straining material. Her hand reached down and softly encircled the hard cock, feeling it jerk with pleasure, Michael startled at her soft touch. “Is this because of me or are you imagining evil things?"
Michael was not expecting her fingers to grip his cock, making it jerk in appreciation as she encircled the pulsating head. “Both. I'm imaging doing evil things to you. While you are naked and bound in my torture chamber."
Lyn was surprised by his candor. Most men wouldn't admit to such evil intentions, but Michael wasn't most men. He scared her and at the same time he aroused her. He brought her pleasure, but at the same time he demanded things from her that were meant only for his pleasure, forcing her to sacrifice hers for his. Yet at the same time she found it arousing to submit to him. “Well, we do have a nice room in the bed and breakfast in Santa Barbara tonight. Would you like to pick out some nice toys in the gift shop for tonight?” She almost regretted saying it as soon as the words came out her mouth. What was she setting herself up for?
"A wonderful idea. Bed and breakfast inns have such wonderful beds. High posted beds that look almost as if they were designed for bondage. But it is you that will decide what toys to buy. I will be more than willing to abide by your limitations.” Michael smiled at her as she rubbed his cock.
It was even worse now that she had to decide. Instead of having no choice in the matter, he was asking her to decide her own fate. To decide what she would allow him to do to her. “I would be more than happy to,” she bravely answered. She moved her hand away from his cock reluctantly, as she would rather have taken his cock out of his pants and enticed him into fucking her while standing up in the corner of the room. She was afraid of her choice of toys while in the highly aroused state she was in, afraid she would regret her decisions. “I think we should go now. I don't think I can last much longer. And neither can you."
His hands swept her away, his hand around her waist as they moved toward the exit hastily, finding the gift shop. The girl at the counter was waiting for them, smiling from behind the counter.
She nodded to Michael. “If you have any questions about the items we sell, I would be more than willing to answer them. I have an intimate knowledge of them all."
"Thank you, but Lyn will be making the choices.” He noticed the girl trying to flirt with him and Lyn's annoyance at her. “She knows my desires explicitly."
"A lucky girl.” The salesgirl remarked. She knew she would not get anywhere with this one. He was enamored with his date. She could only be so lucky to be naked and bound with him mastering over her. She went over to Lyn. “Let me show you some nice things.” She might as well get a good sale out of it, she figured.
Lyn saw the competitive glint in the girl's eyes fade, eager to help her now. “Michael, why don't you meet me outside? That way it will be a surprise.” She waited until he left before she started shopping. “I love the colored rope. Do you have something that will prevent rope burn? After all, I do have to work on Monday.” It took her almost a half an hour, but sure that Michael would be understanding and patient. After all, this was all for his pleasure. Or was it?
He saw her coming out, a large bag in her hand. He kissed her cheek as he opened the trunk.
"I think you'll be pleased.” She kissed him back.
"You always seem to please me. But I'm sure that tonight will be exceptional.” His cock throbbed as he could only imagine what the bag contained. He had a hard time concentrating on driving as they drove outside the city, his eyes always returning to her naked legs, her short dress hiked up high as she reclined in the seats. She even teased him when she noticed his stare, letting her legs part, her dress hiking up higher, licking her lips as she smiled so seductively.
They were unusually quiet as they drove to the bed and breakfast, the top down, the sky bright from the full moon, their expectations high. She teased him as they drove, letting her hand slide down onto her naked leg, teasing her inner thighs with her fingers as he watched her so intently. “Don't hit anything,” she quietly purred as she stroked her inner thighs, parting them as she had the desire to masturbate as they drove. Her skirt rode up higher until her panties were visible, her fingers lightly touching her sex.
"You're teasing me,” Michael reprimanded.
"Not half as much as I'm sure you're going to do to me soon.” She let her fingers stroke her pussy, finding her panties soaked with desire. She closed her eyes, leaning back in the seat as she slowly masturbated, her dressed hiked up high.
"Just don't cum.” It wasn't a request. It was a command. “I want you wet and aroused."
She let her fingers slow down as she teased herself, imaging the bag of toys that were in the trunk. Imagining how Michael would use them on her and how they would feel. She had even surprised herself at what she had bought. They pulled up in front of the bed and breakfast, a quaint little house on the outskirts of town. Michael had stopped at a small shop in town to pick up a little food and something to drink, both of them too eager to sit down for a meal.
The woman behind the counter was very gracious, not even inquiring as to their lack of luggage.
"We are almost empty tonight. Off season,” she explained. “You'll have plenty of privacy.” She sniffed at the aroma that came from the restaurant take-out bags. “The kitchen is closed, but I see you've brought food. There are dishes, silverware and glasses in the closet. Just leave them in the room in the morning, and I will take care of them. I hope you'll enjoy your stay.” She had seen Michael in her establishment before, but with a different woman, so she refrained from any familiarity. “Top of the stairs, last room at the end of the hall."
"Thank you very much,” Lyn answered back. They walked up the stairs, Lyn carrying the elusive bag of toys, nervous about the rest of the night. Nervous but aroused; her masturbation in front of Michael while they were driving making her more aroused.
Lyn opened the door, the large four-poster bed imposing as it took up half the room, the thick wooden posts looking ominous as she imagined her naked body spread between them. She was startled when Michael put his arms around her waist as he slid in behind her.
"I hope you're imagining what I am.” He pressed his hard cock against her ass.
"By the feel of you, I think it is.” She squirmed her ass against him as the door slammed shut. It seemed so final now, Lyn nervously holding the bag of toys that would seal her fate tonight. She stood there, unsure of the next step.
"How about a quick snack?” Michael brought the bag of food over to the small table in the corner of the room, opening it, spreading the contents around the table, finding some wine glasses in the closet, pouring Lyn a glass as she sat at the table, her face showing her nervousness. “Relax,” he said, handing her a glass. “To us and an unforgettable night.” He toasted her.
She felt a bit more at ease. “I hope the snack is the only thing that is quick tonight.” She ate some of the food that Michael had bought, finding herself hungrier then she had expected. Michael ate a little, his eyes looking at her the whole time, Lyn sure that he was imagining what was going to happen tonight.
"I have all night to devote my attentions to you.” He promised. They finally finished; the bottle of wine almost gone. “May I?” He fingered the bag.
Lyn gulped, the sudden sinking feeling overcoming her senses. What would he think of her when he saw what she had bought? She wasn't even sure what she thought of herself. “Of course. They are for your pleasure?” She watched his eyes as he opened the bag, reaching one hand inside to look at all of the items. He smiled, obviously pleased at her selection, Lyn relieved.
"Are you sure?” He didn't wait for an answer. “Stand up and take off your dress.” He opened the bag again and took out the rope. Four rolls of brightly colored red rope, which he laid down on the table. A Japanese white scarf with blue polka dots would serve as a blindfold.
"It's flat-braid rope. It lies flat so the knots don't dig into the body. And leave lasting impressions. Or so the girl said.” She was nervous again. “She said the blindfold would heighten the experience. Leaving the other senses more acute. Especially touch.” She stood up in front of Michael and slowly pulled off the dress, her naked breasts freed from the tight spandex dress, leaving her clad in a thong and high heels. She stood there waiting for his next set of instructions.
Michael looked at her almost naked body, his cock jerking in excitement as he imagined how the evening would proceed. Her naked breasts heaved up and down as she breathed erratically. She looked so desirable. “Such a delicious body. I'm going to enjoy it. Lie on the bed, on your back, legs together, arms over your head.” He hesitated. “But first,” moving behind her to attach the blindfold, tightening it. “Over here,” he whispered into her ear, inhaling the scent of her perfume. He led her over to the bed until she bumped against it, Michael helping her to lie down.
The room suddenly went dark, the blackness leaving her senses on edge as Michael's hands guided her over to the bed. The darkness heightened her sense of touch; Michael's hands seemed to be all over her as she complied with his command, lying down on the bed, raising her arms over her head, touching the headboard as she stretched out her almost naked body on the bed. She could hear Michael fumbling with the rope, able to see in her mind as he opened up the rolls of rope, cutting the red rope into pieces sufficient to bind her naked and spread on the bed. His touch was electric when he gripped a wrist, feeling the rope running round and round her wrist, feeling him tug on the knot until she felt her wrist securely bound. She let him have his way with her, feeling him stretch her arm out to the corner of the bed, feeling the rope tighten as he secured her to the post, imagining Michael pulling the rope tighter and tighter as her arm stretched outward. She tugged on the rope, felt one arm securely pinned to the corner. She waited, feeling his presence on the other side, lifting up her arm for him, the rope quickly securing her wrist. She felt him stretching her, her last chance at freedom gone as her arm was yanked away to the other corner of the bed, feeling the rope tighten. Lyn tugged again, this time both arms securely bound, stretched widely. She knew that no amount of protest from her would secure her release until he had his way with her. There was no “safe” word to use when she wanted him to stop. This was for real, with no turning back.
Her firm breasts looked so beautiful and vulnerable, her naked upper body stretched and bound for his pleasure. He liked the way she tugged helplessly on the ropes, confirming her loss of control over her fate, Michael having her completely as his disposal now. He let his fingers touch her cheek, seeing her jump at the unexpected touch; sure that she was expecting it somewhere else. He caressed her smooth skin, moving closer until his finger ran lightly over her wet lips, pushing inward, her mouth reluctantly opening to allow him access, running his finger inside her mouth.
She felt his finger moving over her face, her nipples hard, having expected his fingers to touch her there first. She let her lips part as his finger slipped inside her mouth, clamping her lips over his digit as he pushed it deeper into her mouth, almost as if it were his cock. She teased it with her tongue, drawing it deeper into her mouth, her tongue lapping at it. She began to suck it as he pushed it in and out, almost wishing it was his cock instead.
He let her suck his finger, getting it wet, his cock hard at the thought of her lips wrapped tightly around it instead of his finger. He withdrew his finger, moving the wet digit down between the cleavage of her full breasts, leaving a wet trail as he moved around her flesh with his fingertip. She arched her back, pushing her tits out for him, begging him to touch her nipples. But no, he was going to tease her first. He grasped one of her firm tits in his hand and squeezed it, a moan escaping from her lips as he felt a hard nipple push into the palm of his hand. He released her breast and let his fingertip run around her areola, teasing the dark flesh until he saw the tiny goose bumps, her pink nipples standing out so firmly, begging to be touched.
"EEEEEHHH,” she screamed out in pleasure when his finger touched her nipple. Not touch but squeeze, two powerful fingers gripping the hard flesh and pinching it until she arched her back up high from the bed; his fingers pulling her nipple away from her body. It felt as if it were inches long, stretching as his fingers twisted the hardened bud as he pulled it out. It hurt, but felt good, the hard tip craving any touch, soft or harsh. She felt fingers grip her other nipple, both of them pulled out as she moaned in pleasure, her back not even touching the bed as she arched up to relieve some of the pressure he was exerting as he pinched her nipples. She slumped back onto the bed, Michael's fingers releasing her nipples, the sensitive tips throbbing.
Michael picked up two pieces of string and slowly made a small noose on the end of each one. He let the strings dangle over her nipples, Lyn barely able to feel the string as he encircled each swollen nipple. He pulled the first string, watching as the noose slowly closed onto her nipple.
She felt a slight tickling on her nipple, unable to comprehend it. Then she felt a pressure. Not like his finger, this was different. It was a pinpoint squeezing of her nipple, feeling something tightening on her already swollen flesh, tighter and tighter until she felt the blood rush to the tip. Whatever Michael was doing, he repeated it on the other nipple until she felt the blood trapped in each nipple. She felt a stretching of her nipples, gentle at first then becoming more intense, her nipples bending slightly as they seemed to be pulled out. Michael must have attached something to her nipples, something that tightened as he pulled them. She arched her back up from the bed as the tugging continued, Michael now yanking, then releasing, then yanking again. Each time the tightness increased until her nipples felt as if they were squeezed by a pair of pliers, the twin tips yanked harshly out of shape, stretched until they felt as if they were being pulled from her body.
"Tell me what it feels like, Lyn.” Michael tugged on the two strings, making her shapely breasts dance on her chest, a gasp escaping her mouth each time he pulled them, as the pink nipples turned red, the blood trapped in the swollen tips.
"God, it feels as if you are going to tear my tits out,” she blurted out. “The tips feel like they will burst. What are you doing to me?” She felt him release the pressure, only to yank them harshly again, the tips stretched until she felt they would burst. The pain rushed all the way through her breasts as she arched up obscenely from the bed.
Michael released the pull on her nipples, his fingers moving down to the tips to rub across them, finding them hard and pulsating, the blood throbbing in the tips. He could almost discern them getting bigger as he let a fingertip rub over the pinched flesh, a soft moan from her lips as he did.
She couldn't understand Michael, his touch harsh, then gentle, his fingers urging her nipples harder with the soft touch of his finger along the erect tissue, but she still felt the unmistakable tightness around the base of her nipple, knowing that he could just as well yank them again. It confused her mind and also the arousal she felt. Was it the gentle touch or the harsh touch that aroused her so much?
Michael gripped both of her firm breasts in his hands, squeezing them, watching the perfect shape distort, the nipples swelling up as they blood rushed to them. He moved his mouth down to one of them, his tongue out lightly lapping at the engorged tip.
"GGGGGODDDD,” she thought her breast would burst, his strong hands squeezing them as if they were baseballs, the sudden and unexpected touch of his wet tongue on one nipple shocking her senses. She felt her nipple swell under the expert touch of his tongue, feeling his hot breath on her tip as his lips slowly engulfed her nipple, sucking her breast into his mouth. His tongue was not idle; it was lapping back and forth over the tip as it seemed like he was sucking all of her breast into his mouth, his other hand continuing to play across the other tip, keeping it hard in expectation of his mouth soon treating it with the same sucking pressure. She loved to have her breasts played with, and Michael always seemed to surprise her.
His mouth went to her other breast, sucking the hard tit deeply into his mouth, his tongue playing back and forth over the nipple, sucking until it stretched far into the hot confines of his mouth. Her other breast was wet with his saliva, the tip red and swollen, tiny bite marks testament to his teeth having nibbled on the sensitive flesh.
"String on your nipples,” he commented as his fingers tried to take the tiny string that was embedded deep into the swollen nipple. “But you have other things you want me to use on your nipples, don't you, Lyn?"
His fingers fumbled with her nipples as he tried to take the string off, Lyn finally feeling relief as they pulled free. “Yes.” She waited for a response, none coming. “Nipple clamps,” she added.
"Not just normal nipple clamps, the type that slide over your nipples. No, these are like alligator clips. Rigid clamps with strong springs that will trap your nipples harshly between the unyielding metal. And serrated teeth that will dig into your flesh, allowing the clamps to be pulled without yielding, your nipples forced to stretch painfully.” He wasn't sure if she knew the difference.
"That's what the girl said. I told her you would like them. Do you?” It sounded much more painful when he said it, almost wishing she didn't buy them, hoping only to please Michael with her choice at the time of purchase. That and being incredibly aroused at the moment.
"I love them because you bought them for me.” He knew that he would have to be careful with them, not leaving them on for more than twenty minutes, lest he harmed the delicate tissue. But it would be more then enough time to elicit the delicious pain in her body as they bit into her delicate body. His fingers returned to her nipples, pinching the tips, keeping them hard for the clamps that would soon follow.
She felt his fingers leave, then the rustling of the bag as she imagined him testing the clamps as he gazed down at her vulnerable nipples, the clamps opening, looking more imposing in her imagination after Michael's vivid description. She tugged on the rope holding her arms tied wide, testing. She shivered when she felt the cold metal rubbing on her warm breasts, Michael dragging one up until he let it circle her areola, feeling tiny goose bumps appear as he touched them, feeling her nipples grow as she waited for the first touch of the metal clamps.
Michael let one hand slide along her taut abs, moving down the flat plane of her stomach to tease at her bush, her legs clamped tightly together as he had ordered. He knew that he would have to keep her aroused, as the harsh bite of the clamps might be too much for her unless he did. “Spread you legs for me, Lyn,” he ordered her, watching as she obediently followed, her legs spreading wide until they almost touched the edge of the bed, Lyn almost trying too hard to please him. “Good girl,” he complimented her, seeing her body tense as she waited the pleasure, or pain. He tugged on her pubic hair, gently pulling the silky hairs, watching her ass rise up from the bed as the follicles were stretched. He liked the way she responded to his touch, harsh or not. He released her hair, but not before he yanked out a sprig of pubic hairs.
"Eeeh,” she screamed as he yanked out a few of her pubic hairs, tears rushing into Lyn's eyes from the unexpected pain. She felt his fingers slowly and sensuously run down the edge of her bush, teasing the area between her legs without really touching her sex. She could feel her pussy getting wet in expectation, her legs spread widely, waiting impatiently. He teased the hairs again, his fingers moving down to the edge of her pussy, his fingers pinching her labia together and pulling upward. She could feel her juices unexpectedly flowing, his fingers only inches from her swollen clit. God, it felt good, his strong hands gripping her sex so possessively, taking his pleasure, but not before he gave Lyn her own. He gripped her sex so tightly, his fingers pinching her labia, squeezing the puffy lips together and then yanking them out, stretching them just as he did with her nipples. “Yes,” she moaned in pleasure, her ass arching up from the bed as he teased her sex.
Michael moved back to her tits again, picking up one of the nipple clamps, opening one up, the sharp, serrated edges glistening in the light of the room. Lyn would have cringed if she had seen it. His fingers returned to her nipple, teasing the erect tissue, pulling on the pink tip until it extended, ripe for the bite of the clamp. He didn't even warn her, his hand moving quickly to snap the end of the clamp over the exposed nipple, pinching it closed just below the tip, trapping the blood into the end as the serrated edge of the clamp dug painfully into her delicate tissue.
"EEEEGGGHH,” she screamed, biting her lip as she realized the shout was too loud, hoping that the proprietors of the inn wouldn't be rushing to the door to see what the commotion was. She held her breath, hyperventilating as the intense pain shot through her spine. It felt as if her nipple had been smashed with a hammer, trapped between the unyielding metal, pinching her tender flesh. Even her heavy breathing intensified the pain, her chest raising up and down, the clamp moving back and forth, each time igniting a fresh burst of pain.
Michael hoped the inn was empty enough so that no one would bother them, uneasily waiting for a knock on the door. But no sound came; and his hand moved down to between her legs again, finding her pussy drenched in her juices, her ass rising up as soon as he touched her sex. He let his finger slide up and down her slit, pushing aside her puffy lips, rubbing sensuously over her smooth, inner lips, slick with her juices. She might be in pain, but she was also in pleasure, he thought, the unmistakable wetness between her legs giving away her arousal.
The sharp bite of the clamp was dying, being replaced with a dull ache. Her breathing slowed; Lyn's body attempting anything to keep the clamp from moving on her chest. She took slow, deliberate breaths as to not to ignite the pain again. She welcomed Michael's touch on her pussy, embarrassed that he saw how wet she had become, Lyn not even able to fathom her own reaction to the pain. While she felt the pain, she also felt something else, not even sure how to describe it. She tugged on her roped wrists. It was the surrender of her body to Michael and the knowledge of the control he had over her that were causing these feeling in Lyn. His ability to do anything to her and the fact that he did. The pain increased as Michael rubbed the tip of her nipple making it harder, the bite of the clamp deeper as her nipple swelled up in arousal, her own body betraying her. But his other hand continued to stroke her pussy, running up and down, but not touching her clit, teasing close to it, keeping her on the edge. Then she felt his hands leave her, returning to her other nipple, Lyn biting her lip as she waited the bite of the other clamp.
Michael could see her face grimace as she waited for the pain of the other clamp. He didn't disappoint her, teasing the nipple erect, the clamp poised around the tip while it grew erect. This time he let the clamp tighten on the end, the clamp shooting straight out as it squeezed the entire nipple, from tip to base.
She bit her lip as she struggled to contain the scream in her throat. It hurt so badly, the powerful clamp digging in even deeper than the other, feeling as if a hot knife was running through her breast. Her breasts shook in pain, Lyn sobbing as the intense pain raced through her breasts. She felt a wet tongue licking her nipples, teasing the pinched flesh until it swelled, the metal unyielding, Lyn's nipples feeling as if they were tightening.
Michael watched her body as it shook in pain, the clamps moving back and forth as she sobbed from the torment. His hand moved down between her legs, quickly impaling her pussy with three fat fingers, finding her wet and accommodating as he plunged deeply inside her. He felt her inner muscles clamping on his fingers, knowing the pain in her breasts were forcing a series of muscles spasms in her pussy. He let his little finger rub over her anus, finding the tiny hole slick with her juices. He pushed, the tip of his finger finding her wet, and entered her until her rectum tightened on his small digit, trapping it. He moved his thumb until he found her clit, the sharp intake of her breath signaling his discovery of her treasure.
His hand seemed to be completely inside her, including the finger inside her anus. Even though it was his small finger, it didn't feel small at all to Lyn, the finger never stopping, moving and massaging the clenching muscles in her rectum. But it was his thumb that brought her the most pleasure, rubbing back and forth over her swollen bud. Even when he pressed down on her clit, it did nothing to dampen her ardor, her hips shooting up. Even the pain in her breasts didn't seem as bad now, the sharp pain turning to a dull ache. “Let me cum,” she begged him, her hips rising up in surrender.
Michael moved one hand up to her breasts, digging his fingers deep inside her pussy, his finger moving in her rectum, her clit crushed beneath his thumb. He snapped at the nipple clamp.
"GGGGGOD,” she cried out in pain as fire shot through her trapped nipple. Yet at the same time he abused her nipples his fingers between her legs brought her so much pleasure. She couldn't help it. She came, screaming out, his fingers tapping both of the nipple clamps, her pussy clamping down on the fingers that invaded her sex. Even the finger in her asshole didn't hurt as much, Lyn feeling only a faint burning as it moved inside her. It was his finger on her clit that drove her over the edge, pushing hard down on the swollen bud as it rubbed back and forth. Not a gentle masturbation, but rubbing it harshly. It was more than she could stand, cumming profusely all over his fingers, her hips rising up as his finger dug deeper into her rectum, controlling her with a single finger, her asshole impaled. “Fuck your fingers in me,” she cried out as she came. Michael didn't need to be reminded, his fingers already moving in and out as he felt her body cum.
Her pussy was so hot and wet, his fingers sliding effortlessly in and out, his small finger pushed deep in her asshole, feeling her clenching muscles as she came so nicely for him. He rubbed her clit back and forth, smashing it into her pelvic bone as her hips humped up and down as she came, her legs still spread obediently wide. He snapped the nipple clamps one more time before he opened one up and pulled it off.
She felt his fingers on the clamp, holding her breath as she waited for the relief. She tasted blood as she bit her lip, fighting back the scream that tore from her lips. The pain shot into her nipple with such an intensity, the relief that she was expecting turning instead into a sharp, intense pain that tore into her brain. At the same time, his fingers were extracting the pleasure from between her legs, the conflicting emotions of pain/pleasure meeting in her brain. She came again in spite of the pain—or maybe because of it—the feeling more intense than anything she had ever felt. Her wrists hurt as the rope dug into them while she fought the bondage, her body surrendering to the intense feelings. She could barely breathe as his fingers tugged the other nipple clamp off, his fingers digging deep inside her pussy, her clit rubbed almost rubbed raw as he forced another cum from her, his finger in her asshole digging in deeply, her hips rising high up from the bed. “EEEHHH,” she screamed in pleasure, his fingers moving between her legs, the pain in her nipples now only a distant aching, the pleasure overtaking all of her body. Her body slumped down, exhausted, his finger digging deeper into her asshole as she crushed his hand under her slumped body. Even that strange sensation in her ass didn't bother her any longer, her body exhausted.
Michael finally got his hand out from between her legs, his fingers soaked in her juices. He held them up to her mouth until she opened her lips, his fingers slipping inside as her tongue bathed them, all four of them, Lyn no longer protesting the finger that had been up her ass now in her mouth. She had begun to submit to him. “Lick all of my fingers. Even the one that was in your asshole. Good girl.” There was so much more he was going to do to her and many more toys in the bag that she bought to be used on her delightful body.
She heard him rummaging around in the bag, her body tense as she waited to see what he would use next. The orgasms had taken some of the arousal from her body; the toys she had selected while highly aroused didn't seem to be a very good idea now. But she was sure that she wouldn't have much say to the selection any longer. She didn't have to wait long, feeling his hands on one of her ankles, feeling him tie the rope around it before moving onto the other ankle, Lyn keeping her legs tightly together, almost modestly. He tied the ropes tightly; Lyn sure that he was just exerting his power over her, making her feel the control he had over her.
"We certainly are getting modest now,” Michael joked to her. He laughed at the way her legs were clenched tightly, as if she were protecting her virtue. He pulled one leg unceremoniously over to the edge of the bed, wrapping the rope around one of the large corner uprights, pulling her leg until it touched the tall post. He tied it tight, noticing that Lyn had moved her other leg, still trying to hide her treasures from him. “Now the other.” He tied the other rope around the far post and slowly began to pull it, watching as she struggled for a moment before conceding defeat, her leg going loose, slowly spreading wider and wider while he continued to pull on the rope. “Yes, much better now,” Michael said approvingly, enjoying the wide expanse of her legs as he could see the muscles in her thighs begin to tighten. He tugged more, her legs splitting open obscenely, hearing a grunt from her lips as she was spread wider than she hoped to be.
Her crotch and her thigh muscles ached, Lyn hoping that he would stop soon, before he split her up the middle. She finally felt her leg touching the wooden post, grateful that he couldn't go any further, but not sure how long she could stand being spread so wide. Her body was stretched tautly into an “X", naked and vulnerable, a blindfold keeping her in suspense, her body tense, waiting for the unexpected. She also felt the unmistakable arousal in her body quickly returning, Lyn unable to understand what was driving the desires into her body. Was it the bondage? Or was it Michael and the way he controlled her body? Or was it her submission to him?
Michael stroked his cock, staring up from between her widely spread legs, the juices still glistening on her pussy, her lips pulled back to hint at the dark, hot, tight hole that awaited his cock. First he would use one of her other toys, opening up the bag and taking out the leather riding crop. He let it whistle through the air, Lyn's body jumping at the noise as it sliced through the air noisily, half expecting it to slap harshly on her body. It was about two feet long, a large flap of thick leather measuring two inches wide on the edge that would deliver a stinging blow to the flesh that it sought out.
She heard the noise, the whistling of the crop scaring her, her body taut as she waited for the unexpected blow on her body, the blindfold making her body tense. She regretted buying it; the girl in the museum telling her of the exquisite pain the crop would incite on her body, assuring her that Michael would enjoy the way her body responded to the slap of the leather. That is what bothered her that the girl never mentioned what Lyn would feel or be forced to endure. All for the pleasure of Michael. Even the arousal of being spread so obscenely couldn't dampen the fear she felt from the crop. This was a whip that was used on horses, animals that were far bigger and less vulnerable then her sensitive flesh. What would it feel like to be struck with it? Where would Michael strike her? With her body spread wide, her sex was open and vulnerable to the whip. She shivered in fear when she felt the cold leather touch her flesh; her body jumping as the leather slowly ran up her sides; the large flap of leather sending goose bumps along her skin. She tried to move but the tight bondage only allowed token movement, the crop following her gyrations as she squirmed her naked body on the bed.
Michael loved the way she tried to avoid the touch of the crop, her hips trying to move away, Michael pressing harder with the crop as it moved towards her pert breasts, the firm flesh pushed up high, the nipples swollen and hard as if begging to be touched by the leather. He let the crop slip beneath her breasts, running along the underside of each tender breast, pushing harder as he moved it around in a circle, each time moving closer and closer to the center, the hard pink nipple that seemed to beg for its touch. Her body seemed to arch up as if she wanted to feel the touch on her nipples, Michael taking it slow, making her beg for it. The crop now ran harshly around her areola, the dark circle covered in goose bumps, the leather crop inching in on the nipples.
God, she thought he would never touch her nipples, the hard tips feeling as though they would burst, Lyn arching up her back, afraid of the crop but wanting the stimulation on her aroused flesh. The crop had teased her too long, her nipples searching out any touch, even if it came from a riding crop. “EEEEEHH,” she screamed out too loudly, quickly biting her lip to contain her pain. It felt as if a hot poker had touched her nipple. “EEEEGGH,” another deep pain; this time in her other nipple, driving deep into her breast, the shooting pain racing to her brain. Both of her nipples stung, the tips throbbing, Lyn sure that they were bleeding. The crop was harsh and painful, igniting a pain that ripped through her body.
Michael let the crop slice through the air sideways, his hand expertly hit the pink tips that pushed up on her chest. First one followed quickly by the other; her luscious breasts bouncing delightfully on her chest, the pink tips already turning a deeper red. He stroked his cock as she screamed in pain; her second scream muffled as she bit her lip. He saw her cringe as he let the tip of the crop run over her sensitive nipples, feeling her body jerk as she braced herself for the painful slap.
It hurt badly, Lyn's body on edge as she waited for another blow. Instead, Michael let the crop run over her nipples, the smooth leather almost tender as it rubbed the abused flesh, slapping lightly back and forth over her nipples. She thought they would burst, the pain and now the pleasure making them swell, sure that they were twice their size, easy targets for the harsh slap of the crop. Her body was confused, the pain and now the pleasure mixing deeply inside her, not sure what was arousing her, unable to confront her own emotions.
He began to slap her breasts with the crop, starting with the tender under belly, moving on up, the firm flesh dancing so exotically on her chest. Only the slapping of the leather on her flesh could be heard in the room, the muffled groans and heavy breathing of Lyn as she fought to control her cries only a distant backdrop to the whipping of her body. He moved from breast to breast, covering all of the flesh until it glowed pink, then moving onto her nipples, Lyn's voice rising as her nipples received the sharp bite of the crop. Michael was surprised, her nipples almost seemed to beg to be slapped, the swollen tips pushed high up into the air, making them easy targets for the expert touch of Michael with the crop. He slapped one nipple back and forth, seeing the dark red tip bouncing, each time harder, each time longer. Lyn's tightly bound body bounced on the bed, unable to do anything but give token resistance to the crop. Michael noticed that her hips began to move in gentle circles, almost as if Lyn were fucking someone or something, the juices on her pussy lips glowing in the bright lights of the room.
Her breasts hurt. Yet they also felt good, Lyn confused as the crop slapped her nipple back and forth, the sharp pain rippling through her body, igniting something between her legs that she couldn't fathom. Could she actually be enjoying the pain of the crop? She arched her back, pushing her breasts out further, offering up her nipples to the crop. Michael moved the crop to the other nipple, the pain increasing as if Michael knew what she wanted. She struggled to keep the nipple upraised, fighting the urge to push deep into the mattress to escape the harsh bite of the crop, her teeth clenched tightly together as she fought the emotions that ripped through her body. She wanted something between her legs; she wanted Michael's cock to rip through her, to fuck her bound body hard.
Michael put the crop down, but his fingers plucked at her nipples, two fingers gripping each hard tip and yanking them up high, Lyn's back arching up to relieve some of the pressure as he yanked them out of shape, the pink tips now stretched out painfully, his fingers gripping them tightly. He twisted them, feeling her body jerk in pain. He let one of them go, grabbing the crop, slapping at the exposed nipple beneath his fingertips, slapping the twisted flesh with the bite of the crop. He moved to the other, repeating the same action as her body shook in pain. Or pleasure.
Lyn thought he was going to yank her nipples off, her breasts pulled into tight cones, his fingers feeling as if they were pliers digging deep into her flesh. Suddenly her body shook in pain as the crop returned to slap at her stretched nipple, the sharp bite shooting straight to her brain. He finally released her breasts, her chest rising up and down, her breathing ragged, her body taut, not knowing what to expect next.
His hand gently ran between her widely spaced thighs, feeling her jerk at the unexpected touch of his hand, her muscles taut. His hand caressed her tender inner thighs, sliding higher up towards her pussy, seeing her hips move up into the air. Michael's fingers outlined her sex, rubbing along the edge of her neatly shaved bush, exciting the tiny hairs, slipping between the creases of her legs, seeing her pussy glistening in the light as he moved closer to her pussy. His hand gripped her sex, his large palm filled with her wet pussy, clasping tightly around it as her hips rose up from the bed.
God, did it feel good when he touched her between the legs, his powerful hand grasping her sex, her ass arching up, presenting her sex up to his hand. She felt a finger slide between her lips, moving back and forth as it pressed deeper, Lyn wishing she could help accommodate him, the bondage limiting her movements. “MMMM,” she moaned in pleasure as his finger began a gentle masturbation of her pussy, Lyn jerking in pleasure when a fingertip rubbed over her swollen clit. He had already made her cum a few times; yet she found herself being aroused again, Lyn almost forgetting the pain in her breasts, the flesh still hot from the riding crop.
Michael entered her swiftly, two fingers finding her wet and open, sliding easily inside her as she arched up from the bed to accommodate the fingers inside her. His other finger continued to rub her clit, his mouth moving over to suck one swollen nipple into his mouth, dragging it deep inside, his tongue lashing at the aroused bud. She was moaning loudly now, her pussy feeling as if it were trying to swallow his fingers deep inside her hot, pulsating hole, her muscles clenching onto his fingers as he twisted them from side to side.
It hurt when he sucked her nipple, his tongue bringing back the painful whipping to her nipples, but his fingers inside her extinguished the pain, the pleasure of the gentle masturbation of her pussy overcoming all other sensations. She wished it was his cock inside her, needing to feel the fullness that only his cock could provide. “Please fuck me!” she begged. She wanted him badly.
Michael withdrew his fingers from inside her, his mouth deserting her breast, Lyn lying on the bed, confused. “Not yet. First it is more of the crop for you.” He picked up the crop, letting it slap on her abdomen just below her belly button, seeing her suck in her gut. The crop slid over her taut muscles, sliding over the top of her bush, pushing in and wrapping around some errant pubic hairs, yanking them out painfully when caught by the end of the crop. Her body jerked in pain, the crop slowly moving down to the creases of her legs, sliding along the sensitive skin as he applied pressure.
Lyn's nerves were on edge, the crop dragging along her skin, her body tense, waiting for the first slap of the leather, afraid of where it would strike, or maybe wishing for it. “AAAGGH.” Michael had slapped the end of the crop on her bush, barely missing her clit, not sure if it were on purpose or by accident. The crop moved lower, the next blow striking the right side of her labia, slapping hard on the flesh mound, Lyn jerking in pain. She barely had time to catch her breath when Michael moved to the other side, slapping her labia, this time even harder. “EEEEEH.” Michael wasn't giving her time to even breathe, the crop moving along her sex, tapping harshly all over her mound, slapping sideways, pulling back her lips as it stung her flesh. She twisted her hips as the crop bit into her flesh, moving closer and closer between her legs, a sharp gasp being wrenched from her lips as it tore into her perineum, so close to her intimate holes. She couldn't do anything to protect herself, her legs widely spaced, her pussy and anus exposed. How she wished she hadn't bought the crop now, her body tight as she waited for the inevitable.
Michael loved the way her body bounced as he slapped at her sex with the crop. He moved to catch the bottom of her pussy, standing over the top of the bed to get a better angle. The next time the crop hit her, it moved straight down her slit, harshly pushing aside her lips, the large leather tip moving inside to slap on her tender inner lips, the splat of leather hitting wet flesh ringing out in the room. Her scream followed next. She tried to bite back the scream, but it was still loud.
She couldn't believe the pain as the leather beat into her inner lips, touching places inside her where a whip should never visit. The pain was almost too much to bear, her sex never having been subjected to such treatment before. All of her other lovers tried so hard to please her, Michael interested only in his own pleasure. All of a sudden there was calm, and Lyn sensed Michael getting up from the bed, leaving her confused. And worried. She felt her legs being untied, Lyn quickly pushing her legs together, surprised that Michael was finished.
Michael drew her ankles up high over her head, bending her body in half until he tied them to the same bed posts as her wrists, her sex drawn up high into the air, her widely spaced legs leaving her open and vulnerable. Not only her pussy, but also her anus. He tied them down, his hand drawing along her thighs, moving to her pussy, his hand sliding over her wet slit. “So open.” His hand moved back over her ass, her cheeks pulled apart, the tiny star of her anus peeking out. He touched her asshole, feeling her jerk. “Here also.” He let his finger play with her tiny hole, seeing her trying to clench her cheeks together, the ropes keeping her open and available.
She braced herself for it, Michael not disappointing her. The crop came slamming down between her legs, this time higher up, slapping at her anus. If felt as if a red hot poker was shoved up her ass, her tiny hole going into uncontrollable spasms, burning as the leather stuck her directly on her anus. “MMMMGGG.” She clenched her lips tightly to bite back the scream, tasting blood as she bit her lip.
Michael began to strike her sex with the crop, her drawn-up sex so vulnerable, moving up and down her slit. He would slap at her anus, drawing a deeper scream from her lips, her body jerking in pain. He pulled back one lip of her pussy, exposing her pink insides, his aim accurate, smacking wetly on her inner lips. He moved to the other side, exposing her tender inner flesh, the leather tip smacking her sensitive flesh, the end of the crop now glistening with her juices.
She couldn't even keep up with the crop, that wicked instrument of torture that was dancing all over between her legs, Michael's fingers exposing her insides, the crop following to touch places that should never be whipped. She could do nothing but suffer the painful slapping of the leather crop, her sex ablaze in pain. He stopped, the shaft of the crop sliding between her lips, his fingers curling her labia over it, feeling Michael drag it inside her. The lining on the shaft was not smooth, but rough, dragging harshly over her tender insides. She rose up from the bed when it ran over her clit; the crop feeling as if it were over ten feet long as it never seemed to end, rubbing her clit almost raw. It was gone again, Michael releasing her legs, her back grateful, having begun to ache from the contorted position he had her in. She spread her legs for him when he began to rub her pussy again, his calloused hand almost soft after the harsh leather crop. He began to arouse her again, her emotions mixed, unable to discern the difference between the pain and the pleasure, each time one following the other.
"It's time to pleasure me, Lyn. I want my cock in that hot, tight pussy. And I want you to expend all your energies to pleasing me with your sex. I want to feel as if I am fucking a virgin.” He spread her legs out, moving between them, hefting his cock in his hand and rubbing it over her split lips, gathering up her abundant juices, coating the head until it was slick.
She heard the vibration, knowing that he had grabbed the last item from the bag. Michael pushed her legs up higher, bending her knees, spreading them back until she was opened for him. Not only her pussy, but also her anus. She felt the device touching her pussy, knowing that he was lubricating it. Getting it wet to make it slide more easily inside her. She was thankful for that consideration, but still regretted buying having bought it. An anal probe. She could picture it in her mind even before she felt it. The girl at the museum called it the Glitter Flamingo. It was long, over seven and half inches, a formidable weapon. It was three inches in circumference at its smallest, but a daunting five and half inches at its largest, Lyn concerned about that. It was beaded, the girl telling her that it increased the stimulation. Lyn's anal ring would be forced to open and close to accept the varying expansions of the beads. And the vibrator was a powerful multi-speed motor that would drive Lyn over the edge, according to the girl. “Please. Put your cock in me first.” She didn't know if she could take them both, wanting so bad to feel his cock fill her so completely.
"I would love to accommodate you, Lyn.” He pushed his cock against her pussy, his thick head already wet with her juices. He pushed, feeling her legs pull back, her pussy stretching over the head of his cock as if they were tight rubber bands, sliding down the shaft as he slowly filled her.
She could feel it inside her, every ridge, bump and vein on his cock as the thick shaft sank into her, Lyn bowing her legs out to accommodate him. She squeezed his cock, her inner muscles delighting in the way his cock jerked in pleasure each time she did, wanting so desperately to please him. She almost forgot about the probe, his cock quickly beginning to fuck her, making her take his powerful, deep strokes, Michael moaning as she squeezed her muscles with all her might as he dragged his cock out of her, relaxing as he pushed back in. She raised her ass up, feeling the cold, impersonal probe placed on her anus, Michael's hand slowly pressuring it inside her. She couldn't stop it, her anal ring forced to flower open, slowly drawing over the sleek probe as it sough entrance inside her. “EEEEHH.” Michael had switched on the probe, a gentle vibration massaging her rectal muscles, which were trying uncontrollably and unsuccessfully to push the invader out even as his fingers pressed it inside her. It burned as it slowly sank in, Lyn feeling her anal ring stretching to take the first of the three beads, slowly expanding, then quickly shrinking, wrapping tightly around the shaft as if it didn't want it to leave. She had never felt so full, both holes plugged, both of them twitching uncontrollably inside her.
Michael began to fuck her, pushing harder on the probe, the vibrator on high now as he slowly forced her anal ring to swallow the largest bead, hearing her moan as it sank deep inside her bowels. He could feel it buzzing inside her on the other side, only a tiny membrane of flesh separating his cock from the inanimate object that buzzed inside her. Her hips were dancing up and down, unrestrained by the bondage, eager to please him as he shafted her hard with his cock. Her insides clenched so tightly that he grunted each time he shoved inside her, feeling as if she was going to skin his cock with her clenching muscles. For ten minutes their bodies slapped against each other, their groans and the constant buzz of the vibrator ringing out in the room, their bodies glistening in sweat as they fucked each other so passionately.
Even the probe that filled her so deeply couldn't dampen the enthusiasm of his cock that raced in and out of her pussy, her insides clenched tightly on the thick shaft, grabbing every sensation it could as Michael fucked her. She tugged on her arms, feeling the rope dig into her flesh, wanting to feel the helplessness of her situation as Michael took her for his pleasure. And pleasure him she did, doing all she could do, her hips moving around in circles, feeling his cock touch her in places she was never touched before, the probe forcing her to tighten harder than she ever had before, her asshole even clenching on the beads buried deep into her bowels. Her swollen nipples rubbed harshly over his hairy chest, feeling as if they were being sandpapered. Her legs ached from the wide expanse; Michael's powerful legs pushing them down into the mattress leaving her sex drawn tight; his cock stabbing deep inside her.
Michael couldn't wait any longer, pumping harder, shoving the probe so deeply in her asshole that her hips rose up as if he had speared her up the ass. That was all he needed, plunging deep inside her, his cockhead banging against her cervix, buried deep inside her as he cried out. “Cum with me!” He shot his first load of cum inside her, feeling her muscles tighten on his cock. Her body rose up and shuddered, her inner muscles going crazy, clenching on and off his cock as she came with him.
It felt as if the probe was cutting her up the middle, but it was what she needed to drive her over the edge. Unable to control it, she accepted it, that and the power Michael had over her bound body. He shoved deeply inside her and came, spraying her with his cum, Lyn feeling as if a fire hose were inside her, blasting her insides with his powerful spray. She tightened her muscles and came, joining in, cumming like a man, feeling her juices cover his cock as she felt the hot cum deep inside her. She thought it would never end. Each time her orgasm would seem to subside, he would shoot another load of cum inside her, igniting another tremor through her body. Three times he came, three times she came, the probe continuing to stimulate her asshole, her insides clenching on the dual rods that threatened to tear her up the middle.
Finally Michael settled down on top of her, his cock slowly shrinking inside her, hearing her groan as he dragged the probe from her asshole, the thick beads slowly forcing her anal ring to stretch open until the probe popped out with an embarrassing pop. Michael got up from the bed, quickly untying Lyn, lying down next to her, snuggling her in the comfort of his arm.
She could barely catch her breath, Michael protectively holding her close to him, their sweaty bodies meshing in all the right places, no words needed between them. They lay there for over a half an hour before anyone said anything.
Lyn moved her head from his shoulder down over his stomach, but not before licking her way down, seeing his abs draw in tautly as she did. He didn't say anything when her hand lightly touched his cock, already semi-rigid, her fingers tightening around the thick shaft. She let her other hand slip and gently cup his balls, hefting the heavy sac, tightening her hand on them, a low moan coming from his lips as she did. Her hand began a gentle masturbation of his cock, her fingers wrapped around the shaft, sliding up and down as she felt it grow in her hand. The room was quiet, save the sound of his heavy breathing. She blew on his cock, making it jerk, her hand tightening as it throbbed.
"OOOOHH, God,” Michael moaned softly. He felt the sharpened fingernail rub harshly over the head of his cock, the intense pain making it feel as if a sharp knife were stuck into the rubbery head. But it wasn't just the pain that drove him; her hands squeezed his balls, her other hand gripping his shaft as if it were a vise, holding it tightly while she controlled the jerking of his organ. He also felt the pleasure, her hand moving up and down the shaft, her fingernail scratching just under the sensitive rim, his cock jumping in the hot confines of her soft hand. He could feel her hot breath on his cock, her head moving down, Michael holding his breathe while he waited. It didn't take long—a hot, wet tongue lightly running over the head of his cock, extracting such pleasure from him, feeling his balls tingle, knowing she must be receiving some of his juices in her mouth. His cock jerked again as she rubbed her sharp fingernail under the rim of the head of his cock, feeling his cock jerk in pleasure. Suddenly the head of his cock was engulfed in Lyn's hot, moist mouth, her tender lips slowly running over the head until they were tightly clasped around the head of his cock.
She loved the taste of his cock as it throbbed in her mouth. She began to let her tongue run over the head, tasting the drops of cum that leaked out from her oral ministration of his cock. She moved her head down lower taking more of the long cock in her mouth, her hand still gripping his balls, the sharp fingernail now over his perineum, lightly scratching the erogenous zone so close to his anus. She felt his hips urging up, forcing more of his cock into her mouth. It seemed to fill her mouth to overflowing, pushing out her cheeks, Lyn straightening her head, feeling the cock grow, reaching for the back of her mouth. Her hand continued to stroke the remaining shaft outside her mouth, stroking it up and down, feeling the cum leak from the head as she did.
Michael lay back in the bed and enjoyed her hot mouth and hands working their magic on his cock. Even though he had just cum, his cock felt so hard; her hands and mouth bringing such pleasure to him. Even the sharp nail on his perineum made his asshole spasm, hoping that her finger would move back farther and massage his prostrate. He fought back the urge to grab her head and shove it down onto his cock, wanting instead to see what she would do.
She began to move her head up and down on his cock, her lips tight around the thick shaft, her tongue slapping at the head. She loved the taste of his cock in her mouth, enjoying the power she had over it, her lips and tongue making it harder. She slid her mouth farther down his cock each time, remembering the way Michael had made her swallow his cock, his hands on her head, forcing it down until it breached her throat. She didn't like it when he did it, the choking and gagging turning her stomach. But she did enjoy the way he was pleased with her when he had cum in her mouth. She pushed the cock deeper into her mouth, almost expecting to feel Michael's touch on her head, but he seemed to be enjoying her mouth to offer any assistance. She let his cock sink deeper into her mouth, banging against her throat, the visual thought of his cock in her throat flashing through her brain.
He was struggling with the urge to cum in her mouth, wanting to see what she would do, the time to cum again almost there. He felt the head of his cock fill the back of her mouth, her hand preventing it from going any further. He would give her a few more minutes. A few more minutes to see if she would voluntarily take it in her throat, or at least try to.
She was at the point, the time to decide. She pressed it deep into her mouth, the thick head sitting poised at the entrance to her throat, a slight gag from her lips as she pressed it in. She took a deep breath through her nose, her nostrils flaring. She pushed with her head, her hand holding his cock rigid in her mouth. “EEEGG.” She choked, her throat opening, Lyn fighting the urge to vomit, pushing deeper, and breaching the tight opening, Michael's flesh entering her tight throat. She fought the urge to pull off, her throat muscles clenching uncontrollably, her eyes watering, the hard cock blocking her throat, sealing it shut. She gagged, her stomach turning, Lyn fighting the urges as she pushed her head down on the cock, feeling it push down her dry throat, feeling as if it were as big as a baseball bat. “GGGGG,” she choked, finally relenting, pulling it out of her throat, his wet cock, slick with her spit and his cum dangled in front of her. She coughed and sputtered, the sticky cum from his cock stretching from the tip of his cock to her silky lips. She licked it into her mouth.
Michael still did nothing, not even a word from his mouth as she tried to catch her breath. She sucked in a deep breath of air, her mouth opening wide, her lips slowly slipping over the head of his cock. Once it was trapped in her mouth, she let her tongue lap at the head, soaking it with her spit. She pushed it deep into her mouth, this time not stopping until it was buried deep into her throat. “CCCCGGHH,” she choked and sputtered, finally swallowing his cock in one gulp. She could feel it jerking around in her throat, sure that must be giving it a wonderful ride. Her throat muscles massaged the head of his cock as she gagged, drawing the cock even deeper into her throat as she reflexively tried to swallow. She was so proud of herself, taking it in her throat on her own. Deep-throating his cock. Michael was moaning in pleasure now, his hips moving up and down, sure that he was ready to cum.
He could feel the cum simmering in his balls, ready to shoot into her mouth, hoping that Lyn would take it from her throat before he came, preferring to cum in her mouth. He arched up his hips, a low moan from his lips as he was ready to shoot.
Lyn pulled his cock from her throat, sucking in the fresh air quickly, not wanting to get caught breathing in deeply when he came, afraid of his cum going down the wrong passage, choking on the thick crème. She pumped his cock with her hand, another hand slipping underneath him, sliding up to his anus, her wet finger suddenly and without warning plunged into his rectum.
"GGGGGODDD,” Michael cried out, surprised when he was anally impaled on Lyn's finger, her finger moving around deeply in his rectum, massaging his prostrate. That was all that was needed to send him over the edge, his hot cum shooting up his shaft, the pleasure racing through his body as he shot out his cum into her hot, waiting mouth.
She let her tongue flutter back and forth over the head of his cock, rewarded with the first powerful blast of cum in her mouth. The previous cum did little to decrease the volume, her cheek blowing up as his cum filled her mouth. Her tongue continued to fly across his cock, lathering it with his own cum, her hand gently squeezing his balls, her finger moving gently to massage his prostrate, feeling his cock jerk in pleasure as he came.
She made him cum again and again, each time her finger, hand or tongue would drag out another load of cum from his balls. She almost wouldn't let him stop, continually arousing him to cum again. Finally he stopped, his cock shrinking in her mouth, but not before she licked it clean, letting it slowly slide from her mouth, her lips tight around it as it pulled free, glistening with her spit. She got up from his lap, moving up to his head, her lips moving in and kissing him. Kissing him with her cum-covered lips.
Michael saw her coming closer, seeing the look in her eye. He didn't stop her, accepting the wet kiss, tasting his cum on her lips as her tongue dove into his mouth, filling it with the salty taste of his cum. She pulled her head back, a big grin in her face.
"You made me cum twice, you deserved the same.” She looked at him with that shit-eating grin on her face.
"And you enjoyed kissing me, your lips and mouth filled with my cum. Don't worry, it doesn't revolt me. In fact I love the taste of cum, though yours is much better. Not as thick."
"And I enjoyed being bound. The clamps and the crop were distracting at times. The anal probe is still out as far as a decision. A strange and uncomfortable feeling. Very disconcerting. And I imagine you loved the control?” It was almost a question, not a statement.
"I enjoyed the way you submitted. And such a lovely choice of toys. Very difficult for you to choose, I am sure. But the best part was you taking my cock in your throat voluntarily. Why did you do that?"
She waited for a moment, thinking, almost afraid of answering truthfully. “I wanted to please you."
"Even thought I am sure that it was painful and very unpleasant for you?"
"Yes. It meant that much to me to please you."
"You did please me. Very much.” He snuggled up against her, both of them quickly falling into a deep sleep, the enjoyment of each other exhausting them.
* * * *Michael woke up, his cock hard. That wasn't much different than any other morning except this time it was deep inside a hot, tight pussy, not his hand. He slowly opened his eyes, feeling the bed moving, not surprised to see Lyn sitting up on him, her naked breasts jiggling so nicely, a look of pleasure on her face. He looked down, her hips pumping up and down, his hard cock sliding easily in and out of her wet pussy.
She saw him awaken finally. “I just couldn't let a nice hard cock go to waste.” She smiled down at him, tightening her pussy on his cock, enjoying the way it made his cock jerk inside her.
Michael's hands went to her hips, moving her hips side to side, enjoying the way her muscles clung to his cock as it slid in and out. “A pleasant surprise.” He rolled her over quickly, getting on top, taking deeper strokes in her. “But I like being on top too."
"I'm sure you do,” she cooed back at him, grabbing his ass cheeks, driving him deeper inside her. “Just as long as you give me that lovely cock."
They spent most of the morning in bed, their sexual appetite almost insatiable. Their sex was almost all pure “vanilla", the toys that they bought the night before left in the bag. That was all right with both of them. It was nice to know that they could derive equal pleasure from “tame” sex as well, that they weren't so desensitized by the pain of BDSM that they couldn't also enjoy “traditional” fucking. Lyn had worried for a moment last night that Michael would only be satisfied if he could push her further to the edges of sexual deviation, always searching for something more shocking, more painful and more extreme than the last fuck. And she had worried that those measures would leave her unable to perform unless she was in pain, sweet orgasms eluding her unless she was being tortured in some way. She had concerns that venturing down the road of BDSM might permanently damage her sexual psyche, making her a pain slut only, instead of it being simply another form of sexual expression. But that was clearly not the case. Although he obviously had a dark, wild side to him, Michael was also able to take a simple pleasure in the slow, gentle fucking they had done this morning. He delighted in bringing Lyn to orgasm in various ways: urgently, firmly, and yes, even tenderly. Although Lyn suspected Michael was predominantly a Dom, and clearly preferred her submission to him, she saw that morning that he was capable of a vast array of sexual roles, and that made her secure in his presence.
Lyn was sad when Michael dropped her off at her apartment late in the afternoon, off for New York City that night for a week. A week without her. She left him with a reminder, stroking his cock until it got hard again. “I'll take care of it when you get back.” She struggled to get it back into his pants. He kissed her passionately, Lyn getting out of the car, not even looking back.


CHAPTER 5The Next Few MonthsLyn enjoyed her new job. Joseph, her new project leader, seemed to have energized the team she was on. Each time they met they came up with ad ideas that only got better, the clients unable to contain their enthusiasm for them. It was almost difficult to go home each night, especially when Michael was not around. Her only salvation was that Michael called almost every night, the two of them talking like school kids.
Marisa was usually at home at night, Eric spending the night often, not much on taking her out on a date.
"You did what?” Marisa couldn't believe it.
"I let him tie me up."
"Like with handcuffs? I let Eric do that to me."
"No. This was with rope. I was tied to a large four poster bed, spread wide."
Marisa could imagine the scene, Lyn naked on the bed, spread and at the mercy of her lover, and almost wished that she could have been there. God, she would love to do a threesome with Michael and Lyn.
"And I thought you were a bit timid in bed. Boy, did I have you wrong.” Marisa couldn't wait to ask. “Did you enjoy it?"
"He made me cum so many times I couldn't count.” Lyn just had to tell someone of her secret life. She figured Marisa probably did everything, so she would approve.
"Was that all? Tying you up?” Marisa had to know.
"Well, uh, no.” Lyn said, a bit hesitantly. She was almost afraid to tell her the rest.
"Spill it, girl. You're not going to leave me hanging. What else did you do?” Marisa asked with an eager glint in her eye.
"He whipped me with a riding crop.” Lyn blurted out.
"What did he do, just open up a suitcase and out popped rope and a riding crop?” Marisa couldn't believe it. How come she never met someone like Michael? Someone that would take her that way, forcefully, intent on his own pleasure.
"I bought them,” Lyn answered to Marisa's sarcastic comment.
"Yeah, right. You were driving down the street and you told him to stop at the nearest porn store, you needed some toys for the night.” She couldn't believe what Lyn was telling her.
"No, it was actually at the sex museum Eric told me about. They had a gift shop and Michael asked me to pick out some toys for the night."
Her own boyfriend was giving Lyn ideas, ideas he himself didn't even use on Marisa. “Wait until I get a hold of Eric. How come he never took me there? So is that all you bought, a riding crop and some rope?” she prompted, wanting to hear every juicy detail.
"Just one more thing.” Lyn waited, almost embarrassed to mention it. “An anal probe."
Marisa almost groaned out loud. The vision of Lyn bound on the bed, Michael fucking her with his cock, and Marisa with a strap-on fucking her in the ass quickly shot into her mind, the two of them taking Lyn ruthlessly. “I thought you told me you were an anal virgin? You wouldn't even let anyone touch your asshole?"
"That's still true, I guess. I'm still an anal virgin, never having been sodomized before.” She hated the word sodomize, but ass-fucking sounded much worse, something that only prostitutes and sleazy women did. “And I didn't really enjoy it, it burned something terrible. Yet for some strange reason it made me cum so hard.” Lyn still didn't understand it, not even trying to. She just knew she enjoyed it. “You don't have to understand everything in life,” she explained to Marisa. “Especially the enjoyable parts. You just accept pleasures as they come along."
Eric had fucked Marisa in the ass one time, never again. It hurt something terrible to take such a big cock in her tiny hole. And the cramps, her stomach turning when he pushed in so deep. “So are you going to let him do these things to you again?” Marisa asked.
Lyn thought for a second, it didn't take her long. “Yes."
"Because you enjoyed it?"
Lyn answered quickly. “No, because Michael enjoyed it."
Marisa laughed. “Damn girl, I think you just set women's liberation back fifty years. And enjoyed it. I've got to get Michael to teach Eric a few things."
"Now you just leave Michael out of this,” Lyn warned, suddenly feeling very possessive. She turned and walked away to her room. “I don't want Michael wasting any good ideas on Eric for you. I want them all for myself.” She smiled as she shut the door behind her.
* * * *It was a three day weekend, Michael returning to town on Friday. He invited her to San Diego for the weekend, this time to his apartment downtown. It had been a long time since she had visited the Gaslamp Quarter of town. Petco Park was now open for the Padres, and several high rise apartment complexes had sprung up all over the downtown, revitalizing the area.
Michael sent a limousine for Lyn, not wanting her to drive the 125 miles on a busy Friday night, and told the driver to take her directly to a swanky restaurant where Michael had made reservations for dinner. Lyn sat back in the deep leather seats of the limo, kicked off her heels and relaxed, both tired and exhilarated from work. After a pleasant two-hour drive, the limo came to a stop before a crowded restaurant, the door opening before the driver could even get out of the car, Michael bending in to greet Lyn.
"God, you look good,” was the only thing he could say, a glimpse of long, almost naked legs greeting him as Lyn scrambled to put on her heels. Her skirt rode up high on her legs, which were spread in a not-so-ladylike position.
She hadn't expected Michael to open the door, thinking she had time to straighten before the driver came around. She got out of the car and wrapped her arms around Michael, pressing her mouth onto his, enjoying the comfort that his lips brought to her, his tongue pressing into her mouth. She finally pulled back from the kiss, her heart pounding.
"You look ravishing tonight,” Michael said his lips wet from her kiss. He slowly ran his tongue over his top lip, and added “And you taste ravishing as well."
He better say that, Lyn thought to herself. She had spent the better part of the week shopping for the dress she now wore, having finally found the right one after hours of searching. It was a Dolce and Gabbana stretch satin dress in pink that clung to every curve of her body. The open front offered Michael a teasing glimpse of her braless breasts, the skirt short enough to show him how nicely the three and a half inch black pumps shaped her long legs. Hell, the pumps had cost almost as much as the dress, but Lyn had felt they were worth their price when she saw how they flaunted her legs. She wasn't even wearing panty hose, preferring lace top thigh-highs and a pair of pink low-rise panties. It had cost her a fortune, literally over two weeks pay, and Lyn had laughed to Marisa that she would be making payments on her outfit for a year. “Thank you,” she said modestly to Michael. “Just something I had in my closet."
"I don't think you've been out of school long enough to be able to afford something like that in your closet. I know designer clothes and that had to cost you a week's pay or more. We'll discuss your clothes later. For now, let's go inside and have dinner. I'm famished.” He put his arm around her waist, noticing all the men looking at her as they walked into the restaurant. “I hope you enjoy seafood. That's what they are known for here."
"I love seafood. Especially oysters,” she teased.
"Yes, I do remember that.” They walked past the massive 19th century bar. The Blue Point Restaurant was known for not only its tasteful nautical theme, but mostly for its excellent food and service, serving their clientele in San Diego for over ten years.
"Good evening, Michael,” the owner came over to greet them. He shook hands with Michael and turned to Lyn. “And you must be Lyn. Your beauty lights up our humble restaurant,” he praised.
"Thank you,” Lyn replied, noticing the way he looked at her, as well as the way all the men looked at her as they walked past, coming to their table, a large “reserved” sign in the center.
Michael smiled as he walked with her, sure that he was the envy of all the men in the establishment, and that all the women were jealous of Lyn. They sat down, Michael sitting close to her even though they were in a large booth. Lyn didn't seem to mind, and placed her hand gently, but almost possessively, on his leg. After the owner had taken their order, Michael listened as Lyn told him of her week at work, interrupting her with questions, glad that she was doing so well. He told her of his business trip, the success and the acquisition they were making of another software company that would double their sales in the next year.
The food came out quickly; the first out was a “Chef's Seafood Tower", which was a magnificent double-deck collection of succulent mussels, clams and other seasonal bi-valves, along with a table-level platter of fresh Ahi sashimi, sweet king crab legs, tender giant prawns and delicate snow crab claws. “It's almost a sin to eat this, it looks so good,” Lyn said as she stared at the feast before her.
Michael looked at her. “You should always eat anything that looks good."
Lyn looked up from the food. “You're not talking about me, are you?” She smiled her sexiest smile at him. “I think you've been away too long."
"I think so too.” Michael agreed. He started to eat, but never took his eyes off of her. Lobster bisque was next, offset with port instead of sherry. A crunchy salad of pressed arugula with toasted pecans, sweet baby figs and crumbled goat cheese followed. Lyn and Michael were already getting full and they still hadn't even gotten to the entrée.
"I hope you're ravenous in other ways,” Michael casually said, the entrée finally brought out. They both had ordered the grilled diver's scallops. They were so tender they practically melted in their mouths. These exceptional shellfish came with a hauntingly fragrant serving of ravioli stuffed with Portabello mushrooms and goat cheese.
Michael loved to watch Lyn eat, her appetite for food almost as ravenous as her sexual appetite, and he felt his cock harden as she licked her lips, his imagination getting the better of him. She saw the way he was looking at her and grinned.
"And what are you imagining?"
"Hopefully the same as you."
"Don't worry, we have three days. Unless you have some urgent business to get to instead of me,” she said, almost daring him.
"Nothing could keep me away from you. Nothing."
They dined for over two hours, slowly drinking wine as their food digested. “How far is your condo from here?"
"A couple of blocks. It's on the Embarcadero. Can you walk with those heels?"
"I can do anything for you,” she purred. She was almost glad for the walk, having indulged in too much good food and wine, and appreciated how warm the outside air was for this time of year. Michael held her hand, walking slowly, her heels tapping noisily on the cement.
He could almost hear the gentle swish of her walk, almost wishing he were in back of her, able to appreciate the lovely sway of her ass.
"You live here?” Lyn asked, looking up as they came to a stop..The building they stood in front of had to have been at least thirty stories high, large for a San Diego building.
"Yes, Bayview at the Embarcadero. It just opened last year. Nice view, but not as nice as the City. No building close by to spy on. No April to watch,” Michael said mischievously.
They took the elevator to the top floor, number thirty six, and the door opened directly into the condo. “You have the whole floor?” Lyn asked, impressed.
Michael nodded. “It's a small floor."
The condo wasn't small at all though, Lyn saw as they entered, but as big as most houses. There was a spectacular view of the bay and the ocean, the lights of Coronado Bridge shining brightly. Michael left her alone to see the rest of the condo, Lyn feeling comfortable enough to go from room to room, opening doors, peeking around. Michael had turned one room into an office, a massive glass desk gracing the center. All of the rooms were filled with contemporary furniture, but none so much as the living room. The couch and other furniture in it were all very modern. The two chairs surrounding the coffee table were sleek and oddly shaped, and Lyn was almost afraid to sit in them.
"Do you like it?” Michael asked, seeing Lyn observing everything.
"What's not to like?” she responded. “You have a great place here.” She then added, “Though the furniture in the living room does puzzle me a bit."
"You'll understand soon enough,” Michael said smoothly. “These pieces are designed to make things interesting."
Lyn understood already. The furniture Michael had was not made for comfort, but for availability. Or rather to make the person in it available during sex. Lyn had never even thought of buying furniture with sex in mind, though at the present moment she wasn't sure why. The idea seemed perfectly reasonable now that she had met Michael.
Michael could see her eyes light up and asked the obvious. “Or do you understand it already?"
"Yes, I do. So what do you have in mind?” She waited for a second. “I do suspect you have something in mind."
"I'll fix us a drink first. Have a seat while I do.” He pointed to a chair over on the other side of the room, near the windows. “Over there."
He left the room before Lyn could even look at the chair. She was not surprised when she saw it. It was a Le Corbusier Chaise Lounge. She had studied the 1960's art décor period in an art class, in which they had observed various examples of decor of that time, including furniture. The chair was known for its beautiful curves, shaped almost into a gentle “m". It was also known for a full range of reclining positions available on it, and Lyn was sure that Michael would have her in all of them. This one was a bit different though, having long chrome armrests that seemed almost to swoop up into the air at the front. They were almost like the stirrups in a gynecological chair, and Lyn was sure that Michael had that in mind when he bought it. She sat down on it, but not before bringing it into an upright position. She would wait to see what he desired of her.
She was sitting in the chair all prim and proper, as if her shapely legs weren't standing out so sexily, her dress having ridden up high, a peek of the top of her thigh-high stockings revealed. Michael bent over with her drink, which had been poured into a large glass, the outside covered in condensation from the cold ice it held.
"Scotch and soda on ice. I hope you approve.” He went to the other side of the room, sitting on the couch facing her. “Don't drink all the ice, though."
She knew that there was more to the drink than the scotch! He wanted her to have the ice available for a reason, Lyn thought, her mind searching for his plan.
"Did you masturbate while I was gone?” he asked her.
She looked at him, smiling. “Yes,” she admitted unashamedly. She added. “But I didn't cum. Which was very difficult."
"How come, no pun intended?"
"Because I wanted to save it for you."
"Would you like to masturbate for me now?"
"Can I cum?"
"Of course. Many times I hope."
"In front of the window, I assume?” She knew he loved exhibitionism, especially hers, though she suspected that he also liked to show his sexual prowess to the outside world. Michael was nothing, if not confident in his sexual abilities.
"I'm afraid I know of no voyeurs here, unlike in the city. But you can imagine they're out there if it gives you an extra thrill."
"I presume I'll have you watching?” She let her legs spread a bit. He couldn't see much between her legs, just an erotic darkness. But she loved to tease.
"Of course.” He settled back in the couch, putting his feet up on the small table in front of it.
"And the ice?"
"I thought that the ice would be lovely on your naked body."
"My nipples, I'm sure,” she smirked back at him.
"And your hot little pussy and asshole I hope."
"Are you trying to cool my ardor?"
"I don't think I could ever do that."
She was getting extremely horny, their sexual banter usually doing that. She stood up facing him, knowing the windows on her side and back would give any lucky voyeur a beautiful vantage point to see all that she did. She imagined a boat out in the harbor, a telescope peering through the darkness to see the brightly lit window on the top floor of the building, the sailor's cock getting hard when he spied her. She let her hands slide behind her back to unzip the dress, but not before she put her hands behind her head, bowing out her elbows, arching up her breasts for him. She could feel her nipples springing to life as they pushed hard against the material of the dress, almost wishing they were naked so she could play with them, remembering the ice. She could imagine the pain and pleasure she would feel when she touched them with the ice.
He watched her posing for him, her lovely tits arched up high, his hand reaching down to touch his cock. She reached behind and began to pull the zipper down in back, her hand in front holding the dress to her, preventing her from revealing herself too quickly, teasing him. She pulled the zipper down below her waist, both hands in front, one hand holding the center of the dress, the other hand slowly letting the dress fall from her shoulders, pulling her arms out until her hand was the only thing that was holding it covering her breasts.
She could feel her naked breasts pushed against the dress, her fingers so eager to touch her nipples, her pussy wet as Michael watched her slowly strip for him. She let the dress fall to her waist, her hands held at her side submissively, letting him take in the sight of her breasts. She smiled as she saw his hand moving gently over his cock, his pants pushed up high, knowing that she was the cause. “I see you like them,” Lyn observed.
"I love them, you know that,” Michael replied. “Now continue."
Lyn put her arms back up again, arching her lovely breasts up higher, the dark areolas accenting her hard and pointed pink tips. Even her breasts were tanned. Michael didn't have to even tell her what to do next. Lyn bent down to pick up her glass, Michael admiring the way her breasts hung down. She took a piece of ice out of the glass, letting it run around her lips, wetting them.
She teased him, sucking the ice cube in her mouth, wishing it were his cock, her tongue playing with it, seeing his hand move with more urgency over his cock. She brought the ice to one of her nipples, holding it an inch from the tip. It felt as if her nipple was growing to reach the ice, the ice so cold she could feel it on her nipple, a delicious mixture of pain and pleasure that made her wet with desire. She arched her back, closing her eyes, her hand ready. She clenched her teeth, almost biting her lip when the frigid ice touched her hot nipple, and squelched the scream that wanted to come out as the pain rushed to her brain. Her hand trembled as it held the ice against her aching nipple, the throbbing tip swelling. Gradually the ice dulled the pain, the blood pounding in the tip as she moved it around the tip, touching the dark areola, goose bumps quickly popping up. She moved the ice to the other nipple, sucking in her stomach as some cold water dripped onto her warm flesh. She braced herself for the ice, but nothing could diminish the shooting pain that shot through her chest when it touched her hot flesh.
Michael looked at the nipple that had just been visited by the ice, the tip so hard and swollen, a deep red, glistening in the light. How he wished he could suck it into his mouth and bathe it with his hot tongue. She shuddered again as she pushed the ice against her other nipple, her face grimacing in pain, her hand trembling to hold the melting ice against her warm flesh.
She dropped the ice back into the glass, her hands quickly rushing up to pinch and tug on her nipples, the hard tips needing the touch of her hands, her pussy dripping with desire. She yanked them harshly, stretching the hard tips, enjoying the pleasure between her legs when she pinched them too tightly. She could almost cum by touching her breasts, as the erogenous tips seemed to channel the pleasure directly to her pussy. She opened her eyes; Michael's eyes stared directly at her breasts, his hand rubbing his cock back and forth. “Not too fast,” she cautioned him. “Save it for me."
He let his hand slow down as Lyn let the dress slowly slide to the floor, over her hips and ass as she wiggled her hips back and forth. She was ravishing standing in front of him wearing nothing but a pair of low-cut pink panties that clearly showed her vulva, the dampness on the front clear evidence of her arousal, and the thigh-high stockings contrasting sharply to her tanned thighs, the heels making her calves taut. She even spread her legs, taunting him with her sensuality. Her hand slid down over one hard nipple, slowly over her abdomen, her eyes on him as it wandered down the front of her panties, her hips beginning a gentle motion as two fingers ran over her vulva.
God, she could almost cum, her fingers teasing her pussy as she watched him, his hand beneath the hard cock that she desired so badly. She pinched her labia just as she hoped he would, her fingers gripping it tightly, feeling the wetness beneath the thin panties. She spread her legs wantonly, pushing her panties into her slit, the thin material quickly soaked in her juices. She grabbed each lip with her hands, pulling the panty covered flesh apart, knowing that Michael was imagining far more than he could see. Her finger slid up and down her slit, her hips beginning a gentle fucking motion as she stood submissively before him. Her hands slid down to rub her inner thighs, her breasts hanging down to tease him, the tips swollen with desire.
"The panties,” Michael said curtly. “Slip them off. I want to see all of you intimately.” His hand gripped his cock, feeling it jerking in his pants. He slowly slid his zipper down, Lyn watching him, licking her lips in anticipation. “The panties,” he ordered her again.
She was startled back to awareness, her mind having wandered off in lust as she watched Michael taking his cock from his pants. She bent over slowly, lowering her panties, her legs coyly together. She kicked them off to the side, standing back up straight, feeling her juices running down her inner thighs, her pussy soaked. She spread her legs wide, almost three feet, feeling her pussy lips opening up. “Is this what you desire, Master?” She smiled as she teased him with the word Master.
He pulled his cock out of his shorts, his pants opened and pushed to the side. His cock reared up, his hand wrapped tightly around the shaft. He began a slow, gentle pumping. “Spread your lips for me. Show me everything.” Her hands slid slowly down, but not before they raced over her nipples, Michael watching as they popped to attention at the brief touch. She slid them down, slowly running over her labia then back up to grip her lips. She began to gently spread them, Michael's cock jumping at the wet, pink flesh revealed so intimately to him. “Wider."
She felt her lips pulling wide, Michael still not happy until she felt the tugging, Lyn looking down to see how exposed she was. She was surprised, her clit exposed, the red button standing out like a miniature cock, the spread of her lips pulling back the hood. His hands stroked his cock faster. She let her hand slide down to her vagina, two fingers on each side of the dark hole. Her fingers slid easily on the abundant juices, pulling back on them, feeling herself opening up for him. She grunted as it hurt a bit, four fingers inside her, yanking back her hole so harshly, all with the express purpose of exciting Michael. “My pussy wants your cock,” Lyn said.
"It will get more than enough of my cock. But first, show me that lovely virgin asshole. Turn around, bend over and spread your cheeks wide for me.” He stroked his cock harder at the thought of her tiny asshole exposed to him.
She didn't hesitate to turn around, bending over deeply, her legs spread wide. She reached back with her hands, grasping her firm cheeks, her fingers only centimeters from her anus and began to peel back her cheeks and expose her tiny hole so intimately for him. It still embarrassed her to show her anus to him, a spot she never considered erogenous until she met Michael, sure that he was going to teach her much more. She could feel her anus stretching, a slight burning pain emanating from between her widely spaced cheeks. Her hands trembled as she kept herself exposed to him, unable to see him, sure that his eyes were peering deep between her cheeks.
"Touch the ice to your anus.” He watched as she reached over to pick up a piece of ice, staying bent over. He could see the ice dripping on the floor as she moved it behind her, her body tense as she moved it towards her asshole.
"AAAGGG,” she cried out when the ice hit her hot hole. She felt the uncontrollable clenching of her tiny hole as it suffered under the stinging burn of the ice. She kept it pressed hard against her anus, waiting for Michael to say something. But it was not what she expected.
"Push it inside. Do it quickly before it melts in your hot, tight asshole.” His only regret was he couldn't see her face as she obeyed. She grunted in pain, Michael watching as her anal ring was forced over the thick, cold ice as Lyn pushed in harshly. Her anus was blocked by the ice and suddenly he watched as it slowly sucked it deep inside her, Lyn groaning in pain as her anal ring wrapped tightly around the thickest part of the ice.
It hurt badly, as her anus had to stretch to take the thick cube inside, the burning feeling combining with the sharp bite of the cold ice. She pushed harder, feeling her muscles suck the ice cube deep inside her with such swiftness that it drove the air from her lungs. It felt strange to have a lump inside her rectum, the cold making her muscles clench uncontrollably on the thick ice. She let her fingers keep her cheeks spread so Michael would have full view of her suffering. She could feel the goose bumps on her body as she shivered from the internal cold. At least the relief was quick, the ice melting quickly inside her.
"Another, Lyn."
She pushed another ice cube against her anus, grunting as she had to push harder, this one thicker. She could feel her anus flower open, the burning not as bad this time. “EEEEH,” she moaned, her hole swallowing the thick ice cube, this time with Lyn's finger following behind, sliding the ice cube deeper into her colon, feeling her finger trapped by her tight anal ring. “God, it's so tight."
Michael stroked his cock harder at the thought of his cock inside her, sodomizing her as she squeezed his cock with her ass muscles. “Turn around and masturbate for me Lyn. Cum with a finger up your ass."
She turned around, her hands sliding down to stroke her pussy, one hand sliding up and down her slit, the other playing with her clit. Once her finger was wet, she moved it around behind her, gasping as she slid a finger deep into her rectum. It felt strange, Lyn able to feel the muscles that clenched on her finger, moving her finger to touch places that had never been touched before. She pinched her clit harder, her hips shaking back and forth, impaling her finger more deeply inside her rectum. She couldn't believe how hot and tight her ass was—no wonder Michael wanted his cock inside her! She just couldn't imagine taking something that big and long inside her without having to endure a lot of pain and discomfort. But she knew Michael wouldn't care about that. She looked at Michael's cock, the head glistening with juices as he stroked it, Lyn wishing it were in her mouth instead. She bent her finger in her ass, feeling a masochistic thrill at the pain, her finger slapping her clit back and forth.
Michael watched her get ready to cum, her thumb pushing her clit into her pelvic bone, two fingers pressing deeply insider her pussy now, her other finger disappearing from sight. Michael could tell by her gasps and by the way her hips moved that the unseen finger was deep in her asshole. And not gently placed either, judging from the way her body jerked. He had to slow down the movement of his hand as he didn't want to cum yet. That was reserved only for Lyn at the moment.
"EEEEEYYY,” she cried out, cumming all over her fingers. She shoved her finger deep into her ass, surprised at her own cruelty, feeling the finger in her ass rubbing strangely against the two fingers that speared her pussy. It was all that was needed to make her cum, and she bathed her hands with her juices. Her legs felt like jelly as she pumped her fingers inside her, the orgasm racing through her body. She finally pulled the finger from her asshole, feeling the burn as it pulled out. The excitement had diminished, and Lyn now only felt the strange fullness of having a finger inside her. The finger was finally pulled out of her asshole, and Lyn was relieved to feel her ass empty again.
"Sit in the chair, relax.” Michael watched as she sat down, seeing the relief on her face. “Let it recline a bit Lyn.” He watched as her body slid back to a half recline, her naked body glistening from the sweat, looking all the more sexy. “Put your legs up on the armrests,” he ordered her next. He saw her hesitate, with the sexual excitement drawn from her body; Michael wanted to see how willing she was to please him.
She wasn't as aroused as she was before, her fingers having drawn out the orgasm that she had denied her body all week. She looked over at Michael's hard cock, his hand sliding slowly up and down the thick shaft. She smiled sexily as she drew her legs up, placing them on the armrests, the metal cold, and her legs high up. She slid lower in the chair, her ass rising up, her legs spread, her ass and pussy exposed in all their glory.
"I love your wet pussy.” He could see her juices glistening on her pussy, her thighs shiny with them. “Slide a bit higher. Show me that lovely asshole.” Lyn obeyed, and Michael saw her anus, now slightly red and inflamed. Not the tiny hole that it was before, her finger having forced it open. “Did you enjoy your finger up your asshole, Lyn?"
She didn't know how to answer it. “I guess,” she replied, confused. “It burned and felt strange. But it also excited me."
"Why did it excite you?"
"I imagined it was you that was doing it to me. Forcing me to take your finger inside me. That was what drove me over the edge.” She was almost a bit ashamed to tell him that. And also a bit fearful, afraid he would take it as a sign that she would willingly submit to him taking her in the ass. She was still not sure how far she wanted to go with Michael sexually. Or how far she could go.
He walked over to the chair, his naked cock jutting out before him, his hand still slowly stroking it. “Back a bit more.” He coaxed her.
She couldn't take her eyes off of his cock, wetting her lips at the thought of taking the lovely monster in her mouth. Her arousal bloomed again, as if she hadn't just cum only minutes before. She watched as he opened the drawer on a small end table and took something out of it. Her eyes opened wide as she tried to fathom what he planned to do to her with the object he held. She knew what it was and she was afraid of it, though she should have expected as much from Michael.
"It's called a Surge Master,” Michael commented as he saw the look in her eyes. “It will keep you occupied while you take my cock in your mouth.” His cock throbbed in pleasure when she licked her lips, the thought of his cock sliding along her slick lips and into the hot depths of her mouth almost making him cum.
It was a strange-looking device, if that's what one could call it. Nothing like the anal probe that she had bought. This was at least eight inches long with a ring on the end to make sure that it didn't slip entirely up her ass, not that she could even fathom something that big and sinister getting sucked inside her. The shaft itself was thin, but along it were three beads, each about three and a half inches in circumference. It looked like it had a soft jelly coating, but she was not sure how soft it would feel once it was actually in her ass. What scared Lyn the most was the head of the instrument, the name Lyn gave that particular part as it resembled the head of a cock at the end. It was larger around than the beads, about five inches in circumference. She could tell by the wire that ran through the shaft that it was a vibrator, but the nodules all over the head were sure to stimulate her much more than the vibration, but she was not sure how they would feel as they pressed deep into her colon. And deep it would go, eight inches of vibrating jelly, her anal passage having to open and close on the head and beads as it pressed deep inside her. Michael was testing her for the act of sodomy. “Are you going to use that on me?"
"No, you are going to use it on yourself while you are sucking my cock.” He gave her the toy along with a small bottle of KY warming fluid. She took it carefully, her fingers stroking along the shaft and over the beads before rubbing over the nodules on the head. “It should prove to be quite stimulating."
"Stimulating is not quite the word I was looking for.” Lyn said dryly. She wasn't sure that she'd even be able to get the monster inside her, never mind stroking it in and out for Michael's pleasure. Her only hope was that sucking his cock would arouse her enough to endure the plundering of her backside with the massive weapon. He moved in front of her, straddling her in the chair, his cock only inches from her mouth. She lubricated the toy, pouring almost half of the small bottle on it, sliding it up and down over the beads, smearing it liberally over the head with the strange nodules.
"Put your cock in my mouth.” His cock jerked from her hot breath casually blowing on it.
She let her lips part, but not before she licked them again. She saw him push his hips forward, her mouth opening as she felt his hot flesh sliding over her slick lips. Her tongue came out instantly, lightly rubbing over the hot flesh, her mouth instantly filled with the taste of his cum. Her tongue slapped back and forth over the tip of his cock, her mouth receiving the salty fluid that leaked out. God, it was so hard and thick in her mouth. She let her lips slide sensuously down the shaft, her tongue running around the thick ridge. She sucked his cock into her mouth, loving the way it slid over her tongue as it surged forward. She began to move her head back and forth over the hard cock, her tongue never stopping as she bathed it. It was so long, slamming into the back of her mouth, Lyn accidentally pulling it in too deeply, choking as it jammed against her throat.
"I think your asshole is feeling neglected,” Michael said as he moved his hands up. “I want to watch my little toy push inside you. Don't worry I'll take care of your hot mouth.” His hands moved to the sides of her head, Lyn reluctantly letting her hands drop to the tool that lay glistening on the table, greased up and ready to impale her.
She touched it, almost afraid of it as she picked it up. She turned the vibrator on low, anything to dull the pain she knew she would feel when she was forced to push it inside her. Michael had grabbed her head, his hips driving his cock in and out of her mouth. She continued to run her tongue over his cock, finding it difficult to concentrate on fellatio at the same time she had to deal with the toy in her hand. She felt it come to life in her hand, and she slowly moved it down between her legs. She arched her ass up a bit higher. She shuddered when she ran the vibrating head over her perineum, a strange thrill running through her body as she felt the pleasurable vibration. But she also felt the harshness of the nodules rubbing over the sensitive patch of skin that separated her pussy from her ass and she tried to brace herself for what she was about to do. “UUGGHH,” she mumbled from around Michael's cock as he pushed it deeper into her mouth, Lyn gagging as the thick cock filled the opening of her throat. It almost took her mind off the toy that lay touching her tiny anus, feeling her muscles fluttering at the strange touch on her backside. Almost.
Michael began to use her mouth, sliding his hips back and forth, her lips wrapped so tightly around the shaft of his cock. He enjoyed her oral skills, the way she was always willing to please him with her mouth, even allowing his cock into her throat. He watched as she poised the toy on her asshole, his cock throbbing in anticipation of seeing it slowly get engulfed by her hot ass.
She pressed the toy against her anus, thankful at least that it was adequately lubricated, even though it failed to stop the burning as her tiny hole opened to accept the huge head inside. She could only quietly grunt, the sound muffled by the thick flesh that filled her mouth. It felt strange as her anal ring slowly began to expand as her fingers kept constant pressure on the toy. It almost felt as if she were having a bowel movement, Lyn unable to control the muscles as they fought the intrusion. She struggled to push harder, her fingers trembling as she fought to push the cruel toy deeper into her most intimate hole. She felt the head of the probe slowly sliding in, her anal ring straining as it was forced to take the rounded head deeper and deeper inside her, stretching wider as the head thickened. The nodules felt strange, tiny bumps that rubbed harshly over her anus, her insides clenching tightly on the head. It did not feel like a smooth cock, but almost as if it was sandpaper sliding inside her.
Michael took short strokes with his cock, wanting to prolong his pleasure until he saw Lyn taking the toy inside her. He wanted to see how willingly she would comply with his perversions, especially those regarding her asshole. She probably couldn't see it, but Michael had a fantastic view of the head about to pop inside her, and anticipated that her tight anal ring would soon slide back shut, trapping the head of the toy inside.
It felt as if a softball were being jammed inside her ass, Lyn straining as she fought the desire to stop her own abuse, her hand pushing the toy hard against her own rectal muscles that strained to keep the foreign object out of her ass. There was a sharp pain that took her breath away, knowing that if Michael didn't have his cock in her mouth she would have screamed. Then the toy seemed to swish inside her, swallowed up in her ass, her anus quickly shrinking down to grab the thin shaft. She felt the head of the toy inside her, a giant lump that kept her open and her ass strained painfully wide over the unyielding toy. Her muscles clenched and unclenched in a series of spasms that raced through her body as her inner muscles fought to push out the intruder. But her anus had sealed it inside her, shrinking to grip the thin shaft. She tried to take deep breaths, but it was hard with a cock in her mouth, Michael waiting patiently.
Michael looked down. Her tiny hole had shrunk back down, but the three balls waited, the first one already pushed against her anus. “Twist it inside you, feel the modules,” he encouraged her.
She grabbed the toy by the ring on the end and began to turn it, her insides rubbed by the nodules as they moved back and forth as the toy turned. She wished she could control her own muscles that clenched tightly on the toy as she fought the urges that raced through her bowels, a strange burning as the nodules rubbed her insides raw. Michael was stroking his cock in and out of her mouth, her tongue beginning to race over the hot flesh, the toy in her ass taking her mind off of the thick cock that speared her lips. If that was at all possible. She pushed on the toy, feeling the huge head go farther inside her, stopping when she felt the first of the anal beads pressed against her sharply clenched anal ring. She remembered it wasn't as big as the head, but that didn't make it any easier for her to force it in.
Michael saw how she was willingly pushing the toy deeper inside her, slowing down as the first bead was battering at her anus. “Turn the vibrator on medium. And then push the first bead inside you.” Her fingers fumbled momentarily with the control and then the muted buzzing of the vibrator increased in sound.
She braced herself for the inevitable burning, and her fingers pushed hard on the toy as her rectum countered her movements, her own muscles trying to push the invader out of her ass. She felt the uncomfortable feeling as her anal ring slowly began to flower open, the slick bead not as harsh as the head with its hard nodules. It wouldn't have been so bad except the beads were large; her anal ring stretching until she thought it would tear. Her mind raced to the thought of having to take them out the same way they were pushed in, painfully, her anal ring having to open and close as it spread over the multiple beads. “EEEEGGHH,” she moaned out, the cock in her mouth muffling her cries. She couldn't control her muscles as they locked onto the thickest part of the first bead, stretched tightly. Then the probe suddenly slipped into her so quickly that it took her breath away, her muscles squeezing down, driving the toy a least an inch into her, a surge that took her breath away as she was suddenly filled with more of the thick toy. The head slipped from her rectum to burn deeper into her colon, the nodules rubbing her bowels as it stretched her open from the inside. Her anus slammed shut again, trapping over half of the toy inside her, the fullness giving her an uncomfortable feeling, her muscles tightening as she tried to stop the urge for a bowel movement.
Michael pushed with his cock, breaching her throat as she gagged and choked on his thick cock, her eyes opening wide. “How does it feel to be thrilled on both ends?” he asked. Lyn could only shake her head, an unintelligible garble coming out her stuffed mouth. He could see her chest heaving up and down, fighting to fill her lungs with air. “Breathe through your nose. Long deep breaths.” He coached. He saw in her eyes the struggle to contain the feelings that raced through her body. He pulled his cock from her throat, allowing it to sit on her tongue as she sucked in the precious oxygen that she sought so desperately.
She had deep-throated Michael's cock before, but with the toy in her ass her body was on overload, unable to cope with the feeling that raced through her. She looked up at him, seeing the look in his eyes. He wanted the toy buried completely in her ass. Lyn resigned herself to more unpleasantness as she fumbled with the control again, her fingers slapping the toy reverberating through her asshole. The toy buzzed to life, the head vibrating hard deep inside her. Even her anus was being thrilled, the shaft buzzing back and forth, touching her fluttering hole. She grunted loudly this time, pushing with her fingers until the second bead banged against her anus, not stopping this time, pushing harder until her ring began to stretch, though not as painfully as before, her anal ring already battered by the previous pounding. She felt it opening and then suddenly shutting down on the bead, her anus clamping down behind it again. She felt a new pain deep in her guts as the thick head and two beads were now buried in her bowels, pressing out on her tender insides, her muscles clenching and unclenching in uncontrollable spasms that raced through her body. Would this be what it would feel like if Michael pushed his cock inside her? Would it be as slow as this or would he be uncontrollable once the head of his cock was in her hot, tight hole?
Michael began to stroke his cock with his hand, leaving the head inside her mouth as he watched her impale herself on his toy. He could see the uncertainty in her eyes as she struggled with the emotions that raced through her body, impaling herself with his toy, doing it painfully for his pleasure only. “One more bead and then it will be all inside you."
She didn't hesitate, her other finger moving to her clit, attacking the hard bud, her pussy wet. She pushed in hard driving the remaining bead inside her swiftly with a quick shove that even shocked her as her anal ring literally swallowed the toy up, driving it deeply inside her before she could even begin to cope with the feelings that raced through her mind. Her asshole felt so full, a deep cramp in her stomach reminding her of how stretched she was on the inside, the irregular beads causing her muscles to clench uncontrollably. Would she ever be able to shaft the toy in and out like Michael would love to do with his cock, sodomizing her for his pleasure? The toy was buzzing away inside her, making her muscles feel like jelly. Her hips began an awkward jerking motion as her finger played with her pleasure button, a strange masochistic feeling racing through her as she was doubly taken, her mouth filled with hard cock, her asshole stuffed with the vibrating toy. Her finger continued to seek out her pleasure, rubbing all around the head of her clit.
"Fuck yourself with the toy. I want to watch your asshole stretch to take it in and out until I cum in your mouth.” Michael wanted to see how willingly she would submit to his perversions. And to see if she would climax while performing for him.
She sucked his cock hoping to take her mind off of the toy in her ass, her fingers busy with her pussy, one finger rubbing her clit. She moved her other hand back to the toy, the ring the only part of the toy now visible. The rest of it was uncomfortably inside her ass, feeling like a giant lump stretching her open. She sucked his cock deeper into her mouth, her tongue racing over it as she pulled the toy from her ass. She felt the last bead trying to pull through her anal ring, the stretching beginning again. It actually wasn't as painful as she had expected, her anal muscles having been shocked into submission by the toy. The first bead popped out unexpectedly, Lyn clamping her muscles down hard when she felt her anal ring suddenly close. She fought to relax her muscles as she pulled again, this time the next bead being yanked through, her ring closing. Then the final bead opened it wide again until it too passed, spasms gripping her body. All the while the thick head with the nodules rubbed harshly on her anal track. Lyn paused for a moment with the head pressed against her asshole, trying to mentally prepare for the fucking she was about to give herself. Then she pushed back in on the toy, harder than she expected of herself, three beads shooting deeply inside her as she gasped on the hard cock plugging her mouth. She pressed on her clit harder, grinding it onto her pelvic bone, pushing back and forth on the hard bud.
Lyn wanted to get it over quickly, the first time she had anything that large inside her ass giving her an uncomfortable feeling deep inside her asshole. She redoubled her efforts to make him cum, figuring that if she performed well with her mouth, his own orgasm would distract him from her ass fucking. So she set out trying to bring them both to a climax by sucking aggressively on his cock while jamming the toy in her ass. She pulled on the head of his cock with her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around the head to cause an intense suction. She worked her mouth like a vacuum, drawing his cock more deeply into her mouth with every pull of her lips. Her cheeks were sucked in, collapsing tautly under her cheekbones as her tongue jumped into play to entice more of his cock into her mouth. As long as Michael's cock wasn't jammed too deeply down her throat, Lyn could play with it and work the hard flesh, which she did passionately. She bobbed her head back and forth over his cock, allowing her tongue to firmly massage the head of it all the while.
Michael was ready to cum. He watched her anus swallow up the toy as Lyn pushed it deeply inside her again, her hips bouncing up and down as she played with her clit. She yanked it out, seeing her tiny hole flutter open to let the beads pop out, knowing the thick head was still reaming her out, the nodules taking their toll on her asshole. But that didn't deter her, the toy shoved back inside her again, Lyn's finger gripping the ring on the end only to yank it back out. All the while her mouth continued to suck his cock; her tongue never tiring from rubbing all over the head, lapping at his juices that leaked out.
She felt his cock shuddering in her mouth, knowing that she was about to receive a mouthful of cum. She yanked hard on her clit, pulling it out as she twisted it from side to side. That was all she needed, that and the powerful yank of the toy that was in her ass. It felt as if her insides were being sucked out, Lyn yanking the entire toy out of her ass this time, including the giant head. It felt as if a baseball was being yanked out of her butt. At the same exact time that the thick head of the toy was plucked from her anus, Michael's cock began to spew its abundant crème in her mouth, her tongue eagerly lapping at the thick crème. Her body shook and trembled as she came, her fingers covered with her juices, sliding two fingers inside her pussy, her other hand rubbing her clit. The toy vibrated noisily on the floor next to her, Lyn unable and unwilling to stop her orgasm to shut if off.
It felt as if she was sucking the juices out of his balls as he felt her lips grip tightly around his cock as she sucked it into her mouth. He saw her cumming, the first load of cum racing up from his balls, his body tingling from the sensation as he shot into her waiting mouth, seeing her cheeks bulge. He caught sight of the toy yanked from her asshole, the thick head sliding out, her anal ring pressed tightly around the head, the nodules rubbing her harshly. She threw it to the floor as she shoved her fingers inside her pussy, her clit yanked harshly as she came beneath him. Their bodies crashed together, their orgasms mixing as Lyn's hands and mouth extracted the pleasure from their bodies. Finally Michael pulled his cock from her mouth, Lyn reluctantly letting it slip out, her tongue licking it until it fell free. Michael pulled back, Lyn looking so beautiful as she lay there naked, her thighs glistening with her juices, her lips heavy with his cum. He bent down and turned off the vibrator, laying it down on the table near her. He bent down and kissed her, his tongue reaching into the depths of her mouth, the salty taste of his cum still prevalent.
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself.” Lyn smiled, laid back on the chair, her naked body bathed by the light of the room.
"How could I help it with that talented mouth? And I did enjoy the way your tiny ass took my toy."
She raised her ass up a bit from the couch. “It is a bit sore now. Arousal masks a lot of pain. But I'm glad I could please you."
"Let's go into the bedroom.” They moved to the bedroom, getting into the massive bed, Michael's arms curled around Lyn as she lay nestled in the crook of his arm.
Her hand naturally went down to touch his cock. “I see I'm not going to get much sleep tonight.” She felt that it was already semi-hard.
"Sleep is overrated.” He pulled her tighter against him, enjoying the smell of sex that permeated her body.
For three days they spent time visiting all of the places that Lyn had missed the last couple of years. From Balboa Park with all its museums to the San Diego Zoo, Michael took her anywhere she wanted, Lyn enjoying his company immensely. Michael was a fascinating man, both in and out of the bedroom. He was charming, courteous, and articulate, and Lyn found herself discussing a wide range of subjects with him. Their days were fun and carefree; Michael even displaying a youthful playfulness that told Lyn he had a lighthearted side to him, for all his intense ways. And at the end of the day they always ended up back in his condo, making love in the living room and bedroom to the early morning hours.


CHAPTER 6Lyn Wants More, For MichaelIt had been a whirlwind six months. Lyn still lived with Marisa, but she spent the majority of her time with Michael. She spent more time in limousines and airplanes then anyone she knew, going back and forth from New York City to San Diego. To make it easier for both of them, Michael finally rented a home in the Los Angeles hills. Michael tried hard to end up in L.A. by the weekend, Lyn glad she could finally just drive her own car to meet him.
To say that Lyn's sex life had gone from plain vanilla to the more exotic would have been a contradiction in terms. Michael had opened up a whole new world to Lyn, the world of BDSM. Or at least the bondage aspect of it; Lyn was not sure that there was much S&M in their sex. She could almost see it in his eyes, the concern Michael had of getting so carried away during their “games". He was so afraid of hurting her or scaring her away that he sometimes became almost too protective of her. His affection—Lyn was almost afraid of saying the word love—had affected the way he treated her. Of course, she still found herself bound by Michael, loving it when he had her on her knees in the center of the bed, her arms drawn back between her legs, tied to her ankles. She almost came each time he spread her legs, opening her up for him, her ass arched up submissively, her head flat on the bed. But her fear of anal sex had almost gone away, Michael not even mentioning it any more, no longer having any fear of being taken so ruthlessly. It seemed to Lyn that even some of his eagerness in their lovemaking had gone away, as if the fire had been taken out of their sex.
"You have to talk to him about it, Lyn.” She was told one day by Marisa, as she sat on the couch, surprised at what Lyn had told her.
Lyn could still talk to Marisa about Michael and their lovemaking. “I'm just not sure what I want” Lyn confessed. “It sounds so twisted, to say that he's being too considerate of me, as if I don't want or deserve his respect. I mean, I do want those things, it's just that I also crave that dark, forbidden lust that he introduced to me."
"I understand,” Marisa said. “You want that excitement that you had when you first met him. When you were more of a conquest, and Michael was eager to see how far he could push you.” Marisa wished she could find someone like Michael. Yes, Eric was good in bed, but he wasn't very imaginative, Marisa always having to instigate anything a bit “kinky".
"You're right. I want the one thing that I fear the most. I want him to sodomize me. Not because I would enjoy it, but because he would.” She had often masturbated, her fantasy of Michael behind her, his hard cock pushing painfully into her ass as she lay bound beneath him, unable to stop the thick cock from pushing painfully into her rectum. In her fantasy, he would then spank her ass, forcing her to grip his cock with her powerful muscles, milking the cock from his balls until she felt it bathe her bowels with his hot cum.
* * * *Michael was a little stunned, but not surprised by what Lyn had just told him over dinner. They had decided to stay home, preferring the company of each other, dining out on the patio, the lights of L.A. beneath them. He had been feeling almost the same thing. He had grown to love Lyn, though he had not told her in so many words. And that was affecting the way he treated her in bed. He had failed to reconcile his sexuality.
"I haven't used the word before Lyn, being almost afraid to. But I love you. And have since the day I ran into your lovely red tits on the beach.” He waited for her reaction, not sure what it would be.
It had finally been said. Lyn smiled at him, feeling a warmth spread inside of her. “You have made me so happy these last six months, Michael. Me and these lovely tits,” she joked, the mood almost too somber. She was too happy, finally hearing the word she had longed to say to him. “I love you.” She paused. “And I love the sex that you have introduced me to. I didn't know that I had these feelings inside me. I don't want them to go away. So much of this is new to me, but I think we can still have the love and the sex at the same time. It excites me to please you. Please you in ways that you enjoy. I want you to take me in any way you desire. And any place. My body is yours to plunder.” There. She said it. She was giving up her last virginity to him. Would he accept? She waited, staring into his big blue eyes, hoping to get some idea of what he was thinking.
"Well I do have the blueprints for a dungeon already drawn up. I think the contractor could start tomorrow and have it finished by the end of the month, though you might have to service all of his crew to get them to work that hard” Michael said, deadpan.
They both broke out laughing, Lyn almost falling off the chair. She finally got up and sat on his lap, her arms around his neck as she kissed him passionately, her tongue almost jammed down his throat. She pulled back, looking into his eyes. “Anything your heart desires."
"Are you sure?” he asked.
"I've never been so sure of anything in my life."
* * * *Michael didn't give her any hints, but she was sure that “it” would happen this weekend. It was the way he looked at her, his mind conjuring up all the evil things he would do to her, Lyn seeing those plans in his eyes. And she felt it between her legs, her pussy juicing each time he stared at her, his eyes promising to fulfill all of her fantasies. And his. Lyn was surprised that Michael was already home, the traffic on Friday night murder.
"What a welcome surprise,” she kissed him, enjoying the way his arms pulled her close to him. She felt his hard cock pushed against her, her hips beginning a slow, sensuous grind against the throbbing member.
Michael pulled her away from him, turning her around with her back to him before she even realized what was going on. He slipped the blindfold out of his pocket, easily able to overpower her and slip it over her head before she could even peep a word.
It went from light to dark in a flash, her perception changing as she was plunged into the depths of darkness.
"Hold still and don't move."
His voice was demanding, and Lyn felt her coat slip from her arms, hearing the rustle as it was thrown carelessly to the side. Her hands hung submissively by her sides, waiting for Michael's next command. A sharp slap to her ass reminded her of who was in charge. She shivered in fear and expectation, knowing that tonight would be it. He would take her as she had never been taken before. It felt strange to be led blindfold, Lyn afraid she might bump into something. The darkness had taken away more than just her sight. It was as if she lost all sense of direction, not even sure where she was any longer, Michael's hands ushering her along from room to room.
Michael had taken the day off to prepare for this, his skills as a handyman coming back to him quickly. He turned on the light in the spare bedroom and knew that Lyn would have gasped in fright if she had seen it. It was his bondage room, designed especially for Lyn. He had been acquiring the necessary tools and clothes during the week, the last of them arriving this morning, just in the nick of time. He stood in front of her, his hands slowly moving down her blouse, popping open each button with precision until he shoved it back to the sides, her white lacey bra accenting her lovely tits. His hands moved to her wrists, unbuttoning the cuffs, stepping behind her to slip the blouse from her shoulders, sliding it down her arms, letting it fall to the floor. She didn't do anything while his fingers plucked her bra open and sent it the way her blouse had gone, uselessly to the floor.
She was suddenly stripped naked to her waist, her clothes thrown to the side, her hands still at her sides, waiting. She could smell leather, her other senses having been heightened by the blindfold. She was turned to the side, Michael pulling both of her wrists back behind her. Then she felt it, the unmistakable feel of leather. It was almost like a pair of gloves, except these did not end at the wrists. She felt her wrists tugged tightly together as the leather moved up her forearms, tiny goose bumps appearing on her flesh. The leather seemed to keep going, moving up to enclose both of her upper arms, the leather getting tighter on her wrists and lower arms. It suddenly stopped having no more room to rise, the edge of the leather rubbing up against her armpits. She felt some straps go over her shoulders, and then a tugging, the leather pulled tighter around her flesh. She felt a pressure placed on her wrists, then move up to her foreman, the leather molding to her like a second skin. The final tug, on her upper arms, left the leather pressed tightly against her skin. It was as if her arms were one, wrapped tightly in a cocoon of leather.
Michael looked at his accomplishment with pride. It was the last item to come in today, UPS having arrived early, delivering the large package. It looked even better on Lyn than it had when he had taken it out of the box. He had chosen white leather because it would be highlighted by her tanned body. She looked like she was enclosed in a leather cocoon, her arms wrapped tightly in the single armbinder. It ran from her arm pits all the way down to her wrists, the end of the armbinder almost pointed. Three thick straps were cinched tightly, securing her wrists, her forearms and her upper arms. Two shoulder straps made sure that it stayed up. Large metal rings were strategically placed on the end, one on each side at the elbow and the upper arm, ready to be secured to anything he desired. He hooked his fingers in the large metal ring at the end, slowly drawing it up, watching as Lyn was forced to bend over as her arms were drawn up behind her.
She could feel her breasts hanging beneath her, her arms almost having been pulled straight up into the air. Lyn almost felt a touch of claustrophobia with her arms so completely encased. She hadn't expected anything like this. Not that she could have expected anything from Michael—he was too unpredictable. The room was suddenly filled with light, the blindfold pulled from her head. She caught glimpses of strange pieces of wooden furniture, that she had never seen before in the house. Lyn trembled in fear as she caught a glimpse of ropes and chains laying on a large table before she was suddenly plunged back into the darkness. She struggled briefly as a tight mask was placed over her head sliding down, the odor of leather filling her nose. Hands forced the strange mask down, and Lyn felt the leather press tightly against her skin. She panicked when it passed over her nose, then felt relieved when she realized she could still breathe. She felt fingers prying open her mouth, something large and round forced into it, hands pressing her mouth open wider as her lips were slowly stretched. She finally felt some relief as the large ring was pushed into her mouth, her lips open in a wide circle, her tongue hanging out uselessly, drool already running down her chin. She could only give a muffled noise, her jaw already aching.
Michael pulled the mask down, his cock almost cumming from the sight of Lyn in it. It was black leather that went all the way down below her chin. The eyes were sealed, small holes for the nose. Best of all was the mouth. A large, very large ring gag was forced into her mouth, leaving her gaping open. He could see her tongue inside, rolling around, unsure of what to do. Drool was already staining the leather as Lyn sought to grow accustom to her mouth being so open and available. He cinched the leather straps on the mask, two thick leather straps that wouldn't allow Lyn to escape from it. It would also enforce her obedience, the tightness securing her for whatever he desire for her body. Large “D” rings protruded from the sides of the mask, as well as on the top of the mask, all built to secure Lyn in whatever position he wanted.
The mask felt so tight, almost painful against her forehead and around her neck, Lyn hyperventilating while she learned to breathe through her nose. Her body began to panic, the leather that encased her arms and now her head scaring her, the ring gag giving away Michael's intentions. Settle down. Take a deep breath. She sucked in as much air as she could, breathing slowly, trying to relax, though it was difficult to do so, being bound and half naked. Terrible thoughts ran through her mind since she had briefly seen the various things Michael had in the room. What had she gotten herself into? Then she scolded herself for her thoughts. After all, it had been her that had suggested this.
Michael gave her a few minutes to grow accustomed to her new situation, noticing that her lovely breasts were slowly moving up and down, her breathing returning to normal. She was finally resigning herself to her position and the helplessness of the situation. It was time to continue. He pulled out the last item to secure her. It clanged to the floor noisily, Lyn jumping at his side. He picked up the spreader bar. It adjusted from twenty-four inches to thirty-six inches, more than adequate to keep Lyn open and available to him. Michael decided to prepare her, and said, “First you need to be naked.” He knew that it would be difficult for her to hear him, the leather mask covering her ears, but he knew that once a person's senses were taken away, the others would become more acute, and he was sure that Lyn was trying desperately to hear what was going on. He didn't take long to strip the skirt off of her body, Michael slipping off her white thong next with skill and precision. She didn't even fight as he let his hands slip between her thighs urging her to spread her legs. He left her heels on, loving the way they showed off her legs. He bent down and slipped the first ankle cuff on her, tightening it, watching as the black leather dug into her skin.
She knew what was next, but the noise had scared her anyway when Michael had dropped the object. She knew he held a bar that would be used to spread her legs for him, even though she would have willingly done it. Or would she? Not sure what Michael had planned for her. She felt the leather wrap around one ankle, then her other leg being grabbed by Michael's hands. He spread her leg wider until she felt a dull ache in her crotch, the other ankle expertly strapped onto the spreader bar. She felt a fumbling at her ankles and then felt the pressure as her leg was pushed outward, the spreader bar opening up wider, her inner thighs beginning to ache as her legs were spread obscenely wide. She could only imagine how she must look, encased in the leather that covered her head and arms, her legs spread wide, open and available to whatever perversions Michael would decide to inflict upon her. And she could do nothing to stop him. Still, she felt the wetness between her legs as he spread them, his touch lingering on the inside of her thighs, Lyn imaging his thick cock entering her.
Michael had the final garment for Lyn, something for those lovely tits. He picked up the leather bra, finding it online last week, two-day delivery bringing it on time. He slipped it around her easily, as the bra had no shoulder straps. “Perfect for those already bound” it advertised. He cinched it tightly, making sure that it compressed those lovely two breasts between the two leather binder straps that circled the flesh, the “O” ring in the center pulling them tight. A slim leather strap hung from the “O” ring, Michael pulling it up until he secured it to the lower “D” ring at the neck of her mask. He pulled it tighter, threading it through the “D” ring, watching as the breast binder began to tighten and pull up, the lovely flesh of her breasts tugged between the leather binders growing tighter and tighter.
Lyn felt the pressure as the leather dug into her breasts, feeling them being yanked up, the flesh forced together as the unyielding leather trapped her breasts. The blood began to rush to her nipples as she felt her breasts being forced out, the pulsating of the blood in the tips making them hard. She could only imagine how out of shape they were being forced, the leather pushing them high into the air, the blood pounding in her nipples.
Michael liked the way she looked now, her body trussed up, open and available for him. He pushed her towards the large dresser standing about four feet high in the back of the room. Her feet shuffled noisily as she tried to move, the spreader bar leaving her with only limited movement. He backed her against the dresser, hearing her grunt as the knobs dug into her back and ass. He bent down, a leather lead securing the spreader bar to the legs of the dresser. He picked up another leather lead, securing it to the large “D” ring on the top of her head.
She felt her back straining as Michael pulled her head back onto the large object behind her. She could feel her breasts push out, the leather bra digging deeper into her flesh, her legs unable to move as her body bowed backwards. She got a bit dizzy as he bound her face up, her neck bent back, feeling a pressure as something kept her head secured to the piece of furniture. She was almost bent in half backwards, aching from the unnatural position.
Michael loved the way her body was presented, her tits so available, sure that the leather was cutting into them sharply. Her wide-spread legs left her pussy open and available, the juices glistening on her lips giving testament to her arousal. Michael slowly stripped off of his own clothes, watching Lyn's body glisten as she strained under the extreme bondage. He stroked his cock, enjoying the way Lyn tried to squirm unsuccessfully from the uncomfortable position. Her head shot up, yanked back by the leather lead that kept her pinned to the dresser as his hand shot out and slapped her between her legs. He enjoyed the sound as his palm hit her unprotected sex, slapping harshly between her lips, feeling her juices on his hand. Lyn had not expected this. Only a muffled sound came from her bound mouth, her legs straining as they tried to close, her inner thighs clenching. But the spreader bar was effective in keeping her open for his pussy spanking. He felt her cringe when his hand rubbed her pussy, his fingers sliding up and down her slit, pushing aside her puffy lips, finding her wet and wanting. He slipped two fingers inside her easily, spearing her insides with his fat fingers, feeling her gripping them with her powerful internal muscles. His thumb found her clit, smashing it hard against her pelvic bone as he ground it back and forth, feeling her body shaking.
It stung, hurt and felt good all at the same time. Michael surprised her, more like shocked her when he spanked her pussy. She tried to close her legs, finally giving up as she struggled against the bondage Michael had placed her in. She had never been so completely bound and helpless as she was now. And Michael planned to take full advantage of it, Lyn knew, unable to do anything but submit, her body just a plaything for his enjoyment. But she also felt the pleasure as his fingers explored her sex, stroking and plunging inside her as she shook in ecstasy, her juices flooding his fingers. She braced herself when his fingers pulled out of her pussy, knowing what was next. It didn't take long, his hand returning, slapping her hard on her pussy, her lips bearing the brunt of the punishment. She felt her lips smash together under his hand, a wet thud sounding in the room. God, it stung, her pussy not used to such pain. But his fingers then returned the pleasure that he gave her.
He alternated between spanking her pussy and caressing her sex, always leaving her on edge, brought first to the height of arousal, which was then deserted for the pain of his hand spanking her on her sex. He touched her lips, now swollen from the painful spanking, the lush lips now red from the abuse he was inflicting on them. But each time he plunged inside her, three fingers now pressed deep in her hot pussy, he found her wetter, her muscles clenching on him. Even her clit was hard and red, Michael slapping it back and forth, Lyn jerking each time his fingernail hit it harshly.
Her back ached from the arched position of her body, open and vulnerable as Michael played her body like a violin. He was a superb maestro, her body an instrument that was taken to a crescendo from pain to pleasure and back, each time Lyn feeling empty and unfulfilled, craving the orgasm that he always brought her so close to each time. She finally felt some relief when the slack came into the mask on her head, Lyn able to rise up again. She felt herself freed from the straps, but the spreader bar left in place to keep her open. She was marched unceremoniously to the center of the room, her bound legs shuffling noisily. She felt strange feeling as her body was bent over, Michael's hand pushing down on her back until she felt cold leather pressing against her hip bones, her body sliding slightly until she was bent over deeply, her head hanging almost upside down. She began to get dizzy as the blood rushed to her brain. She felt a tugging on her mask again, pulling on her head, finding herself secured in the pinned position. She tried to shuffle her feet, the spreader bar still keeping her effectively pinned and spread. She felt the bench, or whatever she was bent over, rising up slowly, her ass arching up higher and higher, Lyn already fearing what was about to happen. She suspected that her anal virginity was about to be taken from her, sure that Michael was readying her to be sodomized. She found it almost disconcerting that her pussy was getting wetter at the thought of it, her arousal at such a heightened point by Michael's hand that had extracted such pain and pleasure from her pussy.
Michael moved the bench up higher, small cranks on the side making the leather bolster that was under Lyn move up. The bench was bolted to the floor, the wooden beams that supported the bolster thick and imposing. It was built to hold a female in the provocative bent-over position, forcing her ass up high in the air, available for punishment or plundering. In this case, Michael intended to finally sodomized Lyn, taking her ass for his pleasure. He snapped the spreader bar that kept her open to the ends of the bench, not wanting any movement from her. He looked down at her exposed position, pleased at the way her ass was raised up submissively, as though she were offering her virgin asshole up for sacrifice.
She could feel the cool breeze of the room on her anus, knowing that she was spread so wide that her cheeks were parted, her legs aching from the wide-spread position that left her vulnerable to Michael. She could only grunt into the ring gag that kept her mouth open as she felt the sharp sting of Michael's hand on her ass, the skin burning. She could hardly move, her body cinched tightly to the floor by the mask, her legs bound to the legs of whatever held her in the bent-over position. Her other cheek felt the sharp bite of his hand, a warmth taking to her skin, Lyn sure that he was reddening them quickly. He caressed her ass cheeks slowly, and Lyn braced for the next slap that she knew was inevitable. Michael loved to treat her to the twin sensations, pain and pleasure at the same time, confusing her emotions, making her susceptible to the perversions he would impose on her body.
Michael loved the feel of her taut ass cheeks beneath his hand, feeling her tighten her muscles when he touched her, unsure of what he would do to her. He slapped her four more times, each time her cheeks clenching tightly, her tiny anus opening uncontrollably, so open and vulnerable. He looked at his swollen cock and her tiny hole, his cock jerking in pleasure as he thought of how hot and tight she would be once he entered her. He moved away to get the warming oil, rubbing it on his cock until it glistened in the bright light. He also dabbled a bit on his index finger and moved it to her anus, seeing her jump. Her muscles attempted to clench shut when he touched the hot opening, but her bonds ruled out any chance of his fingers being kept from going where they wanted. She could do nothing to deter his task, he knew, and his finger slowly circled the tiny hole.
Lyn couldn't believe the sensations she felt in her anus, his fingers touching places that she never knew existed, the tiny pleasure sensors that ringed her anus. Even the perineum that separated her anus from her pussy would send shivers through her pussy as his fingernail lightly scratched the tiny patch of skin. She felt the pressure as his finger moved to her anus, seeking entrance to her most forbidden hole, Lyn unable to do anything but submit. She tried to accommodate him as much as she could, pushing back with her ass, straining her muscles as the finger began to spread her anal ring. His finger felt slick, her anus unable to stop it as she felt her hole flutter open, the tip of his finger entering her rectum. She felt it pressing against her muscles, teasing them as they sought to push out the intruder, her muscles clenching on the fat finger that was inside her. It seemed to worm its way deeper inside her, Lyn feeling his knuckles as it pressed against her inner muscles, sliding further inside. She fought the strange reflexes in her body, tightening her muscles as the wicked finger drove inside her colon.
He couldn't believe how tight she was, her hot insides clenching on and off of his finger as he twisted and turned it inside her asshole. He wasn't sure if she was fighting or accepting his fingering of her asshole, but either way Michael was sure she would be a delightful ass fuck. In her bound position, she had little choice of stopping her sodomy. He let his finger slide out, feeling her insides tugging on it as if she didn't want it to leave. Now that was more like it. Not to disappoint her, he slipped two fingers back inside her, watching as her anal ring slowly stretched to engulf the twin digits, sliding along his fingers as he shoved them back into her, wiggling them back and forth as he plunged inside her, making her feel them moving about inside her. He stopped when he got up to the center knuckles, twisting his fingers as her anal ring stretched around the thicker joints, feeling again how tight she was. He pushed again, feeling her body jerk as he plunged two fat fingers into her rectum, pushing hard on her muscles.
The feeling of those two digits felt to Lyn like a baseball bat had been shoved up her ass. She tried to control her breathing, tried to calm down the shock that was dealt to her poor asshole. But even as she willed herself to relax, more fingers entered her, Lyn not even able to distinguish how many, just knowing that her insides were being stretched too widely. His knuckles rubbed harshly against her anus and inside her, his fingers pressing on her muscles. Lyn tightened up her muscles, fearing that she would lose control of her bowels. How could she possibly take his cock inside her? Even though she had been forced to shove that evil toy in her ass, it was nothing as formidable as his cock. Michael's cock was thick and hard, eager to plunder the depths of her bowels. And unlike the malleable rubber of the toy, his cock would not bend to adjust itself to her body, but would be as forceful as a battering ram, especially with Michael's strong hip action behind it. Lyn tried to move her hips, but his fingers followed her limited movements, always pressing deeper until she felt his knuckles banging against her anus.
She knew what he was doing. He sensed that she was trying to ease the sensation of his fingers and he wanted to make sure she felt no relief from the pressure he was forcing into her ass, wanting her to feel the absolute control he had over her. Each time her hips moved the slightest bit, he counterthrust to remind her that any attempt at escape was futile. Lyn felt enslaved to him, bound and forced to recognize his strength. He slapped her ass, her muscles clenching tightly in response, her ass burning from the thick fingers moving inside her.
Michael pulled his fingers almost all the way out of her asshole, leaving just the tips of his fingers inside her stretched anal ring. He took another finger, sliding along the two still inside her and began to press in. Her anal ring strained to take the massive fingers that sought entrance, stretching wide like a giant rubber band until it snapped shut on the three digits. He pushed inside her, a muffled groan coming from her mouth as his fingers were slowly swallowed up by her hot, tight ass.
Lyn remembered that day they had run into each other on the boardwalk, their second encounter. She remembered marveling at the size and strength of his hands when they had eaten lunch at the restaurant that day, wondering how his hands would have felt upon her. Well, now she knew. And it was more than she had bargained for. As big as his fingers felt, Lyn knew his cock would feel even more massive, and panicked a little at what was to come. His fingers were already stretching her painfully wide, her ass burning as they pushed deep inside her. How could she take any more? God, they felt huge, moving around inside her, nipping at her tender insides as they pressed so deeply into her colon that she thought they would come out her mouth any minute now. Though she knew he was only preparing her. Preparing her for his hard cock. The fingers moved about her insides, twisting back and forth, each time trying to press deeper into her, his knuckles banging against her stretched anus.
Then she felt a sudden rush of relief through her body as his fingers slowly pulled out, Lyn clenching her anus as it was suddenly emptied, a strange feeling passing through her, as if she had just evacuated her bowels. Her muscles continued to clench uncontrollably as she fought the sudden emptiness inside her. She felt his hands on her hips, then the expected touch of hot flesh on her anus, the hard rubbery head of his cock poised on her throbbing anus.
Michael couldn't wait any longer. He had fantasized about this for six long months and now he needed to feel her hot, tight asshole wrapped around his cock. He pulled his fingers out of her, her muscles fighting them every inch as if she didn't want to let them go, watching her tiny anus quiver as it slowly shrank back down in size. It was slightly red now from his fingering, slippery with the oil, ready for his cock. He poured more oil on his cock, stroking it from the head all the way down the shaft until it glistened in the light. He paused for a moment to admire it—never had it looked this hard. Michael's cock looked like a long sword that had been dipped in oil, and it would in fact be used as a weapon tonight, a weapon of pleasure. He would plunder and ravish Lyn's asshole, and she would be forced to enjoy it no matter what. He got into position and pushed it between her wet pussy lips, her puffy lips enveloping it in her heat. He had to fight the desire to shove it deep inside her pussy, but he had to have her asshole. He was so ready to introduce her to the joys of sodomy. He fisted his cock and rubbed in up over her perineum until he found the tiny hole, greased for his cock. He pushed the head of his cock against the opening, feeling her muscles already begin to fight the intrusion, keeping his cock straight as he began to ruthlessly push inside her. He felt her jerk, his hand gripping her hips tighter as his hips began to push forward. It actually took a few tries. Lyn's tiny hole put up such a valiant fight, barricading itself shut and causing his cock to jam against her opening and bend slightly from the pressure. But her asshole could not stay strong for long, and he finally began to push in. Michael watched with a hiss of pleasure as his cock entered her hole, seeing her anal ring straining as he pressed forward, the tiny ring slowly stretching as he began to win the battle.
Lyn tried to relax her muscles, but they refused to listen. She felt them tighten as his cock sought entrance to her asshole. She began to sweat, her body shaking as she felt her anus begin to stretch wider, burning as Michael's cock continued its relentless pursuit inside her. She screamed in her head, the ring gag allowing only muffled sounds from her mouth as she felt the pain as his cock finally succeeding in breaching her ass. Now it felt as though two baseball bats were in her ass, driven home by the Major League's M.V.P.! She wanted to laugh and cry at the same time. Her anus was stretched so tightly that she was sure he had torn her. She hyperventilated, sweat running from her body, her head dizzy as she felt the head of his cock inside her rectum, jerking in pleasure as her muscles tried desperately to push him out, unable to cope with something that large being shoved inside a hole that was meant to only push out. Michael's fingers clenched tightly into her hips, keeping her in position, her body bent securely over the bench, legs spread, head trussed and bound. She felt him waiting, almost afraid of him moving as she tried to grow accustomed to having something that large inside her ass.
Michael enjoyed the heat of her insides, the tightness of her inner walls as the muscles of her rectum clenched almost submissively on his cockhead, poised patiently as he let her feel his cock inside her. He couldn't wait any longer, and his hips began the slow, gradual entry inside her, pushing in millimeters at a time, pulling out, pushing back in again, each time going a bit deeper inside her. Her insides clung to his cock as they resisted, sucking and squeezing on his shaft as he sought the depths of her bowels. He groaned in pleasure, his forehead dripping as he forced his cock into her resisting asshole. When he pulled out, her insides gripped so tightly on his cock that he grunted from exertion. His cockhead was gripped in a stranglehold by her anal ring, stretched as tightly as a rubber band just below the rim, snapped shut. He pushed with his hips, her insides finally beaten into submission, and sent over half of his cock into the hot depths of her colon. He pulled back again, then thrust in, her body shoved hard against the bench as he managed to bury over three quarters of his thick cock inside her asshole.
Lyn couldn't believe it. She had done it. Her insides had swallowed his cock, her muscles finally relaxing. The burning was replaced with a strange feeling of fullness, as if she had just finished a big Christmas dinner. She could feel every lump, bump and vein on his cock as if her hand were running over it as her insides clung possessively over the shaft Michael had buried inside her. Each time he fucked his cock inside her, she thought he had reached bottom, but each time she was surprised as it sought out parts of her body deep inside her that had previously been untouched. It seemed like there was a snake inside her, boring into the hot depths of her bowels, relentless. She felt a sharp pain in her stomach, his cock forcing her colon to straighten out. It felt as though her insides were being sucked out each time he pulled, his cockhead never quite pulling the complete way out, always poised inside her rectum, hesitating only seconds before it would plunge back inside her again, each time moving faster, her muscles having long since given up the fight.
He finally pushed in, his abdomen slapping hard against her upturned ass with a loud slap, his cock jerking in pleasure as his cock was firmly encased her hot, tight asshole. It felt as if his cock was covered tightly in a soft leather glove, her muscles clenching so tightly around his shaft that all the blood rushed to the head. He wanted to explode inside her depths but waited patiently, savoring the feelings running through his cock as her body shuddered. He began the slow withdrawal, looking down to see her anal ring running up the shaft of his slick cock as he pulled out. Inch by inch was withdrawn from her tight asshole. He didn't wait this time when it was almost all the way out, but plunged back in so quickly that he filled her completely again in seconds.
It felt as if his entire arm were inside her ass, his thick flesh filling her asshole as he buried his cock deep into the depths of her bowels, an occasional sharp pain reminding her of how big his cock was. She felt his balls slapping against her pussy from behind as he finally succeeding in making her take the full measure of his cock. Lyn tried to breathe, her body going from cold to hot, unable to comprehend the act of sodomy, the mask and the arm binders clinging to her sweaty flesh. She felt his hands slide over her back, moving down to lightly touch her hanging breasts, fingertips lightly touching the tips and making them harder. As he reached over, his cock seemed to bore deeper inside her, her muscles clenching on it in response. She felt his hips pulling back, the thick head of his cock reaming out her asshole, a tight vacuum formed behind it, feeling as if he was trying to drag her guts out with his cock. It seemed to go on forever, Michael finally stopping only long enough to change direction, his hips driving his cock deep inside her colon, her breath taken away as she went from empty to full in only seconds. It paused, then pulled out, Michael beginning to fuck her with his cock. Only this time it was different. It was her asshole that was being taken instead of her pussy and her bound body could do nothing but hope to please him.
Michael almost climbed on top of her back as he reached over to find her clit, his hands sliding between her legs, finding her pussy soaking wet, not at all surprised. She had been such a good girl and now he was going to reward her. He began to rub her clit back and forth, feeling her jerk on the cock lodged in her ass. He began to take full strokes with his cock, driving it deeply into her guts. He slapped her ass once, feeling her muscles tighten on his cock. Again he did it until she learned. Each time he pulled out, she tightened on his cock, dragging such pleasure from him. He began to pump her harder, his cock tearing in and out of her asshole, enjoying the hot, tight hole and the delightful clenching of her muscles.
It began to feel good, and Lyn was even surprised at her own reaction. Maybe it was his fingers that played with her clit, maybe it was the spanking he gave her until she began to tighten on his cock as he pulled out. Or even the way his cock made her feel so full as he began to ream her out. Whatever it was, she just let it happen, her anus clenching on and off of his shaft as it sodomized her. It was tearing in and out, his abdomen slapping hard against her ass cheeks each time, her breasts moving back and forth as her bound body was buffeted by the furious fucking. Even the occasional cramps could not dampen her lust, enjoying the way he was taking her so fully. She knew she would cum soon, hoping that when she did she would experience his cum jetting deep into her bowels at the same time.
He knew she could barely hear him but he said it anyway. “Cum with me, Lyn. Cum while I shoot inside your asshole.” He punched his cock deep inside her with three powerful strokes, each time buried deep inside her clenching guts, feeling her hot, tight insides clutching so possessively on his rampaging cock. He shoved in one last time, feeling his cock jerking deep inside her bowels, shaking and shuddering as he began to cum.
She felt his powerful thrusts inside her then he suddenly stopped. She felt his cock shudder and then felt the unmistakable feeling as her guts were bathed with his hot cum for the first time. It felt as if a fire hose was shoved up her ass, the powerful blasts sending her body into orgasmic tremors. His fingers extracted the pleasure from her, her muscles tightly clenching his cock as he gave her a sperm enema, shooting a second and third stream of hot, sticky cum deep inside her asshole. She shook her ass back and forth, tugging on the bondage that kept her legs pulled widely apart, cumming herself even as Michael came inside her.
It felt like hours until she felt his cock shrinking inside her, her body finally slumping down over the bench, exhausted but satisfied. It felt strange, her asshole finally winning the battle, squeezing his rapidly shrinking cock backwards until it finally popped out, Lyn clenching her anus tightly as she felt the sudden emptiness. Michael finally pulled away from her, his hands moving quickly to untie her legs first, Lyn finally able to put her legs together, the cum dripping down her inner thighs. Michael had to struggle to get the mask off of her head.
Her body was covered in sweat as he hugged her, his wet cock pushed up against her. He kissed her, her mouth pressing hard against his, his tongue answering her, both of them lashing at each other. She finally pulled back from him, staring at him.
"So that is what it's like to take a cock up your ass."
Michael looked at her carefully. “Does that mean that is the last time? Or the first time?"
She looked at him, not a hint on her face. Then she smiled. “The first. The first of many I hope.” She reached down and grabbed his cock, her hand making it semi-hard. She began to rub it up and down, loving the way it already began to get harder.


EpilogueOne Year LaterThey had been married for a month now, Michael giving Lyn a very large 4-karat heart shaped diamond engagement ring when he proposed. But it was not the ring that took up most of the box he gave her when he proposed. It was hidden beneath the gold and diamond studded hand-cuffs that were most prominent in the box, with Lyn not discovering the diamond until she pulled out the handcuffs. She tried on the handcuffs before she did the ring, accepting both without pause.
They bought a house on the beach in Santa Barbara, just far enough away from L.A. to beat the crowds, but close enough to drive to work everyday although Lyn didn't do the driving any longer, but instead had a limousine taking her to work everyday. It was unnecessary, but Lyn insisted on continuing to work. She enjoyed advertising and was doing extremely well at it. And, she had reflected to herself, maybe she needed to assert a spark of feminist independence in some aspect of her life in order to maintain her pride, being that she catered and submitted to Michael sexually. Michael had wanted her to work for his company, but Lyn wanted to succeed on her own account, not because she was the boss's wife.
Lyn was able to decorate the house the way she wanted it, Michael only insisting on offering his advice concerning the “play room". She enjoyed her sexual role with Michael, forever trying to balance their personal relationship with their sexual relationship. She relished catering to Michael's wicked perversions while still keeping her strong personality. To those that met her in person, few would believe her sexually submissive behavior, and very few actually knew of it. Marisa was one of them, often sharing secrets with Lyn. She was no longer dating Eric, Lyn having introduced her to some of Michael's friends. Marisa found life and sex much more interesting with an older man. Not to mention a lot more perverted.
THE END
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