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My guy and me have been going out for almost a year now. I realized early on that he was a bit of an exhibitionist, a bit of a wild side that he doesn't always show.

   When we had sex for the first time, it was on a playground. The gravel dug beneath our feet when we walked up, and I was honestly terrified. I knew exactly what was going to happen, down to the last ragged breath as we sat smoking on the swings after we were done. But even in spite of my fear, there was nothing I could do to prevent it. Greg knew what he wanted and I couldn't say no to that face of his. He just smiled, he asked me if I wanted to try something fun, and I told him I did. He smiled at me, that wily smile.

   He pushed me back against the metal ladder-rungs, kissed me. There was a light pole forty, fifty feet away, the only illumination. I wondered how well we could be seen. I thought probably very well, and I knew that when someone saw us--not if, when, that they'd call the cops and we'd have to have a talk with all our neighbors every time we moved. My shirt was lifted up, bunched at my neck and held there by Greg's strong bony hands. He pushed my bra aside and drew my breast into his mouth while he took out his cock. Most of the guys I've been with, they need a little jump start, to get them hard. Greg didn't.

   I dropped to my knees anyways. I thought the tiny pebbles would hurt, but they didn't. I took him into my mouth, the taste of salt and skin and the full sensation in my mouth. I tried not to gag when he went in too deep. I wanted him to think I was good at sex, and he did.

   I stood back up and bent over, my skirt flipped up over my butt, showing off my lacy red panties. He pushed them aside with his finger--didn't even bother to pull them down--and entered me swiftly. I felt full, fuller than I'd felt in months, and I knew he was bigger than Charlie. Not only that but he knew how to use it better, too, hitting me at just the right angle, creating feelings in my pussy I didn't think I'd ever feel without electric vibrations. I tried to be quiet, but I couldn't. When his hand wrapped around my mouth I thought he was trying to keep me quiet but then he pushed two fingers in my mouth and pulled softly. It hurt, but not quite enough to put me off of the feeling of his cock filling me up, making me moan out loud.

   I couldn't stop it, the sounds, not while he kept moving like that, but I knew we would get caught. He pumped me hard, deep, and then he told me he was going to cum.

   "Not inside me, please," I moaned, my voice hoarse and foreign-sounding.

   "Can I cum inside you?" I was almost angry, almost snapped that I'd already told him no. But instead I decided to play with him.

   "Please, Greg," I whimpered. "Please don't."

   He pushed in one last time, hard and deep and I could feel myself tightening around him at the same time I could feel his cock pulsing inside me, and the warmth spreading through me. He kissed me when I turned around, his eyes searching for any anger in my face. I lit a cigarette instead. A the time I'd thought that it was just his room-mate kicking him out for a night of drinking and gambling with a couple of girls who were way out of his league and probably just with him to take his money. I was proven wrong the next time we went out and he wanted me to give him a handjob under the table.

   I tried to talk him out of it but in the end I relented. I didn't find it as hot as he did but it was certainly different than Charlie. My last boyfriend only wanted to have sex in the dark, never wanted foreplay, and didn't play with my breasts. I love having my breasts played with. 

   I didn't consider myself a pervert but I had a few things I wanted to try. He never tied me up, never gagged me, and the one time I told him to hit me he looked like he might throw up. I kept him around because my parents liked him and they were nagging me, Jennifer, when are you and that nice Charlie going to give us a grandchild?

   I let him cum in me every night for two years, propped my ass up on a pillow and tried to let his seed work its magic and for two years he didn't let me look my parents in the eyes. I left him with a note filled with lies about why I was leaving, trying to make him feel less like a cunt. He wasn't worth the effort but my parents taught me better than that.

   Greg had been a major change for me. Not only did I have to adjust to being the prude one in the relationship for once, but I also had to worry about someone seeing us when he's slip his hand up my skirt in broad daylight on the street. He took me out after a few weeks to a sex shop, and we bought a few toys. Some of them—an egg, dildo, cuffs—were normal to me, but others were moving a bit fast.

   We were paying when he reached into my shirt and pinched my nipples. He kissed my neck while I watched the clerk, too surprised to push Greg away. The clerk, on the other hand, was completely unphased by what we were doing in front of him.

   He made change, waiting with his hand extended while Greg twisted my nipple, hard, and pressed my hand into his cock. I finally reached out and took the money, scurrying out of the shop. It took forever for my face to stop beating bright red.

   Greg laughed and kissed my neck and I couldn't deny that I was horny. He laid me down in the grass and hiked my skirt up, rubbing my clit through my lacy panties, the ones I wore to be seen by Greg's eyes and touched by Greg's fingers. I didn't hear him unzip his slacks but I felt it when he pushed my panties off to the side and rubbed his cock against my lips, not asking but telling, and he pressed in against me.

   For a second I was worried I wouldn't spread and take him in but suddenly I felt him drill deep into me in a single sharp thrust. I wrapped my legs around his back and let him take me on the grass there, on a hill outside of a sex shop, and as he pulled my tits out I almost felt like I imagined he felt, like I wanted to be seen there. I wasn't sure what came over me but I started to moan and pulled his head down and when he kissed my neck I about wanted to explode on his cock right then and there, and then he bit me. The motherfucker bit me and my pussy clamped down like a vice and he kept right on fucking me, smooth, steady, and I screamed out my pleasure loud enough to wake the dead.

   When he came I begged him to fill me up and give me a baby but he didn't. He pulled out and came on my face and told me I could wash it off when we got home. He then proceeded to stop at every seven-eleven along the way, looking for the perfect hot dog. He let me stay in the car but I could see people walking in and out of the store double-taking, staring, wondering if it could really be what they thought it was. I was hotter than hell by the time we got home and I washed my face but I told him I'd love to do it again some time.

   I couldn't even make it all the way home, I was so goddamn horny that I had to pull off to the side of the highway and pulled out my brand new dildo, set it on the chair below me and sat on the thing, riding the rubber cock until I got home and then sitting in the car bouncing on it until I came, squirting all over the leather interior. I'd need to have it cleaned and the thought of that turned me on but to be honest my pussy was getting a little numb.

   I decided to turn on the boob tube and try to zone out, let the time pass. I'd think about Greg and whether or not there was any future to it later. The television was turned to some situational comedy that I didn't follow, so most of the jokes fell flat and the characters didn't mesh with me but I kept my eyes on it, letting the entire thing wash past me, like lying in a shallow river.

   The water flows past, and you feel it on your skin but it doesn't take you with it. Some part of me wanted that experience, to be able to stay in one place for a while, not get caught up. Another part of me wanted a cock inside of it and the two seemed mutually exclusive.

   I ignored my phone for two days after that, watching bad eighties films and sipping a daiquiri most of the time and thinking altogether very little. I sat and wallowed in my ennui and when I finally answered my phone it was Greg. Apparently I hadn't been answering my phone—who knew.

   He took me out to a nice Italian place with a fellow playing the violin and tread around me on eggshells. 

   I think he was worried I'd been scared off and I let him think it, because I was getting the impression that I wouldn't be in charge very long if I left him to his own devices, and I'm nothing if not strong-willed when I need to be. He didn't invite me by and I kissed him when he dropped me off, smiling and making a veiled invitation but I didn't ask him in and I marked it as a personal victory.

   We went out every couple of days after that, and finally I relented and told him I wasn't mad. He nodded and his face was impassive but I could tell that he was performing mental jumping jacks, trying to re-tabulate his understanding of what was ahead. Eventually, like one of those old-time store clerks I could almost see him pull the lever on his register and hear the "ding!" of a decision being made.

   If he paid the bill I didn't see him do it, we just left without even finishing our meals. He mounted me like a stud on the trunk of his car and ruined my dress when he came on it, making a comment about paying for a new one if I was mad but I wasn't. I asked him if he'd ever had anything he wanted to do but was afraid to ask me. He told me that he'd had a few things in mind but wasn't sure how up for them I would be.

   I invited him inside. We sat on the couch and talked terms almost like businessmen. I asked him what he wanted, he asked me what I was comfortable with. In the end I asked if he wanted to turn in and he smirked, leaned in and kissed me hard. He shoved his tongue down my throat and pulled me in close, then smacked my ass and told me he was going to get back home and think about everything.

    

   Greg pulled my panties down. He took my hands and tied them behind my back. Everything I had to show was laid bare, my pussy free for his eyes. He had a blindfold prepared, a leather mask stitched to cover my eyes and head but leave my nose and mouth open.

   After a moment's consideration, though, he leaned in and whispered. “I think I want you to see everything around you for this. 

   The hood can come later." I could feel myself getting wet and he fit the gag into my mouth and pushed me gently out from the car, out from the tinted windows and privacy, into the crowded street. Immediately I saw a dozen faces turn and regard me with a mixture of arousal, curiosity, and disgust playing out on their faces like watching a child finger-paint emotions.

   My horror only compounded when Greg's car pulled away, slow and relaxed like he hadn't just dropped a nude woman off. 

   I saw the confusion compounding on everyone's faces as more people turned to look, covering childrens' faces and backing slowly away. One young man walked up and seemed surprisingly disaffected as he asked if I had been put up to this on a dare. I shook my head, gently for fear of drool that I couldn't seem to swallow coming out of my mouth. My eyes started to widen and I worried I might panic when I heard Greg's voice.

   "You can touch, but don't put anything inside her and keep it in your pants for now." I felt Greg's strong arms encircle me, holding me tight but not covering anything. "You're okay, baby."

   The boy reached out and touched my breasts, weighing them and considering their softness and looked up at Gregory: "Can I suck her tits?" I couldn't hear Greg give a response but the boy's head dipped and the last thing I saw was his mouth around my nipple when the world went dark. 

   I felt the hood tight on my head, snug, and the boy on my breast started to pet my pussy gently, but not putting anything into me and I let him, trying to ignore my instinct to rub against him. Greg let go of me and grabbed my hand, putting it on his hardness, telling me without words to rub him. I obliged, moving my hand up and down the lump in his pants and I had a measure of satisfaction when I felt him pushing back against me. 

   The mask muffled the sounds around me but I could hear Greg and someone else, male, probably the nineteen year old who'd been feeling me up so far, saying something, and then I felt Greg's strong, reassuring hands on the small of my back and he pushed down on my shoulders and I knelt there on the sidewalk.

   A warm, fleshy cock pressed into my cheek, hard and hot and I took it in my hand and started jerking it. I could feel the way that his hips squirmed and I heard more muffled speaking and I felt a sharp pain on my tits—Greg had brought the riding crop into play and he was giving me exactly what I wanted. I tried to moan but it came out muffled and strained around the ring in my mouth. 

   I felt Greg tug my hair and a cock slipped past my tongue and started fucking my throat. I gagged a little bit, but it kept coming and I felt my eyes welling up a bit. I felt hands on my breasts and Greg's hands on my head and a riding crop smacked my ass with a thwack and I started to lose my sense of what was going on around me at all. 

   It all seemed to meld into one sensation when I realized I was on my back and I felt something enter my pussy and I moaned as hard as I could and felt the cock in my mouth slip into my throat, stretching me on both sides and I came hard on the pavement.

   I tried to tell them to stop, to give me a rest, but it all came out as groans around the cock in my throat and they kept coming. 

   The cock in my throat kept thrusting and suddenly I felt him thrust deep and my nose pressed into his crotch he came. Someone slapped my ass hard and I yelped, pressing into the cock in my pussy. Another cock replaced the one that had been in my mouth, fucking my throat and the hands touching my tits got rougher, pinching and slapping, and mouths sucking and I lost it again, squirting again and started to scream. 

   The cock in my mouth pulled out for a moment and Greg removed my mask, but the bright light continued to blind me for a moment and before I could reorient myself my pussy's delicious fullness was complimented by a cock in my mouth again, pounding at my throat and then the colors all became a blur and all I understood was how good I felt.

   I felt someone's cum spill on my tits and then another mouth sucked it off and finally the cock in my throat filled my stomach with cum and backed off and I looked up and saw Greg, fucking my pussy while what felt like half the town stared down at me or touched me. He choked me and I tightened on him one final time and he came inside my pussy. 

   I layed there in the afterglow while he zipped his pants and I felt thoroughly and truly fucked. He helped me up and walked me to the car, only untying me when it was time to sit down. I sat without saying anything, my eyes closed and I relaxed more completely than I had in years. I heard his door close and I felt the car start to move. I opened my eyes when I felt us coming to a stop at his apartment. He looked at me, concerned.

   "You okay, babe?" I closed my eyes for a second, and kissed him.

   Six weeks later I called my mother and gave her the good news with a smug satisfaction that I can't even begin to describe. 
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I Became a Bimbo!

   The Mind Control Lover

   Dalia Daudelin

    

   Ah, 1950. The year I married the love of my life. She was 22 and I was 23. We had met at a mixer at her community college.

   Her beautiful red hair was the first thing that caught my eye- the second was a flash of her green eyes. Her freckles danced across her skin so beautifully that my heart felt like it could fall right out of my chest. I know love at first sight is as cliché as you can get, but gosh was this ever love at first sight!

   I sauntered on up to her the best I could, trying to look cool in my hand me down suit that my mother had pressed for me that morning. My hair was cut fashionable and I knew I was reasonably good looking. I guess you could say I had a bit of hubris, because my ego was crushed when she turned me down the first time I asked for a dance. I about cried then and there as she shook her head and said, “Thank you very much, but I would like to stay here for now!” 

   At least she had the heart to be kind! I asked her for her name, which she very sweetly informed me was Mary. Gosh did that smile just light up the room!

   I never suspected a thing weird about her. Maybe she was still normal then, or maybe she'd been used as a CIA experiment since she was a child.

   As I pestered her a few more times for a dance, I could tell I was breaking down whatever resistance she had. She finally gave in and I felt like I was on Cloud 9! I really won her over with my dancing skills. We spent the rest of the night chatting with each other, really getting to know each other. I don't know if she felt the same way about me then as I did about her, but every word she spoke melted my heart.

   She was a good Christian girl who lived at home with her mother, father and younger brother. Her dog was a big Rottweiler named Marley who, she said, was as big as a bear. She was quite interested in what I was studying since she had always loved aeroplanes and learning about designing them was very fascinating for her. Yes, I'd say we hit it off quite well.

   A few months later and everything was set for us to be married. I'd asked her father for her hand, which he gladly accepted. He was happy to have me join their family, he said, since I was a good example for his son. Of course I'd spend time with him any time I came to pick Mary up, even taking him to a baseball game every ones in a while! 

   It was great to have her family behind the marriage. It really helped everything to smoothly. Both of our parents helped to pay for the huge wedding in Mary's Catholic church, and then we had an even larger party with friends and family that lasted well into the morning. 

   We honeymooned in Paris, someplace Mary had said she always wanted to go. Of course I was more than willing to give her what she wants. 2 whole weeks there, and when we came home her father had a job lined up for me and a house already half paid off! Her father worked for the government, which I assume is how Mary got tangled up with them herself. 

   The first few weeks were quite normal. Our house warming party went well, with my dad helping me learn how to barbecue and my wife showing everyone her state of the art electric appliances. She'd never have to ruin her nails doing the dishes again, not with the dishwasher her pop had put in! Same for the washer, drier, and a top of the line vacuum. 

   I did start to see a few weird things, here and there. She'd sometimes stare off into space, almost as if she were hearing someone speak even when the room was silent. And I have to admit, her obedience to her father was a bit frightening, I almost felt like I had to compete for her! But the days went on, and we were both too happy for me to ruin it by asking her questions. 

   But one day, she just... disappeared. I know that sounds weird, but really, I came home from work and she was just gone. No note, nothing. 

   I phoned her mother, who didn't seem concerned and said she would send Jack, Mary's father, over to see what could be done. I was trying not to panic, but my wife of only a month had gone missing for God's sake! Can you blame a man if he rung his hands or checked the door any time there was even a small sound?

   I was trying to listen to the radio when there was a knock at the door. Rationally, I knew it was her father, but I hoped it was Mary. Her father was a tall Irish man, red hair and all. We shook hands and I invited him inside, offering him coffee.

   “No thank you, Bill. I just came to tell you not to worry.” I examined his face, trying to figure out what he meant.

   “What do you mean, don't worry? My wife- your daughter- is missing!”

   “No, she's not. You don't know everything about Mary. Now, just calm down,” I admit, I was getting ready to clock the man. “Let me explain. Mary isn't just a housewife. She sometimes does some work for me. She's just traveling.”

   “She's doing work for the government?” I was incredulous. That was dangerous work! I could see maybe being a secretary, but she was a married woman for God's sake!

   “Yes, but it's safe. No harm will come to her, and she'll be home within a few days. This won't happen often, Bill, once every few months.”

   “Can you tell me what she does?”

   Jack removed his glasses, sighing and looking at me in a way that made me feel foolish. “You know I can't, Bill. Wish I could. But in a few years, she'll be all yours, I promise. With plenty of time to start having children!” He stood up, putting his glasses and hat back on. “Take care of yourself until she's home. I'm sure you can make a few dinners.” He showed himself out of my house while I sat absolutely dumbfounded on the couch Mary had picked out. And I did survive while she was gone, just fine. I had been alone in college, after all. 

   She came home 3 days later, sometime while I was in work. As I walked through the door, she greeted me with a hug and a kiss, and a hot dinner on the table. I didn't have the heart to ask where she'd been, and really I was just happy to see her beautiful face and that red hair again.

   Halfway through dinner, there was a knock on the door. This irritated me, but I got up anyway half expecting to give whoever was behind that door a piece of my mind. 

   Probably a damn Jehovah’s Witness. But no, when I opened the door, no one was there. I looked out into the nothingness that should have been a person, before turning to go back into the house. There was a paper hanging from the door.

   I picked it up, unfolding it slowly. On it was a simple hand-typed phrase that honestly didn't make a lick of sense. “The honeymoon was all cats?” I said, my lip curling in confusion as I read it out loud. 

   Shrugging, I folded the paper back up to look at later and went back to my dinner. The rest of the night was pleasant, and we watched the news while Mary worked on some cross-stitching thing. It was a bird or something, I don't know.

   Around 9 pm, I had all but forgotten that she had ever left, and I had definitely forgotten about the paper in my pocket. But it suddenly weighed heavily on my mind as we were getting ready for bed. 

   “Honey, can I ask you something?” I ask, feigned innocence dripping from my words. She half-sings an “Mmm?” while brushing her hair, her loose night gown just sheer enough to show off her beautiful body. Her round ass cheeks and a slight silhouette of her breasts kept me occupied for a moment.

   “Well, someone left a note on our door, and I was wondering if you knew a phrase?”

   “Well, what is it?”

   I took the paper off my bed side table and unfolded it. I glanced up at her smile before I read it. “The honeymoon was all cats.”

   Her demeanor changed instantly, and she seemed to go blank for a split second. I worried I had upset her, maybe it was a note meant for her from a friend. But instead, she started to slowly remove her night gown, pulling the shear fabric up over her head. Her pink nipples were hard and long, her posture changed completely to make her breasts appear larger.

   “What are you doing, Mary?” I asked, taken aback. She'd never been this forward before! She crawled up onto the bed on all fours, her ass wiggling high and a wicked smile on her face. “Mary, stop! What are you doing?”

   “I've been thinking about you all night, Jack. I almost... touched myself before you got home. Down there, where only you're supposed to touch me.” Her hand was on my cock now, which was quickly growing at her display. “I need you inside of me. I need to feel you swell inside of me, cum deep within me.”

   Her dirty words were definitely getting to me, and I was breathing more quickly. I glanced down at her breasts, swinging freely beneath her, and copped a feel. She closed her eyes, an “Mmm,” escaping her. She crawls closer to me, her teeth going to my ear where she nibbles slightly.

   I don't know how to process everything going on, but I just lean back and let Mary do her thing. It's fun having her be forceful in bed instead of lying there. Her red lips are moving down my stomach now, leaving lipstick kisses on my skin. 

   Her hand is kneading my dick through my boxers, the blood pumping hard into it, making it throb under her hand. She uses her fingernails to pull down the elastic of my underwear, letting my cock spring free. She wastes no time- her pretty mouth is sucking it down as if it were food and she were starving. This was a first too- I've never gotten a blow job from anyone. 

   I definitely liked it! The base of her tongue pulsated slightly, pleasuring my penis in a way I never thought possible. She moaned happily, the vibration teasing at the tip of my cock. She sucked down every bit of precum she could.

   She got up, and planted a huge kiss on me. The taste of my cock mingled with the taste of her lips. I looked at my wife like she was crazy, but she straddled me, placing my cock at her tight hole. I held my breath, waiting for her to allow me to penetrate. My cock head pushed at her sopping cunt, wetter than it's ever been before.

   She had two fingers in her slit as she slowly coaxed my dick into her, massaging her clit as she flung her head back and purred. When the tip of my cock finally popped into her, she and I both gasped at once, but she didn't need any time to adjust. She was rocking her hips back and forth, her bush rubbing on my pelvis as she pleasured herself with my meat.

   She moaned and purred, every once in a while leaning down to kiss me passionately. Our bodies were hot and sweaty, gyrating and moving closer and closer to orgasm. She came before I did, her juices spilling onto me like a waterfall. She got up which was such a disappointment to me because I had been so close, but all that disappointment washed away as she bent over a chair and wiggled her ass at me. “Come and get me, baby!” 

   Her hand was under her, slapping at her cunt lightly, occasionally rubbing her nub in circles. I enjoyed the show, but my cock needed release, so I stood up behind her. “Gonna take me in my ass or my pussy, baby?” 

   The language was still shocking me. She'd also never said she was interested in anal, mostly because I never asked. I decided quickly that we'd save anal for another time, and placed my hot rod at her entrance, slicking it up again with her juices. I rubbed it on her clit for a moment, enjoying her gasps and coos as I stimulated her, and then in a fit of crazy lust I rammed right into her. 

   I felt that I might go mad if I didn't get release soon, so I fucked her as hard as I could. My cock slipped in and out of her easily, and her moans quickly turned to screams as she had one, and then another, and then another orgasm back to back, her juices coming out in a squirt onto my legs. 

   She kept flicking her clitoris as I fucked her, arching her back and fucking me as much as I was fucking her. I felt my balls clench and knew I would cum soon, wondering if I should pull out. But she had said she wanted my cum in her, so I threw common sense out the window and fucked her hard as my cum shot into her womb, her screams coming to a climax as she had her final orgasms, wave after wave. 

   Her knees gave out, and I caught her before she clocked herself with the chair. Picking her up, I took her to the bed, tucking her in and watching as she fell asleep. I copped a feel of her breast, before going to the living room and phoning her father.

   “What are you doing calling me at this hour?” He was clearly irritated and had been drinking. Which was good. Maybe the alcohol would allow him to answer what I was about to ask.

   “Well, I had a question to ask about Mary's work, sir. I've seen on the news information on lady assassins, who go out of country to seduce high ranking members of foreign governments and kill them.”

   “Mm, yes?” he answered cautiously.

   “Well, sir. I was wondering if Mary was one of them, because I got this phrase today...”

   “What phrase?” Mary's dad spoke with an urgency.

   “The honeymoon was all cats, sir.” There was a sigh on the other line. 

   “Yes, you're right. She is one of those assassins, part of MK ULTRA. I'm sorry, Bill. I understand if you need to divorce her.”

   I thought for a moment. I thought about the great sex we just had. “No, I don't think divorce will be necessary.” I hung up the phone lightly, going back to bed with my wife. While it would always seem weird to me that my wife would be fucked by other men, it also turned me on. 

   Thinking of my pretty wife being strong enough to kill someone made for great sex between us, and I have to admit, I used that phrase often. We even tried anal once, which her kitten personality seemed to love. That was the night I brought in another woman to fuck both of us. 

   Seeing Mary get eaten out by some whore was amazing. So was watching her get fucked by my best friend and brother. Yes, we lived out a life of debauchery. Apparently the CIA had made it so she couldn't get pregnant until she was taken out of the service, and so we had 6 years of non-stop sex, with no need for condoms. 

   We even once experimented with a strap on, where I allowed her to fuck my ass. That truly was an odd experience. That all ended when she got pregnant, though, and then life returned to the calm we had before I knew she was a CIA slut. But every once in a while, I'd still try out that phrase with her. 

   Any time the kids would be out of the house, we'd have huge gang bangs, inviting everyone over to fuck Mary in all of her holes. Her pussy would be used and abused so many times that she came to crave it even when we didn't use the phrase on her. I'd eat out another man's cum from her cunt and kiss her and force her to eat it while he fucks my ass. 

   Then I'd force her to eat his cum out of my ass, allowing her to put it in my mouth. Our games never ended, and never got dull. We grew old together, fucking each other and everyone else until our last days together. I truly lived a privileged life.

   As for who left that note on the door? Well, when I hung up the phone with Mary's father, he went to his wife's bed and said that same phrase to her. They'd also been doing this for years. While he allowed his wife to take his ass while he jerked himself off onto the bed spread, he glanced at his nightstand. 

   On it was a pad of paper just like the note I had. He smiled a bit before jerking and moaning while his wife milked his prostate. As he came, he came knowing his slut daughter was in good hands.

  

  



On Display for You

   Take Me, I'm Yours

   Dalia Daudelin

    

   Through the open window, a cool breeze tickles my naked flesh. I am lying, waiting for the shadow that watches me every day. This is a daily ritual for my neighbor and myself, where I put myself on display for him in every way. 

   This has become so normal for me that it's part of how I view myself. I am a doting wife who also happens to be the whore that masturbates for her neighbor. I am a naughty slut. These thoughts keep things in the bedroom interesting for my husband, and my neighbor has never tattled on me.

   I’ve already stripped off all of my clothes, my legs wide open as I lean back against my bed’s headrest. My hand is on my pussy, slowly rubbing up and down my soft skin. I shaved this morning, so my pussy is silky and smooth.

   I’m positioned specifically so that my eyes aren’t easily visible. My neighbor might know that this is all a show, and that I’m on display on purpose. But if he doesn’t, why make it obvious? This game is fun for us.

   My breasts rise and fall with my deep, slow breaths. My whole body has been rubbed with warm oil, and it glistens slightly in the natural light pouring in through my window. I squeeze my left nipple between my fingers, rolling it a bit and letting myself moan. Being home alone means I can be as loud as I want.

   There he is. Paul’s dark figure looms in the window. I smile and shift in bed, my knees naturally spreading even further. I give him the best view of my cunt that I can. I want him to see all of me.

   Paul shifts in the window. Though the shadows of his house make him nearly pitch black, I can just barely see him unbuckling his pants. He lets them slip down his legs and hit the floor. Watching his arm move, I know he’s touching himself to the sight of me.

   I reach over to my night stand, grabbing some oil. Squirting it into my palm, I rub it between both hands to warm it. Using one hand to spread my pussy lips wide open, I press my oily palm into my slit.

   It feels so good when I slick myself up like this, the oil dripping down my skin and mixing with my pussy juices. I lean my head back and enjoy the sensation before looking up again.

   Paul’s arm is moving faster now. I imagine the sounds he’s making, the hot breaths beating from his mouth, his manly quiet moans. Slipping two fingers into my wet hole, I also press my palm against my clit.

   My hips wiggle and gyrate as I push my fingers deeper into me. I pull them out, then push them back in, making a squishing sound. I curl the digits so that they press up against the soft spongy texture that is my G spot. In and out, my fingers move slowly as I languish in the movements. Spreading my fingers, I give myself the sensation of being filled completely.

   A moan escapes me, soft and sweet. My second hand moves from my breast to my pussy, playing with my clitoris while I continue to finger myself. I’m feeling the heat now, my whole body warm and buzzing. My mind is starting to blank as I slowly move toward orgasm.

   Before I can cum, though, I glance out the window and notice the shadow is gone. Where did Paul go? Did something disturb him? Maybe someone is at his door, or his wife is home early. Frowning, I get off the bed and step closer to the window. In the faint reflection, I can see that my cheeks are red and my body is dripping with oil. I look sexy, if I do say so myself.

   No sign of Paul upstairs. Looking down, I watch him march out his front door and look up at me through the window. In my shock, I wave to him and smile uneasily. Paul turns toward my house. What is he doing? Maybe he left something on my lawn…?

   That’s then the doorbell chimes. I freeze, my heart racing and my mind panicking. I don’t know what to do. Do I answer the door? Instinctively, I grab my robe from the hook on my bedroom door and wrap myself in it, hurrying down the stairs to my front door. Standing on my toes, I peak through the peephole. Paul is standing there with his arms crossed, his eyebrows furrowed. Did he see me watching him? Is he mad that I’ve known all along?

   I take a deep breath, closing my eyes for a moment before opening the door with a polite smile on my face. “Paul! What a surprise. What can I do for you?” There’s a smile on his face now, as well. “I was just wondering if I could borrow some sugar. I forgot to pick some up at the store and Cheryl wanted some for dessert tonight.”

   Sugar? He interrupted my show for sugar? Hiding my suspicion, I open the storm door and let him in. “Sure thing. How much do you need?”

   I step into the kitchen, and Paul follows me. “Just a cup will be fine, Jill.” For a moment, I inspect him. He is such a handsome man, Cheryl is so lucky. He has a sort of rugged look to him, the kind of man you know would keep you safe if you went camping in the woods. His jaw is strong and so are his large arms. Still feeling a bit shaken, I turn around and reach up for my glass measuring cup.

   When his strong arms spin me around, the measuring cup goes flying across the room, smashing on the ground by the refrigerator. “Paul! What are you doing?”

   “What I’ve been meaning to do for a long time,” he answers, and then his mouth is on mine. He kisses me passionately. For a second, I give in, but then I realize what’s happening and I try to push him away. We’re both married! This isn’t right at all!

   “Paul, please! Stop!” I cry, turning my face away from his. One of his hands is wrapped around my upper arm, his other is pressed into the small of my back. He pulls me into him so that I can smell his cologne. His mouth is on my neck, kissing and licking it. I listen to his hard breathing and my pussy twitches in response.

   Still, I pull my knee up to try and escape him. Accidentally, my knee presses into his package, making him wince and pull away. Taking the momentary freedom, I dash for my bedroom, running up the stairs as quick as I can. 

   “Come back here, bitch!” Paul yells. I hear his loud footsteps as he bounds up the stairs towards me. I run into my bedroom but don’t have enough time to slam the door shut before he’s right in front of me again. He grabs both of my arms and pushes me toward the bed, throwing me down onto it.

   “Please,” I cry, tears streaming down my face. My lips are quivering and I’m holding back sobs. “Please stop this. I don’t-”

   “Shut up!” His hand comes down against my cheek hard, making me shriek in pain. My mouth hangs open in disbelief as I stare up at my neighbor, who has always seemed so calm and kind. “Tell me to stop again and I’ll hit you twice as hard. Do you understand, Jill?”

   I don’t say a word. I’m too shocked and terrified. I just nod my head, hoping that will be good enough for him. He’s too strong for me to fight off. I’ll have to just do what he tells me to do.

   “Look at you. You’ve been teasing me for too long. I saw you watching me with your fingers in your cunt. How could you do that and not want this? Do you put on a show for any man that comes around?”

   My cheeks sting with hot embarrassment. I just wanted some harmless fun, I never wanted things to escalate this far! I open my mouth to protest, but think better of it. I just look down, my eyes landing on Paul’s crotch. He’s fully and painfully erect, his cock pressing hard against his jeans. He uses his hand to adjust himself.

   “Don’t just stare at it. Come here.”

   I stand up, my eyes still lowered. I don’t want to fight back, but I don’t want it to seem like I’m enjoying this. 

   “Take off your robe, Jill.”

   I hesitate for a second before pulling my robe down my shoulders. My breasts are exposed now. They still glisten with oil, my nipples hard from the cold air. Or maybe from excitement? Could my body betray me like that?

   “All the way off.”

   I let the cotton fabric fall to the floor, exposing the rest of my body. The sun is high in the sky now, so it must be nearly noon. The light makes my skin glisten. “Yeah, that oil looks good on you.” His hand brushes against his cock again. “Get on your knees.”

   I kneel down to one leg, and then both, looking up at Paul and seeing the animal-like emotion in his eyes. The wildness sends a shiver down my spine. 

   “Does your husband know you do this, Jill?”

   I shake my head no. 

   “Say it.”

   “No, Shane doesn’t know that I put on a show for you.”

   “Oh dear,” Paul says. “He has no idea how much of a dirty whore you are. If you don’t do everything I tell you, though, he’s going to find out.”

   My eyes widen and I look up at him. “No, please! I’ll do anything!”

   Paul chuckles. “I know you will. Open your mouth.”

   I wince, knowing what’s coming now. Opening my mouth, I watch Paul unzip his black jeans and pull out his prick. He’s larger than my husband, and it’s throbbing and red. “Look how hard your show made me, Jill. This is what happens when you tease a man. Now put it in your slutty mouth.”

   He steps closer to me, and I grab his cock. I steady it and slowly let it slide into my mouth, my saliva making it slippery. The skin of his dick is hot and soft. Paul keeps himself shaved, which is at least of some consolation as his appendage makes its way to my throat. I try to stop and pull back, but he uses his hand to push me back down so I swallow him. His balls bounce softly against my chin and my nose is firmly planted into his pelvis.

   “Ah,” he moans, his hips wiggling. I’m starting to choke, and I need to take a breath soon, but he’s not letting up. It’s not until I start coughing around his cock that he finally let’s me pull back and take a deep breath. As soon as I take in two deep gulps of air, though, he shoves me back down on his dick and we repeat that over and over again.

   Finally Paul lets me rest and catch my breath. “Stand up,” he says, and I do as I’m told. His hands immediately grab my breasts and squeeze them until they hurt. I wince and instinctively try to pull away, which only makes the pain worse. 

   Paul then throws me back down onto the bed and spreads my legs open. “Don’t move. Don’t moan. Don’t tell me to stop.”

   His hand rubs against my slippery cunt. It’s still wet with oil. As his finger slips into my slit, it makes a lewd sound that makes me blush. He uses two fingers to spread my pussy lips and his other hand to rub my nub. It feels so good that I do actually want to moan. I can feel myself getting wet from his touch.

   Sudden pain knocks the air out of my chest. Paul just slapped my pussy! The pain is excruciating but… at the same time it feels really good. I try not to wiggle my hips or moan. Another slap makes that harder. The third is when I give in, gasping and moving my hips back and forth. My mind is a fog of lust.

   A slap on my thighs brings me back to reality. “What did I tell you, whore?”

   “I’m sorry,” I cry, trying to will the pain away. He slaps my other thigh just as hard and then stands up.

   “Keep your legs spread, and spread open your pussy. Let me see your cunt, slut.”

   I pull open my labia, exposing my clit and hole to the air. Watching Paul as he pumps his cock in front of me makes my whole body so hot. He stares at my cunt, his hand moving quickly up and down his big dick, until finally he’s ready. “Are you ready for me to fuck you?”

   I expected it, but no, I’m not ready. My heart beats faster now as I become hysterical again.

   “No, please don’t!” I cry, letting go of my labia and trying to get away. Paul is too fast for me though, and in and instant he’s on top of me, his hand holding me down against the bed by my throat. I can only barely breathe, my breaths raspy and loud. My eyes feel like they’re going to pop out of my head.

   He lets up slightly, so that I can breathe more easily, and presses his cock against my hole. Since I am so slick, he slides into me easily, but still he is much larger than I’m used to. I grunt under him, wincing in pain. 

   The hand that isn’t strangling me is kneading my breasts. His cock sinks all the way into me and he holds it there as he pinches my nipple. I’m starting to get used to him being inside me, my body is adjusting to his size. As he pulls out, the ridge of his cock brushes against my g spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. My hands grip my bed sheets and my eyes roll up as I’m brought to orgasm with just one stroke of his cock.

   He pushes into me again, and then pulls back out. Any thought of resistance has gone right out the window. Right here, right now, I want this. I move my hips in time with his, trying to make this good for both of us. I find myself moaning with each of his thrusts. 

   I feel myself nearing my second orgasm. Wrapping my legs around Paul’s waist, I use that to help me move in time with him. He alternates how hard he’s choking me, making sure I am able to breathe while still restricting my air enough to make the sex even more pleasurable. 

   Soon I am a shuddering mess beneath him once again, my girly juices spilling out over his cock and legs and drenching my bed sheet. But he’s nowhere near done with me. He fucks me harder and faster for 10 more minutes. Once the glow of my second orgasm subsides, the sensations are almost too much for me.

   He pulls his cock out of me and looks down into my eyes. “Flip over and spread your ass cheeks.”

   I’m feeling so slutty, I do it happily. I slide down the bed until my feet touch the floor. Turning around, I lift my ass in the air and spread my cheeks. Being so open like this is turning me on so bad. 

   When I feel him press against my asshole, though, I start having second thoughts. Not wanting to be punished, I try to relax and let him press the head of his cock into me. It takes a while, but slowly, inch by inch, the head of his cock finally pops into me. “There, the hard part’s done.”

   As Paul slowly sinks into me, I find myself wincing. It’s not really painful, just a weird sensation, my ass being used like this. As his balls finally slap against my pussy lips and he bottoms out on me, his hands grab my hips and he holds me still. I have only just adjusted to his size when he starts fucking me, his pace instantly fast. At first it’s painful, but then it starts to feel good. I didn’t know anal sex even could feel good for women, but oh my god! It feels amazing!

   I’m a yelping, moaning whore beneath my neighbor as he fucks my ass hard and fast, his hands pulling my hips onto him with manly power. Finally, I feel his cock twitch, and I know he’s going to blow his load in me. As the first stream of sperm hits my inner walls, I feel my pussy quiver and I have yet another orgasm that leaves my knees weak and makes my toes curl.

   Once Paul is done with me, he pulls out and pulls his pants back on. He doesn’t say a word, just leaves me laying with my face in the bed and my ass in the air. I stay that way until I’m finally able to compose myself.

   When I turn around, I notice his shadow in the window again. I feel my pussy tingle with excitement, but am shocked when I hear a car door slam in front of my house. I look at the clock. 5 PM. Shane is home.

   I rush to put on some clothes and brush my hair. I glance once at my Paul’s window again. The blinds are shut.

  

  



Payback Time

   Cuck Revenge Against My Cheating Husband

   Dalia Daudelin

    

   My face hovers above the face of the man I married two years ago. My chest heaves with quick, sharp breaths. My hips move up and down, my legs straddling him. His cock, of average size but still capable of pleasing me, moves with me as I fuck him. 

   “Oh, James,” I coo in his ear breathlessly. I look down into his beautiful blue eyes. I expect to see love or at least lust, but instead I find him bored. I always find him bored.

   I stop grinding on top of him, despite needing to cum. “James, what's wrong?” I feel tears welling up in my eyes no matter how much I try to stop it. He's been acting so odd, so aloof and disinterested. I don't want to believe my friends when they suggest that he's cheating on me. I can't believe it. We've been so in love since we got married, it wouldn't make sense for him to betray me!

   He rolls his eyes and sighs. There's a hint of alcohol on his breath. “I just had a tough day at work, babe. Maybe we should stop for now.” I allow him to help me off his body, pouting as he rolls over and turns off the lamp on his bedside table.

   I still want an orgasm, but I'm also a storm of emotions right now. I lay next to him on my side. One of my arms reaches under my pillow as I close my eyes, trying to fall asleep.

   An hour passes and still I find my mind racing with thoughts. I keep imagining him, James, the love of my life, lying with another woman. Some slut, one who's younger than me. Anger starts to grow within me.

   I have to find out the truth.

   The snores behind me tell me that James is fully asleep now. Gently and quietly, I slip out from under my covers, being sure not to wake him although he's a very deep sleeper. I open our bedroom door and stealthily tip toe down the hallway, heading toward his jacket where he keeps his keys and cell phone.

   He has been staying late at the office lately, I think to myself, my heart sinking at the thought. Maybe he really is cheating on me. Pulling the smart phone from his jacket pocket, I unlock it and look through the icons on the screen. Should I check the email or the texts first? 

   Deciding on texts, I click the icon on scroll through about 30 texts from his boss talking about football or how hot his secretary is. What a pig. The next text, though, is from woman named Delilah. I glance behind my shoulder to be sure I'm not being watched as I click the texts by her and read what they say.

    

   Hey hottie! Had a gr8 time w/you. See you Saturday?

   Thinking of u ;)

   Im so horny, can u come over?

    

   As I read through each text, my anger only grows. How dare he cheat on me? How dare he fuck some slut behind my back and pretend it isn't happening? I close out of his texts and slide the phone back into the bastard's pocket, tears now streaming down my face. 

   Collapsing onto the floor, I sit in a stupor as I allow myself to cry. What am I going to do? What can I do? Should I leave him, or...?

   And then a thought hits me. A wicked thought that no doubt stems from internet porn, something I admit to enjoying. If he's going to cheat on me, well, then I'm going to cheat on him... and make him watch. A sly grin crosses my face as I wipe my tears, my plan for revenge completely cheering me up. There are a lot of men I know from my work as a waitress who've been dying to get into my pants.

   I stand up and grab my phone off the kitchen table, flicking through my phone book as I stand there trying to hold back a giggle. I've always been a mean girl, but getting married calmed me down a bit. Going back to it felt damn good. I consider my options, wondering only one thing: which of these men has the biggest dick.

   There's Sawyer, a red neck who drinks too much but has rugged good looks. Sometimes I imagine being fucked in the ass by him, something James never does for me no matter how much I beg.

   Then there's Sam, a tall, muscular man with long brown hair and a face like a puppy dog. He probably has a bigger dick than Sawyer, but looking at the next name makes my heart jump.

   Michael. Big, black, and more muscular than necessary, the man scared me with the pure testosterone running through his veins. There was no doubt in my mind that his cock would be big enough to just destroy my cunt.

   I weigh the three options. All of these men are exceptionally hot, all of them want to fuck me, and honestly I want to fuck all of them. 

   Oh, but of course, I muse. Why not just invite them all?

   My pussy tingling with excitement, I send a text to them asking them all to come over for a nice gang bang. And, to my great joy, they all agree wholeheartedly.

    

   I look at the clock, tapping my fingers on the table. I'm showered and prettied up, wearing my sluttiest bit of lingerie while I wait for my husband to get home. He hasn't texted me telling me he'd be late, so he better fucking not be.

   My three male guests are scheduled to arrive only a few minutes after James should be home. My heart is beating so hard I can hear it.

   There's a jingle of keys and a click as James unlocks the door and lets himself into our house. I stand up and go to greet him.

   “Hey, baby,” I say in my sexiest voice. I kiss him, rubbing my hand up and down his chest as I do so.

   “Hey. What's with the get up?”

   The comment stings, and my eyebrows furrow, but I remember that I'm about to get revenge for every shitty thing he's done to me and so I put on my best act. “I've been waiting for you all day. I'm so horny, honey. Come to bed with me.” I pull him by his tie to the bedroom, trying my best to ignore how annoyed he looks.

   “Kate, I have work to-”

   The front door opens, and James turns his head to see who it is. “What the fuck?” My three guests find their way into the bedroom. Michael looks to me and, seeing me nod, takes a step towards James before pulling out the rope I told him to bring. 

   Helping the three men wrestle my struggling husband to the bed and forcing him to lay face down, Michael ties my husband's hands behind him and then ties his feet. Turning him over, the large black man throws him higher up onto the bed before gagging him with a scarf.

   I take James's screams to be questions, and so I finally let my angry smile show. “You fucking bastard,” I say, shaking with anger. “Did you think I wouldn't find out that you were cheating on me?” I watch him as it hits him why this is happening. The fear in his eyes just pisses me off more. “You cheated on me behind my back. I'm going to do you the favor of cheating on your right in front of you... with all three of these men.”

   More shouts come from my bound husband, bringing my anger to a peak. I can't help myself. I spit in that adulterous bastard's face, before turning to the three men who will be helping me punish him.

   They look eager, each of them rubbing their hard cocks through their blue denim jeans. Sam steps up to me first, the tall man being the gentlest of the three. He grabs me passionately and starts kissing my neck, sending a shiver running through my body and getting the juices flowing in my panties. 

   One of his soft hands slips up my thighs, pressing into my slit through my silk panties. James screams through his gag which only makes the other two men laugh while Sam moves up from my cunt and begins to fondle my breasts.

   Helping me out of my top, he takes each breast in his hands and sucks on them, making sure to give each one equal attention. His tender lust admittedly is not what I expected, but I do appreciate it until I see Michael is getting impatient.

   I pull back from Sam and get on my knees. “I want Michael in my mouth, but I'll jack you two off too.” I kneel, waiting for the men while they strip off their pants as fast as humanly possible. The three cocks are all way larger than my husband's. 

   Knowing that I'm about to be stretched like I never have been before has me giggling nervously as the horny men get close to me. My hands slip over the 8 inch dicks of Sam and Sawyer, and I eye the monstrous 10 inches that Michael is pumping in front of my face. 

   I immediately start jacking off the two other men, but I'm nervous about taking that huge thing in my mouth. “Open up, whore,” Michael commands. I look up into his deep brown eyes and, seeing the animal-like lust in them, decide to do as he says. My mouth opens, a bit of saliva falling onto my bottom lip. Stepping forward, his meat is now within an inch of my mouth. 

   Stretching my jaw to its limit, I continue moving my hands in a flurry, stimulating the two other men as Michael's huge dick penetrates my mouth. Unexpectedly, however, Michael grabs the back of my head and slams me down on his cock, cutting off all air. I flail around, dropping the cocks in favor of trying to push Michael off of me. As I get dangerously close to passing out, Michael finally lets go and allows me to take in a few deep breaths of air. I look over at my tied up and gagged husband, crying and angry at his wife being such a whore, before turning back and gladly sucking of that big black dick again.

   As I stimulate all three men, I become more and more horny. I don't want them to cum like this, and so I pull myself off of Michael's fuckstick again and stand up. 

   “Fuck me. Now.”

   The three men look at each other, trying to decide who goes first. Much to my relief, Sam steps up. His thin but long dick is rigid and purple with lust- he must not masturbate. I lay on the bed, right next to my cheating husband, glancing up at him with a wicked grin as I spread my legs and give the other men complete access to my sex. “Come on, Sam. Ram it in me, I like it rough and my piece of shit husband hasn't given me a good lay in months.”

   For the first time ever, I see the puppy dog looks that are normal for Sam vanish and lust takes over. Grabbing my legs and placing them on his shoulders, he enters me like this. It's a completely new sensation that has me gripping my bed sheets in surprise, gasping and almost trying to wiggle away. It's as if I'm a virgin all over again, tight and over excited. His long cock easily hits my cervix, and as he begins to hump me, I can't help but cry out in ecstasy. “Oh, god, yes! Fuck me harder! Make me your slut!”

   I feel the bed shift and watch Sawyer climb up on the bed next to me, jacking himself off. I watch with curiosity and intrigue as he comes closer, wondering what he's thinking. Of course, I'm extremely excited as soon as I see him straddling my face, letting his dick slap my cheek as he does so. 

   “Open up, whore,” the man says, his Southern accent making it even sexier. I open my mouth and allow his penis to slip between my lips. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Michael jacking himself off, watching the two men fucking my cunt and my mouth. 

   Sawyer starts humping my face almost as hard as Sam is humping my pussy, but Sam is getting close to cumming, I can tell. His grunts are getting louder, his hands gripping my hips tighter than before. He rams himself deeper and deeper into me, my sopping pussy gushing my girly cum as I ride an orgasm. I can't scream with this big dick in my mouth, but I normally would.

   Sam's fucking becomes erratic, going faster and faster as he grunts and yells an occasional, “fuck yeah!” My pussy almost can't take it. Finally, his long dick pulsates and spurts a huge amount of fluid deep into my womb, coating my entire pussy with his cum.

   It's not long before Sawyer is cumming down my throat as well, and I eagerly swallow every drop of this perverted man's sticky, salty cum. The more I take, the sluttier I feel. I wonder for a moment if James is enjoying the show, but who the fuck cares? I'm getting the orgasms I need that he wasn't giving me.

   As Sawyer gets off my face, I can tell Michael's ready for me. Before I can stand up, he grabs me by the hips and flips me over, slapping my ass firmly. “You look in your pussy husband's eyes while I fuck you raw, bitch. He needs to see you enjoying my cock.”

   I look up into James's eyes, seeing him pleading with tears. Oh yeah, I think to myself. He fucking regrets cheating on me now. I wiggle my ass for my new lover to enter, impatient and horny. I resolve to put on a damn good show and really drive home to James that he should have never cheated on a hot piece of ass like me.

   But my mind goes blank, my mouth and eyes wide open as Michael's big black cock slowly enters my pussy. I clearly underestimated the size of him. He's filling me completely, stretching me to the point that I'm worried I might split open. “Oh god, yessssssssss” I hiss as he bottoms out, the head of his thick slab of meat resting on my cervix, the pulsating mass stimulating my g-spot even without moving.

   He thankfully gives me a few minutes to adjust before pulling out and slamming himself back in. My mouth is hanging open, myself completely unable to control any part of my body as that cock forces me into one long orgasm through the whole ordeal, the stretching being too much to bear. My fingers scratch deep into the bed sheets, but my eyes stay firmly on my moron husband, the hurt in his eyes only making the fucking that much better. 

   I buck my hips back, making Michael's slams even harder. He picks up his speed, his huge muscles propelling him into the fastest, hardest fuck I've ever gotten in my life. I hear his balls slapping against my pussy and the squish of his dick fucking my sloppy pussy, and I smell the sex of all three of us. The other two men are again hard and jacking themselves off, enjoying watching me get fucked by this gigantic black man. 

   I can't take it, the whole thing is just too much. I'm screaming in ecstasy and orgasm, my body a convulsing mess as Michael continues to force himself into me, fucking me harder and harder until finally he shoots thick ropes of cum into me with a force I've never felt before. The two men also cum then, shooting onto my body and my bed, leaving me a cum-covered mess, lying next to my husband as I shake and quiver with orgasm.

   When I finally come to, the other three men are gone and James is still crying. Pushing myself up from the bed, I scoop two fingers into my pussy and take a glob of the cum from it and into my mouth. I look down at the cheater below me, his sobs audible now in the quiet room.

   “You will never cheat on me again,” I say. “Understand?”

   The helpless man nods, completely broken and miserable.

   “Not only that, but you are going to let those three men come over and fuck me whenever I want. And you're going to watch it and like it, you whimpering pussy. You're my bitch now. You are here for my sexual gratification. There will be no more staying late for work. Got it?”

   He nods again. I consider untying him then, but decide instead he can wait. I go over to our shared dresser, ignoring his shouts of anger as I walk down the hall and into the bathroom, where I take a hot shower and wash off my new lover's cum. Her mind wanders to the hot night she just had, and her hand wanders down, rubbing her sore but still horny pussy. Hopefully, James will be ready to fuck her once she's clean.

  

  



Spanked in the Lap of Luxury 1

   Blackmailed by Her Sadistic Billionaire

   Dalia Daudelin

    

   Forty dollars and eighty three cents and a crystal figurine in the shape of a butterfly hide in my apron pockets. I look around me, checking to be sure that Mr. Rodin isn't anywhere that he can see me as I pick up a beautiful aquamarine ring that once belonged to his late wife. I slip it into my right pocket where it joins the figuring.

   My sister's birthday is coming up, and she's going to be 16. I promised her I'd buy her a video game console, and I never break promises for my sister. I wasn't always a thief, of course. 

   In fact, before the housing bubble burst, my whole family was well off. I was in college, in my second year of studying business when the economy tanked. Nearly everyone in my family was laid off or lost customers or otherwise lost their source of money. At a time when we most needed help, we all lost the people who could help us. We were poor, and my parents could no longer pay for my schooling. Now, I'm forced to be a maid.

   I was extremely lucky when Julian Rodin offered to hire me as a maid. He used to be a local politician, and when my dad worked in real estate he sold Julian Rodin his second house. That was a few years ago, and now Julian is extremely wealthy because of some good investments. When he found out how much my family was suffering, he found my mother a job as a secretary at a friend's law firm and invited me to become a maid. He even promised to pay me fairly.

   And I guess he has. Fairly for a maid at least. I work hard, though, cleaning this million dollar home with its 3 floors, basement and huge garage. Some days I feel like I should just ask to move in, since I spend so much time here. 

   I had hoped to go back to school with this money, finish my degree and open my own business, but there's no chance of that happening. No, Mr. Rodin doesn't pay me nearly enough. I can just barely afford my small apartment, which is within walking distance of this mansion because there's no chance I could afford a car. 

   So I pilfer some things here and there. My pawn shop never asks questions about where I get these things, they just give me the money I need to pay for such luxuries as food and my electricity bill.

   It's not as if I have something against Mr. Rodin. He's just a bit stingy with money and would never consider giving me a raise. He's never caught me stealing, and has never indicated that he even notices the things I've taken. Never has he asked me about the things that have gone missing.

   Because of that, I've become more bold about it. Instead of stealing forgotten trinkets from the back of his closets, I'm stealing things left out in the open and with much more value. Still, he says nothing.

   Slipping into one of the many bathrooms on the ground floor, I wipe down the sink and toilet before heading over to the nearby kitchen. Every time I open the fridge here, I'm surprised by how empty it is. Mr. Rodin eats out fairly often, though, so it's understandable. Rinsing off a recently used plate, I put it into the nearly full dishwasher and start it. My eyes dart to the clock on the oven as I raise my arms and stretch, my right elbow popping. It's barely even 5 PM and I'm already finished cleaning!

   Tightening my pony tail, I tug on a few strands of my long black hair and make sure my hair is up tight. I step into the hallway and walk down the long red carpet to he library at the very end.

   Mr. Rodin is typing away on his computer as I step in. 

   “Ah, Sophia,” he says, smiling as he looks up from the screen. He has high cheekbones and piercing blue eyes. I always wondered why he never went into acting. He looks a lot like the villain from that recent comic book movie when you catch him at the right angle. He's tall and handsome, and always seems to be busy with something intellectual.

   Music drifts softly from the sleek white computer on his dark mahogany desk, a classical piece that he plays often. I look around the room to be sure it's still clean. This is the first room I lean while Mr. Rodin eats his breakfast so that I'm not in his way while he works. Still, it always smells a bit dusty from the old books lining the walls and sitting haphazardly on tables around the room.

   “I believe I'm done for the day, Mr. Rodin,” I reply, bowing my head and stepping my leg back for a curtsey. It's old fashioned, but I'm used to it. It's how he prefers to be addressed, and I'm in no position to deny him that. 

   “Ah, I see,” he replies. “Well, I had something I wanted to discuss with you, so if you wouldn't mind sitting down?” His hand pats the chair next to him. The cushion is plump and covered with velvet. 

   I hesitate for a moment, pressing my hand against the goods in my apron. They shouldn't be too obvious, so I smile and walk around the chair. Sitting down, I cross my bare legs in front of me. Another part of the job: I'm only allowed to wear dresses. It's a bit humiliating, but I do it. I've actually come to enjoy it, wearing a dress makes me feel a bit free.

   “I feel awful even asking you this,” he starts, leaning forward and putting his hand over mine. “But I can't seem to find my gold cufflinks and the camera I bought two Christmases ago. Would you happen to have moved them while cleaning, or seen them anywhere?”

   I gulp and feel my heart jump. Oh god, I hope he can't hear it pounding against my chest. Those cufflinks brought in $200 to pay for my ridiculous electricity bill two months ago, and the camera was worth $500 when I sold it on Ebay. That bought me some new dresses and shoes as well as a month's worth of food. My hand is still covered by his, and I find myself worrying that he might be able to feel my pulse. I smile and shake my head, pulling my hand back and willing my heart to slow to a normal pace. “No, sir. I haven't seen anything like that.”

   He leans back, sticking his bottom lip out a bit. Mr. Rodin looks like a pouting child as he leans like that, a few errant black hairs dashing across his forehead. “I see. That's very unfortunate.” We both remain silent for a few minutes, until the awkwardness gets to me while he continues to pout. 

   “Ah, well, I have to get to shopping...” I say, starting to stand up.

   “Yes, I forgot your sister's birthday. Well, one more thing before you go. Could you take a quick look at this for me?”

   He presses his hand against his computer screen, turning it to face me. On the screen is 4 photos. It takes me a few moments as I scan them to realize they're all of me. Black and white photos that look like stills from a video camera... My eyes widen. Each of the photos show me stealing something. Did Mr. Rodin install security cameras?!

   Mr. Rodin shifts in his seat. “Now, if you had confessed to me, if you had been honest with me, things would have been much more simple. I would have fired you and sent you on your way.” His voice is deeper now, like a dog's growl. Dread washes through me. “But since you lied to me, more drastic measures are called for.”

   “Mr. Rodin, please! I'm so sorry! Please don't call the police!”

   He scoffs at me, crossing his arms and frowning. “I very well should call the police. But no, I won't do that right away. After all, your dad is a friend of mine and we wouldn't want him to see these photos, would we? And I don't want to shame him by sending his eldest daughter to jail. If you don't want to be put behind bars, you're going to have to do absolutely everything I tell you to do.”

   My heart skips a beat and my eyes widen. Is he saying what I think he is?!

   “To make this easier on you, and because I'm such a good guy, I'll also give you a raise. But only if you do absolutely everything I tell you to do, without question and without attitude.” He moves in close to me, looking into my eyes. His cheekbones look sharp in the lighting. “Do you agree to my terms, or should I call the police?”

   I can't move. I can barely breathe. My hand comes up to my chest and I lean over, trying to force air into my lungs. Mr. Rodin picks up his cell phone, his lips again pressed into a hard line. He swipes his thumb against the screen. “No, wait!” I yell. He stops, his eyes flicking up to mine. “I agree.”

   His lip twitches into a wicked smile. I feel nauseous and my head feels fuzzy. 

   “Stand up.”

   As I scramble to my feet, he stands as well. Next to him, I am very short. He grabs my arm and forces me to turn around, facing his desk. Pressing against my shoulders, he forces me to bend over until my breasts press against the desk and my ass is in the air. 

   Warm fingers press against my inner thigh, kneading into my skin. I want to move away, to turn around and slap him. That's not an option. A small gust of air flows over my ass as my skirt is flipped up and over my ass. For a second I'm thankful that I wore my best panties today. They're pretty and pink, bikini-bottom style. 

   Mr. Rodin's hands knead into my ass cheeks, and rub over them gently. It's kind of like a massage, which I can't help but enjoy after a few hours of cleaning. When he pulls my panties down, though, I clench my ass cheeks together and gasp. My hands ball up into fists and I close my eyes, waiting for his next move.

   WHACK!

   The first slap on my ass brings me painfully back to reality. The second knocks the wind out of my lungs, forcing me to gasp again. Mr. Rodin brings his hand down over and over again, pummeling my ass until tears sting my eyes and roll down my cheeks. “Please, stop!” I cry, sniffling. I try to get away from him, but his strong hand grabs my arm and keeps me painfully still as he spanks me.

   “You don't get to tell me when to stop, you slutty thief!” WHACK! WHACK! Each word is punctuated with another slap. “I'll stop once you've learned your lesson!” Again, he slaps my ass with my force now. I squeal and cry, in the back of my mind knowing my butt's going to be bright red and painful for hours after this punishment.

   Even further back in my mind, I secretly like it.

   The spankings stop, and for a brief second I'm allowed to catch my breath. My butt cheeks sting so bad I can't hold back a few sobs. His hand gently, tenderly caresses my ass cheeks. It hurts, but it's soothing at the same time. Moving down slowly, his fingers press against my vulva, sliding up and down my pussy lips. “You're shaved. And wet, too.”

   He slaps his fingers against my vulva, just hard enough for it to sting. Circling his fingers around my clitoris, he presses hard. I wiggle my ass in response, enjoying the feeling. I blush, and I moan.

   But then he slaps my clit with two fingers. The pain and pleasure mix and force me to orgasm instantly, my toes curling and my teeth clenching. He pulls his hand away from me, spinning me to face him. My knees wiggle beneath me, because they are weak. He presses down on my shoulder.

   “Suck my cock.”

   I'm mortified, my mouth dropping open, but there's nothing I can do.  I slowly go down to my knees, my mouth at the same height as the tent in his pants. I become acutely aware of the fact that yes, I am actually wet. My panties are still down around my thighs, and my wetness threatens to drip down my skin and onto the floor. And who would have to clean that up? Certainly not Mr. Rodin.

   I watch Mr. Rodin's hands unbutton his pants, the brass button of his black slacks popping out of the hole. Slowly, he pulls the brass zipper down. Zzzzzip! And down come his pants, leaving him in boxer briefs, a steel gray color and tight enough for his bulge to be obvious. There's a small wet spot where the tip of his cock touched and left a bit of precum, evidence of his arousal. From a foot away, I can smell his manliness. It's clean, but still masculine. 

   Still, despite my horniness, I don't want to put him in my mouth. I whimper and look up at him with pleading eyes, which he ignores. I resist when his hand presses against my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, the ponytail now loose. He sighs, pulling back that same hand and snapping it against my cheek. The slap shocks me. 

   “Stop resisting,” he commands.

   Tears sting my eyes again. I allow him to push my head forward. My mouth opens and I stick my tongue out slightly, wetting his skin as his large, hard cock moves into my mouth. I press my taste buds against his skin, swirling my tongue against him. He twitches, and lets out a small moan. I slide my tongue all around the base of his cock, stimulating him the way I read about in the fashion magazines I browse while shopping. Slowly, I let his shaft penetrate my throat.

   I'm surprised to find I don't have much of a gag reflex. He presses my head down, burying my nose into his pubic hair. My mouth has completely engulfed his prick. I hold my breath as long as I can, but still he doesn't let up and I start to struggle. Eventually, he lets me up to breathe, giving me a moment to collect myself. 

   On my own, I grab his cock and swirl my tongue around the ridge of his cock head. This makes him groan and sigh before he presses my head back down and making me deep throat him again. After a while I get used to this pattern, holding my breath as long as I can and then pulling up. He speeds up, his eyes rolling back into his head as he groans. He humps his hips up toward my face, fucking my mouth as if it were a pussy. The lewdness of this is making me so horny that I have to squeeze my thighs together, which sends a shock of pleasure through my body. 

   After a while, I begin to wonder if he's going to cum in my mouth, but as soon as he gets too lose, he pushes me away. “Stand back up, Sophia.”

   I do. I'm just as invested in this now as he is. I'm actually excited to see where this will go next.

   “From now on, when I tell you to do something, you will say 'Yes, sir,' is that understood?”

   I nod. He's turning into a real Dom here! “Yes, sir.”

   “Every day that you are here and do everything I tell you without error, I will give you a 50 cent raise.”

   I nod again, squeezing my thighs once more and holding back a moan. “Yes, sir.”

   “Good. Now turn around and lift up your ass, you fucking slut.”

   The harsh language turns me on, making my stomach jump with excitement. This makes me hesitate, but before he can reprimand me, I turn around and say once more, “Yes, sir.”

   I arch my back and lift my ass in the air. Being this exposed feels so naughty, so wrong. He touches me again, his fingers slipping up and down my wet vulva before pressing against my stiff clitoris. Mr. Rodin moves his fingers in a circle against my sensitive button, making me wiggle and gasp. I can't help but moan in response.

   Mr. Rodin steps up closer to me and slaps his cock against my pussy a few times, the meaty instrument hitting my slit. I'm so eager to have him in me that I'm actually shaking, and almost ready to beg him when he finally presses his cock against my opening. My fingers and toes curl at the size of him.

   The pressure is almost too much, but before too long his cock head pops inside of me and slowly sinks in. I slowly breathe out as he fills me. Oh god that feels good. 

   He bottoms out on me, only his balls out of me now. His cock rests gently against my cervix until he pulls out slowly. His cock thrusts back in, his hands holding my hips. His strong hands, guiding me so that I move in time with him. Moving slowly at first, the feeling is luxurious. My tits swing below me, and my eyes flutter with each gasp.

   Reaching under me, he grabs my tits. His thrusts go fast and shallow as he pinches my nipples, making them hard. I can feel everything inside me start to tighten, and tingle. My body is taking control now, my orgasm unavoidable.

   My juices droll down his cock. I bite my lip and let out a muffled moan as his cock continues to pleasure me, fucking me faster and harder now as he races towards his own orgasm. I feel like I'm exploding, my pussy is twitching and my nipples are tingling. “Oh god!” I cry as my knees shake beneath me.

   And then he cums, his hot stream of semen hitting my walls and sending me instantly into another orgasm. My hips instinctively buck back into him as he shoots 5 or 6 strings of cum deep into me.

   He grunts with his last bit of cum and pulls out. “Get on the floor and clean me up,” he commands. 

   “Yes, sir.” I turn around and fall to the floor, still horny but slavishly licking and sucking my own juices off of his prick. I lick his balls and his thighs before he pulls away and pulls his boxers and pants back up.

   “I think that will do for today, Sophia. I'll see you tomorrow.”

   I watch with my mouth open and my pussy still dripping as Mr. Rodin strolls out of the room. I don't move until I hear him walk up the stairs and turn on the shower in the master bathroom.

  

  



Spanked in the Lap of Luxury 2

   Punished by Her Sadistic Billionaire

   Dalia Daudelin

    

   “Yeah, Mr. Rodin, you probably don't want me throwing up all over your house. I'm sorry again. I'll try to come in tomorrow.” As I hang up the phone, I let out a half hearted cough and wince at the awkwardness. He sounded disappointed. Not as angry as I expected, and definitely not as angry as he sounded yesterday. Still, I know my not showing up must be annoying.

   I flip on the TV and recline back in my big chair. I feel bad for lying to him, but after what happened... I just can't help but feel scared to see Mr. Rodin again after being spanked and fucked by him. The idea of going to work actually scares me. Not because I didn't enjoy it, but because I enjoyed it too much. 

   The sex was great. Absolutely amazing, the best I've ever had. Then again, I rarely have sex because I'm always so busy cleaning Mr. Rodin's mansion, but he seriously is like a sex deity. 

   Maybe it was the spanking that upset me, but if I'm being really honest, I'll admit that I liked that too. More than I am actually willing to admit. Taking time off of work will definitely get me another punishment, though, and maybe one more severe.

   My stomach twisting in knots, I resolve to go to work tomorrow. And then that resolve falters again. Oh well, I'll decide later.

   At noon, I get up to run some errands. I sell the things that I stole from Mr. Rodin. He never took them back, and I really do need the money, so I may as well sell them. I pick up the gaming system my sister wanted, as well as enough groceries to last me a couple of weeks. After running to the bank, it's already getting dark. I head home after picking up some fast food for dinner, which I eat in front of the computer before going to bed.

   It takes forever for me to fall asleep. My room is too warm, and my neighbor's dog keeps barking. I sigh and turn over, closing my eyes. My imagination starts to run wild.

   I imagine myself walking into a dark room, which seems to only be made of cement. I turn around, but the door I just walked through no longer exists. When I face the other wall, I suddenly see a man's silhouette. 

   He's tall, svelte, and has a sort of 1950's look to him even though I can't make out any of his features.

   “Who are you?” I ask. My voice seems strange to me, a bit deeper than normal. I bring my hand up to my throat and massage it lightly. That's when I notice I'm actually naked.

   “You know who I am.”

   My head cocks to the side. I take a step forward, red high heels clacking against the cement as I move closer to the dark man. I can smell his cologne now as it wafts in the wind. Just a hint of manliness that tickles my nose.

   I hold out my arms as I close the distance between myself and the mysterious man. Once I touch the fabric of his close, I pull him into a passionate embrace.

   His face slowly comes into the light as he lowers it to kiss me. Right before our lips touch, it becomes clear that the man is Mr. Rodin.

   My heart jumps, but my body continues pulling him closer to me. My lips press against his, his warm arms bringing me closer to him. His hands rest in the small of my back. I part my lips and let his tongue enter my mouth, my own tangling with it in a passionate dance. He groans and pulls me so close that my bare breasts press against him.

   Being so near to him feels good. It feels right. Even though I'm a little bit scared, I don't want to leave his arms nor do I want our lips to part. I wrap my own arms around his neck, standing on my tip toes to better match his height. I breathe in his scent as we continue to kiss.

   So suddenly that it knocks the air out of me, I am up against a wall. Mr. Rodin is holding my hands above me as he kisses me hard. He lets go of my wrists and presses his hands against my breasts, but I still cannot move my arms. An invisible force is holding them above my head as his warm lips press against my neck. Gently at first, he kisses my skin. Goosebumps raise on my flesh.

   His teeth sink into my neck, sending a thrill through me. He doesn't break the skin, though, he bites just hard enough. He bites again, and it feels just as good.

   His lips flutter down my bare chest, kisses the mole above my right breast before moving to my nipple. He swirls his hot tongue around it, causing the nipple to raise. His teeth scrape against my hard nub, sending a shock of pain and pleasure through me. I moan and arch my back, which forces more of my breast into Mr. Rodin's mouth. A finger presses up into my slit as he bites my nipple hard and then sucks it gently.

   His soft finger slides up and down my vulva, not yet penetrating the slit. My bare pussy tingles as his whole palm presses against my mound. My juices are flowing, and I am so wet that my dew is starting to drip down my leg. Mr. Rodin's finger presses into my slit and against my clitoris, on the right side where I am most sensitive.

   The pressure makes me shudder beneath him. He nipples on my nipple as he gives my clit long, gentle strokes and then short, more forceful strokes. He moves his finger in a circle against my clitoris, going faster now. My breathing is heavy and my head is a bit light.

   “Don't stop,” I pant, the words sounding dull and muted. I look up to the dark gray ceiling, enjoying his hands and mouth on me. He bites my nipple harder now, making me cry out and arch my back even further.

   Suddenly, he whips his cock out and penetrates me so quickly all I can do is gasp. But god, it feels so good. He's so thick and long, my whole pussy feels deliciously full around him. He pushes himself all the way into me, wiggling his hips so that his pubic hair brushes against my clitoris. It feels so good, my whole body feels warm and light. I clench my hands above me and bite my lip softly. “Mmf,” I moan.

   He pulls out almost all the way before spearing me again. “Ah!” I shout, feeling my breasts jiggle from the force of his thrust. An orgasm is building inside of me now, like glowing energy, expanding until it's about to burst. I moan as Mr. Rodin gives his final thrusts into me before shooting his sperm deep within me. As our sweaty bodies meet again, my orgasm rushes through me.

   Face down in my bed, my eyes flutter open. One of my hands is underneath me, in my panties and pressed hard against my clit. It's soaked with my juices, my pussy raw from my nocturnal masturbation. My body feels so relaxed from my orgasm, though. I flip over to the cool side of my queen sized bed, kicking my sheets off of me until my body cools down.

   I bring my arm up, resting my wrist on my forehead. What the hell was that? Do I really feel that passionately about Mr. Rodin? I sigh, rolling my eyes. I guess this means I have to go back to work tomorrow and see how I really feel about my boss. It's not going to do me any good to have these fantasies about him while I avoid him.

    

   8 AM and I'm already nervous. I need to leave in a few minutes to walk to Mr. Rodin's mansion and start cleaning. My hair is dried, shining while tied up in a bun. The scent of my mint and rosemary shampoo is just barely noticeable. I have a thin line of black eyeliner on, and a light brush of black mascara. Otherwise, my face is fresh. The nervousness gives my cheeks a natural pink glow.

   From the back of my closet, I pull out my favorite little black dress. It buttons up from the front, and shorter than what I would normally wear while cleaning. Considering the situation, though, I think it'll do just fine at what I need it to do. Which is, of course, to seduce Mr. Rodin. Even though he made it seem like I'd have to do what he says anyway, I don't want to leave anything up to chance.

   The last bit of my outfit is a pair of kitten heels. There's no way I could clean the whole mansion in anything higher than this, but flats don't really scream sex, do they? I slip the cute shoes on and assess myself in my full length mirror. Even with my apron on, my legs look sexy and smooth with the oil I put on them. You can just barely make out the shape of my breasts and waist. Yes, this will do.

   I stop for a moment, suddenly unsure of what I'm getting myself into. The last time I was with Mr. Rodin, he spanked me until I cried and used me sexually. So why am I so turned on by him? Why am I dreaming about him. I know I actually enjoyed it in the end, but do I really want to be treated like that again?

   Maybe I'm a submissive. Maybe I'm only this way with this one man. Either way, the only way to find out is to see him again.

    

   The mansion isn't really dirty. It never is, so I have no idea why Mr. Rodin needs me here every day. He barely has anyone over, and he spends most of his time in this library, which is of course where most of the mess is. Checking the grandfather clock in the corner, I see that it's 11 AM. I'm almost done with this room, but Mr. Rodin hasn't checked in on me once. Maybe he doesn't know I'm here, and suspects that I'll call off again?

   Tidying up the stacks of magazines on his computer desk, my eye is caught by a pile of papers. On top is a photograph of a beautiful woman, her teeth are straight and her blonde hair looks natural. I look around to make sure I'm not being watched, totally forgetting that Mr. Rodin installed security cameras. “Should I...?” I trail off. The woman in the photo is so beautiful. It's clear that she's a model, or at least she should be. The photo itself is a head shot.

   Curiosity gets the best of me, and I pick up the photo and set it to the side, picking up the paper beneath it.

    

   Dear Mr. Rodin,

   I am writing to express my interest in the position you advertised online for a live-in maid. Attached is my resume for your consideration.

    

   I can't read anymore. My heart is pounding, and I am suddenly overwhelmed with nausea. He's looking for someone to replace me already? Someone to live here and replace me?!

   Tears sting at my eyes. My hand presses against my aching chest as I put the photo back on top of the pile of papers, hating how beautiful the woman is.

   “You came into work today.”

   In the doorway stands Mr. Rodin. He's in a business shirt, blue, and black slacks. His black hair is a bit messy and wet. He must have just gotten out of the shower.

   My cheeks burn, and I know they're bright red. Him catching me as I almost start to cry only makes my humiliation more painful. His shoulder presses against the wall as he watches me, his eyes not giving away any emotion.

   “Yes, I did,” I say, straightening my back and trying to appear strong. “I'm sorry for being sick for so long.”

   He moved near me, his steps quiet and his motions fluid. Pushing me up against the wall by my shoulders, an electric shock strikes my stomach. I can't breathe with his face so close to mine. I just look up into his eyes, which seem to have a storm growing in them. My mouth is slightly open. My head is light from the lack of oxygen.

   “Don't lie to me, Sophia. I've known you long enough, and I'm not stupid.” His voice is a low growl, a whisper into my ears. His mouth droops down, but he remains as handsome as always.

   “I'm so sorry...” I choke out, trying my best not to cry.

   “Turn around, right now.” He lets go of me, and I immediately turn around to face the wall. I bend over, my arms pushing against the wall and holding me up. I know exactly what's coming. Still, a silence looms over me. 

   “Aren't you forgetting something?”

   I think for a second. What am I forgetting? My heart races as I start to panic, but then it suddenly hits me. “Yes, sir!”

   Up comes my dress, down come my panties, and I thrust my ass into the air. My pussy tingles with anticipation. WHACK! The first strike of his palm against my flesh barely stings. WHACK! The second hurts much more. WHACK! The third sends big gobs of tears streaming down my cheeks.

   Seven more times, Mr. Rodin slaps my ass. Tears run down my face, and yet my pussy is still dripping. Once the tenth slap is done and the stinging starts to fade, Mr. Rodin glabs my arm and pulls me toward the door. I don't ask him where he's leading me, and I struggle to keep up with him while my panties are around my ankles. I kick them off before we reach the stairs, which he climb and then enter his bedroom.

   Full force, he throws me against the bed. I hit the soft mattress and watch with curiosity as Mr. Rodin tries to catch his breath. He looks almost like an animal, all anger and lust at once, mixing and boiling just beneath the surface. Feeling naughty, I spread my legs and jut out my chest, presenting my body to him.

   “Oh, so you want this now? You want me now?” He asks, turning away from me and opening the mahogany drawer that stands against the Eastern wall. His shirt clings to his slightly sweaty back as he pushes his hair back and out of his eyes.

   I nod, even though he can't see me. “Yes, sir.”

   “Why?”

   The question is asked tenderly. The tone in his voice catches me off guard. My eyebrows raise. Why is his voice so strained, so emotional all of a sudden? “Well,” I start, choosing my words carefully. “I'm not sure. I just know that I can't stop thinking about you.” I pause, looking down and feeling ashamed. “I'm even dreaming about being with you.”

   Mr. Rodin turns to face me. There's a thin rope in his hand now.

   “Move up to the headboard and put your arms above your head.”

   “Yes, sir,” I say, scooting up the bed and laying with my arms wide above me. He ties the rope around my right wrist, then my left wrist. The other end of the rope is tied to one of the wooden pillars on the headboard, with just enough rope left over for me to move about a foot if I need to.

   Once I'm tied up, he goes back to the drawer. He looks into it for a long time, considering what to pull out. Finally deciding, he pulls out two clamps and a blue feather.

   Setting the feather down next to me, he unbuttons my dress and pushes the fabric out of his way, revealing my bra. He immediately pushes it down, dipping his head to suck my nipple into his mouth. He swirls his tongue around it, making it hard. “Don't complain about what I'm going to do, or I'll make it worse for you.”

   “Yes, sir.” My heart begins to beat faster.

   He takes one of the clamps and opens it, closing it around my nipple. I suck in some air through my teeth and grunt, but I don't move and I don't complain. He plays with my right nipple before clamping it as well.

   Picking up the feather, he lightly touches it to my side. Up and down, from my ribs to my hip, he tickles me with it. At first the sensation feels kind of good, but then the tickling becomes almost unbearable. I wiggle and move beneath him, giggling and biting my lip. The feather moves to the front of my stomach, circling around my navel before moving down.

   Mr. Rodin's feather tickles over my pelvis and then down to my inner thighs. He has to press one of his hands against my leg to keep me from kicking and flailing. I look down at him, and am surprised to see that he's smiling, like he's really having fun.

   The gentle feather flicks against my clitoris. At first it feels like nothing, but the more he does it, the better it feels. “Ooh,” I moan, wiggling my hips. He brushes the feather up and down the hood of my clitoris. The heat of orgasm is slowly building up in me when he suddenly dips his head down and licks me!

   “Ah!” I cry, and my orgasm hits me. My juices spill over Mr. Rodin's sexy face as he continues to lick my clitoris, lapping up my liquids. One of his fingers slips into me, making me arch my back. Another finger is added and he pumps them in and out of me as he licks me. The penetration and stimulation send me into another orgasm.

   “Please, don't stop!” I say as his fingers slip out of me. I pout and try to move down the bed for more action, but he moves away. Sitting up on his knees, he unbuttons his slacks before unzipping them and pulling them down. His huge prick springs free. God, he's even bigger than he was in my dream!

   “Please put it in me! Please fuck me, Mr. Rodin!”

   “Gladly,” he says, grabbing my thighs and spreading them wide. He spits into his palm, lubing up his cock before he places it in my hole.

   “Yes, please!” I shout, lifting up my hips. He impales me, his hard cock filling me completely.

   “God, you feel so good, Sophia...” He pants, pushing himself deeper into me. I move my hips in time with his. 

   He moves faster and faster, his forehead dripping with sweat. I feel his cock twitch within me, and I know he's going to cum soon. I clench my pussy around him, and he shoots his cum into me. 

   “Oh god!” I yell. His cum is so hot. My pussy spasms around his cock as I orgasm, my whole body going weak and twitching.

    

   My eyes flutter open. I find myself on Mr. Rodin's bed, my arms untied. I must have fallen asleep. Mr. Rodin snores gently next to me, one of his arms wrapped around my waist. I smile to myself. I'm not sure what's going to happen now, but I can't wait until the morning.
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   Wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead, I look around the room. It's large enough to hold all of my furniture plus some. Occasionally the men helping me move grunt or sigh in annoyance, and their hard work is making my new place smell like sweat. I'll have to light a candle once they leave to freshen it up.

   My couch is off to the side for now, though I'll probably move it once I'm settled in and all my boxes are emptied. My bed is next to a large window that looks out onto a beautiful garden, the afternoon sun streaming in and casting shadows on the hardwood floor with my boxes.

   All of the lighter items are in, so I've been unpacking them while the movers finish bringing in my heavy furniture and boxes. I open a box full of the plates I bought last year and that will probably go to my sister when she graduates and moves out. The white porcelain is cracked in a few places, but the plates are still functional and none are totally broken. I close the box and set it on my couch to be dealt with later.

   I open a second box and look in, but then there's a knock on the door. Mr. Rodin is standing there, giving a dirty look to one of the sweaty men as he brushes past him without excusing himself. Mr. Rodin steps closer to me.

   “Is this nearly done? I was hoping you would make me dinner.”

   I check the clock on my phone. 5:46 PM. When I agreed to be Mr. Rodin's live-in maid, I didn't expect to also be his cook. I like cooking, though, so I smile and nod.

   “I can probably start by 6, most of my stuff is in. Was there anything specific you want me to make?” I grin up at Mr. Rodin. Even though he still scares me sometimes, I'm grateful to be living in this big house. That, and I'm starting to get something of a crush on him. I know it's ridiculous, and silly, but sometimes I see a sweet man underneath the punishments and domination.

   That, and not having to walk in the cold to get here is a definite plus.

   “Can you cook steak?”

   “It's my specialty!” I chirp. My dad loves steak so my mom taught me how to make it when I was really young. “How do you like it?”

   “Rare,” he replies. He looks around the room again and lets one side of his lip twitch into a smile before he turns around and leaves. He's probably heading back to his library, to work on whatever it is that he does.

   Mr. Rodin has been acting strange ever since he offered to let me live here. I don't know why, and it's setting me on edge. He's be avoiding me, barely speaking to me. He's only a few years older than I am, but sometimes he looks so tired and sad. 

   My dad told me a few years ago that Mr. Rodin loved his wife, and never really recovered when she died. He hasn't dated since then, and I think that might be part of why he's so uncomfortable with me. From what I can tell, Mr. Rodin hasn't spent time with any other woman than me. There's never any proof of visitors aside from employees who sometimes bring Mr. Rodin bad news. Every New Year he does host a party for his top earning employees, but they always leave precisely at 1 AM and I am always here to clean up after them. Never has there been someone staying the night.

   It makes me sad that he's been alone for so long. He's so handsome, and his wealth would normally make him at least a target for gold diggers, but still he is alone.

   I sigh and shrug. I just don't understand him.

    

   I place the steak on the table next to Mr. Rodin. “One rare steak, with green beans and mashed potatoes, sir.”

   He looks at the plate then up at me. “Did you make yourself a steak too?”

   I blush and look away. “Oh, no. I didn't think you'd want me to do that. I just made myself a salad.”

   He frowns, picking up his plate and standing. “Next time, I want you to have what I have for dinner. And I want us both to eat in the dining room.”

   “Okay,” I reply quietly, following Mr. Rodin into the kitchen where I pick up my salad. My heart beats so fast that I feel a little dizzy. He wants to spend time with me?

   My crush on him gets worse any time I'm near him. My head starts to swim and the whole world gets a little blurry. I realize it's silly for me to feel like this when we're both adults, but he's the first man who has ever made me this interested. Is that a bit pathetic? Well, I can't help it.

   We sit at the long dining room table. He pulls out a chair next to the end of the table and gestures for me to sit. Setting down my plate first, I lower myself into the chair and giggle as he pushes me in. “What a gentleman,” I say.

   He smiles and chuckles before sitting at the head of the table. The scent of his steak makes my stomach growl. I eye it as he sits down and unfolds a napkin before picking up his knife and fork. He cuts into the juicy steak and takes his first bite, closing his eyes and savoring the taste.

   I watch him, hoping he'll find my seasoning delicious, and the steak done to perfection. He chews it slowly, and then lets out a happy groan. “This is absolutely amazing, Sophia.” He cuts another piece, popping it into his mouth.

   “I'm so glad you like it!” I exclaim, spearing a cucumber slice with my fork and biting into it. I smile as I chew, giddy that he approves of my cooking.

   “Here,” he says, cutting another piece. “Try it.”

   He holds his fork out for me. I blush, leaning over and parting my lips. I close them around the meat and pull it off the fork, closing my eyes as the juices hit my tongue. He's right, it is amazing.

   “This might be the best steak I've ever made!”

   Mr. Rodin chuckles again, scooping up a bit of his mashed potatoes. My face burns bright red and my heart pounds in my ears. We eat in silence for a while, but my blushing never goes away. 

   He looks up at me and studies my face. Something seems to dawn on him, like he realizes I'm blushing over him, and he looks back down. He clears his throat. The rest of our dinner is eaten in silence.

    

   A week after my first night living with Mr. Rodin, I seem to be settling into a routine. I clean from 9 AM to 5 PM, after which I make dinner. We still eat together, though we chat more about Mr. Rodin's work, or the books I've been reading from his library collection.

   He's still keeping his distance from me. We haven't had sex since he tied me to his bed. He hasn't punished me. He's practically avoided any sort of interaction that might lead to more than a few words being exchanged.

   Have I become less interesting now that I live here? Or maybe he never was interested at all, and just liked having power over me. 

   When I woke up this morning, Mr. Rodin was already in the library. I don't like to disturb him while he works, so I cleaned the rest of the house first. I knock on the door and enter quietly, but Mr. Rodin does not stop typing long enough to even greet me. I pout and get to cleaning, dusting his old books and vacuuming his old rugs.

   I should just get over this crush. He's clearly not interested, and only offered to let me move in for his own convenience. There was never any chance he'd fall in love with a girl like me. I'm just the poor daughter of an old friend that he was trying to help. I was just a sex slave when he wanted one. And now, what he wants is a maid who doesn't make a fuss.

   As I sulk and beat myself up, I come across an old vase that is absolutely covered with dust. It's sitting on a shelf that is usually only filled with books. Mr. Rodin must have brought it out last night or today from storage, I wonder why? The beautiful white porcelain is painted with cobalt blue flowers and images of people working in fields. It looks antique and frail.

   For a second, I allow myself to admire the art. There's a thin crack running up the side, but the vase is otherwise flawless. Using my feather duster, I carefully work off years of dust, restoring the piece to its original shine.

   Mr. Rodin coughs suddenly. The sound shocks me as it penetrates the silence. Startled, my arm twitches, and the feather duster sends the vase crashing to the floor. It shatters into hundreds of pieces.

   He whips around to see what I've broken, his mouth wide open. His eyes are momentarily alight with rage, but when he looks at me a sort of mask comes up. Instead of looking angry or showing any emotion at all, Mr. Rodin looks like he doesn't care that I just destroyed his beautiful vase.

   “I'm so sorry,” I whisper. Even if he doesn't care, I feel an overwhelming sense of shame. I bend down to pick up the pieces, wondering if it can be repaired. Some of the shards are just too small, though. They're like a fine dust from the crash. It's hopelessly destroyed.

   “Mr. Rodin turns around. “Just clean it up and get out.”

   I furrow my eyebrows, but I get the broom and dustpan. I sweep up the pieces and put them into a bag. As I move past Mr. Rodin and through the door, I stop and back up.

   “What is up with you lately?” I ask. My heart races with fear. I know I'm not supposed to talk back to Mr. Rodin, but I have to know.

   “What are you talking about?” His voice is bored, which pisses me off.

   I step closer to him. “You wanted me to move in. You wanted this. I thought... you gave me the impression we were moving toward something more serious, but now you just ignore me. We haven't had sex in a week and you barely acknowledge me!”

   The apathetic look on his face never goes away. “What do you want me to say, Sophia? It's not what I expected either.”

   I set down the bag of porcelain shards and cross my arms. “That's not good enough. Tell me why you're acting like this, or I'm moving back out and quitting.”

   Mr. Rodin sighs. He leans against his hand, his fingers massaging his temple. “I really don't...”

   “Too bad.”

   Anger flashes into his eyes again, but it gives way to sadness. A deep sadness that I've only ever seen glimpses of. 

   “It was a bad idea for you to move in.”

   My heart shatters, breaking into as many pieces as the vase. I try to hold back tears that bully their way past my eyes and down my cheeks. I don't want to admit it, but he is breaking my heart. I love him.

   “No, don't cry, please... It's not because something is wrong with you. It's because something is wrong with me. I don't want to hurt you, Sophia.” He pauses, collecting himself. “I've known you for so long. I've loved you for so long.”

   “What?” I reel back, laughing involuntarily. My heart speeds up again.

   “Ever since I first met you, when I was 18 and you were just a few years younger than me. And then later, when your father brought you to the house he sold me and show you what kind of work he does. Why do you think I agreed to hire you, instead of your mother? It's because I wanted to be near you.”

   He pauses again, thinking over his words.

   “You're beautiful, and you always have been. But I tend to break the things that are most beautiful. When my wife died, I resigned myself to being alone, and it was okay until you tempted me with your innocence and your kindness.”

   I can't help but laugh again. I bend over, my hands on my knees as I laugh harder than I have in a long time.

   “What are you laughing about?” he asks, clearly disturbed.

   “It's just... are you saying you see me as more than just a sex slave?”

   His face twists in horror and disgust. “Of course! How could you even say something like that?”

   I giggle. All this time I've been pining for a man already in love with me! As I straighten my back, I try to calm myself down. I open my arms wide and pull Mr. Rodin into a hug. He accepts it, his arms tenderly wrapping around my waist. 

   “Mr. Rodin, it would be my pleasure to be hurt by you. Pain is part of what love is.”

   “You should call me Julian.”

   Looking up into his eyes, I rise to my tip toes and kiss him softly. “Alright, Julian.” I kiss him again, then a third time.

   I stare up at him for a moment, watching as sadness and happiness mix and fight in his eyes. My body acts on its own. I pull him in for a kiss, so passionate and full of love. My lips against his, my arms around his neck. I close my eyes and enjoy the soft tug my heart feels as he laughs a bit through our kiss. He pulls me in tight, lifting me up off the floor. Grabbing behind my knees, he cradles me as we continue to kiss.

   Julian brings me to the couch, in front of his dusty old books, and lays me down. The soft brown leather is cool beneath me. Crouching over me, he presses his lips to mine again before unbuttoning the front of my dress. He pops each button out of its hole, slowly revealing my blushing chest and my bra.

   He pushes my bra down, exposing my breasts. My nipples are hard already from excitement, and my breathing is heavy. I lift myself up and rest on my elbows. Julian's mouth sucks in my nipple, his tongue swirling around it. My lips part. I let my head fall back and enjoy his rough tongue against my sensitive skin.

   He bites the nipple, which makes me moan. “Ooh, I like that,” I say, running my fingers through his hair. Biting me again, I press his head into my tit. He sucks on it hard. He moves his lips to the side of my breast, sucking and kissing it. He sucks on the skin so hard that it starts to bruise. A small purple spot on my porcelain skin.

   His mouth moves to my other nipple as his hand slips up my soft thigh. Pushing aside my panties, he runs his fingers up and down my labia. They're already dripping wet. I part my legs to give him better access to my body.

   One of his fingers slips into my pussy. He wiggles it as it sinks into my hole. “Mm,” I moan. “Put in another finger.”

   A second finger dips into me. He pulls them out and then pushes them back in. He moves faster and then slower, teasing me instead of allowing me to orgasm quickly. In and out, he fucks me with his digits as he sucks on my nipple and leaves more bruises on my skin. His thumb presses against my clit as he fingers me now, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. I arch my back and hold his head against my breast again. His fingers fly in and out of my wet hole, my juices making lewd sounds that echo off the walls along with my moans and gasps.

   I use my other hand to massage his cock through his pants. Julian is so big already, he must be so horny. I struggle to unzip his pants, but I eventually get it. I unbutton them and let them fall to the ground, then push down his briefs as well. His cock hangs free, standing at attention. I wrap my hand around him, tugging it up and then back down. His precum coats my hand and makes jerking him easier. 

   My hand flies up and down his shaft as he fingers me. He moans into my tit. He pulls his head up, standing up and removing his fingers from my hole. “Suck it,” he commands.

   “Yes, sir,” I say, sitting up. I use my own fingers to flick and massage my clit as I put Julian's big shaft into my mouth. At first I stay shallow, but the hornier I get, the deeper his cock goes down my throat. I use my hand to make a circular motion at the base of his cock as I deep throat him. 

   His precum is salty, but delicious. I moan while my mouth is still around him. The vibration feels so good that his knees quiver. I bob my head up and down, sucking his cock as hard as I can. He groans and moans, his sounds so sexy that my pussy becomes even more wet.

   He pushes my head away and has me lay down on the couch. He kneels between my legs, his huge prick positions just above my hole. Sliding his cock up and down my slit, he makes me moan and twitch as it presses against my clitoris.

   And then he enters me. He slides into me easily until his balls are nestled against the skin of my butt cheeks. He pauses to let me get adjusted, and then a wicked glint forms in his eyes.

   “Do you trust me?”

   I think for a second, scared of what he's going to do. Finally, I nod. “I do.”

   One of his hands comes down over my neck and wraps around it. He presses down on it, restricting my air as he pulls his cock almost all the way out. I can only barely breath. I start to struggle beneath him, but then his thrusts his cock back into me and I see stars. I gasp and wiggle beneath him. With the air cut off, each thrust is more pleasurable than ever before.

   He fucks me like this, occasionally letting me catch my breath. His hand stays wrapped around my neck, choking me as he pounds into me again and again. When I feel his cock twitch, he cuts off my air entirely. As his cum shoots into me, my pussy contracts and my juices gush out. Every part of my body twitches and becomes hot as I cum with Julian. And then I cum again. And once more.

   Julian's hand moves away from my neck and he kisses my breasts as I catch my breath and twitch beneath him. My pussy feels sloppy with his cum in me, but I still feel amazing.

   He wraps his arms around me, and I wrap my arms around him. And we live happily ever after... at least, as happily ever after as two real people can.
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