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She had wanted a female roommate. Money was getting tighter, and when she realized that it was going to be hard to pay rent for the month she decided that subletting was much better than eating mac and cheese for the fourth day straight. When she had envisioned her ideal roommate, she had pictured someone her age, a young twenties woman either going to school or with a career. She had wanted a friend that she could hang out with, study with, maybe even go to dinner with. Unfortunately, she had a hard time refusing those in need and when Kane had shown up at the door, weary and tired and asking if the room was still for rent, she had said yes. He had been so bone weary that he paid his share of the rent there and then and then passed out in his new bed. The next morning she had been eating her breakfast and drinking coffee in the kitchen room when he walked in, freshly showered and wearing a white t shirt and fitted jeans. She had not realized just how attractive he was. What was she thinking when she had agreed for him to be her roommate? She forced herself to move her gaze from his strong chest up to his face, which wore a friendly smile. Betty wished instantly that she had worn something more flattering, something that would hide her curves that she was so self-conscious about. She had been worried about getting a super skinny roommate that would make her feel bad about her body, but she had not realized how it would make her feel to have a man in the same room as her. Was he judging her internally? 

“You're a real life saver Betty, I checked four places before getting to yours and you were the only one who gave me the time of day. Guess no one wants a road worn country boy.”

It was strange having a roommate, much less a man in the suite she had been renting alone for the last three months. He had a drawl to his voice, and the only reason she had allowed him to rent was because she sensed a politeness about him that made her feel as though there would be no drama or problems with him around. She relaxed as she realized that he was definitely not judging her in his mind. She could sense that he had a kind soul and that he would not be laughing at her, internally or externally. 

“It's no problem, I needed a roommate pretty badly. Want some coffee? I just made a fresh pot.” She gestured to the machine. If there was one thing she did not skimp on, it was coffee. She would rather go hungry that drink instant coffee and she loved everything about it, the satisfying sound of the beans grinding and the smell of it that permeated the small suite. He walked to the machine and she found her gaze lowering to the thick bulge between his legs, and she quickly snapped her eyes up, shocked that she had violated him with her eyes. As he poured himself a cup and sat down, she realized just how big he was. His tight shirt showed off what must be an incredible body, and she suspected by his mannerisms and his description of himself that he had grown up in a small town, or perhaps a farm. He had none of the urgency of the big city. She smiled as she saw him take a sip without adding cream or sugar. He liked it black and pure. 

“Thanks, this is really good coffee. I've been drinking some real mud on the road.”

“So what brings you to the city? Forgive me for prying, but you don't seem from here.”

Kane sipped the black coffee. How could he express the reasons in words? He knew she was not trying to pry, but the reasons he had for selling the family farm and driving in a random direction were complicated at best. “Well, let's just saw I have an adventurous spirit. Small town life was not cutting it for me and I wanted to see what life had in store for me elsewhere. You know how many of the oldtimers were born in the same town, lived in the same place their entire life? I didn't see that for myself.”

So that's where he got those muscles. Somehow, his body seemed so much more well earned than the narcissistic gym goers who treated their bodies as a temple and a deity. There was no self-adoration in throwing hay bails, or whatever farmers did. Betty had to admit that her images of farm life came only from movies and books, but she still found it easy to see Kane working on a farm. He had his brown hair buzzed and was blessed with a chiseled face and kind eyes. Gone was the stubble that had formed a dark shadow on his face the day before, and gone were the deep bags under his eyes. He was mid twenties, maybe a few years older than her, but it was his body that she found so enticing. Images of him slowly pulling his shirt off of himself and exposing his muscular body filled her mind, and Betty was shocked to find herself imagining it as he sat in front of her. She felt ashamed, like she was disrespecting him by the image in her mind. Normally when she was near fitness freaks and people who looked like they could model shirtless, she felt horrible about her extra pounds but the fact that he had earned his body in the field and not in the gym somehow made it different. She did not feel so embarrassed to be around him.

“And what will you do here? Do you have a job lined up?”

“Nothing yet. I'm good with my hands though, and you can't live long on a farm without learning how engines and cars work. I'll take a look around today.”

Betty was slightly worried that he did not have a job. The whole point of having a roommate was to save on rent and costs. Still, she had a really good feeling about Kane. He seemed dependable and she found herself trusting him instantly. There was something old fashioned about him that put her at ease. 

“Well, I have to go to class. Oh, I almost forgot, here's your key.” Betty reached into her pocket and pulled out the copy of the key she had made. She reached over to give it to him and felt his calloused hand over hers as she handed it to him. Every movement he made caused his muscles to ripple and Betty was almost regretting her choice of a roommate. She had not realized just how sexy he was when he had come in last night, tired and with lines under his eyes, in a jacket that covered up his body and hid the perfection that lay underneath. She could not help but imagine her hands running down his tan body, and she felt her cheeks growing red as she wondered if he had worked shirtless on the farm, sweat running down his beautiful body. She stood up and left before she could let her thoughts take control of her.

“Bye, and good luck on your job hunt.”

“Thank you Betty.” The way her name rolled off his tongue was perfection. She loved his drawl. As she left her suite and locked the door behind her, she berated herself in her head. How could she allow herself to be attracted to her roommate? There was no way anything was going to happen between them. As if he would be attracted to her, anyways. Even if he had been completely polite and kind today, she knew that she was nowhere near good looking enough for him. He had a chiseled body and a strong, handsome face and it would be so simple for him to walk to a bar and take his pick of the women there. She winced as she imagined him taking someone home and having to listen to them. He did not seem like the type of guy who would do that, but it would make her feel horrible to feel inferior to one of his conquests if he brought them home.  She made herself stop thinking those thoughts. It was none of her business who he wanted to be with or who he brought home. It was no longer her suite. It was now theirs. She had made the decision to take on a roommate and she was going to have to live with whatever happened. 
 

Betty rode the bus to university, turning her thoughts to academia as she poured over her notes, preparing for the final exam. She was nearing the end of her third year of her combined sociology and social work degree, and she wanted more than anything to succeed. She pushed away an image of Kane working in the fields, shirtless in the sun to focus on her studying, and when the bus arrived she was so deep in her notes that the bus driver had to tell her it was the last stop before she got off. She walked into her building and sat down in the large classroom, looking around at faces, some familiar and some new. She was surprised how many people she had only seen once before who must skip all of the classes and only show up for the exams. It was an attitude she could not understand. Why spend so much money and effort on an education you do not even try for? She breathed deeply, calming herself as the test was passed out. Her professor gave her a smile and encouraging words. Betty had not made any friends in this class, but she respected her professor and was pleased with how much she had learned, if only she could not let test anxiety overcome her. The next three hours passed in a blur, and when she put down the pencil and looked at the clock the thoughts she had been pushing out of her mind now started to invade her mind. She handed in her exam with a smile to her professor and made her way home, already imagining Kane's thick, muscular body. Betty felt immoral for the way she was picturing him in her mind, but it was impossible not to. She remember the thick bulge in his tight jeans this morning, how she had forced herself to look away. What would it look like, if she slowly unzipped his jeans, pulled down his boxers and let it free... no, she could not think those thoughts about her roommate. It was so unfair to him. How many times had she seen creeps on the bus undressing her in their minds and felt sick and helpless to stop them? And now she was guilty of the exact same thing. 

She returned home in the afternoon and immediately put a fresh pot on. It was her only addiction. She was not a heavy drinker, although she did enjoy a glass or two of wine after a hard day, and she had no urge to smoke or engage in anything of the sort. Coffee was her weakness, but she consoled herself by knowing there were far worse vices. She spent her evening studying as usual, and was jolted out of her concentration when she heard the door opening before she remembered she had a roommate. School was the only way she could stop thinking about his annoyingly sexy body. She heard him taking off his boots and then he walked into the kitchen, his white t shirt blackened and dirty.

“It looks like this is my work shirt now.” He was grinning as he talked, and she realized that he had a small imperfection, his smile was oh so slightly crooked. 

“You found a job?” She was happy for him, but surprised he had managed to find one so quickly.

“It's a start. I'm working down at the auto shop nearby. Once he heard I fixed up my car from a beater to the beaut I have now and that I have plenty of experience with larger vehicles, he hired me on the spot. I think I proved myself today. I'm sorry, I'm standing here all sweaty and filthy, where are my manners. I'm going to go have a shower.”

“Oh, it's no problem. By the way, let the water heat up before you jump in! It takes about 30 seconds of glacial ice before it's manageable.”

“Thanks.”

Betty was frustrated. She had not imagined that he could get sexier, but seeing him sweaty and dirty turned her on deeply. She wanted to tell him not to take a shower but to take her instead, and she bit her lip as she imagined his thick, sweaty body rubbing against her. As she heard the water running, a horrible, dirty thought went through her mind. She could not even believe she had thought it. When she had first moved in, she had realized there was a small crack in her wall and a hole that looked into the bathroom, giving a full view of the shower. She had covered it with a piece of tape, but now she imagined pressing her eye against it and watching as he soaped himself up. She stood, walking towards her bedroom, unable to stop herself, not wanting to even think about what she was doing. She ripped the piece of tape off and pressed her face to the wall, looking into the bathroom. She could see the shower and felt her mouth dry as she saw him open the door to the shower and step into the hot water with a sigh of pleasure. His body was even more incredible than she had imagined. She was transfixed as she watched him lathering up his muscular body, his soapy hands massaging himself. She let out a tiny moan as he started to stroke his cock with his soapy hand, watching as he carefully cleaned his thick cock and rubbed his full balls. He started to get hard as he rubbed as she could not believe what she was seeing. He was the sexiest man she had ever seen in her life and she could do nothing but stare as he started to harden in front of her eyes. Then his hands moved to his chest, washing off the grease of the autoshop, running up and down his pectorals and massaging his overworked muscles. His cock was not fully hard but was dangling heavily between his legs, and she wanted to feel her it in her mouth, wanting to make it awaken fully and harden to its full length on her tongue. She felt so dirty as she watched him, felt incredible guilt but could not resist as he soaped himself up. Her jaw dropped as he turned, showing off a full, thick ass that was muscular and that she wanted to grab onto, wanted to give a hard spank to. He washed it and she wished it was her hands on his body, her hands lathering his ass as her mouth cleaned his cock. As he cleaned off every trace of dirt and then soap off of his body, the only thing that interrupted her staring was him turning of the water and Betty jumped at the change. She quickly put the tape back and put her hands to her face, shocked and appalled at what she had just done. She had just spied on her roommate, been turned on by watching him shower, and she was horrified. She quickly walked back into the kitchen and sat down to studying, trying to pretend to herself that she had not just done something perverted. The textbook lay in front of her, but it might as well have been in Japanese. There was no way she could concentrate. The worst thing was that as bad as she felt, she kept remembering it. She kept remembering how thick his cock was, how it had dangled between his legs half hard, how muscular his body was, how he had looked as he soaped his abs and chest. She wanted him more than any other man, but now she was not only chubby, she was a pervert and she felt guilt for even thinking he could want her.

He walked into the kitchen, in a fresh pair of jeans and a dark blue t shirt.

“Do you know any good places that deliver? I just got into town yesterday and I have not had time to shop yet.” His low, drawling voice sent vibrations through her body. She stared at his jeans, knowing exactly how his cock looked, knowing exactly what was forming the bulge which his tight jeans contained. She swallowed, finding it hard to speak.

“Oh, I'm actually just about to eat some leftovers. It's nothing special, but I have some butter chicken in the fridge if you would like some.” 

“That's very kind of you, but I don't want to impose.” 

“It's not an imposition at all. Please, help yourself, and if you don't mind lifting me a plate as well that would be wonderful.” Betty offered the food, knowing that it would do nothing to soothe her guilty conscience. 

“That's very generous of you.” Betty could almost feel his soothing, drawling voice, it had such an effect on her. As he turned to open the fridge, her eyes were drawn to his perfect ass, outlined in his tight jeans and she wanted to grab it. She knew she had made a huge mistake letting him be her roommate. It was nothing he had done. It was her fault. She had spied on him, she had watched him and loved every second of it and no matter how hard she tried she could not stop herself from imagining his jeans pulled down, exposing his tan flesh. Watching him lift portions of the butter chicken made her realize just how hungry she was, and her stomach groaned embarrassingly loud. She winced, feeling mortified. 

“Sorry about that, but it looks like my stomach can already tell your cooking is going to be incredible!” Betty was confused at first, then realized that he thought the sound had come from himself, or at least was being a gentleman and taking the blame for it. The second option seemed more likely but she preferred to believe the first.

“I love just walking through the grocery store and grabbing a new sauce and finding a recipe on the internet, it's nothing special but it does the job!”

As Kane heated up the dinners, the delicious smells of butter chicken filled the room and Betty could only hope that her stomach would not betray her loudly again. He brought the plates to the table and placed them gently down in front of them, and they sat down across from each other. Betty was pleased to see that he had taken a huge portion of food. She loved a man who could eat. He took his first bite and she was happy to see his face light up with pleasure. 

“This is delicious Betty, thank you for sharing.” 

Betty swallowed a bite and replied. “It's not a problem, It's been kind of lonely cooking for myself now that I think about it.”

“Well, I'll have to whip something up for us tomorrow night to repay you. What's in that tome of a book?”

Betty looked down at her admittedly large sociology textbook. “Oh, it's just a textbook for my course.”

“What are you taking?”

“I'm in my third year of a combined social work and sociology major. I'm really hoping to work as a social worker for youths especially. I truly believe that if we help people when they are young, they go on to do great things, and if we leave them to rot we end up with a society like we have right now. Sorry if that sounds bitter.”

Betty could taste the hypocrisy. She was preaching about making a good society when she had watched him naked in the shower, spying on him and getting wet in the process. 

“That's admirable. Me, I'm a bit simpler. If I can just fix a few cars, that's a good day for me. I'll leave fixing lives in your capable hands.”

Betty's cheeks turned red at his comments, feeling like he was being sarcastic. Seeing this, Kane quickly clarified. “Oh, I'm sorry, I have an odd sense of humor. I'm not making fun, I really do respect someone who is able to take on so much responsibility. Bit of small town self-depreciating humor.”  

“Oh, sorry, I thought you were being sarcastic. Honestly, the way most student's talk... everyone is so bleak. The economy got tougher I guess and people just don't have the same hope they did in first year. I don't know why half of my class gets up in the morning, the way they act.”

“Well, it's easy to fall into the trap of seeing the bad in the world. We've all been through hardships, some of us bounce back and others fall into bad habits. I like to keep a positive attitude, and I am glad you do too.”

Betty could see that there was a slight sadness to him, and she wondered if he had been completely honest when he had told her why he had moved. She felt even guiltier about spying on him in the shower now that she was talking to him. He seemed so decent and kind, wholesome all around. It made her feel even more awful.

They finished their meals and Kane offered to clean up. “You cooked this delicious food, the least I can do is the washing up.”

As he washed the dishes and put them in the drying rack, Betty shocked herself by blurting out the words. “I'm sorry I did something really bad.” She had never been good at hiding things and the guilt of what she had done had forced the words out of her before she could think. She could not believe what she had just said. He turned around with a surprised look.

“I'm sure there's not much you could have done in the one day you've known me.”

“Look, I'm really sorry, and I understand if you want to move out after you hear this, I'll give you back your rent money and everything... it's just that... I'm sorry... there's a hole in the wall of my bedroom, I couldn't resist I took a peek when you were in the shower, you're just so gorgeous...”

The words hung in the air as Betty braced herself.  Would he yell? Call the cops and report her? Would her chances of a career be destroyed by her mistake? Whatever he did, she knew she deserved it.

“You took a peek?”

Betty was surprised at the calmness in his voice.

“Yes, I could not stop myself, I feel so stupid and guilty but I had to look.”

“So, you just took a glance and then stopped looking? I must admit, I'm a little offended you didn't like what you saw enough to keep looking. The way you've been staring at me like you want to eat me since I got here, I would have expected you to to watch for longer.”

Betty's cheeks turned bright red as she realized that her checking him out had not gone unnoticed. “No... I watched the whole shower, I'm so sorry. I feel so guilty.”

“And right now, as you're looking at me, what are you imagining?”

She winced in embarrassment and guilt. “I'm... I'm imagining you naked.”

“Is this what you want?” He slowly started to unzip his jeans, and then did them up so quickly that she jumped in her seat. “I think you've done something really bad, and you owe it to me to make it up to me. I doubt the cops would believe me if I told them anything anyways, but I know you felt guilty enough to tell me, and you probably want the chance to ease your conscience, don't you?”

“Yes, I do. I'm really sorry. I just want to make it up to you.”

“Tell me what you thought of when you watched me in the shower.”

Betty swallowed hard. Then the words spilled out her, and she could not believe what she was saying. “I watched you stroking your cock and I imagined how it would feel in my mouth. I wanted to hear you moan in pleasure, I wanted to grab your gorgeous ass and try to take as much of your cock into my as I could. You're just so fucking sexy, I was so stupid to think you could be into a woman like me.”

“A woman like you? What, a spy? A peeping tom?”

“No... I mean... you're so athletic, and I'm so... well, I've got a few extra pounds.”

Kane looked just as surprised as when she had admitted that she had spied on him. “A few extra pounds? You look great, no one likes getting poked by ribs when you hug, and you certainly know how to cook. No, the fact that you are curvy has nothing to do with the fact that you violated my privacy by watching me in the shower and that you owe it to me to make this right.”

Betty felt herself blush from the compliment, her already red cheeks turning an even brighter hue. She still felt so much guilt but knowing that he found her attractive was beyond her wildest hopes.

“I just want to make this right. I'll do anything.”

“I want you to promise that you will do anything I say. That you will obey any order, take any punishment I think you deserve for being such a horny slut that you would spy on me.”

Betty felt shocked at the words he was saying. It was such a turn on to hear such dirty words, such degrading insults from such a kind and gentle man. She was already wet from imagining his body naked and he seemed so in control of the situation. 

“I... I promise. I'll do anything you say, and obey any order. And if you think I deserve to be punished for what I did... then I'll take any punishment.”

“If I think you deserve to be punished for what you did? You don't think you deserve to be punished?”

“I... I do. That was the worst thing I ever did, I don't know why I did it, I feel so guilty.”

“You know exactly why you did it. You're attracted to me. You love my body, you love how I look, and you are thinking about sucking my cock right now, aren't you?”

Every word was true. “I want to so badly.” Betty could hear that her voice was pleading. She had never been so turned on by a man before and she wanted to please him, to make up for spying on him. She felt so dirty and naughty and knew she needed to be punished for what she did. 

“Well, you've seen me naked. Now it's my turn. Take it all off.”

Betty felt shame as she unbuttoned her loose sweater that she used to conceal herself. She pulled it off and saw his approving stare and felt as if she was already naked in front of him. “Keep going.”

The order made her heart pound faster as she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off, her breasts covered only by a bra. “Fuck you're hot, take off that bra and if you're lucky I'll let you wrap your lips around my cock.” Betty could not believe how dominant he sounded, how confident he was. She swallowed and undid her bra, her breasts free and sat shirtless in front of him. She would have felt embarrassed but she saw that his cock was stiffening and somehow he was loving what he saw. 

“Are you going to let me make it up to you for spying? Are you going to let me suck that big juicy cock of yours and swallow your load?” Betty said the words and almost gasped as she did, realizing she sounded like a complete slut and also realizing that she loved it. She could not keep her eyes off the thickening bulge in his jeans. 

“Oh, you have to earn that. Stand up and put your hands on the table.”

Betty stood and put her hands on the table, leaning forward and arching her ass out. She was breathing heavily with desire. This was the most intense erotic encounter she had ever had and she had never imagined anything like this could happen to her. She watched as he walked behind her and the gasped as he felt his hands wrap around her and start playing with her nipples which hardened under his touch. A low moan of desire escaped her lips.

“What kind of a dirty little slut spies on her roommate showering? What kind of sex crazed whore can't resist watching a man in the shower? You deserve to treated like the slut you are.”

His voice was gruff and low, and the gentlemanly drawl only made her feel more ashamed. He was the gentleman, and she was the slut who could not control her urges. She felt the need to be disciplined for what she had done, the need to make it up for him. She loved the way he was humiliating her, the words sounding true to her ears. Never before had she wanted to serve a man so badly.

“I am a dirty little slut, I'm your dirty little slut, and I'm going to do everything I can to please you. I know I deserve to be punished, punish me!” The words rushed out of her in a torrent of desire. Her entire body felt the need to be touched, caressed and he slowly pinched her nipples sending waves of pleasure and desire through her. His strong hands moved down her body to the buttons of her jeans and opened them one by one, and she wanted to be naked in front of him. The fact that he was completely clothed and she was going to be nude was intense. It was like she was a stripper at a bar and he was watching her with eyes only for her. She felt him pull her jeans down, exposing her ass and the she felt his hands caressing her plump, full cheeks. 

She felt his hot breath against her as he whispered in her ear. “What do naughty little sluts like you deserve?” 

“We deserve whatever punishment you think is accep-” her words turned into a yelp of pain as she felt his hand come down on her ass cheek roughly. The crack of his hand on her flesh sound echoed through the room and her ass jiggled from the blow. It had hurt, and her ass stung as she panted from the shock. She could not believe how much it turned her on to be spanked by him. It felt so right for her to be disciplined by him. She felt like a lowly, dirty slut to be punished and used however he wanted. 

The second spank was ever harder than the first and her cry of pain was sharp and urgent. She felt tears welling to her eyes and she flinched. Even with the pain, it turned her on urgently and she wanted to feel his cock inside of her. 

“Please...” The word came out of her mouth as she begged for mercy.

“Please? You said you would take any punishment I gave out.” She felt his hand stroking her ass, soothing the fire that was the throbbing pain from the spanking, and then his hand left and she closed her eyes, mentally preparing for the next slap of his hand. 

WHACK!

The third slap of his hand was even harder than the first two, and aimed at the exact same spot and she moaned with pain. She knew she could not handle much more but knew she deserved it. His hands returned to her ass and she felt him massaging her sore cheeks and then spreading them wide and she knew he could see her asshole. She jolted as she felt his finger probe her hole, a thick digit pushed past her attempt to squeeze her ass tight. She had never played with her ass before and the feeling of his finger was foreign to her. She had to admit that she enjoyed how it felt inside of her and as he slid the second digit in she moaned with pleasure. It felt so naughty. It felt so slutty. 

“Let me guess, you're a slut for anal sex too, aren't you?”

“No, I've never even had a finger in my ass before.”

“Good, then tonight's punishment is going to be my cock in your ass, stretching you to the limit. Although I know that with a desperate slut like you, you're going to end up enjoying it.”

Betty remembered how thick he was in the shower and her eyes widened with fear at the thought of his cock invading her ass. She felt a second finger pushing into her asshole and she moaned at the pleasure it gave her. Her pussy was desperate, teased and ignored and she wanted to play with her clit but she knew he would punish her for doing so. The fingers that were stretching her asshole slid out of her, and she felt empty instantly in a way she had not known was possible. She wanted to feel his fingers stretching her ass open again. 

“Don't you move a muscle.” His drawl was commanding and stern, and Betty kept as still as she could as she watched him walk to the kitchen counter and grab the bottle of olive oil she kept there. He returned behind her and she heard him open it, and then the fingers were back against her asshole, this time lubed with the cool oil. Her asshole could no longer resist his lubed fingers and he slid one, then two, then three fingers deep inside her, his thick fingers pushing against all resistance and making her moan with pleasure and some discomfort. She was getting more and more used to the fingers sliding in and out and her pussy ached to be touched. 

“Please may I play with my clit?” She was begging, she wanted to feel pleasure so badly in her pussy.

“Of course, slut. But don't you dare cum without my permission.”

Betty spat on her fingers and then moved her hand instantly between her legs, gently sliding her finger against her clit. It was almost too sensitive.

“One more rule” said Kane, as he stretched her asshole open with her fingers, “you are not allowed to slow down playing with your clit. Trust me, I'll know if you cheat. So don't go faster than you can handle, because otherwise you're going to be punished hard if you cum without my express permission. Understand?”

“Yes, I understand.” She was so grateful to be able to play with her desperate clit that she would have done anything, said anything for permission. She felt his fingers slide out of her now loosened, lubed ass and bit her lip with anticipation. She had never had a cock in her ass and she was scared of how thick he was. She felt him press his cockhead against her lubed asshole and she went faster against her clit without thinking, feeling pleasure building up as he slowly, slowly pushed the fat head of his cock into her resisting ass. She could feel herself pushing back against it, her asshole trying to resist his cock but the lube made his cock slide into her no matter how much her ass clenched and she moaned in discomfort as the thickness of it stretched her. He started to work his cock in and out of her and she was only able to handle it by playing with her clit and focusing on the pleasure. She focused on arching her ass up, wanting him to have a sexy view of her plump ass as he slid his cock deeper and deeper inside of her.

“Oh fuck, it's so big,” she moaned out, trying to handle the thick cock in her ass.

“You love it, don't you? You love getting punished by my big, fat cock up your ass.” The contrast between his gentlemanly drawl and the filthy words he was saying turned her on even more and she played with her clit even faster, regretting it instantly as she realized she was going to cum if she kept going at this pace. As he worked his cock deeper inside her, she started to feel an intense need to be filled even more, and his cock felt so good in her ass, rubbing against the other side of her vaginal wall. She had never known that anal could feel good and had always looked down on women who let themselves be fucked in the ass, and now she was naked and bent over the table getting fucked by an almost total stranger, a hung stud of a man who was using her for his pleasure. She heard his growl of lust and she knew her ass must feel good for him and even though it hurt she pushed back against his cock as he thrust into her and she heard his growl of pleasure again as she moaned in pain, feeling her ass stretched to its limit as she played with her clit. As he worked his cock into her ass the feelings of pain and uncomfortableness kept changing more and more into pleasure and then he slapped her ass hard, making her wince but knowing that it was her place to be fucked in the ass and spanked like a whore.

“Oh, spank me again,” she moaned, scared of how much it hurt but loving how it felt to be disciplined. He spanked her even harder as he thrust deeper inside of her and she moaned in pain and pleasure. It felt like his cock must be completely inside of her. “That's half of it, you're doing well for your first time but soon I'm going to be balls deep inside of your asshole and we will see how well you can handle that.” The sternness, the finality of the words and the fact that she had no choice in the matter, that she was being punished for her own dirty spying and that she deserved to be treated like the whore she was made her even more aroused and she was moaning in pleasure as she felt him thrust himself fully inside of her. He groaned in satisfaction. “I can't believe it, you took my entire cock into your ass, you dirty slut, no woman has ever been able to do that before.”

Betty felt humiliated, wondering how many women he had fucked in the ass before her, how many other women he had had bent over in front of him, trying to cope with his massive cock in their asses. She felt used and humiliated and she admitted to herself that she loved it and she was getting so close to cumming, trying hard not to. She considered slowing down on her clit but she knew that he would be able to tell.

“Please sir, please may I cum?” She was begging in her desperation, needing so badly to have release. At the words she felt his hand grab onto her hips tightly, painfully, and he started to pound her ass hard, the sounds of their flesh slapping together loud in the room as he stretched her asshole wide on his thick cock and she started to almost scream in pleasure, loudly and knowing that the upstairs neighbour, a man in his forties could probably hear her cries of pleasure. “Oh pleaaaase let me cum!” She did not know how much longer she could last and she was playing with her clit, not knowing what felt better, the huge cock in her ass or the pleasure of her oversensitive clit.

“Don't you dare cum, you little whore, you don't get to cum before you've satisfied your man.”

Betty pushed back with every thrust, needing to feel him unload his cum into her asshole, needing so badly to please him. She was begging for something else now. “Please sir, please cum in my ass, please fill me up with your hot load, I need it so bad!”

She said the words between moans of pleasure, knowing what a slut she sounded like and she was on the verge of orgasm, humiliating herself for his need. She heard him groaning and he started to spank her ass even harder than before and she felt warmth in her asshole as he came inside her. “Cum for me, bitch!” He said in his forceful, drawling voice and she let herself cum, waves of pleasure overcoming her as he continued to spank her hard enough to make her scream in the mixture of pleasure and pain as  she felt him filling her ass with cum. Her orgasm overwhelmed her and she was not caring how much noise she made as she moaned and screamed. Her orgasm finished but she kept playing with her oversensitive clit, the pleasure too intense as she milked every last drop of cum from his cock with her ass. Finally, his orgasm ended. “You may stop playing with your clit now,” he said, realizing that she had continued to rub her clit because he had told her she was not allowed to slow down.

Betty was glad she was against the table because her legs were shivering and trembling from the force of her orgasm as Kane put both hands on the table beside her, leaning forward against her body, his sweat running down her and she felt him panting with satisfaction in her ears.

“You're my perfect little slut.” The words felt so right in her ears, and as she felt his cock slowly softening inside her ass she felt proud of herself for being able to handle his entire cock inside of her, proud for having made him cum. 

“I'll do anything to serve you, I need to make up for how bad I was before.” She still felt guilty for having spied on him. She knew that he was degrading her, humiliating her, treating her like a conquest and a piece of meat, but she also knew that she deserved far worse. She deserve to be reported for spying, reported for what she had done and she would do anything to make it up to him.

“Oh, you're going to have to work very hard to make it up to me, but this was an... incredible start.”

The two of them stayed there, trying to gather their thoughts after the most intense experience of either of their lives. Betty could only imagine what he would require of her next. She had already given up her ass to him, and she could not wait to feel his cock sliding down her throat, filling her mouth with his hot, creamy cum. She could not believe what kind of a slut she was for him. 

End

If you enjoyed the story, please consider writing a review. Any story with a positive review gets a sequel :) 
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