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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of edge and fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


Author's Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book




If you’re looking for another Twilight, this isn’t the place. This is my take on paranormal erotica, imagining various she-devils from mythology as if they lived among us today. If you’ve read my stories, you’ll know I write about people engaging in wicked and forbidden sexual activities, often including fear fetishes.

I write to thrill and entertain. But with that said, these stories go to some dark places, with lovely looking ladies indulging in the most taboo of sexual practices and other fetishes. If any of the topics listed below are not to your taste, then please do not purchase this book.




Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx




These stories include the following topics: breath play, emasculation, mind control, vampirism, murder, castration, torture, sadism, abduction, breeding, cock and balls torture (CBT), BDSM, orgasm control and denial, male chastity, and various other minor fetishes and kinks… because she-devils really know how to get up to no good.





A Girl with a Broken Heart

Fairies

Fairies are kind and helpful creatures, but a rare few are not. One such fairy, named Leanhaum-Shee, was a beautiful young woman who seduced men. While she gave her victims pleasure beyond imagination, her motives were thoroughly wicked, as she ruined them body, mind and soul. For the men who enjoyed her company in bed, it was one hell of a way to go.

The only task Atticus disliked as a lawyer was reading a will only days after a funeral. In his opinion, it was too soon. This reading was especially challenging, as there was only one beneficiary, the deceased’s grieving widow. Adding to his discomfort, she was a captivating woman who stirred up lustful feelings in him beyond his control. It had been a long time since a woman had made his loins ache. Why did it have to happen now?

Her name was Seline. He found it impossible to pick her age. While she had flawless beauty, with big blue eyes, golden skin and full lips, her hair was almost white. A platinum blond still had a dash of gold in her hair. Seline’s shone like spun silver. She could be a well-preserved forty or in her early twenties. She certainly had the lithe figure of a young woman, with generous breasts, curvaceous hips and long legs.

He tried to focus on reading the will and not on the fact he was developing his first erection for a long time.

Seline’s husband of only a few months had left her his entire estate. He had been a wealthy old man. Atticus didn’t want to make a judgement about the age gap. He understood the appeal. He would also crave the attention of such an alluring woman if she offered it.

Seline carefully mopped the corners of her eyes with a lace handkerchief so she didn’t smudge her make-up. She was wearing a black tailored skirt-suit that clung to her figure, showing off all her delectable curves. It wasn’t deliberately provocative. She simply had a figure that made anything she wore look sexy.

“Your husband had a considerable amount of money. He had no children, so nobody can challenge his wish to leave everything to you. You’re going to be a very wealthy woman, Seline.”

She looked him straight in the eye. There was a tinge of anger in her sky-blue irises. “I’m already a very wealthy woman, Atticus. I didn’t marry my husband for his money. I loved him very much.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to infer anything from my remark. Please accept my apologies.”

Her eyes softened. “I’m sorry too. I didn’t mean to snap. It’s still raw.”

He gave her a moment to gather herself. “I knew him well too. I’ve been his lawyer for over forty years. He was a good man. I’m glad you both found happiness before the end.”

She dabbed her eyes again. “It was so unexpected. He was a fit, healthy man with no known conditions. I thought we would’ve had many years together.” She sobbed into her handkerchief.

Atticus shuffled on his chair, wondering how to offer her comfort. “I’m so very sorry for your loss,” he said.

She looked up at him again, this time with her soul laid bare. She had the same expression as a vulnerable child. “Would it be too much to ask you to hold me for a moment?” she said.

“No, not at all,” he replied.

Before he could stand, she rose from the chair opposite, sat on his lap and looped her arms around his shoulders. She was warm and smelled like roses. He cautiously wrapped his arms around her, holding her gently, realising he was afraid of the intimacy. In such close contact, his cock had a mind of its own and was becoming firmer by the moment. With her thigh pressed against it, he felt sure she would notice.

“Thank you, Atticus,” she whispered in his ear. “This is making me feel better. It reminds me of being in my husband’s arms. He was a lot like my daddy. That’s probably the reason I loved him so much.”

He carefully rubbed her back. “Oh… well… good,” he said, feeling at a loss for words.

He felt her hot breath on his neck. Hell, when was the last time he had held a beautiful woman? It was the principal problem with his career. He’d never allowed himself the time to have a meaningful relationship. He was married to his firm and fully focused on making it a success. Indulging in the idea he could have a relationship with a grieving widow was pure fantasy.

“I’ve always been attracted to older men,” she said. “You could say I’m a girl with daddy issues. I promise I won’t tell your wife I asked you to comfort me this way.”

He let out a small laugh. “Oh, there’s no need to worry. I’m not married.”

She pulled away, so she could look him in the eyes again. “There’s no Mrs Atticus? I find that very hard to believe.”

He shrugged. “Well, there have been some women in my life. But they never stuck around. I’ve always been married to my job. So, it’s fair to say we both have relationship issues.”

She shook her head. “You mean you don’t even have a girlfriend? A handsome man like you?” She snorted softly. “C’mon, girls must throw themselves at you.”

“Not that I’ve noticed,” he said.

She smiled in a way that made his cock throb. “Well then, I don’t have to feel bad about thanking you properly for comforting me,” she said.

She drew him close again to plant a soft, warm kiss on his cheek at the corner of his lips. He stiffened, not knowing how to respond to her display of affection. His cock stiffened too, knowing exactly how it wanted to respond.

“I should stop wasting your time,” she said, getting off his knee. “Thank you, Atticus. You’ve made me feel so much better.”

He quickly crossed his legs, aware his raging erection was making a peak in his pants. “It’s fine. If there’s anything you need, please ask.”

She caressed his cheek with her fingertips. “You are a sweet man. It’s extraordinary that no woman has ever snapped you up.”

She left his office without saying another word. He sat still, nursing his throbbing cock, with her kiss branding his cheek and the absence of her body filling him with regret. It had been a long time since he’d needed to jerk off for relief from sexual tension. Now he felt the need again, like he was a teenage boy with raging hormones.

* * *

Atticus was alone in his office when his phone rang. His receptionist told him Seline was in the waiting room, hoping to see him. He glanced at his calendar. She didn’t have an appointment, but he had no other meetings booked.

“Show her in,” he said.

As Seline stepped through the door, she had the same effect on him as before, making his cock ache with desire and his heart thump in his chest. He wondered if he’d remembered to take his blood pressure pills, as he could feel the strain in his temples with the sudden rush of excitement. His body was too old for unbridled lust, even if his mind was as sharp as ever.

“Seline! What have I done to deserve the pleasure of your company?”

She gave him a coy smile and lowered her eyelids like a submissive lover. It made his heart thump even harder. She was still dressed in black, but this time she was wearing a knee-length skirt and a tight cashmere cardigan. He had to focus on her eyes, not at the tantalising view of her cleavage. It was visible where the top button strained to contain her delectable flesh.

She looked up, and he saw the vulnerable look in her eyes again. “You are a sweet man, Atticus. I’ll come straight to the point. I wanted to see you again. You comforted me at our last meeting. This morning I felt the need for some daddy time again. Is that all right?”

She gave him a small smile and fluttered her long eyelashes.

“Um, of course,” he said.

She approached him, entering his personal space, a prerogative reserved only for a lover. “Thank you,” she said, close enough for him to feel her breath on his neck.

As if it were a custom between them, she took him by the hand, sat him down and took her place on his lap with her arms wrapped around his neck. Now she was close to him again, he realised how much he craved her presence. There was no stopping his cock either. It loved her sweet perfume, the warmth of her body and the softness of her touch.

“Losing my husband still feels recent, but I have needs as a woman,” she said. “Thank you for being my daddy in my time of need.”

He let out a soft laugh. She giggled too.

She pressed her nose against his and whispered. “You like it when I call you that, don’t you… Daddy?”

“It’s unexpected, but endearing,” he said.

It was strange. He barely knew her, but this intimacy felt natural, as if they had done it their entire lives. Or perhaps it only felt strange because he’d never experienced such a strong connection with a woman.

A thought occurred to him. It might have taken a long time, but could she be the one? He had to dismiss the idea. She was a grieving widow who needed comfort. It was perfectly natural that she sought it from a man who reminded her of her late husband or her father.

“I like calling you daddy much more than Atticus. So, I’ll call you daddy from now on. But don’t worry, I won’t say it in front of anyone. It can be our secret.”

She pressed herself close to him, snuggling against his body. Then he felt her hand running over his chest and down his stomach to his cock.

“Don’t be ashamed,” she said. “You have needs as a man, just as I have needs as a woman.” She stroked him through his pants. “I felt you get hard last week too. It was a comfort to me. It made me realise I’m still attractive as a woman.”

“You’re a very beautiful woman,” he said, his voice ragged with desire.

“And you are an adorable man,” she said, closing the space between their lips.

She smelled of raspberries, and he wondered if she tasted the same. He didn’t have to wait long to find out, as she opened her mouth to kiss him. It was filled with longing, like the first kiss between lovers who have been forced apart for many years.

She stroked him gently as they kissed. It felt so good, he couldn’t stop himself from cumming. She broke the kiss as he tensed in the throes of ejaculation and giggled softly. She took his lower lip between her teeth and gently bit him as he wet his pants with his own cum.

“It appears we both needed some comfort,” she said, letting go of his lip as he relaxed.

He cleared his throat. “I’m sorry, Seline. It has been a long time since I was last with a woman. My body sometimes has a will of its own.”

“There’s no need to apologise,” she said, snuggling against him again. “It’s natural to want companionship… love… and sex. What would you say if I suggested we have daddy time more often?”

* * *

Atticus helped Seline from the taxi. It had been a delightful evening, their third official date, one month to the day of reading the will. He had taken her to his favourite French restaurant. It took silver service to the extreme, but the food was excellent, which made the pomp and ceremony sufferable. They crossed the foyer of her apartment building to the elevators. She had recently purchased one of the penthouse suites.

She pressed the button to summon the lift. “Would you like to come up? It’s not like we need to be coy with one another,” she said, with an ironic smirk.

He knew she was referring to the incidents where he’d cum in his pants while she rubbed his cock sitting on his lap. It was like they were teenagers again, making out behind the gymnasium. But he couldn’t resist her. It was like she had magical powers and had enchanted him. When she was in his arms, he felt wonderful. When she was gone, it felt like he was missing a limb. Although he didn’t want to admit it, he was certain this was what love was supposed to feel like.

“That would be wonderful,” he said, not wanting to miss a single opportunity to spend more time in her company.

She kissed him on the cheek and pulled him into the lift.

“It’s not much, but after Harold died, I couldn’t bear to live in that big house all alone,” she said, as they arrived at her door.

She took him inside. The decor had the flair of a woman with money and good taste. It was cream, with wooden floors and dove-grey soft furnishings.

“You don’t like it?” she said, after a long silence.

“Your apartment is perfect. I was just thinking that was the first time I’ve heard you call him ‘Harold’ and not ‘my husband’.”

“I suppose that’s because I’m ready to move on,” she said. She held up her left hand to look at the diamond ring on her third finger. Then she pulled it off and dropped it into the fruit bowl on the coffee table. “I have you to thank for helping me work through my grief. You’re the best daddy a girl could ever want.”

He shrugged, not wanting to take the credit for her transformation from grief to happiness. She slipped off her chiffon shawl, and he got the first look at the tantalising bodice of her sleek silver evening dress. She approached him and linked her fingers around the back of his neck. It took all his will not to touch her too. Now the shawl didn’t hide her cleavage, he was treated to the sight of her full, round breasts heaving under the strapless neckline.

“I would offer you a drink, but I’m not thirsty for wine,” she said.

He nodded, understanding what she meant. “Be gentle with me. It has been a very long time.”

She led him through to the master bedroom. With one pull on the zip at the back of her dress, it fell to the floor, leaving her completely naked apart from her heels.

He swallowed hard. Her body looked like it had been sculpted to satisfy the overcharged sexual fantasies of mankind. Her breasts defied gravity and bounced a little as she crossed the carpet to undress him. He couldn’t help but stare. As she undid his belt and opened his zip, he put his hands on her naked hips. They were curvaceous, warm and soft, circling the treasure between her thighs. Her pussy was shaved smooth and bare, with tiny lips promising pure pleasure.

She undressed him slowly, making him wait for the chance to begin foreplay. His heart pounded in his chest as he tried to remember what to do. Kissing? Caressing?

“I’m not sure I remember how to do this properly,” he said, as the last of his clothes fell to the floor.

“Then let me drive, Daddy,” she said, taking his hand and leading him to the huge bed.

She laid him at the centre of the bed. He didn’t need any encouragement to get hard. The sight of her naked body was more than enough.

“That’s a splendid cock,” she said. “Why don’t I have a little bounce on it and we’ll see what happens.”

She straddled him, taking his throbbing cock in her hand and guiding it to the entrance to her sex. She was hot, wet and very tight. He let out a grunt as she worked him into her pussy. It reminded him of his first time, the thrill of feeling her engulf him and then the sweet clench as she pushed him inside. He held her hips, working his cock in and out of her with sublimely pleasurable strokes. Her pussy muscles gripped him so tight, it felt like she was milking the cum from his balls.

“Oh, hell, I can’t stop it,” he said.

She smiled. “Cum for me, Daddy. You deserve to cum for making me so happy.”

The grip of her pussy was too much and he exploded inside her. She continued to ride him, enhancing his pleasure until he was completely spent. When he softened, she climbed off him and snuggled into his body with her head on his chest.

He lay panting, hoping his heart would stop pounding like a mad drummer. She put her ear to his chest and ran her fingers through the grey hair across his pectoral muscles.

“Mm… listen to your heart beating. I think my sweet daddy got quite excited,” she said. “And now we’ve done it, I guess this means we’re an item.”

* * *

Sex with Seline was out of this world. After two months, Atticus felt like he had the stamina of a man a third of his age. He could go two or three times a night, often without needing a break in between. And he was constantly horny as hell.

She also had the most voracious sexual appetite. If they didn’t see each other for one night, she came to his office during the day for sex because her pussy was needy.

Atticus lay in her bed, waiting for his heart to slow to a normal rhythm. Seline was curled up in his arms with her head on his chest. They had just gone three times and already his cock was twitching again. It belonged to her now, along with his heart. Both couldn’t get enough of the sweet clench of her pussy, sliding up and down his cock like it wanted to suck the cum from his balls.

“Seline?” he whispered, in case she had dozed off.

“Mm?” she replied in a dreamy tone.

“You’ve made me a very happy man these past months. I have an announcement and a request.”

Her eyes flicked open. “An announcement and a request,” she said, lowering her voice and copying his tone. “Well, that sounds very important and formal.” She giggled and brushed his hair aside to nibble his ear.

“You know I’m not the youngest of men anymore…”

“Mm-huh,” she said.

It was hard to concentrate with his earlobe in her mouth. “If anything ever happens to me, I want you to know I’ve left everything to you. I know you don’t need it, but I want you to have it. It’s my decision, so don’t try to change my mind.”

He felt her hot, slippery tongue flick his earlobe while she chewed it between her teeth. She slid her hand down his body to find his cock and stroked it. “That’s very sweet of you, Daddy. What’s the request?” she whispered.

He cleared his throat. She was making it very difficult for him to concentrate. “And because I’m not a young man anymore, I don’t want to waste any time making decisions that matter the most. Seline, will you marry me?”

She giggled softly in his ear and continued to chew it while she nursed his erection to hardness again. “If you didn’t want to waste time, what took you so long to ask?” she said.

* * *

With their combined wealth, they could have had a wedding like royalty, but they had a small, private ceremony instead. There was only the celebrant and a witness in attendance. Seline looked radiant, choosing to wear red instead of white. It made her silver hair look even whiter in the afternoon sunlight.

They held the ceremony in Atticus’ garden at the back of his estate. It was peaceful and private, with only the babbling of the stream to disturb the silence. Afterwards, they drank champagne and enjoyed a lavish meal in his dining room. With the rich food and wine, his heart was already beating hard before they made it to the bedroom.

Seline stripped off her dress an inch at a time, making him wait to see her body. It was so seductive, it made his blood boil. Finally, she stood naked before him, wearing only a white lace garter around her left thigh.

“You look more beautiful than ever,” he said, breaking out in a light sweat in anticipation.

She undressed him in the same fashion, slowly removing each item of clothing until he was naked. His throbbing cock was so desperate for her pussy he couldn’t think straight.

She lay on the bed and opened her legs wide, letting him see her tiny pink hole was wet and ready.

“No more bouncy time, Daddy. Now we’re married, I want to feel you pound me as hard as you can.”

He climbed onto her and worked his aching cock into her tight passage. She wrapped her legs around his waist and bucked her hips, helping to drive his cock deep inside. He thrust in and out of her hard, enjoying the ecstasy of the vigorous coupling.

“Harder!” she said.

He braced himself on his hands and knees so he could use his entire body to thrust. Each time he penetrated her, he heard his balls slap against her inner thighs. He soon became short of breath, but the way she gripped him felt so good, he didn’t want to pause.

“Harder, Daddy!” she said again. “Pound me raw! Punish my pussy like you want to hurt me inside!”

He slammed his cock into her so hard, her entire body shuddered with each thrust. She gripped him tighter, stopping him from pausing or pulling away. Along with the pleasure, he felt a tightness in his chest from the exertion. He tried to pull away to catch his breath, but she wouldn’t let him escape.

“Keep going!”

“Seline… I…”

“Harder!”

She bucked her hips so their bodies slammed together with each thrust. His orgasm swelled like a runaway train. There was no stopping it now and it was going to be big. At the same time, the tightness in his chest spread to his stomach, back and neck. He struggled to breathe, but Seline had other ideas. She was going to make him cum, no matter what.

“Yes! Harder, Daddy! Harder!” she said, in the throes of her own orgasm.

He felt the heat, the rush of her juices and the tight grip of her pussy as she orgasmed long and hard. He followed, tensing in pleasure and pain as his orgasm ripped through him like a thunderbolt.

As they orgasmed together, she took his face in her hands, so she could look deep into his eyes as he pumped himself dry. He couldn’t make out her expression. She looked like she was waiting for something else to happen.

As his orgasm subsided, he realised he was having a heart attack. She eased him off her, still staring deep into his eyes like she wanted to see every moment of it happening. He tried to ask her to phone an ambulance, but was too short of breath to speak.

She lay beside him and wrapped her arms around him. Despite the unrelenting seizure in his chest, the feeling of her soft, warm body against his was a comfort.

“I swapped your blood pressure pills for Cialis weeks ago,” she said. “That’s why you’ve been a stallion in bed… and why you’re having a major heart attack now.”

“Why?” he gasped. He had always been a lawyer through and through, and needed the answer. Seline had confessed to the crime. She wouldn’t phone an ambulance. All that remained was why she had done it.

“Because a girl with a broken heart has only one calling in life. She has to break the heart of every man who reminds her of her daddy. He broke my heart. He made me love him so much, I could never love another man as much ever again. I didn’t need Harold’s money. I don’t need your money either. I only needed to break your heart the same way my daddy broke mine, in every way possible.”

Atticus’ vision darkened. He couldn’t breathe. This was the beginning of the end. The last feeling that passed through his body was her soft, warm lips, giving him one last kiss.


Her Mistress’s Voice

Nymphs

Nymphs are nature spirits. They are benign and beautiful, content to live out their lives in peace and tranquillity, staying hidden from sight. It’s dangerous for nymphs and humans to meet, but occasionally, they do. Such encounters drive men or women into a state of besotted infatuation. And this obsessive lust brings out a nymph’s mischievous side.

If there was one lesson Ella had learned from three years at college, it was that college didn’t prepare young people for life in the workforce. As she locked her apartment door, she slumped against it, feeling wiped out from the day. It felt rough to be at the bottom of the heap again. She had nothing to look forward to and no one to love. And to ease her tension, all she desired was a pretty, smiling face and a kiss from soft, sweet lips.

She had expected her internship at the beauty salon would be a glamorous job, as she learned how to make women look and feel beautiful. As she preferred girls over boys, it seemed like the perfect way to meet a gorgeous girlfriend too. Before she had even started her job, she had been ready to prove she could mix business and pleasure and make it work.

It wasn’t the case. She was sweeping floors, wiping down counters and processing piles of repetitive paperwork. How was she supposed to get time to have a relationship too? By the end of the day, she didn’t have the energy to get dressed up and head out on the town to meet someone. All she wanted was a long, hot soak in the bath and to forget the day.

She put her phone beside her bed, not wanting any distractions while she relaxed in the bath. Then she poured herself a glass of wine, filled the tub and got undressed. She added a dash of rose and geranium oil to the bath and slipped into the hot water. It immediately soothed her tired muscles and eased the tension from her neck and shoulders. The wine and hot water worked together well to ease her stress.

She needed to shave, but didn’t have the energy, so she finished her wine and relaxed until the bath became too cool to remain submerged.

“All good things,” she said, climbing out to dry herself off. “At least I still have more wine.”

She slipped on her bathrobe and poured herself another glass of wine. By the time she’d finished it, she felt fully relaxed. And now the wine had lowered her inhibitions, she felt the tension between her thighs. It had been too long since she had felt the pleasure of a woman’s fingers or tongue between her legs. Her vibrator was a poor replacement, but it was all she had for a sexual partner at the moment, along with her very adult imaginary girlfriend, Chloe.

Ella conjured up Chloe in her mind when she really needed to cum hard. They made a wonderful pair. Ella was a sultry brunette and Chloe was a gorgeous blue-eyed blond. Ella had golden skin, whereas Chloe was pale as porcelain. They were both busty with slender, shapely bodies, so there were plenty of lovely curves to explore whenever they had fantasy sex.

Ella sighed as she tried to summon Chloe to her mind. Sometimes it was harder than others, but now and then, it felt like Chloe was actually in her bedroom. Ella supposed she had a vivid imagination.

She lay on her bed, opened her robe and ran her fingers through the soft curls of her pubic mound. During the day, she’d cleaned up more used strips from Brazilian waxes than she could count, but her pussy never got the same grooming. She was wet with the anticipation of a much needed orgasm. She found her tiny pleasure button at the opening to her sex and gave it a gentle rub.

“Damn, I need to cum,” she said through gritted teeth.

As hard as she tried, she couldn’t bring the vision of Chloe to her mind. Where was her fantasy girl when she needed her so much?

Retrieving her vibrator from under a pillow, she switched it on and eased it into her tiny, tight passage. The vibrations felt good, but weren’t enough to relieve the tension deep in her pussy. She pinched her nipple as she worked the vibrator deeper, hoping to build her sense of pleasure to a climax.

Just then, her phone rang. It ruined the moment entirely. She swore, reached out for her phone to swipe the screen and ignore the call, but accidentally answered it instead. She hesitated, then picked up the phone. The caller had a private number.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Ella,” said a woman. She had a smooth, rich voice, and spoke in an even tone. It sent shivers down Ella’s spine. “Put me on speakerphone. We need to talk,” said the woman.

“Who is this?”

“I’m your benefactor, Ella. Now do as I say. It’s for your own good.”

Any other time, Ella would’ve hung up, but the woman’s voice was captivating. It was sensual, hypnotic and irresistible. She bit her lip, needing to know the identity of her mysterious caller.

“No, I meant, what’s your name?” she said, her voice breathy with the excitement of the unknown.

The woman sounded like she was smiling as he spoke. “You know my name, Ella.”

Ella held her breath. She thought she must be letting her imagination run wild. It couldn’t possibly be the woman of her dreams… could it? She asked her question meekly, to lessen the disappointment if she was wrong. “Chloe?”

The woman let out a soft laugh that made Ella’s pussy tingle like her dream lover had dripped honey onto it, ready to lick it clean. Only her dream lover could make her feel this good. But she didn’t think Chloe was real. But if she was real, Chloe would take care of her every sexual need, ravish her body and make her feel like a princess in bed. She waited anxiously for the woman to answer, dreading her response.

“Good girl. I knew you’d recognise me. Now put me on speakerphone. I’ve been enjoying watching you masturbate. I want you to continue while we talk.”

Ella drew a sharp breath. “You can see me?” She looked around her bedroom, as if expecting to see her blond bombshell lurking in the shadows.

“If you want that orgasm you’ve been craving so much, put me on speakerphone. I won’t ask again. Refuse, and I’ll hang up.”

Ella lowered the phone from her ear and stared at the screen. Chloe’s voice was so sexy. What did she have to lose? And Chloe was right, she really needed to cum hard. She switched on the speaker and returned her phone to the bedside table.

“Now listen to my voice,” said Chloe. “I want you to imagine I’m with you, lying on the bed, waiting for you to grind on me.”

Ella shuddered with excitement. She didn’t need to close her eyes to imagine Chloe anymore. She was actually in the room, even if only in voice.

“Fold a pillow in half lengthwise and place it between your legs,” said Chloe.

Ella did so, feeling breathless with anticipation.

“Slide your vibrator right inside your pussy and press down hard on the pillow. Imagine it’s my sweet, juicy pussy you’re grinding on.”

Ella pushed her vibrator inside herself, not caring that it wasn’t supposed to go all the way in, and ground her pussy into the pillow. The vibrations and the friction of the pillow slip on her pussy lips were incredible.

“Roll those lovely hips for me, Ella. Grind hard.”

Ella was too enthralled to respond. The pleasure was so intense, she could feel her orgasm swelling like an overfilled balloon ready to burst.

“Pinch and stretch your nipples, Ella. Imagine you have my hands on your beautiful breasts, slowly teasing out the cream. Ah, I know they’re full of milk and desperate to cum as hard as your pussy.”

Ella moaned loudly as she worked her nipples. Her entire body shuddered with pleasure. She felt like she had three G-spots getting teased toward a climax at once.

“Cum! Cum for me, Ella! Cum hard!”

Ella squealed and bucked as her orgasm ripped through her body. She was beyond rational thought as she got lost in waves of pleasure. She shuddered helplessly, without control of her body, as she drenched the pillow with cum. Finally, she collapsed onto the bed, panting and spent.

“Mm… I think you enjoyed that,” said Chloe. “I did too, very much indeed.”

“Wow… thank you, Chloe. That was amazing,” said Ella. She felt light-headed from the release.

“Leave me your pillowslip as a memento. I want to smell your sweet cum on it.”

“Okay,” said Ella breathlessly.

“Although, for a girl who works in a beauty salon, I’d expect you to take better care of your grooming. So, if you want me to call you again, I want your perfect pussy waxed smooth so I can see, smell and taste every inch of flesh.”

“I promise I will.”

Chloe let out a satisfied sigh. “Goodnight, my princess. Sweet dreams.”

Ella saw her phone screen go dark as Chloe ended the call. She immediately missed hearing her voice. As she wallowed in the blissful, dreamy state following a strong orgasm, she noticed everything was wet. She had drenched her pillow with pussy juice, and she had thick cream on her fingers. She licked it up, realising she had orgasmed so hard, her nipples had released her sweet milk.

“Damn!” she said, collapsing onto her bed. “And she didn’t even give me her number.”

* * *

Ella stared at the mountain of paperwork on her desk. Through the glass walls of the office, she could see beautiful women sitting at the styling stations. The equally glamorous practitioners were busy applying treatments to make them look amazing. On the opposite side, behind curtains, more women were getting waxes, tans and massages. There were so many sets of glossy lips to kiss, tanned breasts to tease, and smooth, waxed pussies to lick. It was enough to make her ache with desire and there was nothing she could do about it.

She was still feeling dreamy after her incredible orgasm, even though the pile of paperwork was doing a good job of bringing her down. It had felt vivid and real, but now she had her doubts. Chloe didn’t exist, and even if she did, how did she know Ella’s phone number?

She sighed and tapped away at the keyboard, processing the paperwork, wishing she could have an actual girlfriend and not an imaginary one.

At that moment, her phone rang. She looked at the screen. The caller had a private number. Her heart skipped a beat. She thumbed the green icon to answer the call.

“Hello?”

“Hello, sweetie. Did you miss me?”

Ella let out an aching sigh, realising how much she had missed Chloe’s sweet, seductive voice. “You are real!”

“Of course! Did you think otherwise?”

“It’s just…” She wondered if she should tell Chloe the truth. She was already alone, so what did she have to lose? “I—I’ve been daydreaming about you for months. I thought last night was a fantasy too.”

“Perhaps none of it has been a daydream at all, sweetie. I’ve had my eye on you for that long too. You’re a special girl and you make the most wonderful whimpering moans when you cum.”

“Where are you, Chloe? I want to meet you.”

“We’re not ready to meet yet, Ella. But if you want to know where I am at this moment, I’m enjoying the sweet scent of your cum on your pillowslip. There’s a lot of it!”

Ella wondered how Chloe could get into her apartment. But it didn’t matter. Chloe was her dream girl. She wanted her in her apartment and in her bed.

“How’s your lovely pussy looking, Ella? Is it waxed and smooth, just the way I want it?”

Ella put her hand between her legs. She hadn’t done a thing about it yet. “Um… yes.”

“I know you’re lying, Ella. Don’t lie to me ever again, or I’ll punish you severely.”

“I haven’t had a chance to do it yet,” said Ella quickly.

“You have no excuse. Now put your hand into your panties and start rubbing your clit.”

Ella did as she said. Chloe was impossible to refuse. She was already wet from listening to Chloe’s voice, and as she touched herself, it set off a fire between her thighs.

“Please, not here,” she said. “Everyone can see me.”

“They can see you from the waist up,” said Chloe. “I want to listen to you cum again while I enjoy the perfume of your pussy on your pillowslip. Tease your clit with your fingertip. Imagine I’m under your desk, with my head between your thighs, torturing your pussy with the tip of my tongue.”

Ella stifled her moans of pleasure and bit her lip to stop herself from crying out. She could feel Chloe’s blond hair tickling her inner thighs, her hot tongue in her pussy, and the aching desire from looking into her big blue eyes. It was too much to take. She couldn’t stop her orgasm even if she wanted to, and she squirted all over her office chair.

“That’s a good girl,” said Chloe, with a mischievous giggle. “Now, after you’ve cleaned up all that cum, get that lovely pussy waxed for me. I’ve got a special treat waiting for you tonight.”

* * *

Ella rushed home as soon as she could escape work. She had a waxing kit in her handbag and went to work as soon as she had locked her apartment door. She used her trimmer to cut her pubic hair short while she heated the wax in the microwave. Then she painted it on and waxed herself perfectly smooth all over, leaving no hairs on her pussy at all.

She was so excited, she didn’t open any wine or have a hot bath as she usually did. She just had a shower to wash away the day, and then groomed her luscious brown locks until they shone. She wanted to look her very best for Chloe, even though she didn’t know how Chloe could see her.

As she put her phone on the bedside table, she saw Chloe had left two white pillar candles and a box of matches there. Not only was Chloe real, she had been in her apartment as she had said. Ella’s heart fluttered with excitement and desire at the thought she would soon meet her dream girl.

She answered her phone the second it rang, as if she knew the call was coming.

“Chloe?” she said, without looking at the number.

“Who else, sweetie? Now you’ve dealt with your bush, let’s not beat about it. Light both candles, get naked and lie on your bed.”

Ella was already shivering in anticipation as she struck a match and lit the wick of each candle. Chloe was getting kinkier with each encounter. No doubt, the hot wax was to go with her recent waxing. She couldn’t wait to meet Chloe in person. While melted wax pooled in the cup of each candle, she slipped off her robe and lay back on the bed.

“Mm… that pussy looks so inviting now I can see it. Take one candle and drip hot wax onto your nipples. Feel the brief pain of the burn, then the soothing warmth as it hardens.”

Ella nervously dripped the wax onto one nipple. She squealed as it burned, but the pain was only momentary. Then it settled into a pleasing warm sensation, tightening around her nipple as it hardened. It was like a lover’s hot mouth teasing her nipple to a stiff peak, preparing to make her cum.

“More!” said Chloe. “Wax both your breasts until they’re covered.”

Ella did as she asked, unable to resist Chloe’s seductive voice. She let out squeals and moans with the pain and pleasure of the act. Soon her breasts felt tight and warm as the wax hardened to shells.

“Now wax your beautiful pussy the same way,” said Chloe. “Spread your legs and cover your tight lips with it.”

Ella was breathless as she repeated the process on her pussy. The hot wax sizzled as it mixed with her juices, filling the bedroom with the heady scent of sex. She was so close to cumming, she only needed Chloe to give her permission.

“I need to cum,” she said, between moans.

“Not yet, sweetie. Get the other candle and carefully blow out the flame without spilling a drop of wax.”

The other candle was still six inches long, but it had a pool of hot wax ready to go.

“Part your pussy lips with one hand and put the candle in with the other,” said Chloe. “I want you waxed on the inside too.”

Ella couldn’t resist, even though she dreaded the heat inside the sensitive passage of her pussy. She thrust the candle inside, forcing it into her tight passage, feeling the stretch and the burn. It was so intense she couldn’t draw breath. The pain quickly faded, adding further warmth to the heat of her sex and driving it wild with pleasure.

“Now pound that thick candle into your pussy hard,” said Chloe.

Ella gripped the end of the candle and rammed it as deep into her pussy as she could. She hammered herself with it, the flakes of wax inside her adding delicious friction to each thrust.

“Now cum!” said Chloe.

Ella cried out with her release. Her orgasm was explosive, making her hips buck wildly and her body shudder. She felt hot juices gush over her hand and down between her thighs as incredible pleasure gripped her body. As the wave passed, she lay panting, amazed at how good she felt.

“Keep going,” said Chloe. “I want you to cum again.”

Ella felt too overwhelmed to need a second orgasm, but she couldn’t find the will to disobey. She started up again, ramming the candle into her womb as hard as she could. In moments, she could feel the need to cum again. Chloe gave her the command, and she had a second explosive orgasm that drenched the sheets. It left her breathless and exhausted, and intoxicated with pleasure.

Chloe made her start over again and ordered her to hammer the candle into her pussy as hard as she could. She pounded her insides raw until Chloe gave her permission to cum. The release made her body ache with the strain.

“Please, no more,” she whimpered.

“Oh, there will always be more, but that will do for tonight,” said Chloe. She giggled like she had enjoyed reducing Ella to a shuddering mess. “Good night, sweetie. We’ll have more fun together tomorrow.”

* * *

When Ella woke up, she saw her bedroom was a mess. She had soaked the sheets with cum and littered them with wax. They were going to need a heavy duty wash at the laundromat to clean everything up.

As she sat up, she saw another surprise waiting on her bedside table. There were two bluetooth earbuds sitting beside her phone with a small card. It had a candle on the cover. She picked it up and opened it. It read: I want you to wear these all the time. Kisses, Chloe.

Ella gasped at the realisation Chloe had been in her room while she had been sleeping. It was a shock, but also a welcome one. It meant she was getting closer to meeting her mysterious dream girl.

She fitted the buds into her ears and got dressed. Then she gathered the dirty sheets and her other washing and went straight to the laundromat.

While she was waiting for the cycle to finish, her phone rang. She tapped her earpiece to answer it. It was Chloe.

“Good morning, sweetie. How do you like your new gift?”

Chloe’s voice was so crisp and clear, it was like she was sitting right beside her. She told Chloe as much.

“Good. And now I have your pussy trained, I want access to your ears whenever I please,” said Chloe. “Because it’s time to cum again.”

“No, please!” said Ella, even though her pussy was already growing warm and wet. “Not here. There are lots of people around.”

“Yes, here,” said Chloe. “You’re going to have a big naughty orgasm on that chair and leave a delicious wet patch for the next customer.”

Ella’s pussy felt like it had a mind of its own. She could feel the juices drenching her panties and running down her inner thighs. She bit her knuckle to suppress her moans as she felt an orgasm swell.

“Please, Chloe, don’t embarrass me like this,” she whimpered.

“Cum, Ella! Cum now and cum hard!”

Ella cried out as her orgasm hit her hard. She knew everyone in the laundromat would be watching as she rocked back and forth, squirting her sweet juices all over the seat. As soon as she had control of her body again, she fled as fast as she could without collecting her sheets.

“See, I can make you cum anywhere and anytime I please,” said Chloe. “You pussy belongs to me now.”

Ella protested, but Chloe hung up. She rushed home, needing the solitude of a safe environment to come to grips with what was happening to her. Chloe was so deep inside her head now, she could make her orgasm on command. It was wonderful, but she had to get Chloe under control. It was fine to cum in the privacy of her own home, but Chloe had embarrassed her twice in public now and it had to stop.

She got some fresh sheets from the cupboard and made the bed. A set of sheets was a small price to pay for saving herself from the extended humiliation of remaining at the laundromat. Once she had made the bed, her phone rang again. As if she had no control of her body, she answered it.

“Mm… fresh sheets,” said Chloe. “I know what I want to do about that.”

“Chloe, you can’t do that to me anymore. Once at work was bad enough, but a second time was too much.”

“I can and I will,” said Chloe. “You need to accept that your sweet pussy belongs to me. And I like to make it cum. So lie down and get ready to dirty those lovely, fresh sheets.”

Ella tried to resist, but she couldn’t stop the ache in her pussy as it responded to Chloe’s voice.

Chloe kept her in bed all day, making her cum until she had drenched the sheets. She lost count of the orgasms Chloe forced her to have. Time lost meaning. She begged for mercy, but Chloe only made her cum again. It was one relentless orgasm after another until Ella’s entire body was aching with the strain. It was only when she passed out that they ended.

* * *

When Ella regained consciousness, she pulled the buds from her ears and switched off her phone. She was too vulnerable to Chloe now. Her dream girl was turning into a dangerously unhealthy obsession. But she felt she needed greater protection from Chloe, so she opened up her phone and removed the battery.

As she put it beside the phone, she felt relief and disappointment as one emotion. Chloe could make her cum like nobody else, but she seemed obsessed with driving Ella over the edge and making her a prisoner to her own body.

She showered, ate and felt better. Then she got out of her apartment and went for a walk, leaving her phone on the bedside table. It was strange to be without it. Even before she met Chloe, it went with her everywhere. She felt naked and exposed, knowing it wasn’t in her handbag.

The further she went from her apartment and her phone, the more unsettled she felt. It was like she was missing a part of herself. At that moment, she felt the aching need building between her thighs. Her need to cum had become an addiction, as if Chloe had reprogrammed her body to feel desperate for it all the time. But she also knew she couldn’t have one without Chloe’s permission.

She tried to fight it off, but the feeling grew stronger the more she resisted. She could feel the dampness of her panties between her inner thighs. Her pussy needed satisfaction and soon. Before she realised it, she was already heading back to her apartment. She was shaking, her heart was racing and she was soaking wet between the legs. As soon as she got inside, she returned the battery to her phone and fitted the buds into her ears.

She switched on the phone. It rang immediately. She answered the call.

“You can’t shut me out, Ella. You belong to me now.”

“Please, I need to cum!”

“No.”

Ella pulled off her clothes and flopped onto her bed. The ache in her pussy was unbearable.

“Please! I can’t stand it. Please let me cum.”

“If you want to cum, you know what you have to do,” said Chloe. “Your body knows the truth. It’s only your mind that continues to resist.”

Ella pressed her thighs together, hoping for relief. “I—I can’t. You go too far.”

Chloe was cold. “Say it, and I’ll let you cum.”

Ella fought hard, trying to break Chloe’s hold over her body and mind, but her poor pussy ached so much it was driving her insane.

“Say it!”

As if her body wanted to betray her completely, she spoke the words Chloe wanted to hear. “My pussy belongs to you. I belong to you, Mistress.”

Chloe let out a deep, satisfied sigh. “Good girl. Now we can be together at last.”

Ella realised she’d heard Chloe’s voice in the room, but not through her earbuds. She opened her eyes. Chloe was standing at the end of the bed, looking more beautiful than Ella could ever imagine. Her hair spilled over her shoulders like liquid gold. Her eyes sparkled like sapphires. She wore a diaphanous dress that showed off her irresistible curves, making her dangerously seductive. Ella knew she could never refuse her again.

“Spread your legs, sweetie. Show me your pretty pussy,” said Chloe, with a smile on her glossy, kissable lips.

Ella opened her legs as ordered. Chloe unfurled a whip with a single, slender plaited tail. With a flick of her arm, she lashed Ella’s pussy. Ella saw stars before her eyes and she cried out from the pain. The whip had left a searing red stripe on her freshly waxed skin.

Chloe held her prisoner with her irresistible blue gaze. “How was that, sweetie? Did you like the sting? Are you enjoying the burn?”

Chloe lashed her again, and Ella squealed as her pussy ignited with fiery pain.

Chloe giggled. “Now we’re together at last, you’ll discover all the ways I want to make you cum. Tonight, I’ll use this whip.” She raised her arm, ready to strike again. “And tonight, one orgasm won’t be nearly enough to please me.”


The Nutcracker Suite

Succubi

Is there anything more exciting for a man than meeting a woman who desires non-stop raunchy sex? But what if this woman also has a sadistic streak and craves torture and pain? People call these she-devils succubi. They exploit a man’s weakness for a pretty face and a red-hot body. If you were to meet one, could you handle her brand of sexual debauchery for the chance to get laid?

Grayson was enjoying the party. He was meeting people and making new friends, but the best part was striking up a conversation with a fiery redhead. Her name was Poppy. She was an absolute fox with pale blue eyes and tits that would make a man’s cock weep. She was showing just enough cleavage from the neckline of her blouse to make him wish he could bury his face between them.

For once, he wasn’t making an absolute fool of himself while talking to a pretty girl. If he was reading her signals right, she was into him too. He knew he should ask her out. What did he have to lose? He didn’t have a girlfriend at the moment, so even if she said no, nothing would change. But if she said yes… well, then there was a chance he could sleep with her. And that would be heaven.

He took a sip of his wine for some Dutch courage. “Hey, would you like to go out with me sometime?”

Her blue eyes sparkled as she regarded him for a moment. “It depends.”

He smiled. It wasn’t a no. Not yet anyway. “Depends on what?”

Her ruby lips parted to a heavenly smile, showing two rows of perfect white teeth. “On what you think about people having sex on a first date?”

Grayson’s insides clenched. He’d been here before. This was a make or break moment. Many girls used a challenge question, which a guy had to answer correctly to move on to the next stage of getting a date. If a guy answered it wrong, it was over. He quickly weighed up the possibilities and decided to throw caution to the wind. After all, he had nothing to lose.

“I think it’s fine if two people are really into each other,” he said.

“Good,” she said. “Men who won’t consider sex on a first date don’t get one with me.”

Grayson blew out a slow breath. He felt like he’d gone from zero to hero in one sentence. He wondered what man would refuse to have sex with her just because it was their first date? If any man had declined that sweet offer, he was a fool.

“I’ll let you in on a secret,” she said, coming closer so only he could hear. Her hot breath on his neck made his cock ache with desire. “If I don’t do you on our first date, I won’t do you at all.”

“Wow!” Grayson whispered.

He couldn’t believe his luck, not because he couldn’t score, but because he didn’t score with girls like Poppy. “Where do you want to meet up?” he said.

The way she was talking, they were going to do something way more interesting than meet for coffee. Damn, he liked her a lot. She was sexy as hell, sassy and liberated. He wanted to jump for joy.

“I have two tickets to The Nutcracker Suite tomorrow night. Wanna join me?”

Grayson gritted his teeth as the date immediately lost a lot of appeal. Ballet?! He wasn’t a fan of classical music or dance. It bored him to tears.

He wrung his hands and wondered what to do. It made sense. Up to this point, the conversation had been going way too well. But she was still a hell of a catch. He could stomach sitting through a ballet if it meant there was a chance they would have sex afterwards.

“Sounds great. What time should I pick you up?”

“Seven. I’ll text you my address. Don’t be late if you want me in the right mood.”

He nodded. Even though they were going to the ballet, he would make sure he was ready to pick her up with time to spare.

* * *

Grayson spent the following day learning more about ballet. He wanted to appear informed to impress Poppy. He watched several videos of The Nutcracker Suite and listened to Tchaikovsky’s music while he prepared for the date. If she thought he was enjoying himself, they were sure to hit it off better.

And if he got bored, there were always pretty ballerinas to watch if he couldn’t see Poppy in the darkened auditorium. As he listened to The Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy, he showered and shaved, paying extra attention to his grooming below the waist. He trimmed his hair short and shaved the base of his cock and balls. He’d read a book that said guys had way more sex appeal if they paid attention to their grooming like girls.

There was no way he was wearing a suit and tie for the ballet, but he put on a smart shirt and his best jacket. He also wore a pair of comfortable pants in case his cock got prematurely happy. He didn’t want to get stuck in a crowd with an obvious boner making a tent in his pants.

Satisfied he was looking his best and ready to make a good impression, he got into his car and headed over to Poppy’s apartment building. At five to seven, he texted her to let her know he was ready and waiting. She appeared on the dot of seven. Her fiery red hair was beautifully arranged in a French twist and her pouty lips sparkled with lip gloss. But she had concealed what she was wearing under an ankle-length black coat.

She still took his breath away as she climbed into the passenger seat. She smelled of honey and musk, like she was already sexually aroused. As his cock twitched, he was grateful for his choice of pants.

“Head downtown to the central parking building. It’s only a short walk from there,” she said.

He started the engine and merged into traffic.

“So, how long have you been into ballet?” he said, wanting to get off on the right foot.

She gave him a brief smile. “I enjoy a special kind of ballet,” she said. “It gets me in the mood for sex.”

He swallowed hard and focused on the road, feeling his pulse race with excitement. He could handle any amount of ballet, traditional or otherwise, if there was a guaranteed reward waiting at the end.

“Ballet is a lovely word,” she continued. “It comes from the French word ball, which means dance. And ‘having a ball’ means to enjoy oneself greatly. A girl like me also needs ‘balls’ to enjoy herself after a dance.” She put her hand on his inner thigh, close to his crotch. “I’m talking about those lovely plums between your legs. I hope they’re nice and hard and full. You’ll disappoint me if you’ve jerked off for some staying power.”

“Nope, been saving it up for a special occasion,” he said. It wasn’t a lie. He’d tried jerking off before sex so he could last longer. It didn’t work, and his orgasm wasn’t as good. It was much better to go in with a full load.

“Good boy. I knew we’d get along from the moment we met. So, I’ll let you in on another secret. I have an obsession with men’s balls. Does that bother you?”

“Not if they’re mine,” he said, feeling relieved the parking building was just down the street. If they went on a second date, he was going to order a taxi. Driving and talking to Poppy about sex was a recipe for an accident.

They drove into the building, found a park and got out of the car. The cool night air soothed his erection, calming the telltale bulge in his pants. Poppy took his arm and led him down the street towards the district with the best nightlife. She had a spring in her step like she couldn’t wait to get to the theatre.

But instead of a theatre, she took him to an exclusive club called Bachelorettes. He’d never been inside before as it was entry by invitation only. He had dozens of questions, but decided to keep them to himself, as Poppy was in such a good mood, he didn’t want to risk ruining the moment.

She knocked on the plain black door, and a gorilla of a man wearing a tuxedo opened it. He looked at her and gave her a respectful nod like they knew each other, then stepped aside to allow them entry. Poppy tugged at Grayson’s arm, urging him to follow her inside.

The foyer looked like the entrance to a five-star hotel. There were marble tiled floors, ornate gilded furnishings and even a crystal chandelier. A glamorous, mature woman with black hair, ruby lips and a sleek black dress greeted them like they were movie stars. Grayson was polite, but said little, wondering what kind of ballet performance they were about to attend.

The madame escorted them through to a small private bar. The wall of bottles behind the black and silver bar contained many expensive beverages. Poppy hopped onto a silver stool and crossed her legs. Grayson followed suit.

A barman, also dressed in a tuxedo, poured them both a flute of champagne without Poppy saying a word. They also exchanged polite nods, as if they knew each other well. Poppy raised her glass in a toast.

“Wow, it’s pretty exclusive here,” said Grayson.

“Would you have rather gone for a coffee and idle chit-chat?” she said, with a smile that made his mouth go dry.

“No, this is much better,” he said.

Her aquamarine eyes sparkled. “Then here’s to us.”

They clinked their glasses together, and Grayson gratefully took a sip of champagne. It soothed his excitement and his dry mouth. When he looked back at Poppy, he saw she was offering him a blue pill on her palm.

“Champagne and Viagra,” she said. “It’s the perfect start to a first date.”

Grayson forced a smile. “Uh, no thanks. I’m all good. There’s nothing wrong with the guy downstairs in that department.”

“I insist,” said Poppy. “Because I’ve decided I’m going to do you tonight. In fact, I decided I was going to do you minutes after we met last night. You’re cute and I can tell by the bulge in your pants that you’re packing a nice, thick cock and two big balls.”

Grayson took the pill, but hesitated before putting it into his mouth.

She gave him a no-nonsense stare. “I like my men to go for hours, so I can have lots of orgasms. That means I need you to stay hard until I’m satisfied. Do you have a problem with a little chemical help?”

Grayson realised this was another make or break moment. It was the strangest first date he’d ever been on, but it was looking like it could be the best one he would ever have. He put the pill in his mouth and swallowed it down with a sip of champagne.

“Good boy,” she said, running her hand up his inner thigh. “I’m going to do you like no woman has ever done you before. This will be a night you remember for the rest of your life.”

“You’re amazing,” he said. “One of a kind.”

She gave him a coy smile. “If only you knew, boyfriend.”

After another glass of champagne, Grayson felt lightheaded, but he had a nice buzz going. He felt like he could sit through anything now he knew they were going to have sex. Poppy was as bubbly as ever, as if the champagne hadn’t affected her at all. She took his arm again and led him from the bar into the club.

As they walked through the ornate corridors, he wondered what people did at this club. Aside from the bar, it seemed more like a hotel. There were dozens of suites, each with a unique name written on a plaque, but he couldn’t hear music, or people laughing and dancing. He bit his tongue, fighting back questions, so Poppy didn’t think he was having doubts about her choice of venue for their first date.

They arrived at their suite. It had a brass plaque on the door which, as expected, read: The Nutcracker Suite. Poppy inserted a key into the lock, opened the door and invited Grayson to step inside.

While Grayson didn’t know what to expect, he was still taken aback. The room was dark, with only a single soft spotlight shining directly onto a large comfortable black recliner. Above the recliner, mounted on the ceiling, was a large flat screen television. It was eerie, as he couldn’t make out the size of the room or see what lurked in the shadows. He could only assume they were going to watch the ballet on the big screen, but there was only one chair.

“Take a seat,” said Poppy.

“Where are you sitting?” he replied.

“On your lap, silly,” she said, with a giggle like a tinkling bell. “Now take off your pants and briefs and sit down so I can strap you into the chair.”

Grayson saw the chair had thick leather belts for the wrists and ankles on the armrests and footrest. For the first time, he felt uneasy.

“I thought we were going to watch a ballet,” he said.

She laughed again. “Oh no, Bachelorettes is a fetish club for women with liberated sexual appetites. You want me to do you, don’t you?”

He nodded. All apprehension aside, he wanted it more than anything else.

“Then you have to let me strap you in, because we’re going for one hell of a ride.”

He looked her up and down, still wondering what she was wearing under her long black coat, and what she had planned for him tonight. Poppy had more than her fair share of make or break moments. But she was so damned gorgeous and so refreshingly fun to be around, he knew he would regret it forever if he refused. Like the night before, when he had considered if he should ask her out, he decided he had nothing to lose.

He took off his pants and briefs, hopped onto the recliner and made himself comfortable. The recliner was firm and the kiss of cold leather on his butt made him shiver, but it soon passed as Poppy fitted the belts to his wrists and ankles. There was no harm in some light bondage, and the Viagra was taking effect, so he settled in for the ride.

“Mm… I love it when a man grooms himself,” she said, stroking the length of his engorged cock with a fingertip. “Such a gorgeous cock and beautiful smooth balls. I’m going to love doing you for hours.”

Grayson took a deep breath to calm his excitement. Poppy vanished into the shadows for a moment, then classical music started to play. He recognised it immediately. It was The Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy. Poppy reappeared with a mischievous grin on her lovely red lips.

“Tchaikovsky,” he said.

“Yes! It’s most appropriate. I’m the sugar and you have the plums. So sit back and enjoy watching your fairy dance.”

He grinned. This sounded more like it. His first date looked like it was about to turn into a private lap dance to get them both in the mood for hot sex.

Poppy performed a pirouette like an accomplished ballerina. Her coat spiralled up her slender, shapely legs, giving him the first glimpse of her body. She was wearing bright red ballet slippers. Along with the Viagra, he now had a tremendous boner weeping pre-cum with the growing need for release.

Poppy danced around him, performing the famous solo as she unbuttoned her coat, turning the dance into a very arousing striptease. Grayson was happy to reform his opinion about ballet if Poppy continued to undress.

As she completed another pirouette, the coat fell from her shoulders onto the floor. She was wearing only a red bra and panties underneath. Her breasts looked amazing, like they wanted to burst free. They had such a sexy jiggle as she continued to dance. His cock was so hard it throbbed. He felt like he’d grown an inch from the drugs and added some girth. Perhaps she had been right to give him the pill. Just watching her dance was enough to make him ache with the need to cum. When they eventually had sex, he knew he wouldn’t last long without it.

Poppy continued to dance as she unhooked her bra, letting her breasts burst free. Grayson swallowed hard. They were large and round, and perfectly proportioned with tiny pink nipples. He wrestled with his restraints, desperate to get his hands on her, but she’d buckled him to the chair so tight he could barely move.

Her panties followed soon after. She bent over and pulled them down her legs, giving him the most intimate view of her heart-shaped bottom. She stepped out of them, turned around and raised them to her nose. He stared at her pretty pussy, which was bare and smooth. Her tiny lips were already glistening with her juices.

“I’m so wet, they’re soaked through,” she said, placing her panties under his nose.

He inhaled her perfume. It was sweet as ripe peaches and made his cock twitch with desire. She tossed her panties aside and continued the dance in only her red ballet slippers.

“That was incredible,” he said, as the music ended. “I’d give you a standing ovation, but I’m a little tied up.”

She came over to the chair and leaned close, so their lips were only an inch apart. “That’s how I like my men, bound and helpless.”

She kissed him, parting his lips with her tongue. He drowned in the kiss, overwhelmed by the passion of the moment. She tasted like raspberries and her tongue circled his mouth with the same finesse as her ballet dancing. She broke the kiss, holding his lower lip between her teeth for a moment while they looked into each other’s eyes. Then she gave him a playful bite, just hard enough to sting for a moment.

“Are you comfortable?” she said.

“Never been more comfortable in my life.”

“Good,” she said, disappearing into the shadows. She returned immediately with a device made from two round wooden discs. “Then it’s time to put your balls in a naughty vice.”

He recoiled, wondering if he had heard her right. She reached between his legs and scooped his balls into a pouch. The first disc had two parts, with a small hole in the middle and a hinge, so it could open and close. She fitted it onto his sac and locked it in place, trapping his balls in a tight pouch. Then she fitted the other disc, a single flat piece of wood and clipped them together.

“Er… what’s going on?” he said, feeling confused.

The evening had been going so well, but now she was fitting a strange device to his balls, and he felt certain he wouldn’t enjoy it.

“I’m putting your balls in a vice,” she said calmly, as if it were the most innocent activity in the world. “The suite isn’t called The Nutcracker Suite to honour the ballet. When you book this room, a girl actually gets to crack your nuts.” She twisted the dial on the base of the device, pressing the plates together to apply pressure to his balls. “How’s that? Tight enough?”

“More than enough,” he said, as his balls developed a dull ache from the pressure.

She licked her lips. “C’mon, you can handle it, can’t you? It’s not too late yet for me to change my mind about doing you. And you remember what happens then, don’t you?”

He swallowed and nodded. “If we don’t have sex on the first date, we won’t have sex at all.”

“Good boy,” she said, turning the dial another notch. The pressure was enough to make him wince.

“A little pressure on your balls is stimulating. It provides that sense of urgency, like the tightness you feel when you’re ready to cum. It feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” he said, wanting to please her. He hoped she wouldn’t keep him in the vice for too long. It felt like the aftermath of getting kicked in the nuts.

“Good, then let’s tighten it up even more,” she said, cranking the dial two more full twists.

He tried to look like he could take it, but let out a squeak from the pain. “It’s sore,” he said.

“When you cum, I want every drop we can squeeze out. Okay?”

He started shuddering from the pain. As she tightened the device more, he knew he was reaching the limit of his tolerance. It felt like someone had kicked him in the balls, but instead of the initial pain fading, it was persistent. He tried to beg her to loosen it or take it off, but he was too incapacitated to make out any words. The device was pressing so hard, his balls felt like they were about to burst.

“Now you’re good and ready,” she said, climbing onto the recliner.

She caressed his face as he gasped for breath. “Oh, I know it hurts, but that’s how I like it,” she said. “Enjoy the show, lover boy.”

The flat screen television lit up. The picture showed a close-up of Poppy’s gorgeous heart-shaped bottom poised directly above his balls, sandwiched in the vice. Even if he focused on her large, round breasts, heaving in excitement, he couldn’t escape the vision of his tortured manhood.

She straddled him between her thighs. He felt the wet heat of her pussy on the head of his cock, addling his mind further as maddening lust combined with the pain.

She reached between her legs to spread her tiny pussy lips. “I’m going to have to stretch myself open to take that big, bad cock,” she said, with a whimpering moan.

She was hot, wet and very tight, and had to push with her hips to work his shaft into her passage. With the pain and pressure on his balls, there was no way he could normally stay hard, but the Viagra kept his cock engorged. As she worked him deep into her sex, she rolled her hips, creating delicious friction along the length of his shaft. He couldn’t keep up with the confusing sensations, the incredible pleasure if her pussy, and the cruel torture of the vice.

“This is perfect,” she said, as she sped up. “My tight pussy squeezing your cock, and my naughty vice crushing your balls. I know it hurts too much to cum, which means I can ride your cock for as long as I like.”

She gripped the armrests at his shoulders to get more leverage, so she could drive his cock in and out of her pussy with long, hard thrusts. As she raised her gorgeous ass, his cock throbbed with pleasure. As she thrust down, it pressed against the vice, adding to his torment. Soon the pleasure and pain become one indistinguishable sensation. He didn’t know if he wanted it to stop or go on forever.

She pulled the pin from her hair and it spilled out like fire as she rode him harder, driving her pussy onto his cock. Her breasts heaved as she let out moans of pleasure.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried out.

The more she tormented his balls, the more she seemed to enjoy it. In the wild cocktail of sensations gripping his body, he felt the sudden clench and wet heat of her pussy as she orgasmed. She cried out at the top of her voice as she stole his pleasure for her own.

Then she collapsed onto him, breathing hard, with her face at his neck. He prayed her orgasm meant this nightmare would end.

She let out a soft, breathy giggle. “One down. Lots more to go. I’m gonna do you all night long, lover boy.”

With that promise, she started to ride him again, launching into it like she’d never left off. He was out of his mind from the collision of emotions and contrasting sensations ripping through his body. With his arms and legs bound, he was powerless to stop her from continuing to torment him further. He lost all sense of time. He lost count of how many times she rode him to one wild orgasm after another.

Eventually, she took his face in her hands and looked deep into his eyes. “It’s make or break time, Grayson. I’ve had my fun. Now, I’m going to make you cum or break your balls for good. Which one is it going to be?”

She rode him hard, driving down on his cock so the vice clamped his balls even tighter. He felt certain she could make them burst at any moment. He concentrated on the pleasure and tried to ignore the pain, but the two were so deeply twisted together he struggled to tell them apart.

He chased his release like a madman, while she took him to the edge of destroying his manhood forever. Then he made it, feeling his cock throb with release and the sudden easing of pressure on his balls. She slowed down, enjoying the moment of milking his cock. The relief was incredible.

“Mm… now that’s what I call a first date,” she said, climbing off him.

She removed the device, and he slumped, panting for breath, still feeling half out of his mind.

“Oo… they look very sore,” she said, bouncing his balls on her fingertips. He winced. “We might have to wait a few days before our second date.”

He looked up. “Our second date?” he wheezed.

She scooped his balls into her fist, holding them with a feather touch. But with one squeeze, she could put him in agony again. “You want to date me again, don’t you?” she said, with a sweet, innocent smile.

Grayson swallowed hard. Poppy was his dream girl. She came straight from heaven, but having sex with her was pure hell. And right now, he wasn’t in a position to disappoint her. Once again, she’d given him a make or break choice.

“Er… sure. As long as we don’t have it here.”

She released his balls, and he relaxed. “I only take my boyfriends to The Nutcracker Suite once. Bachelorettes has so many other wonderful suites to enjoy and I love the variety. They named every suite after an original piece of music or art. And I happen to have two tickets to the suite named after a Jerry Lee Lewis song. How does Thursday night sound for a second date?”

“Which Jerry Lee Lewis song?” he said, feeling the dread rise in his stomach.

She licked her lips. “Great Balls of Fire.”


Soul Music

Sirens

One of the best known she-devils from Greek mythology are the sirens, who lured sailors to ruin with beautiful songs. Represented as part-bird or part-fish, sirens were always very beautiful in appearance and voice. It’s no longer possible for sirens to lure modern ships to be dashed on rocks, so they have had to invent new ways to torment their victims.

Pete checked his watch. It was a quarter past ten, and the office party showed no signs of finishing soon. He had to work with these people all week. Why did he have to socialise with them too? He expected Marcy was already in bed. She wouldn’t wait up.

The band finished their set and the people dancing took the opportunity to get more drinks. He knew he should try to get into the mood, but he had never liked dancing, especially not with any of the women from accounts. They were notorious for groping men from other departments on the dance floor. It was like they had written it in their mission statement.

He didn’t want to leave early either. His boss had told him to get along better with his colleagues, so if he ditched the party early, his boss would likely notice. He leaned against the bar and nursed his beer to avoid making eye contact with Dave from sales, who was looking for an ear. The guy didn’t know when to stop talking. If Pete let him start, he’d have to listen to Dave’s painful anecdotes all night without a reason to escape.

Just as Dave turned in his direction, there was a collective gasp as a woman walked onto the stage. Pete looked up too, as enthralled as everyone else in the room. She was a stunning brunette in a red sequin dress and satin opera gloves. The dress was strapless and clung to her body like a second skin. A long slash up one side of her skirt gave everyone flashes of her long, shapely legs.

Pete absentmindedly tugged at his wedding ring as he watched her take centre stage.

“Ladies and gentlemen, a singer who needs no introduction… Calli,” said the guitarist.

Without a word, she walked up to the microphone and plucked it from the stand. The band started to play. She looked at her audience and when her eyes fell on Pete, she gave him a brief smile. He let out his breath, realising he’d been holding it.

Then she started to sing, and everyone in the room swayed in time to the beat. Everyone but Pete, who couldn’t take his eyes off her. He recognised the song. It was the popular soul number, I never loved a man by Aretha Franklin, a diva with a voice beyond compare. Calli sang it better, every word and every note making his body ache with desire.

She stepped from the stage to mingle with the crowd as she sang, pausing at each table to give her audience a brief smile. Soon she was heading toward the bar. She stood beside Pete and looked straight at him as the band played the bridge to the next verse.

Her beauty was intoxicating. Her perfume was sweet and refreshing, like a deep breath of ocean breeze. But her eyes were inescapable, two deep turquoise pools that made him feel lost body and soul.

He returned to the moment as she started the next verse.

“The way you treat me is a shame… How could ya hurt me so bad? Baby, don’t you know I’m the best thing you ever had.”

Then she turned away, leaving him feeling stunned. She sang the lines like he had personally hurt her, not like they were lines in a song. He looked about, feeling paranoid. It was like everybody was staring at him, accusing him of hurting the beautiful woman with the sweetest, haunting voice.

But everyone had their attention on her. She held them mesmerised as she finished the song and launched straight into the next one. Pete forgot about trying to sneak away. He had to listen to her sing, every word and every note of every song until her set came to a bitter end, leaving him enamoured and heartbroken.

As soon as she left the stage, he fled the party without saying goodbye. He felt like he didn’t know himself anymore. The way she sang those lines to him was so personal, as if they were estranged lovers, not two strangers who had never met or spoken a word to one another before.

He hailed a cab and fell into the back seat like a man who had gambled his life savings at the casino and lost. He couldn’t get the vision of her face, or the sound of her voice out of his head.

He stumbled through his front door and immediately pulled off his tie, feeling like it was constricting his throat. He swallowed a glass of ice-cold water and splashed some on his face, but it didn’t clear his head. Stripping naked, he decided he should sleep it off.

Tiptoeing to his bedroom, he saw Marcy’s reading light was still on. He pushed the bedroom door open, and she looked up at him. For a moment, he saw her with Calli’s face, giving him the same wounding look as when she had been singing the song.

“Hey, everything okay?” said Marcy.

Pete squeezed his eyes shut, hoping to clear the vision. When he opened them, he saw Calli lying on the bed in her red sequin dress, looking ravishing.

“You… you look beautiful,” he said.

“How much have you had to drink?”

He knew he was talking to Marcy, but he couldn’t shake the vision of Calli from his head.

“Not much,” he said, climbing on top of her.

“Pete, it’s late—”

He silenced her with a forceful kiss as he pulled up her dress to get to her pussy. His cock was throbbing with the need to feel it clamp him in its hot, wet embrace. She didn’t seem willing, but he gave her no choice. He had to have satisfaction.

Once he had her legs open, he pushed his way into her sex, feeling the resistance from the lack of foreplay to get her excited. It didn’t matter. Calli needed to feel the pain. As she had looked into his eyes and sung the verse, she had accused him of treating her badly. She wanted him to treat her badly.

He opened his eyes and saw Calli struggling beneath his weight as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy. He showed her the pain she craved, hurting her deep inside. The line from the song went round his mind like a track stuck in a loop.

“How could ya hurt me so bad?”

And the more he hurt her, the more he liked it. His cock felt thick and powerful, stretching her open to accommodate its girth. He would take all the pleasure of their coupling. She would get none. That’s what she deserved. He grunted with pleasure as he felt his orgasm swell to a peak.

A stinging slap across his face brought him to his senses. He blinked and saw Marcy underneath him, looking at him like he had lost his mind.

“You’re hurting me, Pete. Get off!”

She shoved him and he pulled away, feeling stunned. For a moment, he had lost his mind.

“I’m… I’m—”

“You’re drunk!” she hissed. “Go to the spare room and sleep it off. You’re lucky I don’t make you sleep in the gutter.”

He clambered off the bed, searching for the right words to explain what had happened. But he couldn’t explain it himself, so there was no point in trying. He couldn’t look her in the eye as he backed out of the bedroom and stole down the hallway to the spare room.

He fell onto the cold sheets, staring into the darkness. And then, as clearly as if she were in the same room, he heard Calli’s haunting, beautiful voice again.

“I can’t sleep at night… And I can’t eat a bite… I guess I’ll never be free… Since you got your hooks in me…”

He listened to her voice, unable to sleep, well into the night.

* * *

Next morning, Pete made amends with Marcy. It was necessary to get her off his case. He’d already planned to return to the nightclub after work, and he didn’t want her calling him every five minutes. He told her he had a deadline at work and wouldn’t be home until he had finished the job. It didn’t matter if she bought the lie or not. All that mattered was hearing Calli sing again.

Work was a drag, and he couldn’t be bothered being polite to his colleagues. He imagined his boss would call him in for another ‘chat’ about getting along better with people. None of them gave a damn about him, so why should he? Right now, there was only one person in the world who mattered. That was Calli, the woman who had pierced his heart with a song and held it like a knife in his chest.

He got to the nightclub as soon as he could get away from work. As he nursed a beer at a table in front of the stage, he texted Marcy to tell her not to wait up. She replied moments later.

Marcy: Don’t work too hard. You haven’t been yourself lately.

He stared at the message, wondering if she had said it out of concern or if she was still angry about how rough he’d been last night. Either way, it didn’t matter. All he needed to do was see Calli, listen to her sing, and try to figure out how she had put a spell on him with nothing more than a song.

As if she knew he was waiting, Calli walked onto the stage. She looked as incredible as the night before, with her carefully styled brunette locks draped over her left shoulder. She wore a black sequin dress that hung perilously to her generous bust. With each breath, she looked like she would spill out of her bodice and give the audience another thrill to accompany her voice.

He stared into her eyes, wondering if she had seen him, if she remembered him, and what she would do if she did. The band struck up a melody, and she began her set. As before, her voice was so rich and full, every song was captivating. She didn’t look at him once during the set, singing to the rest of the audience. She held them under her spell song after song, receiving a rousing applause after each number.

She paused before she began her last song for the night. She counted the band in on the timing and they struck up the chords. He recalled the riff. It was an upbeat track by Lulu. As he remembered the title, he felt the knife twist in his chest. It was Hurt me so bad.

Calli’s magnetic gaze fell on him, sweeping him into a trance as she sang.

“Oh, oh-oh-oh… You hurt me so bad… Oh baby… Thought you were the last train to safety… Oh, oh-oh-oh… You hurt me so bad.”

She sang with passion, the pain in her voice lashing him like a whip. It wasn’t merely a powerful rendition. It was personal. He felt the animal lust building in him like a pressure cooker needing release. He got up from his table and stumbled to the exit, pushing people out of the way. The cold night air did nothing to relieve his tension. The only way he could get relief was to hurt her just the way she demanded he do it in the song.

He found his way home, operating on pure instinct. He had only one thought in his mind, the need to punish Calli for making him love her and then sticking a knife in his heart. As he pushed open the door, he saw her standing in the lounge as if she were waiting for him. Her black sequin dress sparkled in the light as she moved, making him feel more addled than before.

“Pete? Are you all right?” she said.

She looked like Calli, but she sounded like Marcy. It didn’t matter. She craved pain, so he would give her some. He grabbed her arm and spun her about, throwing her onto an armchair. She cried out and tried to break free, so he twisted her arm behind her back.

Pulling up her dress, he saw her beautiful, round butt. His cock strained in his pants as he realised what kind of punishment she deserved.

“Pete, let me go!”

He twisted her arm harder, making her cry out with the pain. Then he pulled her panties aside and freed his cock from his pants. She cried out in anguish as he pushed his cock into her forbidden entrance, breaking the seal that resisted penetration.

She fought him and demanded he stop. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled hard, arching her back and giving himself leverage to drive his cock deep into her ass. She stopped struggling, the pain overwhelming her as he punished her with his cock.

It felt good to hurt her inside and out, and to take pleasure from the act. If she wanted to taunt him with her songs, he would give her fuel to sing another. Her hot, tight little ass squeezed his cock, releasing the pressure he had bottled up inside. He hammered her harder as he felt his orgasm swell, slamming his cock as deep as he could into her ass.

She squealed as he shot his load deep inside her. Overcome by his animal passion, he pulled her hair as hard as he could, arching her back cruelly as he took pleasure from her suffering.

As he finished, he threw her onto the chair. The rage subsided and the fog over his vision cleared. He puffed, drawing deep breaths from the exertion and looked down. It wasn’t Calli in the chair, looking at him like he was a madman. It was Marcy.

It was odd. He knew deep down he should feel remorse for what he’d done, but he felt nothing but relief from the taunting songs. And with that relief, he took himself upstairs to bed and fell fast asleep.

* * *

Pete slept until mid-afternoon. He woke up remembering his dreams. They had all been about Calli. She sang about her pain, and he gave it to her, punishing her with his cock in every way imaginable. He hadn’t felt this good in a long time.

He showered and dressed. The only thing on his mind was getting back to the club to hear her sing again. He went downstairs and saw Marcy in the lounge. Her eyes were reddened from crying, and she held a kitchen knife in her hand. Her gaze was equally sharp.

“What the hell is wrong with you, Pete? I don’t know you anymore,” she said, holding out the knife to defend herself.

“I’m going out,” he said, pulling out his phone. He ordered a cab, not caring that she heard where he was going. “Don’t wait up, unless you want more of what happened last night.”

He left her with that thought and waited outside for the cab to arrive. Once he got to the club, he secured the table in front of the stage where he could get the best view of Calli. He sat on his beer, whiling away the time until the club got busy and the band appeared.

Calli took the stage soon after, stealing the audience’s breath with her brunette beauty. She wore a white sequin dress that sparkled like diamonds. Pete got a lump in his throat and an even larger bulge in his pants.

Unlike the past two nights, she looked straight at him as she started to sing. He knew the song. It was I put a spell on you by Nina Simone. She sang with glee in her voice, looking at him throughout, making it personal between them once again.

“I put a spell on you… Because you’re mine… You’re mine…”

As she ended the song, the daze in his head cleared. He remembered everything that had happened the previous two nights, how in a fit of madness he had gone home to punish his wife. She had done nothing to deserve him hurting her that way.

He felt the weight of despair on his shoulders as he pictured her with the knife, telling him she didn’t know him anymore. He’d hurt the only person he cared about most in the world. The question was, had he hurt her beyond repair? Hell, he’d acted like an animal and treated her even worse.

He had to get away from the club and get home to fix things before it was too late. As he looked up, he no longer saw Calli on the stage. Marcy stood in her place, wearing the white sequin dress and looking more beautiful than she had on their wedding day.

The band started the next song, a soul classic, Try a little tenderness. Marcy’s voice was soft and sweet, bringing new meaning to the lyrics as she sang. She sang it to him, looking into his eyes the entire time. He sat still and listened, captivated and enchanted by this unexpected vision of his wife.

“Squeeze her, don’t tease her, never leave her…”

He understood. She was giving him a second chance to make things right. He held back his tears of remorse. How could he have forgotten how much he loved her? How had he ever allowed himself to treat her so badly?

As Marcy finished the song, she crooked her finger, beckoning him to follow as she left the stage. Without a care for anything else, he climbed onto the stage and followed her through the curtains and out the back to the dressing rooms. She went into a room with a large gold star on the door. He followed, pressing it closed behind him.

“I’m… I’m so sorry,” he said.

“Shh…” she replied, holding out her arms.

He fell into her embrace, feeling her soft, warm body against his own. She smelled like tropical flowers and sea air, intoxicating his senses. She drew him toward the make-up counter, sat down and opened her legs.

“Make love to me, Pete,” she said. “With tenderness.”

His cock strained in his pants as he gently took her by the shoulders and kissed her neck, making his way toward her lips. He’d been nervous on their wedding night. Now he knew exactly how to please her. She gasped with pleasure as he kissed her neck and slipped the dress from her shoulders, baring her breasts.

Then he kissed her as he cupped them on his hands. Her breasts were soft and full, and he grazed her nipples with his fingertips to tease them to hardened points. Freeing his cock, he worked it between her legs, finding the opening to her sex. She was wet and willing, and clenched him as he slid inside her, making his cock throb with desire.

“Milk me,” she said. “Make me cum everywhere.”

He gripped her nipples as he gently eased his cock in and out of her pussy in long, sensual strokes. She let out shuddering moans as he stretched and kneaded them between his thumbs and forefingers. She got hotter and wetter, making each thrust more pleasurable. He focused on enjoying the delicious grip of her pussy as he excited her toward an orgasm.

Soon, thick white cream beaded on her nipples as her milk started to flow. He kissed her passionately, letting their tongues dance as he urged her to release more cream. She gasped and moaned as she orgasmed, and he felt the flood of her cream on his hands and cock.

“Oh, yes! That’s it! Keep going!” she moaned.

He sustained her orgasm, working his cock in and out of her pussy while he milked her breasts. The pleasure was incredible, and he couldn’t stop his own orgasm from swelling to a peak. She gripped him tight as he shot his first jet of cum inside her, milking the cum from his balls as he milked her breasts. He grunted with his release, feeling the strongest waves of pleasure from an orgasm for a long time.

“I love you,” he said, once he had his breath back. “I’m sorry I mistreated you. Can you ever forgive me?”

She giggled. He opened his eyes and saw Calli on the bench, her long brown hair spilling over her shoulders, the milk covering her beautiful breasts. He gasped and pulled away, trying to understand the madness that possessed his mind, tricking his eyes and his senses.

“And now you’ve betrayed her love too,” she said.

He gripped his head, trying to steady himself amidst the waves of confusion drowning his mind. “What have you done to me?”

“Two nights ago, I saw a man alone in a sea of his colleagues. Old habits die hard. So, like a lost sailor, the temptation to lead you to ruin was too much for a girl like me to resist. There are many ways to ruin a man, but the best way is to show him what he loves most in the world…”

She glanced over his shoulder. He turned about, following her gaze. Marcy stood at the back of the dressing room. She must have followed him to the club, also seeking answers about why her husband had lost his mind. Judging by the look on her face, she had seen everything.

“… and then take it away from him,” finished Calli.

Pete reached out for Marcy. He didn’t know what to say. Any words were meaningless after what she’d witnessed. She shook her head in disgust, turned and fled. Pete slumped into a chair, his legs no longer able to hold him up. He felt gutted to the core, knowing he’d lost the most precious person in his life. Calli leaned down and kissed him softly on the lips. It drove the final nail into his coffin of despair.

“Now, that’s what I call soul music,” she said.


The Three Pillars of Happiness

Harpies

Writers of myth described harpies as a hideous half-woman, half-bird creature that feasted on the dead. But harpies could also take the form of beautiful women with wings. In this form, they indulged their fetish for torture, feasting on pain rather than flesh. It made them one of the most fearsome she-devils to stalk the earth. If you encounter a harpy with a taste for pain, death will be the least of your concerns.

Carina sipped her wine and stared across the office, where her husband, Tate, had got stuck with her boss, Arielle. She was grateful partners were only invited to office functions once a year. Arielle had a reputation for getting her claws stuck into anyone that took her fancy, whether or not they wore a wedding ring.

“So do you think the rumour about Arielle is true?” said her friend, Margaret, who worked three floors above.

“Which one?” said Carina. Arielle wasn’t a popular manager with anyone lower than her on the corporate ladder. You had to climb a rung higher to see her pleasant side, or so the rumour went.

“The one about her poaching husbands,” said Margaret.

“I don’t know. She is one hell of a bitch, so I guess it’s possible.”

Margaret arched her eyebrows. “And you’re not worried about Tate?”

Carina tossed back her wine. “We’ve been married for five years. I trust him.”

“I don’t know if I would if he were my husband,” said Margaret. “He’s not trying to get away from her, and he doesn’t seem to care that she’s a bitch. And I’m sure he’s noticed that she’s damned hot.”

Carina couldn’t argue that point. Arielle had classic barbie doll beauty. She was blue-eyed with champagne coloured hair, and a statuesque, busty figure. Carina suspected she’d had some work done. Her heart-shaped lips were too perfect and her tits ignored the laws of physics, which seemed impossible for their shape and size.

She tried to read their body language. Arielle was definitely flirting, using her wine glass to tease him. Every time she took a sip of wine, she deftly gave the rim a kitten kick like she was teasing the head of a cock. And she caressed the stem like she had a cock in her hand, making it hard and ready to cum.

Even though she knew her husband inside out, Carina couldn’t read Tate’s response. He was keeping Arielle outside of his intimate space, but he didn’t look affronted by her intrusions. She guessed he was flattered, or being polite.

Carina expected he was enjoying the novelty of having a girl flirt with him. It had been years since she’d flirted to win his attention. And she’d flirted hard, as he was a good-looking man who had caught the eye of many girls at the time. It seemed he still had that charm now too.

She steeled herself. She’d won him then, and she wasn’t going to lose him now, just because Arielle was living up to her reputation as a first class bitch.

* * *

It was Friday, and Carina had taken the day off. She had some errands to run but was topping off the day with a pampering session at the spa. She was getting the works, a massage, a soak in the mineral pool, then hair, nails and a full Brazilian wax.

Ever since the office function, she’d been feeling funny about the way Tate had enjoyed Arielle’s flirtations. She wanted to remind him how much he had been smitten with her when they had first started dating. He’d been a slave to her body, ravishing every part of it when they made love, especially if she treated him to her smooth, waxed pussy.

She’d hinted at it as he’d left for work, telling him to expect a lovely surprise when he came home. And she’d sealed the hint with a passionate, lingering kiss.

The doorbell sounded, breaking Carina’s pussy tingling reverie. She went to the foyer and looked through the peephole. It was Arielle.

“What the hell is she doing here?” she whispered.

She wondered if she could pretend she was out, but she had left her car on the drive. Arielle knew which model she drove. She decided she would have to get rid of her as soon as possible. Putting on her warmest fake smile, she flung the door open and feigned surprise at seeing Arielle.

“Arielle! What a surprise! I was just on my way out.”

“Interesting choice of words,” said Arielle.

Arielle’s cryptic greeting piqued Carina’s curiosity. Which part did she find interesting?

“Come in,” she said.

The blond bitch accepted the offer and marched into the house like she owned it.

“Most people start a difficult conversation with an apology. Something like ‘I hate to be the bearer of bad news,’ but I’ve come to tell you how much I enjoy being the bearer of bad news.”

Carina shrugged. “What are you talking about?”

Arielle smiled, but it lacked any warmth or kindness. “Have you heard of the three pillars of happiness?” she said.

Carina shook her head.

“They’re the three aspects of life that provide us with an enduring sense of happiness. Security, good health and a loving relationship. Let’s start with the first pillar… security. That’s a roof over your head and the means to support yourself.” She took a letter from the lapel pocket of her jacket. “Congratulations, you’re fired.”

Carina’s jaw dropped. “What? Why?”

“I want to take a ride on your husband’s cock, and I’m sure you won’t want to come back to work after I do.”

She dropped the letter on the coffee table.

Carina marched up to her. “He would never let you. And you can’t do this to me!”

Arielle licked her lovely lips. “You’re about to find out exactly what I am capable of doing.”

She grabbed Carina and flung her face first onto the couch. Before Carina could react, Arielle twisted her arm behind her back and pinned her in place. It hurt and she cried out, but she couldn’t break Arielle’s hold. For a slender woman, she was incredibly strong.

“Let me go, bitch!”

Arielle pressed a soft cloth over her face. It smelled like sweet alcohol and immediately made her feel dizzy.

Arielle giggled. “I know you call me a bitch behind my back. I’m glad you’ve finally said it to my face. You see, I’m the worst kind of bitch you’ll ever meet, because I enjoy making people miserable. It gets me wet.”

Carina struggled, but the more she inhaled the chemical on the cloth, the more her grip on consciousness weakened. In moments, it took her altogether and her vision faded to darkness.

* * *

When Carina came to her senses, she realised she was in her home office in the loft. Her vision cleared and she saw Arielle was busy setting up a data projector from work.

Arielle focused the picture projected onto the wall. She had set up a live camera stream in Carina’s bedroom, centred on the bed. She’d also changed her clothes and was no longer wearing her black skirt suit, only a short grey silk robe. It showed the full length of her long, shapely legs and clung to her breasts, with her nipples making two small peaks in the silk.

Carina tried to stand up and realised Arielle had tied her ankles together with silk rope, the kind used for bondage sex. Arielle had also tied her hands behind her back at the wrists and elbows. The best she could do was wiggle on her chair. She was also completely naked. Arielle must have stripped her while she was out cold.

“Ah, you’re awake,” said Arielle. “Good. I’ve been looking forward to getting to your second pillar of happiness… your health.”

She grabbed a handful of Carina’s long brown hair, pulled her to her feet and thrust her against the wall. She pinned Carina in place with one hand on her shoulder. Carina couldn’t believe her strength. Arielle had slender arms, but she couldn’t break her hold no matter how hard she struggled.

Arielle drove her fist into Carina’s stomach. She knew how to throw a punch like a heavyweight boxer, and the air exploded from Carina’s chest. With the force of the blow and the shock, Carina gasped for air, unable to fill her lungs.

Arielle smiled. “Can’t breathe?”

She pounded her fist into Carina’s stomach again, preventing her from drawing breath.

“Get used to it, Carina. There’s a lot more for you to endure.”

Thump!

“Because I have a special treat planned for you.”

Whack!

Carina gasped for breath. Her stomach felt like it was on fire. “Please… stop… you’re hurting me.”

Arielle silenced her with her fist. “I know. That’s the idea.”

She gave Carina three short, sharp punches in quick succession.

“You have a big decision to make soon. And I want every breath you take to hurt while you make it.”

Thump!

Carina wanted to double over and fall to the floor to protect her bruised and battered stomach, but Arielle held her against the wall. There was no escape. She worked Carina over like she was a boxing bag, striking her again and again, while she giggled gleefully.

“How’s your stomach, Carina? Is it sore enough yet?”

Whack!

Carina could barely speak. “It hurts.”

“Good,” said Arielle, pummelling her fist into Carina again.

Arielle laid into Carina without speaking. She made Carina look deep into her sky blue eyes as she struck her, letting her know just how much she was enjoying making her suffer. When Carina thought she couldn’t take another blow, Arielle mercifully stopped.

Arielle licked her lips. “Oh, it’s not over for you yet, Carina. We’re just getting started.”

She let Carina collapse onto her shoulder and lifted her like she was a child. She put Carina on a footstool and helped her to steady her balance.

“I know you hurt like never before, but you mustn’t fall,” said Arielle.

It was then that Carina saw what else she’d set up in the loft. She’d thrown a rope over the rafter and tied a hangman’s noose. Arielle carefully fitted it around Carina’s neck, sweeping her hair out of the way so there was nothing between the rope and her skin. Fear gave Carina her second wind and she steadied herself on the stool, aware how easily it could tip over.

Arielle tightened the rope so Carina felt the pull on her neck, and tied the loose end to the doorknob.

“Yes, every breath hurts, but if you fall, you’ll never take another.”

Along with her aching stomach, Carina’s heart was racing with panic. “Please, let me go. I’ll never tell anyone what you’ve done,” she said.

Arielle collected another item from her handbag. It looked like a dildo but had straps at the base. Arielle reached up and pinched Carina’s cheeks, forcing her mouth open.

“That’s enough talk from you,” said Arielle.

She pushed the hard, silicone cock into Carina’s mouth, right to the back of her throat. Carina gagged and once again struggled to breathe. Arielle bucked it to her head, making sure it was so tight the cock remained lodged in Carina’s throat. Now Carina had two objects threatening to deprive her of breath, so she concentrated on breathing through her nose so she didn’t pass out. She got her gag reflex under control and took long slow breaths, wondering how long she had before Arielle put her out of her misery. The bitch was insane, but she was also deadly.

“I knew you were the kind of girl who could take a cock right down her throat. I bet Tate loves throating you while he fondles your lovely breasts. They’re not as good as mine, but I want to make sure he knows which pair he prefers best.”

She flexed her fingers, and Carina saw she’d filed her long nails to rounded points. Arielle grabbed Carina’s breasts and dug her long fingernails into them. Carina let out a muffled cry and gagged on the cock in her throat again.

Arielle clawed her breasts again, driving her nails as deep as she could without breaking the skin. Carina fought to maintain her balance as the pain ripped through her chest. Arielle’s nails felt worse than bee stings and they left nasty red welts in her flesh.

More than once, Arielle had to steady Carina, so she didn’t fall. Through the pain, Carina knew it wasn’t an act of mercy. Arielle wanted to torture her for as long as possible, not give her an easy escape. Once Arielle had clawed every inch of Carina’s breasts, she stepped back to admire her work.

“Those tits don’t look so good now,” she said. “They look nasty and red and very sore.”

Carina swayed, feeling her hold on consciousness become more tenuous by the moment. Her body felt battered and ruined. Her breasts were on fire and every breath hurt. The rope pulled at her neck, reminding her of the price of losing her balance.

As she opened her eyes, she saw Arielle flexing a thick leather paddle. She shook her head and whimpered, doing her best to plead for mercy. Arielle had none. She smacked Carina’s pussy hard, bringing her back to her senses with the bright flash of pain.

“There won’t be any contest between our pussies once Tate sees and experiences mine, but I want to ruin yours anyway,” said Arielle.

She paddled Carina’s pussy until it was flaming red and stinging as much as her breasts. Through the pain, Carina saw Arielle had a big smile on her face as she worked. And breathing through her nose, Carina caught the unmistakable sweet, musky scent of feminine arousal. The bitch enjoyed inflicting pain. It was making her wet.

Arielle paused, much to Carina’s relief. “I could torture you all night long, but alas, I have to stop. Tate is home. I can hear him parking his car,” said Arielle.

Carina hoped she was telling the truth. She couldn’t hear anything except for her own desperate attempts to draw breath.

Arielle inhaled deeply through her nose. “He’s horny as hell and packing a boner. Perhaps he knows I’m waiting for him.”

She opened the office door, releasing the slack on the noose around Carina’s neck. “So what will Prince Charming do? Will he come to your rescue? Or will he come to me in your bedroom and destroy the last pillar of your happiness… your relationship?”

She wiggled her fingers at Carina to wave goodbye, stepped out and closed the door, tightening the noose once again. Carina tried to call out, but gagged with a dildo and short of breath, she couldn’t make any noise louder than a whimper. She prayed Tate would come to her rescue soon, as she didn’t know how long she could remain standing after Arielle’s cruel punishments.

She saw Arielle walk into their bedroom as large as life from the image projected onto the wall. Arielle turned and waved to the camera, then she perched on the end of the bed with her long legs crossed.

Carina’s heart thumped in her chest. What were the odds Tate would come looking for her in the loft office before the bedroom? As far as he knew, she’d gone to work. He didn’t know she had made different plans, even though her day of pampering had become a day of torture.

She wanted to burst into tears when she saw him walk into the bedroom. Arielle rose to her feet as if it were perfectly natural that she should be there.

“Arielle? What are you doing here?” he said.

“I’m waiting for you, of course.”

He loosened his tie. “Where’s Carina?”

Arielle closed the space between them. “Oh, I have her tied up with an office thing. I wanted to give us a little privacy so we can sort out our unfinished business.”

Tate backed away as she entered his intimate space. “What business?”

“Why so coy, Tate? I know you want me.”

She opened her silk robe, baring her incredible breasts. Tate’s eyes widened, but he didn’t avert his gaze.

“I thought you might like to look at my tits while I play with your cock. I want you good and hard and aching to cum when I take you into my pussy.”

He let out an awkward laugh, but as she fully opened her robe, he fell silent with his mouth hanging open. Carina cringed. Along with her incredible breasts and figure, she had a very pretty pussy too. It was sleek and smooth, with tiny, tight lips. If Carina had smelled Arielle’s arousal, her pheromones would drive Tate wild with desire. She waited to see what he would do.

Arielle grabbed him by the tie and led him over to the bed like he was a puppy. She threw him onto it flat on his back.

“Carina doesn’t need to know,” she said, glancing at the camera with a wry smile. “Why not give in to your desire?”

“I… I…”

Arielle silenced him by climbing onto the bed to sit on his face. She pressed her tiny pussy lips to his mouth in the most intimate of kisses. He opened his mouth to receive it.

“Yes, that’s it. Taste me. Push your tongue in as far as you can,” she said. “I’m already warmed up and I want to cum on your face.”

Carina tried to avert her gaze, but the slightest move altered her balance, making the stool unsteady beneath her feet. She had no choice but to watch as Tate licked Arielle’s pussy with more enthusiasm than he’d ever licked hers in his life.

“Oh, yes! What a good pussy licker! I’m going to give you a special treat.”

Carina could see Arielle was having a strong, sustained orgasm. She was dripping white pussy cream and peeing into his mouth, and he lapped it up like he couldn’t get enough of the taste of her climax.

“Mm, pussy cream and tinkle juice. I bet that tastes yummy!”

She looked at the camera like she could see Carina through it and winked. Then she let out a deep moan as she peaked. Tate swallowed her cream and pee by the mouthful and licked her tiny hole like he wanted more of the sweet cocktail. She panted in the throes of her orgasm and eagerly reached behind her to unzip his pants and free his cock. He was as hard as a steel bar.

Carina watched as Arielle slid down his body to plant herself on his cock, burying it deep in her tiny pussy. He reached up to touch her breasts, but she took him by the wrists and pinned him to the bed as she rode him. He didn’t complain and never tried to stop her or push her off. Carina could see by the look on his face he was enjoying the sweet clench of her pussy. She’d seen that look many times herself as she’d watched him cum.

Now Arielle had taken her third pillar of happiness, Carina was so miserable she wanted to die. Arielle had given her the means to end her life. She only needed to relax and slip off the stool. The hangman’s noose would do the rest. How could she continue to watch Arielle take pleasure from having sex with her husband? How could she watch as he willingly betrayed their love?

There was nothing left for her to do but kick the stool out from under her feet. It took so little effort. Then she was falling, ready to feel the rope tighten around her neck, but instead she fell to the floor in a heap.

She opened her eyes to see the rope had come free from the doorknob. It was no accident or moment of luck. Arielle was too deliberate to make such a mistake. She’d done it on purpose, knowing Carina would want to die. It was much more painful for Carina to live with what she’d done.

Carina hurt like hell, mind, body and soul, yet beyond the pain, she realised Arielle had taught her an invaluable lesson about life. She did hate her job. Her husband had betrayed their love the first chance he’d got. And she needed to take better care of her body so she could handle herself better if she ever encountered another she-devil like Arielle ever again.

Arielle had proved her three pillars of happiness had bad foundations. While she wanted to claw the blond bitch’s eyes out, she actually owed her a debt of thanks, not that she would ever do it. She lay on the floor, staring up at the wall, watching Arielle screw Tate’s brains out. It would take time to recover from this ordeal, but she vowed she would never make the same mistakes ever again.


Lips of Lust

Vampires

A vampire needs little introduction. These blood-sucking devils have tormented people since ancient times. But these are no longer ancient times. And everyone recognises a vampire’s signature canine bite on a victim’s neck. Now, if a vampire makes its presence known, it finds itself in a predicament it would rather avoid. So, the modern vampire has to adapt, or die.

Leon cupped his hands over his nose and mouth, and puffed to check his breath. It was unnecessary, as he’d brushed three times, flossed twice and rinsed with enough mouthwash to feel like he’d already had a drink. But fresh breath was an important detail when a guy was trying to pick up a girl.

As he walked into the bar, he knew wasn’t the sharpest looking single guy around, but he wasn’t the worst either. He’d dressed well, had a close shave, styled his hair and made sure his breath was fresh. It smelled like a mint garden.

He’d never been a confident young man either. Some guys had confidence like they had been born with it. He was one of those guys who was still learning how to approach, talk to, and pick up a girl. He’d read books, watched videos on YouTube and practised the art of conversation with his older sister. With a little luck, this could be the night where he broke the drought and found himself a girlfriend.

Otherwise, he would have to head home for a date with his right hand while he looked at pictures of Instagram’s most famous glamour model, Amanda Bell. He felt certain he would never meet a girl as hot as her, let alone get the chance to sleep with a hot girl either, but a living girl always trumped a photo.

The bar was a known pickup joint. It was Friday night, so men and women from all walks of life packed the tables. Plus, the drinks were cheap, so even if he lucked out again, at least he didn’t have to sit on one drink all night.

Still feeling paranoid about his breath, he ordered a vodka and soda with a wedge of fresh lime. Once the alcohol had calmed his nerves, he plucked up the courage to talk to a cute girl with mousy hair and freckles. As soon as they’d got past simple pleasantries, he started to stutter. He only stuttered when he was talking to girls. Like the other girls he had tried to talk to in the past, she found it an immediate turn-off and moved to the other side of the bar.

Leon gave himself half an hour to allow his ego to recover from the blow. Helped by two more vodkas, he plucked up the courage to try again with another girl, a blond with lovely legs. The conversation went the same way. It came as a crushing blow. He really thought he was getting the knack of talking to girls. Evidently, girls found his lack of confidence off-putting.

“Hey, handsome, can I buy you a drink?”

Leon turned around and saw an incredibly striking woman. She had thick, glossy jet-black hair and large, matching eyes that looked like inky pools. Against the whites of her eyes and her long black lashes, her gaze had a mesmerising effect. Her skin was like flawless porcelain. She was also dressed in black and had a figure that made his cock ache with desire. While he wanted to check her out, he couldn’t escape her captivating face. In particular, he found her lips incredibly seductive. They were full, heart-shaped and painted with so much pink lip gloss they sparkled in the light as she moved her head.

“Are you a mute?” she said, when he didn’t respond.

“A—are you talking to me?” he said, glancing about to see if another man was nearby.

“I’m looking at you, so the odds are good I’m talking to you too,” she said. “What are you having?”

He downed his vodka, waiting for this practical joke to end. Even though she was giving off a goth vibe, she was easily the hottest girl in the bar, if not the city. Why would such a pretty girl talk to him?

“A—a vodka soda?” he said, expecting her to laugh in his face at any moment.

The girl glanced at the barman. She had his attention immediately, even though he was serving another customer. He dropped everything to serve her first. She ordered them both a vodka soda and regarded him with hooded eyelids as she sipped it.

“I’m Lina,” she said. “Do you have a name?”

“L—Leon,” he said, hating the fact he couldn’t shake his stutter.

She hadn’t ditched him yet, so he recalled the first rule of conversation. Ask people questions about themselves, because people like to talk about themselves. And once he had her talking, he could look at her beautiful lips as she spoke.

“L—Lina is a pretty name. Where’s it from?”

“It’s short for Michalina. I’m originally from Eastern Europe.”

He took a gulp of his vodka, hoping it would make his racing pulse calm down. This incredible vision of feminine beauty was talking to him. Perhaps he was dreaming. He pinched himself. It hurt.

“You don’t have an accent,” he said.

She arched an eyebrow. “I’ve lived here for a very long time.”

He tried to make sense of her answer. She didn’t look a day over twenty. How could she have lived in another country so long that her accent had faded altogether?

He steeled himself. This encounter was way too good to be true. He ditched the complex dance of courtship to find out if she was actually interested in him, or amusing herself by stringing him along.

“You could have any man in this bar tonight, or the city. Why are you interested in me?”

She smiled. The sight of her lips parting to reveal two perfect rows of white teeth sent shivers down his spine. He couldn’t imagine how good it would feel to kiss her… or to have her lips wrapped around his cock.

“You’re shy and cute. I like shy men. But I like direct men too. It’s so much better than the silly games we play when we both know what we really want. So, why don’t we finish our drinks, call a cab and go back to your place?”

He blinked rapidly as he processed what she had said. “Are you serious?”

She licked her lips. It made his groin ache with longing and desire. He had to brace himself against the bar to stand straight.

She leaned close and whispered in his ear. “You’ve stopped stuttering, so I must be exactly what you need right now. Are you coming? Or are you going home unlucky again?”

He looked about, expecting someone would tell him this was a prank and for everyone gathered to laugh. It didn’t happen. He only saw Lina and her sensual, seductive smile.

Everything happened so fast, Leon felt like he had magically become somebody else. Girls didn’t talk to him. Girls didn’t hit on him. Yet somehow, the prettiest girl in the city was holding his hand as they rode home together in a cab.

Before he could get a grip on the situation, she was standing close to him in his lounge. She laced her fingers around his neck and pulled him close for a kiss. The touch of her lips sapped his strength, making him feel powerless to her touch. They were soft, warm and sweet. As he opened his mouth to receive her kiss, she slipped her tongue inside to taste him. He felt so lightheaded it was hard to remain standing. She was strong and held him close, so he couldn’t break the kiss.

“Mm… I enjoy kissing you,” she said. “You taste… minty.”

She didn’t give him a chance to reply, pressing her luscious lips to his again to drink from his mouth. The pleasure of her kiss made his cock swell to full hardness. She kissed him like a woman who had mastered the art of driving a man wild with desire.

As she pulled away from his mouth, he was breathless with lust. She moved to his ear and gave him a playful bite. Then he felt her teeth at his neck, as she bit him hard enough to make him flinch.

“Hey! What was that for?”

He pressed his hand to his neck. It hurt, but at least she hadn’t drawn blood.

“Relax, handsome, it’s just a little love bite. I want to give you a small bruise, to mark you, so all the other girls know I’ve claimed you all for myself. Do you want to complain about it, or do you want to get your cock sucked?”

He stuttered, unable to form words, feeling completely out of control of the situation. She pressed her hands to his chest and shoved him onto the couch. Then she knelt between his legs, undid his belt and opened his fly.

“Let’s see what you’re hiding in there, handsome,” she said, pulling down his pants and briefs to leave him naked from the waist down.

His cock twitched in anticipation. It was throbbing with expectant pleasure and desperate to feel her lovely lips take it into her mouth.

“You have a gorgeous cock,” she said, caressing it with her fingertips. “Now we’re getting to know one another better, you should know I love to suck cocks. Isn’t that why men have them? So girls like me can suck them dry?”

He tried to answer, but only managed a squeak as she lowered herself to his throbbing head. The heat of her breath made his heart thump in his chest. She took her time torturing him with the anticipation of her mouth. Her lips were so close, his cock hurt with the need to cum.

Then she leaned back, withdrawing from the intimate pose. He felt a sharp pang of dismay, knowing it had all been too good to be true. But instead of leaving him with blue balls, she lowered the straps of her dress over her shoulders to bare her breasts. His mouth fell open. They were like two full, round moons, with tiny pink nipples that pointed to the heavens. She was just as pretty as any glamour model, if not prettier. And she was a real, living girl too. All his dreams had come true.

She cupped his balls on her palm and rolled them between her fingers, as if readying them to release their cum. He squeezed his eyes shut as he felt the first kitten lick of her tongue, a playful swipe across the sensitive underside of his head. It sent shivers through his body and he groaned.

“Mm… you taste delicious,” she said. “You make it hard for a girl to restrain herself.”

He gasped as she kissed him up and down the length of his shaft. She gripped him between her teeth and grazed him from the base to the tip, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. She took each of his balls into her hot mouth, swirling them about on her tongue, readying them for milking. Finally, she took him into her hot, wet mouth and sucked.

The pleasure was so intense he had to force himself to breathe. He felt like she had stunned his senses, except those he could feel with his cock, making everything she did incredibly intense.

Her mouth was hot and wet. The soft ridges along the roof of her mouth gave wonderful friction. Her tongue slurped him deep into her throat as she sucked harder and nibbled him with her teeth. His balls tightened as his orgasm swelled. There was no stopping it. The pleasure of her mouth was going to make him cum like a geyser.

Somehow, she held his orgasm in check, easing back whenever she sensed he was close. Time lost meaning. He was beyond thinking with any clarity. He felt like a rag doll, limp and lightheaded as she tortured him with pleasure. All he could do was watch helplessly as he stared into her large, dark eyes, seeing his cock deep in her throat and her beautiful, heaving breasts.

She never gagged or choked. She never seemed to become short of breath. It was amazing how long she could keep his full length in her hot mouth, with her cheeks cratered as she sucked.

Finally, she withdrew to lick her lips. “I love sucking your cock, but now I need my dessert,” she said. “It’s time for you to cum, handsome.”

She returned his swollen cock to her mouth. This time, she didn’t control his orgasm and allowed it to surge. His head exploded with pleasure as he reached his tortured release. He pumped himself into her mouth, feeling each jet as a shuddering wave of pleasure. She let out whimpering moans as she swallowed it all, like she was cumming too.

In the aftermath, he felt faint and tired, like he had nothing left to give. How could he return the favour and pleasure her too if he felt so exhausted? She slurped on his cock until he softened and licked her lovely lips again with a deep sigh of satisfaction.

“Was it as good for you as it was for me, handsome?” she said, with a giggle.

He tried to reply, but was too tired to think straight. She stood up, slipped her beautiful breasts back into her dress and gathered her handbag. Then she kissed him, leaving him with the lingering sweetness of her lips as he drifted off to sleep.

* * *

Leon woke up to find himself lying sideways on his couch. He pulled himself upright, remembering the amazing night before. He couldn’t claim to have had many blow jobs in his life, but he doubted he could find another girl who could top what Lina did with her mouth. Her technique was out of this world.

Just thinking about it made his cock swell with excitement. He gave it a gentle stroke, wanting to relive each moment of having it in her mouth. He winced as he gripped it. It was tender, so he stopped. He noticed there were two small cuts along the shaft. She had been quite vigorous, including using her teeth, so it wasn’t a surprise to see a few marks. He pressed his hand to his neck, feeling the small bruise she had left there with her teeth too.

He stood up and his head spun. He sat down again to wait for it to pass. The experience had left him feeling drained, but he didn’t know why he still felt dizzy after some sleep. Given he’d slept in an awkward position all night on the couch, he supposed it wasn’t the best way to get a sound rest.

He stood up again, bracing his weight on the armrest, and remembered his pants and briefs were still around his ankles. Stepping out of them, he went to the bathroom to shower. After washing, a cup of coffee and a bite to eat, he still felt low in energy. But the memory of the night with Lina more than made up for it. Even if the vodka had skewed his perception of her beauty, she was an artist at sucking cocks. Damn, why hadn’t he got her number?

He booked in to see his doctor for a checkup, as he always erred on the side of caution whenever he felt under the weather. His doctor checked him out, told him he was in good health, and sent him for a blood test. As it was the weekend, and he had time to kill, Leon sat in the waiting room to get the results. They came back after an hour.

“There are no serious concerns,” said the lab technician, handing him his results. “Your red blood cell count is down, so we’ll make a note to check it next time. I suggest you get some iron supplements and review your diet.” She gave him a pamphlet about iron rich food.

As it was a sunny afternoon, he decided to walk home instead of taking the bus. His thoughts were fixated on Lina and the night before. How could he find her again? What madness had possessed him not to think to get her number? He knew the answer. Once his cock had entered her mouth, he forgot anything else existed.

He was passing the park when a black sedan pulled into the curb beside him. The driver opened the window.

“Hey, handsome. Wanna come for a drive?”

Leon’s jaw dropped. It was Lina, looking lovelier than the night before, and without the influence of vodka. She was wearing a tight black dress with a plunging neckline, a short skirt and dark glasses.

“Lina! I was just thinking about you,” he said, feeling the lust rise in his pants.

“I should hope so! Hop in. You might get lucky again.”

He got into the car without a second thought. She glanced at the pamphlet in his hand as she pulled away from the curb and merged with the traffic, but said nothing.

“I was just kicking myself for not getting your number last night,” he said, trying not to stare at her. Damn, he wanted to see her eyes again, to remember them looking up at him from between his legs as she sucked his cock with her beautiful mouth.

“When I meet a guy I like, I make sure I keep tabs on him,” she said. “This meeting wasn’t a coincidence. I like you, Leon. Your cock is yummy.”

“Well... I like you too,” he said, feeling at a loss for words. Like her? That was a huge understatement. He was infatuated with her! She was the single best thing that had ever happened to him.

“I see you’re reading about iron rich food. Wanna go back to my place? I could cook you dinner.”

He stuffed the pamphlet in his pocket, not wanting to mention why he had it. “Sure. That sounds great.”

She drove across the city to the financial district where all the wealthy people had upmarket inner city apartments. How the hell could she afford such a place? He couldn’t afford to rent one for a night. If she had so much money, why did she frequent cheap bars looking to pick up guys? He realised he knew next to nothing about her. And with each crumb of information, she became more of a mystery.

“Then it’s a date,” she said. “On one condition, of course.”

He tried not to sound overly enthusiastic, but couldn’t help himself. “Sure! Name it!”

“I want to suck your cock first,” she said, with a smile that made him go hard.

Ten minutes later, he was sitting on her luxury lounge suite in the middle of her apartment with his pants around his ankles. Lina was kneeling between his legs, topless and staring up at him with her big dark eyes as she sucked his cock.

She didn’t tease him as before with her hot breath, kitten licks and kisses. She launched straight into it, leaving him drunk with desire as she took him deep into her throat. But she wasn’t in a hurry to make him cum. She prolonged it as before, making his body ache with the need for release. He wanted to touch her hair and feel her beautiful breasts, but he was powerless while his cock was in her perfect mouth.

The heat, sensation of her tongue, draw of her mouth and the way she used her teeth felt sublime. What had he done to find such an amazing girl? He allowed himself to get swept away in the daze of pleasure as she sucked, slurped and moaned like she was having one orgasm after another. It was amazing.

“What a gorgeous cock. I could suck it all night, but I want my dessert,” she said, gripping his balls.

She took him deep into her throat, so he felt the pressure, heat and friction in every part of his cock. His orgasm was explosive, even though he didn’t have the energy to buck his hips. It didn’t matter. Getting his cock sucked once by Lina was a dream come true. Twice was better than winning the lottery.

She drank everything he had to give, savouring his cock in her mouth until he was spent. Then she leaned back and smiled at him with her perfect white teeth. He thought she was the most beautiful girl in the world. He gazed at her in wonder, lost in her eyes and her luscious lips. Even though he felt exhausted, she had done all the work. It was time to return the favour.

“Do you want to swap places? I’d like to taste you too,” he said.

She licked her lips. “No need, handsome. I’ve had a wild time. And you look tired. Perhaps you should have a nap. When you wake up, I’ll suck your cock again. How does that sound?”

He smiled back at her, feeling the dazed, dreamy bliss that follows an incredible orgasm. “That sounds wonderful,” he said, as he drifted off to sleep.

* * *

Leon woke up after having a wonderful dream about Lina. It was hard to believe she was real, but it was true. And she had chosen him and his cock for both their pleasure.

As his vision cleared, he saw he was in a small, bare windowless room. He was naked and reclined in a comfortable padded chair, with his wrists and ankles strapped down with thick leather belts. He tried to make sense of the situation, but couldn’t understand why Lina had restrained him. He cried out for her.

She appeared moments later, looking ravishing in a sheer black nightdress that hinted at her beautiful curves beneath. Despite his confusion, he couldn’t escape the magnetic pull of her eyes and beautiful vision of her lips.

“Morning, handsome,” she said. “How did you sleep?”

“Why am I restrained?” he said, pulling at the belts. They were too tight and he didn’t have the energy to struggle either.

“Because I don’t want you going anywhere. That little bruise on your neck is to remind you that I’ve claimed you all for myself.”

“Consider me claimed. So, there’s no need to tie me up.”

“You might reconsider that over the next few days. You see, I’m on a special liquid diet. And your cock is perfect for it. When a man gets aroused, his body pumps blood to his groin to give him an erection. The more pleasure he feels, the harder it gets as more blood gets pumped to it. I’m sure you’ve seen the wounds.”

He looked down and saw the two small puncture wounds in his cock had been freshly opened again.

“Eventually, your denial will pass as you accept what I’ve really been doing to you,” she said.

“You’ve been drinking my blood?” he said, struggling to believe anything that had happened over the past two days.

“Yes, but I also like the taste of cum. It’s the perfect palate cleanser after a meal.” She slid the straps of her nightdress from her shoulders so it fell to the floor and twirled about, showing him every inch of her timeless beauty. “And how else do you think a girl like me maintains her figure?”

She approached him and knelt between his legs. His cock responded, growing hard and long in anticipation of feeling her mouth around it again.

“I’m going to suck your cock for breakfast, lunch and dinner, with a helping of dessert each time, for as long as you last,” she said.

Even though he knew exactly what she meant, he didn’t argue as he felt the wet heat of her mouth engulf his swollen erection again. She looked up at him, holding him in her gaze as she sucked.

Regardless of the consequences, what man could resist her beauty and the addictive pleasure she gave him with her perfect lips of lust?


Three Wishes

Genies

Genies are often romanticised as benevolent creatures. If summoned, they grant three wishes, and who would turn down that opportunity? In reality, you should never trust a genie at all. These mischievous, magical women can turn your greatest desire into your worst nightmare. If you happen to find one of their lamps, think twice before you let the genie out.

Colin looked at the pile of silverware laid out on a soft cloth covering the end of his client’s huge dining table. He sighed. It was going to be one of those days when he fought back the desire to steal the lot and sell it. How much was the collection worth? Surely it had to be millions. After all, his client could easily afford it. He was a very wealthy man.

Colin loved his idle fantasy, imagining himself as an infamous thief, stealing from the rich and keeping it all for himself. He played it out in his mind to pass the time while polishing the silverware.

His other fantasy, which he enjoyed more, was imagining himself as an infamous lover, stealing the hearts of beautiful women. He romanced them in bed, pounding their sweet pussies with his huge cock, before he disappeared into the night.

Given he wasn’t actually blessed with a big cock, girlfriends were few and far between. So, this fantasy compensated for the lack of access to real girls and the treasure they kept between their thighs.

Colin also needed these fantasies to take his mind off the drudgery of the job, even if he was a cleaner for the wealthy. This particular client had an obsession with collecting silverware from all over the world. The collection was huge, and it was Colin’s job to keep it polished and looking perfect for the display cabinets.

Polishing silverware was dirty work and hard on the hands. On polishing days, he always went home with black stains under his fingernails that took ages to scrub clean. And his hands were always so sore and tired, he had no chance to polish his cock while he dreamed of all the beautiful women he wanted to romance.

He sighed, sat down and picked up a clean polishing cloth. His client had added a few new pieces to the collection overnight. There was an antique punch bowl which had lots of fiddly nooks and crevices that would take hours to polish. A silver serving platter also filled him with dread, as it was decorated with flora and fauna motifs.

The last item looked like a coffee pot. It had an elegant, geometric design, and didn’t look as daunting as the other pieces, so he decided it was a good place to start. He dabbed the cloth with silver polish, picked up the pot and buffed away the tarnish to make it shine.

As he made progress, the pot shuddered in his hand. He put it down, wondering if he was having muscle spasms. It wouldn’t be the first time his hands had developed cramps from the demands of the job. He flexed his fingers. They felt fine.

When he looked up, he saw a beautiful woman standing beside the table. He gasped. She looked just as surprised to see him. He quickly covered his eyes as she was stark naked. If she was one of his client’s relatives, he could get fired if he stared, even though he knew at a glance she was stunning.

She had skin the colour of milk chocolate, long glossy black hair and pale green eyes. Her figure came straight from one of his fantasies down to the last detail. She had big, round breasts, a tiny waist, curvaceous hips, and long slender legs. And if he wasn’t mistaken, there wasn’t a single hair on her perfect pussy.

He peeked through his fingers, hoping she was the product of a man with an overactive imagination who daydreamed too often. She was still there, as exotic, naked and seductive as before. He closed his peep hole.

“Um, Miss, you’re not wearing anything,” he said.

“Well, I was just about to have a bath,” she said.

Her accent was exotic too. She said every word like she was purring. Colin wondered why she was in the dining room and not one of the bathrooms upstairs. He heard her snap her fingers.

“All right, I’m dressed now,” she said.

Colin cautiously peeped through his fingers. To his surprise, she was now fully dressed, even though she looked like a belly dancer. She had gathered her black hair into a ponytail with a golden headdress and a pink scarf. She wore a cropped red jacket with a pink chiffon bra, which pushed her lovely breasts together in a mouthwatering way. Her flat stomach was bare, and she wore a short pink chiffon skirt that matched her bra. Although she still looked irresistible, Colin wondered how she had styled her hair and dressed so fast.

“I was looking forward to that bath too,” she said, giving him a baleful pout. “The milk was the perfect temperature, and I was just about to drizzle myself with honey, oil and perfume before you rudely interrupted me. Oh, it was going to be so good!”

Colin didn’t know what she was talking about. He bit his tongue to make sure he wasn’t daydreaming. It hurt, which didn’t help matters, as it meant it was happening, which made everything even more confusing.

“Er, Miss, how did you get dressed so fast?” he said, hoping to solve one mystery at a time.

“My name is Parisa, not ‘Miss’,” she said, planting her hands on her curvy hips. “Were you the one who released me from my pot?”

Colin stared at her like an idiot, not knowing how to respond.

She pointed at the silver pot he had been polishing. “That pot right there!”

He looked at the pot and then back at her. “Er, yes?”

“Hmm,” she said, regarding him with a more appreciative gaze. “I thought it was going to be that buffoon who bought it. It seems even genies aren’t immune to twists of fate.”

“You’re a genie?” he said, blinking more than he knew he should. His mind was still trying to cope with the fact she had appeared from nowhere. It still wanted to believe his eyes were playing tricks on him.

“Yes!” she said, approaching him with a warm smile. “A real genie, at your service.” She gave him an elegant curtsy.

He looked at the pot again, and then back at her. “Aren’t genies supposed to live in lamps?”

She put her fingertip to his nose and pressed it like a button. “That is a Georgian sterling silver coffee pot. It’s a big upgrade from a brass lamp. What’s wrong with a girl wanting a little luxury and pampering? And it has a milk bath too! Oh, it makes my skin so soft and I smell wonderful for days!”

He nodded, struck dumb by the situation. She took him by the hand and led him over to a settee on one side of the dining room. She took him by the shoulders and made him sit down. Then she sat on his lap and looped an arm around his neck.

He swallowed hard, feeling very turned on by the intimate contact. She was soft and warm on his lap, and she smelled like cinnamon and honey. She fixed him with her pale-green gaze. Her eyes were like the sparkling, blue-green waters of an oasis. He could drown in them for days on end.

“Now, let’s talk about your three wishes,” she said.

“Three wishes?” he said. All his wishes were already coming true. He had a beautiful girl on his lap and he had a boner. Her big, gorgeous round breasts were pressing against his chin. The situation was already looking outstanding from his perspective.

“Yes. What do you want? Wealth? Power? Sexual conquests?”

Before he realised what was happening, he felt her unzip his pants and pull down his briefs to free his erection.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“Amusing myself while you decide on your wish. You don’t mind, do you?”

He swallowed hard. The way she stroked his cock felt amazing. Every girl who had ever gone this far with him before had been disappointed because of its size. Parisa was stroking him like she didn’t mind that he was smaller than average.

She pressed herself against him as she stroked his cock. He could feel the swell of her breasts with each breath.

“C’mon, I have a milk bath that’s getting cold. What’s your first wish?” she said, pressing the tip of her nose to his cheek like a kiss.

He struggled to think straight with a gorgeous woman on his lap while she stroked his cock. It was developing the delicious ache of an imminent orgasm.

“Do… do you have any suggestions?” he said.

“Well, I’m not really supposed to put ideas in your head,” she said. “But speaking of heads, the little guy downstairs could use a much bigger head, along with a long, thick shaft to support it. You’re quite small, even for a girl like me, who has a magically tight and deliciously sweet pussy.”

“Really?” he said, feeling the crushing weight of another disappointing encounter with a woman because of his small cock.

“Oh, yes. I’m a genie, so I’m tighter than a virgin. I can’t handle anything much bigger than average, but you’re still much too small for my liking. How good are you at licking pussies? I love a good, long licking session. Then it doesn’t matter if you have a tiny pee-pee.”

“Is it really that small?” he said. At least she hadn’t stopped stroking his cock.

“I think it’s an excellent place to start for your first wish! Don’t you fantasise about being a Casanova in bed? Don’t you want to have a cock that leaves a woman feeling the stretch in her pussy for days after you’ve pounded her raw?”

He nodded. To hell with the fantasy of being an infamous thief. The part he wanted much more was to have sex with beautiful women every night.

“Then tell me how big you want it. Be specific when you make your wish. I can’t guarantee everything will happen exactly as you want unless your wish is very detailed.”

With an orgasm swelling as she stroked him, Colin couldn’t care less about the specifics. He just wanted to get lost in her beauty, the warmth of her body and enjoy his imminent orgasm. His cock needed to be big, but not so big he couldn’t have a woman like her. The average man was five and a half inches, so it was only a matter of rounding up the numbers a bit.

“I wish for an eight inch cock,” he said.

She gave him a small, mysterious smile and snapped her fingers.

* * *

As Colin stared out the window, he wondered where all the years had gone. He felt like his life had passed by in the blink of an eye. He remembered being a young man who worked as a cleaner for the wealthy, polishing silverware. It seemed like only yesterday, but somehow, he was now an old man with nothing to do but watch the world go by from the third floor window of a retirement home.

“Good afternoon, Mr Reed,” said a young woman, with far too much enthusiasm in her voice for his liking. She had an unusual accent too. It put him in a bad mood.

He turned to see an exotic woman with bronze skin and dark hair pulled into a ponytail. She also had the most amazing pale-green eyes. The badge on her nurse’s uniform said her name was ‘Nurse Parisa.’ Judging by the way she filled out her uniform, she had some deadly curves. He would’ve liked to have had a shot at a young woman like her in his youth, but somehow, that had never come about. It made his mood worse.

She wheeled in a small trolley with a bowl of steaming water.

“It’s time for your sponge bath, Mr Reed,” she said, pulling back the sheets. “My name is Parisa and I’ll be looking after you from now on.”

“I can read. And my name is Colin,” he croaked. “Don’t call me ‘Mr Reed.’ It makes me feel old.”

She giggled as she unbuttoned his pyjama top. “Everyone gets old… well… almost everyone,” she said.

She helped him out of his pyjama top and cleaned him with a sponge. He took the opportunity to look down her top. Her breasts were incredible. If Mr Eight Inches wasn’t asleep, he felt like he could get a nice boner. How long had it been? He couldn’t remember the last time Mr Eight Inches had stood up to salute.

“Now the bottom half,” she said, pulling down his pyjama pants. “Oh, my! What a splendid cock, Mr Reed. You must have been very popular with the ladies with such a fine piece of hardware.”

“Colin,” he grumbled. He didn’t want to tell her he had been one of the most unpopular men with the ladies, despite having a cock like a truncheon. He wished he could remember why. It wasn’t because he was unattractive. And he knew he was a nice guy, but somehow, he’d never hit it off with the ladies at all.

She gripped his cock in her warm, soft hand as she sponged him clean. “Would you like a little hand job while I wash you, Mr Reed? I’m sure you still have needs as a man. It’s all part of the service, and I don’t mind.”

His last nurse hadn’t offered to jerk him off, but who was he to argue?

“Knock yourself out,” he said, hoping Mr Eight Inches felt like joining them for this unexpected party.

She stroked him as she washed his legs. It was nice to have his cock in a woman’s hand, but it wasn’t getting excited at all. He paused, looking at her while she worked. Although she was new, she seemed familiar. And the way she was stroking his cock felt familiar too. He dredged through his cluttered memory for a clue.

“Well, we’re almost done,” said Parisa. “Looks like the old boy isn’t up for anything. Never mind. I’m happy to try again next time.”

He stared at her name badge and a memory flared in his mind. “You’re that genie! You gave me my wish and then robbed me of my life!”

She pouted at him. “I did nothing of the sort. I told you to be specific when you made your wish. And now you have it, a splendid eight inch cock. Although, I can see how you might find it frustrating that it doesn’t work anymore. I hope you got plenty of use out of it when you were young.”

If he wasn’t mistaken, she gave him a mischievous smile.

“No I didn’t! But I still have two more wishes,” he said.

“You do indeed,” she said, toying with his limp cock like a cat tormenting a mouse. “So you’d better remember the warning I gave you the first time about being specific.”

“That’s easy. I want to go right back to where we were before you sent me here. And I want to keep my eight inch cock.”

“As you wish.”

She snapped her fingers.

* * *

Colin was back on the settee in his client’s mansion, although everything wasn’t quite as it had been before. He was lying on his back, and Parisa was sitting on his face while he licked her pussy.

“Oh, yes! Keep going! That’s it! Right there! I’m going to cum again!” she said.

She had been right when she’d said she was magically tight. Her pussy was so tight, it was hard to get his tongue inside her. And she had also been right about being very sweet. She tasted like ripe apricots and honey. Damn, it would be wonderful to ram Mr Eight Inches into such a tight pussy. He hoped that would be the case when she finished cumming all over his face again.

“Yes! Yes! Oh, I’m going to squirt!” she said, and did.

Her hot juices flooded his mouth. He couldn’t swallow them fast enough. They were also making a mess on the settee. He hoped she could magic it away before his client found out what they had done. There would be hell to pay if he did.

“Such a talented tongue,” said Parisa.

She was breathless from three big orgasms, one after the other. And he was soaked in her juices. It was so damned sexy. This was exactly what he wanted to get from his wish.

Then it occurred to him that there was nothing happening below his waist. He should have a raging boner that felt incredible, and the delicious, tight ache in his balls that came with the need to cum. He couldn’t feel any excitement at all.

Parisa climbed off him and patted her hair into place. “I’d like to keep you after that performance,” she said. “I haven’t had such a good licking in centuries.”

Colin put his hand between his legs. Mr Eight Inches was there all right, but it was limp and numb, not hot, hard and excited. Reaching down lower, he felt smooth, tight skin, not a pair of big, heavy balls.

He sat up and lifted his cock so he could see what had happened. He had no balls. They were gone, like he’d never been born with them at all.

Parisa giggled. “You never said you wanted to keep your balls, only your cock. I’m sure you’re disappointed you can’t get hard or have an orgasm, but I warned you about making your wish specific.”

“You’ve cheated me again!” he said, trying very hard to feel angry at her. It was impossible though. After licking her pussy, he wanted to have sex with her so much it was driving him crazy.

“I did nothing of the sort! You dived into your wish balls deep… or perhaps I should say ‘no balls deep’.”

“I still have one wish left,” he said, considering how to phrase it. There was so much damage control to consider. He couldn’t ask for wealth, power or anything else. He just had to get his cock fixed and his life back to normal.

“Oh, please wish to become my eunuch slave!” she said, clasping her hands to her perfect breasts. “I’ll make you lick my pussy every day. And I can punish you and tease you about having a big, useless cock. Think of all the fun we’ll have together!”

“You haven’t been fair about this,” he said. “How am I supposed to make my last wish when I have to consider all the things you’ve broken?”

She thought about it for a moment. “Very well, I’ll restore everything back to the way it was, but you only have one more wish, so make it count this time.” She snapped her fingers.

Colin found himself back on the settee with Parisa sitting on his lap. She was stroking his cock as she had been doing before he’d made his first wish. Mr Eight Inches was back to being ‘Mr Four and a Quarter on a Good Day,’ but at least it felt good to have an erection. He realised how much he missed the delicious ache of needing to cum.

“Are you ready to make your last wish?” she said.

Colin cleared his throat. He felt he was ready, even though getting his cock stroked was as distracting as before. “I want an eight inch, fully functional cock, with two fully functional balls, at this exact time of my life… and I want to pleasure you.”

As he’d already tasted her sweet, tight pussy once, he wanted to christen his new cock by pounding her raw.

Parisa smiled at him. He couldn’t make out its meaning. Then she snapped her fingers for the final time.

* * *

It was dark. The first sensation Colin felt was a bright flash of pain across his back. He cried out. It burned like a dozen bee stings. He heard the crack of a whip and felt the pain of another stroke across his back.

He tried to move, but realised his wrists and ankles were bound with thick, soft rope. Someone had tied him to a frame with his arms and legs outspread. The whip cracked again and he felt another fiery stripe across his back. Then he heard a familiar giggle. The person wielding the whip was Parisa. She whipped him mercilessly again and again until he pleaded with her to stop.

“I’ll stop when I’m ready, slave,” she said, giving him a few extra strokes in quick succession. “You wished to pleasure me, and it gives me great pleasure to whip you.”

When she had finished, she snapped her fingers. Colin found he could move and see again. He blinked to clear his vision.

Parisa was dressed as before, looking utterly desirable, despite the whip in her hand. They were in a bright room, even though he couldn’t make out the source of light. It looked like a Turkish harem, with gauzy drapes swaying in the breeze and piles of pillows all over the floor.

She had tied him to a whipping frame made of dark wood. His back still burned from each lick of the whip. He looked down and saw she had locked up his cock in a chastity cage. He was intact and evidently eight inches long, as even though the cage was tight, it was big.

Parisa lay on a mattress and spread her legs, showing him her perfect, tiny pussy. It tormented him with desire, as he knew she would never let him out of his cage to experience it for himself.

“Now lick me, slave!” she said. “I want to cum at least three times. If you don’t make me cum, I’ll whip you again.”

She didn’t need to explain what had happened, and he couldn’t complain that she had been unfair. She had told him she wanted to keep him as her slave, to punish him for her pleasure, and to have him lick her whenever she wanted to cum. His cock ached in its cage, feeling the pain of a suppressed erection. She had granted all the terms of his wish, and all he had to show for it now was a lifetime of punishment and denial.


Mad About Yew

Dryads

There are woodland spirits who guard trees known as dryads. These fabulous feminine creatures are shy, peaceful and rarely seen… providing you don’t threaten their tree. Never underestimate a dryad, as they have the power to control people’s minds. And they will use this power to protect their tree or take revenge on anyone with hostile intentions.

Oak Avenue was once part of a prosperous suburb, a home to the wealthy, and a safe place to raise a family. People planted oak trees along the sides of the road to create an impressive natural boulevard, hence its name. And the grand homes on either side of the street backed onto fertile woodlands.

Now, Oak Avenue was the street’s honorary name, as the oak trees grew too large and people felled them. The woodlands gave way to progress as people cleared the trees to build farms, houses and roads as the demand for land soared. One tree remained from the original forest, a single and ancient yew tree, which grew in the backyard of the house at the end of the street.

That yew tree was also the reason Jed had been able to buy the house next door at a bargain price. The tree cast a shadow over the house for most of the day. No one wanted to live in a dark house, and the neighbour refused to have the tree removed.

Jed needed all the lights on to see, even though it was the middle of the day. He looked at the monstrosity as he unpacked his belongings from the stack of moving boxes. The yew tree was as tall as a building, with a broad, knotted trunk that looked like it had thick vertical veins leading to its right-angled branches. All in all, it was an ugly tree, and likely belonging to some wizened old grandma, judging by her name. It was Camilla, and he was yet to meet her, but he felt certain he could persuade her to remove the tree.

He was a big, strong man, so it wouldn’t take much to intimidate her into getting the tree removed. Then he could sit back and watch his property value soar overnight.

For the next few days, he kept an eye out for her, hoping to seize an opportune moment to introduce himself. Then he could size her up and open ‘negotiations’ about having the tree removed.

He caught glimpses of her through her net curtains now and then. Although he only saw her silhouette, she was slender and would snap like a twig if he needed to twist her arm a little to dispose of the problematic tree.

When no opportunity presented itself, he decided to pay her a visit. He took time to make himself presentable. He had a clean shave and styled his hair, so he looked respectable. But he put on jeans and a plaid shirt, and rolled up the sleeves to show off his powerful arms. Looking at himself in the mirror, he was confident he could intimidate a little old lady.

He strolled over to her house and walked up to the front door. At first glance, her garden looked like an overgrown mess. But as he looked closer, he could see it was immaculate, with every plant placed in the best position to grow well. The flowers were a paradise for bees, and every bush and shrub looked green and healthy.

He rapped on the door, not too loud, but with enough urgency to let her know he wanted a response. After a few moments, he heard dainty footsteps and the rattle of locks.

As Camilla opened the door, the sight of her stole his breath away. Instead of a wizened old lady, he saw a young, exotic beauty. He was immediately struck by her eyes, which were as green as a forest in the bloom of Spring. She also had a green tint in her long blond hair, which he imagined was from a rinse. She also had a shapely, feminine figure, which she wasn’t shy about showing off in her flimsy green summer dress. As she gave him a warm smile, his resolve to intimidate her melted like snow in a desert.

“Oh, hi! You must be my new neighbour,” she said. She had a cute, spritely voice, which was much too friendly for a tough conversation about removing her tree.

“Um… yeah. Hi. I’m Jed. I moved in a couple of days ago,” he said, extending his hand.

She took it with her delicate, slender fingers and gave it a squeeze. “Do you want to come inside? I’ve just made tea.”

He nodded. “That would be great.”

She led him through the foyer and into the lounge. The air was as fresh inside as out, and she kept the room immaculate, even though the decor and furniture looked like antiques. She invited him to take a seat on a sofa and sat on the one opposite. The old wooden frame creaked under his weight, but the sofa was comfortable enough.

“Are you from around here?” she said, as she poured tea into two delicate porcelain cups with saucers.

He raised the teacup to his lips. It was green tea, which wasn’t unexpected given her fondness for the colour. “I’m new to the city. I came here for work. How about you?”

She looked up at him and smiled as she sipped her tea. He liked the way she held her cup with her pinky extended. It was very cute.

“My family has lived here for generations,” she said. “This used to be a woodland, long ago, before people came and cleared the trees. I… imagine… it must have been a very peaceful place.”

“Can’t stop progress,” he said. “And on that subject, it would be a huge benefit to the neighbourhood if we did something about the old yew tree in your backyard.”

“What do you mean?” she said, carefully resting her cup and saucer on the coffee table.

Now he was face to face with her, he couldn’t bring himself to come down hard on her about getting the tree felled. She was captivating as well as beautiful, and he was fast developing a crush along with a plump, happy cock.

“It casts a pretty big shadow over your house and mine. If we cut it down, we’d get more sunlight. I’d be happy to share the cost.”

She snorted a small laugh through her nose like he’d made a lame joke. “Oh, we can’t do that. It’s the last remaining tree from the woodland. We have to preserve it.”

“It’s an old tree. Aren’t you concerned about it coming down one day? It would do a lot of damage to your house and mine.”

“Yes, it’s old, but it’s in excellent health. And how could anyone ever consider cutting down such a beautiful tree?”

He swallowed his angst with a mouthful of tea. It appeared she wasn’t willing to budge an inch, so he let the topic go for now. He’d never expected it would be easy, so he had made contingency plans. What he hadn’t considered in any plan was just how damned attractive he found Camilla. She was a dream girl, a fantasy come true, and he would give his right arm to get her into bed. The best laid plans never stood up to the affairs of the heart, or the primal desire for sex.

* * *

Camilla lingered in Jed’s thoughts throughout the rest of the day. He’d made his intentions plain, and she’d responded without accusation or anger. Why did she have to be so damned sweet and cute?

He mulled the problem over, considering the various ways he could get rid of the tree without falling out of favour with Camilla. But as he worked through every idea, he couldn’t figure out a way he could do both.

Resigning the matter for the day, he packed up for the night and went to bed. As soon as his head hit the pillow, he fell into a deep sleep, but his mind was still active as it struggled to solve the problem.

His dreams were vividly real and he couldn’t tell if he was asleep or awake. He was downstairs, unpacking the box that held his power tools. Wrapped in a thick blanket, he found his electric chainsaw. It was his pride and joy. It had more torque and more cutting power than a petrol powered saw, with a fraction of the noise.

He didn’t need to cut down the tree. He only needed to make a few strategic cuts to the thick roots at the base of the trunk. Poison would do the rest of the work. Once the tree got sick and started to die, Camilla would have to get it cut down.

He could see it now. He would be there for her in her time of grief, ready to comfort her as the arborists felled the tree. And when it was gone, he would hold her close, slowly seducing her until she was ready to let him take her to bed. It was the perfect plan: get rid of the tree and get the girl. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on her gorgeous tits and feel the clench of her sweet pussy.

He gathered his tools and went outside. There was enough light from the moon and stars to make his way over to her property. Once he was under the canopy of the tree, it became very hard to see. He inched his way to the trunk, holding out an arm to avoid walking into a stray branch. Once he found it, he looked back at the house in case she had heard him and turned on the lights. It was dark and quiet.

He turned on his work lamp and angled the light away from the house. Then he flicked off the chainsaw safety switch and positioned the blade at the base of the trunk, preparing to make a deep cut for the potent herbicide.

As soon as he squeezed the trigger, lights came on all around the property, flooding the backyard with light.

“Stop!”

Camilla’s voice was light and breathy, but her tone was deadly serious. Jed slowly put the chainsaw on the ground and turned about. Camilla stood a few metres away with her hands on her hips. He couldn’t tell if she was angry or amused, as she gave him a piercing stare, but had a small smile on her pouty, pink lips. She was also wearing her nightdress, which wasn’t much more than a slip of green chiffon. He could see the outline of her large breasts and sensual curves beneath.

“I—I was—”

“I can see what you were about to do,” she said, coming closer.

Jed wasn’t afraid of confrontation, but he’d never been in a predicament with a half-naked girl who was also giving him a serious boner. She glanced at his pants, apparently aware of the effect she was having on him.

“I told you not to touch my tree,” she said. “Now I’ll have to punish you, so you learn your lesson. Strip naked!”

Jed let out a scoffing laugh. She believed she could punish him? If she tried, he would grab her, pin her to the ground and show her what it felt like to get punished by his cock. But when he tried to move, he realised he was doing as she had ordered. His hands were busy taking off his clothes like he was a puppet, with Camilla pulling the strings.

“Wh—what the hell?!”

He watched in amazement, a spectator inside his own body, as he took off his briefs to stand completely naked before her. It was shocking and exciting, and his cock was as hard as hell. The cool night air kissed his skin with a promise of her undisclosed punishment.

“Back up against the tree and put your hands against it,” she said.

Now he was sure she was enjoying humiliating him. She looked like she was getting sexually aroused too. As he backed against the tree, the rough bark dug into his skin. He tried to regain control of his body, but at present, it didn’t belong to him. He pressed his hands against the trunk. Thick vines wrapped themselves around his wrists, binding him to the tree. At that moment, he regained control of his body, but the vines held him in an unbreakable grip.

Camilla approached him. He could feel her warm breath on his chest. He wasn’t usually daunted by fear, but his heart was racing and a cold pit had formed in his stomach. At the same time, his cock was throbbing with desire. The combination really messed with his head.

She looked at his cock and licked her lips. “Mm… a girl could get used to having a long, thick cock available next door. Whenever my pussy got needy, I could make you lie down and go for a little bounce on it.”

“What have you done to me?” he said, forcing his mouth to spit out each word.

“You’re a big, strong man with a very nice cock, but you have a weak mind,” she said. “Now it’s time for your punishment.”

She reached out and picked a slender, flexible shoot from the tree to make a switch. She whipped it through the air to test its strength and loosen her arm. Then she giggled like a young girl as she lashed his cock with it.

Jed grunted as his head exploded with pain. She whipped him again, and he cried out. But despite the agony of each strike, his cock wouldn’t soften, remaining hard as a steel bar. She striped it red with the switch, then took it in her soft hand.

“Did I make it sore?” she said.

He nodded, wincing from the stinging pain. Instead of striking him with the switch again, she started stroking him with the expertise of a lover who knows how to drive a man wild with pleasure. It addled his wits as the sharp pain became the aching need to cum.

When she sensed he was close, she gripped his cock and jerked it hard to bring him to his peak. Then she raised the switch and went to work on his balls, lashing them with all the strength of her slender arm. He desperately needed release, but couldn’t make it as she punished his balls. He begged her to stop, but that only spurred her on and made her giggle louder.

She whipped his balls until the pain was too much to bear, even for a powerful man like him. As his vision darkened, his last memory was the delight in her bright green eyes as she punished his manhood beyond his ability to tolerate pain.

* * *

Jed woke up with a massive erection, but it hurt more than it felt good. He stumbled to the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face. The dream had been so vivid, he felt as if it had actually happened.

He pulled off his pyjama bottoms and inspected his cock. There wasn’t a mark on his skin anywhere, but his cock and balls were as tender as when he’d started masturbating five times a day as a teenager.

As he made his morning coffee, he saw Camilla through his kitchen window. She was in her garden with a wicker basket, collecting flowers and picking fruit. She looked as lovely as ever, and he got a generous view of her cleavage every time she bent down to pick a flower.

His cock sprang to attention, demanding satisfaction. He couldn’t help himself and pulled it out to jerk off.

“Damn, what a beautiful ass!” he said, admiring her from every angle.

He recalled the moment in his dream when she had admired his cock and talked about riding him. It set him off, and he had to grab a paper towel, but his orgasm hurt and he winced as his cock pulsed with each jet of cum.

He put it down to dehydration and swallowed two glasses of water before he had his coffee. It was the same as when he had been a teenager jerking off five times a day. Back then, he had been so obsessed with the joy of cumming, he had forgotten to replace the fluid. This time, he’d been too focused on unpacking and making plans to dispose of the tree to remember to drink enough. And there was also Camilla, the most unexpected distraction in the mix.

He swore as he saw her leaving her front door, headed for his house. He hurried upstairs to find a pair of pants and pulled them on as the doorbell sounded.

He opened it to see the breathtaking vision of Camilla in her summer dress, holding a big bunch of freshly cut flowers from her garden.

She held them out to him. “A housewarming gift,” she said, giving him a smile that made his cock ache again.

He took them and enjoyed the sweet fragrance. “I’ve never had a girl give me flowers before,” he said. “Thank you.”

“I would have baked a cake, but everyone has gluten and nut allergies these days.” She giggled. It brought back disturbing visions of her stroking his cock while she whipped his balls with the switch.

“Come in. I’ll see if I can find a vase,” he said, holding the door open wide.

While he searched the moving boxes in the kitchen for a vase, she wandered around the lounge.

“Do you want coffee? I’ve just made a fresh pot.”

“That would be lovely,” she said.

He returned to the lounge holding a tray with the flowers, two mugs of steaming coffee, and cream and sugar. He set one in front of her.

“I love what you’ve done with the place,” she said. “Most men don’t have a flair for interior design, but you have good taste.”

“You can see how great it would look if I could let in more light.” He clenched his jaw, realising he’d spoken without considering the consequences of his remark.

She fixed him with her bright emerald gaze. He felt his eyelids grow heavy and he let them close. When he opened them again, he was once again pinned to the tree in Camilla’s backyard, stark naked, with a hard, aching cock desperate to cum. Camilla was giggling as she stroked his cock with one hand and paddled his balls with a thick piece of bark. The pain of each blow knocked the breath from his body and made his eyes water. She tortured him mercilessly, making him desperate to cum, but unable to find release as she tormented his balls.

He blinked and the vision vanished. He was back on his couch, with Camilla sitting opposite, sipping her coffee.

“You were saying?” she said, sounding much too innocent.

“I was saying wait till you see how it looks when I redecorate,” he said.

She let out a satisfied sigh. “I think it looks fine now. Why change anything at all?”

* * *

Throughout the day, if Jed had the briefest thought about harming the tree, the painful visions returned. They were brief, but had such an effect on him, his loins ached like she had been using them for her sadistic pleasure. At the same time, he was sick with lust and constantly aroused. The combination was so intense he couldn’t think straight.

It got to the point where he didn’t know where reality ended and the visions began. He told himself it would pass, that he was allowing his mind to play tricks on him.

“Drink more water. Rest. Forget about the damned tree.”

The self-talk didn’t help. He doubled over as reality shifted at the mention of the tree. Camilla was stroking his rock-hard erection while she punished his balls with a stick, reducing him to a shuddering mess. She was smiling, and her green-tinged hair swayed in the breeze, as she whacked each of his balls with the tip of the stick. He’d never felt more helpless and vulnerable in his life.

As soon as he could stand again, he rushed out the door and headed over to her house. Gasping for breath, he pounded his fist on the door. She opened it and gave him a small smile, seemingly unconcerned by his condition.

“Make it stop!” he said. “I’m going out of my mind!”

She took him by the hand and led him through the house and out to the back garden. He felt like a hopeless puppy, following his mistress wherever she wanted to take him.

Once they were in the shade of the yew tree, she held him by the arms to steady his balance and looked him in the eye. “Are you sure you want it to end?”

“Yes!” he said, his voice ragged with despair and desire.

She unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it free. Then she removed his pants and briefs, leaving him naked as the day he was born. It was soothing, calmed his mind and renewed his sense of arousal.

“Lie down,” she said. “I’ll make all your problems go away.”

He did as she asked and watched her slip off her dress. She was completely naked underneath. He didn’t think he’d ever seen a more shapely and feminine woman. Her beauty was so intoxicating, he wondered if he was still hallucinating or if this was really happening. He could have passed out or still be asleep. Perhaps he would wake up and discover everything that had happened since he had moved in had all been a delusion.

She knelt between his legs and smoothed the grass below his balls. He was so aroused, his cock was standing straight up and weeping pre-cum. He saw a shoot appear from the ground and grow at an incredible rate. It looked like the thin, wiry root of a tree.

She smiled as it wrapped itself around his ball sac, gathering them into a pouch and tightening like steel wire. He felt the pull as the root returned to the earth, still with his balls ensnared. The stretch became a dull ache, and he could feel the pull on his spermatic tubes right through his groin to his stomach. Now he felt certain he was having another bout of madness.

She climbed on top of him, pinning his wrists to the earth with her hands as she prepared to mount him. She was so slender, but her hold was unbreakable. He didn’t struggle as he felt the head of his cock come to the hot, wet entrance to her sex. She swivelled her hips to work him inside her, stretching herself open to take him deep. His cock throbbed, but the root ensnaring his balls constricted his tubes, preventing him from being able to cum.

She let out a soft moan as she worked him deep into her pussy. As she rolled her hips, he felt the sweet clench he had craved so much, but it wasn’t her pelvic muscles doing the work. It felt like another root had wrapped itself around the base of his cock and was circling its way up to the tip. Once it reached the head, it penetrated his urethral hole and travelled into his shaft.

The pleasure became pain, like the root was feeding on him from the inside. Camilla groaned and rolled her hips faster. She was getting hotter and wetter as the roots constricted his cock and balls.

“Make—it—stop!” he said, through gritted teeth.

She looked at him and rolled her hips faster. Another root sprang up from the ground and encircled his neck. Like the others, it was as strong as wire. It tightened, closing his throat. He gasped as it stole his breath.

“It will all end soon,” she said, between moans.

Jed struggled to breathe as the root tightened further. The sound of the wind in the yew tree faded to silence. His vision darkened. The last sensation he felt was the hot gush of cum flooding his cock as Camilla orgasmed.

* * *

It was a hot day, and digging was hard work, but it was cool in the shade of the yew tree. Camilla leaned on her spade to catch her breath. She loved working in her garden, helping plants to thrive, especially her tree.

She tried to recall how many people had come and gone from the house next door. Some had been more memorable than others, but few had been as much fun as Jed. She hadn’t been lying to him when she had said she could get used to having a long, thick cock right next door. Their relationship could have been quite different.

She imagined he thought he could win her over one way or the other with her tree. He was a big, powerful man, and she was a slender slip of a girl. But size didn’t matter. All men had a weakness, the two plums dangling between their legs. And what was wrong with a girl helping herself to low-hanging fruit? She’d discovered long ago that she could whip any man into shape once she went to work on his balls.

People would eventually come looking for him. They would discover he had abandoned his house, like so many other people before him. The bank would put it up for mortgagee sale and another person would grab themselves a bargain.

She rested her hand on the trunk of her tree. It was such a splendid tree, with a sprawling root network that extended through the earth as far as the canopy filled the sky. One day, someone would move in who didn’t have wicked designs on it. Until then, there was plenty of room in the ground for it to feed on the bodies of all the others.


Not My First Rodeo

Lilith

Some she-devils have tormented their victims since the dawn of time. One such terrible beauty is Lilith, a sexually wanton woman of the night. This primordial she-devil is a fiery female with an endless lust for sex and wickedness. Some stories say she was Adam’s first wife in the Garden of Eden. If so, was he truly innocent when he committed the original sin, or did someone else have a hand in his fall from grace?

It was the perfect evening for a romantic tryst. In late summer, it was mild enough for Lily to wear her favourite black dress. She called it her man-eater dress, because when she wore it, men ate her with their eyes. It was a classic evening dress, with a slash up to her thigh, revealing one lovely, long leg as she walked. It was also tight and sleeveless, with a plunging neckline that showed the tantalising edges of her full, round breasts.

She thought every woman should own one item of clothing that accentuated her best features, to make men wild with excitement to see more. Excited men were more malleable and easy to control. And once they were under her control, she could do what she liked with them.

She had spent the day at the beauty salon, preparing for the evening ahead. She always ordered the works before a big date, a haircut and style, facial, nails, tanning session, massage and of course, a full Brazilian wax.

All that remained was for her to do her make-up. She applied a generous coat of mascara to her long eyelashes. She had raven-black hair and big blue eyes, so the bedroom look made them even more dazzling. The last touch was ruby-red lip gloss to make her full, pouty lips draw the eye of a hungry man. She looked at herself in the mirror, making sure she didn’t have a hair out of place.

“How do I look, Daddy?” she said, massaging the gloss between her lips to spread the coat evenly.

Her current husband, Harold, sat in an armchair off to one side. She always let him watch her dress, from the moment she emerged from the shower naked and while she did her make-up. It made his cock hurt more that way, trapped in its metal cage, desperate to get hard.

Calling him ‘daddy’ also added to his torment, as it had been many years now since she had let him cum. It was always the same when she took a new husband. She worked him into a frenzy of lust, wrapping him around her little finger to make him sign the marriage certificate. Then she locked his cock away in a cage for good. There was a certain comfort in coming home to an emasculated man who held onto the hope she might let his cock feel good someday again.

She particularly enjoyed caging older men. He was physically twice her age, even though she was much, much older than he could imagine. Older men were at their sexual peak, and to score a glamorous, sexy wife made them feel on top of the world. From that height, it was a long way to fall.

Each husband served two purposes. First, she wanted a sugar daddy to care for and provide all her needs. And she wanted an addicted slave to torment. She enjoyed breaking a man’s will, so she could strip him of his innocence and leave him sexually broken.

Nobody knew, which made it all the sweeter. By day, Harold was a successful businessman, with a shiny gold wedding ring on his left hand. Nobody knew he wore another item of jewellery to prove his faithfulness to her, although the cage was hardly symbolic. She owned his manhood, and right now, she wanted to give him a sore cock to go with his jealousy.

“You look breathtaking as always,” he said.

“Oh, you always say the sweetest things, Daddy,” she said, blowing him a small kiss in the reflection of the mirror. “Does it make you jealous to know I’ll be spending a romantic evening with one of my bulls?”

“Of course. But your happiness means more to me than anything else in the world.”

She gave him a devastating smile, which would leave him with a very sore cock for the evening. It had taken her years to train him this well, and she adored it when he lavished her with praise.

“I’m spending the evening with Earl. He’s the one who actually deserves the title of ‘bull’ with the way he’s hung. We’re going to a five-star hotel with a very fancy restaurant. Everyone will think Earl is a perfect gentleman. He’ll bring a dozen red roses and wear a black dinner suit. We’ll order French wine, eat a three course dinner, and he’ll amuse me with anecdotes. He’s so charming and witty. I know you’d like him, even though it’s better if you don’t meet. I can imagine how jealous you’d get.”

She stood up and went over to sit on his knee so she could play with his cage. He kept his hands pressed to the armrests, knowing the price of touching her. The cage made a satisfying clunk each time she lifted it and let it fall onto the wooden seat.

“But once we go to our room, I get to see Earl’s true character. He’s no gentleman in the bedroom. He’ll tear off my dress so I’m completely naked, tie me up and put me over his knee. He always enjoys spanking me. It’s his brand of foreplay. He spanks my bottom bright red. It hurts so much, Daddy. Does it make you angry to know that he does that to me?”

“I didn’t think you were submissive, my angel,” he said. “This Earl sounds like a brute.”

“Oh, he’s a terrible brute. Sometimes he spanks my pussy too. Or if I wear stockings, he pulls one off and uses it to harness my breasts in a figure eight, so he can spank them too. And once he thinks I’ve had enough, he puts me on my back so he can ram his cock down my throat. I wriggle and fight him, but he holds me down. His cock is so big, it’s hard to breathe. I think he enjoys choking me on it.”

She flicked his cage like a cat playing with a mouse. His cock strained against the metal as it became engorged from his lust.

“Maybe I should let you watch us one time,” she said. “You’ll have to wear your cage though, as it won’t replace your weekly edging session. Would you like to see another man ramming his cock down your wife’s throat, Daddy?”

Harold looked very uncomfortable, so she gave him a soft kiss at the corner of his mouth. It never ceased to amaze her how well she had him trained. He was a man of wealth and power. He could remove the cage if he had the will to do it. And he could do all the things she had described Earl doing to her, but he wouldn’t even lift a finger to touch her now. She’d broken him long ago and owned him mind, body and soul.

“Earl goes for ages and always needs to cum more than once. He can go three or four times a night, so after he’s used my throat to warm up, then he moves on to my pussy or my butt, whichever he’s in the mood for most. He’ll pound my pussy raw, or plough my ass so hard I can’t walk straight the next morning. I’m sure you remember how tight I am, don’t you, Daddy?”

He nodded.

“Well, you have a much smaller cock than Earl, so you can imagine how much it hurts to have to take it for hours in my poor pussy, or my tight little butt. He’s never gentle about it either. He hammers me as hard as he can, like he wants to hurt me inside. And while he’s using me like a sex toy, he chokes me so I can’t breathe. I swear I can’t remember how many times I’ve passed out, only to wake up and find out he’s still pounding my pussy like an animal.”

She stood up. Harold’s cock was so sore it brought tears to his eyes. She’d tormented him enough for the night. There was nothing like a little foreplay before the main event, and her pussy was now feeling delightfully warmed up. She slipped on her dress, zipped it up at the back and checked herself again in the mirror.

“Anyway, that’s what I’m getting up to tonight,” she said. “Oh, I’ll need your credit card so I can go shopping tomorrow morning. Earl will ruin my dress. He always does, so I’ll need to buy a new one.”

Harold reached into his lapel pocket, took out his wallet and gave her his credit card. She had her own credit card, but it always felt better when she made him pay the bill. She slipped it into her purse and checked she had everything else she needed for the evening ahead.

Satisfied she was ready, she gave Harold a small peck on the cheek so she didn’t ruin her lipstick.

“Have a wonderful evening, Daddy. Don’t wait up.”

* * *

The Estates Motel wasn’t a five-star establishment by any description. It didn’t have a restaurant or anything else going for it, except that it was outside the city limits and the rooms were private. That meant guests could make as much noise as they liked without disturbing anyone or attracting unwanted attention.

Earl wasn’t a witty, charming man dressed in a black dinner suit. He was stark naked and handcuffed to the steel bed frame. Although he had a fabulous muscular body and a long, thick cock, Lily only wanted to pleasure her pussy. She didn’t care about flowers, amusing anecdotes or a romantic dinner.

She fitted a silicone cock ring over his erection and under his balls. It trapped the blood in his cock, making him bigger and harder for longer. Then she got her elastrator from her handbag and fitted a small castration ring to the prongs. She squeezed the grips to stretch it wide enough to fit over his balls and let it snap into place.

She harnessed all her bulls this way. Their engorged cocks looked so appetising with their balls strangled in a tight package. The little rubber ring constricted his spermatic tubes and would prevent him from having an orgasm. He could worry about taking it off to finish himself once she’d satisfied her needs. Last, as always, she found her cloth medical muzzle.

Handcuffing a man, harnessing his cock and balls, and fastening the muzzle like a bridle always got her hot and wet between the legs. There was no way she would ever let one of her bulls manhandle her. If they wanted the privilege of her pussy, they got it on her terms.

“Hey, doll, why don’t you leave the muzzle off tonight, huh?” he said.

She arched an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Because I want to talk. Is that okay?”

“As long as you never call me ‘doll’ again. You don’t have the privilege of calling me anything other than mistress.”

She hiked up her dress and climbed onto the bed. The other privilege he didn’t have was seeing her naked. None of her bulls had earned that right. It was enough that they got to see her cleavage and feel the tight grip of her pussy as she rode them.

She gripped his engorged shaft. It was rock hard and throbbing, but with his tubes tied, he couldn’t weep pre-cum. It didn’t matter. She was wet enough for the both of them. She worked the head of his cock into her pussy. It was always an effort at first. She was very tight, and he was very big, so she had to spend the first few minutes stretching herself open to accommodate his girth. But she liked the stretch and how full it made her feel inside.

She worked him in deep, feeling his head push against her cervix. It felt wonderful. She needed to cum several times tonight, and Earl’s cock was ready to give her that pleasure.

“So, why do you hang out with a guy like me?” he said.

She noted he had chosen not to use any name or title. The fool was still under the impression they had an equal relationship because they were having an affair. Throughout the ages, men had never changed.

“I hang out with many guys like you,” she said.

She planted her hands on his chest for leverage and found her rhythm. She enjoyed the friction as she raised her hips, then the stretch as he filled her up again. And as she plunged down hard, she had the added treat of the silicone ring rubbing her clitoris.

“Oh, really?” he said.

“You thought you were the only one?” She laughed. “I always have at least a dozen bulls on the go at any one time. This isn’t my first rodeo, you know.”

He looked at her evenly. “But I’m your favourite.”

She squinted at him. It was true, even if he had made a lucky guess. There was no point in lying about it, but she wouldn’t acknowledge it either.

“I knew it,” he said with a grin. “So, what’s wrong with your husband? Can’t he get it up?”

“No.”

“Then why don’t you ditch him? Then you can enjoy my cock whenever you like.”

“He can’t get it up because I keep his cock locked in a cage,” she said.

“A chastity cage?”

“Yes, a cruel metal one that’s two sizes too small for his cock. If I ditched him, as you suggest, you’d have to wear one if you wanted to take his place. But it took me a long time to train him and I’m not ready to replace him yet.”

“Hell! How can that be any fun?”

The conversation was actually helping her mood, not ruining it. If only Earl knew how much pleasure she got from tormenting her husband. She decided to tell him.

“Because he hates it, but he’s completely addicted to me, so he doesn’t have a choice. He knows I’ll leave him if he even asks me to take it off. He gets the pleasure of my company every day, but he doesn’t get to touch me. I’m his wife and his unobtainable goddess. He gets to serve me and that’s all. I’m sure you can imagine what that does to a man. It breaks his spirit. He cries sometimes and I hold him for comfort. Damn, it turns me on! Then I masturbate and let him watch. That kind of training takes time, but he has learned his cock belongs to me.”

Earl was wide-eyed. She adored the edge of terror in his eyes at the thought of wearing a cage for the rest of his life.

“You don’t let him take it off? Ever?”

She let out a contented sigh. Riding her bull while talking about tormenting her husband was really getting her going. She could feel a strong orgasm building deep in her pussy.

“Once a week. He gets to edge himself while he looks at me fully clothed. I tell him what I’ve been up to with my bulls. That’s right. The only pleasure he gets is listening to me telling him about all the naughty things I get up to with other men.”

“He knows you’re cheating on him with lots of men?”

“Of course! It wouldn’t be any fun otherwise. I tell him all about it while he edges his cock. We do that for an hour. He’s so well trained, he can’t cum any more, no matter how hard he jacks it. Every week, I give him one sweet orgasm denial after another. Then I lock him up again.”

She had a good rhythm going and could feel her orgasm surging to release. She ground herself hard onto his cock to bring herself to a climax. The fool she was riding still hadn’t realised he wasn’t all that different from her husband. Sure, he got to have an orgasm, but he had it with his right hand after she’d left the motel room and not before. That thought alone enhanced her release and she gushed her sweet cream all over his cock.

“Dump him,” said Earl. “Get a real man. I’ll treat your pussy the way it deserves. Instead of hanging out in seedy motels, I’ll pump it every night and make you squirt rivers of cum.”

She smoothed back her hair and panted for air. “Dump him? But I love him.”

“How can you love him? He’s not even a man anymore.”

“And neither are you,” she said, as she rolled her hips again. “You’re a boy toy. A cock that I use for my pleasure. A piece of meat to ride. He’s my darling, sweet daddy. And a girl couldn’t ask for a better daddy to worship her.”

“Then you’re a fool,” he said.

She slapped him hard across the face, making his head snap to one side. Then she backhanded him across the other cheek. He grinned like it meant nothing to him.

She swivelled her hips to build up her pleasure again. Slapping his face felt good. She could feel another orgasm swelling. It had been an unexpectedly good night.

“A fool? You couldn’t imagine how long I’ve used men for my pleasure. I know every way there is to sexually torment a man, to drive him wild with desire and then deprive him of his release. Oh, I could’ve snipped off my husband’s balls, but that’s final. And why have one thrill when I can have years of it? You see, by letting him keep his balls, deep down he still hopes and prays I might let him cum again. I never tire of that sweet ride. Damn, it makes me wet!”

Her orgasm came on with aching joy as she thought of the perfect way to end her evening with Earl. She let it flow through her body, making sure he felt every moment of her pleasure too. She treated him to the clench of her pussy, the flood of hot cream down his cock and her long, whimpering moans. He throbbed inside her, desperate to cum, but harnessed and banded, she denied him his orgasm just as she denied her husband.

“We’re done for the night,” she said, climbing off him. “I’m going to phone another of my bulls and give him the reward you wanted. I’m going to let him pound my pussy raw until he can’t cum anymore.”

She patted her hair into place and gathered her handbag.

“Hey, aren’t you going to untie me?” he said.

She let out a contented sigh. “That castration ring will make your condition permanent if you wear it long enough. It’ll constrict your tubes until your balls simply drop off. And I hear room service can be quite slow at this motel. I do hope they don’t take too long getting to this room. I’ve enjoyed using your cock. It would be a shame if it didn’t work anymore. Nighty-night. Sleep tight.”

She closed the door and stepped into the night. Husbands, bulls, one-night stands… all men needed training. Men had used women for their selfish pleasure since the dawn of time. She knew, because she had been there too, acting as the equaliser.

She wasn’t going to allow some bull to use her pussy for his pleasure. She only wanted to cuckold Earl with the idea she was going to submit her pussy to another man, while he lay handcuffed to a bed with blue balls.

She was the original woman of the night. There were plenty more men to dominate and more rodeos to ride. But her pussy still had an itch that needed the attention of a long, thick cock. She wanted a quick break from these horny, oversexed bulls. They were getting too big for their balls.

She was in the mood to break in a young stallion. Yes, a handsome young man with a big cock and two balls bursting with cum. He would see a hot young girl ripe for sex, not a woman who had tormented men since the dawn of time. She couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she harnessed him for the first time. The moment every man lost his innocence was like the first bite of forbidden fruit. And every mouthful tasted sweeter each time.


Bless Me, Daddy

Pixies

Some she-devils kill, others torment their victims, but a few simply prefer to get up to mischief. One such she-devil is a pixie, a beautiful woman who likes to lead people astray. In this modern world, there are many ways a pixie can get up to no good, and some victims are excellent entertainment.

Pastor Williams tugged at his dog collar, trying to loosen it. It was the same shirt and collar he always wore when hearing confession, but today it felt tight. He was nervous about the imminent visit of his bishop, who was taking his monthly tour of the diocese. As usual, Williams had spent the week preparing for the visit, which always felt like a performance appraisal. But his small parish was in good order, donations were up and the weekly congregation numbers had been steadily growing.

As he contemplated the visit, he heard the soft click of high heels on the wooden floorboards. He’d become adept at visualising each person who came to confession without the use of his eyes. This was a woman, likely slim, as her footsteps carried little weight. He saw her silhouette as she entered the confessional, confirming his theory. She had long hair, a nubile figure, and moved with the ease and fluidity of youth.

She cleared her throat softly and leaned close to the confessional window. “Bless me, Daddy, for I have sinned. It has been… oh, gosh… ages, since my last confession.”

She had a breathy, high-pitched voice like a young girl. He took a moment to compose himself, not wanting to upset her as he corrected her about his title.

“My child, you’re supposed to address me as ‘Father,’ not ‘Daddy’.”

She giggled. “Oh, silly me. I get so confused sometimes, especially when I’m around older men. There’s something about a mature man that gets me incredibly turned on. I go all silly and can’t think straight.”

“How old are you, child?”

“Oh, I don’t mind you calling me ‘child,’ Daddy. But ‘baby girl’ is much better. Every time an older man calls me ‘baby girl,’ it makes me want to hop on his knee so he can spank me.”

Williams took a slow breath. She was obviously young and inexperienced, and didn’t know how to conduct herself when going to confession. He corrected her politely about his title and repeated his question.

“I’m eighteen,” she said. “And three-quarters, so I’m actually nearly nineteen. But why does age matter? I like men over twice my age and they seem to like me too. A lot!”

He laced his fingers together. It was rare to have such a young person at confession. Most didn’t have enough life experience to have committed a sin yet.

“Are older men the reason you’ve sinned?”

“Absolutely! Well, one reason. There are so many! Where do I start?”

She sounded so sweet and innocent, he thought she must be misguided about the nature of sin.

“Why don’t you start by telling me why you think you’ve sinned?”

“Well, for starters, I slept with my daddy. And I know that was a sin.”

“In the same bed?”

“Of course! How else do you do it?”

“Sharing a bed doesn’t mean you’ve sinned, child.”

“I know. I was talking about when he put his cock inside me.”

Williams sat up straight. “Are you saying you fornicated with your father?”

The girl giggled. “Yes.”

Pastor Williams swallowed hard. The situation had become very serious in a heartbeat. “Did he… force himself upon you?”

“Yes, but I gave him a lot of encouragement. You know, I wore tight T-shirts and no bra, short skirts and no panties. And I shaved my pussy so he could see how pretty it looks all smooth and bare. My daddy is so handsome and strong. And he has a really big cock. I just had to lose my virginity to him. Oh, it felt so good every night, the way he stretched me open—”

“Wait! There was more than one time?”

“Oh, yes! I can’t remember how many times we did it. It was so exciting, waiting in my room at night. As soon as my mommy went to bed, he would creep into my bedroom and hold me down with his hand over my mouth, so I didn’t make a noise and wake her up. Then he would force my legs open and pound my little pussy until it was raw. I used to struggle, because he seemed to like it, but we both knew we enjoyed sinning together. Surely you’ve had fantasies about forcing yourself onto girls young enough to be your daughter?”

“I’ve been happily married for over thirty years,” he said. He immediately wondered why he felt the need to defend his virtue.

He saw her face at the window, veiled by the mesh screen. She had large eyes, a button nose and full, heart-shaped lips. He felt a pang of desire rip through his body beyond his control. It was like she could speak directly to the tainted part of his soul. He was a pastor, but he was also a man, born with original sin like everyone else. His only defence from the desire to indulge in sinful conduct was his faith. He took his cross in his fist, feeling the bite of the metal prongs against his flesh.

The young girl remained at the window. Her voice became soft and breathy, as if she were becoming sexually aroused.

“You’ve never had a fantasy about taking a young girl’s virginity? Or about feeling the grip of her tiny, soaking wet pussy as you push your throbbing cock into it? Every man fantasises about it. Especially older men like you.”

“I have the willpower to remain pure,” he said. “And this isn’t about me. Go on. Tell me how else you have sinned.”

“Well, once I had a taste for sin, there was no holding back,” she said. “I tell you, Daddy, just talking about it is giving me very damp panties. Hold on a minute.”

He heard her rustling about, the unmistakable sound of a woman removing her clothing. For the first time, he felt ashamed of his talent for visualising people. Now he had a vivid image of her in his mind, sitting just through the wall, taking off her panties.

“Oh, that’s better. Now I can touch myself. I tell you, Daddy, you have the sexiest voice. You’re making my little love hole warm and juicy. I bet you can imagine how sweet it tastes. I bet you’re thinking about pushing your cock into it right now.”

“Child, concentrate on your confession so I can absolve you of these sins.”

She moaned softly. “Oh, where was I? My pussy can be so distracting sometimes. Let’s see… well, last week I slept with my neighbour.”

Pastor Williams squirmed. Was she really touching herself? He couldn’t shake the image from his mind, or the fact it was making his cock harden. He forced himself to focus on his duty.

“I don’t believe that’s a sin,” he said.

“My neighbour is married. The ninth commandment says, ‘You shall not covet your neighbour’s wife.’ I know he’s a man, but I’m sure you’ll update it to include husbands for girls like me who want to sleep with their neighbour.”

“Yes, that’s a sin, child. Is there more?”

“Of course! I also slept with my college professor. He’s married too. If I sucked his cock once a week, he gave me good grades. He didn’t expect I would shoot a video on my phone of me doing it. So, now I get good grades and he gives me money to keep quiet about it. I think blackmail is a sin too. Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

Pastor Williams tried to steady his breath. He dreaded asking her if she had committed any other sins. “It is, child. Are there more?”

“Yes, but we would be here for days if I told you about them all. It’s fair to say that I’m well on my way to ticking all the seven deadly sins off my bucket list. I think that’s quite impressive for a girl who’s eighteen and three-quarters. Don’t you?”

“Heavens!” he said. She was conjuring images in his mind that were making him feel very sinful too. He took a deep breath and steeled his resolve. He had to listen to her confession, no matter how difficult it was for him to hear the details.

“Oh, and I love it when other people sin too. I especially enjoy getting molested by older men. Boys aren’t very good at it. I think older men know how to do it better because they all secretly want to touch girls who are young enough to be their daughter. Do you think about touching young girls, Daddy? Don’t you wish you had an eighteen-year-old daughter you could molest too?”

The sound of her sweet voice conjured vivid images in his mind, making his loins ache with the desire for carnal pleasure. For the first time in his life, he felt his steadfast grip on his faith lose some of its resolve.

“Child, you must have the willpower to remain pure, no matter how many times you’ve sinned.”

He knew he had said those words as much for himself as her. Her face appeared at the window again.

“But sinning is so much fun. It gives me the freedom to do what I like. And it feels so good when my little pussy squirts when I cum. Surely something that makes anyone feel that good can’t truly be sinful, can it, Daddy?”

“We must all strive to overcome original sin. It’s the only way we can gain a place in the Kingdom of Heaven.”

He squeezed his eyes shut. It didn’t stop the images manifesting in his mind of young girls with tight bodies, ready to lose their innocence. Girls young enough to be his daughter, with tight, shaved pussies, ripe for breeding.

As he fought to regain control, he heard her open the confessional door and the clip of her heels on the floorboards. He let out a slow breath, feeling relieved she’d abandoned the session. The Lord had mysterious ways of testing a man’s faith. For the first time in his life, he wondered if he would have had the strength to pass this test if it had continued.

Just then, the door to his cubicle opened wide, and the girl slipped inside, closing it behind her.

“Oh, it’s so small in here,” she said. “That’s good. It means I can sit on your lap.”

Pastor Williams was too taken aback to respond. Nobody had ever come into his booth during confession ever before. Even if he recognised the voice of one of his parishioners, he never acknowledged their identity.

Now he was looking at the young girl face to face, as she sat sideways across his lap and looped her arm over his shoulder. She was light, soft and warm on his knee and he couldn’t deny he enjoyed her intimate presence.

She wiggled her bottom to get comfortable, which immediately sent a surge of desire through his loins. She was very beautiful too, in an otherworldly way. Even in the dim light, her hair looked like spun gold, and her large, pale blue-grey eyes shone like two moons. She left little to the imagination in her wardrobe, which was entirely pink. She wore a cashmere sweater that clung to her body like a second skin, a pleated miniskirt and ultra-glossy pumps which matched her lipstick.

“Child, you shouldn’t—”

“It’s ‘baby girl,’ remember, Daddy?”

She leaned close, pressing her pert, round breasts against his face. He felt the graze of her hardened nipples and her hot breath on his neck.

“If you touch my pussy and call me ‘baby girl,’ I’ll cum on your knee. And your wife will wonder why your pants smell of a young girl’s sweet cum. Go on, Daddy. It’ll make your cock feel so good.”

She opened her legs, giving him access to her sex. He swallowed hard. She had such a pretty pussy. It was smooth and bare, completely exposed, not hidden away under a blanket of soft curls. Her tiny lips glistened with the juices of her sex, and with every breath, he could smell the creamy vanilla scent of her arousal.

She nibbled his earlobe, and he felt the point of her hot, wet tongue circle his ear. “Touch my pussy, Daddy. Imagine I’m your innocent daughter, sitting on your knee, wanting special cuddles and kisses, while you finger my tight breeding hole.”

She took his hand and guided it to her sex. His head spun with desire. The temptation was too great. She took his forefinger and pushed it into her pussy. He groaned, half from guilt, and half from the pleasure of feeling her grip his finger with her pelvic muscles.

“Is it tight enough for you, Daddy? I bet it’s way tighter than your wife’s pussy.”

He sputtered a response, but his mind was so addled it came out as gibberish.

She circled his ear with her hot tongue again. “Now you’re a sinner like me. You’ve committed adultery. And if you imagine I’m your daughter, you’ve committed incest too. That also makes you a dirty old pervert. Now it’s too late to go back, so finger my little hole and make me cum, Daddy.”

His confusion became madness, fuelled by lust. He pushed his finger deep into her pussy. It made his cock throb with the need to experience its sweet clench too.

“That’s it! Molest me, Daddy!” she cried out. “Finger me and make your baby girl cum!”

As he worked his finger in and out of her pussy, she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. It throbbed in her small, soft hand with the aching need to cum.

“Oh, yes! Finger your daughter, Daddy!”

As she moaned and panted, he felt the warm flood of her juices gush over his hand. She gripped him tight as she rolled her hips, prolonging her orgasm. There was so much cum it drenched his pants.

Before he could regain his wits, she was mounting him, working his cock into her sex. He stifled a groan as he felt the grip of her pussy along the full length of his shaft. The lustful, sinful pleasure was driving him out of his mind.

“I want your cock squirting lots of hot gooey cum deep inside my pussy, Daddy. Make me pregnant. Put a baby in your daughter and give in to sin.”

“No… no… this isn’t right,” he said, regaining some of his faculties.

His cock disagreed with his head though, and was pulsing as he raced toward an orgasm.

She bounced on him, making the pleasure unbearable, his orgasm unstoppable.

“Bless me, Daddy. Bless me with your cock. Fill my little pussy with cum. Knock me up and give me big milky tits. That’s the sacrament I want,” she said.

It was all too much, and he gave in to his body’s need for release. She moaned and gripped him tight as he pumped his first hot jet of cum deep into her womb. She held onto him, ensuring his cock remained lodged deep between her thighs as he emptied his balls.

As he came to his senses, she climbed off him and gave him a cute peck on the cheek.

“That was wonderful, Daddy. I’m coming to confession more often. Or should I say, I’m going to confession more often to cum.”

She giggled at her own joke, flung the door open and bounced out with a spring in her step. As Pastor Williams looked beyond her adorable bottom, swaying back and forth with each step, he saw the bishop with some parishioners. They were all staring at the confessional.

The girl giggled as she passed. Then she looked back and waved. “Bye, Daddy!”

A cold knot of guilt formed in Pastor Williams’s stomach. He was sitting in the confessional with his hard cock poking out of his pants. It wasn’t a good look in any circumstances. And it was clear from the look on the bishop’s face that hearing his confession wouldn’t absolve this sin.


His Ideal Wife

Changelings

No one is sure if changelings live among us or not, as a changeling can assume the shape and appearance of anyone it touches. However, they cannot assume the personality or memories of their stolen form. And to maintain their beauty and youth, changelings must steal energy from people. And what greater energy is there than love?

Wayne checked the clock. He’d worked late again. It was time to get home. He checked his phone, but there were no messages from Marianne. She often worried and sent texts if he was late. He never knew why she worried so much about it. He guessed it was a symptom of moving to the comfortable stage of marriage after the heat of the honeymoon period, like the decline of their sex life.

Perhaps she thought he was having an affair because their lovemaking had lost its fire. They were lucky if they had sex once a month. His father had told him that marriage wasn’t a licence to get laid every night. He had said it was important to remember that everyone had different needs in a relationship and to compromise. When the heat went out of their sex life, Wayne had to accept that Marianne wasn’t an overly sexual woman.

It was Friday, so he stopped at the convenience store to buy a bottle of wine for dinner. The shop had flowers on sale, so he grabbed a bunch of red tulips as well. Marianne liked tulips, and flowers were a good way to soften the blow if she was annoyed with him for working late again.

As he climbed into his car, his phone rang. He didn’t recognise the number, but answered it anyway. It was a doctor from the hospital. He told Wayne that Marianne had been in an accident. She had fallen while carrying shopping bags, landed badly and hit her head on the pavement.

“Oh, hell! Is she okay?”

“She has a concussion, but otherwise she seems fine.”

“I’m on my way,” said Wayne, and hung up.

He rushed over to the hospital, pushing the speed limit to the edge. He grabbed the flowers as he got out of the car, raced to reception and found her room. Marianne was lying on a hospital bed wearing her favourite blue summer dress with small yellow daisies. She looked dazed, but it was a relief to see she didn’t have a bandage on her head.

As he looked at her, he remembered how much he loved her. It didn’t matter if they didn’t have sex all the time. What was important was that they were right for each other. She looked beautiful, even dazed. Her thick chestnut hair hung loose and her sea-green eyes gazed into the distance. Seeing her this way, he immediately missed the sparkle of her personality.

She looked at him as he approached the bed, as if she didn’t recognise him.

He smiled. “Hey, babe. How are you feeling?”

“W—Wayne?” She sounded distant.

“Yeah, it’s me. I brought you flowers.” He held them up.

“Oh… that’s so sweet.”

Before they could say anything else, a doctor came into the room. He was a greying middle-aged man who immediately put Wayne at ease with a warm smile.

“She’s doing fine,” he said. “A little shaken up, but her x-ray came back clear. We’re happy to release her into your care. Keep an eye on her for the next couple of days. No work and light duties only for the next few weeks. Give her paracetamol if she’s in any pain. If you have any concerns, bring her back in straight away.”

Wayne let out a slow breath and smiled at Marianne. “You had me worried there, babe,” he said.

He waited for her to respond. Marianne would normally fire back some quip, such as ‘that would be a first.” Instead, she looked at him with dreamy eyes and smiled.

* * *

Wayne kept a close eye on Marianne throughout the weekend. She was tired and slept a lot. When she was awake, she was very needy and wanted him to hold her. It was the most time they’d spent in each other’s arms for many years.

In particular, she wanted to sit on his lap and wrap her arms around his neck. He enjoyed the close contact. She was warm, smelled like vanilla and honey, and her large, soft breasts pressed against his neck. It gave him a fantastic erection, even though there was nothing he could do about it in her condition. Ever since her accident, he couldn’t shake the thought of sex from his mind. Regardless, it felt good to be intimate, even if it was just cuddling. He wondered how long her needy mood would last.

“Hey, do you remember when we were dating, the night we made out in my car and you sat on my lap like this?” he said.

She nuzzled him in the neck, and he felt her hot breath on his skin. “No… I’m having trouble remembering lots of things. The doctor said it’s normal after a head knock. They’ll come back over time. Remind me what we did.”

She still had the distant tone in her voice. He wondered how long it would take for her bubbliness to return. He’d heard people could have personality changes after a head injury. What would happen if this change was permanent and she discovered she didn’t love him anymore?

“Well, making out in a car sounded romantic, but it was actually damned awkward… as we found out,” he said. “But in the heat of the moment, we didn’t give up, so you sat on my lap like we’re doing now so we could kiss.”

He felt her fingers caress his cheek, urging him to face her. She looked him in the eyes, and for the first time since he’d collected her from the hospital, he saw the familiar sparkle he loved so much.

Then she kissed him, expertly parting his lips with her tongue to taste his mouth. The passion of the kiss blew him away. It was hot, intense and hungry. She lavished every part of his mouth like she was kissing him for the first time. It took him right back to that night in his car, when they had kissed without a care in the world.

“What was that for?” he said, when she broke away to catch her breath.

“To remember our love,” she said. “I need help to remember and I can’t think of a better way to do it.”

At that moment, there was nothing Wayne wanted more than to make love to Marianne. He felt the heat of passion with the same intensity as the night they had first made love all those years ago. But it wasn’t the right time for sex while she was recovering from her injury.

“We both need to remember,” he said. He wondered if her accident was a little nudge from a higher power, to remind him how much he loved her, and that he’d taken it for granted.

“Let me take you to bed and hold you all night, just like we used to do when we were first married. Okay?”

“That sounds wonderful,” she said, and kissed him again with the same passion as before.

* * *

By the end of the weekend, Marianne insisted she was well enough to look after herself if he wanted to go to work. Wayne was willing to stay home, but she told him he should go so he didn’t get behind.

He felt distracted for most of the day, his thoughts wandering to the times when they had both been fuelled by maddening love. They’d been inseparable, and even a day at work had seemed like an eternity away from her. He realised he was feeling like that again now, eager to get home so he could see her again. He didn’t know why he’d lost those feelings or why he was suddenly experiencing them again now.

Either way, he packed up early, deciding to make more effort to get home at a reasonable time. His time was better spent in her company than slaving away at his desk.

As he got out of his car, he realised his pulse was racing with excitement to see her again. He hurried into the house, hung up his jacket and walked through to the lounge. There was a wonderful aroma of roast chicken coming from the kitchen.

“Marianne?”

She appeared at the kitchen doorway, and his breath caught in his throat. She was wearing the white silk robe he’d bought her as one of his wedding gifts. It clung to her body, showing off her gorgeous curves. Her dark hair looked lush and glossy against the white silk, and her green eyes sparkled like emeralds.

“You look beautiful,” he said, unable to take his eyes away from her.

She crossed the carpet, closing the gap between them. “I was just rustling up your favourite meal, roast chicken with sides and plenty of gravy.”

He took her in his arms and they kissed with the same passion as they’d done the day before. Their kisses were no longer familiar pecks, but full-bodied and lustful, like they couldn’t get enough of each other’s lips.

She put her hands on his chest and encouraged him to sit on the couch. Then she undid his belt, pulled down his fly and freed his cock from his briefs. He was already hard from the kiss.

“Marianne? What are you—”

“Shh,” she said. “I’m remembering our love. And while they say the fastest way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, I think I know a faster way.”

She lowered her mouth to the head of his cock and gave it a lick. Wayne shook with excitement. He loved getting his cock sucked, but Marianne had said she didn’t enjoy it. She had sucked him off once when they were dating and had never done it again. Oral pleasure had dropped off the menu for them both.

“Mm… this is yummy,” she said, and took him into her mouth.

Wayne couldn’t believe what was happening, but he didn’t complain. He would take a blow job if she was offering him one. She might never do it again.

He groaned as she circled the head of his cock with the tip of her tongue, while she sucked him like she couldn’t wait to taste his cum. Her mouth felt incredible, not like the timid effort she had made to please him last time. Her tongue worked magic, stimulating the sensitive underside of his head, probing his slit and teasing him with playful flicks.

It was a beautiful moment, staring into her adoring eyes while she had his cock in her mouth. She kept her hands firmly planted on the floor, doing all the work with her mouth. He remembered she’d jacked him off last time, trying to make him to cum as soon as she could. And when she had tasted the first drops of pre-cum, she had finished him off with her hand so he didn’t cum in her mouth.

Now she was torturing him with pleasure, making it last as long as she could. Every time he fed her a bead of pre-cum, she moaned with pleasure. He supposed she’d read about better oral technique in the romance novels she liked to read. If they had this kind of effect on her, then he’d buy her a whole stack. Or perhaps it resulted from the accident and she was feeling insecure about their relationship.

He took her by the chin and gently eased her from his cock. “It feels great, but you don’t have to do this to please me,” he said.

She licked her lips. “And let that yummy cock to go to waste? No way. I want to taste your cum.”

She launched back into it with gusto, taking him deep into her throat. The heat, friction and pressure cranked up his oncoming orgasm into overdrive. She moaned louder, like she was about to cum too. He gave in to the pleasure of her mouth and gazed into her gorgeous green eyes as she sucked and slurped. And when he reached his release, she sucked him harder, like she wanted to swallow everything he had to give. Then she licked him clean, teasing any last drops of cum from his shaft with her thumb, while he basked in the afterglow of his orgasm.

“So, what’s the fastest way to your heart? That or a chicken dinner?” she said.

He laughed. The quip sounded much more like the Marianne he knew. But he wouldn’t object to this change if it became a regular feature of their sex life.

They ate dinner, had a few glasses of wine, and he told her stories about their past to jog her memory. Afterwards, they went back to the couch to watch television. Normally, they sat apart. Now she wanted to snuggle into him and run her hands over his chest.

“Are you watching this?” she said after a few minutes.

“No, not really,” he said.

“Good,” she said, as she unzipped his pants.

He didn’t object and neither did his cock, which went hard again from the recent excitement of getting a blow job. She stood up, opened her robe, and he saw she was naked underneath, except for the white lace garter she’d worn on their wedding night. He’d forgotten what a great figure she had, as he rarely saw her naked anymore. And they always made love in the dark.

Her breasts were firm and round, with tiny pink nipples that looked so inviting to suck. And he saw she’d shaved her pussy. She had only ever done that once, on their wedding night. He remembered she had a small black mole on one side of her mound. He could see it again now she had shaved her pussy smooth and bare.

“You like it?” she said.

“Very much,” he replied.

“Then how about I take my hot, juicy pussy for a ride on that gorgeous cock of yours?”

He swallowed hard and nodded. She climbed onto him, straddling him between her thighs. As he penetrated her sex, he felt her grab him with her pelvic muscles, making her feel incredibly tight. She lifted one breast on her hand and offered him her nipple. He took it into his mouth and suckled like a man desperate for milk.

Her pussy felt incredible as she rolled her hips with him clamped inside. She was so hot, wet and tight, that if he hadn’t cum once already, he knew he wouldn’t last long. But now he could enjoy the delicious friction for longer, while he teased her nipple in his mouth.

She moaned, much louder than normal, as she thrust her hips down hard, driving his cock deep inside her. He grabbed her butt, circling each cheek to find the cleft, gripping her to add his upper body strength to the power of each thrust. Each time she bucked her hips, he felt the head of his cock pound into her cervix. It was hot, breathless and intense.

She moaned louder. “Stick a finger in my butt,” she said. “Do it before I cum!”

Marianne had never been this kinky before, but who was he to argue? He found the rosette of her forbidden entrance, pushed and slid his finger inside. Then he found his rhythm, matching the strokes of his finger to the rolling of her hips. She let out a long moan as she gushed hot cum all over his cock. Her pussy gripped him tighter in the throes of her orgasm and he felt his own release hit its peak.

“Babe, I’m not wearing a condom,” he said, releasing her nipple.

She groaned with pleasure. “Don’t worry about it. Cum inside me. It’ll be fine.”

He guessed she knew where she was in her cycle, so he forgot his concerns and let himself enjoy the moment. He couldn’t remember the last time they had thrown caution to the wind in the name of pleasure.

“Oh, hell! I’m going to cum again,” she said, between moans. “Cum with me!”

She flooded his cock with pussy cream and clenched him as tight as a fist. Their moans became one as he pumped a fresh load of cum deep into her womb. They rode on until they were spent. Then she collapsed onto him, with her breasts pressed to his face. She smelled like sweet musk, and he breathed it in, never wanting to forget the scent of her orgasm.

“Ah, that was wonderful… maybe I should fall over more often,” she said, with a breathy giggle.

He laughed and held her close. Only Marianne could make a remark like that after such incredible sex. If it took an accident to change her sex drive, he was fine about her taking a fall too.

* * *

Wayne woke up. It was light outside, but his alarm hadn’t gone off. Then he felt Marianne’s soft hair grazing his stomach as she made her way down to his groin. She was under the sheets and opening his pyjamas to find his cock. Then he felt the wet heat of her mouth as she sucked him inside, giving him an immediate rock hard shaft.

He pulled the sheets away to see her gorgeous naked body. Her head bobbed and her breasts swayed as she once again proved her new oral skills weren’t a fluke. He stroked her hair, not wanting her to stop, but if she tortured him with pleasure as she had done the night before, he was going to be late for work.

“Babe, you don’t have to do this right now. I’ve gotta get to work.”

She looked up at him. “Oh, but I do. No more six o’clock alarms for you, mister. From now on, you get ‘suck a cock’ alarms.”

She giggled and went back to sucking his cock with relish. He lay back, risking the chance he would be late. To hell with work. If she regained all her memories, she would remember she didn’t enjoy giving him blow jobs, and this amazing interlude would be over forever. He reminded himself to get her some steamy romance novels on the way home, as she slowly drained his balls with her lips, tongue and mouth.

Their renewed sex drive carried on, growing in intensity. It felt like they were new lovers again. She woke him up every day with a blow job. Most days, he got another one when he got home. They made love in every room of the house, including the stairs, like they couldn’t get enough of each other.

Wayne was the happiest he’d been in many years. It helped him to put his life into perspective. He started working sensible hours so he could spend more time with Marianne. Every moment felt precious, as she slowly regained her memories from before the accident. She only needed small prompts now to recall their life together. He kept waiting for the spark that had ignited their sex life to fizzle and die, but it remained as strong as ever.

But it wasn’t just the sex that had put the fire back into their relationship. The way she had changed had rubbed off on him too. He sent her spontaneous messages of affection. They danced in the lounge, even when there wasn’t any music playing. They laughed like they didn’t have a care in the world. He realised he was falling in love with her all over again, only now, the second time around was infinitely better.

* * *

Wayne checked the clock. It was time to get home. Even though he still had a pile of work to get through, his days of pulling overtime were over. He checked his phone, seeing there was a message from Marianne. She no longer sent him worried text messages, asking him when he would be home. And these new messages were so much better.

Marianne: Bring home something yummy. My mouth feels lonely.

He decided to grab a bottle of wine and a bunch of flowers from the convenience store on the way. There was a lovely bunch of white tulips. The bell-shaped flowers had been a good omen on the day of the accident, even though it didn’t seem like it at the time.

As he was getting into his car, his phone rang. It was an unrecognised number. He immediately worried that Marianne had been involved in another accident. He answered it. The caller was a detective from the central police station who identified himself and said he was calling about Marianne.

“Oh, hell! Has she had another accident?” he said, before the police officer could say anything further.

“Please calm down, Mr Webb. I know you must have been worried. But I’m calling to let you know we’ve found your wife. She’s a little shaken up, but she’s fine.”

“I’m on my way,” said Wayne, and hung up.

Marianne was sitting with the detective in an interview room. She was wearing the same blue summer dress as the day she’d had her accident, only now it looked soiled, like she had been wearing it for weeks. An officer let Wayne into the room. Marianne looked up at him and sighed with relief. He hurried over, sat at her side and took her hand. They had a quick exchange of pleasantries. The detective shot Wayne a glance that made him feel nervous.

“Mrs Webb, I’ll let your husband take you home soon. If you feel well enough to answer a few more questions, we can pursue our investigation.”

She gave Wayne a furtive glance. “I’m actually quite well, despite needing a change of clothes. She fed me, provided me with a toilet and washing facilities, and never harmed me in any way.”

The detective pushed a police artist’s sketch across the table to Marianne. Wayne didn’t recognise her. “This is the woman who held you captive?”

“Yes, that’s her. I’m sure of it.”

The detective growled at the back of his throat. “This woman was reported missing months ago. What did she want from you?”

“She wanted to know about Wayne and I, or more specifically, the details of our relationship. I was scared, so I told her whatever she wanted to know.”

Wayne blinked, trying to understand what had happened. “What the hell is going on?” he said.

The detective frowned at him. “Your wife has been held against her will for the past seventeen days. I’d like to know why you didn’t file a missing person’s report.”

Wayne’s head spun. “I… thought she’d left me,” he said, saying the first thing that came into his head.

The detective growled again. Wayne wiped his brow on his shirtsleeves.

The interview continued until Marianne said she needed to go home. The police offered to escort them, but Wayne insisted he wanted to do it.

They said little on the way home. Wayne was trying to make sense of it all. If Marianne had been missing, then who had he been having sex with for the past two and a half weeks? He could only think he’d imagined everything, experienced some fit of madness, and had delusions from the stress of the situation. It was the only plausible explanation.

He helped Marianne inside and got her comfortable, while he tried to gather his thoughts. He was sure he’d heard stories about people imagining seeing and interacting with their partners if they had gone missing. He must have fantasised about some ideal version of her to cope with the ordeal, a sexually liberated, carefree woman with an insatiable lust for life. Once everything settled down, he would see a therapist and get to the bottom of it. All that mattered at the moment was having Marianne back.

His phone beeped in his pocket. He pulled it out, seeing there was another message from Marianne’s number.

Marianne: Silly me. I forgot to lock her door when I delivered her food. The mistakes people make when they’re head over heels in love, eh? I’m going to miss you. And I’m really going to miss your gorgeous cock. So long, lover. I wish we could’ve had more time together.

The phone fell from Wayne’s numb fingers as he finished reading the text. He hadn’t imagined Marianne at all. She had been with him these past weeks. It was her, down to the last detail, including the small black mole on one side of her pubic mound. And yet it hadn’t been Marianne either. The real Marianne was sitting on the couch nursing a cup of green tea, looking at him expectantly, waiting for him to ask her about her ordeal.

He was speechless. It terrified him to know he’d spent over two weeks with a perfect imposter. But what terrified him more was knowing which version of Marianne had stolen his heart forever. And he would never see her again.


Exchange Program

Demons

Angels and demons are often seen as two sides of the same coin. Like a coin, there’s a fine line between each side, allowing either an angel or a demon to cross over from good to evil or vice versa. Lucifer could tell you all about it. He was once an angel in heaven. Then he fell from grace and became the ruler of hell. It begs the question: in this age of inclusivity, is it possible for angels and demons to find a way to understand one another better?

After a hard day at work, there was nothing Avery enjoyed more than sitting down at his computer to look at some fetish porn and jerk off. It was stimulating, put him in a good mood, and damn he loved looking at pretty naked girls getting tied up and tormented by wicked men.

While other people frowned on looking at videos of non-consensual sex, he considered it to be self care. There wasn’t a pretty girl in his life to have sex with for real, so this was the next best thing. He was here for a good time, not a long time. Why should he go without, just because some people said it was sinful?

He tidied away his work gear, had a shower and put on his pyjamas. They were the best attire for a good session at the computer, as the vertical fly gave him easy access to himself without needing to get undressed. All he needed was a cold beer to help him relax and he would be living his best life.

As he wandered downstairs into his lounge, he saw a woman standing by the home theatre system. He blinked several times, wondering if he was already watching porn, as she was far from decently dressed. She looked like she was on her way to a Halloween party dressed as a sexy red devil.

He took a moment to enjoy the view. She was a stunning blond with big blue eyes, full red lips and a figure that made his cock twitch. As she wore a skintight red latex dress, he could see all her curves. The dress was strapless and pushed her generous round breasts together in the most mouthwatering way. It was also cut short, so he could see the full length of her long, slender legs. She even wore a pair of cute red devil horns in her hair. While she was the last thing he had expected to see in his lounge, he wasn’t going to complain.

“Er, are you lost, Miss?”

Her eyes widened as he addressed her, but she didn’t reply. Instead, she squeezed her eyes shut like she was concentrating hard. Then she opened them again and stepped sideways across the carpet until she was beside the bookcase.

Avery watched with fascination, admiring the delicious jiggle of her breasts and the sway of her curvy hips. Once she was in position, she peered at him as if waiting to see what he would do next.

“Can I help you with something?” he said.

He could think of several things he would like to help her with, like helping her to his bedroom, helping her out of her dress and helping her to open her legs.

She looked back and forth, amazed he was speaking to her. “You can see me?” she said.

He nodded. “Quite a lot of you, to be fair. Your costume is quite revealing.”

“It’s not a costume,” she said. “It’s my uniform. Now go back to what you were doing. Don’t mind me. I’ll get my invisibility field working and it’ll be like I was never here.”

She squeezed her eyes shut again, then opened them. Nothing had changed.

“I can still see you,” he said, enjoying staring at her without a care.

She stamped her foot. “Oh, shoot! I’m so bad at this! Listen, can you pretend I’m invisible and go to your computer to masturbate?”

It was Avery’s turn to look shocked. How did she know he was about to do that? There seemed no point in denying it, so he asked her how she knew.

“How rude of me,” she said. “My name is Eden. I’m part of the Celestial Exchange Program. I know I don’t look like it because of my uniform, but I’m actually an angel. I’m spending a thousand years in hell learning about demons. We’re trying to be more inclusive these days and get to know one another better.”

Avery still couldn’t believe his eyes. She looked nothing like a demon, or an angel. She looked like a red hot girl with amazing tits that were about to burst out of her dress.

“That’s what demons look like in hell?” he said. Hell was looking like a rather fun place if all the demons looked like Eden.

“Oh, no!” she said, pulling the horns from her hair. “These are just for show. My supervisor also makes me wear a devil tail, which has a plug that goes in my butt to keep it in place.” She winced at the thought. “I often wonder if it’s necessary or if he’s playing a practical joke on me.”

“So what does all this have to do with me?” he said.

“Well, when wicked people die, demons have to punish them for all eternity. So I’m learning about human wickedness. Murder and crime and so forth are all very straightforward, but human sexuality is such a mystery. And there are so many shades of grey. Some ways you have sex are good, while others are very sinful. I was hoping to learn more about sinful sex by watching you masturbate. According to your file, you indulge in some very naughty fetishes.”

Avery pointed to the heavens. “You mean… He knows what I’ve been watching?” he said.

“Oh, yes! That’s why you’re an excellent case study, because you’re fifty-fifty for heaven or hell at this point in your life. One black mark will tip you over the edge and you’ll end up in hell for all eternity. It really isn’t a very nice place. Now, can we get on with it?”

Although she was making his cock ache, the last thing he wanted to do was have her watch him masturbate. “I’d rather not,” he said.

She slumped her shoulders and gave him a hurt pout. “Oh, please! My supervisor will be so mad at me if I don’t do better. I’m already failing Invisibility 101. If I fail this course too, I’ll get kicked out of the program altogether. Then I’ll be the laughing stock of both heaven and hell. Do you know how humiliating that will be?”

“Listen, Eden, this isn’t my problem. You came into my home to spy on me while I masturbate. I’m not doing it so you can get a gold star for some afterlife exchange program.”

She put her face in her hands and sobbed. Then she looked at him with large, imploring eyes. “Please! I beg you! I’ll do anything you want in return.”

“Anything?” He looked her up and down, wondering how far he could push that promise.

Evidently, she could see the lustful glint in his eye. “Oh, no, no, no! Angels aren’t allowed to have sex. But you’re going to force me to sin, aren’t you?”

“That was pretty much what I was thinking,” he said.

Why did he have to make a humiliating sacrifice for no reward? If she wanted to learn about human sexuality, she could do it the old-fashioned way if she wanted to pass her ridiculous course.

“I can’t believe you would consider corrupting an innocent angel!” she said, with a quivering lip. She put her hands together behind her back. “Well, get on with it then. You’ll have to tie me up too. I gather that’s what you like to watch on your computer: innocent girls getting tied up and violated.”

Avery felt a wave of forbidden lust rip through his body. Yes, he loved watching those videos, but they were fantasies played out by actors. None of it was real. The idea of tying up a girl and forcing himself on her was forbidden, unless he did it with a consenting partner.

But Eden looked so tempting. She was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen, and now he had the chance to ravish her body in any way he pleased. It was a once in a lifetime opportunity. He wavered on the edge of going through with it or backing down. Damn, could he live with the regret if he turned her away?

The sight of her in a submissive pose made his blood boil with lust. He had some cooking twine in the kitchen drawer. He could tie her up with that and experience all those wicked fantasies for real.

The temptation was too great. He rushed to the kitchen to fetch it. Returning to the lounge, Eden was still waiting for him with her hands behind her back. He knotted the twine around her wrists so she couldn’t escape her bonds.

“Oh, you cruel, wicked man! What are you going to do first? Spank me?” she said.

It sounded like a great place to start, so he sat on the couch and pulled her over his knee. His heart was racing with excitement as he pulled up her skirt and bared her bottom. She had two gorgeous, round cheeks and wasn’t wearing any panties. His cock went from firm to rock hard in seconds.

“You might as well do it properly,” she said. “Pull my hair and spank my poor, innocent bottom red.”

Avery couldn’t think straight as the adrenaline rushed through his system. He did as she said, grabbing a handful of her long blond hair and pulling it hard. She squealed and wriggled on his lap. It was so exciting to have her at his mercy, powerless to resist anything he wanted to do to her. He gave her the first taste of his hand, cracking it against her ass cheek. She yelped from the pain.

He felt the sting through his hand and immediately wondered how much it had hurt her. And now he had spanked her once, he found he liked it. Marking her body was an incredible thrill. He wanted to spank her until he made her cry, so he did. As he reddened her cheeks, his cock got harder and ached with the need to cum. It wasn’t the same as watching videos. It was intense, real and incredibly addictive.

“Please stop!” she whimpered. “It hurts so much!”

Her begging spurred him on to spank her more. He wanted to make both cheeks burn. He wanted to see them as red as her dress. He spanked her again and again, while she pleaded with him to stop. What did all the men in the videos say? He remembered.

“I’ll stop when I’m ready to stop,” he said. Damn, spanking a girl felt good.

“Then you’d better spank my pussy too,” she said.

He paused. That was a great idea. He forced her legs open so he could get to her lovely bare lips and gave her a hard slap between the thighs. She started to cry. He enjoyed it so much, he decided to redden her pussy too, so he spanked her hard between the legs, until her lips were bright red and burning like her butt.

When he had finished, he was breathless and lightheaded with excitement. It was like he was high on some kind of drug, making him unable to think straight. This was raw animal lust, and he loved it.

“What are you going to do next?” she said. “I expect you’ll probably ram your cock down my throat and make me choke on it, won’t you?”

His cock was so hard, it felt like it might burst if couldn’t experience the joys of her body. It was a wonderful idea, so he put her on her knees and grabbed her by the hair. He freed his cock from his pyjama pants and thrust it into her mouth.

She didn’t suck him the way a girl normally did during a blow job, but then, she didn’t want to give him one. So he went deep into her throat, thrusting hard to feel the hot, tight passage. She gagged and coughed and tried to pull away, but he held her hair so she couldn’t escape.

As he pounded her throat raw, she cried again. It was beautiful, seeing her at his mercy, while he took his pleasure at the expense of her own. If she wanted to pass her course, she would have to take everything she got. He let out a cruel chuckle as he watched her struggling to breathe. No video could ever compete with doing this for real.

As his pleasure mounted, he realised he was going to cum if he continued. He pulled out and let her catch her breath, while he contemplated how he wanted to finish this taboo tryst.

As if she could read his mind, she looked up into his eyes, looking terrified. “You’re going to pound my butt raw, aren’t you?”

He let out an animal laugh. It sounded like a great way to finish.

“You beast!” she said.

He grabbed her by the hair and threw her face first onto the couch with her bright red bottom exposed. The tight rosette of her forbidden entrance looked so inviting. It was a joy to force his cock into it, to break its seal and gain entrance.

“It hurts!” she whimpered, as he forced her open.

He grunted with delight as he worked himself into her butt. It was tighter than any pussy he’d ever felt, and once he was balls deep, it felt like she had him clamped in the most pleasurable vice.

He pounded her ass hard, making her body shudder with each thrust. She cried again and begged him not to be so rough, but he liked the idea he was hurting her while he took pleasure from using her body. Using her however he liked felt utterly wicked.

“You won’t be able to walk straight for a week once I’m through with your butt,” he said, grabbing a handful of her hair.

He pulled it hard, arching her neck backwards and using the leverage to hammer his cock even harder into her butt. With his free hand, he spanked her again to make sure there was no way she could take an ounce of pleasure from the pounding.

If she wanted to use him as her case study in human sexuality, he’d give her a lesson she would never forget. And damn, giving her a burning ass in more ways than one would look so hot in her red latex dress. It was so exciting, he wished he could see her this way forever.

The pressure on his cock grew, and he felt the onset of his orgasm hit him like a thunderbolt. He pulled her hair harder and drove himself deep into her ass to empty his balls. It was huge, making him lose control of his body as he bucked with each euphoric wave of sinful pleasure. She squealed with each bucking thrust until he was spent.

As his orgasm subsided, he felt faint from the exertion. He let her go and lurched away, unable to regain control of his body. He found the wall of the lounge and leaned against it as he caught his breath. His mind was racing, trying to catch up with everything that had just happened.

As he calmed down, each moment of his taboo encounter with Eden played out in his mind again, seeing it as an observer, not a participant. What madness had possessed him to treat her that way? It was like he had been possessed with the desire to administer pain for his own sinful pleasure. A shiver ran down his spine, making him shudder.

Then he heard Eden giggle. He turned around. She was sitting on the couch looking radiant, not like a girl who had been brutally spanked and screwed in the butt. She was toying with the twine he’d used to bind her wrists like a cat’s cradle. How had she got free?

“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” she said. “Somehow I doubt it. I haven’t had an orgasm like that for several millennia. The crying, the pleading, all for show. Nothing makes me cum harder than rough, sinful sex. And I’ve had one hell of a build up while I was waiting for you.”

“I—I don’t understand,” he said.

“I’ve had my eye on you for a long time, wondering which way the scales would tip. I really didn’t want you to go to heaven, so I decided to intervene.”

“You tricked me into sinning?”

“No, I presented you with temptation. You could have refused, but you took it.”

Everything that had happened came together in his mind, like the slamming of a cell door. An innocent angel… an exchange program… all the encouragement to treat her like an animal.

“You’re no angel, are you, Eden?”

She smiled at him. “So, you’ve finally figured it out. And now you’ve tipped the scales past the point of no return. You might as well live the most wicked life you can, Avery. Enjoy every forbidden moment, because no matter what happens now, you’re going to hell.”

He slumped to his knees, feeling as if he had a heavy burden on his shoulders.

“I made sure I’d have you all to myself,” she said, rising from the couch to stand over him.

He could smell the sweet perfume of her sex, the scent of a woman who has had a powerful orgasm.

“Oh, we’re going to have such fun together. Get plenty of use out of your cock and balls while you can, because I’ll make you regret having them when it’s my turn. I love whipping cocks. I love kicking balls. And at the end of every day, I’ll pluck them, so you go back to your cell impotent, dreaming of me with dreadful lust, unable to get release. Then we’ll get to do it all over again… every day… for eternity.”

She lifted his chin on her finger and he saw her eyes flash like fire. “See you in the afterlife, lover boy.”


Powerless

Elves

German myth describes elves as having supernatural beauty and magical powers that help or hinder people. The elves of Norse myth also had great seductive beauty and caused illness with magic. Other cultures tell of elves seducing humans for abduction, to use them for their own wicked pleasure. As we often depict them as passionless creatures, it begs this question: what taboo pleasure would an elf crave?

Gemma was completely comfortable in her sexual orientation right up to the moment she met Albina. She’d come to the bar to meet a man, but now she was sipping wine and talking to Albina with very damp panties.

After meeting a parade of liars and cheats in the online dating scene, she wanted to meet a prospective partner in the flesh. She didn’t expect that would include silver-blond hair, almond-shaped hazel eyes and incredible feminine curves. Albina wasn’t afraid to hide them either. She wore a skintight black dress with a plunging neckline that displayed her deep cleavage.

But Albina’s beauty wasn’t the sole reason for Gemma to have such damp panties. Albina had irresistible sexual heat. She knew every man and woman in the bar wanted to take her home for hot sex, whether they were straight, gay or bisexual.

It was a surreal experience for Gemma. She had never felt attracted to women before, but Albina’s allure was like a drug. At the first taste, she wanted more. So much more.

“I’m not great at getting to know you chit-chat,” said Albina, leaning across the table and giving Gemma a wonderful view of her cleavage. Her tits were spectacular. “So, let me come straight to the point. I like you and I want to take you home. Judging by the lovely sweet scent developing in your panties, I’m sure you want to come too.”

Gemma most certainly wanted to cum. She felt like she was already halfway to an orgasm.

“I’ve… never done it with another girl before,” she said, admitting to her nerves.

Albina licked her glossy pink lips. “Then you’re in for a surprise in more ways than one. I’m into really kinky sex. Do you think you can handle it?”

Gemma bit her lip. She didn’t know, but she was willing to try if it meant she could spend an evening with Albina. Her poor pussy was aching to cum. She nodded.

Albina escorted Gemma from the bar on her arm, like she was showing off how easily she’d scored. Gemma was dizzy with excitement. As soon as Albina had her alone in the back of the cab, she made the next move, taking Gemma’s head in her hands to pull her close for a kiss.

Kissing another girl was unusual at first, but incredibly good. Albina’s face was soft, her mouth was warm and wet, and she expertly used her tongue to part Gemma’s lips to gain entry. Gemma felt like a rag doll, the kiss making her body limp with desire. In contrast, Albina’s hands were everywhere, exploring her body through her dress.

“I can’t wait to get you naked,” said Albina.

She kissed Gemma for the entire journey, making her dripping wet between the thighs. She found Gemma’s nipples through her blouse and teased them. Gemma was aching to cum by the time they arrived at Albina’s house.

She barely took in the details as they walked up the stairs to the front door. Albina was very wealthy, as she lived in an architectural house in the hills overlooking the city. Once they were inside, Albina started kissing her again, lavishing her mouth with her expert tongue. Before she knew it, they were in the lounge with lips locked and tongues dancing around each other’s mouths.

Albina unbuttoned Gemma’s blouse and slipped it over her shoulders, baring her breasts. She set about teasing her nipples again, stretching and tweaking them between her thumb and forefinger to harden them to points. Gemma felt like her pussy was ready to explode, and Albina hadn’t gone near it yet. She released the zip at the back of Gemma’s skirt and let it fall to the floor. Moments later, her panties joined the rest of her clothes on the pile.

Albina broke the kiss and stepped back to look at Gemma naked.

“You are beautiful,” said Albina. “Dark hair, gorgeous brown eyes, golden skin. Do you have some Latina blood?”

Gemma nodded. It wasn’t cold, but she felt strange because Albina was still in her black dress. It was odd to have a girl eat her with her eyes. She was so used to seeing men with that expression.

“And what a body! Perfect teardrop breasts, a tiny waist and lovely curvy hips. Why have you wasted yourself with men for so long? I doubt they appreciated you as much as I do. I can’t wait to turn you into my sex toy.”

She went to a sideboard and opened a drawer. Gemma watched her take out a coil of white silk rope, the kind used for bondage.

“What are you doing?” she said. For the first time since meeting Albina, she was feeling a little apprehensive about falling head over heels for a woman she barely knew.

“I told you I was into kinky sex. And I want to start by tying you up.”

Gemma looked at her clothes and considered picking them up. She’d never had a lover want to tie her up before and felt nervous about the idea of wearing restraints.

“It’s fun to be powerless,” said Albina. “You probably don’t know it yet, because you’ve only been with men, but you’re naturally submissive. Take a seat on the couch and I’ll ease you into it.”

Gemma sat down. It would be rude of her to get dressed and take off. And until the appearance of the ropes, she had been enjoying herself.

“I’ll start with your feet, so you get an idea of what it feels like,” said Albina.

She knelt at Gemma’s feet and coiled the rope around her ankles. Gemma watched in amazement. Albina didn’t just wrap the rope haphazardly, she layered every loop and knot onto the next so the bonds looked tidy. When she had finished, Gemma had six loops around each ankle, knotted together in the middle. It looked pretty, but she couldn’t move an inch. Her heart fluttered with nerves and the excitement of the unknown.

“The rope is soft, so it won’t chafe your skin, even if you’re tied up for a long time. How does it feel?”

“Um… fine… I guess,” said Gemma.

“Good. Why don’t you open your lovely legs and show me your gorgeous pussy? I’ll tie a crotch rope around your hips with a special knot to rub your clitoris. Okay?”

“Sure,” said Gemma. She was aware she didn’t sound convinced, but she still had her hands free, so she didn’t see any harm in trying it out.

Albina looped the rope around her waist, threading a single cord back through below her belly button. She tied a knot in the rope, eased it between Gemma’s pussy lips and butt, and tied it firmly in place. The knot rubbed Gemma’s clitoris every time she moved. She saw the appeal.

Albina kissed her again, washing away her nerves and apprehension. In moments, she felt like a rag doll again, limp and helpless to the power of Albina’s kiss.

“Do you want to do your hands now?” said Albina, breaking the kiss.

Gemma’s pussy was aching to cum again. She felt ready to agree to anything as long as Albina kept pleasuring her this way. She let Albina take her hands behind her back to fasten another robe around her wrists. Albina tied them together with the same care and precision as before. Then she tied another rope around her elbows, bringing them together in strict restraint.

“See how it pulls back your shoulders and makes your breasts thrust out?” said Albina. “You look so sexy in that pose.”

Gemma waited for Albina to resume the kissing and teasing, but Albina lifted her from the couch and laid her on the carpet near the fire.

“Now it’s time to get really kinky,” said Albina.

She collected a case from another drawer and set it on the floor. Gemma caught a glimpse as Albina opened the case. It contained a machine she didn’t recognise, but it looked like it could be a piece of medical equipment. Albina uncoiled three wires. Two had an alligator clip at the end, and the third had a small metal egg.

“What’s that?” she said.

“It’s how I’m going to turn you into my sex toy,” said Albina. She had a breezy lightness in her tone, as if she did this every day.

“These clips go on your nipples,” she said.

The small teeth had a bite, and Gemma winced as Albina fitted them in place. They hurt, but the pain was bearable. She didn’t complain, as she wasn’t in a position to refuse.

“Aren’t we supposed to agree on a safe word?” she said. She vaguely remembered that was a condition of bondage from various romance novels she’d read.

“Oh, there’s no need for that. I’ll take excellent care of you, Gemma. I treasure my sex toys and I don’t like it when they break.”

Albina took the wire with the silver egg and eased it past the crotch rope into Gemma’s dripping pussy. She didn’t have to push hard to bury it deep inside. Gemma imagined it must be some kind of vibrator, in which case, she was in for a good time.

Albina lifted her skirt so she could straddle Gemma’s head between her thighs and carefully lowered her pussy to Gemma’s mouth. Albina had a beautiful pussy. She either waxed or had removed her hair with laser treatment, as it was perfectly smooth, without a hint of stubble or razor rash. She smelled incredible too, like very ripe apricots. Gemma had never tasted another woman’s pussy before, but her mouth was watering in anticipation.

Albina collected a remote control as she eased her pussy onto Gemma’s mouth. She tasted like vanilla, honey and wine. Gemma couldn’t resist pushing her tongue deep into her tight passage to taste more of her delicious juices.

“I was being literal when I said I wanted to make you my sex toy,” said Albina.

She flicked a switch as Gemma understood what she meant. The device was for electrostimulation. Electricity jolted through her breasts and pussy, making her buck involuntarily from the shock. But in such tight restraints, she didn’t flail about, meaning Albina kept her mouth firmly locked to her pussy.

The effect was brain-numbing. There was only the endless jolting as her muscles spasmed. She could no longer taste or smell. It was like the machine had kicked her consciousness from her body.

Albina’s voice sounded distant. “Mm… I get a little tingle through your tongue. It feels so good and always makes me cum.”

She turned up the power, making Gemma’s vision blur into white nothingness. Her body hurt like hell, but she could do nothing to make it stop.

She didn’t know how much time had passed when Albina finally released her from the electrical torment. As her awareness returned, she felt Albina rolling her hips on her mouth in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm. Albina had drenched her face with sweet pussy cream.

Albina climbed off her, allowing her to catch her breath. She felt stunned senseless from the shock treatment and couldn’t speak. Albina removed the electrodes, lifted her from the carpet and eased her onto her shoulder. Then she carried her through the house to the master bedroom and laid her on the bed. Gemma watched in stunned silence as Albina stripped from her dress and put on a sheer black babydoll nighty.

She looked so innocent with her platinum hair and elfin beauty, but now Gemma knew she hid a terrible creature behind that mask. Albina lay down beside her, pulled up the sheets and turned off the lights. Gemma felt Albina wrap her arm around her as she snuggled in like a lover after a session of hot, satisfying sex.

“I haven’t cum that hard in ages,” said Albina. “I’m going to keep you, Gemma. You’re the best sex toy a girl could ever want.”

* * *

Gemma woke to see Albina sitting beside her on the bed. She was still in her nightdress and had a mischievous smile on her glossy lips. Gemma tried to move and realised she was still in bondage from the night before.

“Morning, sleepyhead. How are you feeling?”

Gemma’s mouth was bone dry. “Thirsty,” she said.

“Well, that’s good because I really need to pee,” said Albina.

She climbed onto the bed, pinning Gemma between her thighs. Instead of sitting on her face, she held her pussy close to Gemma’s mouth.

“Open wide and you can have some sweet tinkle juice.”

Gemma pressed her lips together, realising what Albina meant.

“This is all you’re getting to drink, so we can do it the easy way or the fun way.”

Gemma shook her head, making it quite clear she didn’t want to drink a drop of Albina’s pee.

“I knew you were the best,” said Albina. “The fun way it is then.”

She had a ball gag ready on the bedside table and pinched Gemma’s cheeks to force her to open her mouth. Gemma tried to resist, but Albina was too strong and her fingers hurt as they dug into her cheeks. Albina forced the ball into her mouth and buckled the strap to her head.

Unlike other ball gags, this one had a hole in it, making it easy for Gemma to breathe. But she soon realised the hole wasn’t for her comfort when Albina fitted a small funnel into it. Then she pointed her pussy at the funnel and released her stream. Gemma had no choice but to swallow as warm pee hit the back of her throat. It was astringent, sharp and sweet, and not as unpleasant as she’d expected, but it was humiliating to have Albina use her as a toilet.

“Mm… you lucky girl. All that yummy pee is just for you now.”

When she had finished, she removed the funnel and ball gag.

“Please, let me go. I promise I’ll tell no one what you’ve done to me.”

Albina stroked her cheek with her fingertips. “You’ll soon stop asking for freedom once you’re completely addicted to my pussy. Now, be a good girl and lick me clean. You’re my sex toy and my toilet tissue now.”

She pressed her pussy to Gemma’s lips. Realising it was futile to resist, Gemma licked her clean.

“Good girl,” said Albina. “You’ll soon realise just how lucky you are. Do you know how many men and women would give their right arm to be my pussy slave, so they get the privilege of licking my sweet, juicy pussy every day?”

Gemma refused to answer.

“I’ll send a maid to take care of your needs. Don’t get into any trouble while I’m away.”

Albina giggled at her own joke as she closed the door and locked it.

Gemma struggled with her bonds. Eventually, she realised she had no hope of escape. At that moment, a maid came into the room. Her uniform looked like she’d bought it from a sex shop. It was black satin with white lace trim, and the skirt was so short it barely covered her bottom. She was a lovely looking girl, with black hair and dark brown eyes. She simply smiled as a greeting.

“Please, help me,” said Gemma.

The maid pulled back the sheets and altered the bonds at Gemma’s ankles to allow a short length of slack between. Then she helped Gemma to her feet and urged her to the bathroom. Gemma hobbled along, only able to take granny steps.

“Albina is insane,” she said. “She’s holding me against my will. You must untie me and set me free!”

The maid smiled again. She helped Gemma to the toilet, then set about washing her and cleaning her teeth. She was very patient, like a mother tending to a small child. Gemma pleaded with her several times, but the maid only ever responded with a smile.

After her sponge bath, the maid helped her into a silk robe and tied the belt at the waist. Gemma saw herself in the mirror, with the sleeves of the robe hanging limp. The maid took her to a small dining room and spoonfed her breakfast. Gemma tried again to plead for mercy, but the maid only urged her to finish her meal.

Once breakfast was over, the maid put her back to bed, leaving her to make one useless escape plan after another. The situation was hopeless, unless she could convince the maid to set her free.

The maid returned at lunch and dinner to take Gemma to the toilet, and to wash and feed her. Her last act was to secure the ropes at Gemma’s ankles again, so she couldn’t take a single step.

“Please… have mercy,” she whimpered.

The maid looked at her and spoke for the first time. “Ldë sam calwa pempi,” she said.

Gemma didn’t understand a word the maid said, but the language was very pleasing to the ear. The maid smiled again and left.

“It means ‘you have beautiful lips’,” said Albina, entering the bedroom. “It’s an ancient language and the only one my maids speak.”

Albina carried the electrostimulation machine and set it beside Gemma on the bed. She sighed contentedly as she attached the electrodes to Gemma’s nipples and pussy.

“Please… not again,” said Gemma in a tiny voice.

“My pussy needs your tongue,” said Albina. “I’m going to turn the voltage up tonight so I get more tingling on my clitoris. I know you can handle it.”

“But it hurts,” said Gemma.

“That’s why therapists anaesthetise patients for shock therapy these days. They do it to alter the patient’s brain chemistry. But you’re no good to me asleep. I need you and your talented tongue wide awake.”

She opened her robe, displaying her perfect body, and got into position, straddling Gemma’s head between her inner thighs.

“These are the rules, Gemma. As soon as you have satisfied my pussy, I’ll turn off the electricity. This way, you’ll get very adept at knowing how to make me cum as soon as possible.”

Albina silenced Gemma’s pleas for mercy by lowering her perfect pussy onto her mouth. Then she threw the switch and rolled her hips until she’d filled Gemma’s mouth with the cream from her orgasms.

* * *

The repeated shock sessions at night soon left Gemma permanently dopey and confused. She lost track of time and became forgetful. Albina continued to train her as her personal pussy slave, making her drink her pee, lick her clean and pleasure her at night.

As Gemma became more obedient, Albina raised the stakes. She would take Gemma into the toilet and sit on the edge of the seat, so she peed on the tile floor. Then she watched as Gemma licked it up.

If she entertained guests, she never needed to excuse herself to use the bathroom. Gemma’s place was to sit under the table with her funnel at the ready in case Albina needed to pee.

And Albina was unrelenting in her use of the electrostimulation machine. Sometimes she wired Gemma up at night, threw the switch, and watched her body convulse without pleasuring her pussy. Witnessing Gemma’s torment also seemed to please her as much as an orgasm.

As Gemma became ever more stupefied and submissive, Albina gradually released her from bondage during the day. First, she allowed her to move about freely with her feet untied. After more time, Gemma gained the use of her hands again.

Even with her newfound freedom, Gemma’s ability to plan her escape dwindled by the day. Albina’s mansion was so big, she found it disorienting and frequently got lost. Soon she lost the will to escape at all. Her only thought, other than having an unerring desire to please Albina and her pussy, was that the shock treatments were altering her mind. Even if she could escape, she would never be the same again.

Albina always tied her up again at night. The strict bondage held Gemma still between Albina’s thighs as she convulsed from the current flowing through her body. And every night that passed, Albina’s hunger for more voltage grew with her endless craving for the forbidden.

* * *

Albina’s orgasm was so close. The tingling from Gemma’s tongue as it jerked in and out of her pussy felt fantastic, but she needed more. While she also received residual shocks from the current flowing through Gemma’s body, she had a more robust constitution.

Her kind could outmatch humans in every way. She was intellectually and physically superior. She could drink them all under the table. She could take more pain. It was her right to take them as slaves and make them fulfill her every desire.

Adversely, she also needed much more stimulation to achieve the heights of pleasure. Gemma was such a good sex toy, easily the best of all the girls she’d taken to give herself pleasure.

“Such a talented tongue!”

She felt her orgasm welling deep in her pussy, the tightness before release, the heat and juices of her sex lubricating Gemma’s lips. She pressed her pussy down on Gemma’s mouth, driving her tongue as deep as it would go.

“Yes! That’s it! Make me cum!” she moaned.

Her orgasm was so close, but it was still beyond her grasp. She wanted to feel the delicious flood of her cream filling Gemma’s mouth. She needed more electricity to enhance the pulsating pleasure that triggered her sublime release. Reaching for the remote, she cranked up the voltage another two clicks.

The tingling surged deeper into her pussy, putting her orgasm within her grasp. She was so close. It was going to be explosive. She bucked her hips as it neared, waiting for the one perfect convulsion of Gemma’s tongue that would trigger her release.

As she shuddered in anticipation, she realised something was wrong. The tingling felt wonderful, but Gemma’s tongue was no longer pulsing inside her. She switched off the machine, climbed off Gemma’s face and sighed.

“Nisse!” she said, calling out for her maid.

The pretty, dark-haired girl appeared in moments.

“Yes, Mistress?” she said in their language as she curtsied.

“Prepare my dressing room,” said Albina. “Lay out my skintight black dress. I’m going out on the town.”

The maid nodded and curtsied again.

“Oh, and tend to the bedroom when you’re finished. I’ve broken another one of my toys.”


The White Lady

Spirits

There is an ancient curse. If a woman dies after her husband or fiancé betrays her, she can return to the world of the living as a White Lady. These beautiful, terrible spirits haunt their victims, devouring their life force until nothing remains. If a White Lady appears in your home, it’s time to move… very far away.

The old house at the end of the street was isolated from the rest of the neighbourhood. Nobody wanted to build nearby, as there were rumours the ghost of a woman haunted the house. Nobody came to claim the house or land, leaving both abandoned to deteriorate over the years. Cody thought it was a ridiculous reason not to develop the street, but as he looked at the old house, he got shivers down his spine.

The garden was overgrown, but for a derelict house, aside from needing a fresh coat of paint, it still looked habitable. It was a two storey home with a peaked gable roof. The paint had once been light blue with a white trim. Like many Victorian villas, it looked disproportionately tall from the front, like it might topple over at any moment.

Roy elbowed him in the ribs. “Not going to chicken out now, are you?”

Cody glared at his friend. He wished he’d said nothing about why he couldn’t get a girlfriend and why he was still a virgin. Friends were supposed to be trustworthy confidants. Instead, Roy had turned Cody’s confession about his sex life, or the lack of it, into a dare.

The dare was simple. If Cody could break into the haunted house and stay inside for an hour, Roy would get his girlfriend to give Cody a blow job.

Cody hoped he could complete the dare, as he really wanted to get his cock sucked. And Roy’s girlfriend was a hot blond with big tits. She was also clueless, so he hoped she wouldn’t tell Roy about his small dick afterwards.

“Tell your girlfriend she has to swallow too,” he said, wishing the bravado in his tone was genuine.

Roy slapped him on the back. “Attaboy! I’ll go wait in the car. One hour, kiddo. Not a minute less.”

As Roy returned to his car, which he’d parked across the street, Cody looked at his options. A short flight of stairs led to the front door, but it looked too solid to force. Because of the age of the house, it was probably made of hardwood.

A fanlight window was ajar on the second storey. If he could climb onto the roof of the ground floor bay window, he could reach it. It would be a one-way trip though. If he tried to climb out in reverse, he could easily slip and fall. So, once he got inside, he would have to find another way out.

He walked up the stairs, which creaked under his weight. He used the ornamental moulding on the side of the bay window for a handhold, stepped onto the sill and pulled himself up. Clambering onto the short, steep roof, he wished it wasn’t a cool night, as the roof was already slippery with dew.

Using a downpipe for support, he shimmied across the beam at the base of the second storey to reach the window. He was breathing hard, and his heart was pounding from the exertion and apprehension of what he might find inside.

“There are no such things as ghosts,” he said to himself. “Think about getting your cock sucked instead.”

Taking the fanlight window off its latch, he grasped the frame and pulled himself headfirst through the narrow opening. When he was halfway through, he lost his balance and fell, landing on a bed. He lay still for a moment to catch his breath, thanking his lucky stars he hadn’t broken his neck.

He sat up, letting his eyes adjust to the dim light. The first thing that struck him was the air smelled fresh, as if someone had recently aired the room. He had expected it would be musty and smell of mould and mildew. The room was also clean, not covered with dust or littered with cobwebs.

He got up, padding over the wooden floor to avoid creaky floorboards. The bedroom had a dresser and a freestanding wardrobe. He wiped his finger along the top of the dresser and examined it. There wasn’t a speck of dust at all.

He drew a sharp breath as he considered the only reason the room was clean. There was probably someone living in the house. They wouldn’t appreciate him snooping about. He felt the panic grip his chest.

“I’ve gotta get out of here,” he said under his breath. To hell with the blow job. His life was worth much more than a brief moment of pleasure.

He cautiously opened the bedroom door and poked his head through. The corridor, like the bedroom, was also spotless. It had a worn runner rug, but other than age, it was well-preserved. He crept down the hall to the stairs leading to the ground floor, testing each footfall for creaks before he put his full weight into each step.

As the stairwell opened into the lounge, he felt like he’d stepped back in time to the turn of the twentieth century. As he marvelled at the preserved interior, he glimpsed movement in the corner of his eye, a flash of white. His breath caught in his throat. He told himself again that ghosts didn’t exist, but the self-talk didn’t calm his nerves as before. He felt certain he was seeing things. Were they real or was his imagination playing tricks on his eyes?

He crossed the lounge to the foyer to reach the front door. Roy was going to have a wild time teasing him for chickening out, but he didn’t care. He tried the front door. It was locked with a deadbolt. He wasn’t leaving this way without finding a key.

“Are you my husband?”

Cody froze. The speaker had a soft, feminine voice. She was not a figment of his imagination. He gritted his teeth and turned around, on the verge of wetting his pants from fear.

As he laid eyes on the woman, he felt his fear dissipate. She had long white hair and skin like flawless porcelain. She wore a sheer, flowing nightdress with a lace skirt and sleeves. He could see the outline of her gorgeous curves beneath.

Cody swallowed hard. She was very beautiful, with big, icy-blue eyes and a kissable pink pout. He tried not to stare at her breasts, which were large, round and threatening to pop out of the loose folds of her nightdress. Even though her attire made her appear to float as she walked, she didn’t have the ethereal appearance of a ghost.

“Um, hello?” he said.

“Are you my husband?” she said again. There was hope in her smile, like she would burst into tears if he said ‘no,’ or dance for joy if he affirmed her question.

“Um, yes?”

She let out a sigh of relief and grabbed him like she never wanted to let go. He put his arms around her as she snuggled into his chest.

“Oh, I’m so happy! I knew you’d come back for me. I’ve been a good wife, keeping the house clean, ready for your return. I’m so glad we’re together again.”

Cody felt the last traces of fear evaporate. No doubt people had seen glimpses of this woman through the window, starting the rumours, but she wasn’t a ghost as far as he could tell. She felt cool, like she had poor circulation, but she was solid and real. She was probably just some batty woman with delusions about having a missing husband. Why not play the part? Even though she felt cool, she looked damned hot.

“Of course I’d come back for you,” he said. “What fool would leave his beautiful bride all alone?”

She held him tighter. “I can’t tell you how happy I am right now. It feels like I’ve been waiting years for your return. But my sense of time has been a bit off since I had the accident.”

“What accident?” he said.

“On our wedding night, I fell down the stairs and knocked my head. Didn’t they tell you?”

Cody didn’t know who ‘they’ were or why she was holding him like he was her long-lost husband, but he didn’t complain. This was the closest he’d been to a hot girl ever. He wondered if he could sneak a feel of her gorgeous round butt.

“Er, no. Are you okay now?”

She stepped back so he could look at her, holding his hands so they were still touching.

“I’m fine. You know your Jennifer. She’s made of stern stuff.”

“Jennifer,” he said, trying out her name. “It’s the prettiest name for the world’s prettiest girl,” he said.

She gave him a smile that made his heart melt and his loins ache. “And what’s your name, my darling husband? My memory isn’t very good since the accident. I keep forgetting things.”

“Cody,” he said, lost in the warmth of her smile. It was a stark contrast to her icy hands.

He told himself not to read anything into her cool touch. Some people were naturally colder than others. And the old house didn’t have any heating. There was only an open hearth for warmth, and Jennifer hadn’t lit a fire.

“Cody!” she said, as if she had remembered his name for herself. “Yes! I knew I would marry a man as handsome as you, with such a strong name. Oh, I’m so thrilled. Now we can finally consummate our marriage.”

“Er, consummate?”

“Yes!” She looked about, as if she were worried somebody might hear what she was about to say. She cupped her hand to her mouth and whispered. “You know… have sex! My little honeypot has been so needy. Do you know how hard it has been not to touch myself while I waited for you?”

Cody felt like he did know how hard it had been. He wanted to touch her too. Everywhere. Including her honeypot, even though he didn’t know what she was referring to yet.

She led him back into the lounge. “Why wait, my love? We should do it right now.”

Before he could respond, she undid his pants and pulled them down to his ankles, briefs and all. He clasped his hand over his cock.

“There’s no need for shyness, my love. We’re married! Do you know how long I’ve been aching to discover your body?”

He was aching to discover her body too, but he was afraid she would laugh when she saw the size of his cock. Every other girl in his life had laughed at it so far, including his older sister, when she had walked in on him in the shower once. He was certain she had told everyone about it too.

“I… er… think it’s best you don’t see it,” he said.

Jennifer took him by the arms and guided him into a wooden armchair with a padded seat. “Now that’s just silly, my love. What are you hiding from me?”

“It’s not as big as other men,” he said, with a tiny voice.

She knelt between his legs and pulled at his hands, but he kept them firmly clamped over his cock. “That doesn’t bother me. My honeypot is tiny too. Anything too big would hurt when we consummate our marriage. You don’t want to hurt me, do you?”

“Of course not.”

She pulled his hands away, looked at his cock for a long moment, and then smiled at him. “It’s very cute, my love. Not too big at all. Would you like me to please you with my mouth first, as a good wife should?”

Cody let out the breath he had been holding. He realised he was going to get a blow job no matter the result of the dare. “Um, sure.”

She lowered her head to his cock and sucked it into her mouth. Her mouth was cool, not hot, but he went rock hard in two sucks. As he’d never had a blow job before, he had nothing to compare it to, so he assumed it felt right. And the way she circled his head with her tongue, finding the slit like she was eager to taste his cum, drove him wild with lust.

As she sucked, her mouth became warmer. She looked up at him with adoring eyes as she took his length into her throat, like it made her happy to please him this way. He swallowed hard. It was incredible to see such a beautiful girl looking up at him while his cock was in her mouth. It was a sight he wanted to witness again and again.

As her mouth became hotter, he realised he was going to cum. He wanted it to last more than a few minutes, but there was no holding his orgasm back. She moaned as she tasted his pre-cum. The sound of her drawing pleasure from sucking his cock set him off, and he erupted into her mouth.

She sucked harder as he filled her mouth with cum, swallowing each offering like he was feeding her ambrosia. She sucked him until there was nothing left, leaving him panting in the wake of his powerful orgasm.

“I’m sorry I came so soon,” he said, trying to catch his breath.

She licked her lips. He noticed she had more colour in her cheeks. They were rosy now. He supposed it was from all the sucking.

“That was perfect, my love. I want you to last as long as you can when you plunder my honeypot. Do you need a brief rest, or would you like to go upstairs to our bedroom now?”

Cody felt his cock twitch. Not only had he got his cock sucked, he realised he was going to lose his virginity too. He was ready to go again as soon as he could. She took his hand, seeing the eagerness on his face. It was warm now too.

Skipping with excitement, she led him upstairs to the master bedroom. It had a large bed with a big soft mattress. Like the other bedroom, it was spotless, with every ornament and item arranged like a showroom.

“Undress me, husband,” she said.

She didn’t need to ask him twice. He tried to be as romantic as possible, but he was too eager to see her naked. She would be the first real life girl he had ever seen naked. He slipped the nightdress from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Then he took a moment to look at her lovely body.

She had the slender, nubile figure of a young woman, but her breasts were full and round. They were heavenly. He grazed them with his fingertips, enjoying the firmness, her soft skin and her pebbled nipples. She was now warm to the touch, not cold as before. Perhaps she only needed to get her blood pumping to warm up.

“Kiss me, husband,” she said, closing her eyes and opening her mouth.

He took her fully in his arms and brought his lips to hers for a kiss. She smelled like lilies and tasted like nectar. As they kissed, he eased her onto the bed and laid her on her back. She opened her legs and wrapped them around his waist as they tasted each other with lips and tongues entwined.

She ran her fingers through his hair as he pulled off his shirt, so they could press their naked bodies close. As they kissed, she became warmer to the touch. It felt like she was drinking from his mouth. She was so enthusiastic, it was hard to keep up with her energy.

She raked his back with her fingernails in the throes of passion. “Don’t make me wait any longer! Fill my honeypot, my love!”

He broke the kiss and sat up, readying himself for the magic moment when he pierced her sex and lost his virginity. Her pussy was perfectly smooth and bare, with tiny lips promising the greatest pleasure, even for a man with a small cock.

“I shaved it for you on our wedding day,” she said, seeing the delight in his eyes. “I wanted to look like those ladies in the paintings at the gallery. They all have their honeypots shaved bare.”

“You’re more beautiful than any lady in a painting,” he said.

She giggled in such an adorable way he wanted to kiss her again. “You know what’s strange about it? My blond curls haven’t grown back since. I hope you like it this way.”

“It’s perfect,” he said.

“Then fill me up,” she said, holding out her arms.

The feeling of entering her sex was amazing. She was warm and wet, but the way she clenched his cock sent jolts of pleasure through his body. He didn’t know what to do, so he rolled his hips to slide his cock in and out of her perfect honeypot. She bucked her hips to meet his strokes, adding delicious friction when they came together.

As he pumped her pussy, enjoying every moment of losing his virginity, she became warmer beneath him. And the more he worked his cock into her, the hotter and tighter she became, until he felt like he was pounding his cock into a warm, wet fist. He was grateful she had sucked him off first, or there would be no way he could last more than a few minutes.

“I’m going to cum,” she said, gripping him tight. “Oh! Oh, yes!”

She squealed with delight and her hot juices flooded his cock. Her pussy contracted around his cock, squeezing it so hard, he felt like she was milking the cum from his balls. He couldn’t stop it. He orgasmed so hard it stole his breath. Her pussy drank from his cock, taking everything he had to give and still she wanted more. He groaned and shuddered with each wave of pleasure, feeling her draining his balls with each hungry clench of her pussy.

She took his face in her hands and looked into his eyes as she milked his cum into her womb. She smiled at him, but it wasn’t the same look of adoration as before. It was a smile of victory. When she had drained his balls to the point he felt the strain through his hips and down the back of his legs, his orgasm finally ended.

He rolled off her and lay on his back panting, feeling blissfully satisfied and completely spent.

“Wow!” he said, as he gasped for breath.

She propped herself on her elbow and stroked his face. Her hand was warm. Her skin was now pink and healthy, and she had a golden sheen in her hair. He’d heard that women looked radiant after sex if they had enjoyed it. She certainly looked radiant now.

Who knew this mysterious woman was his ideal lover? It didn’t matter if he had a small cock. They were suited so well. He put his hand between his legs. He’d cum so hard his cock was now limp and numb. He sure as hell didn’t need Roy’s girlfriend to give him a blow job. It would never beat having sex with Jennifer.

* * *

Cody’s cock and balls were numb for a day after having sex with Jennifer. They were also cold as ice. He sat in a hot bath, trying to warm them up. Even though the memory of his orgasm lingered in his mind, he couldn’t get an erection. It was like Jennifer had drained his energy and his body needed time to recover. But it was worth it. Given a choice, he would do it all over again.

When his cock and balls finally warmed up, he thought they looked even smaller than normal. He stroked himself to hardness and got a measuring tape. He hadn’t imagined it. He was now half an inch smaller than before. It was like he’d lost a piece of himself in Jennifer’s bed. He shivered. Perhaps, if she really had been a ghost, she had stolen some of his life force with her greedy honeypot.

He couldn’t shake the vision of her beauty from his mind, or the memory of her sweet pussy clenching his cock. Surely it was a coincidence. She felt like a living, vital woman, not some malevolent spirit.

He sat at his computer and searched the town archives. After digging around for a few hours, he discovered a woman named Jennifer Rose had lived in the abandoned house at the turn of the twentieth century. Her husband had pushed her down the stairs on their wedding night. He stood to inherit the vast wealth of her estate on her death. He had claimed it was an accident, but the coroner determined it was murder. The courts found him guilty and sent him to prison for life, where he died a few years later.

Cody shook his head in disbelief. It had to be a coincidence. Or perhaps it was part of Roy’s dare. Roy was the kind of friend who would set him up, to give him a scare, or if he was feeling kind, get him laid.

He realised he was in denial, looking for any reason not to believe the obvious. He was enamoured with Jennifer and addicted to the idea of being with her regardless of what she was or the consequences of them having sex.

He drove over to the old house. It was exactly as it had been before, but as he walked up the garden path, wondering if he should climb to the window again, the front door swung open.

Jennifer stood in the foyer, wearing her white lace nightdress. She’d lost the colour in her cheeks and the golden sheen in her hair, but her pink lips looked so inviting, he couldn’t wait to kiss her again.

“Welcome home, my love,” she said, closing the door behind them.

He took her in his arms. She was cold to the touch again, but he didn’t care. She kissed him and unzipped his pants, letting them fall to the floor.

“Come upstairs, my love,” she said, fixing him with her icy-blue gaze. “Take me to bed and feed my honeypot again.”


Fertility Treatment

Gello

If a young woman dies a virgin, she may become a gello, a terrible demon hell-bent on taking revenge for her death. As she was denied the chance to have sex, orgasm or breed, a gello does this by preventing couples from achieving conception. If a gello has marked you as its target, it’s said you must carry the eyeballs of a hyena in a small pouch to ward them off. But where would you acquire such a charm in modern city life?

Aaron took Grace’s hand and gave her a reassuring smile. She smiled back at him, but he could see the worry in her large, amber eyes. They’d been trying for a baby for three years with no luck. Now, they were taking the next step with IVF treatment. Although, it wasn’t guaranteed if either of them had fertility issues.

She squeezed his hand. “It’ll be fine. Some people need help. We happen to be some of those people.”

Aaron nodded nervously. They were about to find out which one of them had the problem. He didn’t know if he could cope if found out he was sterile. Somehow, in a selfish kind of way, it was easier to accept if Grace had the problem. Since they started trying to conceive, he had developed relationship insecurities. If he had the problem, he worried she might look for another man who could give her a baby. It made their appointment with Dr Kayla Lopez feel more like she was about to pass judgement on their future together than run a few tests.

“Dr Lopez is ready for you now,” said the receptionist.

Aaron started as she spoke. He’d been lost in thought, and the interruption had the same effect on him as a judge striking a gavel. Grace smoothed back her long blond hair and gave his hand another squeeze.

The receptionist led them through to the examination room. There was a bed on one side with blue plastic privacy curtains, a stainless steel bench along one wall, and cabinets loaded with medical supplies.

Dr Lopez sat at a small desk, tapping away on her computer keyboard. She looked up and smiled as they entered. Aaron swallowed hard. He didn’t expect she would be so beautiful. She was a brunette with big blue eyes, a button nose and pouty pink lips. Although she wore a doctor’s coat, he could see she had a gorgeous figure too, with big round breasts and curves in all the right places.

She also looked too young for a doctor with her qualifications and experience. Somehow, he’d expected a much older woman. He told himself not to be so judgemental. How many times had Grace told him not to judge a book by its cover? He couldn’t help it on this occasion, even though Dr Lopez had the most attractive cover he’d seen for some time.

The fact she was so sexually attractive made the situation more uncomfortable. There was nothing worse than spontaneous arousal from another woman while he was in the company of his wife. He hoped like hell she had a terrible bedside manner to offset his bout of lust.

Dr Lopez invited them to take a seat. She had a cute, bubbly voice which put a genuine smile on Grace’s face. Aaron crossed his legs to hide the fact her sexually charged demeanour had made his cock pleasantly plump.

“Thank you, Doctor,” said Grace.

“Oh, please, call me Kayla,” she said. “We’re going to get to know one another intimately, so there’s no need for formality.”

Kayla talked them through the process. She explained what would happen at each stage and what the implications were for the future. Aaron barely took in a word. The top two buttons of her pink blouse were undone, and he could catch glimpses of the deep valley of her cleavage. Damn, she had a fantastic pair of tits! They were much bigger than Grace’s cupcakes and looked so firm.

“If you’re clear about the process, we’ll do the initial tests. Grace, if you would like to go with my nurse, she’ll get you ready for the hormone, ovulation and ovarian reserve tests. Aaron, I’ll take care of your test here.”

“Good luck,” whispered Grace, as she left the room with a waiting nurse.

Kayla smiled at him. “Right, if you’d like to take off your pants and hop up onto the bed, I’ll get prepped to give you a prostate massage to help with your sperm extraction.”

Aaron blinked. “My, er… what?”

“We need to harvest as many of your little swimmers as we can to test if they’re healthy. If they’re doing their job, we’ll use them to fertilise Grace’s eggs when she has the best chance to conceive.”

Aaron did as she asked. He suddenly felt paranoid, wishing he’d groomed himself beforehand. He couldn’t help wanting to impress her, even though she was only doing her job.

Kayla pulled on a pair of latex gloves and wheeled a small trolley over to the bed. It had lube, a penis pump with a collection jar and towels. She glanced at his cock, which was still plump, but didn’t say a word. He felt disappointed.

“Now, I’ll need you to spread for me,” she said, lubing up her middle finger.

“Is it really necessary?” he said, wishing he could just jack off into a jar.

Kayla pouted at him in a disapproving manner. “Oh, really! Are you that worried about having a finger in your bottom that you’re going to make a fuss? I thought men were more enlightened about their sexuality these days. I bet you don’t feel squeamish about having anal sex with Grace.”

“Grace isn’t into it,” he said.

“Of course she isn’t! She doesn’t have a naughty prostate like you. Girls would love having anal sex all the time if they had prostates. You’d never get any pussy again. That’s why lots of men now enjoy getting a prostate massage as part of having sex.” She looked about, then gave him a conspiratorial whisper. “A man told me a prostate massage and a blow job is out of this world. He said he orgasmed like a fountain. Perhaps you could ask Grace to give you one sometime, after she has conceived of course.”

Aaron squeezed his eyes shut. “Okay, go ahead then.”

He felt her probing his butt, easing her finger inside him, breaking the seal at the entrance. It felt odd, but it wasn’t unpleasant. It was strange to have a woman penetrate him. He felt so full inside, even though she only used one finger.

She searched around, rubbing gently until she found her target. As she touched his prostate, he felt his balls tighten.

“There’s the little guy. Now, we’ll give him a good massage and ease all that extra fluid into your balls. Let me know if you feel any discomfort.”

“It’s fine,” he said, still with his eyes shut. It was more for the fact a dangerously hot woman had her finger in his butt than anything else. And the sensation of her finger on his prostate made him feel like he had a full bladder, which made his cock go limp. He didn’t know how it was supposed to help him have a big orgasm.

She made small talk as she worked, and steadily the massage felt more pleasant. He could feel his balls getting heavier and harder, like he hadn’t cum for weeks. Then he felt an unusual kind of pleasure, like she was rubbing the head of his cock, but inside his ass.

She gave him a knowing smile. “Yes, that’s right. There’s a reason they call it the hidden male G-spot. Now you’re going to find out what it’s like to cum like a girl.” She giggled.

He was speechless. She was absolutely right. He could feel it building like a wave reaching its peak before crashing onto the shore. When it hit him, he was astounded how good it felt. He bucked his hips involuntarily as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through his entire body. Kayla continued to massage him inside, sustaining his orgasm until it passed.

He lay gasping as she withdrew her finger. After the initial apprehension, he now missed the feeling of having it inside him. If only he’d known how good it felt before. He wondered if he could convince Grace to do it, but she wasn’t into any kind of kinky sex.

“Now comes the good part,” said Kayla. “Because you get to cum again in the normal way.”

She lubed up the penis pump and fitted it onto his cock. His balls were so full and desperate to cum, it only took a few pumps to get him hard.

She undid two more buttons on her blouse. “Here, this might help you along a bit. We need to do everything we can to help you and Grace to conceive,” she said, with a cheeky grin. “And I know I have great tits.”

He gave her a stunned nod. If she was offering to show him her beautiful breasts, who was he to refuse? And the sight of the deep valley of her cleavage was a hell of a turn-on. He wondered what it would be like to touch them, or to have his cock pressed between them. Just the thought of it, along with his overfilled balls, set off his orgasm.

Kayla had been right. It was huge. He grunted with the release, amazed by how much cum kept shooting from his cock. Kayla pumped harder, filling the collection cup. When he had finished, she removed it from the pump and sealed it with a lid.

“Wow, that’s a huge sample!” she said. “Who says fertility treatment can’t be enjoyable too?”

Then the guilt set in. He’d only know Kayla for an hour and she’d given him two of the biggest orgasms of his life. How was he going to explain that to Grace?

Kayla winked and buttoned up her blouse. “No need to tell Grace how we got so much out. Sometimes it’s better not to share everything with your wife. And it’s all for a good cause.”

Aaron sat up and pulled on his pants. Kayla was right about that point too. If Grace asked, he would tell her he went into a room with a specimen jar and jerked off. It was better she didn’t know. He would just have to live with the guilty secret that he’d enjoyed having Kayla take his sample more than having sex with his wife.

Kayla handed him a bottle of pills. “Here’s a short course of supplements to boost your sperm production. Every bit of encouragement helps… wouldn’t you agree?”

He nodded.

“Come back and see me if you have any concerns or if you need a repeat dose. I’m always happy to help.”

* * *

The test results came back favourably for both Aaron and Grace. The clinic encouraged them to keep trying for a natural conception first. Artificial insemination was an expensive process. The only problem was Aaron was having trouble getting an erection. Every time they hit their optimal window for conception, he never made it to an orgasm.

He was also plagued by guilty thoughts of Kayla baring her breasts, massaging his prostate and giving him incredible orgasms. He felt sure it was the reason he found sex with Grace so difficult now. It was also the reason he didn’t tell Grace that he’d made an appointment to see Kayla about his erectile dysfunction. And a few days before his appointment, he started to get better.

He sat in the waiting room chewing a fingernail, wondering if the two incidents were related. He already had a plump cock from thinking about seeing Kayla again. When he finally got admitted to the examination room, he had to cross his legs to hide his erection.

Kayla was looking radiant. He had to force himself to look at her face and not allow his gaze to wander to her breasts.

“How can I help you today?” she said, giving him a smile that made his loins ache.

He told himself to get his act together. He was married to Grace. They were trying to have a baby. That was his priority, not indulging in fantasies about Kayla getting him off.

“Since our appointment, I’ve been… er…”

Now he was face to face with her again, telling her about his erectile dysfunction was the last topic he wanted to discuss. Why did she have to look so damned hot? She emanated sexual heat like a top glamour model.

“It’s okay, Aaron, you can tell me anything,” she said. “We’ve already shared some very personal moments together.”

He cleared his throat. “I’m… having trouble getting an erection when Grace and I have sex. We missed our window of opportunity this month.”

“Ah!” she said, and nodded. “Trust me, this is quite normal. It happens all the time for many men. You’ve put an expectation on yourself to make her conceive, so you’re getting performance anxiety. Does Grace help?”

He shook his head. “She’s not happy about it, but she seems to understand.”

“No, I mean, does she help to get you into the mood? You know, like we did when we extracted your sample. She’s just as responsible for helping to make you cum. After all, it’s easier for a girl to conceive. She only has to lie back, open her legs and she’s ready to get knocked up. You have to get your cock nice and hard, and work it to bring yourself to an orgasm. Both parties have to make an effort so that can happen.”

Aaron shrugged. “Grace isn’t into kinky stuff, you know, like the prostate massage.”

“Oh, heavens! I can’t understand why people feel prudish about pleasure these days.” She huffed. “Well, I’d better give you a physical to make sure. Take off your pants and hop up onto the bed.”

Aaron did as he was told, feeling much less uncomfortable about it than the first time.

Kayla looked at his cock, which was giving her a 21-gun salute. “It seems fine to me,” she said, taking it with one hand and cupping his balls with the other. “Have you had any problems ejaculating?”

“I only made it to orgasm once. It wasn’t very big and it hurt.”

“That’s common with performance anxiety,” she said. “Grace needs to help to get you into the mood. There are many ways she can do it. Would you like me to give you some pointers?”

He swallowed hard, hoping beyond reason she would give him a practical demonstration. But with that desire, he was also wracked with guilt. “That would help a lot,” he said.

Kayla stroked him softly and gently squeezed his balls, readying them to release their payload. Her technique was amazing, making his cock grow harder by the second. It started to ache again, but this time, in all the right ways.

“A gentle stroke is a good way to start, but if she wants you to pump a huge load into her womb, she needs to get you really worked up. Having a baby is a big deal. If you can both turn the pressure into pleasure, you’ll achieve your goal.”

Aaron was having trouble thinking straight. He was lost in her sparkling blue eyes and the tantalising glimpses of her breasts. “I don’t know what you mean,” he said.

She let go of his cock to unbutton her blouse. “Then I’ll show you. After all, it’s my job to help you conceive.”

This time, instead of opening a few buttons, she opened her blouse all the way. Aaron tried not to gape as she pulled it open. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but she didn’t need one, as her breasts defied gravity like the laws of physics didn’t apply to them.

“She shouldn’t find this too kinky,” said Kayla, as she lowered herself to her knees. “Now, this is a demonstration, so I want you to note everything I do. Okay?”

Aaron nodded with excitement as she applied a bead of lube between her breasts. Then she took his cock and pressed it between them, making a tight passage. She looked up into his eyes as she rocked back and forth, sliding his cock between her breasts. They were so warm, slippery and firm, he felt an orgasm begin to swell straight away.

“How’s that? Good?” she said.

Aaron grunted in agreement, feeling beyond words.

“Right now, you’ll be feeling the pressure to perform, right?”

Aaron let out a small squeak. Right now, he was trying to hold on to his load, so he didn’t cum too soon.

“So, Grace needs to shift the goalposts. She can do that by encouraging you.”

Kayla shook out her hair and cleared her throat to get into character. Then she looked up at him with such longing his balls tightened with the need to cum.

She moaned like she was about to orgasm herself, which added to his sense of excitement. “Oh, yes! That’s it! Give it to me,” she said between moans. “Pound a baby into me, Aaron. Fill me up with so much cum it’ll be dripping out of my pussy for days!”

Aaron exploded between her breasts, shooting out jets of cum so hard they painted her neck and chin white. She continued milking his cock with her breasts until he had nothing left. At the end, he was a breathless, shuddering mess, but he felt incredible.

Kayla giggled. “That’s how you get rid of performance anxiety. Now talk to your wife about making it feel amazing, not like a chore.”

Without cleaning herself or closing her blouse, she went to her medicine cabinet and collected a bottle of pills. She handed them to him and he took them without question.

“Here’s an extra course of supplements to help. Now, be a good boy and go pound a baby into Grace!”

* * *

Aaron was at a complete loss. After his second session with Kayla, his performance anxiety was worse than ever. Not only was he having trouble getting an erection, Grace wasn’t happy about his suggestion that she needed to make more effort to get him aroused. She accused him of trying to dump all the blame on her. They argued about it.

When Grace was ovulating and they had to have sex, he imagined he had his cock between Kayla’s breasts to get hard enough to go through with it. The memory helped him to get enough of a head of steam up to cum, but when he orgasmed, he called out her name.

It made Grace angrier than ever. They argued about it, which only made the situation worse. She went to stay with her parents for a few days to cool off. She told him she needed to think everything over. He made an appointment with Kayla to see if she could help.

“If I can’t get the situation fixed, I know she’ll leave me,” he said.

Kayla gave him a concerned pout. It only made her look sexier. “Let’s get you up on the bed and do a thorough examination,” she said. “There could be more at play than performance anxiety.”

Aaron immediately felt better. The last two sessions on the bed had led to wonderful, liberating orgasms. He took off his pants and briefs without her needing to ask.

“Lie down for me,” she said, toying with a button on her blouse.

He did so, watching her intently, hoping she would open her blouse again. Although he was wildly aroused by her, he told himself he was getting help so he and Grace could conceive. Wasn’t that what Kayla had said too, even though these sessions felt like a guilt-ridden tryst?

Kayla unfurled the restraining straps at the side of the bed and strapped them over his arms and chest. “I’ll need you immobilised to perform the procedure,” she said. “It’s a delicate process, so this will help you stay perfectly still for me. Okay?”

He nodded. She could do whatever she wanted to him if it was even a fraction as good as the last two times. She strapped him down so he couldn’t move at all. Then she unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. Aaron stared at her breasts, admiring how perfect they were, wondering what she had planned for him this time.

Kayla licked her lips. “Your problem is simple. Some people aren’t suited for parenthood. And some couples aren’t suited for each other either. I knew you and Grace weren’t meant to have a baby. And I could see how bad you were for each other. That’s why I put you on a carefully balanced dose of chemical castration pills.”

Aaron blinked. He tried to understand what she had said. Slowly, the pieces of the puzzle came together. She hadn’t prescribed him supplements at all. “You did this to me?”

Kayla giggled. “Yes. It’s naughty of me, isn’t it?”

He struggled with the straps, but she’d fastened them too tight. He wasn’t going anywhere. “How could you? If I can’t give Grace a baby, she’ll leave me. She’s already halfway out the door!”

“It might feel bad now, but you’ll come to understand you both needed a nudge in the right direction. This is better for you both in the long run. And I’m having fun making it happen.”

He stared at her, still in awe of how much she excited him sexually, while she confessed to ruining his life. “Please, let me go. I’ve got to get Grace back. Otherwise, I’ll lose everything,” he said.

“You haven’t lost everything. Not yet anyway,” she said, looking between his legs. “You still have your balls.”

He protested, hoping someone would come to his rescue. Kayla calmly fitted a cloth medical muzzle over his mouth and fastened it tight so he couldn’t speak. Then she wheeled over a stainless steel trolley covered with medical instruments. It had a syringe, a scalpel, sutures and a small pair of medical scissors. It was a surreal experience. He was scared out of his mind and incredibly turned on at the sight of her naked from the waist up.

Kayla primed the syringe and positioned the needle at his ball sac. She gripped his erection with her other hand and stroked him gently as she injected the contents. Aaron felt a bright flash of pain, then soothing numbness as the drugs took effect. She continued to stroke him until he was on the verge of orgasm, then she stopped cold, leaving him dangling and desperate for release.

“Enjoy your throbbing cock, Aaron. It’s the last time you’ll have an erection. After all the hard work I’ve put into wrecking your relationship, I can’t have you leaving the clinic and trying to save it. The sweetness of orgasm denial is always my favourite part, leaving men with the memory of the aching need to cum and no way to achieve it.” She looked him in the eyes and smiled. “That’s right. One by one, I’m going to snip off your balls. Then your fertility treatment will be complete.”


Hung Up On You

Mermaids

Sailors believe if you capture a mermaid, you’re wise to set her free immediately. Legend says holding a mermaid prisoner enrages the sky and sea, bringing suffering and anguish upon her captor. Those who ignore this warning always meet a terrible fate. It’s lucky then that nobody has encountered a mermaid for a very long time.

From the moment Carlos saw Jewel, he planned to have her all for himself. It didn’t matter if she wanted him or not, he would make her his wife anyway. There were certain privileges that came with living outside the law. He could take any woman that caught his eye. Jewel would become his third wife. He could buy her, pay off her family or take her by force. The method didn’t matter. And he looked forward to teaching her to obey him after they had said their vows.

Carlos first saw Jewel at the beauty spa, where she gave personalised swimming lessons to women who could afford to pay for her time. He was lying in a hot pool, letting the scalding mineral water dissolve his aches and pains. She hopped into the adjacent pool with her latest client.

Her client was beautiful, but paled in comparison to Jewel. She was mesmerising in her beauty, with long pale blond hair the colour of sea foam, and large blue-green eyes. Her shiny green bikini left little to the imagination, making his cock go rock hard in seconds. Although his other two wives were also very beautiful, they were no match for Jewel. She was flawless.

He put one of his best men on the job of finding out everything about her. Her mother lived in a village on the Greek Island of Santorini. She was Jewel’s only relative. Jewel had come to the country looking for work. With her beauty, she found it easily, working as a bikini model, a magician’s assistant, and now a swimming instructor.

She agreed to marry him because he gave her no choice. He gave her a diamond wedding ring and told her they were getting married. The stone was pale blue, like a perfect chunk of ice. When she laughed in his face, he gave her a photo of her mother, sitting beside his best hitman. It was easy to tell by the look on her mother’s face that the hitman had just shown her his favourite knife.

Carlos and Jewel got married the following day. They had a small ceremony conducted by the family priest and witnessed by Carlos’s other two wives, Jade and Willow, and his bodyguard, Pauly. Jewel looked incredible in her sleek, close-fitting white satin dress. He could see she wore nothing else, as her nipples made small peaks in the fabric and there were no panty lines at her hips or thighs. She hadn’t chosen to dress that way. It was how he wanted her to look. Her only choice was to cry through the ceremony, but her tears weren’t for joy.

It wasn’t the first arranged marriage in the world and it wouldn’t be the last. They were common, so families could gain wealth and power. He already had both, so he took all his wives for sex. There were plenty of girls who willingly had sex with him whenever he wanted it, but they didn’t provide him with any challenge. It was infinitely more satisfying to have sex with a woman who wasn’t willing. He enjoyed making them his playthings.

After the ceremony, he immediately took her to his bedroom. She stood beside the bed, staring at him, waiting to see what he would do next. He removed his bow tie and undid the top three buttons of his shirt.

“I’ll defy you,” she said. They were the first words she’d uttered since arriving at the ceremony, other than the two words she had to say as her vows. “You can make me your slave, but you can never take my freedom.”

He stepped up to her and backhanded her across the cheek, making her head snap to one side. She pressed her hand to her burning face and stared him in the eyes again. His other wives had said something similar at the beginning. He’d enjoyed putting them in their place too. Both had come to understand they could live a life of luxury, without the restraints of ordinary people, as long as they opened their legs for him.

“Freedom is a relative concept,” he said. He didn’t want to slap her around right now. He was too eager to experience her body underneath his own. The red mark on her cheek marred her beauty, but he would still slap the other one if she didn’t learn fast. “No one on this planet is truly free. We all have to live with restraints in one form or another. You now have more freedom than most people can imagine, but like all liberties, it comes at a price. You’ll soon see you can live a rich and rewarding life if you please me.”

“Never!” she said.

Carlos thought she looked more beautiful when she was angry. She had such defiance in her sea-green eyes. He was going to enjoy breaking her spirit.

He slapped her other cheek, leaving them both reddened. She cried out this time, the pain too much for her to take. He grabbed her by the throat and ripped her dress from her body, the white satin coming apart in shreds.

Then he threw her down on the bed and forced her legs open. She kicked and fought, hammering him with her fists, but the blows were meaningless compared to the beatings he’d taken in his life. He grinned as his eyes fell upon her naked sex. It was hairless and perfect, like the rest of her body. His cock ached to feel it clench him as he penetrated her.

He freed his cock from his pants and pinned her arms to the bed as he pushed himself inside her. She was so tight he groaned with joy. And the resistance from her lack of wetness added wonderful friction to each thrust. There was nothing better than breaking in a new wife for the first time. They learned fast. Next time, she would make sure she had lubed her pussy, so it wouldn’t hurt as much.

She continued to fight him with her remaining strength, but it only made him want to pound her harder. He hammered his cock into her, forcing his way in until he was deep enough to pound her cervix, making her cry out with each thrust.

Slowly, he broke her will to fight on, slamming his cock deep and hard into her pussy, making her entire body shudder. He felt her arms relax as she gave in to the pleasure, growing hotter and wetter as he worked her over inside. It was an important lesson in submission. He could take her against her will and force her to enjoy it too.

“Bastard!” she said, before uncontrollable moans stole her voice as she orgasmed.

She clenched him hard and became so hot he couldn’t hold back his own orgasm. He took her face in his hands and kissed her hard as their orgasms became one. Indeed, she was a jewel, the prized one in his collection. She hadn’t realised it yet, but he knew destiny had brought them together.

* * *

After a few weeks, Jewel appeared to accept her new living arrangements. She stopped fighting him when he wanted to take her to bed and opened her legs for him willingly. It was a pity. He liked her defiance and the fire in her eyes when he slapped her about. More than his other wives or any other woman, he enjoyed breaking her spirit before he pounded her into submission with his cock. And his own orgasm was even more satisfying when he knew he had made her cum against her will.

She made friends with his other two wives. The three women had little choice of company when unsupervised. And his bodyguard, Pauly, wasn’t much for feminine activities or conversation. The mountain of a man could barely string two words together, but Carlos didn’t pay him for his brains or witty repartee. He paid him to break bones and knock heads together.

Carlos wondered if Jewel’s sudden acceptance of her situation was in fact a different and more subtle act of defiance. He found it hard to believe that he’d broken a woman of her spirit so soon.

A peal of thunder brought Carlos back from his reverie. He glanced out his study window. From the third floor of his mansion in the hills, he could see across the city to the ocean, which was choppy with the oncoming tempest. The sky was black with a thick blanket of cloud. He was grateful he was secure in his home. The storm would hit soon.

Just as the first few drops of rain pelted the window, he heard a woman scream down the hallway. It sounded like Willow. Leaping to his feet, he rushed from the study to the sound of her weeping.

He found her in Jade’s bedroom, standing over the bed with her hands clasped to her mouth.

“What’s wrong?” he said, brushing her aside.

Jade was lying on her side, naked and still, but her large green eyes were open, staring into space. Carlos was no stranger to death, but it still hit him hard to see one of his wives lying lifeless on her bed. She wore an unusual harness made from her stockings, tied from her neck to her ankles, arching her back to a bow. It had clearly closed her windpipe and ended her life.

She had also handcuffed herself to the frame of the bed, the way he liked to handcuff her when he wanted her for sex. He felt a brief pang of guilt as he thought about all the times he’d choked her while he’d pounded her with his cock.

“I found her this way,” said Willow. Her normally bronze skin was pale from shock.

“It’s called auto-erotic asphyxiation,” said Jewel.

Carlos turned to see her standing behind him. She sat down beside Jade and stroked her black hair. She tweaked one of Jade’s nipples and cream beaded at the tip. Her smooth pussy was also wet from a powerful, gushing orgasm.

“An accident,” she said, looking at Carlos.

He couldn’t read her expression. She appeared to have an accusing glint in her eye, but she was completely calm.

“She told me you liked to choke her during sex,” Jewel continued. “But since you have had no time for your other wives, she was obviously feeling neglected and took it upon herself to get the pleasure she craved.”

“W—why,” said Willow. Carlos’s brunette beauty looked shocked by the accident, but also fascinated.

Jewel reached out and took her hand. “Many people enjoy breath play. The lack of oxygen heightens sexual pleasure and induces the most incredible orgasms.” She caressed Jade’s face. “Too much pleasure is dangerous, but it’s a hell of a way to go.”

“I think you mean lethal,” said Carlos. “Give me the room. I’ll deal with this.”

Jewel took Willow by the arm and escorted her from the room. He looked at Jade. Death was part of life in his line of business, but it still put an icy knot in his stomach to lose one of his wives. He had enjoyed her company and how good she had been in bed. Now he had to make her body disappear like so many of his enemies.

Outside, the storm hit the house full force, lashing the windows with rain. It sounded like an insane drummer trying to find a rhythm from chaos. Carlos balled his fists, needing to vent his frustration. Even in death, Jade was a rare Asian beauty. It would be hard to find another woman quite like her.

Later in the evening, he took out his frustration on Jewel’s pussy. If she could remain calm after a tragic accident, she deserved to get her pussy hammered with his cock. Outside, the storm was relentless, mirroring the turmoil he felt to the core of his being. After twenty minutes, he realised he wasn’t going to cum, as he was too pent up. He rolled over and balled the pillow under his head. Jewel touched him lightly on the back.

“Goodnight, Carlos. Sweet dreams.”

He didn’t respond and squeezed his eyes shut. Her words circled around his mind like a tormenting mantra. He couldn’t shake the idea that she had sounded amused as she’d wished him goodnight.

* * *

After a week of relentless wind and rain, Carlos was feeling claustrophobic. It was like the weather was against him, keeping him trapped indoors. He swallowed his third scotch for the afternoon, but the alcohol did little to calm his nerves.

There was a rap on his study door. It was Pauly. The huge man looked concerned, which was odd because he was normally devoid of such emotions.

“Boss… you’d better come quickly. It’s Willow,” he said.

Carlos leapt to his feet and followed Pauly down the corridor to the bedrooms. Pauly pushed the door open and stood aside. Carlos stepped into Willow’s bedroom. She lay on the bed motionless, without her breasts rising and falling with each breath.

Carlos swore and rushed to her body. Like Jade, she was completely naked, but there were no bindings or marks on her body of any kind. It was like she’d simply stopped living. He ground his teeth. One incident was an accident. Two was a pattern. He kissed her on the forehead and returned to his study.

He pulled up the security camera footage for her room and rewound it to the point there was activity. His eyes widened as he saw Jewel enter Willow’s bedroom. They exchanged a nod, and Willow took off her silk robe and lay on her bed. She had such a wonderful body. He immediately regretted how he had become so wholly obsessed with Jewel that he had neglected his other wives.

His mouth fell open as Jewel tore a strip of duct tape from a roll and sealed Willow’s mouth. Then she put a peg on her nose, stopping her from taking another breath. Willow accepted it willingly and didn’t try to remove the tape or peg. Jewel took Willow’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers, and kneaded them gently, teasing the milk from her breasts.

Soon, Willow shuddered and arched her back in the throes of a wild orgasm. Then she collapsed onto the bed and lay still. Carlos shook his head. How did Jewel have the power to make Willow cum so hard she had teased milk from her breasts? It had been the same with Jade. Cream had been dripping from her nipples when they had found her. Jewel licked the white nectar from her fingers. Then she put them to Willow’s neck to feel for her pulse.

Carlos watched in amazement as Jewel calmly cleaned Willow’s breasts and pussy, and removed the tape and peg. Finally, she kissed Willow on the lips and brushed her hand over her eyes to close her lids.

Not waiting to see what happened next, he called Pauly and marched straight to Jewel’s room. He told Pauly to wait at the door and barged inside. She sat at the end of the bed like she was waiting for him.

“An accident!” he growled. “You’re a cold-blooded killer!”

“It takes one to know one,” she said, standing up to confront him. “But the difference here is they both went willingly. They’re now free. Free from you. So, now you’ll have to kill me too, if that’s the only way I can also have my freedom.”

He struck her across the face, and she fell onto the bed. He leapt on her and twisted her arms behind her back. Once he had her pinned, he got the handcuffs from the bedside table and clamped them to her wrists.

He turned her over and ripped open her blouse, spraying buttons across the bed. She had such perfect round breasts, and it excited him to see them heaving with fear as he manhandled her. He tore her skirt free and removed her panties, leaving her naked. He’d never seen a more beautiful woman or a more feminine body. It was a pity she had to go. There were too many murderers in his house and he didn’t need another that also shared his bed.

“A hell of a way to go?” he said. “Let’s see how much you enjoy it.”

He went to her lingerie drawer, found a pair of thigh-high silk stockings and coiled them into a rope. Wrapping it around her neck twice, he rolled the ends around his knuckles so he could pull it tight.

She didn’t fight him as he forced her legs open and pushed his cock into her pussy, enjoying the tightness and resistance one last time.

“You could’ve had a life of luxury. Instead, you chose this,” he said.

She opened her mouth to speak, but couldn’t draw air. He pulled the stockings tighter around her neck, depriving her of oxygen as he pounded her hot, tight pussy harder than ever before. His balls slapped against her inner thighs with each thrust, drowning out the sound of her desperate gasps.

There was a certain beauty in death. Carlos had always enjoyed taking a life, but pounding Jewel’s pussy while he choked the life from her body was incredible. The animal rage, desire and lust came together as one maddening and overpoweringly pleasurable state of mind.

He pulled the garotte with all his strength as he hammered his cock into her pussy. In moments, he felt the sweet clench of her orgasm as her pelvic muscles clamped his cock. She held him tight for a long time, and he wondered about the truth of the sublime pleasure from asphyxiation that she had described. It was certainly the strongest orgasm she’d ever had any time they’d slept together.

He plundered her pussy while he waited for her body to slump, but as her orgasm subsided, she clenched him tight and bucked her hips, demanding another. The pure carnal rage clouding his mind cleared as he realised something was wrong. He’d strangled her for longer than any person could survive, yet she was vital, aware and eager for more pleasure.

He focused on pulling the garotte as hard as he could. She looked deep into his eyes, smiled and rolled her hips beneath him, working herself toward another orgasm. He drew a shuddering breath, losing his own sense of pleasure. It wasn’t possible, but she was well and truly alive.

He let go of his makeshift garotte and climbed off her. She sat up and drew a slow breath, like she was appreciating the scent of a field of flowers. Then he saw she had also escaped her handcuffs.

“Finished so soon? And I was just starting to enjoy myself,” she said.

“How?” he gasped.

“If I told you the truth, you wouldn’t believe me,” she said. “So, I’ll tell you a story instead. I once worked for a magician. His signature trick was to put me in handcuffs and drop me into a tank of water with weights attached to my ankles. It takes time to get out of handcuffs, even when you have slender hands like mine. But I escaped every time. Nobody could work out how he did it. There were no mirrors, no trapdoors or tricks. It wasn’t magic at all. I can simply hold my breath for a very long time.”

Carlos panicked. He backed up to the door, trying to remember where he’d left his gun.

“Pauly!” said Jewel.

Carlos glanced over his shoulder as he saw his bodyguard respond to Jewel’s command. For a big man, he moved fast and his hold was unbreakable. Pauly knocked him down and pinned him to the floor. Jewel then fastened the handcuffs to his wrists. Unlike her, he didn’t know how to get out of them.

“Pauly, let me go!” he said.

Pauly clamped another set of handcuffs to his ankles and hauled him to his feet. “No can do, boss.”

Carlos looked at Jewel. He could see from the glint in her eyes that she was responsible for Pauly’s change of allegiance too.

“He has a weak mind. It makes him easy to control,” she said, as if she could read his thoughts.

Carlos watched in amazement as Pauly gathered a length of rope from a drawer. It was the soft, silky rope he used for bondage. Pauly threw one end over the bedroom rafters, gathered it and tied a noose. Then he calmly lifted Carlos onto a footstool, fastened the noose around his neck, pulled it tight, and tied the end to the bed frame.

“Thank you, Pauly. You can leave us now,” said Jewel.

She looked up at him as she took his cock in her small, delicate hands.

“I’ll give you whatever you want,” he said.

“I only ever wanted my freedom, and you refused to give it to me before. Now, I’m going to take it.”

She urged his cock to hardness again, stroking it with the expertise of a woman who knows how to arouse a man in any situation.

“Let’s get you good and hard and ready to cum,” she said.

“Please,” he pleaded.

“Shh… this is going to feel wonderful,” she said. “You just relax and enjoy it. You’re about to cum harder than you ever thought possible.”

She kicked the stool out from under his feet. As the rope tightened around his neck, stealing his breath, he looked into her mysterious sea-green eyes, as she gave him the most incredible orgasm of his life.


The Gift

Fae

Some she-devils are curious about humans. Fae, creatures related to fairies, will sometimes mingle with people, taking the form of a beautiful maiden. They usually come with malevolent intent, but it is possible to win a fae’s favour if you can give her pleasing gifts. The question is: what gift is pleasing enough?

From the moment their eyes met, Darielle knew she had Otto Redgrave’s full attention. She felt the weight of his gaze all night, through the cocktails and canapes service, and later during the art auction.

Darielle wondered if Otto had given her painting a second glance, as he had been so intent on looking at her instead. As soon as the auctioneer opened the lot, he raised his placard to make the opening bid. He kept bidding until he bought her painting without once paying attention to the price. The charity that received the proceeds of the sale would be most grateful for his generosity, but that wasn’t his intention. He had to buy the painting, so he had an excuse to meet the artist.

The painting was a nude featuring a woman holding a whip. She had her back turned with the whip raised above her head, so the tails gathered at her right shoulder. For the observer, it was ambiguous whether she was preparing to strike an unseen submissive, or if she was about to punish herself.

Darielle loved to paint. All the arts flowed through the blood of her kind. But she hadn’t donated a painting to the auction out of a sense of community spirit or generosity. She wanted to see for herself how rich people assuaged their consciences for the way they amassed their wealth. She wanted to meet men like Otto Redgrave to find out how he ticked.

Otto was a man who possessed everything he desired, including wealth, power and devilish good looks. He was a classic dark-haired man with smouldering brown eyes and an incredible physique. His wife was a scorching hot redhead in a figure-hugging red satin dress. Darielle could tell by their body language there was no love in their relationship. Just as a painting decorated a wall, Otto’s wife enhanced his appearance by hanging off his arm. Some men needed to parade their trophies to prove their self-worth.

Otto was one of those men, and it was clear he believed he could have anything he desired. For him, it was only a matter of price. And by the way he was looking at Darielle as he won the auction, he wanted to add her to his collection too. She knew it wasn’t wise to underestimate him. Even though he didn’t know how or why she differed from any other woman he’d met, he could sense it all the same. That was why he desired her, and why he wanted to buy her attention. And she felt certain that was only the start.

He wrote a cheque for the winning bid and held it up, waiting for Darielle to collect it. As part of the pomp and ceremony, the artist had to congratulate the buyer. As she crossed the ballroom floor to collect the cheque, she felt like he was demonstrating his power to buy her too. He had a smug smile at one corner of his lips. She plucked the cheque from his fingers and inspected it.

“I don’t believe I’ve ever sold a painting for such a fee,” she said.

“It’s for a good cause,” he replied. “Who modelled for you when you painted it?”

To come straight to that question, she suspected he already knew the answer. She chided herself for underestimating him so soon. He was intelligent and cunning, as well as wealthy and handsome. She wouldn’t make that mistake again.

“It’s a self-portrait,” she said.

There was no point in telling him a lie. The way his eyes raked her body told her he could see the resemblance from her slender waist, heart-shaped bottom and the curvature of her breasts.

“Then I must see more of your work,” he said. “Do you have a studio?”

“Of course.”

“Then what time would suit you tomorrow for a private viewing?”

She took a moment to regain her sense of calm before she replied. He hadn’t asked her if tomorrow was suitable. He’d laid claim to her time, implying she would receive a financial reward for letting him control her life. She smiled, as if warming to his charms. He was intelligent and cunning, but he had underestimated her too.

* * *

Darielle spent all morning preparing for the appointment. She painted her face with the same care and precision as she painted a canvas. She had deep blue eyes, so a liberal amount of mascara and eyeliner gave her a devastating gaze. Her hair was strawberry blond, and she usually wore it in a French braid bun. Today was no exception. He would be curious about the length of her hair and what it would look like if she let it down in the throes of passion. Finally, she painted her lips with three coats of watermelon-pink lip gloss.

Next, she attended to her wardrobe, aware of the importance of making the right impression. The trick to creating a captivating painting was to capture an image and hint at what else it implied. The same applied to a woman’s mystique. She chose a tight blue sweater with a V neck that would show off the shape of her large, round breasts and give him a tantalising hint of cleavage, but no more. His imagination would immediately go to work, picturing what she looked like naked.

Likewise, she wore a figure-hugging black skirt with short slashes at the ankles. He would occasionally see a flash of her legs, but that was all. She wanted him to wonder what lay under the fabric, about the shape of her calves, the curvature of her thighs and the treasure that lay between them.

Like a painting, every detail was important. She chose a perfume that emanated sex. It smelled like rose petals and freesia with a creamy, sugary musk. She wanted every aspect of her appearance to be sexually inviting. He was already infatuated, so now it was time to strengthen her hold on his sexual desire.

Otto arrived precisely at two o’clock as arranged. She approved. It meant he was punctual. Punctual men liked order, regularity and structure in their lives. She could give him all that and more.

He wore a made-to-measure beige suit with peaked lapels, but no tie. He too had spent time crafting his appearance to provide the right impression. He projected wealth and power, but balanced it with his relaxed manner and masculine charm.

He presented her with twenty-four long-stemmed red roses. She accepted the flowers and raised them to her nose, appreciating the subtle scent. Roses meant his infatuation ran deep. She invited him into the loft studio that doubled as her apartment. Her easel stood by the window, with her current painting facing away from the door. She didn’t let anyone see a work in progress. Some finished works hung on the walls for viewing. She’d stacked others against the furniture or the frame of the wrought iron stairwell.

He looked about the loft as if admiring her work, but she could tell it was entirely pretence. He had no interest in the paintings, only eyes for her. She found a large vase, set it on the coffee table and arranged the roses.

“Beautiful,” he said.

His remark was deliberately ambiguous. In polite company, it would sound like a compliment about the paintings. But in private, between the two of them, it was flirtatious. He was testing her to gauge her response.

“Can I offer you a drink?” she replied, giving him nothing. He hadn’t come to talk about her paintings and she didn’t have time for games.

“Thank you,” he said, taking a seat on the opposite couch.

She poured them both a glass of sparkling water. His glass remained where she had placed it untouched. He was looking at her the same way she wished people would look at her paintings, with a sense of wonder and excitement, as they absorbed every detail.

“Every artist needs a patron,” he said. “As I’m sure you know, I’m a man of some influence, as well as money. So, I have a proposal. I’m happy to be your patron. You’ll never want for anything and can focus entirely on your work.”

She looked at him blankly and didn’t say a word. She let the silence hang heavy in the room for a long moment. Again, he had presented his offer as a fait accompli, as if only a fool would refuse his generosity.

“In exchange for what?” she said.

He looked at her with an even expression, but she saw the desire in his eyes. “You’re a remarkable woman, Darielle, and I can see you don’t suffer fools. In exchange, you will give me companionship…”

“Sex?”

“Yes.”

There was no point in questioning him about his faithfulness to his wife. Marriage contracts meant nothing to men like him. She felt certain his wife already knew he slept with any woman he wanted. Perhaps she even encouraged it to save herself from her conjugal duties.

“If you think I’ll open my legs for you, you’ll need a gift more pleasing than a bunch of flowers,” she said.

A small smile formed at the corner of his lips. He thought he’d won her over already, but he had missed one important detail. She hadn’t accepted his offer.

“So what do I get for two dozen red roses?” he said.

She glanced at his crotch. “I can see your erection. You can jerk yourself off while I watch.”

His grin blossomed into a full-blown smile. He assumed she was playing hard to get, so he would arrive next time with a more impressive gift. But he obliged her request, unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock and stroked it as he looked at her. As well as money and looks, he had an impressive cock too. It was longer and thicker than average and hard as a steel bar. He was enjoying the thrill of the chase and drowning in her beauty, so it didn’t take long for him to cum.

“You can use your shirttails to clean yourself up,” she said.

Then she stood up and left the room without saying another word, leaving him to see himself out.

* * *

Two days later, a courier delivered a parcel to the studio. Darielle signed for it. Before opening it, she felt certain she knew who it was from, as earlier in the day, Otto had deposited ten thousand dollars into her bank account.

She pulled the white ribbon from the slender pink gift box. There were two gifts inside, a pair of diamond earrings and a pink satin lingerie set. The bra and panties were the designer brand Bordelle, so he had spared no expense there either. The gift card read: I look forward to seeing you this afternoon.

She snorted a small laugh at the nerve of it. The implication was obvious. He expected her to wear the lingerie and earrings. He’d given her the earrings to show he had noticed she never let her hair down, because if she wore it down, he wouldn’t be able to see them. The purpose of the donation and the lingerie was to find her price, to benchmark how much he needed to spend to buy her affections.

She stripped and put on the lingerie and earrings. He had good taste and had done his homework to find out her measurements. The bra and panties fitted perfectly. She put on a tight white blouse and left the top three buttons undone, so she was showing a flash of the pink satin at her cleavage. She wanted him to know she was wearing the lingerie, but would leave the rest to his imagination.

As before, Otto arrived just as the clock struck two. His eyes raked her body like a hungry animal sizing up its prey.

“You’re not dressed as I expected, but you’re still a rare beauty,” he said. “I’ve never met a woman quite like you.”

“You’ve never met a woman like me at all,” she replied. “And if you expected you would find me half-naked, so you could use me like a cheap hooker, you obviously think I’m easily bought.”

“I thought it was a generous gift.”

“Generosity is a relative term. You’re a rich man. You’d earn the cost of these gifts in less than a day. Is that all I’m worth to you?”

She clenched her jaw to control the heat welling in her chest. And people had the nerve to call her a she-devil? This man was only interested in what he could buy and consume for his own selfish pleasure.

He stepped closer and reached out, desperate to hold her, kiss her and tear the clothes from her body. She stopped him with a stare. He went pale. From the look in his eyes, he now recognised why she differed from other women, and it only fuelled his desire to make her his own.

He took a slow breath, and the colour returned to his cheeks. She could see his mind at work as he tried to work out what it would take to win her over.

“What does my gift earn me then?” he said.

She went to the cabinet and took a blindfold from the drawer. Then she walked behind him, fitted it over his eyes and knotted it in place.

“You can jerk off while you imagine what I look like in the lingerie,” she said.

He hesitated before unzipping his pants. He was clearly used to getting his own way much sooner than this, even if he met resistance. She wondered if he would let her humiliate him again, but the bulge in his pants craved satisfaction. He pulled out his impressive cock and stroked it until he orgasmed. As he shot cum all over his shirt, she laughed at him and left the room.

* * *

Otto added another zero to his next donation, but there wasn’t any jewellery or lingerie to go with it. She knew this was a show of generosity and also a tantrum, as he was both paying out and withholding. He was trying to make a statement, to take control of the situation.

He shook his head in disbelief when she told him it wasn’t enough, that he couldn’t buy her no matter how much money he put in her bank account.

“Everyone has their price,” he said. “It’s only a matter of finding it. Very well. What do I get this time?”

“Strip naked,” she said, wheeling a two metre wooden frame to the middle of the studio floor.

The frame was rectangular and mounted on wheels. She could stretch canvas over it if she wanted to create a large piece of work. Today, she was in the mood to paint. She locked the wheels and looked him up and down. He had an exceptional body, with sharply defined muscles to go with his impressive cock. Now he had stripped naked, she saw he waxed his body too. There wasn’t a hair on him below the neck. His cock was hard and twitching in anticipation.

“Turn around and grip the sides of the frame,” she said.

He did as she asked. She collected four belts from the cabinet and secured his wrists and ankles to the frame so he was bound in the pose.

His tone was incredulous. “You want me to model for you?”

She collected her favourite whip from the same drawer. It had three tails, each made from plaited leather straps. “No. Today, you are my canvas.”

She cracked the whip through the air, so he understood what she meant. He tried to turn his head to see what she was doing. She readied the whip and gave him a taste of the pain she could dish out with it. He grunted, fighting back the need to cry out as he tried to remain stoic.

She flayed his back again, leaving ragged red stripes in his flesh. He grunted again. A few strokes were bearable, but she knew it wouldn’t take long to break him with this level of pain. The whip was especially cruel, designed to deliver stinging welts without tearing flesh, so she could lash him again and again.

She did so, painting his back, butt and legs with burning criss-crossed stripes. A powerful man made an excellent canvas, and her whip was the perfect brush. His muscles rippled as he clenched the frame with each stroke, but his head slumped as he lost the ability to endure the pain.

She whipped him until he was a shuddering, groaning shadow of the man who thought he could open his cheque book and buy her affections. Although he didn’t know it, he needed this lesson.

She rested the whip on the coffee table and fetched her sketch pad and a stick of charcoal. While he hung from the frame, recovering from his ordeal and wondering how long his body would burn, she drew him. It would make a wonderful painting, reminiscent of da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man, but a version with a broken spirit and covered with red welts.

When she had finished, she felt very hot and bothered between the legs, so she went up to the mezzanine floor to masturbate. She wanted him to hear her loud moans, as she made herself cum hard.

* * *

Otto didn’t contact her for a week after she had whipped him. It gave her time to finish the painting. She was very pleased with the result and hung it on the studio wall in a prominent spot, so any visitor would see it first as they entered.

She received a text from the bank to let her know Otto had deposited a million dollars into her account. She also received a parcel containing a diamond necklace to go with her earrings. She put it on and admired the way the stones sparkled in the soft studio light. The donation and the cost of the necklace was a lot of money, but he had plenty to spare. A million dollars wouldn’t make a dent in his bank balance. Clearly, he needed a more forceful lesson.

“A million dollars and a diamond necklace is nothing to a man of your wealth,” she said. “How do you expect me to respect you if you can’t give me anything of true value?”

The look of disappointment on his face was priceless. The gift he had, in fact, given her was priceless too, even though he didn’t know he had done it yet.

He stripped naked and allowed her to tie him to the frame again. His wounds from the last whipping had only just healed, so she put a set of fresh ones into his body. She took her time covering him from his neck to his ankles with bright red burning stripes. Then she spun the frame about and whipped his chest, cock and legs. After all, he had given her much more money. He deserved a fitting reward for his generosity.

By the time she had finished, her arm was sore, but the pain was nothing compared to what she’d put him through. He barely registered what she was doing as she fitted a tight metal chastity cage to his cock. It was several sizes too small, so it would give his cock an enduring dull ache.

Then she sat on the couch with her sketch pad and drew him from the front. If paired with the first painting, it would make a thrilling diptych, reminding him how she had humiliated him. Every time he came to her studio, he would see himself from both sides, whipped, caged and broken.

She put the pad beside her as the heat welled in her pussy. She reached under her skirt and pulled her panties aside so she could finger her pleasure button. He stirred, becoming aware she was masturbating, even though he couldn’t see what she was doing under the folds of her skirt. She wanted him to watch, so he could feel the grip of the cage against his straining cock as she pleasured herself in front of him.

The look of frustrated lust in his eyes made her cum long and hard. She moaned and whimpered as the pleasure swept through her body, filling her with blissful satisfaction. She needed him to know how much she had enjoyed herself. Basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, she stood up and painted his lips with the pussy cream on her fingers. He licked it off like a man dying of thirst. And even better, he would smell the perfume of her sex for many hours, adding to his torment.

“I know you have the means to remove the cage, but I know you won’t, because I’ll never forgive you. From now on, your cock stays locked up. I don’t care how you explain it to your wife or anyone else. I’m the only woman allowed to remove it. If you want the pleasure of my company, you’ll wear it.”

He looked deep into her eyes with the imploring look of a broken man. “What gift is enough?”

She giggled. “You foolish man. You’ve already given me the gift I want the most. The gift is you. You came here wanting to buy me, but instead, I’ve claimed you. You are my possession, my plaything, my whipping toy.”

“No,” he said, with a grating voice. It was the last remnant of his denial.

“Here’s what will happen from now on. You’ll keep giving me gifts and I’ll keep denying you. But you’ll return to me every time, ready and willing to accept whatever punishment I dish out, because you’re addicted to me.”

She unclipped the belts to set him free.

“Prove me wrong. Walk out the door and never come back.”

“Bitch!” he hissed, as he grabbed his clothes and fled, slamming the door behind him.

Darielle smiled. She placed a blank canvas on her easel and started to paint the accompanying portrait of Otto Redgrave, bound, whipped, caged and broken. She thought he should count himself lucky. She had never painted two portraits of anyone before and never for free.

* * *

For two weeks, Darielle didn’t hear a word from Otto. There were no gifts or donations. The two portraits hung side by side, ready for viewing by anyone passing through her studio door. As yet, she was the only person to lay eyes on them. It was a pity, as she thought they were among her best work.

There was a knock at the door. She got up, smoothed her dress and crossed the studio to open it. Otto was waiting on the other side. Without exchanging a word, he went to the middle of the room and removed his cheque book from his lapel pocket. He wrote a cheque, tore it from the book and placed it on the coffee table. Then he stripped naked and put his arms out, ready for her to tie him to the whipping frame. She allowed herself a small smile when she saw the chastity cage still clamped to his cock. He had such a beautiful, strong and muscular body. She couldn’t wait to paint it again.


The Beast Within

Werewolves

People believe werewolves pass on their curse with a bite on the night of a full moon. If that were the case, the world would be overrun with werewolves, but it’s not. Yet werewolves are common in folklore, suggesting there is a reason to believe these creatures are fact, not fiction. If so, how does a werewolf ensure the continuation of its kind if it takes more than a well-timed bite?

The absence of people always made the desert seem remarkably peaceful. Outside, that wasn’t the case. It was hot as hell and dry as a bone, conditions few creatures could survive. When night fell, the temperature could plummet below freezing. But adverse conditions didn’t matter to a trucker inside a self-contained, air-conditioned cab. And with big windows, Herb felt like he was among nature rather than a man in a metal box on wheels passing through it. Out in the desert, with nothing but miles of red-brown sand framed by sheer towering cliffs, there wasn’t a more secluded place in the world.

He didn’t drive the old road often, as the newer main highway had taken hours off the trip across the desert. But the highway was currently undergoing repairs, which always caused traffic jams. He either had to wait in queues of traffic or take the long route. Waiting wasn’t an option when he had to get his load delivered on time.

Herb rounded a corner through a narrow pass between the cliff faces, which opened up to a long stretch of straight road. He could see way into the distance, making him feel like he was the only living creature in the dusty wilderness. He drove on, tapping his foot and humming along to Johnny Cash playing on the sound system.

In the distance, he saw a speck on the horizon, a black dot disrupting the illusion of shimmering heat rising from the land. As he grew closer, he saw it wasn’t a fellow trucker passing in the opposite direction. The speck was stationery.

“Not a smart place to stop for sightseeing,” he mumbled to himself.

Soon he saw there was a black car on the side of the road with its hood up. He sounded his horn and slowed to a stop just past the car. As he climbed down from his cab, the hot, dry air filled his lungs. The desert heat always felt so innocent, yet it was deadly and would dehydrate him in hours without shade or water.

He approached the car and saw a woman staring back at him from under the hood. He hesitated. She was drop-dead gorgeous and apparently alone. She swept back her thick, long brown hair and stood up straight. He swallowed as he took in her figure, as she was only wearing a check shirt tied up under her large breasts and a pair of tight denim shorts. It showed off her flat stomach, slender waist and long, shapely legs.

He gave her a friendly smile and a wave, aware he was an intimidating figure of a man. Most people looked nervous when they met him, as he was a wall of muscle and tattoos.

“You all right, Miss? Car broke down?”

She returned his smile without the slightest hint of fear or apprehension. He took a liking to her straight away. She was a rare beauty and totally fearless. In this situation, a woman on her own was an easy target for anyone who meant her no good. And what man wouldn’t think about taking advantage of a red-hot girl when there was no one around to hold him accountable?

“Overheated,” she said. “I pushed the engine too hard. I was trying to get across the desert before nightfall.”

“Ain’t got much chance of that now,” said Herb. “And this isn’t a safe place for a lady to be out on her own.”

She planted her hands on her curvaceous hips. “I can take care of myself,” she said, looking him square in the eye.

He smiled again, impressed by her bravado. “I’m Herb.” He gestured at his truck with his thumb. “I’m a trucker, if you didn’t already guess. Can I help?”

She looked at him for a long moment, as if considering many responses to his question. “Tala,” she replied. “Are you also a mechanic?”

“Nope, but I can take a look,” he said, trying not to stare. Even dirtied with a little grease and desert dust, she looked damned good. She was easy prey for a less honourable man.

He checked the engine over. The radiator looked shot to bits. She wasn’t going anywhere soon. He told her as much, and for the first time, he saw a hint of fear in her eyes.

“Have you phoned for help?”

“No.”

He frowned, thinking it was odd that she didn’t offer any further explanation. And her answer wasn’t ‘not yet,’ but a definite ‘no,’ like she didn’t want any help. He said nothing, not wanting to make her feel stupid. She’d already had enough bad luck for one day.

“I can give you a lift,” he said. “There’s plenty of room in the cab and I could hook up your car to the truck and tow it. It’ll slow us down, but at least you can get it fixed.”

She looked at him evenly, then tossed her hair over her shoulder with a flick of her head. “You’re a decent man, Herb. Your kind are hard to find these days. Thanks, I’ll take you up on that lift. No need to worry about the tow though. Getting slowed down is the last thing I need.”

She gathered her handbag, and they climbed into his truck. He made sure she was comfortable before he took off. It was strange having a companion in the cab. He was so used to having the space to himself. But the fact she also stirred his loins was a completely unfamiliar experience. He had to force himself to keep his eyes on the road and not on her long, slender legs, or the rise and fall of her beautiful breasts. But her presence was unavoidable. He could smell her, even when he wasn’t looking in her direction. Her scent was softly sweet and musky, like wild honey.

“Look, I don’t want to sound ungrateful, but is there any chance you can speed up?” she said. “I’ve got to get to Riverside before nightfall.”

“Riverside is fourteen hours away, even if I put my foot down.”

She bit her thumbnail, but said nothing.

Herb pointed to the dash. “I’m going the speed limit. Any faster and I’ll become the highway patrol’s wet dream. If I get any speeding fines, I could lose my licence. If I lose that, I don’t have a job.”

“Okay. Sorry. I’m just short on time.”

The silence hung heavy between them for a mile or two. He wasn’t the best conversationalist at the best of times, let alone when he was talking to pretty girls. He tried to lighten the mood.

“Never a cop around when you break down, but you can bet one is right around the corner if you’re going too fast, eh?”

She looked at him and gave him a brief smile. “You are a good man, Herb. I’m sorry I asked.”

“Why are you in such a hurry? If you don’t mind me asking, of course.”

She turned away, like she didn’t want him to see her face as she answered. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you. I really don’t know what I’ll do if I can’t get to Riverside before midnight.”

“Well, that ain’t gonna happen. I can’t push the speed and I have to take rest stops. It’s all recorded these days for safety, to stop truckers driving tired. So unless you don’t mind paying the fine, we won’t get there until mid-morning tomorrow at best.”

She chewed her thumbnail. “Then you’re going to have to let me out of the truck.”

He frowned. “No way. You don’t have food, water or shelter. And…” He cleared his throat. “And you’re hardly dressed right for a night in the desert. It gets cold. You could freeze to death.”

“I’ll take the risk. Because it’s me or you.”

Herb shook his head, trying to understand what she meant. “Look, lady. Come clean with me. What’s troubling you that it can’t wait until tomorrow?”

She took a deep breath, which didn’t help Herb’s disturbed sense of calm, as her breasts strained against her shirt. The last thing he needed was a boner in a situation like this.

“I… I’m cursed. It isn’t wise to let me stay in the cab with you tonight.”

“What’s special about tonight?” he said.

“There’s going to be a full moon. And when that happens, the beast comes out.”

Herb had to bite his tongue. A curse? A beast? She sounded like she had watched too many horror films.

“I’m sure I can handle it,” he said.

She put her hand on his thigh and looked him deep in the eyes. “I think you’d regret saying that after I ripped out your throat.”

He wanted to point out that he was over double her size, but the sincerity in her eyes gave him pause. “Are you seriously telling me you’re some kind of werewolf?”

“No. I’m telling you I am a werewolf. And once the beast gets out, I won’t be able to stop my thirst for blood.”

Herb broke her gaze, needing to keep his eye on the road. She definitely wasn’t running on all cylinders, but she believed what she was telling him was true. And that belief gave her conviction. If he teased her about it, she would only get upset, and there was no way he was letting her out of the truck and leaving her alone in the desert to fend for herself.

“If you can’t stop it, why the rush to get to Riverside?”

“There’s a facility there for people with the curse. They take care of us through the night so we don’t cause harm to anyone.”

“You mean they cage you like an animal?”

“No. They lock me up like a beast. I’ve been going there every month for my entire life.”

Herb blew out his breath. She really believed she was a werewolf. It wasn’t the strangest story he’d ever heard in his life, but it was right up there.

“Okay,” he said. “Then we have a problem. You’re cursed, and I have a conscience. I can’t bring myself to let you out of the truck, because I couldn’t live with myself if you came to any harm. So, how do we both get through the night alive?”

“I knew from the moment I met you that you were a special man.”

She still had her hand on his thigh, but now she massaged him gently, like she was comforting him before breaking bad news.

“There… there is a way to stop it from happening,” she said. “But I could never ask you to do it.”

“Do what?”

“You’d have to get me pregnant. It stops the transformation.”

Herb tried not to smile. Even if he believed any of this were true, was she saying his life or death choice was if he should have sex with her or not? She was an incredibly hot girl. He would be barking mad himself to refuse.

“Uh… sure. If you think it’ll help. We’ll need to stop soon for a rest break. We can try then… if you like?”

She slid her hand further up his thigh, just below his cock. It responded by going plump with desire.

“We can’t just try. We have to succeed. For both our sakes.”

They didn’t speak again for some time. She leaned against him as they drove on through the desert. He enjoyed the heat of her body and the sweet musk of her arousal. Her caresses soon became too distracting to drive on, so he told her he was due to take a rest break. He couldn’t believe how eager she was to leave her seat and fold down the bed at the back of the cab.

“Do you… want something to eat or drink first?” he said.

“I’m not hungry for food. And you need to get over here before my need for sex becomes a lust for blood.”

A chill ran down Herb’s spine. He swallowed hard, partly out of excitement and partly from nerves. He wouldn’t describe himself as a Casanova by any stretch of the imagination, but he hadn’t encountered this kind of foreplay before. It was like she was holding a gun at his head and telling him to screw her or die.

She sensed his apprehension and took his hand to urge him from his seat. As soon as he was in the back of the cab, she eagerly unbuttoned his shirt. He wondered if he should caress her or try to kiss her, but she was confidently taking charge, so he let her continue.

She undressed him, and he shuffled out of his shoes to stand naked before her. She looked him up and down, as if she needed to inspect his body. While it was odd to stand naked before her while she was still dressed, his cock sprang to attention. Damn, she was beautiful.

“Mm… you have a lovely body,” she said. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me. Lie down. Let’s get you good and hard and ready to cum.”

He did as she asked. It seemed easier to let her drive. While he knew how to handle a truck, a woman was a different prospect for a big man, and he didn’t want to hurt her. She untied the knot below her breasts and opened her shirt. Her breasts burst free. They were gorgeous, firm, perky and round. His cock twitched in appreciation.

She slipped off her shoes and unzipped her shorts, pulling them over her curvaceous hips and down her shapely legs. She wasn’t wearing panties, and his gaze went straight to the smooth mound of her pussy. There wasn’t a hair on it and he could see the tiny lips at the entrance to her sex. His mouth went dry in anticipation of feeling her tight, wet heat sliding down his cock.

She climbed onto him, straddling him between her thighs. He reached out and caressed her arms, making his way to her breasts, and down her waist to her thighs. She was wonderfully warm, soft and smooth.

“There isn’t a hair on your body,” he said.

“I have a thing about it,” she said. “I’ve spent a fortune on laser treatments. If I have to spend one day a month covered in fur, I want to be perfectly smooth from the neck down for all the others.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he said.

“Well, let’s hope I stay a woman for long enough,” she said, reaching for his cock.

She guided him to her pussy and worked him between her lips. If she wanted him to fill her with cum, she wouldn’t have to wait long. The heat and grip of her pussy felt incredible. Even as he slid deep inside her, he could feel the need to cum surging through his loins.

“Mm… you feel fantastic,” she said. “Don’t hold back. I need you to put a baby into me.” She reached behind her back to grip his balls. “Give me every drop of cum you can squeeze out.”

She rotated her hips, providing delicious friction while she kept him buried deep in her pussy. He couldn’t help but stare at her, riding him with such abandon. She looked carefree and beautiful, with her thick brown locks swaying back and forth as she worked his cock for all he was worth.

His orgasm hit him like a semitrailer going at full speed. She squeezed his balls and gripped his cock between her thighs as soon as she felt the first jet of hot cum. He gasped and bucked his hips, but she pressed down on him hard, keeping him buried deep inside her.

When he had finished, she let go of his balls and gripped his wrists. “More. I need more. You have to cum again. Pump me full of your seed like your life depends on it. Because it does.”

She rolled her hips again, keeping him hard for another round. Her hair fell on his chest, tickling him as she pleasured his cock with the incredible grip of her pussy. He wanted to reach out and touch her breasts, but her hold on his wrists was unbreakable. It was then that he realised she was incredibly strong. He told himself to think nothing of it. He’d heard that women could become physically powerful in the heat of passion.

She held him down and pleasured his cock until he came again. She orgasmed with him as he emptied himself into her for a second time. The heat and grip of her pussy felt like she was drawing the cum from his balls, milking his cock into her pussy. She cried out and threw her head back as she reached her peak, like a wolf howling at the moon.

Then she collapsed onto him, and they both lay together as one spent body, still joined at the hips. She let go of his wrists, and he found he could move again. He wrapped his arms around her and held her close. Night fell outside, and he enjoyed the warmth of her body as she slept. She didn’t move for some time, so he pulled up the blankets and covered them both in their embrace, as the full moon filled the cab with silver light.

She woke in the middle of the night and urged him to start all over again. This time she lay on her back and let him do the work. She hooked her calves over his shoulders, allowing him to drive his cock deep into her pussy, finding her womb with each thrust. Instead of the desperate need to extract his cum, they took their time, building slowly toward long, sustained and powerful orgasms.

Having discovered what it felt like to get his brains screwed out, Herb fell into a deep, satisfied sleep. It was way better than getting his throat torn out.

In the morning, he woke up to find Tala had disappeared. There wasn’t a trace of her in the truck, except for the sweet scent of her cum on his sheets. He looked up and down the road and out to the desert, hoping to see her, but she had vanished like she had never spent the night with him at all.

He shook his head and sighed. “Damn! Why are all the gorgeous girls always mad as a monkey on a trike?”

* * *

Herb didn’t drive the desert road for many years afterwards. As time passed, he wondered what had happened to Tala. As more years went by, he wondered if he had actually encountered her at all. The incident felt like the fantasy of a lonely truck driver who didn’t get laid often. Whatever the truth, he never forgot her or the incredible night they had spent together.

One day, he was listening to the morning news as he hauled his load down the road. The weather reporter said to expect a clear night with a full moon. It brought back vivid memories of his night with Tala.

On impulse, he turned off the main highway to take the old desert road. He wasn’t in a hurry to deliver his load, so there was no harm in taking the scenic route. He wanted to relive the memory. Or rather, if he could admit it to himself, he hoped there was a chance he would see her again.

The road was empty and the drive was uneventful. As night fell, he pulled over to the side of the road, made himself a meal and looked at the stars. The moon rose over the mountains, looking huge in the clear night sky. There wasn’t a breath of wind, and he felt like he was in a world without sound.

Then the most unexpected sound broke the silence. Outside, near to the truck, he swore he could hear a little girl singing a lullaby. He rubbed his ears, thinking the desert was playing tricks on him, but there was no mistaking it.

He flicked on the headlights, illuminating the red sand ahead of the truck. Instead of a girl, he saw a small wolf. Its amber eyes flashed in the light, as if it were looking straight at him. Then it stood up on its hind legs, and he could see it was human shaped as much as it was a wolf.

As he stared into the beast’s wild amber eyes, he knew in his heart that this was his daughter. He understood now. Once a month, on the night of the full moon, Tala went to the desert to transform into a beast. Here, there was little to no chance she would meet another soul, meaning she wouldn’t do anyone harm. Now she took her daughter with her.

Except she wasn’t alone five years ago. She had met him here on the night of a full moon. She wasn’t in a desperate hurry to get to Riverside. And she hadn’t called a tow truck in case she had transformed by the time it arrived. The desert was her home when the curse took hold.

The wolf-girl turned and bounded away into the darkness. He swallowed hard. Not only had Tala told him the truth about her curse, she had also chosen him to father her child.

He climbed out of the truck without fear for his life. It meant she was also somewhere out there in the darkness. His heart ached to see her again, doubled by the pain of believing she was crazy for all the years that had gone by.

In the distance, he heard a wolf howl. It was her, but she would never allow him to see her again. He knew about the beast she carried within. As it sank in, he realised he’d helped her to create another.


Bonus Stories




I wrote two she-devil stories as part of the Shelled Nuts series. They were the original inspiration for this collection, so it seemed fitting to include them here as bonus stories.




Shelled Nuts features stories about male castration, imagined as if it were a taboo sexual act performed by dominant women. No blood or gore here, just pure fantasy for entertainment.


Unballed Melody

Leucosia (an original siren)

We’ve already met sirens, the dreaded she-devils of the sea who lured sailors to their deaths. Sirens were supposed to have highly charged feminine energy capable of attracting men with even the strongest of wills. And if you ruled the Mediterranean Sea, why leave?

Carlos enjoyed exploring the coastline of the Mediterranean. He liked the wild areas, not the tourist hotspots where the beaches were crowded with oiled bodies and barely a free patch of sand. He liked to get away from the cities and explore the rugged coastline. The barren brown cliffs, dotted with wild bushes, where the land met the crystal clear waters of the Mediterranean Sea, were so exotic.

He’d been exploring the island of Capri, hiking along the top of a hill with a sheer chalk-white cliff face that plummeted straight down into the water. In the distance, he could see the hill descended to a small beach with white sand surrounded on three sides by the towering cliffs. The sea was sapphire blue and sparkling with the sunlight reflecting off the water. It was a perfect piece of paradise, hidden away from the rest of the world.

As he descended the hill, he swore he could hear music being carried on the wind, specifically the sound of a woman singing. As there was no one in sight, he guessed he must have imagined it, but the closer he got to the sheltered beach, the stronger it became.

The woman had a hauntingly beautiful voice and, although he couldn’t understand what she was singing about, he was captivated by every note. He immediately thought of the Sirens in Greek mythology, beautiful women who lured men to their ruin with the power of their enchanting voices.

Reaching sea level, he made his way through the bushes towards the beach. Then he saw the owner of the beautiful voice. Although her back was to him, he could see she was a young woman with a body as beautiful as her melody, curvaceous with long, black hair to her waist.

He crept to a better position so he could see what she was doing while she sang. Once he’d found a good spot, he raised his binoculars to his eyes and suppressed a gasp. Her beauty was captivating. She had bronze skin like a Greek woman, but instead of having large brown eyes, hers were the blue-green colour of the sea.

She was completely naked and sitting in the sand at the edge of the water, so each wave lapped at her legs and between her thighs. Her large, round breasts swelled with each breath and he couldn’t help becoming highly aroused. It appeared as if she was shaving her pussy with a small knife, like the ones used to shuck shellfish.

Although he knew he shouldn’t peep like this at a naked woman, her song and her beauty held him prisoner. It wasn’t until she stopped singing that he plucked up the courage to approach her.

Holding his knapsack over his groin to hide his erection, he emerged from behind the bushes where he’d been hiding. Mustering his courage, he strolled down the beach toward her.

“That was a lovely song,” he said, as he drew near.

She turned to face him and smiled as if she’d known he’d been there all along. She also seemed completely unperturbed about being completely naked in front of a stranger.

“If you enjoyed it so much, why don’t you join me,” she said. “We can sit naked together and enjoy the water. Then you won’t have to hide your erection.”

While her immediate familiarity struck him as being quite odd, it also seemed like the most appealing idea. He put down his bag, stripped naked and sat down beside her in the water. The sea was cool and refreshing in the heat of the sun, but his senses were focused entirely on her.

She had indeed been shaving herself with her knife and her sex looked exceptionally inviting now it was fully exposed. He could see she had a thin rope belt with a sheath for her knife tied to her waist. His cock twitched as he looked at her from head to toe.

“What’s your name?” he said.

“Serena,” she replied.

“I’m Carlos,” he said, when she didn’t ask for his name. “Are you from around these parts?”

“My people have always lived here,” she said, looking out to the sea. “We’ve enjoyed this paradise for more generations than we can remember. Isn’t it beautiful?”

He’d completely lost interest in the scenery. She was more beautiful than any landscape, and he only wanted to gaze upon her face and body for as long as this moment lasted.

“Where did you learn to sing like that? You have the most beautiful voice,” he said, thinking she had an equally beautiful body and face too.

Where had this mysterious woman been all his life? She was so enchanting in every way he felt like he was falling head over heels in love. Didn’t people say it was possible to fall in love at first sight? Or perhaps, in this case, he’d fallen in love at first song.

She shuffled closer to him and lifted herself onto his lap as if he’d just invited her to do so. Settling in by wiggling her lovely round bottom between his thighs until she was sitting sideways, she hooked one arm over his shoulder. Her breasts were right in front of his face and he didn’t know quite where to look. They were superb, very large, round and full, glistening with a sheen of sea water in the sunlight. He wanted to take one of her hardened nipples in his mouth, to find out if it tasted as delectable as it looked.

“I’ve always been able to sing,” she replied, answering his question. Her intimate presence made it feel like he’d asked it a lifetime ago.

“Would you like me to sing to you some more?”

He nodded.

“The songs of my people are quite specific and must be accompanied by their purpose,” she said, already sounding so musical to his ear. “This one is about kissing.”

She started to sing what sounded like a lullaby. It started softly, with a crooning tone to her voice. As she reached the end of each phrase, she kissed him softly on the lips. Each kiss was in time to the music, and as the song went on, he became quite delirious. He knew when each kiss was coming, but each one was different as the song changed in mood. Sometimes it was a cute peck of the lips, sometimes she licked him with the tip of her tongue, other times she caught his lower lip between her teeth and gave it a sharp, playful bite.

As the song reached its peak, its power washed over his body like a warm, soothing wave. His feelings were no longer in question. He was utterly in love with this gorgeous creature, and the more she sang to him and kissed him, the more his love for her deepened.

“That… was… amazing,” he said, feeling quite overwhelmed.

“Another?” she said, with one last kiss.

“Another,” he agreed, without question.

“Then lie back on the sand and make yourself comfortable,” she said, retrieving her knife from its sheath.

Her next song was a playful tune. Again, he had no comprehension of the words. He didn’t even know what language it was, but he understood its meaning by the tone of the music and the nuances of her voice. This song was about sexual desire and foreplay.

Taking his pulsing cock in one hand, she used her small knife to shave his groin. It must have been razor sharp to scrape away the hair so cleanly. While she shaved him, she gently stroked his cock, making him feel more and more aroused, as if she was now in control of his libido.

Every stroke of her hand, every stroke of the knife, and the sea lapping between his legs to wash away the hair felt incredible. As her song came to a close, she shaved his balls smooth and held them in her hand. He’d only known her for a short time, but he felt like he’d loved her for years.

She smiled at him as she squeezed his balls, enjoying the effect it was having on his cock, making it twitch and throb with the growing need to cum.

“After singing you that song, it’s the custom of my people to finish all the music between a man and a woman,” she said.

“Please… continue,” he said. He could listen to her sing for the rest of his life as far as he was concerned.

She crawled up the sand, over his chest, until she reached his face. Pinning his arms under her shins, she lowered her sex onto his mouth and started to sing again. He eagerly gave her his tongue, licking at her lovely lips and probing as deep as he could to taste her juices. She was buttery, sweet as the freshest scallops, delicately carrying the flavour of the sea.

Her song was like a sound a woman made as she was being slowly pleasured towards an orgasm, but set to music. There were longing moans of desire, crisp notes of joy and a keening wail that spoke nothing of grief and everything of pleasure.

The more she sang, the more he licked, keeping in time to the rhythm with his tongue. He looked up, seeing her glorious body above him, her breasts thrusting from her chest and her wild black hair blowing in the breeze. It was a blessing to give her pleasure and be rewarded with her sweet juices and the beauty of her song.

As the song reached its peak, so did she and her voice echoed over the roar of the sea as her juices flooded into his mouth. He drank every drop, while licking her to sustain her orgasm for as long as possible. She was breathless as her song ended, but she was radiant, having been thoroughly pleasured.

She climbed off him and returned to the sea, sitting between his legs. He lay still, absorbing the amazing experience, savouring her flavour on his lips and the joy that her music brought him.

“Surely by now, you know what I am,” she said.

He didn’t understand her remark. It seemed so unexpected after what had just happened between them.

“I am a woman of the sea, who seduces, subdues and leads a man to ruin.”

While his head was still swimming with joy and drowning in being in love, a small voice at the back of his mind reminded him of the thought that had occurred to him when he first heard her song from the hills above the bay. Was she implying she was a Siren? It couldn’t be possible. Sirens were creatures of myth.

“There are five songs we sing to lead a man to ruin,” she said. “So far, you’ve heard four. The first is to lure a man. The second is to seduce him. The third is to prepare him for ruin. The fourth is to subdue his spirit and dominate his will. Now… it’s time for the last.”

She smiled at him so sweetly, it seemed impossible to consider she had any malicious intent toward him at all. He gasped as he saw her knife flash in her hand.

“Oh, don’t worry, Carlos. I don’t intend to kill you. It’s much more pleasurable to ruin a man by taking the one thing that defines him, the one thing he cherishes the most.”

With a flick of her wrist, the tip of the knife made a clean cut in the centre of his ball sac. There was no pain, only the shock of her sea change from being sweet and loving, to frighteningly dangerous.

Before he could react, she began her final song. It was a deeply joyous song, like one somebody would sing if they were deliriously happy and needing to express it to the world. The sound of her voice imprisoned his body. He could do nothing but watch as she worked between his legs, taking his balls out of his sac. One by one, she sliced the cords and cut them free.

Her song wasn’t as long as the others, but as he watched her take his manhood, it carried a much greater weight.

“There were never any shipwrecks when we sang our final song,” she said, coming to the end. “There were only the wrecks of men, desperate to feel the pleasure of drinking from our sex once more, only to have to live on, enduring endless impotent denial.”

He watched her grasp his stolen balls as she allowed herself to be swept away, returning to the sea. As beautiful body disappeared into the waves, he didn’t know what he missed more. She may have just stolen his manhood, but she’d also stolen his heart.


A Fairy Tale

Nixie (or rather, her lesser known and very naughty cousin)

Nixie is one of the most famous fairies, better known as the Tooth Fairy. This kindly fairy gives people a shiny coin in exchange for an unwanted tooth. Nobody stops to wonder why a fairy would have such an unusual collection. And what if Nixie had a cousin, who had less benevolent intentions?

Nolan’s tooth was aching, and it was keeping him awake. He tossed and turned for a while. Finally, he accepted the fact he’d have to take some painkillers to have any chance of getting some sleep. If the dentist wasn’t so damned busy, he’d be able to get it taken out rather than having to put up with the nagging ache night after night.

He went to the bathroom, swallowed some pills and took himself back to bed. The last time he’d endured this problem, he’d been six years old. Back then, once the aching tooth had come out, he’d believed that if he put it under his pillow, a magical fairy would visit him in the night. The fairy would leave him a coin in exchange for the obsolete tooth.

He laughed to himself. Fancy believing in the Tooth Fairy. Although, he had to admit, he’d never caught his parents pretending to be the mysterious fairy who collected unwanted ivory. He’d always gone to sleep without being disturbed and woken up the next morning to find a shiny coin under his pillow.

The fond memories of childhood were enough to help him go to sleep. He started having a very grown-up and pleasant dream about his ex-girlfriend. She was a pretty redhead with the most amazing pussy. They were about to play some naughty games in the bedroom. It was just getting to an interesting part where they were taking off their clothes, when he felt a gentle tug on his duvet.

His eyes flicked open, but he couldn’t see anything in the dark. He was sure there was somebody else in the room with him, and if he wasn’t mistaken, they were trying to get into his bed from the bottom. He reached over and flicked on the bedside light.

A woman emerged from the covers. She gasped.

He also gasped. Not only was it a shock to see a woman in his room, she was the strangest looking woman he’d ever seen, although she was also incredibly beautiful. She had pale skin which had a pearl-like lustre, long straight golden-blond hair and mysterious, sparkling blue eyes. Her dress looked like it had been made out of translucent butterfly wings. It was very tight, off the shoulder, and barely covered her large, round breasts. Dangling on her arm was a small sparkling handbag, looking like its maker had encrusted it with starlight. Even more peculiar, she looked like she had large, translucent butterfly wings of her own.

“Why are you awake?” she said. She had a breathy, ethereal voice that was otherworldly, but very seductive.

“What are you doing in my room?” he replied, hugging the duvet to his chest.

“I asked first,” she said.

“I’m awake because you’re in my room and trying to climb into my bed!” he said.

She sighed. “I know that. But you’re not supposed to wake up. It’s against the rules.”

“Rules? What rules?”

She planted her hands on her curvaceous hips, and he saw her dress was quite short. It finished just below her pussy. She had lovely legs too.

“It’s too complicated to explain,” she said. “And nobody has ever woken up before.”

“Well, I have a toothache, so I’ve been sleeping lightly.”

She sighed heavily this time. “I know you have a toothache. A colleague told me about it.”

He was starting to get annoyed with her impatient tone. “Well, you can blame my dentist if you don’t like it. He probably isn’t aware of these ‘rules’ of yours either.”

She folded her arms, looked away and tapped her foot.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Waiting for you to go back to sleep,” she said.

“I can’t do that with you standing at the end of my bed!” he complained.

The truth of the matter was he was enjoying watching her get flustered. It was making her chest heave, and he was wondering if her lovely, large breasts might pop out of her dress. They certainly looked like they were about to at any moment.

“Oh, this is most irregular,” she huffed.

“Are you from the dentist?” he asked.

She did a neat pirouette to allow him to see her from all angles and then laughed at him. “Do I look like a dental hygienist?”

He wanted to tell her she looked gorgeous and that he was fast getting a very nice boner, but it was probably a bit early for that. After all, they’d only just met. And what’s more, they’d met in unusual circumstances, so he was better to play it slow.

“I was asking because you said a colleague told you I had a toothache,” he said.

“Ah, I see! Yes, the Tooth Fairy told me your bottom right lateral incisor needs to be removed.”

It was Nolan’s turn to give her a mocking laugh, even if she had named the problem tooth in his mouth. “The Tooth Fairy? Everybody knows the Tooth Fairy isn’t real.”

“You try telling her that,” the mysterious woman replied. “But I wouldn’t recommend it. It’s a bad idea to make her mad. She packs a solid right uppercut that’ll knock out all your front teeth.”

“Wow! Really?”

“Of course! She’s obsessed with collecting teeth, for crying out loud,” the woman replied, rolling her large, blue eyes at him. Damn, she was beautiful, even when she was losing her temper.

Nolan started to piece the clues together. “So… if she’s your colleague… then you’re a fairy too?”

The fairy gave him a small curtsy. “Well done, Nolan. Go to the top of the class.”

“So what kind of fairy are you?”

The fairy huffed. “I’m the Balls Fairy. Yes, yes, yes, I’m quite aware it doesn’t have the same ring to it as the Tooth Fairy. I know it doesn’t have the same je ne sais quoi, the allure or the mystery, but it’s an important job nonetheless.”

“The Balls Fairy?” he said, frowning. What the hell was a Balls Fairy? He asked her as much, but in a much more polite fashion.

“If you have an aching tooth, the tooth comes out and the Tooth Fairy visits you in the night to take it away. Like I said, she collects teeth. I deal with aching balls. If you have aching balls, I give them a lovely trim and take them away. Like her, I have a collection too.”

Nolan felt totally confused. What kind of balls? Tennis balls? Basketballs? And how was one to know if they ached? And why would she trim them first? She really was a most peculiar fairy.

“Human balls,” she said, answering the question that was painted on his face. “Specifically male human balls.”

He looked at her wide-eyed and swallowed. “B—but my balls don’t ache,” he said. Right now they felt very tight, like they were trying to hide.

“Yes, they do. You’re not aware of it because you have a toothache and you’ve been taking medication. So I’m here to snip them off and take them away. Nixie will be along later in the week for your tooth.”

“Who’s Nixie?”

The fairy let out a long sigh. “The Tooth Fairy, you numbskull! Look, can we just get on with it? I have a schedule to keep. If you’d done your part and stayed asleep, I’d have your nuts safely tucked in my purse and be well on my way to my next appointment.”

“What if I don’t want to have them… snipped?” he said.

“It’s the rules,” she said. “Aching balls have to be snipped. Yours have been aching for months now, ever since you broke up with that foxy redhead, Clarice, the one with the lovely, tight pussy.”

Damn, she was right about that too. Clarice had been his last girlfriend. Sex with her had been great. He hadn’t been able to get a girlfriend since and his balls had been aching to experience another pussy even half as good as hers had been.

“Any chance you can make an exception? Y’know, there’s nothing wrong with them other than the fact I haven’t had sex in ages. Cutting them off seems a little extreme.”

She planted her hands on her hips again and looked devastatingly sexy. Now he could feel the ache she’d been talking about. Since Clarice had left him, his balls had been aching to have a decent cum, but no amount of jerking off could satisfy his need as much as her pussy.

“I know what you were dreaming about when you were asleep. You were dreaming about her, weren’t you? That’s why your balls ache. Well, I’m here to fix it.” She pulled the covers off the bed. “C’mon, I haven’t got all night.”

He clamped his hands over his groin, partly to hide the fact he had an erection and partly to protect his balls. She sat down next to him and pulled his hands away, one by one. Then she put her hand on his cock and began to stroke it.

“Poor little penis. You know that was the reason she left you. She met another man who had a normal sized cock.”

“Really? She told me she was moving across the country to another city for a new job.”

The fairy shook her head. “No, she’s still at the same address. Girls and penises are a funny business. We all like something different. Lucky for you, I like them tiny. The smaller the better. How’s your little guy feeling now? Better?”

He shook his head. It actually felt wonderful to have a woman stroking his cock again after so much time, but he really wanted to keep his balls.

She cupped his balls with her other hand, and they immediately started to ache. The longer she held them, the more the ache intensified, until it was like he’d just had an unwanted knee to the groin. All the while, she stroked his cock. The combination of pleasure and pain completely addled his wits.

“Oh yes, it’s quite bad. These should have come off long ago,” she said.

She opened her handbag and took out a bottle of cream. Applying a generous amount to his groin, she massaged it in while she stroked his cock with her other hand.

“What will happen to me after you take them?” he squeaked.

“The ache will go away,” she replied.

The cream was very soothing, and he felt his entire groin go numb, dulling the dreadful ache. It was some kind of magical anaesthetic, but it also dissolved all the hair around his cock and balls, leaving him perfectly smooth.

Next she retrieved a small pair of scissors from her handbag.

He looked at the small, sharp blades glistening in the light. “Isn’t there another way?”

She shook her head as she positioned them on one side of his sac. “If we’d figured that out, you wouldn’t need to go to the dentist to have your teeth out. And… well… if I’m honest about it, I do enjoy snipping a pair of balls.”

“Y—you enjoy it? How can you possibly enjoy it?” he whimpered.

“Well, I wouldn’t be much of a Balls Fairy if I didn’t enjoy it,” she replied, squeezing his first ball out of its sac.

He noticed the change on her face. She was now glowing, as if she had some kind of magical aura. Her breasts were swelling with pleasure as she elongated his cord and snipped his ball free.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” he said, watching her drop his severed testicle into a small bottle with a sparkling lid.

“Until fifteen minutes ago, you didn’t believe in the Tooth Fairy either,” she replied. “Now stop being a sissy about it. I’m having a wonderful time snipping them off and you’re ruining the moment for me.”

He tried not to look as she went to work on the other side, but it was too hard. How could he look away when a gorgeous woman was castrating him? It was his dream come true and his worst nightmare happening at the same time.

She let out a long sigh of satisfaction as she used her scissors to remove the last of his manhood. Then she plucked a golden hair from her head and threaded a needle with it. She used this to neatly stitch up his cuts. Then her needle, scissors, and the bottle containing his balls disappeared into her handbag.

“Thank you, Nolan, that was quite splendid,” she said, standing up, preparing to leave. “No more aching balls for you. Two splendid balls for me.”

“Just one question,” he said. “If everyone knows about the Tooth Fairy, why haven’t I heard of you before?”

She smiled. “Because men don’t like mentioning the fact that a fairy visited them in the night to snip off their balls. Now your pee-pee is going to shrink to a tiny button. And it’s always going to be little and limp. That’s quite humiliating, wouldn’t you agree? It’s not really a topic you’d chat to the lads about over a few beers.”

He stroked his empty sac, feeling only two short rows of stitches where moments ago, there had been two heavy, cum-filled balls. It was worse than humiliating.

“It all seems so unnecessary,” he said.

She giggled. “Oh, it was completely unnecessary. You just needed to get laid, not get your balls snipped.”

He gasped. “Then… why?”

“Because some fairies are good… and some are very wicked. I’ll let you figure out which group I belong to. Nighty-night!”

She wiggled her fingers in a cute wave and vanished, along with his balls.
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