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Chapter 1. 

I step off the bus, pushing through the crowd, and stop on the pavement for a moment to catch my breath.  The doors to the bus behind me close and the bus drives off, leaving me alone, the day hot, bright, the sky a brilliant deep blue.


I take a deep breath, sigh, flick my hair out of my eyes, and heft the cardboard box I am carrying a little higher, redistributing its weight—the remnants of my work locker and desk, more of a mental burden than a physical one.  I turn in the direction of home and step off, a down trodden figure amongst the smart suits and skirts worn by the office workers, dressed as I am in worn skinny jeans, sneakers, and a faded t-shirt.


Closed due to restructuring, difficult economic climate, unfortunate but necessary decision, sad to see you go.  The words still ring in my ears.  I hadn’t even liked the job but I’d still needed it, had still needed the salary, and now it was gone and with it my chance of making rent.


As I make my way through the early crowd of other commuters, people who still had jobs to go to the next morning, I try to find a positive in my situation, but there are none.  Had Claire still been around I’d at least have had more time to spend with her rather than at my dead end drone job, but she’d been gone almost two weeks and the memory still stung.  Apparently I wasn’t enough for her, a lack of aspiration and drive.  She needed a real man, a man who knew what he wanted and took it, a man who was motivated, confident, bold.  I was too meek, quiet, apathetic.


I hadn’t even bothered to argue.  She was right.  I was drifting, aimless, and I was deeply unhappy.  It hadn’t helped that within days Claire was already seeing someone new.  I’d seen the photos of him and I couldn’t even find it in myself to blame her for upgrading.  Her new man was everything I wasn’t—tall, muscular, classically handsome, mature, well employed, and an obvious ladies man.  How was I, a short, thin, androgynous young man barely out of his teens with no real skills or qualifications supposed to compete with a man like that?  And now, to top it all off, I was unemployed.


I consider how I’m going to make ends meets as I drift with the bustle of people.  The reek of engine fumes and dust and pollen is heavy, a cloying fog that hangs in the late summer evening air and I am sweating.  I list off the debts that I have that are urgent, and those that are less so.  My redundancy is enough to keep the wolves from the door, but only just, and there’ll be little left to pay rent and buy food.  I just hope Sean is willing to give me an extension on my rent, again, or I’ll be going very hungry. 

I’m so lost in thought that I barely notice the tall, glamorous red head walking towards me, her dark grey dress tight, barely long enough to reach her upper thighs, her legs bare, her feet wrapped in black high heels that cause her hips and butt to wiggle.  She’s talking to the man next to her, a taller, handsome, older gentleman in a charcoal suit, white shirt.  Neither of them see me.


I collide with the woman and stumble, am knocked over, drop my box onto the pavement as I fall.  The woman tumbles but is caught by the man beside her.  I land hard on my butt, the impact painful.


“I’m so sorry.”  I say as I struggle back to my feet.


“Oh that’s quite alright.  I didn’t see you either so we’re both at fault.”  The woman says.


“Are you okay Cynthia?”  The man speaks to the red haired woman he is holding.


She smiles at him, nods.


“Thanks to you yes.”  She says, giggling, flirtatious.


The man lifts her to her feet and I turn to pick up my box.


“And what about you miss?” 

The man’s voice comes from behind me.  He moves in close, leans over to help me pick up my box.  Lifting it off the ground for me.


“You took quite a fall, are you okay?”  He asks me.


I stand up at the same time as him and I look up at him.  I realise he meant me when he said miss and blush furiously.  

“I’m fine, just a bump.”  I say, mumbling awkwardly.


The man stares at me for a moment, smiling, does not correct himself.  I try to smile but my cheeks are blazing.  

“Here, I believe this is yours.”  He says, handing me my box.


“Thanks.”  I manage to say—my voice is quiet, strained.


“You just be more careful.  We don’t want you getting hurt now do we?”  He says still smiling at me.


I shake my head.


“Will you stop flirting Tim!  The poor girl clearly has somewhere to go.”  The red haired woman says.


Tim just grins at me, winks.


“Sorry, I suppose I just can’t help myself.  You have a lovely day and try not to get into any more accidents.”  He says.


I can only nod as he turns back to the red haired woman and the two of them head of.  I stand as the crowd of commuters moves around me, still flush, my butt throbbing from my fall.  They thought I was a girl… I suppose at least my day can’t get any worse.




I try to hold my box in one hand as I fish in my pocket for my key but it’s too heavy and awkward.  I turn to put it down and as I bend I hear the lock click behind me, the door opening, my butt in the air, and I groan in embarrassment.  There is a moment of silence.


“Need a hand there?”  Sean says.


I take a deep breath. 

“Yeah, you could put me out of my misery.”  I say.


I lift my cardboard box and stand up, turn to face Sean, my landlord for the last three years and an old friend, fixing my smile.  He stands in the door to the building, grinning, his grey-blue eyes bright, webs of smile lines forming around his mouth and the corners of his eyes.  As he looks at me his smile fades and he frowns.


“What’s up Adam?  You seem down.”  Sean says.


My smile wilts.


“I got made redundant today, and then on the way home I was mistaken for a girl.  Like… seriously… even after the last few weeks with Claire today is the worst!”


I can feel my eyes misting as emotions swell.  I just want to collapse into bed and sleep forever.  

Sean stares at me.  He is a clear head and shoulders taller than me, his wavy, greying dirty blonde hair is swept back, his chin and cheeks and neck covered by several days growth, salt and pepper stubble, and he smiles—the same smile Claire always said was dashing, charming, handsome, yet another reminder of how inadequate I am as a man… though still, as he smiles at me, his warm, handsome eyes fixed on me, I cannot help but feel a little soothed.


I’ve known Sean for close to ten years, a close friend of my older brothers, and we’ve been friends for the last five—bonding over a mutual love of old comics and obscure manga.  It was Sean’s offer of letting me rent the upstairs apartment in the building he’d just bought that’d finally allowed me to move out of home.  My rent was cheaper than it otherwise would have been, and it helped him pay the mortgage.  We both benefitted, at least, that was the plan, but he’d generously overlooked my late and missed payments due to my poor employment history more than once and I felt awful about it, like I was scamming him.


“Shit Adam, I’m sorry to hear it.  You okay?”


I shake my head.  Even now Sean’s worried about me more than the rent.


I open my mouth to speak but fail to find words.  His kindness is too much for me to take.


“Why don’t you come in.  I was just about to start dinner when I saw you struggling at the door.  You look like you need a hot meal and someone to look after you.”  Sean says.


His voice is soft, warm, tender, full of care.  I blink back the tears that threaten to spill.


“… the rent…”  I choke on my words, voice quiet.  

Sean just grins.  He reaches out and takes the box out of my hands, lifting it easily under one arm.  He puts the other around my shoulders, pulling me into him, his strong embrace irresistible, the hug comforting.


“We can worry about rent later, but right now we need to look after you.  And I’m not taking no for an answer.”


I do not argue, allow Sean to pull me after him, almost carrying me, comfortable and comforted by his warm, reassuring presence.  I relax for the first time in days.





Chapter 2. 

“You just sit there and relax while I cook us both some dinner.  You can tell me all about it and I’ll listen.”  I say.


Adam just smiles at me, a forced grin that is little more than painted on.  His green eyes are sad, like a lost puppy.  He hovers at the door to the kitchen as I put the box of his things down on the table.


“Really, I’m fine.  I just want to go to bed and sleep.  You don’t need to worry and you already do too much for me.  I don’t want to be a bother.”  He says, his voice quiet and faint.


I turn to stare at him, his expression worn and fretful and I struggle to resist the urge to hug him again.  He looks tired, exhausted, his full lips downturned.  He doesn’t look at me, his slim arms folded across his narrow chest, his full hips tilted so that most of his weight is on one leg.  I force myself to be stern.


“Look at me Adam.”  I say—my voice quiet but firm.


Adam tries to resist but I know him too well, know he cannot.  He lifts his head so that his gaze meets mine, his eyes as dazzling as ever, and I feel that familiar momentary elation at how easily he gives in.  I smile and the corners of Adam’s mouth lift, hints of a grin, a rosy glow to his cheeks.


“I don’t want you hanging out in your flat alone and moping so you’re staying for dinner.  I’m looking after you tonight.  You’ve had a shit day but it’s just one day.  Tomorrow will be better.  Do you understand me?”


I keep my voice slow, even, quiet, the tone heavy and authoritative.  Adam stares at me for a moment, the flush on his cheeks darkening, and he nods.


“Yes.”


I smile, buoyed by his agreement, glad that he has given in.  I lift a hand and gesture to a seat at the table.


“Now, I want you to sit and get comfortable.  Dinner won’t be too long.  How does pasta sound?”


Adam smiles.  His smile, as ever, is charming.  He nods again.


“Pasta sounds good.  Thank you.”  He says.


He shifts, moves off towards the table, his steps dainty, deliberate, and I find myself watching him, almost mesmerised.  I wait until he has pulled out a chair and sat.


“Now, your job is to talk to me while I cook.  I want to know how you are, how you’re coping.  And don’t even think about mentioning the rent, okay?”  I say.


Adam nods, his expression brighter, almost cheerful now.  He sits with his small hands resting in his lap, the fringe of his chin length black hair fallen in front of his eyes.  Across his cheeks and the bridge of his nose and chin there is a faint pattern of freckles that, stark on his pale skin.


“Okay.”  He says.


I smile, wait for him to begin talking.




“And then, to make it even worse, the guy mistook me for a girl, and didn’t even correct himself when he saw my face!”  Adam says.


I watch Adam as he talks, sat opposite me at the dining table, his plate half empty.  He is more relaxed, but still obviously unhappy.  I smile, laugh, shake my head in sympathy at his exasperation.


“Well, maybe he wears glasses but didn’t have them on, so was just going on the hair?”  I say in attempt to reassure him.


Adam shakes his head.  His cheeks are still pink, but more from the heat of the kitchen than anything else, his face rosy, green eyes bright and sparkling, his hair swept to one side out of his face.  I try not to stare at his lips as he talks, plush and full.


“So I have a girl’s haircut?  Loads of men have longer hair now, and it’s not like its cut or style is particularly feminine.”


I laugh.


“Well, from a distance maybe?”


Adam shakes his head again, frustrated but content, but I am glad that he is no longer wallowing in gloom and misery.  I know Claire leaving him has been hard and I can’t imagine losing his job has made it easier, so I’m just glad to see him animated, even if it is with annoyance.


For as long as I’ve known Adam I’ve felt close to him, seeing him as a mix of close friend and the younger brother I never had, but recently, watching him grow up, seeing him unhappy in his job, unhappy with himself, struggling with his relationships and debt, I’ve felt something more, an odd mix of emotions stirring every time I’m around him, every time we talk.  There’s something in the way he moves, in the way he smiles at me, in the way he reacts to me, that conjures strong feelings—I want him to be happy, to be comfortable, I want to care for him and help him and… something else, something darker that I try to ignore.


“Is that supposed to make me feel better?  Telling me from a distance that I have a girls haircut?”  Adam says.


“Well, if it helps, I think it’s a pretty good girls haircut.”  I say.


I grin and Adam stares at me, feigns shock, then laughs.  I laugh with him and I am glad to see him smiling, happy, even if just for a moment.


I don’t tell him that I can see why someone might mistake him for a girl, why even seeing his face someone might call him miss.  As a teenager, when we’d first met, Adam had been at best androgynous, but growing up he’s changed so little, that, compared to other man his age, he seems genuinely feminine at times.  His height doesn’t help, but he’s remained slim too, small shoulders and a narrow chest.  Even from the back there’s something girly about him.  Working on his feet all day has given him muscle and tone and bulk in all the wrong places so that his butt and hips, already shapely, have become curvy, full, almost voluptuous.  With the skinny jeans he always wears at times it’s been all I can do to not stare him as he walks by, his backside swaying slightly with each step.


However, it’s his face that seals the deal.  His big, beautiful green eyes, long lashes, are almost mesmerising, his nose dainty, upturned slightly, his cheeks thin with high cheek bones.  His jaw is narrow, so that his face is almost heart shaped, and his lips remain full and plump even when he frowns, becoming almost inviting when he pouts.


If he had a definitively masculine haircut it might help, but he doesn’t.  Instead he’s worn his hair long for years, straight and black with a long fringe that he keeps swept to one side but that sometimes falls enticingly in front of his eyes.  Sure, it wasn’t technically a girls cut, and he did little to style it so that it mostly hung limp and drab, but it wasn’t doing him any favours, or at least, any favours in the way he wanted.


“You’re an arsehole.”  Adam says, still laughing


I grin.  I feel better for having cheered Adam up, taking his mind off his job and Claire even if just for a moment, but I can’t help wishing I could do more, that I could just make him happy, make him see just how special I think he is.


“Yes I am, but I’m also the guy who cooked you dinner, so it’s your job to do the dishes.”   I say—I keep my voice low and flat, a subtle tone.


Adam stares at me for a moment, an odd look in his eye, before nodding.


“Okay, I guess that seems fair.”  He says.


At his easy agreement I feel a familiar flush of excitement, the same small thrill I experience whenever he does as I say, and I resist the urge to demand more.  Adam stares at me for a moment, his smile faltering.


“But seriously Sean… about the rent…”


I raise my hand to silence Adam.


“No, not another word.  I know you’ll pay me back when you can.  We’re friends and friends look after each other.”


Adam smiles again, nods.


“Thank you.  Really.  You’re always there for me and honestly I don’t know what I’d do if not for you.  I will pay you back, I promise, for everything.  I just need to find a way to earn some money.”  Adam says.


I just grin, an odd idea beginning to form after everything Adam has said.


“Try not to worry about it, I’m sure something will come up.”  I say.





Chapter 3. 

I wake up late, taking advantage of one small benefit of being unemployed.  The sun is bright and the noise of traffic and people outside is a dull static that reverberates through my tiny bedroom.  I drag myself out of bed and head through to the bathroom to shower.


The spray of hot water does little to sooth me, my mood sour and miserable.  My first day of unemployment and I’m already sick of it, sick of feeling like a failure, like a burden, so as I wash I resolve to do my best to try to find work, any work, that’ll pay.  I don’t care what I have to do, if it’ll help me make rent then I’ll do it.  

I stand under the flow of water with my eyes closed, reach to the side to grab my bottle of shower gel.  I squeeze a generous dollop into my palm and begin to wash, working up a slick lather of foam.  Within moments the shower is filled with a sweet, floral smell, hints of musk, that I recognise.  I’ve picked up Claire’s soap by mistake and for a moment I pause.  I think about finding my shower gel and washing again to remove the scent of perfume but do not.  Something in the smell, the memory of Claire perhaps, or just the pleasant lingering notes of blossoms, stops me.  It’s not like I need to head out today and the smell is nice, so I leave it, finish washing.  

As I rinse off and towel myself dry I cannot help but remark at how soft my skin is, so much silkier than normal, almost more sensitive, and that, combined by the pleasing feminine smell, sends a shiver through me, as though I am caressing Claire or some other woman, my balls tensing.  I run my hand over my arm, shoulder, chest, slipping it down over my belly, shifting it slowly lower as my cock stiffens.


The clatter of the letterbox from below snaps me from my reverie.  I pull my hand away and sigh. 

“Time enough for that later.”  I say.  “First things first… I need money.”




I pick up the mail from the front step and drop Sean’s at his door before carrying mine up to my small flat, a one bedroom apartment occupying the converted second floor of Sean’s house.  I flick through the envelopes, not sure what I’m hoping to find, a sudden unexpected windfall from a relative I never knew I had perhaps, but there is nothing except overdue bills and demands.


I drop them onto the side in the kitchen, resolving to sort through them later, pay the most urgent and park the rest, and head through to my bedroom.  I drop myself onto the bed and pull out my laptop, power it on, and set to work looking for a way to earn.


The usual job boards prove fruitless, offering only a handful of dreary minimum wage drone positions, but I fire off application, not holding out hope.  I click onto my email, thinking about contacting friends to see if they know of any suitable vacancies that are available, and stop when I notice a new mail at the top of my inbox.


Subject: Need Cash? Work From Home to Earn Easy Money, Apply Now!



For a moment I consider deleting it without even reading it but I figure just having a look can’t hurt and maybe, just maybe, its genuine.  I click on the email to open it and read.


Adam,



Need cash? We’re looking for young, attractive unknowns to expand our portfolio of entertainers and models.  We specialise in the unusual and exotic, with a diverse range of clients all looking for something unique—so don’t feel intimidated it you’re not a classical “model” type… we still want to hear from you!



If you’re interested in the potential to earn by just taking a few pictures and videos in the comfort of your own home then apply now! We only need a clear headshot and a full body shot (underwear only) to see it you meet our requirements.



If you would like to know more please reply to this email including your contact details and the photographs as requested.  If you have any queries please don’t hesitate to contact us.  Please find a sample of the rates we pay attached.



We look forward to hearing from you!



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



 I shake my head, laughing, wondering how gullible they think I am.  I copy the text of the email and search it to confirm my suspicions about it being a scam but I’m surprised when the search comes back with nothing.


I read the email again.  The photos they’re requesting are nothing people couldn’t see on my social media pages—photos of me at the swimming pool on holiday, or at the beach, almost naked except for my shorts—so it’s not like they’ve requested anything incriminating they could blackmail me with.


I click on the attached document and scan through the rates they say they offer.  My eyes widen.  Just for a few photos they pay some serious cash, enough so that just a few assignments would sort me out for rent for the next month, and the videos pay even more.  

I read over the email one last time, shake my head at my own stupidity, barely believing I’m even considering it.  I look back at the potential rates.


“What’s the worst that could happen?  It’s just an underwear photo.”   I say.


I sigh.  I close my laptop and make up my mind, climb off the bed and head through to the living room to find my digital camera.


“I’m an idiot.”  I say to myself.




I take dozens of photos, standing against the drawn curtains in my bedroom so that they form a backdrop, trying to make the photos as professional as I can.  If I’m going to send pictures I want to at least try to sell myself, in the hope that the offer is real.


I set the camera to timer and position it on various pieces of furniture to try to get a variety of angles, standing facing, turned away, hoping to capture a flattering picture of my body and my face, that some trick of the light will make me seem handsome, attractive.


When I stop to look through the photos my heart sinks.  In all of the body shots I look small, scrawny, my upper body slight and my lower body, my butt and hips and legs, too full and curvy for my frame.  I feel my heart sink.  It’s no wonder Claire left me.  Still, I cling to the words “unique” and “unusual”, hoping I might fit that description.  

The photos of my face are a little better, my hair tucked back to show my features clearly.  I know I’m not classically handsome, but my face is symmetrical, almost striking, and in the right light I think it’s not unattractive.


I choose four pictures, trying not to get too disheartened about how I look, trying not to pin too much hope on this almost certainly scam offer, and attach them to a reply containing a few contact details.  I take a deep breath and, before I can change my mind, I click send.  The open email client works for a split second and then it’s done, the email sent, and I hope I’ve not made a massive mistake.





Chapter 4. 

I trudge up the stairs and unlock my front door, head through to the living room, dropping my bag and kicking off my shoes as I go, and I throw myself onto the couch, face down.  I lie there for a time, sweltering in the warm room, perspiring, exhausted physically and emotionally.


I’ve tried shops, cafes, restaurants, recruitment agents, offices and none of them even bothered to take my details.  No vacancies for someone with my skills, no vacancies for someone with my experience, no vacancies no vacancies no vacancies.  There’s only so much rejection a man can take before he starts to crack, and I was well past just cracking.  I was tired of trying, and failing, struggling on only to get nowhere, no job, no love life, no prospects—I was a failure.


I roll over, onto my back, and stare at the ceiling for a time before turning to stare out the window, the blue sky, a few thin wisps of cloud.  I take a deep breath and gird myself, resolve to forge on.


“Never surrender.”  I say, my voice weak and meek, barely a whisper.


I sit up and rise to my feet, walk through to kitchen to grab a glass of water, then head through to my bedroom to grab my laptop.  There’s still plenty of time to fire off a few dozen applications online.  Maybe I’d get lucky.


I sit back on the bed, the bedroom cooler than the living room, and powered on my computer, sipping my water as I wait for it to boot.  

When it finally starts up I click open my browser and my email and stall.  At the top of my inbox is a new email from the same sender as before.


Subject: Congratulations! You’re just what we’ve been looking for, OFFER inside!



I stare at the email for a moment then, before I change my mind, I click it open.


Adam,



Your photos were very well received. We’d love to have you work for us and have several up-coming jobs that we think you’d be perfect for.



As I read I feel a sudden thrill, the rates from the previous email spring to mind and I wonder quite how many jobs they might be able to offer me.  Maybe there’s a chance I can make rent after all, finally pay Sean back for all his kindness.


However, there is one small issue to deal with first. Since these jobs are all of a particular type, we will need you to do a test shoot for us first (for which you will of course be paid in full). These test photos will then be used to market you to clients looking for models. If you are happy to do a test shoot for us, please acknowledge by accepting the payment by clicking on the link included below.  Once payment has been accepted we will ship you a package containing the instructions for your test shoot, as well as any materials you will need.



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



I dither for only a moment before clicking the link included in the email, wondering if they’re really offering me payment for a few test photos.  Maybe there’s hope for me after all.


A web page loads asking for confirmation that I accept a pending transfer.  The amount listed it not insubstantial.  All I need to do is take a few photos at home according to their instructions, and the money is already there, waiting for me to accept it, with the potential for more.  I pause for a moment, my cursor hovering over the accept payment button.  Fantasies of me as a successful model, money and women, rise unbidden.  I cannot help but smile and I click the button.


Transfer successful



I click over to my bank to check and sure enough the money is already there.  I guess now I just need to wait for the package.  I exhale a sigh of relief, a heavy weight lifted suddenly off my shoulders.


“Guess I have time for a shower.”  I say, grinning.




The water is hot, pleasant.  I let it rinse away the day’s grime and sweat, my muscles relaxing.  I reach out for my shower gel and notice, next to it, Claire’s bottle of moisturising soap.  My skin has been feeling soft, delicate, almost more sensitive after using it and the smell is so much nicer than the blunt, dull fragrance of mine.


I pick up the bottle of Claire’s soap and squeeze out a generous dollop.  I work the soap into a thick lather over my arms, chest, neck, taking my time, my back tingling.  The scent of it is heady, almost intoxicating, and I can feel my body relaxing, my skin so soft and smooth.  I close my eyes and think of the look on Sean’s face as I pay him back with all the money I’m going to earn, finally able to repay him for all the times he’s been kind or generous.


My hands slip lower, over my belly, round to my butt, the soap foam slick and comforting.  I imagine Sean’s smile, his eyes, and there is almost a knot in my stomach.  I squeeze my butt cheeks as a I wash them, the flesh full and pillowy.  I squeeze harder, letting out a little gasp, the pain almost pleasant, and the knot in my stomach grows tighter, an odd surge of emotions.  My cock stiffens.


A knock at my door snaps me from my day dream.  The image of Sean vanishes and my cheeks are flush, my cock throbbing.  I rinse off quickly, flustered and confused by the mental images that still linger, and grab a towel.  There is a second knock


“Just coming.”  I yell.


There is not a third knock and I hurry from the bathroom to the front door, still dripping, the scent of Claire’s soap following me.  I reach the front door and pull it open, holding the towel around my waist with one hand.


Sean stands outside my door holding a small cardboard box.  He is smiling, his eyes bright and kind and I feel my cheeks flush bright red as the emotions of the shower resurface.  I bite my bottom lip, try to seem calm.


“Hey Adam, sorry, I didn’t know you were in the shower.  This was just delivered for you.”  Sean says.


He offers me the box and I take it with one hand, the other still gripping the towel around my waist.  The box is light.


“New soap?  You smell… really good.”  Sean says, smiling.


There is no trace of sarcasm or mockery in his tone and I feel my face grow hotter.  I nod, mumble.  My heart is racing, a quiet thunder in the cavern of my skull.


“You okay?  You look a little frazzled.”  Sean says—his tone is caring, gentle but strong.


I stare up into his kind, grey-blue eyes.  He watches me, clearly worried.  I force a smile.


“I’m fine, really.  Just, you know, in the middle of a shower.”


Sean nods.


“Sorry, yeah, of course.  Well, just wanted to drop your package off.  You have fun.”  Sean says.


“Thanks.  See you later.”  I say.


I watch as Sean turns to head back down the stairs, watching him go for only a moment before closing the door. 

I look down at the box, labelled with my name on a printed tag, but nothing else.  Hand delivered then, and far faster than I was expecting.


“Well, I suppose I better get started.  The sooner I do this the sooner I can be paid again.”  I say to myself.




“You have got to be kidding me!”  I whisper is disbelief. 

I stare at the contents of the box in almost horror.  It is full of lacy, silky lingerie, stockings and suspenders and panties, string like thongs and slinky briefs, black and red and pink.


“They’ve got to have sent me the wrong box.  How am I mean to clear this up?”


I reach into the box and rummage amongst the underwear for a note, a letter, anything.  The underwear is all soft, almost enticing, and I cannot help but imagine what it would look like on a sexy girl.  My hand claps around a piece of paper and I tug it out, unfold it.  My heart sinks.  It is addressed to me.


Adam,



I’m sure by now you’ve seen the wonderful variety of pretty underwear we’ve sent you.  We assumed you didn’t own any of your own yet, so consider this our signing on gift.  You’ll be needing them!



For your test shoot we’d like you to wear a pair of panties, and stockings, matching colours, and take a few photographs that we can show to prospective clients.  Try your best to be alluring and sexy, as this will make you stand out, but having seen your application photographs I’m certain you’ll look amazing! Below are a few suggested poses to try, though feel free to go a little wild! About twenty full body images should suffice.



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



They want me to wear women’s underwear for the photos, want me to be sexy.  I feel giddy, faint, and slightly nauseous.  I should have know the offer was too good to be true, that I was never going to be model material.


I look through the list of poses, the descriptions bringing to mind the sexy, slutty women I’ve seen in top-shelf magazines.  I look back to the underwear in the box, cannot help but imagine how I might look in them.  Are they serious?  Do they really think I’d look amazing?


For a moment I feel almost complimented, a rush of emotions that is hard to process.  A small smile flickers.  I’ve already been paid and the underwear in the box can’t have been cheap.  Clearly they see something in me, in the photos I sent them, and the money is good, really, really good.


I reach over to tip the box up, emptying the contents onto my bed, and pick through the panties and suspenders and stocking to find a black set that seems to match.  The panties are relatively full, with a high waist and cut high around the butt cheeks.  The fabric lacy and patterned with fine filigree, so much softer than the underwear I’m used to wearing.  The stocking are black gossamer, seamed, with lacy tops, the material wonderfully smooth.  The suspender belt is decorated with lace like the panties and the stocking tops, with four straps running down to hold up the stockings.  

“I suppose these aren’t too bad.”  I say.


My cheeks are warm, my heart beats quickly.  There is a tingle in my balls, an excitement, that I try to ignore.


“And I have already been paid.”




I pull the panties on first, the glossy, silky material gliding up my legs easily, so smooth compared to the coarse cotton of my usual, saggy boxers.  I pull them sung, taught.  For a moment I worry that the small crotch will be unable to contain me but it does, easily, my small cock and balls fitting snugly, humiliatingly, into the tiny feminine underwear.  As I adjust them the fabric at the back slips tantalisingly between my arse cheeks, a caress that makes me shiver, the high cut seat cupping and lifting my butt cheeks.


They feel disturbingly pleasant, almost right, and even though my cock has hardened at the feel of them, the silky confines wrapped around my butt and hips and balls, they still cover me completely.  I shudder, blushing, burning with a strange longing I have never known before.


Next I pull on the stockings, slipping them up my legs.  I have never been particularly hairy, so there is little to ruin the look of them.  The way they conform to the shape of my legs, my calves and thighs, the way the fabric feels on my skin, smooth and so wonderfully gentle, makes my balls tighten and cock harden even further.  Finally I put on the suspender belt, fastening it around my waist, struggling for a moment to fasten the straps to the tops of my stockings before finally getting the hand of it.  I look down at myself, almost mesmerised by the way the lingerie feels, the feminine embrace, the way the stockings make my legs seem longer, the way the suspender belt makes my hips and thighs seem curvy, the way the panties make my butt look cute and round and full.  The bulge in the panties is small but impossible to hide.


“I guess it’s time to take the photos then.”  I say.


I set the camera onto timer and stand in front of my bedroom curtains again.  I try to pose, look hot, imagine I am a sexy woman posing for the camera, posing to excite unseen men.


The thought sends a new surge of arousal through me and I reach down to run both hands over my body, caressing my hips, butt, crotch.  I bite my bottom lip, moaning—a whimper that is soft, quiet, desperate, and that does not sound like me, too feminine, too sexy.   I squeeze my legs together and wiggle my butt.  The camera goes off.
I set it to timer again, and again, and again.  Each time I take a new pose, at first following the instructions, but then, as I become more comfortable, finding new, more exciting poses, flirting with the camera, teasing it, grinning and giggling.  My hands roam over my body, my cock strains in the panties, and I grow flush, excited, enjoy myself.  For the first time in a long time I feel desirable, sexy, happy.
The camera clicks for the last time and I am left feeling almost euphoric.  My heart is racing, my face flush, and I am breathing in quick, shallow gasps.
I pick up a bath robe and slip it on, still wearing the underwear, and pick up the camera. As I walk the panties slide deeper into my crack, caressing me, snug around my stiff cock, and I can’t help but wiggle, my hips swaying with each step, savouring the sensation.
I plug in my camera and open up the image folder to look through the photos.  As I look through them I almost cannot believe my eyes.  I stare at images of myself, striking sultry, sexy, outlandish poses, my hands roaming my body. 
I look… hot, almost beautiful.  My butt and thighs are round, soft, curvy, while my upper body is slender, narrow shoulders and thin arms, a flat chest and stomach.  With my long black hair and my feminine features I looked almost girly, pretty, with the one exception of the small but prominent bulge in my panties.
My panties.  Already they are my panties.  I cannot deny that I like the way they fit me, that I like the way they make me look, the way they make me feel.  I imagine for second the way a man might look at me, the way Sean might look at me, imagine the look of lust in his eyes if he were to see me dressed and posing like I was in the  photos and I moan, a whimpered girly sigh, bite my bottom lip harder, squeeze my legs together.
I choose twenty five images from among the many I took.  The hottest, sexiest, hoping this is what they want.  I attach them to an email and, acting before I have a chance to begin doubting myself, I click send.  There is a small pit of fear and doubt in my stomach but, stronger, bolder, overpowering it, is a bright spark of arousal and elation.  I click back to the images of me, posing, dressed in underwear, and my cock again begins to harden. 

I reach down to caress the bulge in my panties then stop myself.  I shake my head to clear away the lurid thoughts but they are not easily dismissed.


“God, what am I doing.  I just need the money.”   I say.


I pull my hand off my cock and shut off my laptop, head through to the kitchen to get myself a drink, still wearing my panties, stockings, suspenders.  My butt and my hips sway as I walk and the sensation sends a shiver of excitement and pleasure along my spine and I cannot help but smile, still blushing.





Chapter 5. 

Adam’s scent follows me downstairs, a subtle, sweet floral perfume, and I take a deep breath.  I cannot help but smile as I remember his face, flush from embarrassment, still damp from the shower.  He looked so cute and uncomfortable, flustered, his bright green eyes wide as he stared up at me, almost fearful.


I jump down the last few steps and land in the hall, turn to my door and open it, slip into my flat, my rooms occupying the entire down stairs of the building.  I head through to the living room to wait.  I flop down onto my sofa, grab my laptop and try to remain patient, try not to think about the box, about Adam, about what I am doing, but I fail.  I try to feel even a little guilty, but cannot.  I am too excited, too eager to see if I am right about my suspicions.   The thought of Adam, dressed in the panties and the stocking and the suspenders I put in the box has my cock already aching in my pants.


I click open my email and I settle in to wait.  I picture Adam, posing, looking sexy, pretty, obeying my instructions, dressed for me, and I feel a delightful warm glow spread through me, more powerful than arousal, more intoxicating and overwhelming than sex.  I grin and my cock begins to stir in my pants at just the thought.




The small alert of new mail snaps me out of my daze.  I look at the newest email in the almost empty inbox of the false account I set up and break into a wide, eager smile.


Subject: Test shoot photos, as requested.



I cannot open the email fast enough, click the unread mail icon, and after a few moments a series of images load, each more breathtaking than the last.  My cock, already half hard, stiffens further, aching.  My heart races.


“Fuck!”  I whisper.


The images, of Adam, dressed in black panties, seamed stockings, suspender belt, are all stunning.  He has obeyed me and that alone excites me, but seeing him, in the lingerie I sent him, is almost overwhelming.  He is gorgeous—a beautiful, sexual creature conjured from my wildest dreams.  

In each photo he strikes a pose, as detailed in my instructions, obeying me like a good girl.  I grin, scroll slowly through the images.  There are more than I requested, the last few original poses of Adam’s creation.  Adam’s body is breathtaking, svelte and almost curvaceous, his thighs and hips and butt round and full, his shoulders narrow, his chest and stomach flat.  It is his heart-shaped face though, freckled cheeks, his big green eyes, full lips, dark hair, that mesmerises me.  Though it is clear he is nervous, a slight timidity in his eyes, he is smiling—the grin is subtle, uncertain, but genuine, as though some small part of him is enjoying dressing, posing, obeying, and the small bulge in his panties only confirms that.


“I was right, you make a very pretty girl.”


My words are an understatement.  He is more than pretty.  

I’d always thought Adam was attractive but had tried to put it down to confusion, to our close bond forged over common interests, trying over the years to bury the feelings.  I had, for the most part, succeeded, until recently.


Drunk one night, horny, I settled in to watch some porn, but found none of my usual favourites exciting, so I set to browsing.  It wasn’t long until I’d discovered a new world of femme-bois, sissies, and pretty traps, and I don’t think my dick has ever gotten harder quicker.


Watching those videos had brought all my old feelings for Adam back, and more.  I saw him in the place of those pretty boys, dressed in feminine clothes and underwear, performing for strong, dominant men.  I imaged him performing for me, obeying me, looking perfect as a dolled up play thing, pretty and sexy and alluring.


I’d woken up the next day hung over and full of regret, but the door had been opened and I’ve been unable to stop thinking about him, to stop imaging him, to stop fantasising about him.  Every time I see him, am near him, I feel it, the strange powerful attraction, the need to take control of him, to desire to see him pretty, and obedient.  The urge to possess him.  So, weak to his charms, drawn to him, I’d taken advantage of an opportunity


I was right though.  All along I was right.  The pictures are proof.  He is beautiful, pretty, stunning.  He makes an incredibly sexy girl and the rock hard bulge in my pants was testimony to that.




I put my lap top to the side and open up my favourite picture, a photo of Adam with his back to the camera, turned to look back over his shoulder into the lens, smiling.  His green eyes sparkled, one leg lifted slightly so that only his toes were still on the floor.  He stood with his hands on his hips, back bent to raise his butt so that it seemed almost swollen, round and pert, begging to be slapped.


I reach down to my belt and undo my trousers, reach into my pants to fish out my cock, my girthy length swollen and aching, throbbing with the beating of my heart.  My dick is already drooling precum, slick, lubricating.


I run my fingers and palm over the crown, moaning at the sensation, a tingle running up my spine.  I stare at Adam’s picture, imagine that his fingers are caressing me.  I run my hand lower, close my fist around my shaft, and begin to stroke.  I stare into Adam’s eyes, picture him, dressed as he is, beautiful, submissive, knelt before me, begging me.  I stroke harder.


“Fuck yes!”  I moan.


I imagine Adam with his mouth open, whining, pleading.  I stare at the image of him, pert and alluring, inviting, his plump lips grinning, his eyes full of some secret promise of pleasure.  He seems shy, unsure, but, more than that, happy, comfortable in a way I’ve never seen him before.  I imagine comforting him, reassuring him, caring for him, claiming him.


I stroke faster, harder.  My balls tense, a flutter in my stomach, my pleasure close, my cock like steel, aching, almost painful, drooling.


“You dirty girl.”  I whisper.


My balls spasm, my cock twitches, and I cum, spewing my load across the screen of my laptop, across the image of Adam.  I cum hard, over and over, the intensity of my orgasm almost overpowering, my mind going blank for a second.  I stare at Adam’s photo, grinning, breathing heavily, my heart thundering.


Already my mind is racing with the possibilities of Adam’s next assignment.


“Well, I guess I need to go shopping.  Get my pretty toy a few more accessories.”  I say.





Chapter 6. 

I check my email first thing, nervous, half dread, half excitement.  When I see the now familiar sender I break into a smile, heart skipping at the possibilities of what the email might contain.


Subject: First Assignment!



My first assignment.  Clearly my photos were good enough and already there’s a chance to earn more.  There is a fluttering in my gut at the thought of what I’ll be asked to wear this time, how I’ll be told to pose.  The thought of dressing again in my panties and stockings thrills me despite my trepidation, my nervousness about again exposing myself in front of the camera.  I wonder what colour panties I’ll be made to wear, how they might feel, how I’ll look.


I click on the email to open it.


Adam,



Your test photographs were exceptional! I knew you’d do a wonderful job and I’m delighted with how they turned out. You are exactly what we’ve been looking for.



It seems that others also agree.  You’ve had your first offer of work from a client.  The works should be no more demanding than the test photo-shoot you’ve already done, though there is the additional request for video along with photographs for this session (your rate has been adjusted to reflect this).



As before, simply clink below to accept payment if you agree to this assignment. Once you have accepted payment we will deliver you instructions and any further materials you might need.  I look forward to seeing your work, and remember… have fun!



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



A video.  My head spins.  What am I expected to do on a video?


Before I can over think the assignment I click on the accept payment link.  I see the rate I am being offered and my head reels.  It is almost double the previous rate.


If I accept then I am agreeing to perform on video, fulfilling a request I’ve yet to see.  Still, the photo-shoot wasn’t too bad, and in the end had been kind of fun, giving me a certain thrill, a boost of confidence that at least to some people I was desirable.  I look at the figure on screen, thinking about another chance to dress up in my new lingerie, a excuse to be pretty, a chance to be wanted.  The email says “no more demanding” than what I’ve already done.


I click to accept payment and I smile, grinning.  There is a flutter of excitement in my belly, my small cock twitching at the thought of wearing panties again.


“It’s just for the money, and until I have enough to pay Sean back.”  I say—my voice less than sure.




I carry the package upstairs, hurrying.  It is heavier than the first, the weight shifting as I race up the steps to my flat.  Again it is labelled with only my name, hand delivered, though there had been no one at the front door when I had answered it.


I try not to think too hard about it, glad that at least the deliveries are quick, that I can get my assignment done soon, and perhaps get onto the next one sooner, earn more.  I’m doing this for the money after all.  That I’m having fun, that I’m excited to see what it is I’ll have to do, is just a pleasant bonus.


I slip into my flat and lock the front door, head through to my bedroom and drop the box onto my bed.  I sit down beside it, tear it open, and tip the contents out.  There is a single sheet of folded paper amongst tubs and pots and palettes of makeup, lipsticks, mascaras, eye shadows, nail varnish, creams and blushes, a set of brushes.  My face flushes, suddenly too hot.


In amongst the makeup is a razor, a pink handle, shaving foam, a tub of hair removal cream, and a tub of moisturiser.  Finally, as though to emphasise what is expected of me, there is a pair of bright pink high heels, in my size.


“Shit.”  I whisper.


My heart is racing, thundering.  I can already imagine what the instructions say.  I reach out and pick up the sheet of paper, unfold it.


Adam,



As part of your assignment, the client has requested that you are hairless and smooth from the eyebrows down.  This is not an uncommon request in your line of work, and should ensure you are looking your absolute best in your pretty lingerie!  The moisturiser we have provided will help soothe any irritation following shaving around your more intimate areas.



They have also requested you be made up to accentuate your natural beauty with make-up, though you should NOT cover up your freckles.  Before the photo-shoot and video please make use of the included supplies. Below are a list of useful tutorials that should help you achieve the look you should be aiming for, and please take a moment before beginning to style your hair, again using the tutorial included below.



Finally, the heels are to worn for the photo-shoot, along with your black stockings, pink suspender belt, and pink panties.  You should include photographs of the poses we have listed, and for the video, you are to dance (NOT strip!) in an enticing manner to the song you will find at the link listed.  Do your best to be sexual and erotic, and be sure to enjoy yourself… your previous photographs showed you were a natural performer and the energy you projected was delicious!



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



I have to shave my body smooth?  Make-up?  Style my hair?  And dance erotically?


My head is spinning, my heart racing.  I look down at the razor and the shaving creams, the hair removal lotion and the moisturiser.  I imagine how the stockings will feel on smooth legs, a subtle tingle in my crotch at the thought.


“I suppose I have to now I’ve already accepted payment.”  I say.




I apply the hair removal cream to my legs and arms and chest.  As it sits I shave my face and under my armpits, removing any trace of hair, as though erasing my old identity.  I stare at my reflection, head spinning, barely able to believe what I am doing, unable to deny the sense of subtle anticipation or excitement, eager to see how I will look.  Once the cream has sat I turn on the shower, let the water heat, step into the water to rinse it off.  I am amazed at how soft and creamy my legs and body are, smooth and delicate.  Next I shave around my little cock and balls, shave my butt and my crack, careful to rid myself of any remaining hairs.  As I stare down at my body I am taken aback but how feminine it suddenly seems, my flesh flawless, soft and inviting, my legs and butt and hips girly.  I run my hands over my skin, my cock throbbing as I caress myself.
When I am finally finished and satisfied I step out of the shower and shut off the water, dry myself with a towel then apply the moisturiser to my entire body, the scent floral and sweet, obviously feminine, and it leaves my skin tingly and even softer.  The sensation of my hands rubbing the lotion into my skin, my body so soft and smooth, causes my cock to swell slightly.
Next I settle down to apply my make-up, remembering the details from the videos I watched.  I work first to paint my nails, fingers and toes.  I work slowly, methodically, and as I wait for the last coat to dry I look down at my hands and feet, suddenly so much more delicate, my nails a bright, vibrant pink that screams sexy girl.
I focus next on my eyes.  It takes a little practice to get right, but again with the guidance of the internet I achieve the look I am going for.  I stare at the mirror when finished almost hypnotised by my reflection—I am beautiful, my lids shadowed with dark pinks and purples that makes my green eyes even greener, my eyes outlined with dark eye-liner that makes them seem even larger, and my lashes heavy with mascara that makes them seem unnaturally long and full.  After my eyes I apply my lipstick with a brush, a vibrant pink to match my nails and that sets off the dark pink of my eye-shadow.  I finish my lips with layer of gloss that makes them look lush and full and wet, plump and inviting.
I take a moment to style my hair, adding product to tease out a subtle wave, giving it a ruffled, dishevelled look that adds body.  I sweep my fringe over my eyes.
Finally I dress.  I pull on my pink panties and my suspender belt.  Next I draw my stockings up my legs, my skin smooth now so that they glide over my calves and thighs, a gentle whispered caress, silky, a tingle running up my spine from my balls to the base of my neck.  I clip my stockings into my suspender belt before pulling on my heels.  The heels are high, precarious, forcing me to stand in a way that pushes my butt out behind me.
Finished, I step back, unsteady in my heels, my hips and butt wiggling as I take small steps, to take in the full picture for the first time.  I stare at my reflection in shock, confronted with an image of raw, sexual, feminine beauty.  I am breathtaking, beautiful.  My cock throbs, swelling at the sight.  I cannot help but smile, content, happy with the way I look in a way I have never been before, a sense of deep satisfaction and completeness.
“I guess it’s for me to perform.”  I say—my voice seems unnatural, softer, quieter, a raw female eroticism.
My smile widens and I giggle, wiggling where I stand.  I lift my arms, my hips and butt moving to some imaginary beat, my dance alluring, sexual, provocative.  My cock stiffens as I watch myself, giddy with excitement and nerves.
“I suppose I could learn to enjoy this.”  I whisper to myself.
My words thrill me, fill me with a surge of emotions.  I bite my bottom lip gently.  Already I know that there is no going back.
 

Taking the photos is easy enough, easier than the first two times, and the poses are simple and straight forward.  I place the camera on timer and position it on various pieces of furniture, standing again in front of my curtains as a backdrop. 
As I pose, contorting my body into the shapes and configurations requested, I cannot help but flush, my cheeks warm.  I imagine watching myself, seeing a pretty girl posing as I am posing, offering herself to the camera as I am offering myself.  My cock is stiff in my panties and I am breathing heavily.  As the timer counts down I take my pose, hold it, smile for the camera, my smile bright and genuine, full of excitement.
I look through the images as I take them, reviewing them on the small screen of the camera, I frown, not entirely happy with them.  The shadows are off and I can’t quite get the angles I want, the photos failing to show off my butt or my hips or my face in quite the way I want them too.  If I’m going to keep doing this I should probably invest in some better equipment, a tripod, flash, reflectors, perhaps a proper backdrop, make sure I really look my best—a part of me rails at the idea of making more effort to look good as a girl, in lingerie and heels and make-up, but a louder part, and growing louder, wants to look good, pretty, sexy, and wants to make every effort to look as glamorous as possible, to be as stunning as I can be.
Finally, with the pictures taken, I turn my attention to the video and the dance.  My stomach flutters with nerves even though I am alone, my hands shaking slightly.  I find the song requested in the video, a slow, heavy, grinding beat that almost demands I writhe and gyrate to it, my hips and butt almost moving on their own as it plays, and I listen to it twice, imagining how I might move, how I might want to see a sexy girl dance to it, if she were dressed as I am dressed.  As I listen my smile returns, brighter, and the nervous flutter in my stomach becomes anticipation, excitement.
Ready, a routine of sorts in mind, I rise to my feet and prime the song, set the camera in a good spot and ready myself.  I hit play on the camera and then set the song to start.  The song begins, the beat thrumming, and I strut on my heels, wiggling my butt and hips in time with the music, into shot.  As the music builds I stop, begin to dance.  My heart is thundering, almost louder than the music, but I am grinning, flush, almost giddy.
I move my hips, raise my hands slowly, running them over my shoulders and arms as I turn, slowly, hips and butt gyrating.  My smile is wide, my cheeks aching, and I almost laugh, my small cock aching in my panties.  The thought of a man watching me dance, finding my pretty, sexy, being excited by me, perhaps even masturbating and cumming to me, fills me with joy and arousal.  I feel desirable, wanted, powerful even as I perform to please others.
The music continues, drumming, and I move with it, swaying in time, allowing the beat to guide my actions, forcing as much sex appeal into my movements as I can, stepping carefully in my heels, wiggling in my panties and stockings and suspender belt.  I tussle my hair, flick my head, look back at the camera, smiling, biting my bottom lip, licking my lips, making eye contact with the viewer who will watch me, enticing him.
I run my hands down, crossing my arms to caress my shoulders, chest, sides, uncrossing them and caressing my hips, butt, my panties soft, silky, my skin sensitive and tingling, hairless and smooth.  I bend at my knees as I gyrate, caressing my legs, the stockings silken, my skin flawless now, my legs magnificent, sexual, sensual.  I shiver, a tingle running up my spine, moan at the caress, a quiet whimper.
The music thunders and I rise back to standing, running my hands back up my legs.  As I shift I run one hands over my small, swollen cock, and I shudder at the contact.  My hand lingers there, a soft squeeze as I dance, lifting my other hand to my chest, to my nipples, squeezing.  My eyes close and my hands closes around my panty clad cock, grasping, rubbing.  My panties are damp with precum, my small cock as hard as it has ever been.
I bite my bottom lip as I moan, whimpering, the sound quiet and girly, and I picture myself being watched as I dance and fondle myself.  I imagine making others hard, my body arousing them, enticing them, pleasing them.  I am giddy, euphoric, powerful and confident and happy.
My balls tense, the fluttering in my belly growing more intense.  My cock swells, my orgasm rapidly approaching.  I grip my small cock harder, rubbing as I dance.  I open my eyes stare at the camera, at my viewers, those watching, suddenly daring, bold.  I lick my lips as I grind into my hand.  The music stops and I am suddenly back in my room, staring at the glass lens.  I pull my hand away quickly, flustered, barely able to believe what I was doing.  I stand for a moment, dizzy, my arousal subsiding, then step off towards the camera to switch it off.
My heart is racing and I am breathing heavy, sweating, my cock still hard.  My head is spinning.
“What the hell is happening to me?”  I whisper.
I am still dizzy, still flustered.  I upload the images and videos from my camera to my laptop and attach them to an email, and click send.  Exhausted, drained emotionally and physically, confused, I kick off my heels and flop down onto my bed to rest.




Chapter 7.
I wake well rested, roll onto my back, open my eyes, and stretch.  My body feels strangle, tingly, soft.  I look down and see that I am still wearing my panties, stockings, suspender belt, and I smile.  My body looks strange, almost alien, still unfamiliar, but I cannot deny that the sight is pleasing.
Hairless, smooth, the lingerie hugs my hips and butt, the stockings shaping my legs so that they seem longer, sexier.  They feel slinky, and I rub my feet together, savouring the gentle friction, the tingle that runs up my spine, and for a moment I dwell happily in that moment between sleep and full waking, my little cock swelling as I delight in the feel of my girly underwear.
My mind drifts back to yesterday and I remember taking the photos, the video, the dance.  There is a tingle of arousal, but also a moment of dread.
“What am I doing?”  I say to myself.
I force myself to sit up and I roll over to grab my laptop, open it, and open my email.  There is already a reply.
Subject: Great work Adam! And you have a new assignment!

My heart soars and sinks at the same time.  They liked the photos and the videos, and they have more work for me, but at same time, a small part of me recoils that they’re pleased with how I perform as a sexy girl in pretty lingerie.
I take a deep a deep breath an open the email.
Adam,

Well done on your assignment.  Your photos were excellent and the dance… wow!  You really outdid yourself. I’ve already heard from your client and he is very, very happy with what you produced and has already contacted us about further work for you.

I cannot help but grin.  I was good, better than good.  People liked my photos and video.  My heart skips and I am giddy at the thought that I am desirable, wanted, lusted after.  The feeling is intoxicating and I wonder just how much my client enjoyed my dance and there is a small flutter of excitement at the thought of him getting off to watching me, a rush of power and confidence that thrills me.
My small cock stiffens and I squirm.  I am still horny from yesterday, still craving relief.  My mind races with images of people watching me, aroused by me, by my body and my pretty, made-up face.  I bite my bottom lip, squeezing my legs together, a fluttering in my belly.  I reach down to rub the bulge in my panties but stop myself.
Our client has requested you for a private, live show, with sound and interactive text chat.  The rates for these are quite impressive (see our enclosed offer linked below) and I am absolutely certain that you’ll impress.  However, these can be quite demanding, and, since you’re new, I would understand if you felt you weren’t quite ready for this.

Obviously you would be expected to be fully made up again, and they have requested the same outfit as you wore for your dance with a few additions that we will send to you should you accept the offer.  I do hope you accept, and I know you will exceed all expectations, as always.  You’re quickly becoming one of our most sought after models!

I look forward to hearing from you and seeing more of your work.

Regards,

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



My heart flutters.  Before I can even process the request I click on the link to see what sort of rate they are offering.
When I see the amount pending I wish I hadn’t.  A live show, performing while someone watches, perhaps even makes requests, demands, listening to me is too much.  Who knows what I’ll be asked to do.  Yet, the amount they’re offering me is not trivial.  I could finally pay off my outstanding bills and pay Sean back at least some of the rent I owe him, maybe even buy myself a few nice things, like food.
My mouth is dry, mind foggy.  I think back to my dance, my cock aching.  I remember how much I enjoyed it, performing, thinking of those watching me, being excited by me, my hands on my body, smooth and slinky, sexy.  I remember how close I came to cumming.
I have no other plans today and I can’t pretend like yesterday wasn’t at least a little fun.  The money would be nice and it’s not like I’d be at risk.  It’s only a cam show, one viewer.
The uncertainty of what I will be asked to do unnerves me, but also excites me.  I wonder what new “additions” I might be sent, how I might do my make-up this time to improve upon yesterday.  I wonder how quickly I might be able to satisfy my client and I am grinning, beaming.  I squirm on my bed, my little cock now rock hard.
It would give me another excuse to dress up, a reason to be pretty.  I look across my bedroom to my normal clothes that lay heaped on the floor, the alternative to my panties and stockings and heels.
I turn back to my laptop and click accept.
“I suppose I probably have time for a shower.”  I say to myself—my smile is wide and eager and almost giddy.




Chapter 8. 

I listen as Adam carries the package I left by the front door up to his flat, the quick beat of his footsteps as he hurries, hopeful not to be discovered.  My heart is racing, excited, and I settle down on my sofa to wait.


I open my laptop, imaging Adam getting opening the box, his reaction to the contents, the instructions, and picture his wavering uncertainty, his fretfulness, nervousness, finding pleasure in the mental image of his almost frightened expression as he struggles to obey.  I picture him getting ready, doing his make-up, hair, getting dressed in the underwear and outfit I have chosen for him, and my cock swells.


I click on my desktop, open the folder containing his photos and his video, click open his video, for what feels like the hundredth time, and wait for the player to open.  The music starts and I watch as Adam, dressed in panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, his face breathtaking, green eyes and freckles, begins his dance.  His movements are hypnotic and my cock engorges, becoming massive, almost painful.  I consider pulling it out and masturbating, again, to the video of Adam dancing, but decide against it, choosing to save my pleasure for what I hope is to come.


I watch as Adam wiggles, his butt and hips swaying in time with the music.  His smile is bright, his pleasure obvious not just in the bugle in his panties.  He is everything I hoped for and more and I am overwhelmed again by the desire to have him, claim him.


As Adam’s dance progresses, his hands roaming his body, I am snapped from my focus by the ping of the alert I set up.  Adam has logged onto the private chat I set up.  He is ready.  My heart swells and I feel a rush of exhilaration unlike anything else.  He is waiting for me.




The video window shows Adam, sat on his bed.  The camera is focussed on his face so I cannot see his body, but his face is stunning, truly beautiful, his make-up subtly different to yesterday, the colours and style changed to make him seem more innocent, flirtatious and coy instead of sultry.  The look pleases me and I smile.  He seems slightly awkward—his expression is fretful, almost fearful, and I feel a pang of guilt.  My heart goes out to him and I want more than anything to hold him, comfort him.


“You look amazing.”  I type.


Adam’s expression shifts, still nervous, but pleased by my compliment.  He smiles.


“Thanks.  I tried my best to look pretty for you.”  He says.


His voice seems softer, quieter, and I realise that he is doing his best to sound girly, seductive.  It was not in the instructions but I find myself delighted that he has taken the initiative, that he is allowing himself to feel comfortable in his new persona.


My smile widens and my guilt is drowned by a feeling close to euphoria.  I am giddy, the rush of pleasure I feel at knowing he wants to please me, that he has done all this for me, is almost suffocating.


“Can I see the rest of you?  I’d like to see how you look in what I picked out for you.”


Adam nods, shifts on his bed.  He moves the laptop and rises to his feet, steps back to show his face and body in the same shot.  He is pure sex, pretty and feminine and sensual, his panties snug around his butt and cock, his stocking clad legs long and shapely.  It is the corset though that catches my attention, the way the black silk and lace bodice confines his waist, making his hips seem fuller, rounder.  He turns slowly, tottering in his pink high heels, his butt inviting, legs so smooth.  As he turns back to face the camera I can see that he is blushing, his freckled cheeks pink.  There is now a small but prominent bulge in his panties.


“Very nice.  You look even better than I hoped.  But what am I to call you?  You’re far too pretty to be called Adam…”


Adam stares at his screen for a moment, shifting nervously.  I can see that the blush in his cheeks is deeper, his green eyes stunning.


“How about Amy?”  I type.


Amy nods.


“I like that.”  She says—her voice is soft, quiet, a soothing whisper.


Her smile tells me that her words are genuine.


“Now, how are you feeling Amy?”  I ask.


Amy stands for a moment, chews at her bottom lip.


“Nervous, this is my first time doing anything like this, but I’m a little excited, though you probably noticed.”  Amy says—she laughs, giggling, blushing.


“Yes, that cute bulge in your panties does give it away a little.  Now, how about we get started?  I have so many wonderful little things in mind for our time together and I know you’re going to be just wonderful.”  I type.


Amy nods.  She stares at the camera, as though making eye contact.


“I think I’d like that.”  She says.


“Then kneel for me Amy, knees shoulder width apart, facing the camera, your hands behind your head.  Keep your mouth open.”  I type.


“Of course.”  She whispers—the subtle submissive femininity of her voice thrills me.


Amy kneels, as I have instructed, and faces the camera.  I take a moment to study her body, the fullness of her thighs, hips, her flat chest and narrow shoulders, her perfectly beautiful face, the enticing bugle in her silk panties.


“Poke your tongue out.”  I type.


Amy obeys and though it is a simple act, that she has done as I instructed without hesitation thrills me.  Her mouth is wide, inviting, her tongue wet, lips full.


“Now, do you have the toy I sent you?”  I type.


Amy nods.




“It’s on the bed.”  I say.


My voice again comes out husky, girly, and it feels almost natural now, a part of this new identity, Amy’s voice.  That I am now Amy, a sexy girl, excites me, and my small cock throbs.


“I want you to get it and return to where you are now, on your knees as you are now.”  He writes.


I nod, rise to my feet and move to the bed, still unsteady in my heels but more stable than yesterday.  A little more practice and I’m sure I’ll have the knack of it.


My cheeks flush, hot, as I look down onto the bed where the toy I was sent lies next to the bottle of lubricant.  Though it is not massive, the dildo is still, humiliatingly, larger than my cock, the thick, long fake dick ribbed with veins, the crown prominent, swollen.  It is quite lifelike, except for its bright pink colour, right down to the heavy balls at the base.


I lean forward to pick it up, my hands shaking, and grasp it.  It is heavy, almost threatening.  I return with it to where I was before, kneel in front of the camera still holding it.


“I have it.”  I say—I lift the dildo up to the camera.


“Good girl.  Now, tell me, have you ever sucked a cock before?”  He types.


I shake my head as my stomach flips.  My heart is racing.  I had know when I opened the box and seen the dildo what I’d likely be asked to do, but still I am not prepared for it.  My cheeks blaze and my tongue feels heavy in my mouth.


“No, never.”  I say.


There is a pause and I imagine the man behind the screen smiling, delighting in my nervousness, in my inexperience.  I wonder what he looks like, wonder if he is already hard, if me sucking on the dildo will get him hard.  A part of me hopes that sucking it will be enough but another part, the new part that delights in the feeling of smooth legs and panties and stockings, that has found pleasure in looking pretty, sexy, wants more.


“And have you ever wondered about it, how it might feel, to be on your knees with a big fat cock in your mouth.”


I am frozen for a moment, consider lying, but I do not want to.  I want to be honest, free, even if just for this moment.  I nod.


“Sometime, not often.  I wonder what it be like, what it might taste like.  How it might feel to make cock cum with my mouth.”


“Is that all you wonder?”  He types.


I shake my head.


“Sometimes I wonder what it might be like to be fucked, like a girl.”


“Would you like to be fucked?”


I consider the question, staring at the camera, shrug.


“Would you like to be fucked like a girl while you’re dressed as you are, all pretty and sexy?  I know lots of men would like to fuck you, looking like you are.  I know I’d like to fuck you.  I think you’re very sexy.”


The words brand me, burn into my mind.  He thinks I’m sexy, pretty.  I cannot help but smile.  I squirm slightly, my cock straining at the fabric of my panties.  In my hands the dido is heavy, and almost inviting, and I wrap my fingers around it, squeezing it.  I cannot remember the last time someone called me sexy and meant it, but in this lingerie I know I am.


“Thank you.”  I say, blushing.


“You’re very welcome Amy.  Now, why don’t we make a start.  Why don’t you bring that dildo up to your mouth and start playing with it.  Explore it, do what feels natural, have fun.  If I have any suggestions I’ll say, otherwise I want you to see what feels good.”


I am shaking as I read the text on the screen.  I nod, bite my bottom lip, terrified by what I am about to do, exhilarated by it.  I am going to suck off a dildo, while dressed like a girl, while on cam for a man I don’t know.  Part of me is horrified but a bolder, stronger part, feels almost liberated.


I lift the dildo to my mouth and look from the camera to it, focus on it.  Apart from its bright pink colour it is incredibly life like, warm now from being held in my hand.  The core is hard, solid, and the outer layer is soft, like skin.  I take a deep breath, bring it up to my painted lips, and kiss the tip.


My heart skips.  I close my eyes and open my mouth, extend my tongue, and run it around the crown. It is tasteless and the texture is smooth, almost silky.  I imagine myself knelt before a faceless man, tall, broad, strong, his cock massive and throbbing, exited by the sight of me dressed as I am, pretty, sexy.


I move my head, take the very tip of the cock between my lips.  It is wide but it slips in easily and I glide my tongue along the base, lubricating it with my spit.  My little dick throbs, drooling precum into my panties, and I move my head, pushing the dildo further into my mouth, wanting more.  I moan, my whine muffled by the cock that stuffs my mouth, the noise needy and girly, sexual.  There is a fluttering in my belly, my face warm, a pleasant tingle running along my spine.  I begin to bob my head up and down, pushing the dildo a little further each time until the tip begins to brush against the back of my throat.  I press it in as far as it will go, hold it, fighting the urge to choke as I press it gently but insistently.  I want to take all of it, to prove that I can, to impress the man that is watching me.


I imagine the man standing above me grabbing my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing it into my throat.  I am breathless, giddy, and the faceless man I am picturing is suddenly no longer faceless.  Sean, my handsome landlord, my kind, generous friend is standing over me, holding my hair, his hard cock in my mouth.  The mental image is jarring, shocking, but makes the fluttering in my belly worse, more intense, and my small cock swells until it is painfully hard. 

I force my head down and open my throat and I take the tip deeper, almost choking, forcing it down until the balls at the base are almost at my chin.  I moan out loud, my cry loud despite the cock in my mouth, and I imagine Sean, his dirty blonde hair, grey-blue eyes, forcing his hard cock down my throat, admiring my pretty, sexy body as he uses me.




The image of Adam, of Amy, on her knees, fucking her face with the dildo I sent her is perfect, a blessing.  She is beyond beautiful, her painted lips wrapped around the shaft, her painted eyes closed, full lashes.  The way her body squirms makes my cock swell, the bulge in her pretty panties so inviting, alluring.


I reach down and fish my dick out from my pants, my length hard and thick, beating with the drumming of my heart.  I wrap my fingers around it, work my hand slowly up and down as I watch Amy sucking on the dildo, wishing she were sucking on me, were on her knees in front of me.


I stare at her as she pushes the dildo into her throat, gagging slightly but powering on, forcing more and more of it down her throat.  That this is her first time with dick in her mouth is almost unbelievable.  The way she squirms, moans, the way her lips and tongue move, the way her head bobs up and down as she take more and more, is exquisite.  She is a natural cocksucker, a natural slut.  The bulge in her panties and the expression on her face tells me she is enjoying herself.


I reach out with my free hands to the laptop, still stroking my cock with the other, my eyes glued to Amy’s beautiful face, her dick-sucking lips, full of promises of pleasure.


“I think that’s enough of that for now Amy.”  I type.


It takes a moment for the new message to register, lost as she is in the pleasure of fucking her face.  Amy’s eyes flutter and she glances at the screen.  Her cheeks turn a deeper shade of pink as she realises she how much she has been enjoying herself.


I moan as she pulls the dildo slowly from her mouth, a strand of saliva dripping to run down her chin.  She licks her lips, smiles.


“Did you enjoy that?”


Amy nods.


“Yes, very much.  More than I thought I would.”  She says.


I grin.


“And what were you thinking about while you fucked your face with that dildo?”  I type.


Amy’s blush worsens.  She glance down at the floor, bites her bottom lip.  She is adorable and I feel my heart swell with desire, with the need to protect her, claim her, take her as mine.


“My landlord.”  She says.


My heart almost stops.  Me?  She was thinking about me?  She was thinking about sucking my dick?  That’s what had her so excited, moaning, fucking her throat, squirming, her cute little cock hard in her panties?  I moan and I stroke my dick, the knowledge that Amy was thinking about me driving me wild.


“You have a thing for your landlord?”  I ask—my hand is almost shaking as I type.


Amy is quiet for a moment.


“No… or not really… he’s a friend, one of my best friends, and I’d never thought about him like that really, until this, until I started wearing panties for these photos, and until you made me… perform.  I couldn’t help it.  I just ended up thinking about him and then…”


Amy’s words tail off.  I am grinning.


“Well, I’m sure if he could see you now he’d be happy to offer you his cock.”


Amy’s blush worsens.  She bites her bottom lip, whimpering, her moan intoxicating.


“Now, why don’t we move onto the next part of your performance.  Perhaps you can imagine your landlord while you do this too.”


“Next part?”  Amy says.


“Of course.  We’re not done just yet.  I want to see you fuck yourself.  Now, fetch the lube and slip off your panties.  I want you bent over with your cute little butt facing the camera, though you should try to look back at the camera so I can see your face too.”


Amy stares at the screen for a moment.  There is fear in her eyes, a nervous fretfulness, but also excitement.  She chews at her bottom lip.  Finally, she nods.


“Okay.”  She says—smiling.


I feel my cock pulse at the thought of what I am about to watch.  My dream, finally, so close.




I lower myself back onto my knees, my back now facing the camera.  My panties are on the bed, the dildo is on the floor beside me, the bottle of lube in my hand.  My little cock is hard and hangs free.  My heart is racing.


I glance back over my shoulder to the screen, but there are no new instruction.  I glance at the camera, as though making eye contact with my viewer.  I wonder if he is touching himself at the sight of me, readying myself to fuck my virgin hole for him.  For a moment I wish it were Sean watching me, in person rather than behind a screen, and my dick pulses at the thought.


I look down and pick up the dildo, the fake pink cock, and lift it, my hand shaking.  I pour a generous dollop of lube onto it, rub it along the shaft, as though wanking it, and the thought of jerking on Sean’s cock makes my stomach flutter and I smile.  I reach back, smear lube between my cheeks, pressing one finger gently against my puckered rosebud, my finger slipping just inside, teasing me.  I gasp at the sensation, moan, the intrusion surprisingly pleasant.


I shift the pink cock back behind me and run the tip between my butt cheeks, rubbing it over my hole, teasing.  The sensation makes my balls tense.  I am about to fuck myself.  My heart is racing and a thrill runs through me.  I want it, badly, surprising myself with the depth of my longing, my lust.  I want to feel the cock inside of me, I want fuck myself like a sexy, slutty girl.  I look back over my shoulder, bite my bottom lip as I tease my hole with the head of the dildo, pressing it just slightly into me.


“You want me to fuck myself now?  You want me to fill my hole with this cock?  You want me to be a slut for you?”


My voice is husky, low and girly, and full of sex.  I moan as the cock runs over my pucker, and I flutter my eyelashes.


“Yes.  I want you to fuck yourself.  I want you to fuck yourself and think of your handsome landlord fucking you.  Imagine you’re his slut, dressed like a pretty girl to please him, arouse him.”


The words make me whine with need.  My cheeks blush.  It is as though the man behind the screen can read my mind, knows what I want, what I need.


I position the cock against my hole and press, staring at the camera.  My rosebud stretches, opens, and the cock slips deeper, the pressure building.


“Fuck!”  I whisper.


There is a mild pain but, more overwhelming, pleasure, need, hunger.  I press harder, my eyes closing.  I picture Sean pressing his thick, hard cock against my hole and I push back against the dildo.  The pressure builds and then it pops, slipping past my sphincter, slipping deep, filling me.


“Oh fuck… yes…”  

I moan as I pull the cock out slightly then press back into it, taking more, repeating the motion to take more and more each time.  I am shaking, the fluttering in my belly building, a warm euphoria filling me, my mind growing blank.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning too loud but I cannot keep from whining, small whimpers of pure ecstasy.  I push back onto the pink dick to take more, wanting to fill myself completely with it.  I imagine Sean filling me, claiming my hole as his, claiming me as his slut.


My whimpers grow more urgent as I rut back onto the cock, my hole gaping.  The veins and prominent head rub over my walls again and again as it slips in and out, over and over.  A small spot of brilliant pleasure grows in my belly, becoming hotter, brighter, expanding to consume me.


I pull the dick almost all of the way out, tugging at my entrance, then ram it back in, force myself onto it, taking it all, the balls at the base slapping against me.  I imagine Sean, his hands on my hips, fucking me hard.


“Fuck me… fuck me harder…”  I whisper.


I fuck myself and my balls tighten.  My small cock drools a constant stream of precum onto the floor.  The brightness in my belly become blinding, building to inferno as the cock rubs against my sensitive inner spot over and over.


“Fuck me like a slut…”  I whisper


I know I am close, that I am about to cum on camera for a stranger as I fuck my arse.  I do not care.  I need it, want it.  I fuck myself back onto the dildo, picking up my pace, chasing the pleasure it brings.




I almost cannot believe my eyes.  Amy is fucking herself, fucking her perfect, cute, round arse for me as I watch, filling her hole with the pick dildo I chose for her.


I grip my cock tight, imagine it is her hole clenched around my shaft, and run my hand up and down, matching her pace as she rides the fake cock.  Her expression is one of pure pleasure and lust.  I want her more than I have ever wanted anything.


“Fuck yourself for me slut.  Fuck yourself for me because you’re mine.”  I whisper.


I watch as the dildo slips in and out of her perfect hole.  Her moans of pleasure, her whimpers, whines, the way her cute little dick dribble as it flops around beneath her as she rides the cock.  Her face is beautiful, her body perfect.  She is a creature from my wildest fantasies.


“Fuck me harder…”  Amy whispers, her voice pure lust.


I wank my cock harder, faster.  My balls tighten and my cock is slick with precum.


I slide my palm over the tip of my cock, rubbing it, teasing myself, watch as Amy pulls her dildo almost all the way out, bouncing on her knees as she presses her body back down, forcing the entire length back into her body.  Her cock twitches, drooling more precum.  I run my hand up and down my shaft, imagine what it would be like to be inside of her, to be fucking her.


“Fuck me Sean, fuck me like a pretty girl, fuck me like your slut…”


Amy’s words are so quiet I almost miss them, only my name catching my attention.  She is thinking about me as she fucks herself.  She is imagining me fucking her.  I run my hand up and down my shaft, grunting, staring at the image of Amy on my screen.


“Such a dirty girl.”  I whisper.


“Fuck… yes… cum in me… please… cum in my arse… fill me up… I need it…”


Amy’s words drive me closer to my climax, the thought of cumming inside her, filling her arse with my spunk thrilling me.


“Make me your pretty slut Sean… please…”


Her moans are heavenly, whimpering, whining, needy and feminine.  I watch as her balls tense, and she fucks down onto her dildo, grinding on it, suddenly still. 

I stare at the screen as she cums, having not once touched her cock, her dick spasming as she ruts onto the dildo that fills her hole.  The sight pushes me over the edge and I cum, my balls tightening as my cock spasms, pulsing as I cover my hand and belly with my load.


“Oh fuck…”  I whisper.


“Yes… yes… fuck yes…”  Amy whines.


I am ginning.  I watch as Amy collapses, the cock slipping from her hole.  I reach out to the keyboard with my free hand to type.


“Such a dirty girl Amy.  You’re a natural slut.  I enjoyed that a lot, watching you fuck yourself, watching you cum on a cock.  I’ll be in touch soon.  I’m sure Sean would be flattered.”


Amy lies half dazed, still recovering from her orgasm.  I watch her for a moment before signing off.  I rise to my feet, still buzzing, my mind already racing with plans.





Chapter 9. 

I step out from the shower still flustered and buzzing from earlier, my body still tingling and sensitive.  My skin is smooth, hairless, and after I towel off I apply the moisturiser again so that I remain soft.  The scent of it makes me smile and I feel a flutter in my belly as I remember how the dildo felt inside me, as I remember that last message my viewer sent me.


I’d been calling Sean’s name as I fucked myself.  As I’d performed it had been him I’m been fantasising about, his cock I’d imagined taking me, fucking me.  I blush crimson and my cock throbs.


I head through to my bedroom and pull out my laptop to distract myself, click open my email client.  There is one new email.


Subject: New Request!



I click on the email and settle down to read, glad for the distraction.


Adam (or is it Amy now?),



I hear your show was amazing! Congratulations!  I knew you’d impress.



We have already been contacted with an offer for future work, though this request is a little unorthodox.



The client has requested a personal meeting with you, to talk, nothing more.  You’d meet in a public place, but dressed according to his instructions, as Amy.



The meeting would be coffee only, with anything else up to your discretion, and the offer of payment is contingent only on you having a short chat.  The offer is VERY generous, so I would recommend looking it over before deciding.



As ever, once you accept payment we will deliver you instructions and any additional materials.  Try to enjoy yourself, and I look forward to hearing from you.



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



I stare at the email in shock, my pulse thundering, my skin cold.  I am flustered, confused, overwhelmed.  He wants to meet me, as Amy.


I move my cursor down to the payment link to look at what kind of offer has been made, click it.  I pale.  The figure is more than even for the live show, and it’s just for coffee, that’s all.


“I wouldn’t need to do anything other than talk for thirty minutes.”  I say, staring at the figure on the screen.


I’d need to go as Amy though, leave the house as Amy, sit in a cafe with a man as Amy.  The amount on offer would clear all my debts and back rent.  For thirty minutes work, and all I’d need to do was talk to someone.


I cannot pretend I didn’t enjoy the show, that I didn’t enjoy performing.  Every time I think about it, recalling how it felt to ride that dildo, I feel a flush of excitement, and every time I glimpse a pair of panties or stockings lying around my flat my cock twitches, but to leave the house dressed up.


I take a deep breath, bite my bottom lip and close my eyes.  I click.  When I open my eyes I see a message confirming the transfer of payment was successful.


“Shit.”  I say.




The box is larger than the others, but not heavy.  I carry it in a hurry up to my flat, hopeful not to be caught by Sean.  The thought of seeing him after what I imagined earlier, the thought of his cock, of him fucking my mouth, my hole, still vivid, makes be blush.  I push open the front door, lock it, and rush through to the bed room.


I open the box and tip it out onto the to see what I’ve let myself in for.  My heart sinks.


On my bed there is a slip of folded paper, a floral print summer dress, yellow with white flowers, strappy, the skirt pleated, that I assume I am expected to wear, a pair of black heeled sandals, open toes, strappy, a small purse, a bottle of perfume, a padded bra and matching panties, both black with red accents, and a necklace.  It is the necklace that I am focussed on.


It is relatively simple, a solid looking silver band that fits close to the throat, undecorated and unadorned, a solid ribbon of metal hinged at the front to allow it to open.  It is the back though that fills me with dread, the fastening.  The necklace is held together by a small silver padlock, heart shaped, locking the necklace in place.  It is a collar, a subtle collar that can pass for jewellery, but the padlock makes it purpose obvious.  I scan the bed, look through the box, but see no key, and I whimper, fearful and almost excited by the prospect of wearing it with no means of escape, marking myself as an object to be owned, claimed.  I chew my bottom lip as I stare at it.


Finally, almost reluctantly, I reach out to take up the slip of paper on the bed, unfold it and begin to read.


Amy,



You are to wear the clothes provided, and the day collar (you will note the absence of a key, this will be gifted to you once you have finished your “date” with your client).  You are to meet your client at the time and address below for coffee.  Once the date is over you are free to do as you want.



As a point of advice, since you will be out in public, I would recommend practicing your “girly” voice, see the links below for advice on this.  Try to relax and have fun.  I’m sure you’ll be amazing, as always.



Regards,



Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment



I look from the note to the collar.  My hands are shaking and my heart is racing, my skin flush, a cold chill running up my spine.  Going out in public as a girl is one thing, but to do so in a collar, with no way of escape, willingly marking myself as someone’s property, seems almost unthinkable.  

I drop the note onto the bed and lean forward to pick up the collar.  It is cool, smooth, and heavier than it looks, sturdy.  I weight it in my hand, feeling the bulk of it.  I open it, lift it to my throat, slip it around my neck and test the size.  It is tight but not too tight, a perfect fit.  I chew my bottom lip as I hold it in place, savouring the feeling.


I close my eyes, imagine it is Sean slipping the collar around my neck and I feel suddenly more calm.  I moan, quietly, picture his large, strong hands fitting the metal band to me, claiming me.  The collar seems suddenly almost comforting and a small part of me welcomes it.  The metal against my skin is constricting, a constant reminder of my place, of my new purpose—I am pretty, desirable, sexy, a thing to be lusted over.  I smile.


I take a deep breath and close the collar, click the padlock into place, shiver.  My small cock throbs and my hole tenses.  My mind feels blissfully free.


“It’s just coffee.”  I say to myself.





Chapter 10. 

I listen at the front door for a moment, alert for sounds from below, but there are none.  Sean must me out, thankfully.  I take one last look in the mirror in the hallway.


I almost do not recognise my reflection, stare at the stunning girl in front of me.  With my hair styled, make-up done, my face is almost beautiful.  The summer dress hangs from shoelace straps from my narrow shoulders, exposing my upper chest, my neck, the silver metal collar that is locked around my throat.  The padded bar has given my chest a subtle swell and curve to suggest breasts, filling out my dress so that it hangs naturally.


The hem of the skirt hangs just below my butt, flaring slightly, billowing as I move, to make my hips and butt seem even fuller than they already are, and I know I will have to be careful not to expose my panties to the world.


My legs and arms are smooth, hairless, and my legs seem long, my thighs curvy and pleasingly plump.  On my feet I am weaning the sandals, cute black strappy heels that accentuate my calves and butt.  I have painted my toenails and fingernails a bright shimmery pink.  I have sprayed my neck and chest and wrists with the perfume from the box and a sweet fog of it hangs in the air, intoxicating.


“Not bad.”  I say—my voice is soft and quiet, nervous, almost giggly, girly.


I cannot help but wince at how I sound.  It is better than it was but I’m still not certain it’s convincing, despite practicing and listening to recordings over and over to get it right.


I take a deep breath, stiffen my resolve.  I pick up my purse from the table in the hall, my phone and keys and wallet inside, and I turn to the front door, pull it open, and head out into the world for the first time as Amy.




The day is warm and bright, the sky blue, the sun high.  The skirt of the summer dress flaps around my legs, caught by gentle, cooling breezes.  Each movement is a soft caress, brushing lightly against my smooth, hairless thighs.


I am almost glad to be wearing the dress as warm as it is, my bare arms and shoulders and legs freeing so that I can enjoy the warm weather rather than feel stifled in jeans and baggy shorts.  I savour the gusts of air that blow over my arms and chest, between my thighs, tickling my crotch and butt in my panties, so that at times I smile despite how nervous I am.  Only the collar is confining, a constant weight and presence around my neck, a constant reminder that I have been bought, that I have sold myself.


I walk to the cafe, not wanting to be trapped on public transport, happy to enjoy the pleasant weather and the unique sensations of the summer dress.  My cheeks are flush and I walk slowly, perspiring, a faint shimmer on my chest, arms, neck.  The scent of my perfume follows me, sweet, musky, rich, the sort of smell I’ve always enjoyed on women, the sort of smell that has always made me want to move closer to them, touch them.  Knowing that I now smell like that to others make my spine tingle and my balls tighten.


As I near my destination I slow, dawdle.  I am early and do not want to spend longer there than necessary.  The streets are busier, men and women, and I try to keep my face down, to remain hidden, but cannot help but glance up occasionally to scan the faces around me, fretful that I have been noticed, that I have been discovered, searching the crowd for someone staring, pointing, whispering, laughing.  I wince at every loud sound, worried that I am being shouted at, called out.  My heart is racing and I am constantly on the verge of turning and fleeing home.  Only the locked collar on my neck, my need for the key that will release me, stops me.


No one stops or stares or points at me though.  I am just another face in the crowd, another pretty girl out enjoying summer, and I feel a flux of emotions—joy that I am not discovered, that I am able to pass as a pretty girl even amongst other pretty women, defeat that I am so effeminate, so small and girly, that my masculinity can be so easily hidden.  Still, I cannot help but smile, my secret filling me with a mixture of shame and humiliation and arousal that is a potent cocktail.


As I look between faces, I notice more than once people looking at me, staring, mostly men but sometimes women.  At first I worry that they are suspicious, that they suspect the truth, but they say nothing, remain quiet.  The women seem to glare, narrowed eyes, as though judging me, as though jealous.  The men either look away quickly, blushing as I make eye contact with them, or smile at me, openly, sometimes lecherously, and I realise they are attracted to me.  They want me.  I feel buoyed, suddenly more confident, and my smile grows, brightening, a swelling of pride that I am so pretty, so attractive.  It is a novel feeling, addictive, powerful


I pay more attention to the crowd, to the men and women around me.  I notice more men watching me, their eyes travelling up my legs, lingering on my butt, on the subtle swell of my padded bra.  I flush, exhilarated by their attention, the way they stare at my body, the way I make them think of sex.  I catch their eyes and smile, coyly, grinning, pleased at the power I have over them.  I feel my little cock throb in my panties at the thought of what they want to do to me, at the thought of how they might use me.  As a young couple walks past, a man and women, the man glances at me, eyes lingering on the curves of my body, my legs.  He turns his head to watch me as he passes and I stifle a laugh as the woman with him pulls on his arm in a fit of jealous rage. 

I stop as I spot the cafe ahead.  I look amongst the tables outside, there are a few women on their own but no men.  I take a deep breath, look along the street.  I catch a man’s eye and he smiles at me.  He is young, not unattractive, tall and muscular, and I wonder if he is the one who is paying me.


He does not look away and I smile nervously.  I freeze as he approaches.  My heart is racing, my mouth dry.


“Hi there.  I’m sure you must hear lines like this all the time but I just wanted to say you have the most beautiful eyes I think I’ve ever seen.”  He says. 

My cheeks are suddenly burning as I blush furiously.  I bite on my bottom lip, unsure what to say.  It is the first time anyone has ever complimented me like that and I want to hear more.


“You out all on your own today?  Maybe you’d like to get coffee with me?  I’d love to get to know you better.” 

My blush deepens as I realise this is not him, that this man is a stranger chatting me up because he’s attracted to me.  For the first time in my life someone is working to win my affection, my attention.  I am wanted, my heart flutters, and I almost say yes I am so excited and flattered by his attention.


“Sorry, I can’t.  I’m meeting someone.”  I say.


My voice is shaky, nervous, but definitely feminine.  The man does not flinch and I know my practice before I left has paid off.  His face falls and I feel sorry for him, remembering the familiar feeling of rejection well.


“Can I maybe get your number then?”  He asks.


I smile, shake my head.


“Sorry, but I really can’t.  And I’ve got to go.  You have a lovely day.”  I say.


For the first time in my life I am rejecting someone.  I am almost skipping as I move off, head through the crowd towards the cafe to find a seat to wait, suddenly more positive, emboldened and full of a newfound joy.





Chapter 11. 

I watch from my vantage point inside a clothes store as Amy finds a seat in the cafe and settles in to wait, her expression nervous but her smile bright, still unaware that she is meeting me.  I feel a knot of uncertainty in my gut, aware that this could ruin everything, but knowing that I cannot back out now.  This is my chance to finally attain what I have for so long only been able to dream of.


As I watch her my heart skip.  She is beautiful beyond even my wildest imaginings, so much more stunning than the photos and videos.  Her face, her body, the way she moves, strutting in her heels, her butt wiggling, swaying, even her coy, uncertain smile as she sits.  Around her neck rests the collar I sent her, locked in place, the key in my pocket.  That she wore it gives me optimism that she will not run out as soon as she sees me.  She needs that key to free herself and I know I will offer her the key, but I cannot help but hope that she might let me keep it.


I take a deep breath, run through the mental list of what I want to say, knowing that as soon as I’m front of her all words will escape me, and move towards the door.  I step out and head across the street towards the cafe.  Amy is staring away from me, is yet to see me, and I close the distance between us quickly.




“Amy?”  I say—I try to keep my voice confident, terrified that she will turn to face me and hate me.


Amy freezes, staring along the street, clearly recognising my voice.  She turns slowly to face me, looks up at me with wide eyes, her face pale.  Her eyes are incredible, deep pools of green that I want to drown in.  Her lips tremble and I have to resist the urge to kiss her.


“Sean?”  She whispers my name, her voice soft, feminine, alluring.


I smile, struggling to remain calm.  The collar around her neck fills me with a joy that I cannot even begin to describe.


“Can I sit?  I think we need to talk.”  I say.


Amy stares at me, a mixture of terror and shock and something else that if difficult to read.  The corners of her mouth flicker, as though she is trying to smile, and her cheeks turn from pale to rosy.


“You’re… you’re my date?”  She asks—her voice is trembling.


I nod.


“Yes.  I hope that doesn’t disappoint you?”  I say.


Amy’s smile flickers.  She shake her head.


“No.  Not at all.  But then… there is no Lisa-Marie is there?”


I shake my head.


“Sorry.  I… can I sit… I just want to explain.”  I say.


Amy stares at me for a moment then a full smile forms and she seems suddenly happy to see me.  The tightness in my chest that has been preventing me from breathing easily relaxes and I feel a weight lift of my shoulders.


“Yes, of course.  Sit.  This is a date after all.”  She says—her voice is calmer, more sure, and the soft lilting tones sooth me, draw me in like a siren song.


I pull out a chair and sit opposite her.  She swatches me with big, wide eyes, and I am mesmerised by her, and I cannot help but stare.  

“You’re really very beautiful.”  I say. 

Her blush deepens and she looks away.  She shifts in her chair, looking out over the street and the crowd of shoppers and pedestrians.  One of her hands shifts slowly to her neck, toying with the metal band of her collar.


“Thank you.”  She whispers.  “So… it was always you?”  She asks.


“If you’re asking if it was me who paid you for the pictures and the video and the live… thing… then yes.  I was always me.  And just me.  No one else has seen.  No one else will ever see.”  I say.


Amy nods, slowly, but does not face me.  She traces the metal band around her neck with her finger tips, chewing on her bottom lip.  The way she has styled her hair, her make-up, is breathtaking.  Her flushed freckled cheeks, full lips, her bare arms and exposed section of her chest, just a hint of her bra—I cannot keep my eyes off her.


“Can I ask why?”


I knew this question was inevitable, have rehearsed numerous answers, but still I am left speechless, worried about saying the wrong thing, about ruining not only what little chance I have to claim what I crave, but also one of my closest, dearest friendships.


“Is it all just some kind of sick joke?”  Amy says, her voice choked.  “So you can laugh at me, laugh at how pathetic I am?”


Amy turns to look at me and her beautiful green eyes are blurred by a film of tears.  I shake my head, appalled that she could even think that.


“No.  No absolutely not.  Of course not.  You’re not pathetic, you’re gorgeous.”


Amy stares at me, waiting for me to continue.


“You’re one of my best friends.  You should know I’d never do that to you.  I just… I wanted to help you.  After you lost your job I knew you needed money and knew you wouldn’t take it and then this idea came into my head.  I couldn’t help myself.  I just wanted to see what you’d look like… I was curious… have been for a long time… and then when I saw I just couldn’t stop.  I wanted more.  So I carried on.  I just wanted to see more of you.”  I say.


Amy stares at me.  She blinks away her tears and her expression shifts slightly.


“Why all this though?”  She asks.


I take a deep breath, ready myself to confess.


“I’ve wanted to see you like this for a long time.  I’ve been obsessed with you.  You’re just so… sexy.  You do things to me.  And then when I finally saw those pictures… I knew I had to have more.  You’re just so perfect.  The way you look, the way you move, and knowing that it’s you… I want you.  I’ve wanted you for a long time.”


Amy stares at me, smiles, curious.


“And you want me like this?”


I nod.


“How did you know I’d like it?”  She asks.


I smile, relaxing.  She likes it, enjoyed it.  Hearing her say it lifts a small part of the weight I am carrying.


“I didn’t know, but I suspected.  Seeing you though, the way you were smiling, the way you looked… you’re amazing.”


Amy looks at me, looks into my eyes and she smiles.  Her cheeks are rosy now.


“So you really think I’m pretty and sexy?”  Amy asks.


Her eyes are locked on mine and I feel my chest swell.  I want to reach out, cup her face, pull her to me, kiss her.  I struggle to control myself.  The sight of the collar she wears around her neck, the collar to which only I hold the key, marking her as mine, fills me with pride and joy, an arousal unlike any I have ever know.  I nod.


“Absolutely.  I think your ravishing.”  I say—my voice is low, confident now.


“And you liked the pictures I sent you?”  She asks.


I nod again.  My smile grows.  My cock twitches.  Amy’s grin is flirtatious, playful, and her green eyes are sparking with a vibrant energy.


“Very much.”


“Did you enjoy them?”  The way Amy emphasises the word enjoy makes her meaning clear.


I nod.


“And my dance?  Did you enjoy that too?”


Amy giggles.  Under the table I feel something tap my leg, then move, stroking, Amy’s foot rubbing my calf.  I cannot help but grin.


“I loved your dance.”  I say.


Amy giggles again.  Her eyes are dazzling, her flushed freckled cheeks rosy.  She stares at me as she bites her bottom lip, her foot rubbing my leg.  My cock pulses, hardening.


“And when you watched me… performing…”


Amy is suddenly again shy but I wait, wanting to hear what she has to say.


“You heard me?  You heard me whisper your name while I was…”


I nod.  My smile widens.


“I heard.  It was amazing.  I can’t tell you how happy that made me.”


Amy’s smile returns.  She is grinning, seductive.  My gaze is glued to her.  I have eyes only for her.


“Did my… performance… excite you?”  She asks.


“Very much.”


Amy giggles again.  She leans forward, across the table.  I catch a glimpse down the front of her summer dress, her padded bra, a brief flash of her perfect nipples and my cock hardens further.  I resist the urge to grab her, hold her, kiss her.  The scent of the perfume she is wearing, the perfume I chose for her, is a heady miasma that infects me.


“Did you cum while watching me fuck myself for you, while I was thinking about you, cumming to the thought of you fucking me?”  She asks.


Her voice is a low whisper but to hear her speak so brazenly, boldly, makes my heart race and my mind spin.  I nod.


“Yes.”  I say.


Amy beams at me.


“I suppose maybe I can stay then.  After all you did pay me for a date.”


From the doors to the cafe steps a waiter.  Amy sits up as he approaches, still flush, but calmer, more relaxed.  I am overjoyed.


“Can I get you anything?  Sir?  Miss?”


“Coffee?”  I ask Amy.


She stares at me with her big, beautiful green eyes.  She shakes her head.


“How about wine?  I could use it, after your surprise, and, well… this is a first date after all.”  She says.


First date?  The implication makes me almost dizzy.  I turn to the waiter, grinning from ear to ear.  He is staring at Amy, clearly enamoured, tears his attention away only reluctantly.


“A bottle of white wine please, two glasses.”  I say.





Chapter 12. 

I drink most of the bottle of wine, sipping small mouthfuls often, while Sean sits across from me, watching me, taking to me, explaining.  I say little, content to listen, smiling at him, flush from the heat of the day and the effects of the alcohol.   I stare into his eyes, study his face, as though seeing it for the first time, seeing how charming he is, how handsome, how broad and tall and strong he is.


As my shock at seeing him fades I am left with a tempest of conflicting emotions.  I know I should be angry, outraged, but these are only minor pangs.  As he talks to me, explaining, apologising, detailing his reasons, his voice slow, firm, deep, resonating through me almost as though hypnotising me, I feel drawn to him.  The collar around my neck, the collar to which only he holds the key, is a constant reminder that I am his, that he has bought me, paid for me, made me into the object of his fantasy.  The thought thrills me, a constant tingle at the base of my neck where the padlock sits, sealing the metal band around my throat.


It is clear he cannot take his eyes off me, his gaze hungry, greedy, lascivious, wandering at times from my face to my body, my arms, chest, the small trace of lace shown of my padded bra.  I shift at times to flash more, less, sometimes leaning forward to listen so that he can glance down my dress and see my nipples.  The way he stalls as he speaks, the way his eyes fixate on my body, the way his breath catches, his obvious excitement, excites me and I offer him more frequent glances, eager to see again how attractive he finds me.


“So… you’re not angry then?”  Sean asks.


I sip my wine, keep my eyes on him.  My fear and nervousness are gone, replaced with confidence, surety, a playful energy that almost effervesces, bubbling, my mind bright and sparkly.  I grin, lick the trace of wine of my bottom lip, enjoying how Sean stares at me like a wolf stalking a lamb.  I am his prey and I am glad.


“I little, but I can’t pretend I haven’t had fun… I mean, you saw the video.”  I say, my voice husky.


Sean’s smile widens and he nods.  I shift my leg under the table to run my foot along the underside of his leg, my foot caressing his calf.  The way he shifts as I make contact makes it clear that my touch arouses him.  The power I have over him, even as I am collared, as though owned by him, is intoxicating.  He is aroused by me, drawn to me.  He wants me, has gone to extraordinary lengths to have me, to make me his.  I grin, blushing at the thought of what I am doing to him, the image of his hard cock, of what he wants to do to me—my little cock swells slightly in my pretty panties.  

I bite my bottom lip and look away, my foot still caressing his leg.  At a table on the far side of the cafe a young couple sit having coffee.  The man glances in my direction and I smile at him, he flushes, looking away quickly, and I cannot help but feel a little elated.


I look back to Sean and he is staring at me as though in shock as how easily I have taken the change.  I am comfortable, at ease for the first time in a long time, and confident, elevated by the way that men look at me.  I am beautiful and sexy and pretty, desirable for the first time in my life and I cannot say that I am not happy.  I grin, lift my glass of wine, drink the last of it.


“Is there any wine left?”  I ask, holding my glass out.


Sean looks to the bottle on the table, lifts it, shakes it, but it is empty.


“All gone.”  He says.


I force a pout, a deliberate gesture, my lips more full, inviting, and I study Sean’s reaction, the way his eyes widen slightly, the way he fidgets.  I feel my little cock twitch in my panties.


“Well, maybe it’s time you took me home then?”  I say—surprising even myself with my brazenness.




I walk beside Sean, close to him.  I have always been self-conscious next to him, aware of how slight and short I am, but now, dressed as I am, glamorous and pretty and feminine, I am glad for the difference.  He is tall, broad, strong, a reassuring presence, drawing me to him, his proximity a comfort.


I walk slowly, still unsure in my heels, each step careful, a deliberate swaying of my hips.  I am enjoying the pleasant weather, the sun sinking slowly, the breeze on my thighs and butt a pleasing caress, and am happy in Sean’s company, both of us quiet as we walk.  On a whim I loop my arm through his, my arm so much smaller than his, and I cannot help but smile as he tugs me towards him so that I walk closer, a small act of dominance and ownership that sends a shiver up my spine as he displays to the world that I am his.


As other pedestrians look at us, women eyeing Sean, glaring at me with jealousy, men staring openly at me with lust in their eyes, watching the sway of my hips and ass, watching my bare thighs, I grin.  My cheeks are flush and I feel giddy, tipsy after the wine and dunk on the experience.  My balls are tight, my little cock a constant ache beneath my summer dress.


As we near home I find myself slowing, reluctant to arrive, unsure what will happen.  As we turn the corner onto our road Sean stops, turns to face me.


“So, I’m guessing you want the key now, seeing that the date is over?”  Sean says.


I look up at him.  The collar around my neck is not heavy and the metal is warm now, but it remains snug, a close fit to be a constant reminder.


“Is the date over?”  I ask. 

Sean stares at me for a moment.  He grins, eyeing me with obvious greed.  I know he wants more and the thought makes me shiver.


“I suppose that’s up to you, but I don’t want it to end.”  He says.


I am grinning.  I do not move, stand facing Sean, close to him but not touching him, looking up into his grey-blue eyes.  I am quiet for a moment, stand on a precipice about to leap off into the unknown, terrified and excited.


“Then don’t let it end.”  I whisper.


I bite my bottom lip, blushing, desperate for Sean to act.  He stares at me for a moment, uncertain, then moves.  He steps forward, close to me, his body pressing against mine, and reaches out with one hand to hold my chin, the side of my face.


I stare up into his eyes and he leans forward, down, toward me.  His lips meet mine and he kisses me and I stiffen for a moment before relaxing.  His kiss is soft, tender, but unlike any kiss I’ve ever experienced, more insistent, demanding, urgent, with a barely subdued force behind it, masculine, dominant.  I melt into him, press my lips to him, kiss back, allow his lips to lead mine.  His tongue runs along my bottom lip, his teeth nip me, and I open my mouth slightly, allow his tongue entry and he kisses me deeply.


My legs go weak and I fall into Sean, allow him to hold me.  His hand on my face runs round to hold the back of my head and his other runs round my waist, slipping down to my butt, fondling, squeezing.  I gasp, moaning as he kisses me harder, demanding more of me—I offer myself to him, surrendering willingly.  My cock hardens and as I press against him I can feel the bulge in his jeans growing, its length and girth almost ominous.


Sean pulls me into him, almost lifting me off my feet and he cups my butt, squeezing hard.  I let him, allow him to take what he wants for me, the act of giving myself over exhilarating in a way I never expected.  I want him to take me and, as he pulls back from me, ending the kiss, I whine, wanting more.


“We should probably head in then, if you want?”


I nod, still grinning.  I am buzzing, awash in a sea of endorphins.  My face is flush and there is a nervous fluttering in my belly, my cock aching in my panties.  I feel small and weak and beautiful, wanted, desired, and I never want the feeling to end.


“Well, seeing as it was you who paid me for the photos and the videos, it seems unfair to use that money to repay what I owe, so… I still need to find a way to pay the rent.”  I whisper, grinning.


Sean smiles at me, his smile handsome, and I want him to kiss me again.


“Well, why don’t we go in and see if I we can’t think up a way for you to make it up to me.”  He says.


My smile widens, the fluttering in my belly worsening.


“I’d like that.”  I say.





Chapter 13. 

I open the front door to my flat and let Amy through first, watching her as she walks, my eyes fixed on her perfect, full, round butt as it sways in her summer dress.  She glances back over her shoulder as she squeezes past me, grinning.  Her face is flush, her freckled cheeks pink, rosy, her green eyes bright and sparkling, her beauty almost enough to take my breath away.


As she steps in I follow, close the door behind us, the click of the lock loud.  We are sealed in, together, alone.  Though Adam has been in my flat many times before, to relax, eat, chat, drink, play games, the situation feels new, unfamiliar, and I play to it.


“Would you like a tour?”  I ask.


Amy turns to face me, her smile widening, understanding my meaning, and she follows my lead.


“That’d be nice.”  She says.


I step off, lead her through my flat, showing her the living room, the kitchen, the bathroom, all rooms she has seen before, but now it is different, and we both know it.  Amy lets me lead her, my arm on her shoulder, her upper back, her lower back, brushing her butt.  She stays close to me, brushing against me, her body against mine, a dance we both engage in, each teasing the other, and my heart beats fast, a knot in my stomach as I struggle to remain calm, composed.


I push open the door to my room and stand to the side, let Amy go first.  She brushes against me, deliberate, lingering on the threshold to press herself into me, a taunt, an invitation.


“And this is my bedroom.”  I say.


Amy stops and turns back to face me.  She is smiling widely now, breathing quickly, small shallow sips of air.  The rise and fall of her chest is rapid, her hands shaking slightly.  My eyes flick to the collar on her neck.  My collar that she wears for me.


“Do you bring every girl into your room on the first date?”  She asks, giggling, flirting with me.


My smile widens and I step towards her.  She retreats, stepping back, moving closer to my bed.


“Not every girl, just the naughty ones who owe me rent.”  I say.  “Now, I think it’s about time you paid up.”


Amy takes another step back, her legs colliding with the bed.  She falls back, sitting on my mattress, her eyes locked on mine.  She is smiling, breathing heavily.  She shifts, parting her legs slightly to flash her panties, the bulge of her small cock prominent, her thighs soft and smooth.


“Well… why don’t you come and collect.”  She says, whispering.




The look on Sean’s face as I spread my legs is exhilarating, the way his eyes widen, staring at my crotch.  I bite my bottom lip, struggling to believe what I am doing, but unable to stop myself.


As he takes a step towards me, standing tall over me, almost looming, the size of him almost intimidating, I shudder.  I have never really considered how much larger than me he is, how much taller, stronger he is.  I am small and meek in comparison to him but now, instead of being humiliating, it is merely exciting.


“What are you offering?”  Sean asks.


I grin.


“I’m wearing your collar.  Only you have the key.  I’d say it was up to you to take what you were owed, make me earn my release.  Or if you were feeling generous and kind you could just let me go now.”


Sean smiles, beaming.  It is clear he is flustered, breathing hard, the large bulge in his jeans a clear testament to how much I excite him.


“I’m not letting you go, not now, not ever.  Not now I have you.”  He says.


His tone is firm, commanding, and I feel suddenly small and vulnerable as I sit beneath him, dressed in only thin silky lingerie, a summer dress and heels, the collar around my neck locked in place—prepared as I am, shaved smooth, made-up with lipstick, dusky eyes, nail varnish, I feel exposed as I have never felt before.  Still, I cannot deny how excited I am and I spread my legs wider.


Sean steps in close, stands over me.  I look up at him, suddenly unsure what he is going to do to me, what he is going to make me do, and the fear only feeds my desire.  His smile is predatory and I bite my bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering.


“I’m going to make you beg.”  He says, grinning.


I open my mouth to speak but before I can Sean moves, sinking slowly to his knees in front of me.  I watch wide eyed, wondering what he is going to do.


“I’m going to make you beg me to claim you, take you, make you my slut.”  He says.


I shiver, heart racing, full of desire.  I moan, his words provoking some unknown need in me.  I am frozen as Sean reaches out, his hands running up my legs, over my knees, up my thighs, under my dress, to my panties, his eyes locked on mine.


His hands grip my panties, tug them, pull them down and I lift myself slightly to allow him to slip my silk underwear down my smooth legs, my little cock suddenly free under my summer dress, but Sean stares only up at my face.


I watch as Sean pulls my panties over my feet, still clad in my heeled sandals.  I chew my bottom lip, wide eyed as Sean kneels in front of me, his hands moving again back up to my thighs, gripping them firmly, pressing them further apart.  I do not resist him.


“I’m going to make you pay with your body and your soul.”  He whispers.


I whimper, in awe of him.  I stare at him as he smiles, looks down from my face to my crotch, staring up my skirt.  He grins, leans forward, his mouth opening, lips parting, and I do not dare move.




Amy’s expression, her fear, anticipation, uncertainty all empower me, feed me, make me bold, powerful.  I grip her thighs, tight, firm, holding her in place even as she squirms, fidgeting, as though struggling to get away though with no real desire to escape, simply testing me, checking my strength, my desire.


I smile and look down under her skirt, her to naked crotch, her cute little cock and balls, shaved hairless, smooth, hard and throbbing, a clear indication of the effect I have on her.  Beneath her, just visible between her butt cheeks, I see her puckered rosebud.  I lean forward, sliding my hands along her smooth thighs, up, caressing he delicate flesh.  She shivers, shudders, and her cock twitches as I move towards it.  Amy whimpers as my hands run higher, higher, up to her hips, my lips opening.


I know she is watching and I thrill at the power I have over her, giddy with it.  She is completely in my thrall in this moment, as though spellbound. I exhale and my breath washes over Amy’s cute little cock.  I lean over it, inhale the scent of her, the smell of the lotion, her perfume, her flesh, all mingled to form one intoxicating blend.  I bend down and extend my tongue and take her dick into my mouth, my lips wide so that only the tip of my tongue caresses her crown.


“Oh fuck!”  Amy whimpers.


She attempts to buck her hips, wanting me to take more of her in my mouth, but my grip on her hips is too strong, holding her in place, frustrating her.  She whines, shifts, but I am in control of her, lift my head slightly, lapping my tongue over the head of her dick.


“Please…”  She whispers.


I ignore her pleas, delight in teasing her.  I lower my head, my lips still open so that they do not make contact with her shaft.  I glide down, my tongue running along the base of her cock, tasting her, the sweet saltiness of her precum.  I take the entirety of her length into my moth, the tip only barely touching the back of my throat, and I hold it there, breathing.


“Please… please… just… fuck…”


Amy is muttering, lost in the sensations I offer her.  I grin as I close my lips around her girth, slide my head up, sucking her into my mouth as I lift my head.  She is breathing heavy, shuddering.  I can feel the racing beat of her heart in her dick, throbbing against my tongue.


I pull off her cock with a pop.  My hands still grip her hips as she attempts find my mouth, the source of her pleasure.  Her frustrated whine are like music.


I look up into her face, smiling.


“What do you want Amy?”  I ask.


She stares at me with wide blank eyes, almost lost in the heat of her passion, her painted lips parted, chest rising and falling.


“I want… you… please…”


I shake my head, still smiling.


“The only way you get satisfied is if you beg me.  All you have to do is beg me to make you my pretty girly slut, beg me to claim you, take you, and I’ll make sure you’re satisfied.”


Amy blinks, still staring at me.


“You… want to fuck me?”  She asks—her voice is shaking.


I nod.


“That and more… and you’re going to beg me.”  I say  

Amy just stares at me.  Blinks.  My smile widens.


“It’s the only way you’re getting any release.  And you owe me remember.  I want your body and soul in payment.”


Amy inhales, a slow breath, bites her bottom lip.  I look back to her cock and lower my head back to her dick, slip my mouth around her rigid length, my lips and tongue barely brushing her taught skin.  She whimpers, tries to fuck my mouth, but I hold her in place, controlling her, frustrating her.  I move my head slowly down, then up, tasting her sweet, soft flesh.




I want to scream, to fight, but I cannot.  I am frozen, pinned by Sean’s grip on my hips, his fingers pressing into me, holding me in place.  I can only watch as he takes my cock back into his mouth, swallowing it all with ease as though mocking me, my skirt bunched up around my waist as his head bobs.  

“Please… I need it…”


I am desperate for release, the pleasure intense, growing, but Sean’s ministrations are so subtle, teasing, as to never be enough to take me over the edge.  The fluttering in my stomach grows, becomes overwhelming.  His mouth works up and down my cock, tongue and lips barely brushing my dick, my balls taught, my mind growing blank.


He wants me, all of me.  A large part of me longs to surrender, to beg, plead for him to take him, satisfy me, claim me, yet still some small but vocal part of me struggles, resists.  I whimper and whine, biting my bottom lip hard as I moan, trying to buck my hips but in vain—I am not in control, I am a toy, an instrument played with for Sean’s pleasure.


“Please…”  I moan.


Sean does not listen, continues his oral assault on my last vestiges of resistance.  The fluttering in my stomach grows, expands, fills me.  Sean’s tongue laps at the head of my cock as he pulls up, the back of his throat brushing the tip of my dick as he slides down, lips a constant slight tickling, wearing me down.  I want more, need more, even it if it means surrendering myself to him, allowing him to do with me as he pleases.


I take a deep breath and revel in the control Sean has over me, the tightness of the metal collar around my neck.  I am his, I only need to admit it.


“Please Sean… please… I give in.  I’m yours…”  The words fall from my lips and I feel suddenly free. 

“I’m begging you… whatever you want… take it… take me… make me pretty… make me your slut… make me pay with my body, my soul… please… whatever you want… use me however you want… I’m yours… all yours…”


Sean pauses, slides his lips up my cock and look up into my eyes.  My cheeks are blazing, flush, and my thoughts are dull, head dizzy with euphoria, the bliss of submitting to him.  My cock is hard, like steel, and wet with Sean’s saliva.  He rises slow to his feet, towering over me.


“Good girl.”  He says, grinning.  “I knew you’d give in, but those words were just perfect.  Now, why don’t you get down onto your knees and show me you mean them.”




I shift off the bed, fall to my knees in front of Sean.  I look up at him, into his grey-blue eyes.  I feel small beneath him, vulnerable, weak—I have surrendered to him, offered myself to him and the mixture of fear and excitement makes my head swim.


“Undo my jeans and take my cock out.  Show me you meant what you said.”  He says.


His voice is firm, quiet, commanding.  My mouth is suddenly full of saliva at the thought of what is expected of me and I swallow, unable to speak, nod.  I turn my attention to Sean’s crotch, the bulge there prominent, massive, almost foreboding but also alluring, drawing me in.  I undo Sean’s belt, buttons, pull his jeans and pants down, tugging them slowly, revealing his massive swollen cock.  My face is suddenly too hot, the fluttering in my belly worse, and my dick twitches.


Sean’s cock sways as it is freed from his pants, hanging in front of me, threatening and inviting.  I stare at it, eager and nervous.  As I watch it hardens, growing, engorging.


“Use your mouth and your hands Amy.  Show me you really want to be my slut.”  Sean says.


His words are a command and I cannot resist, do not want to resist.  My eyes are fixed on his cock, the impressive length and thickness of it, his prominent crown, the veins that beat in time with his pulse, his heavy, full balls.  I lick my lips, open my mouth, lean forward.  I inhale the manly scent of Sean and reach out to take his cock in my hands.  It is heavy, thick, warm, almost hot.  His skin is like velvet and I begin to slide my hands up and down.


I move closer, open my mouth wider.  I look up into Sean’s eyes as I bring my mouth to his cock, extended my tongue to run around the bulbous head.  His smile grows and he moans in pleasure.  My heart skips and I take a deep breath, slide my painted lips around his cock, take his dick into my mouth.


It is hot, soft, and I whine as I take more, suddenly hungry for him.  I wrap my lips tight, run my tongue along the underside of his shaft as I force as much of his cock into my mouth as I can.  Sean lifts his hand to place it on the back of my head, entangling his fingers in my hair.


“Good girl.”  He moans.


I murmur in pleasure as I let him force more of his cock between my lips.  He holds my head tight, thrusts his hips forward, fucking my mouth.


I hold his shaft between my lips, my jaw aching.  I can taste his precum on my tongue, bitter, pleasant, his pleasure a gift to me.  I let him control the pace, forcing his cock between my tight lips, lapping with my tongue.  I glide my hand up and down his shaft, lubricated with my saliva, move one hand to caress his balls, feeling the weight of them.  The head of his cock brushes again and again at the back of my throat and I have to subdue the urge to gag, offering my throat up to Sean, gifting it to him for his use.  I am his slut.  His toy.  I let him take me.


“Fuck yes… such a natural little pretty cock sucker.  So sexy.”  He moans.


His words blaze, scalding me, a joy buzzing through me.  I am his cock sucker, pretty, sexy, desired.  I force my head down even as he thrusts into my mouth and his cock goes deep, meeting momentary resistance before slipping into my throat and I cannot breath and do not care.  I want more, need more.




The sudden tightness of Amy’s throat around my cock is almost enough to send me over the edge but I resist.  The sight of her, face made-up, her pretty summer dress bunched around her waist to reveal her hard cock, the noise of her slurping and lapping, moaning with her mouth full of my cock, is a delight.


I guide her movements with my hand in her hair, let her bob her head up and down along my cock, her perfect plump lips wrapped tight around my shaft, her tongue undulating, caressing, milking.  Her hand on my balls teases me, urging me to cum.  I fuck her mouth, thrusting, holding her head, and as she shifts forward, taking me deep, I fuck into her mouth, pulling her head into me.  My cock slips deep into her throat.  I pull it out, let her tongue caress me, then fuck back into her throat, letting the tightness wrap around me, embracing my dick as it throbs.


“Such a perfectly pretty cocksucker.  My little slut.  So talented.”  I moan.


Amy stares up at me as I talk dirty to her, staring at me, her bright green eyes pleading for more, her freckled cheeks flushed pink.  My words obviously delight her and she whines, her cries muffled by my dick.  I slip my cock in and out of her mouth, thrusting in and out of her lips, the tight embrace of them, her gentle suction, her tongue urging me on.


“You want me to cum?”  I ask.


Amy nods even as she takes more of my cock into her throat, forcing herself to take more and more each time she slides down, her hand massaging the last few inches of my shaft.  I smile.


“You want to taste my cum, swallow it?  You want me to make you my cumslut?”  I ask.


Amy nods, whimpering, desperate.  It is clear she is begging, on her knees, her meaning evident even though her mouth is full and she cannot speak.  I let her fuck me with her mouth for a moment, feeling my pleasure build, her lips, tongue, throat all caressing my hard, swollen dick, sucking me, milking me as she plays with my balls.


I take a deep breath, resisting the urge to cum, and pull back as I pull Amy off my cock with my hand.  My dick pops free of her suction and her mouth hangs open, painted lips parted as though inviting me to re-sheath myself, her tongue chasing my shaft.  She whines as she looks up at me, hungry for more.


“Please… I want you… I want you to cum… in my mouth… please…”  

She pleads with me and I smile, look down into her green eyes.


“Later, if you’re very good, but not now.  Now I want you on your knees on the bed, bent over, legs apart and arse up.  Now I’m going to fuck you, claim you, make you my pretty slutty girl.”  I say.


Amy’s eyes go wide.  She stares at me, her mouth forming words that she does not speak.


“You want that don’t you?  Want me to fuck you, slip my cock into your tight hole, make my mine.”


Amy nods.


“Yes.  Please… please fuck me… make me your slut…”  She says.


My smile widens.


“On the bed then, on your knees, face down, arse up, and spread yourself wide for me”  I say.





Chapter 14. 

I am shaking as I climb onto the bed, scared of what Sean is going to do to me, but needing it more than I have ever needed anything before.  I obey him, desperate to please him, to satisfy him.  I am his, to take and use as he wants and the thought fills me with a joy beyond any I have ever known.


I rest on my knees, falling forward onto my forearms so that I am on all fours with my butt high.  The collar around my neck is a close fit, a constant reminder of my place, a constant reminder that I am owned.  I keep my head low but turned so I can look back to Sean, see him standing behind me.  I curve my back to raise my butt higher, offering it to him, offering him my hole to take.  I want him to fuck me, make me his girl, his slut.  I need him.  The skirt of my dress barely covers me, offering him a glimpse of my cock and balls and hole.


“My what a perfectly fuckable ass.”  Sean says.


His word bless me and I moan, eager for him to take me.  I wiggle my butt, teasing him, enticing him.  I watch as Sean slips out of his jeans and pants, his cock swaying free, magnificent and massive, throbbing, ready to fill me.  I bite at my bottom lip.


“Are you ready for me to fuck you Amy?”  He asks.


I nod but do not speak.  I am incapable of words.  Sean steps forward, lifts my skirt, gathering it around my waist.  The bed shifts as he climbs up to kneel behind me.  His hands roam over my butt, squeezing, caressing.  One hand lifts, then falls, suddenly, and I cry and Sean spanks me, hard.  The pain sends a tingle along my spine.


“Tell me what you want.”  He says.


I bite my bottom lip, unwilling to confess.


He lifts his hand again, spanking me again, on the other cheek, harder.


“I’m going to keep spanking you until you tell me you want me to fuck you like a slut.”  He says, his voice a low growl.


His hand lifts, falls, over and over, striking the plump flesh of my butt.  The pain sends shivers along my spine, my cock hard and throbbing, the humiliation and submission and agony a delight.  I let him spank me, let him force me to admit what I want.


“Please…”  I cry out, finally admitting defeat, allowing him to break me. ” Please fuck me, fuck me like your slutty girl.”  I say—my voice is low and hush and feminine.


I feel free.  Admitting the truth, that I want him to fuck me, that I want him to bury his cock in my hole, that I want to be his pretty slut, has liberated me.  Sean grins and leans to the side to pick up the bottle of lube that he left on the bed.


“Good girl.  Now, take a deep breath, and relax.  I’ll be gentle… to start.”  He says.


I watch as he pour a generous amount of lube into his palm, greasing his massive cock, then running his slick hand along my crack, over my hole, his finger brushing over my entrance, pressing, slipping barely into me.  I moan, push back into his finger, wanting more, but he pulls away.


“Naughty girl.  Be patient.”  He whispers.


I smile, mischievous, wiggle my butt again, wanting Sean inside of me.  He stares down at my raised, offered butt and he shifts forward.  He reaches down, grips his cock, aims it at my hole, running the head along my crack and over my entrance, pressing just into me, teasing me.


“Please…”  I whine.


“Well, since you asked so nicely.”  Sean says.


He slides his cock down, presses it into me, the head at my opening, and pushes.  I moan as he stretches me, forcing me open, wider, easing in slowly.  I moan, pleasure and pain running up my spine from my hole to the base of my neck.  My skin tingles and my balls tighten and I push back, wanting him inside of me.


Sean’s cock stretches me and then, suddenly, pops past my opening, past my sphincter, and is inside of me, deep, slipping deeper.


“Fuck yes!”  I cry out, mind numbed by the rush of bliss.


I push into him, arching my back as Sean eases more and more of his massive cock into me.  I take it, needing it, hungry for it.  I take all of him, feel his balls and hips slap against me and he is buried entirely in me.  His hands grip my hips, holding me, and as he eases out I feel my inner walls vibrate with some unknown pleasure, his swollen crown tugging at my entrance as he threatens to withdraw.  His cock is hot inside of me, throbbing, pulsing, and I wiggle to encourage him to fuck me.


Sean obliges, thrusts deep, suddenly, and the rush of sensations makes me gasp.  I grip the bed sheets tight, barely able to breath, by body his plaything.  I open my legs wider.


“I’m your slut… fuck me…”  I whisper.


Sean grips my hips tight.  He pulls out, thrusts in, working his cock in and out of my tight hole and the fluttering in my belly shifts, begins to metamorphose into something new, something wonderful.




I thrust hard into Amy, burying the entire length of my swollen cock inside of her, filling her tight hole with my engorged dick.  I stare down at her arse, her perfect, round, pert butt, watching the slight wobble of her flesh as I fuck her.  Beneath her the sway of her small, erect dick is almost hypnotic, the thin trickle of precum leaking from her a sign of how much she delights in the way I fuck her, the way I claim her.


I stare at her puckered entrance, the way it stretches around my girth, the way it grips me as I withdraw, clinging to my cock, begging to me remain, the way it flexs as I thrust in, filling Amy over and over.  I feel a tingle in the base of my skull, more than sexual pleasure, Amy’s submission, on her knees, collared, begging me to take her, make her mine, make her my slut, an ambrosia.


“You like my cock Amy?”  I ask, my voice low, deep.


I am breathing heaving, my hands gripping her hips as I fuck in and out of her tight, perfect arse.  My blood pounds and I pull Amy back into me and I thrust deep, knocking the air from her lungs, making her gasp and moan in agony and delight as I use her.


She nods, unable to speak, lost in the pleasure I offer her.  I grin, run my hands up along her sides, under her summer dress.  Her body is lithe, slim, smooth, flawless.  Her black hair has fallen over her face, her green eyes unfocussed, half closed.


I pull my cock almost entirely out of Amy, hold just the tip inside of her.  She shifts, wiggles, pushes back, wanting more, wanting me to fuck into her, fill her.  She whines.


“Tell me or I stop.”  I am barely able to speak, barely in control, but I need to hear it.


“Please…”  She whines.


Amy wiggles, enticing me, bouncing her butt, pushing back in an effort to fill her hole with my cock.  My dick throbs, pulsing in time with my drumming heart, and I can feel the tight ring of her entrance squeezing me, constricting, as though milking me, almost painful.  I hold her in place, refuse to let her seduce me, refuse to let her have more of my cock.


“Please… I need it… I need it so bad…”  She whines.


“Do you like my cock in your arse Amy?  Do you like me fucking you like a slut?”


Amy nods.  Her cheeks are flush, bright pink.  I do not move, hold her still even as she writhes, attempting to take more of me inside her.  I wait.


I… I want you to fuck me… like a slut.  I love it.  I love your cock inside of me.  Just please… put it back… fuck me… hard…”


Amy wiggles, teasing me with her hole and I grip her tight, smiling.  I pull back, slip my cock out of her entirely.  Her hole gapes, as though desperate to be filled.  She stares back at me in shock and loss, eyes wide.


“You said…” 

“Get your dress and bra off and get on your back, now.”  I say, cutting Amy off before she can voice her protest.


My tone is stern, hard.  Amy stares at me for a moment before shifting.  She moves quickly, hurrying, eager to obey.  I watch as she slips her dress off, sliding it up over her torso, off her head.  She rests on her knees, staring at me, grinning as she unclasps her bra, dropping it onto the floor.  She flops onto her back beneath me, stares up at me, gnawing on her bottom lip.  Her body is breathtaking, hairless and smooth, pale and freckled, her flat chest, narrow shoulders, cute nipples.  Her small, cute cock is hard, rigid, leaking precum.


“Open your legs for me.”  I say.


Amy obeys, moving quickly, eager.  She smiles, green eyes sparkling with lust.  Between her butt cheeks I can see her slick, gaping hole, an invitation for me to enter her, fuck her.


“Good girl.”  I whisper.


I shift forward, lean over Amy, lower my face to her chest, bite one nipple, gently, then hard.  She gasps, wiggles.  My swollen throbbing cock rubs against her smooth thigh, creeping higher, seeking her hole.


I slide up the bed, ease my cock closer to Amy’s entrance.  I move to her other nipple, bite it, and her moan is one of delight.


“Please… Sean… I need it… please fuck me… fill me…”


I lift my head and look into Amy’s eyes and I see my friend, beautiful, sexy, pretty, the creature of my widest fantasies.


“As you wish.”  I whisper.


I shift, moving my hips.  My cock is slick with lube and Amy’s arse is still well oiled.  My shaft glides between her cheers, finds her hole, and I push.  There is barely any resistance.  Amy ruts back onto me, hard, thrusting herself down as I push in.  My cock pops past her outer ring and slides deep, filling her, and we moan together, press out bodies tight as I press down on her, press into her.




I look up at Sean as he fills me, his cock buried deep within me.  The sensation is mind numbing, the way my inner walls cling to him, his girth stretching me, his prominent crown rubbing against my inner, sensitive spot.


His weight, almost crushing me, makes me feel safe, taken, small and vulnerable beneath him.  His belly presses against my cock, hard and throbbing, sandwiched between us.  I grind my hips, wanting more of him, fuck back against him as he pushes deeper into me.


“More… I want more…”  I whisper.


Sean smiles.


“You are a greedy girl aren’t you?”


I grin, nodding.


“You made me this way.  Isn’t this what you wanted?  Me as your slutty, desperate plaything?”


Sean laughs, joyfully, even as he continues to pound into me.  I can feel his cock, hard, throbbing, hot inside of me, filling me, stretching me.  He leans down towards me and his lips meet mine.  He kisses me, deeply, passionately, melting me.  I fuck back as he fucks me, harder and harder, pounding me, calming me, making me his.  His tongue presses into my mouth and I welcome it.  The fluttering in my belly grows, becoming bright and hot as Sean’s cock slips in and out, over and over.


I am gasping, moaning, whining.  I need him, want him, more than anything I’ve ever wanted.  I want him to own me.


Sean pulls back, shifts his arms to grasp my wrists, pulling my arms up above my head, pinning me as he fucks me.  I am at his mercy.


“You really are utterly perfect.”  He whispers.


I smile, blushing, breathing heavy.  I grind myself down onto his hard, throbbing dick, delighting in the way it fills me.


“Then show me… show me you think I’m perfect…”  I say, almost breathless.


My mind is a haze of pleasure.  The fluttering in my belly has almost filled me, a euphoria unlike anything I’ve ever felt and I want more of it, need more of it.  I need to be fucked, filled, claimed.  I need to be Sean’s pretty, perfect, feminine slut.


“Cum in me… cum inside of me… make me your slutty girl…”  I say.


Sean laughs again, clearly delighted by my words.  He fucks me harder, his passion fired to new heights.  He is handsome, strong, and I am his.


“Cum inside of me and mark me as yours…”  I moan.


Sean fucks me harder, deeper, faster, rutting into me, pounding me.  I gasp, barely able to believe what I am saying, what  am doing, but happy, for the first time in a long time.  I feel safe, wanted, desirable.


The fluttering inside of me grows hot, bright.  I can feel Sean’s cock swelling, growing harder than I thought possible and he fucks deeper and harder than he has before, pressing me down into the bed, holding me down as he pushes his swollen cock deep.


“Fuck… I’m cumming…”  He moans.


His cock twitches, spasms, and I can feel him cumming inside of me, filling me with his spunk.  The thought and the sensation pushes me over the edge and my balls tighten and my cock spasms and I cum all over myself, all over Sean as he fills me, the warm pulsing throb of his cock as he empties his balls into me an utter thrill that makes me shudder.


“My god… that was…”  Sean is out of breath. 

His grip on my wrists, pinning me onto the bed beneath him, is still tight.  I do not struggle, content to be held.  I am smiling, buzzing, aglow, basking in the warmth of my climax, the warm stickiness in my hole a pleasant reminder of what I have done, of what I have had done to me.


“Amazing?”  I ask.


Sean nods, grinning.


“Yes, amazing.”


I smile, glad, saddened slightly as Sean’s cock begins to soften inside of me, leaving me feeling empty.  I wiggle beneath him, wanting to savour the last moments of him on top of me, inside of me.


“You know, it’s almost the end of the month.”  I whisper.  “I’d be happy to deliver the rent early, if you wanted.”


I laugh as Sean smiles down at me.  He leans forward and kisses me, once, gently, on the lips.


“And how do you intend to pay?”  He asks.


I smile, flutter my eyelashes.  I wiggle my butt, saddened as Sean’s cock slips out of me, his warm cum drooling from my stretched, gaping hole.


“Oh, I’m sure I can think of a few things you might want.”  I giggle, grinning, basking.


Sean stares down at me, fixes me with his grey-blue eyes.


“You’re everything I want.”  He says.


My heart skips.  Sean smiles, leans in and kisses me again, firmly, hungrily.  I kiss him back, desperate to show him how happy he has made me, desperate to show him how much I want to be his.


THE END





nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Title Page


    		Chapter 1.


    		Chapter 2.


    		Chapter 3.


    		Chapter 4.


    		Chapter 5.


    		Chapter 6.


    		Chapter 7.


    		Chapter 8.


    		Chapter 9.


    		Chapter 10.


    		Chapter 11.


    		Chapter 12.


    		Chapter 13.


    		Chapter 14.


  




  
    		Contents


    		Cover


  




cover.jpeg





