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From The Author

Or fair warning before you buy this book

While writing Locked Up, a collection of male chastity stories, and Sinthea The Hotwife, which explores hotwives and cheating from a different angle, I penned quite a few very short, playful stories about wicked women who enjoy cheating and chastity. They were character sketches, the writer’s version of an artist doodling. I enjoy writing about shamelessly wicked women, so after quite a bit of doodling, I realised I had the makings of what has become this book.

So, here’s your warning. These stories contain A LOT OF CHEATING, which I know is a trigger for some readers. Please enjoy these stories for what they are, which is purely for entertainment.

These stories also include: male chastity, cuckolding, homewrecking, BDSM, cock and ball torture (CBT), spanking, mind control, lactophilia, pegging, dubious consent, asphyxiation, feminisation, rough sex, female domination, orgasm denial, sexual addiction, water sports, age-gap sex and other explicit material.





About The Author

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

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

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


1: DOCTOR ALEXIA POTTS

THE SEX THERAPIST

This is my confession. I didn’t become a sex therapist because I wanted to help girls with sexual issues, addictions and fetishes. I became a sex therapist because I’m a nymphomaniac too. Hearing girls talk about their dirtiest, darkest secrets gets me off. Every day, they give me ideas for fantasies I can explore myself. And I do. All of them, especially if they give me new and naughtier ways to cheat on my daddy with as many different lovers as I can find.

While I will now share their confessions with you, I have changed the name of each girl to protect their identity, even though these nymphets are far from innocent. I will also refer to their regular male partners as their daddies, as most nymphets have a sugar daddy. Or perhaps I should say most nymphets own a sugar daddy, a man who keeps them in the standard of luxury they deserve, as I have one to pamper and spoil me too.

Before I tell you more about these girls, first, a word about me. I’m a natural blue-eyed, platinum blonde with hair like spun silver with a sheen of gold. If you saw me in a bikini or naked, you would immediately describe me as a classic Barbie doll with a busty, curvaceous figure. But when I dress for work, I put on a brunette wig with the hair arranged in a French plait and wear big, round glasses. With a short lab coat over my blouse and a black knee-length pencil skirt, I look like a pretty nerd.

It’s ironic. Girls come to me to confess their forbidden secrets. They feel they can be honest with me because I’m their therapist. They believe the secrets they share in our sessions are confidential. And yet, I’m the one wearing a disguise to look like someone I’m not.

My ‘work look’ has another benefit too. When I’m out with my daddy dressed normally, if we bump into any man I’ve cheated with, he never recognises me. Oh, he will look twice, or three times, because he sees a hot blonde girl who gives him a rise in his pants. But they never see me as the hot brunette who gave them an incredible orgasm or who tormented them in some mischievous way. As nymphets, we do both, as we enjoy giving pleasure, but we also enjoy taking it away, denying it, or punishing men for our own gratification.

Society shuns nymphomaniacs, which is why I prefer to give each of my girls the title of a nymphet. People believe nymphomaniacs are sluts, but it isn’t true. Do you want to hear the truth? Men label us whores and sluts to control us. Certain men fear strong, powerful women. So they give us these labels to make us feel ashamed, but our sexual feelings and desires aren’t sinful, they’re a gift. The same way as a musician creates beautiful melodies with their instrument, we find perfect pleasure from our bodies.

I always knew I loved my pussy and the pleasure it could give me. Even as a young girl, I would lie awake at night, touching my perfect, smooth triangle, with an itch deep inside that wasn’t ready to scratch yet. I loved the orange blossom perfume of my sex and the sweet, buttery taste. It was a heavenly gift to have a pussy which men found so arousing, but with a taste and scent that aroused me too.

They say boys can’t stop playing with themselves as soon as they discover the pleasure of an erection and the explosive release of an orgasm. I was the same. I couldn’t get enough of fingering my clitoris and the sensitive zone inside my passage, which I later learned was my G-spot. When I hit puberty, I remember my friends complaining about their time of the month. But who cared about that when a girl’s clitoris was any time of the day or night?

What I didn’t like was when my pussy grew hair. It hid my precious sex away, stealing the perfectly exposed and ready for penetration look. I shaved it obsessively, hating if I had the merest dusting of fresh growth. As a platinum blonde, no one could see it until it grew out, but I could feel it as I touched myself, the roughness spoiling my pleasure.

Waxing wasn’t much better. It lasted longer than shaving, and the regrowth didn’t feel as bad, but it was like my body was punishing me for my addiction to pleasure. By sixteen, I had every hair from the neck down removed by laser, including the peach fuzz on my arms. Now I’m perfectly smooth everywhere, as naked as a woman can be when she’s undressed. What girl doesn’t want a man, or a woman, to worship her body everywhere?

So, I always knew sex had to be my work, pastime and pleasure, which led me to train as a doctor and therapist. It wasn’t enough for me to do a ten-week course to learn how to talk to people. I wanted to understand anatomy and how to manipulate and control it. I wanted access to the drugs nymphets used to enhance pleasure or torment a man. And as I studied, I knew I didn’t want to help men. To be honest, I didn’t want to help women in the traditional sense either. I only wanted to hear their dirtiest, darkest secrets.

I never offer my patients advice to help them ‘get better.’ There’s nothing wrong with their desire for sex. It’s perfectly natural. If a man sleeps around, other men consider it a badge of honour. It gives men bragging rights. It means he’s virile, masculine and successful. If a girl does the same, men call her a slut or a whore. Why should I perpetuate the patriarchy? Sex makes my nymphets feel good. It helps them to discover and express their divine femininity. So, I encourage them to do more, to explore and experiment with new pleasures. We all win as they come back with new ideas and pass them on to me.

During most sessions, I sit at my desk as the girl makes her confession. Women are superb at multitasking, which is why I can take notes and rub my clitoris at the same time. I have to be careful to edge myself slowly though, as I get vocal when I orgasm. The sexual energy in the room is intoxicating as girls reveal all. It’s the perfect arrangement. I get off on listening and get paid for it too. And I also get ideas for what mischief I can get up to next.

You would think I’ve heard it all, but that isn’t the case. Yesterday, I listened to a beautiful nymphet talk about her cock sucking addiction. I didn’t know what she got out of it, because she does all the giving. Her confession comes later, so I won’t say too much now. All I’ll say is the ache in her voice as she talked about having a cock in her mouth left my chair shamefully drenched. She doesn’t suck cocks because she’s submissive. She does it because it gives her power. And knowing you have power also brings pleasure. After her confession, I couldn’t wait for the end of the day so I could get a cock into my mouth too.

I rarely emerge from my disguise until I get home, but tonight warranted it. I ditched the lab coat, opened the top three buttons of my blouse and removed my glasses. It’s astonishing how a few well-chosen items can transform a girl’s entire look. I was no longer a pretty nerd but a sultry brunette seductress.

As if the universe knew how much I needed to suck a man off, the opportunity presented itself right away. I stepped into an elevator with a man I had never seen in our building before. In one look, I knew what was going through his head. He wished the elevator was full so he could stand close to me and accidentally rub himself against my big, beautiful breasts. What he didn’t know was he was in for a much bigger and better surprise.

I thumbed the emergency stop button, sank to my knees and opened his pants. He froze, unable to believe what I was doing. His cock tasted good, so deliciously manly as it hardened and filled my mouth. I looked up at him, the same way as the nymphet had described in her confession, and enjoyed his look of wondrous shock and surprise. But he didn’t object or complain. What man would refuse a gorgeous, busty brunette sucking his cock without having to ask, pay for it or sweeten her up? He was putty in my hands, or more accurately, my mouth.

I gave him an oral masterclass. I cratered my cheeks for suction, lavished his shaft with my tongue and rubbed his crown along the ridges on the roof of my mouth. All without using my hands. Hands are cheating. If a girl can’t make a man cum with only her mouth, she doesn’t know how to suck a cock properly. Hands are only for massaging his balls, rolling them through the fingers and squeezing them to urge him to release his cum. And when you feel his balls tighten, he’s about to explode.

That’s when you take him to the back of your throat. You give him the thrill of forcing the head of his cock into the tight passage and blow his mind right before he blows his load. I drank it all, a fountain of delicious hot cum, and it made me so damned horny I could have touched myself and joined him. But my pleasure was still to come.

While he gasped for air, I casually stood, resumed our journey to the foyer and dusted off my skirt. As the doors opened, I stepped out, looked back over my shoulder and gave him a wink.

“Have a good night,” I said.

He was beyond words and remained in the elevator, leaning against the wall. He could still be there now for all I know, riding it up and down the building with his cock hanging out of his pants and a look of stunned shock on his face.

Sucking off a stranger’s cock was only the entrée. Now, I was ready for the main course. You see, cheating on my daddy was always fun, but getting away with it was the best part. I got home, tossed my keys in the bowl on the sideboard and found my daddy on the sofa.

We live in a luxury apartment in the city. He’s filthy rich and twenty years older than me. But he has good stamina and can go for hours when I feed him a little blue pill. What nymphet doesn’t want a sugar daddy to keep her in the luxurious lifestyle she deserves? And as I’m his trophy baby girl, he’ll do anything to keep me.

I sat on his lap and laced my fingers around his neck, feeling the hard lump in his pants. It wasn’t his erection. He would get lucky soon enough, but I wanted to torment him a little first. I kissed him passionately, locking tongues so he tasted my mouth, coming as close as I could to confessing what I had done without saying the words.

“How was work?” he said, licking his lips and trying to identify the unusual flavour of my normally sweet mouth.

“Oh, you know. More of the same. Hours of listening to girls obsessed with cheating on their daddies by sucking other men’s cocks.”

I looked him in the eyes. “I would never suck another man’s cock, Daddy. You know I love your cock the best. That’s why I have to keep it locked up. Otherwise, you would have dozens of young girls wanting to suck it every day.”

I got his cock out of his pants, unlocked his chastity cage and watched him get hard in seconds. Locking him up was the best thing I ever did for our sex life, as he was always desperate for my pussy. I adjusted my position to straddle him and buried his hard shaft deep into my naughty love canal.

We kissed again as I worked him deep, rolling my hips as my molten orgasm mounted in my pelvis. It was naughty and delicious, exactly what this nymphet needed after a long day getting pent-up with sexual tension. And I’m sure he knew what I had done but was too deep in denial to believe it could be true. With every second he tasted my sweet lips, how could he not taste the residual salty flavour of another man’s cum?

Fibbing to his face and then screwing him felt so good. It made me cum so hard. I know I could do anything and get away with it. Cheating on him this way made me want to suck off another man tomorrow and do it all over again… unless, of course, another girl gave me a different idea.


2: POPPY

THE UNDERAGE COUGAR

Poppy looks like she’s in her early to mid-twenties, but she has the considered demeanour of an older woman. Her emerald eyes have a level gaze, and she carries her slender figure with grace. When we begin the session, she speaks in a sedate tone, despite having the high-pitched voice of a young girl. She has a splendid mane of strawberry blonde hair and a flawless porcelain complexion unlined by age, yet I feel like I’m sitting with my aunty. It’s like she has an older woman trapped inside her nubile body.

For most people, an aunt is akin to their mother in the same sense of taking a parental mantle with a niece. My aunty also made a huge impression on me as a young woman, as she is a nymphet too. My uncle still doesn’t know she enjoys screwing young men whenever she can get her hands on one. And as she is still a fox, that’s every other day. So, I can’t wait to find out why Poppy reminds me so much of my aunty. This is her confession.

* * *

I always knew I wasn’t comfortable in the role of a teen nymphet. Although men liked seeing me dressed as a schoolgirl with a tight blouse and a tartan miniskirt, I always felt like an imposter. And I didn’t want to screw older men. I wanted to dominate younger men in the bedroom and steal their innocence like a horny cougar with toy boys. That’s when I knew I was a cougar, desperately wanting to be forty-plus, not twenty-four.

But why couldn’t I be a cougar now? I didn’t have to wait until I was forty. Becoming a cougar is all about desire, attitude and dress. So, no more miniskirts. No more smooth, waxed pussy. I grew a big bush, changed my wardrobe and set about screwing an innocent young boy every night. I’m a natural strawberry blonde, so you can imagine how lovely my bush looks, like a cougar hungry for a young cock. And boys need to learn they don’t get to enjoy a lovely smooth pussy when they’re having sex with a cougar. I have reclaimed it all for my pleasure alone.

Once I knew this was who I wanted to be, I had the desire to hunt. I wanted to embrace the title, like a wily feline predator stalking tender young rabbits. I couldn’t wait to experience the thrill of the chase, finding my target, bending him to my will and consuming him in bed.

Last week, I made my first kill. I was at a wine bar, enjoying the effect my new image was having on men. I wore a classic black cocktail dress, sipped wine and rebuffed enthusiastic men. A cougar selects her prey. She is wild, savage and free, and doesn’t submit to the advances of a mate.

I saw a young couple talking excitedly at a table. I could tell by the way the girl touched the boy’s hand that they hadn’t moved past kissing and heavy petting yet. It wasn’t the intimate and familiar touch of a lover who knew every inch of their partner’s body. He looked delicious, all wide-eyed and innocent, and nervous about touching her back. I moved closer, sitting in the shadows, so they wouldn’t notice me eavesdropping. They were too wrapped up in each other to notice anyone else anyway.

“So… I’m ready, Danny,” said the girl.

“Ready for what?” Danny replied.

Danny… it was a cute name for a cute boy. I liked the look of him. He had brown eyes, dark hair and an athletic body. Once he grew in confidence, he would become a lady-killer. But he wasn’t there yet. The girl was pretty enough, a petite brunette with pink, pouty lips, but not in my league.

The girl took his hand, like she desperately needed him to understand. “You know… for you to stay the night.”

Danny swallowed hard. “Wow, Azra! You mean… have sex?”

She nodded and gripped his hand tightly.

“Are you sure?” he said.

“Yes. I want us to lose our virginity together.”

Danny stammered as he asked her when. It was adorably innocent and made my pussy burn with desire as I thought about getting my teeth into him.

“Not tonight,” said Azra. “A person only loses their virginity once in their lifetime, so it’s a special occasion. I want time to prepare, you know, do a little grooming and wear something nice. You should do the same. But now I’m ready, I don’t want to wait long. How about tomorrow night? We could meet here for a drink and then you could walk me back to my apartment a little earlier than usual.”

They agreed on the details, then kissed quickly before looking around to see if anyone had noticed their public display of affection. Ah, young love! It was so sweet and innocent, especially when the lovers believed they were about to do the forbidden.

Losing one’s virginity is commonly a disappointing experience for most people, with a lot of frantic fumbling about and over too soon. People should get it out of the way and get on with learning how to make sex truly special. So, I decided to help the young lovers get over the idea this would be one of the greatest nights of their lives.

Danny and Azra finished their drinks and left. He walked her to her apartment, and I followed, safely anonymous in the crowds of people enjoying the nightlife. I felt like a cougar stalking her prey in the long grass, looking for a moment to strike. Azra’s apartment was a short walk from the bar. She lived on the first floor, and they took the stairs. I followed. They were much too excited about their tryst the following night to notice me tagging along behind.

They kissed again outside her apartment door. It was all I needed to find out for now, and it was good they were planning to get together tomorrow, as I didn’t have what I needed in my handbag. I haven’t made the same mistake and now carry everything I need in case a young virgin like Danny attracts my attention.

I caught a cab home, got my beauty sleep, and woke refreshed and ready for action. Then I went shopping for everything I would need to take Danny’s virginity for myself.

An hour before Danny and Azra had planned to meet, I visited her apartment building and knocked on her door. As expected, she was still at home, getting dressed. I saw the flash of her pupil in the peephole. She would have seen an attractive strawberry blonde girl in a black cocktail dress and clearly didn’t believe I was a threat, so she opened the door.

She wore a bathrobe and had finished drying her hair, as it was still a fluffy mess. Glancing over her shoulder, I saw she had a small open-plan apartment, with the bedroom coming off the kitchen and lounge.

“Can I help you?” she said.

Her tone was rude, and she didn’t even say hello, but I smiled at her sweetly nonetheless.

“Oh, hi! I’m here to see Claire,” I replied.

She frowned. “You have the wrong apartment.”

I looked at her askance. “She said it was number sixteen,” I said, as if she were lying.

Azra shook her head. “Listen, there’s—”

At that moment, I gasped and pointed into her apartment as if I had seen something shocking. She turned around to look, as was human nature. Try it. It works every time, but never twice with the same person. But I only needed it to work once on Azra.

With her back turned, I was free to grab her around the chest to restrict her arms and press a chloroform-soaked cloth over her nose and mouth. It was her turn to gasp in surprise, which helped me out as it made the chloroform act faster. She struggled for a moment, getting weaker with every breath, before passing out.

I took her weight, dragged her into the apartment and bumped the door shut with my hip. She had a blue two-seater opposite her television, so I put her there while I emptied my handbag.

Then I removed her bathrobe and admired her preparation for her big night. She had a tight, slender body. Her tits weren’t all that big, but she had shaved her pussy, so it looked inviting for Danny. I tied her hands behind her back and her ankles together. She came around when I had finished, so I quickly set about stuffing a cloth in her mouth and sealing it shut with thick strips of duct tape.

She looked at me with wide brown eyes as she understood her predicament, although she clearly didn’t understand the nature of it. She had little worth stealing, and I didn’t have a cock, so she knew I wasn’t after a little non-consensual sex. Well, not with her. It would happen later. Danny’s consent wouldn’t matter because I wouldn’t give him a choice.

Everything was going according to plan, and I still had twenty minutes to kill. Now, it is a cougar’s duty to train younger felines, and Azra needed a lesson in manners. I sat on her couch, pulled her over my lap with her cute, round bottom in the air and grabbed a handful of her hair. Then I spanked her virgin bottom bright red, enjoying the sting in my hand with each blow and the sound of her muffled cries.

Azra didn’t enjoy it though. She flinched each time I spanked her and pleaded with me to stop, even though she couldn’t make legible words. I continued anyway, loving the sight of my beetroot-coloured handprints covering her cheeks while I pulled her hair. There’s a special pleasure in spanking another girl, and it put me in the perfect mood for seducing Danny.

“Next time you open a door to a stranger, try being more polite,” I said, before putting her to sleep again with the chloroformed cloth.

I had some bedroom arrangements to make before heading to the bar, so I fetched a chair from the dining table and placed it inside Azra’s wardrobe. Then I hauled Sleeping Beauty from her couch and sat her on the chair, tying her in place with more bondage rope. The wardrobe had louvre slats in the doors, so when she woke, she would get a view of her bedroom like an unwitting voyeur. And with her bottom spanked until it was raw and burning, she wouldn’t enjoy the view for more reasons than one.

I found Azra’s keys and locked her inside her apartment. The short walk to the bar was refreshing. I checked my makeup before going inside and sighed with delight at how well the evening was progressing. Danny sat alone at a table. He had dressed in what was likely his best shirt and pants, and had ordered a bottle of pricey Chardonnay. He looked nervous and kept checking his watch. Azra, for obvious reasons, was late.

I marched over to his table, sat opposite and poured us both a glass of wine. It seemed a shame for it to go to waste.

“Hi, Danny. I’m Poppy… Azra’s friend,” I said, sipping my wine.

He recovered from my bold arrival and looked me in the eye as if afraid to look elsewhere. My cocktail dress showed a tantalising view of my cleavage, so I couldn’t blame him for being so timid. He was still a virgin, after all.

“Um… hi,” he said. “Is she coming?”

It was an unintentionally amusing question, as Azra would not be having an orgasm tonight. I suppressed a giggle. Cougars didn’t giggle. It was the affectation of a teen nymphet, and those days were over.

“No,” I said, breaking the news mercilessly. It was also the truth in both senses of his question. “You see, she enjoys leading on boys like you… promising them the chance to lose their virginity and standing them up.”

He looked mortified. “You’re joking, right?”

“Phone her if you don’t believe me.”

He did. I heard the ringtone sound several times before the call went to voicemail. I gave him a knowing look.

“She gets off on it. I expect she’s banging her real boyfriend right now. While he ploughs her sweet pussy with his thick cock, she’ll tell him all about the poor boy she led on. She’ll laugh about all the effort you made to win her over because you still haven’t got lucky with a girl.”

Although my story was complete fiction, it clearly hit a nerve. Danny looked like he would burst into tears at any moment. The part about his virginity and success with women was evidently true.

“She enjoys being a bitch,” I said, pushing his glass closer to him. “Have some wine. It’ll make you feel better.”

He took a mouthful like he had lost all hope.

I sighed whimsically. “But I don’t mind doing her dirty work because I get to gather the spoils,” I said. “You’re cute, and you look like a boy who has the potential to become a fabulous lover. Would you like the opportunity to lose your precious virginity with me instead?”

I had his attention. It was astonishing how quickly he overcame his despair about his missed opportunity with Azra. I held up her apartment keys.

“She’s out for the night. Why don’t we go to her apartment and mess up the bed? Won’t that be the perfect revenge?”

My new pet followed me like an obedient puppy, eager to serve his new mistress. It surprised me how easily Danny was willing to cheat on Azra when he thought she was doing the same to him. No matter how people feel about it morally, cheating spices up one’s sex life.

Minutes later, we were back in Azra’s apartment. I led Danny into her bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, facing the wardrobe.

“Strip!” I said. “I want to see the goods.”

I also wanted Azra to see the goods too. Danny obeyed and removed his clothes, neatly folding each item as he set them on the dresser. It was adorable to see how nervous he was about it. I admired his taut, toned body. He was fit, with a slender, athletic physique. Like Azra, he had gone to the trouble to groom himself and had got his crotch waxed. Once he had stripped naked, I ordered him to stand before me.

“Not bad,” I said, handling his cock and balls like an officer conducting a uniform inspection.

It sprang up as I touched it, even though I had no intention of pleasuring him with my hand or mouth. I would use his cock for my pleasure and nothing else. I spanked his hard butt, leaving a pink handprint on it, and thought about how much I would like to spank it bright red too. But my pussy was hungry for some action.

“Get on your knees,” I said, hiking up my skirt and spreading my legs.

I wasn’t wearing panties, so Azra was the first to get a good look at my strawberry bush. I gave Danny some quick instructions about how I wanted him to lick me, then took him by the hair and introduced his mouth to a woman’s sex. The poor boy got a good floss as he tasted his first pussy. He did an adequate job of licking me. I’m sure, given the choice, he would prefer to lick Azra’s smooth, virginal hole. But I made him worship me until he had a sore tongue, and I had my first orgasm of the evening.

“Now get up and jerk yourself off,” I said, pulling him away from my dripping sex. “Get one out of your system so you last longer.”

I made sure he stood where Azra would see him too, then sat and watched as he jerked himself off. It only took him a minute to cum and he emptied himself, leaving glossy white stripes over the charcoal carpet.

“Come here,” I said, ripping open a condom.

It was an extra-thick, desensitising sleeve. Now I had become a cougar, men had to last as long as they could. I didn’t care about their pleasure at all. This was all about me. I jerked his cock roughly, getting him hard again so I could roll the sleeve over his shaft. Then I positioned him flat on his back and climbed on top.

With the thick rubber sleeve over his cock, he wouldn’t have felt the sweet pleasure of entering a girl’s sex for the first time. He would feel the grip, but not the slick passage or the delicious friction of skin on skin.

“And now you’re a man,” I said, once I had worked him inside.

I rode him furiously, using his cock for all it was worth to build my pleasure. He reached for my dress, trying to expose my breasts, but I took his wrists and pinned them to the bed. He had to learn that losing his virginity was a disappointing experience. Trapped in his thick condom and getting little friction as I ground on him, he looked like he wasn’t enjoying it like he thought he would.

My orgasm was building at a wonderful rate though. With poor Danny looking at me like I could tear out his throat, and Azra forced to look on as a cuckold, I had never felt more alive. My pussy became an oven, slowly baking my pleasure to perfection. When his cock pulsed, I knew I had stolen his virginity, taken his innocence and subdued him. It triggered my release, and my pussy melted with pleasure. I gushed sweet juices, drenching Danny and the bed, and kept grinding on him to sustain it. Finally, as my orgasm subsided, I leaned in and bit Danny’s neck, bruising him to mark him as my prey.

Feeling blissfully transformed into a cougar at last, I climbed off the bed, leaving him tangled in the sheets and covered with my cum. He lay completely still, as if I had torn out his throat. It was such a pretty picture.

“Not bad for a virgin,” I said, opening the wardrobe door. “How do you think he performed, Azra?”

Danny sat up fast as he saw Azra, bound, gagged and helpless in her wardrobe. “Azra?!”

“Mmph!” she replied.

“Oh, don’t look so shocked,” I said. “I’ve done you both a favour. Now Danny has got his precious virginity out of his system, he’ll last longer than thirty seconds when you two finally get around to having sex.” I tossed him the box of extra-thick condoms. “But use those for the first few times to be sure.”

I waited for them to say something. A thank you, perhaps? They both stared at each other and looked lost. I threw my arms in the air and left them to it, feeling put out about how ungrateful people have become these days. It made me more determined to teach more of these young rabbits some manners. This hunt was over, but my pussy was already hot and hungry for my next innocent young boy.


3: VENUS

NO HOLES BARRED

Venus has an assurance in her step as she enters my office. This sultry brunette seductress has supreme sexual confidence and knows the power of her femininity. She radiates dominance as if she has a halo. But she is no angel, and men would be unwise to flirt with her casually. I believe she has a lust for taboo pleasures, as her mahogany eyes have lost their innocence.

She reclines on the therapy couch as if she owns it and sweeps her thick black hair over her shoulder as she gets comfortable. As she looks at me, I feel like I’m in the presence of an empress, but one who dresses in a tight black dress to show off her stunning curves. She is a nymphet who enjoys total dominance, and as she begins her confession, I am pleased I am not one of her pets.

* * *

As I developed into a woman, I wanted to become a mistress, but not the clichéd type clad in leather or latex, as most people imagine. A mistress shouldn’t need a costume to enjoy time with her pets. Nor should we perpetuate the idea that a strong woman cannot be a feminine woman. There’s a notion in society that a woman must be tough, or more masculine, to attain the same authority as a man, hence the leather and latex, which have become synonymous with a woman being butch. This simply isn’t true. A woman’s strength is deeply rooted in her femininity. So, I like to wear glamorous dresses as I share my company with my pets and show them a peek of flesh to tantalise their imaginations, but never more.

The relationship a mistress has with her pets is unique. It’s more open and honest than these men have ever been with another woman, including their wives. This is because my pets are always married men. I give each man what he desires above all else, activities his wife would never consider, even if she knew he had such cravings. For me, these sessions are better than sex. Having a powerful man, bound and naked in my bondage frame, and completely at my mercy, is a rush more powerful than any orgasm.

At the start, these men visit me because they believe I can give them incredible orgasms. They like the idea of having a mistress who can pleasure them better than any other woman in the world. And I give them those orgasms, because they can’t resist me and quickly become obsessed. We never have sex. Those orgasms happen later, when he returns home to frantically pump his cock into his fist as he recalls our time together.

Let me tell you about Joe. It wasn’t his real name, but it’s suitable, as he was the ‘Average Joe’ of my many pets. Although, I wouldn’t say his cravings were average. They were specific. What these men desire is difficult to label, as their fetish is physically and emotionally nuanced. The best term for it is ownership.

Joe made an appointment to see me because he was ‘curious’ about what happens between a mistress and her pets. I adore this little white lie they tell themselves at the start. As the salesperson’s axiom states: ‘A man doesn’t walk on the lot unless he wants to buy.’

These men lie to themselves, as they believe they are betraying the sanctity of their marriage. They don’t understand it had no sanctity in the first place. Their desire for open and honest intimacy with a mistress is stronger than the bond they have with their wife. Even if a man thinks about having a mistress, it puts his wife second in the hierarchy of women in his life.

Joe placed his tribute on the coffee table. I invited him to sit on the sofa opposite my armchair. As I mentioned, I’m not into leather and latex. For our first meeting, I wore a form-fitting sky blue dress. It had a high neckline but clung to my bust like a second skin. The skirt was long but had a slash up one side to my hip, so the skirt fell away as I sat and crossed my legs.

I watched Joe get a lump in his throat as his eyes strayed from my face. It was still early days between us, and there was plenty of time to correct his behaviour later. I picked up the envelope he had placed on the table. I’ve become adept at estimating how much cash was inside. I returned it to the table. He looked at me eagerly, hoping his offering pleased me. I looked at him squarely, giving nothing away.

“If you’re ‘curious’ about having a mistress, the best way to satisfy your curiosity is to see my dungeon for yourself,” I said.

He swallowed, but followed me as I led him from the lounge to the adjoining room.

“This doesn’t look like a dungeon to me,” he said, looking around.

That’s because my dungeon was a feminine bedroom, decorated in cream and pink, with a large four-poster bed, armchairs and my bondage frame. It was like a large picture frame mounted on wheels, with manacles at each corner to restrain my pets in a pose like Leonardo da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man. What girl wants a dank concrete basement for her dungeon? If they do, it shows little class.

“What’s that?” he said, pointing at the frame.

“My whipping frame,” I said. “Why don’t you try it out?”

He laughed nervously. “I didn’t come here to let you whip me.”

“You’re curious. And I never whip a man unless he begs me to whip him or he deserves it.”

I watched the wheels turn in his mind. He was curious, as all new pets were at first, and wanted to feel the steel manacles around his wrists and ankles. He walked over to it and raised his arms.

“Naked,” I said.

He looked at me askance. “What?”

“Manners, Joe.”

He was in need of training, but I’ve learned to put a tone in my voice that stings as much as my whip, with no need to raise the pitch above a whisper.

“I apologise. Pardon, Mistress?”

“The title is unnecessary, but if you want to satisfy your curiosity and experience what it’s like to be my pet, I want you naked.”

He removed his clothes with the same shyness as a virgin undressing before a girl for the first time. He turned away from me as he stepped onto the frame, so I couldn’t see his cock. I gave him his moment of modesty as I watched him step onto the frame and place his wrists and ankles in the manacles.

He had a great butt, so I didn’t need to see his cock yet. It was hard and toned, like the rest of his body. I take no pleasure from whipping a soft man who can’t take more than a few lashes before crying his eyes out. Joe was everything I enjoyed as a pet, and I still hadn’t played with him yet.

I walked to the frame and closed the manacles around his wrists and ankles. He tested their hold, which made his biceps bulge and the muscles in his back ripple. I remained behind him, letting him feel my hot breath on his skin.

“Your tribute is sufficient for a man who is only ‘curious’,” I said. “But each time you visit me, I expect a worthy tribute for my time. This is not a service transaction, Joe, which is why I don’t have fees or name my price. Your tribute is a gift to acknowledge your gratitude for sharing my company. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“Good. I accept cash or credit cards, but there’s a two percent surcharge for using the plastic. I also accept gifts of jewellery from time to time, as long as they’re expensive and to my taste. If not, I’ll enjoy punishing you.”

He laughed nervously and craned his neck to see what I was doing. I circled around to his front to inspect his cock. As expected, it was already hard. It stood to attention and twitched. His sense of vulnerability excited him, so I indulged him further and collected my favourite whip from the wardrobe.

“This is the one I use to punish men who lie,” I said, showing him the single, slender tail. “It’s finely plaited from many thin strips of leather to make a single rounded tail, which won’t tear through skin even if I use the full force of my arm. But it stings like I have lashed a man with fire and leaves vicious red welts that take days to calm down.”

I stood before him, running the tail between my fingers, enjoying its beautiful and cruel craftsmanship. It was sensual to hold and use on a man, like I was creating fine art on his body as I painted it with red stripes. Then I cracked the whip through the air, so he saw and heard its terrible power to punish his flesh. It had the desired effect, making him flinch and softening his cock at the idea of the pain. I returned it to the wardrobe.

“Can you let me out now?” he said, trying to pull his hands from the manacles.

I fetched another toy. “What did we discuss about manners, Joe?”

“Please?”

“I’ll let you out when I’m ready. You wanted this, and it’s too late to back out now.”

I kneeled before him as if preparing to take his cock into my mouth, even though I never do that for any of my pets. They pleasure me, not the opposite. When I have a man in my bondage frame, it’s simply an easier position for fitting his chastity cage. Joe’s fear of the whip and the cold metal ring stopped him from getting hard again. Plus, squeezing a man’s cock and balls through the tight metal ring can hurt as much as a knee to the nuts.

“What—”

He paused as I looked up at him. Although our relationship was blossoming, he already thought better of questioning my actions. I finished fitting the cage, making sure his cock was secure in the sleeve, before turning the key in the lock. He winced when he heard the click. I checked it was tight and had a firm grip on his cock before releasing him from the frame. He stood still for a moment, speechless, as he stared at the cruel metal device clamped to his manhood.

“That will satisfy your curiosity,” I said. “Now you can get dressed and leave.”

He turned to face me, wide-eyed in disbelief. “You can’t leave me like this!”

“I can and I will,” I said. “You don’t need to remain in my company to understand what it’s like to be my pet. The cage will provide you with a constant reminder.”

“But how will I hide it from my wife? And what if she wants to have sex?”

I shrugged. “That’s not my problem. Now dress and leave unless you want me to fetch my whip again.”

I saw Joe the following week. He looked tired, like he hadn’t been sleeping well, but he brightened when he saw me in my red dress. It had a long skirt, which hid my legs, but a plunging neckline, which gave him a tantalising view of my cleavage. Joe handed me an envelope filled with cash. We strolled through to my dungeon while we exchanged pleasantries.

“You know the rules. Strip and pose in the frame,” I said.

He undressed the same way as before, as if embarrassed to show me his cock, and stepped onto the frame to place his wrists and ankles in the manacles.

“How was your first week in a cage?” I said casually, as if we were talking about a topic as trivial as the weather.

“It hurts when I get an erection,” he said.

I locked him in place. “That’s its purpose.”

“I also had to pee across the road at a cafe instead of the restrooms at my work. I don’t know what I would do if a colleague saw it.”

I ran my hands down his back to his tailbone, enjoying his knotted muscles. “No doubt you would have provided them with some entertaining gossip at the water cooler.”

He shivered as I touched him. I repeated the caress, but this time I dragged my nails down his back, leaving thin red trails. He tensed as I went lower to drag them over the tight ring of his butt.

“And my wife wanted to have sex,” he said, craning his neck to see what I was doing.

I applied lube to his butthole, then worked it open with a buttplug. It was a pretty silver model with a diamanté at the base. I like my pets to wear feminine plugs. His breath caught in his throat, and his butt tightened.

“Go on,” I said. “What did you tell her? I hope it was the truth.”

He winced as I pushed the plug through his tight ring. Clearly, no woman had ever touched or penetrated him this way. I needed him to know my company had no boundaries. For us, there were no holes barred. The plug looked magnificent in his hard butt, like the bullseye for a target which needed a severe spanking.

“I told her I got my cock caught in my zip and cut it,” he said through clenched teeth.

“Didn’t she want to see it?”

“Of course. But I anticipated that and wrapped it in a bandage.”

I sniffed a laugh as I walked around the frame to view him from the front. He had his cock and balls wrapped in a crepe bandage the same way a person protects a sprained joint. I removed it so I could see the cruel metal cage clamped to his cock.

“That’s how I like my pets dressed,” I said. “Caged and plugged, and nothing else. What I don’t like is hearing they have lied to their wives.”

He watched me as I walked to the wardrobe. “What was I meant to tell her?”

“The truth,” I said, as I fetched my whip. “Tell her visited your mistress, and she locked up your cock so you couldn’t jerk off or have sex.”

His eyes widened as he looked at the whip. “Christ… please…” he said, trying to pull his hands free.

Joe imagined having a mistress would be fun and flirty. Now he understood the reality of the situation and that it had consequences. I walked behind him and enjoyed watching him tremble. Then I cracked it through the air to loosen my arm.

“Wait!” he said, searching for a reason to make me stay my hand. “Shouldn’t I have a safe word?”

“If you like. My other pets use phrases like, ‘Please stop!’ or ‘I’m sorry!’ One even says, ‘Mommy!’”

I gave him a taste of the pain I could dish out with my whip. It left a pretty red diagonal stripe from his shoulder across his back. He grunted, stifling his need to cry out. I knew he would be a good whipping toy. He had the body for it and a stoic attitude, but he was afraid of the pain. In the same way he had lied to his wife about his cage, he wanted to lie to me about how much it hurt.

So I flayed his back again, leaving ragged red stripes in his flesh. He grunted as he took each stroke. It didn’t take long to break him, and he soon admitted to his pain.

“Please stop!” he said through clenched teeth.

“I never said I would obey your safe word,” I said. “What good is your punishment if you can ask me to stop when it becomes too much to bear?” I lashed him again, making flaming criss-cross patterns across his back. “But in return, I don’t expect you to count your lashes or thank me for them either. I am not an amateur.”

I continued to paint his back, butt and legs with burning criss-crossed stripes. He couldn’t suppress his cries and slumped in the frame, hanging by his wrists. I kept going until he was a shuddering, groaning shadow of the man who had first entered my house a week before. He needed to learn his lesson about honesty.

I returned the whip to the wardrobe and faced him. He couldn’t look me in the eye, so I lifted his chin on my fingers.

“Never lie to me, your wife or any other woman in your life. If you do, I’ll know.”

He nodded weakly and watched me with wide eyes as I unlocked his cage and set his cock free.

“It seems to have recovered from the accident with your zipper,” I said. “Now you can get dressed, go home and have sex with your wife.”

I released him from the bondage frame. He dressed slowly. Even the touch of his cotton shirt felt raw against his welts. I had given him a thorough whipping and they would take many days to heal. I stopped him before closing my front door.

“Have sex with your wife and call out my name when you cum. And don’t lie to me about it when I see you next.”

A week later, I had Joe in my bondage frame again. We chatted for a few minutes like old friends. It never ceased to amaze me how quickly I became so intimate with my pets. I massaged his shoulders and admired the fine lines across his back, the last remnants of his whipping. Then I dug my nails into the soft flesh below his shoulder blades.

“So, how was sex with your wife? Did you call out my name?”

He flinched. “No, but I couldn’t cum, so I didn’t get the chance.”

“You couldn’t cum? What was wrong? Is her pussy not tight enough for you?”

“No, it’s fine. I don’t know. It was too… vanilla. I had to go to the bathroom afterwards and jerk off. And yes, then I called out your name.”

“I’m pleased you didn’t lie to me about it,” I said. “But you didn’t do as I asked, and that deserves punishment.”

He had already tasted my whip, so I chose another of my favourite toys, a small wooden paddle. Taking his cock, I massaged it to make him get hard while we gazed into each other’s eyes. I wanted to see everything he experienced. Like my other pets, I saw the confusion in his eyes, as a handjob from their mistress wasn’t punishment. He understood when I paddled his balls. Like his whipping, he suppressed his cry of pain, but tears formed in his eyes.

“You must try harder,” I said, giving them a second slap. “When I give you an order, I expect you to obey it.”

Sometimes I paddled men while kneeling before them. It’s fun to watch their balls bounce with each stroke of the paddle. The pain differs from a knee to the nuts, which comes as a sudden, explosive burst. Paddling creeps up on a man as flashes of dull pain. After a few minutes, it becomes a continuous ache that spreads through his pelvis. His knees buckle at that point, as the ache becomes a torment. After so many strokes, Joe was already there, but he needed the training.

“Don’t lose your erection,” I said. “If you go soft in my hand, I’ll paddle your balls until you can’t walk properly for a week.”

“Please stop!” he said.

Joe still hadn’t learned about me and safe words. I kept going until his balls became swollen like two large red plums. I gave him a moment of mercy before releasing him from the bondage frame. He dressed and limped to my door, speechless after his punishment.

“Now go home and tell your wife the truth about me, or these sessions are over between us,” I said.

Like most of my pets, after making this demand, I never saw Joe again. But I know he told his wife the truth, because I saw her instead. She showed up at my door, calm and collected, which wasn’t what I expected. She was a pretty blonde with an innocent expression, but to me, it looked like she had practiced it until it was a flawless mask.

“I’m sorry to show up unannounced,” she said. “I didn’t know how to contact you, but I made Joe give me your address.”

I welcomed her inside and asked her if she wanted a refreshment.

“No, thank you. I don’t want to take up your valuable time, so I’ll come straight to the point. I always knew my husband differed from other men, but I didn’t know how. Thanks to you, now I do,” she said.

She told me she was curious to see my dungeon. I showed her everything: the whipping frame, his chastity cage, the butt plug, the paddle and my whip. I watched her intently as I explained how I used each toy. For an apparently innocent woman, she didn’t bat an eyelid. While Joe was typical of my many pets, his wife was not.

She circled the frame, stroking it as if wanting to make an emotional connection. “And also, thanks to you, I don’t have to pretend to be a good wife anymore, so he doesn’t suspect I’m cheating on him.”

I pressed my lips together to suppress a smile. Joe’s wife was a nymphet. They had lived together as husband and wife, hiding their forbidden desires from each other. All the while, they suited each other perfectly.

Her mask of innocence vanished, and I saw the look of forbidden desire in her eyes. “I hope you don’t mind, but you won’t be seeing Joe again. I want to take over your duties as his mistress.”

“You have my blessing,” I said. “You are his wife.”

“Where can I order one of these bondage frames?” she said. “I like the idea of seeing him in it, stretched out and helpless, while I decide whether to use the paddle or the whip.”

I gave her the details, along with Joe’s chastity cage. She thanked me profusely and offered me money. I refused. “Take it and lock up his cock for as long as you like,” I said. “Oh, by the way, his safe word is, ‘Please stop!’ A word of advice from one mistress to another. Ignore it.”


4: DESIREE

WORKPLACE RELATIONSHIPS

Most people would look at Desiree and see a pretty, petite young secretary in a tight white blouse and a black, knee-length pencil skirt. She arranges her honey-blonde hair in a ponytail and wears large round glasses to frame her bright hazel eyes. I doubt any male executive would even look at her résumé before offering her a job. It helps she doesn’t wear a bra, as her nipples are making small peaks in her blouse, conjuring wild fantasies about her pert breasts beneath. Despite her innocent, wide-eyed expression, I know a homewrecker when I see one, and I can tell Desiree is ambitious. She has her sights on having a successful career, but not as a secretary. This is her confession.

* * *

I believe in making a fresh start after ending a relationship, as I usually meet men at work. I’m young and not ready to settle down yet, but because I always get together with older men, they want the relationship to last forever. When an older man gets to relive the glory days of his youth, banging my tight pussy every night, he never takes the breakup well. They find it hard to behave professionally at work, so I make it easy for them and move on. I don’t mind though, because finding a new job is as easy as getting a new daddy.

I started a new job this week and already have my boss so well organised he doesn’t know what he would do without me. His name is Mr Rogers. He’s a handsome and clever man, but he gets stressed easily. This morning, I went into his office to tell him I had booked his Zoom meeting with the board of directors. He looked so worried about it, I had to help him out.

“Here, take this,” I said, handing him a glass of water and a little blue pill.

“What is it?” he said.

“You know what these pills do. They make you feel good,” I said.

He took the pill and smiled. I walked around to the back of his desk and rubbed his knotted shoulders to loosen them. He was getting used to me touching him, and I knew he liked my caresses. He didn’t complain when I stood close to him in the elevator with the side of his arm pressed against my breast. And we were the only two people riding it.

“Thank you, Desiree. It feels nice, but you aren’t obliged to give me a massage,” he said.

“I want to touch you,” I replied. “I’m good at my job and… well, I like you, Mr Rogers. I like you a lot.”

It wasn’t a fib. Mr Rogers was greying a little at the temples but still in excellent physical shape. I knew he worked out every day, as I had complete access to all his personal files. He was exactly the type of man I liked to make mine, even though he already had a wife at home. The little blue pill was working too, as he had a large lump in his pants. The sight of it gave me a delicious burn deep in my womb. And when my pussy wants a cock, it speaks its mind.

“Do you know what would help you relax?” I said. He shook his head. “A long, slow blowjob. It’s a perfect way for a girl to relax with her daddy.”

I tried not to giggle when I saw him blush, but he didn’t refute the idea.

“Does your wife suck your cock when you’re stressed?” I said.

He squirmed, but I kept massaging his shoulders to get out all the knots. “Er… she hasn’t done it since before we got married. That was twenty years ago.”

“She hasn’t done it for twenty years!” I gasped. “What a bitch! You work so hard to make all the money, and she won’t suck your cock? If you were my daddy, I would suck your cock all the time, whether you were feeling stressed or not. It’s one of my favourite pastimes, Mr Rogers, slowly sucking and licking my daddy’s cock to make him feel good.”

I circled his chair and kneeled between his legs. “I would do it any time you wanted me to… even during a board meeting.”

He looked lost for words as I unzipped his pants, but the little blue pill had worked its magic, and he looked like he needed to cum. I wiggled under his desk and wheeled him in, with his cock standing to attention. I didn’t expect him to refuse me. No man ever has, but he was a gentleman about it and offered me a polite excuse to allow me to stop.

“Desiree, the meeting starts any minute.”

I licked his crown with the tip of my tongue. He was already leaking delicious, salty-sweet pre-cum. “It’s okay, Mr Rogers. I’ll be quiet.”

It was the only excuse he gave me to stop. The meeting began, and I enjoyed licking his cock like a lollipop, edging him to keep him aroused but not letting him cum. When he got close, I stopped and nibbled his shaft until his orgasm subsided. Then I returned to licking and tickling his urethra with the point of my tongue. He gave me so many delicious treats, I was the happiest girl in the building. And I’m sure Mr Rogers was the happiest man in the building, as he no longer looked stressed.

Mr Rogers said little through the meeting, but it was better that way as everything went smoothly. The board praised him for his work, and I praised his cock with my warm, wet mouth. I’m sure he hadn’t felt so good in a long time, especially as his bitch wife never sucked his cock. I bet she made him lick her pussy though. She deserved everything she was about to get, because even though she didn’t know it yet, he was already mine.

The meeting finished, so I got out from under the desk and hiked up my skirt. I never wear panties, so you can imagine the look on his face when he saw my perfect, smooth pussy glistening with the sweet juices of my arousal. I bet his wife didn’t shave her pussy either, so he had to lick her through her rough muff. Then I climbed onto his chair to straddle him.

His cock felt wonderful as I worked it into my tight, slick pussy. With the help of the Viagra in his system, all the teasing had made it hot and hard. I always liked to keep my daddy dosed up on Viagra, so he was as horny as a teenage boy. Mr Rogers would need it too, as he wouldn’t have felt a pussy as tight as mine clenching his cock for a long time.

“I know my pussy is way better than your wife’s tired old windsock,” I said, as I rolled my hips to work him in deep.

I knew it did because his cock throbbed inside me. I rode him gently, pushing with my hips to stretch my pussy open and fill it up. Feeling how desperately a man needs to cum always gets me off.

“From now on, you’re taking a little blue pill every day, Mr Rogers,” I said, moaning with pleasure.

The pulsing heat from all the blood pumped into his cock felt incredible, making it twitch each time the head pressed against my cervix. My orgasm welled deep between my thighs with molten joy.

“I want you to go home, leave your wife and become my daddy,” I said. “Then you can enjoy my mouth, my pussy and even my tight butthole any time you like.”

He nodded, his mouth agape with a ragged breath. It’s astonishing what a man will agree to when he needs to cum. I rode him for a few minutes more, building my orgasm as his need became desperate.

“Promise?”

“Promise,” he said.

It was all I needed to hear to orgasm. I drenched his pants with pussy cream and gripped him tight, squeezing his cock like I wanted to milk all the cum from his balls. In seconds, he exploded. We orgasmed so hard together, we nearly toppled off the chair.

“Do you feel stressed now, Daddy?” I said, once I had caught my breath.

He shook his head, speechless from his orgasm. I gave him a sweet little kiss on the tip of his nose, not wanting to ruin my lipstick. Then I climbed off, adjusted my skirt and returned to my desk. There was nothing better than returning to work with a fresh load of cum pumped into my womb.

Now, men are easy to wrap around a girl’s finger while they have a raging boner in her mouth or pussy, but they’re also devious. I knew Mr Rogers would back down on what he had promised me. There was no chance he would go home and break up with his wife. He would come into work tomorrow, make some excuse about it, and hope he could get away with it. But I’m not willing to be something on the side. I’m an all-or-nothing girl.

That’s why I recorded the Zoom meeting and what happened afterward. I edited out the part with the board meeting, so the video started at the moment I emerged from under his desk to screw him senseless on his office chair. The camera angle was perfect. My back was to it, but I could see his face over my shoulder, every gasp of pleasure as he enjoyed the best ride of his life. Then I emailed it to his wife, from an anonymous source, of course. Like I said, I’m good at my job. And sometimes a girl has to make sure a man keeps his promises.

So, now I have a new daddy. Mr Rogers is rich and handsome, and I keep him dosed up on Viagra every day, so he’s always hard and ready for sex. But I’m still young and need to have new experiences before I settle down, so when his divorce comes through, I’ll leave him for another man. And then I’ll have to find a new job. But like I said, finding a new job is as easy as getting a new daddy.


5: CARINA

A TASTE OF CHEATING

It’s no wonder Carina is a glamour model. She has stunning looks and features the camera adores. Her black hair looks like spun onyx, and she has large, amber cat-like eyes, cheekbones to die for and a perfect heart-shaped face. Her boobs aren’t her own though, as they’re much too big for her slender figure. They sit with an unnaturally high profile, defying gravity as if the laws of physics don’t apply to them. But they’re utterly gorgeous. If she didn’t have an engagement ring on her left hand, I expect she would have dozens of sugar daddies throwing money at her. With her wide, curvaceous hips and slender legs, she could model rubbish sacks and make them look good. I have often thought about posing for the camera myself and can’t wait to hear her confession.

* * *

A girl has to be an exhibitionist to strip for the camera. She needs to get off on the idea that thousands of men will jerk their cocks until they cum as they look at the pictures. My fetish goes a little further, as I get turned on when I see myself naked, aroused or having sex. I like it better than looking at other men and women having sex, and don’t even need to touch myself to cum.

It happened one day when I needed to masturbate. My daddy was at work, and my pussy was so horny it ached. It was like I needed to pee, but hot and desperate. I knew touching myself wouldn’t be enough to give me the release I needed. My orgasm had to be naughty, like I was enjoying myself so much without my daddy it counted as cheating.

I walked to our bedroom and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on my way to our bed. I saw my flushed cheeks and the look of lust in my eyes in my reflection. It cranked up the tension deep in my womb, making my need grow stronger. I looked so sexy painted with pent-up arousal, I couldn’t take my eyes off myself. So, I gave myself a striptease, removing my clothes like the times I made my daddy so horny he exploded in his pants. Those were the days before we got married. I still give him naughty stripteases now, but it isn’t the same for him because I have him locked up in a chastity cage.

I stripped naked except for my thigh-high stockings and heels. A girl always looks sexier when she still wears one or two items of lingerie. But as much as I enjoyed the sight of my body, I always came back to my amber eyes, burning with lust, the look fueling the orgasm swelling in my pelvis.

When I played with myself, teasing my nipples, touching my clitoris and circling the rosette of my butt, it pushed me over the edge. I sat on the bed facing the mirror, spread my legs to get a good view of my pussy and fingered it until I squirted delicious cum all over the carpet. And then I dipped my finger into my love hole to taste the last precious drops of sticky, sweet cum. It’s no wonder my daddy loves to lick me so much. The taste of a girl’s cum contains the essence of the orgasm itself.

This desire to look at myself and have other men look at me while I masturbate got me into modelling. I loved seeing the look in men’s eyes when I played with my perfect tits and squeezed them and pulled my nipples. Men developed this glazed look and went stupid in the head, like they were drunk with lust. And when our eyes met, they got a lump in their throat and an even bigger lump in their pants. They drooled over my breasts, wondering if they felt soft and firm, a perfect passage for their cocks if I pressed them together. I could feel the heat of their desire, the burning lust to find out if my pussy felt as good as it looks. I can tell you now. It feels even better.

My daddy believes I took up modelling to earn money, even though he told me I don’t need to work as he will look after me. He also believes I model bikinis and lingerie because I have the body for it. He doesn’t know I do nudes and pictorials with toys. They’re fun, especially when I get to watch the photographer as I push a dildo in and out of my pussy. I always use a travel dildo, the slimline model as slender as a fountain pen, and moan like it’s so big it’s all I can take. It drives them wild with desire as they imagine sliding their cock into me to feel the clench of my pussy, as tight as a teenage virgin.

The secret is to look past the camera and make eye contact with the photographer. As I remove my sexy outfit, I always look at him like the only thought in my head is sliding his cock between my lips. They’re professionals and know how to appear like they’re doing their job, but they’re also men. In the same way I can’t escape my gaze as I masturbate in front of the mirror, they can’t either as I remove my clothes and play with myself.

Yesterday, I did a shoot for a studio that specialises in sexy lingerie. They titled it, Lust in Lace. I wouldn’t describe it as a striptease, as I only wore a skimpy lace bustier and a pretty lace garter around my left thigh. It looked so sexy though, as my freshly waxed pussy was immediately on display. Knowing the photographer could see it from the moment I walked into the studio gave me a raging need to cum.

He was polite and held my gaze to avoid looking below my neckline as we introduced ourselves. I offered him my hand, palm down and fingers loose, for an old-fashioned kiss. He obliged, planting his warm lips on the back of my fingers. I watched him as he withdrew, his eyes lingering on my diamond wedding ring.

“He’s a lucky man,” he said.

I’ll call him Phil, even though it wasn’t his name. Phil was young and fit, with a shaved head and beefy arms from lifting weights. He happily showed off his guns in a sleeveless white T-shirt, but there was only one muscle I wanted to see him flex. He set up his camera while I made myself comfortable on the bed, enjoying the slippery touch of the satin sheets.

We shot photos. Phil told me how he wanted me to pose. We took lots of suggestive shots at first, with my hips turned away from the camera, so it only caught glimpses of my smooth pussy. Soon, we found the rhythm of the shoot, and I got bolder, lowering the cups of the bustier to bare my breasts.

Phil showered me with compliments, saying I was a natural and how much the camera loved me. What he was saying was how much he was getting turned on, because I was looking past the lens and meeting his eye. He was thinking about my warm, wet mouth, gently sucking his cock, getting him so hard and ready to cum. As I opened my legs, dipped my finger into my pussy and tasted it, there was no way he could hide the lump in his pants. He tried to remain professional, but all men succumb eventually.

I loved seeing the photographers get hard for me. When it first happened, they always tried to hide it. Phil wore tight jeans, so there was no way he could hide his erection when it got plump and engorged. He told me to keep looking at the camera and that I was doing a great job, but I knew he was trying to keep my attention above his waistline.

I dipped my finger into myself, tasted it again and moaned like I was drinking the ambrosia of the gods.

“Are you only watching, or do you want to put your rock hard cock to good use?” I said.

He lowered the camera, and our eyes met without the glass shield between them.

“What about your husband?” he said.

I held his lustful gaze. “What about him? Put the camera on the tripod and switch it over to video.” I tasted my sweet juices from my finger. “Then come over here and taste it for yourself.”

Phil got everything ready like his life depended on it. Then he hurried over to bury his face between my legs. He growled like a ravenous dog as he tasted me. Most men have a similar reaction, as I am naturally sweet. I taste like dessert wine, lush with stone fruit and honey, and heady with the bite of alcohol. It makes men seem like they’re getting drunk as they lick me, eagerly pushing their tongue into my hole for the gift of my juices.

Now properly warmed up, I craved his hard cock inside me. I laid on my side facing the camera and told him to take me from behind, spooning at my back. As I said earlier, I like to watch myself have sex. In this position, I was the camera’s subject, with a full view of my heaving breasts and exposed pussy. I didn’t care to see anything of Phil other than his cock entering me.

It burned as he pushed his cock into my entrance, the addictive pain of penetration, my pussy too tight and unyielding for him yet, despite being wet. He hooked one arm under my raised leg for leverage and forced his cock deep inside me. I winced as the crown struck my cervix.

I looked at the camera, imagining my daddy could see me through it as I clenched my teeth to bear the pain of having Phil’s cock stretch my pussy open. I imagined him pent-up with anger and frustration as he watched me cheat on him, knowing he was powerless to do anything about it. And I imagined him pumping his hard cock in his fist, hating himself for finding the sight of Phil’s cock pounding my pussy so arousing.

A whimpering moan escaped my lips as the pain morphed into pleasure. “Oh, Daddy! Cheating on you feels so good! Pump your cock hard for your bad baby girl.”

I let Phil pound his cock into me until he couldn’t hold back his orgasm. In a sex video, the man usually withdraws to cum on the girl’s face or another part of her body. Viewers want to see the money shot, but this video would only ever have one viewer, and that was me. I didn’t need to see him paint me with streaks of glossy white cum. I wanted him to pump it into me, to feel his cock pulse as he filled me up.

I looked at the camera again, as if I could speak to my daddy. “He has so much cum for me, Daddy,” I said, as Phil grunted behind me. “My naughty, cheating pussy has never felt so full!”

As soon as Phil pulled out to recover from his orgasm, I got off the bed and slipped on my panties to keep as much of his cum inside me as I could. Then I tiptoed to the camera, stopped the video and downloaded it to my phone. I deleted Phil’s copy. If he wanted a memento, he could look at my photos. The video would only ever have one viewer.

I got dressed and thanked Phil for the wonderful shoot. He thought I was referring to the photo session, but I was referring to him shooting his load into my womb. Then I caught a cab home.

My daddy was waiting for me. He wanted kisses and hugs and looked frustrated. I had kept him locked up for over a month now, so he was desperate to cum. I took him to the lounge, sat him on the sofa and hopped onto his lap, feeling my panties sticky with cum.

“I’m sorry, Daddy. I’m much too tired to have sex after my modelling shoot. It’s hard work and tires me out. Let’s go to bed.”

He wanted to have sex, as he always does, but it’s good to keep him frustrated and denied. He grumbled about it, but I have my daddy wrapped around my little finger, so he always does everything I want. Plus, I have the key to his cage.

We got undressed. I left my dirty panties on the side of the washing basket so he would find them in the morning. They would have dried by then, but they would still have the faint ammonia scent of a man’s cum.

I imagined him putting them to his nose, hoping for the sweet scent of my pussy as he strained in his cage. Then he would wonder why they smelled like the handful of tissues he used to catch his own cum before I locked his cock away. Leaving him that special treat is part of being an exhibitionist, a naughty nymphet and a cheat.

I snuggled in beside my daddy and waited for him to fall asleep. Then I got my phone and scrolled through my extensive video collection to find today’s addition. You see, I cheat on my daddy every time I go on a modelling shoot. Now it was my turn to cum. I dipped my finger into my pussy and tasted it as I watched Phil pound his cock into my pussy. My juices now tasted like honeyed wine and Phil’s salty cum, the flavour of two orgasms. It’s the addictive taste of cheating. And nothing tastes sweeter.


6: DELIA

THE MAID OF HONOUR

Delia is an exotic beauty with the seductive facial features of a Persian princess. She has glossy black hair with gentle waves and a complexion the colour of milk chocolate, but her eyes are the blue-green of the Mediterranean Sea. When she smiles, I feel the captivating allure of her beauty and understand how she makes men go weak at the knees and rock hard a little higher up. But she also has a naughty twinkle in her turquoise eyes that tells me this nymphet is learning to become a domme, if she isn’t one already.

What puzzles me is she doesn’t have a ring on her finger, yet she wears designer clothes and looks like she can afford daily sessions at a beauty salon. For those privileges, a nymphet needs a sugar daddy, unless she is independently wealthy. But even then, most nymphets get themselves a daddy anyway. Why spend your own money when you can spend his money instead? I know Delia has an intriguing confession, and I can’t wait to hear it.

* * *

I had returned home from my travels overseas, two years of sightseeing, mind-broadening, and sex with a different man each night. As I couldn’t afford to travel for such a long time myself, I used their credit cards to pay for it instead. I have my methods for getting my way, even if it leaves a lot of broken hearts behind.

When I reunited with everyone at home, my friend from college, Caroline, had a big announcement for me. She had a large diamond solitaire ring on her finger, so it wasn’t hard to guess her news, but it was a surprise when she asked me to be her maid of honour. We didn’t mingle in the same social circles, so I expected she would choose one of her wealthy friends, not me.

Caroline had changed. She wasn’t the fun-loving girl I used to know anymore and had become stuck-up. It was only partly to do with her engagement. She was marrying Jake, a boy I had always fancied at college. I had planned to look him up when I got back, fit him with a chastity cage and make him my sugar daddy. I had studied his background and knew he would become wealthy once he started work. Caroline had shown no interest in him back then, but I discovered their marriage was more about politics than love.

Both Caroline and Jake came from rich families, and their parents were planning a merger. Jake would take on a managerial role for the newly combined business, eventually moving up to become the general manager. Caroline would be his trophy wife. She thought of her new status as if she were royalty and had developed the affectations of a spoiled princess.

Most nymphets would put the situation down to bad luck and find another sugar daddy, but I had made plans and didn’t like the idea Jake couldn’t be mine. When Caroline introduced us at a party, one of many to celebrate the forthcoming wedding, I fumed with frustration.

Jake was exactly what I had expected he would become. He wasn’t the smartest man, but he made up for it with his good looks, chiselled features, piercing blue eyes and dark hair. He clearly also spent more time at the gym than learning how to become a manager, but he would have people around him to make him look good. Giving him the job was all about keeping the business in the family.

I wanted to get his cock into a chastity cage so badly my pussy burned for it. If my plans hadn’t gone awry and I had made him mine, I would also have cheated on him a lot. After all, I’m a nymphet, but it’s important a girl wants to have sex with her sugar daddy too. Nymphets are also dangerous when cornered. I had become even more so after my travels, having learned about the power of my sexuality with so many men.

Caroline and Jake pretended they were wildly in love, but I could see it was a lie. Their marriage was a free pass to a life of freedom, wealth and little responsibility. Even though Jake held Caroline close, with his arm around her waist as we spoke, I saw his desire for me in his eyes. I knew I could have made him my sugar daddy with a flutter of my eyelashes.

But now I had obstacles in the form of Caroline, two rich families and a business merger. Instead of making me give up on Jake, I was more determined than ever to have him, even though my plans had to change. I’m sure Caroline would notice if her husband had a metal cage clamped to his cock, especially if she hadn’t put it there. But the blonde princess was no nymphet, so Jake wouldn’t have to live in chastity, and I would have to resort to different methods.

As the maid of honour, I had access to certain privileged information, such as where and when Jake would have his stag party. His best man had booked out a high-class strip club for the night. After a brief visit to see the owner, I secured my entry to the party. When sex and booze are the only items on the menu, a strip club can never have enough pretty girls around.

My outfit for the evening was black thigh-high stockings and heels, a satin corset with cups to cover my nipples and a G-string. I also wore a black masquerade mask with glittering silver trim. Jake wouldn’t recognise me in the tinted blue light, which would mask the colour of my eyes.

The club was a classy joint. It had leather chairs for the guests and a catwalk stage with luxurious velvet drapes where the dancers made their entrance. Jake had about twenty other men with him that night. They were already half-cut and whistling at a hot blonde as she removed her glittering bra slower than any man wanted to endure.

I stole her attention as I strolled through the testosterone-fuelled atmosphere and brazenly sat on Jake’s lap. He had the right amount of Bourbon in him for my needs, making him relaxed, horny and open to suggestions. As I put my arm over his shoulder, he grinned and handed his drink to his best man so he could wrap his arm around my waist.

“Has anyone taken care of the groom?” I said, pressing his nose like a button and giving the other men an accusing look like they had neglected their duties.

There’s an unwritten, unspoken law among men: what happens at a strip club stays at the strip club. As the chorus of whoops and cheers sounded, I knew no one would ever mention anything to Caroline. While the groom often gets serviced by a girl at a stag party, I didn’t want Caroline to know there was another female influence in his life. Even though she had become stuck-up, she wasn’t stupid.

Taking Jake by his tie, I led him out the back to the private rooms, where the girls earn big tips by giving men lap dances. The lighting was a little brighter in the room but still subdued by the charcoal carpet and wallpaper. A tall gold mirror hung on one wall opposite a two-seater gold sofa, so the lucky man got to see his dancer front and back. Before sitting Jake in it, I showed him my handcuffs.

“Club rules,” I said. “No touching allowed, except by me.”

This wasn’t true, but Jake was malleable, and with the idea he would soon get lucky, he happily put his hands behind his back and let me cuff him. Then I made him sit and knelt between his legs to open his fly. His cock came out of his pants hot, hard and throbbing, but I wanted it to ache for an orgasm, so it didn’t pass my lips. I merely breathed on it, the humid caress enough to get him more stimulated.

He wasn’t the only one aching between the legs. Now I had him where I wanted him, the thought of caging his cock made my pussy burn with forbidden lust. If we were getting married, I would squeeze it into a cage one size too small, give him a sexy striptease, and leave him sore and frustrated. Instead, I would have to put a cage around his mind, and to start the process, I needed to remove my G-string.

Most girls don’t know the potent power their pussy can have over a man. Even girls who aren’t pretty can have the sexual allure of a goddess if they learn how to use this power. Every aspect of a pussy is addictive: the look and feel, scent, taste and those wonderful pheromones. When a girl gets aroused, those naughty pheromones make her irresistible. Any man who has lost his wits in his desperation to have sex with a girl is already under their spell.

I climbed onto the sofa, pinning Jake’s shoulders to the padded back with my shins to give him the most intimate view of it.

“Look how pretty it is without a single hair,” I said. “So smooth! Exactly the way men like it, always exposed and available.”

Jake swallowed hard. My pheromones would have already muddled his wits. He only had one thing on his mind, and it was making his cock twitch. I rolled my hips, bringing my pussy tantalisingly closer to his lips. He stared at it with his mouth open, as if ready to share the most intimate kiss. I would let him do that soon. For now, I wanted to flood his senses with my pheromones, burn its image into his mind’s eye and immerse him in its seductive scent.

The perfume of a girl’s pussy is also addictive for men. Millions of years of evolution have gone into making it irresistible in every way, providing a girl knows how to unleash its power. My pussy has a heady musk like dried red rose petals. I watched his nostrils flare as he hungered to taste it, wondering if the flavour was as sweet as the scent.

“Yes, that’s good,” I said, watching his addiction take hold. “Let it happen. It feels good, doesn’t it?”

He nodded like a drunk, although it had nothing to do with the Bourbon he had consumed earlier. He was drunk on my scent and his overpowering lust.

“Now taste me,” I said, bringing my pussy to his lips.

His shoulders slumped as he tasted me at last. He fully focused on swiping his tongue through my folds to taste the heavenly juices of my sex. They too have a captivating flavour, which speaks to the primal urges within men. I could have seduced him with the sight of my bare pussy alone, but I had bigger plans than seduction. If I immersed him in every pleasurable sensation evoked by my pussy, I could put a chastity cage around his mind.

The way he licked me confirmed my decision to make him mine. He lavished it like he couldn’t get enough of it. He groaned and moaned as he pushed his tongue into my tight hole to search for more treats. I could imagine sitting on his face whenever I wanted oral tribute, while his cock strained in his cage. While I took pleasure from his mouth, I could enjoy watching it get sore. But such pleasures were off the table, as I had Caroline in the way.

I let him lick me until I only had one more orgasm left. He looked punch-drunk as I pulled away, intoxicated by my sex. With its sweet perfume in his nose and the delicious flavour on his lips, he was ready to feel it sliding down his cock.

“I’ll let you in on a secret. I’m not a stripper and could never be one,” I said, bringing his throbbing cock to my slick hole. “Getting a tip from a man isn’t enough. I want it all inside me.”

I worked him deep, engulfing his cock and clenching him with a heavenly grip, getting him ready to cum. He groaned as he pulsed and throbbed inside me, his orgasm only a few thrusts away. Leaning into his neck, I gently bit his earlobe. The bright spark of pain brought him to his senses. I needed him to hear every word I said.

“My pussy will always be so much better than your wife’s. She’s too stuck-up to know what to do with it.” I clenched him, stroking him inside me with my pelvic muscles, preparing to milk his balls dry. “When you screw her, all you’ll think about is how incredible my pussy feels. And you’ll have to wear a condom and learn to fake an orgasm because her pussy isn’t the one you want. You’ll ache for my pussy, because now you’ve felt it, you’ll know only I can make you cum.”

With that suggestion, my pussy filled all his senses at once, consuming his mind and enslaving it to his new addiction. From here, all I had to do was reinforce it. I took him to the edge of an orgasm, making him ache for it. I wanted him to beg me to let him cum, and it didn’t take long.

“Not until I give you permission,” I said, removing my mask.

His eyes widened as he saw my face, and his voice was a ragged whisper. “Delia…”

I made him look at me without breaking eye contact as I rode him, building his pleasure to his explosive release.

“Now you can cum.”

He grunted like a bull as he emptied himself inside me. I felt each powerful contraction as if it were my orgasm. It was more than shared physical pleasure. It was forging a bond of ownership. He hadn’t married Caroline yet, but she had already lost him.

Once Jake had recovered enough, I led him back to the stag party. They cheered when they saw him again with a big, goofy grin on his face.

“Sorry it took so long, boys. Someone had too much to drink,” I said, privately enjoying my joke. They wouldn’t know I wasn’t referring to the whisky, but what I had done to his mind with my addictive pussy.

After the party, he messaged me obsessively. When can I see you again? I don’t want to marry Caroline. I can’t think about anything else but you. And so forth. But he had to marry Caroline. Despite the terrible turn of events, it was now in my interest. No Caroline meant no job, which meant I wouldn’t get myself a sugar daddy. But I still needed to reinforce my hold over him.

When Caroline was getting her hair and makeup done before the ceremony, I slipped away to see Jake. They were having the wedding at a luxury lodge in the wine country, so his dressing room was along the hall. He was all over me before I could even close the door.

“I’m calling it off,” he said.

“You must marry her. There’s no choice.”

“I can’t. I want you too much. You’re in my dreams and my mind at every waking moment.”

I perched on the dressing table and hiked up my skirt. “It’s only a piece of paper,” I said, as he knelt between my legs to gorge himself on the object of his absolute desire.

He was even more enthusiastic than before, having had to wait several days to taste me again. He drank from me like a dying man in a desert who finds an oasis. I coated his face with my juices as I enjoyed his lips and tongue again. A girl could get used to having a man so eager to lick and pleasure her sex. But the cage around his mind would only hold if my pussy wasn’t readily available, the same way a chastity cage denies a man the ability to have an orgasm.

I let him lick me until there was a knock at the door and hurriedly lowered my skirts. His best man entered. He paused and looked at each of us, wondering why I was there.

“I was checking if Jake could remember his vows,” I said. “This wedding has to go like clockwork. Do you have the ring?”

My demand put the best man on the back foot, and he quickly produced the ring from the pocket of his tuxedo. “We need to get to the chapel,” he said to Jake.

Jake licked his lips and gathered his jacket. I waited for them to leave before returning to Caroline. She was ready, so we made our way to the chapel and waited outside the entrance for The Wedding March to play.

It was an excellent ceremony, everything a nymphet could hope for as the maid of honour. When the celebrant asked Jake if he would take Caroline for his wife, Jake looked at me. He wanted my permission. I gave him a small nod. When the celebrant pronounced them man and wife and gave his permission for Jake to kiss his bride, I had to hold back tears of joy. Caroline kissed him enthusiastically at first, even though Jake didn’t look so eager. As she tasted his lips, she pulled away with a puzzled frown. Clearly, she wanted to know why he tasted like a girl’s pussy.

She never got the chance to ask him about it, as they had to follow up with all the pomp and ceremony after the service. I behaved myself at the reception and executed my duties as the maid of honour with ruthless efficiency. There were too many people there to stir up any more trouble, with one exception, which was the pill I put in Caroline’s champagne.

She didn’t make it to the last dance, where everyone would swoon as the bride and groom took centre stage. I had the last dance with Jake, while Caroline’s eyelids grew heavy and she slumped onto the table.

“All the excitement can be overwhelming,” I said, making excuses for her as Jake and I helped her leave the reception with dignity. Sleeping pills and alcohol will knock out a girl fast, especially when she has been starving herself to look good in her wedding dress.

We carried her on each arm to their suite, helped her out of her dress and tucked her into bed in her bridal lingerie. As Jake removed his tuxedo, I put on Caroline’s wedding dress. Then I climbed onto Jake’s hard cock, and we consummated the genuine marriage of the day while Caroline snored softly beside us. I screwed him until he couldn’t get it up for another orgasm, then left him to sleep off his aching cock with his bride.

I didn’t plan to miss out on any privileges a bride gets through the marriage celebration. I had also planned a little holiday for myself after the wedding night. It happened to be at the same tropical resort where Jake and Caroline would spend their honeymoon. Caroline knew I would be there and was excited to have the extra company. What she didn’t know was how much rest she would get after all the excitement of her wedding. I spiked her drinks with sleeping pills every night. And Jake and I cemented our marriage while she slept blissfully unaware beside us.


7: ADARA

A SMALL COCK ADDICTION

Adara is the original Barbie, but a petite version of the famous doll. She has splendid long golden-blonde hair and ice-blue eyes, and at little more than five feet tall, her figure mimics Barbie too. She has a tiny waist, a splendid bust and a delicious apple-shaped bottom.

Initially, she appears to be one of the more timid nymphets to make herself comfortable on my recliner. And even though she speaks with a soft, breathy voice, I know she isn’t a wallflower. She is an experienced seductress, but one who sneaks up on you as she subtly bends you to her will. And before you know what she's done, it’s too late. You’re already her slave. She smiles as she begins her confession like a coy young girl about to say something rude, and I’m already enthralled.

* * *

I have a cock addiction, but it’s only a small one. There’s nothing wrong with it. A cock addiction is much healthier than other ones, like drugs. No one gets hurt. In fact, it’s entirely the opposite, as people only get pleasure from it.

Men want you to believe big cocks are the only ones that can give a girl pleasure. But I like them small, no longer than five inches and slim, not thick. What girl wants a cock so big she finds it difficult to fit it into her mouth? Big cocks make girls gag and choke. Big cocks leave girls with a sore throat and an aching jaw for days. And when she has a tight pussy, it hurts during sex. I want a cock I can comfortably fit into any hole in my body and keep it there for as long as a boy can stay hard.

My addiction developed when I was sixteen. The boy who lived next door had a massive crush on me. One night, he forgot to close his curtains. I could see into his room from our bathroom window. He lay on his bed, jerking off. I knew he was jerking off over me, as I could see him mouthing my name.

It was a real turn-on, but what was even hotter was he had a tiny cock. He only needed to pinch it between his thumb and forefinger to jerk it until droplets of white cum trickled from the tip. I found it arousing to know I was the girl that boys with tiny cocks fantasised about when they jerked off.

It may sound strange, but I wanted to know what it felt like to have such a small cock. I wanted to feel the desperate, burning need to cum, and the frustration of having to jerk off because it was the only way I could cum without a girlfriend. I would lie awake at night, hot and bothered, wishing I had a peewee to jerk off like him until hot cum trickled over my fingers.

I have a new boyfriend who reminded me of the boy next door in more ways than the most important one. His name is Lenny. I couldn’t call him my daddy, as he isn’t an older man or rich, but he has a good job, which should develop into a solid career. I care more about his cock than his money. Although I enjoy cheating as much as the next nymphet, I’m fussy about my boyfriends having small cocks. So when I meet the right one, I’m happy to slow down on how many times I cheat on him.

When we first dated, I suspected he was a virgin, as he was shy and nervous about becoming intimate. He had a feminine face and build, but I suspected the reason he was still a virgin was because he had a small cock. Despite being feminine, he was still cute, so there was no other reason girls wouldn’t fancy him. I also liked cute men, especially if they had cute button cocks too.

I took him home after our third date so we could kiss and cuddle on the couch. He didn’t know where to put his hands, so I had to place them on my breasts. I needed to get him excited to find out if his cock was as small as I suspected. After pushing my tongue into his mouth for a few minutes and letting him fondle my breasts, a small scout tent popped up in his pants. I pretended it surprised me to see him getting aroused. Then I fluttered my eyelashes like an innocent, coy young girl who had become curious and sexually excited.

He covered it with his hands. I pulled them away. “I want to see it,” I said. “Let me open your pants and take a peek.”

He tried to stop my naughty fingers from unzipping his fly. “Adara, I like you, but can we do this another time?”

“You’re only delaying the inevitable,” I said, pulling down his briefs to free it.

I gasped as I saw it. He covered his face with his hands, looking like he would burst into tears.

“It’s so small!” I said.

My comment made him sniffle. “You want to break up with me now, don’t you?” he said between sobs.

I had to measure it, so I got my tape from my handbag. He had a perfect three and a half inch weenie. I had never seen a smaller or prettier cock in my life.

“Every girl I’ve ever met always breaks up with me when they see it’s so small,” he said, stifling his sniffles.

I pulled his hands away so I could look him in the eyes. “I love how you’ve gotten it waxed all over. For most men, it makes their small cock look bigger, but not you. It makes it look tiny.”

“I knew it!” he said, trying to cover his face again.

As I looked at it, a strange new urge welled inside me, and it excited me in ways I had never experienced. Having never seen a cock so small, I wanted to see what it looked like when it was limp. Every nymphet keeps numbing gel handy whenever she wants to fit her boyfriend into a chastity cage. I got mine and rubbed plenty over his cock while he sniffled into his hands.

Soon it shrivelled and went limp. It was love at first sight and gave me the feeling people get when they’re about to embark on an exciting journey into the unknown. I knew I had a small cock addiction, but I didn’t know I had only scratched the surface of my taboo love for weenies.

“Look! It’s a little pink dicklet,” I said. “Gosh! I don’t have a cage small enough.”

He stopped sniffling. “A cage?”

I kissed him while I fiddled with his tiny, numb trouser worm. “Yes, a chastity cage for your wee baby boy. I don’t want to break up with you, Lenny. I want to be your forever girlfriend!”

He looked over each shoulder, as if he expected a crowd of people to emerge and laugh at him over a dastardly practical joke. “My girlfriend?”

“No, your forever girlfriend! Tomorrow, we’ll go shopping and buy you a cage. It’s so exciting!”

Lenny had a small cock, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew the only way he could keep me as his girlfriend was if he submitted to my conditions. And I wanted his perfect tiny cock caged, so it remained small.

We met the next day at my favourite adult store to pick out a cage. Lenny looked nervous and embarrassed, and he hid behind the displays if anyone came near. I found the perfect cage for his baby rooster. It had a solid sleeve with a glossy pink enamel coating. I was so excited to lock him up, I only remembered at the last second to make him pay for it. Then we returned to my place for a lovely handjob with lots of numbing gel to make his cute pinky lovely and limp.

“How long do I have to wear it?” he said, grimacing as I turned the key.

“Until I’m convinced you’re ready to have sex. As you’re a virgin, I need to train you so you don’t disappoint me, because we’ll have lots of it.”

This was a little fib, but Lenny didn’t need to know. I could stretch out his ‘training’ period for as long as I liked. All I knew was I wanted his stubby limp for as long as possible. The excitement of our journey together made my body burn with forbidden desire. I thought about the boy next door, but I imagined him with a tiny, limp cock that couldn’t get hard, no matter how fast he jerked it. I could picture the pained expression on his face and the deep ache in his balls with his need to cum, as he silently repeated my name.

So, our training consisted of kissing and cuddling, and teaching him how I liked my pussy licked. Lenny got good at it fast, which was wonderful, as it confirmed I had been right about wanting us to be together forever.

Unlike my previous boyfriends, Lenny also got plenty of time out of his cage, but never for sex or to let him cum. I plastered his mini boner with lots of gel to make it numb and knelt between his legs to look at it. Lenny knew not to ask me if I would suck it or play with it, as he didn’t want to upset me. He always believed our relationship was on a knife’s edge and I would change my mind about him if he asked for anything. But the opposite was happening, and I was falling deeper in love with him every day.

It was during one of my ‘looking at his bald mouse’ sessions that I understood how I wanted our journey to progress. Lenny had agreed to let me cage his baby rabbit, but I doubted he would agree to the forbidden desires surfacing in my mind. As I thought about it, my heart raced with excitement, and my pussy developed a tight, dull ache. It felt like my love hole and pelvic muscles were sore from having a massive five-inch cock inside me, but in a good way.

I looked up into his eyes with such longing I made his numbed cock twitch. This was how I wanted him, desperate for sex and straining for an impossible erection, but getting nothing more than a twitch. And I wanted to make his love nubbin even smaller.

There are certain chemicals that stop the pituitary gland from releasing the hormone that tells a man’s balls to make testosterone. Taking them induces chemical castration, which reduces a man’s sexual desire and stops him from getting an erection. The chemicals also have a secondary effect and make his cock and balls shrink.

As a nymphet, I know a few girls who could get me what I needed. I wouldn’t be the first nymphet to feed her boyfriend chemical castration pills. Many nymphets use them if their daddy complains too much about how sore his cock gets in his chastity cage. A small dose stops all the fuss, and she can get back to cheating on him again.

I planned to use a much larger dosage on Lenny to get the tiny result I desired. It was also important to get him invested in having the smallest pin dick in the world. I softened him up with a kissing and cuddling session and let him fondle my tits.

“Lenny, I got you some special penis pills,” I said.

He pulled away, looking sullen. “I knew this was too good to be true. It’s too small, isn’t it? You’ll try to make it bigger, but those things don’t work. Trust me, I’ve tried everything.”

I pressed my hands to his cheeks to make him look at me. “No, Lenny, your trouser mouse isn’t small enough! These special pills will make it even smaller.”

He screwed up his face in confusion. “But why?”

“Because it’s so sexy. And how would you like to never wear your cage again?” It was important to give him an incentive. “Because you won’t need it if you take them.”

He thought about it for a moment, but it didn’t take him long to decide. “Uh… okay.”

“And how would you like to move in with me?”

His eyes widened in wonder. “Truly?”

I kissed him as my answer, pushing my tongue into his mouth to dominate him. I didn’t know it at the time, but my desire to penetrate him with my tongue was all part of the transformation taking place for us both. But I didn’t give it any thought, as I was too excited about the idea we would spend more time together while I slowly neutered his chapstick dick.

After two weeks of taking his special pills three times a day, it was time for the big reveal. My hands shook as I unlocked his cage and removed the sleeve. We both gasped, as his cock was now half the size it was before.

“Oh, look what we’ve done! You now have a baby penis!” I said, carefully lifting it on my little finger.

His balls had shrunk too, and it took little effort to remove the ring for his cage. With so much shrinkage, he could have easily pulled it off himself if he had tried. I smothered him with kisses, again pushing my tongue into his mouth so he found it hard to breathe, while I fiddled with his tiny, limp cocktail sausage. Lenny groaned, desperate for it to get hard, but it didn’t even twitch as I toyed with it. But I had to make sure I had broken it altogether, so I gave him what he wanted the most and knelt between his legs. There was barely enough of it to suck and lick. It was more like pleasuring a girl’s clitoris than giving a boy a blowjob. That’s when I saw what I had done.

“I’ve turned you into a girl!” I said, standing and taking a step back to look him over.

I could see it now, his slender figure and face, large brown eyes and high cheekbones. He even had a unisex name.

“We have to get you into a dress!”

I whisked him to my bedroom, picked out a cornflower blue summer dress, and made him put it on. All he needed were the right accessories and he could easily pass as a girl, and a pretty one too.

“We’re going shopping!” I said, breathless with excitement.

After buying a padded bra, a brunette wig and panties, I took him for a session at the beauty salon. We got his nails done, gave him a facial, and had him waxed from the waist down. Afterwards, we hurried home to complete his transformation. I did his makeup, fitted the bra and wig, and helped him into his dress.

The wig looked like his natural hair, and the makeup and false eyelashes accentuated his feminine features. With the padded bra, he looked like he had a generous bust, and in a dress, he looked like he had a thin waist and gently curved hips. There was only one item missing.

“Why do you want me dressed as a girl?” he said, looking at himself in the mirror.

“Because now you’re ready to have sex,” I said. “Lay on the bed.”

He did, and I lifted his dress to admire his peenie again. Now he was a girl, all it needed was a pretty bow. I got a slender pink ribbon and tied a bow at the base. It looked so cute, my heart melted with joy, and my pussy melted with lust.

“Now mommy wants to breed her baby girl,” I said, with my heart pounding like a drum.

Lenny didn’t argue as I tied him to the bed with his arms and legs spread out like a starfish. I was like I had kidnapped a pretty, young girl and made her my sex slave. All he cared about was we would have sex and he would finally lose his virginity. I didn’t know I had broken his wee man with my naughty pills, or that we weren’t about to have vanilla sex.

I pulled off my dress in a hurry, feeling as horny as a teenage boy who had discovered that touching himself felt good. I was about to become one too, as my favourite toy had a new purpose. It was a double-ended vibrating strap-on dildo. My addiction to bite-sized sausages went much further than having one inside me. I craved the sexual desperation of lonely men, having one frustrated orgasm after another. I used it most nights when I wanted to masturbate, pretending I was a boy with a mini-dick, jerking off alone in the dark because he couldn’t get a girlfriend.

I fitted the belts into place. It had three inches each way, and I was already so wet I didn’t need any lube to push it inside me. That wasn’t the case for Lenny. He needed plenty, and he watched me with wide eyes as I fetched the lube.

“What are you doing?” he said, shaking with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

“Lubing your tight little breeding hole,” I said, applying a generous amount of lube to his butt and the dildo. “Now, if you speak again, I’ll have to gag you, and that will smudge your lipstick.”

He squeezed his eyes shut as I tried to break the seal of his forbidden entrance. It was perfect. He looked like a kidnapped girl, in denial about how her captor was about to use her body. I pushed harder, but the ring resisted my dildo.

My voice was breathy with excitement and determination. “It’s so tight! Even with my little dildo, it’s like you don’t want mommy to breed your hole. But mommy wants to take your virginity, baby girl.”

After a bit more pushing, I broke through and eased all three inches inside him. Now I had penetrated him, I didn’t know what had come over me. I went at it hard, the way inexperienced boys do it, instead of starting slowly and building speed. He gritted his teeth as I pounded it into him. My dildo wasn’t long or thick, but it would have felt huge for his first time. Looking between his legs as I penetrated him, I could see his tight hole puckering and clenching around it, like a virgin’s pussy.

“I know it hurts,” I crooned. “But you’ll get used to it. Relax. You’ll cum soon.”

The three vibrating inches inside me felt wonderful and were usually enough to make me cum fast. But now we were having sex, my orgasm mounted entirely differently. There was a slow buildup taking place, with no little pops of pleasure or mini orgasms like normal. I developed a heaviness between my legs and a delicious ache that made the tension spread through my inner thighs and up into my stomach. It didn’t stop building in intensity, becoming more desperate by the second, but I couldn’t cum. I needed a trigger to give me a release.

“Cum for me,” I said, struggling to get enough air. “Cum for mommy!”

The three inches inside Lenny were perfect for massaging his prostate. I could see him fighting the pleasure building inside him. He wanted a normal orgasm, but now he had a broken twiddle stick, he would only experience the one from his prostate. He strained against his bonds as it hit him, and little droplets of cum wept from his limp dick. It set me off, and I had this wild, jolting orgasm. It was strong and deep, making my insides pulse like I was pumping his tight breeding hole full of thick, creamy cum.

We lay together afterwards for a postcoital snuggle. I had made him cum like a girl, while I had experienced an explosive orgasm like a man. He was the perfect girl for me. And what’s more, he was perfect in and out of the bedroom. We had so much fun together. Now he was a girl, we went clothes shopping, took romantic walks along the beach and snuggled while watching the sunset.

Lenny looked so pretty dressed as a girl that men even hit on him. It made me jealous, so I always took him home and gave him a good, hard breeding session to get it out of my system.

I also got back to cheating with other men, but because I loved him so much, I was honest about it. Well, that’s a little fib. Now we lived together, I couldn’t bring a man home for sex without Lenny noticing, so I had to be honest with him about it.

It worked out well for everyone. I got the sex I needed, which Lenny couldn’t give me with his little dipper. Lenny got to watch, and the men enjoyed pushing their small, hard cocks into my hot, dripping pussy. And I enjoyed cuckolding Lenny, while he sat in silence with his broken baby bean tied up with its pretty pink bow.

During sex, I said things like, “Oh, Lenny, his four-inch cock is so huge. It’s perfect for hitting my G-spot. This is what a real man has in his pants. Four massive inches of man meat.” And so forth, like all the girls said in hotwife books.

While I humiliated Lenny in front of these other men, I made them feel like studs. All these men with small cocks who couldn’t get a girlfriend felt good about themselves for the first time ever. Everyone was a winner, including Lenny, as I always made it up to him afterwards. After getting my pussy pounded, I bred his tight hole with my strap-on while watching his limp noodle weep drops of milky cum.

I’m sure most people would say I was a cruel girlfriend to treat him this way, but we got the best of both worlds with our arrangement. I got to experience sex as a girl with boys who measured up to my standards, and I got to feel what it was like to be a man screwing his dream girl with his tiny three-inch dick. Lenny had the smallest pixie penis in the world, so his choice was simple. He could tolerate a tiny, impotent dicklet, my strap-on in his breeding hole and keep his forever girlfriend, or he could stop taking the pills and become a boy again, and lose his girlfriend forever.


8: DARLA

LITTLE MISS FRANKENSTEIN

Darla may be a natural redhead, but she dyes it to achieve flaming red, orange and gold streaks through her impressive tresses. It suits her personality, which is also fiery and flamboyant. As I look at her hand, I see she doesn’t have a ring, which means she doesn’t have a regular daddy. This surprises me, as she should have men falling over themselves to win her hand.

She has a perfect porcelain complexion to go with her beryl eyes and full ruby lips. Her breasts are large and full, with the classic teardrop shape that suits her slender figure. Her bold, blue form-fitting dress contrasts beautifully with her skin tone, making her look vibrant and sexy. I’m good at spotting nymphets who prefer girls, but she doesn’t seem the type. And although she doesn’t have a daddy, she does have the most unusual confession.

* * *

I was brushing up on ideas for ways I could cheat on my boyfriend by reading hotwife books. It would be fun to cheat on him differently each time, then sit on his lap and tell him all about it to make his cock strain in its cage.

Most women in hotwife books are compulsive cheats, which made them endearing characters. But they’re also, with few exceptions, obsessed with big cocks. They proclaim if the bull’s cock isn’t at least ten inches long and as thick as a dog roll, he doesn’t have what it takes to hit her G-spot. It made me wonder if the women who write these books know where to find their G-spots. They aren’t ten inches deep, which would put it in a girl’s stomach.

But hotwives are always swooning over men with cocks that are as big as a third leg. Then they tell their husbands how inadequate they are because they lack the same amount of meat in their pants. I guess hotwives must be loose women in both senses.

The only difference I had ever noticed with cocks was how long a boy could last and if he knew what to do with it. A boy only needs three inches to hit a girl’s G-spot, so the little boys out there can be terrific in bed if they can keep it up for at least twenty minutes. But as a nymphet, it was an important part of my education to try out a love truncheon and find out what all the fuss was about.

Naturally, I didn’t want any man with a big cock. I wanted one with a proven track record in bed, so that meant pinching him from another hot girl. All the hot girls got to pick and choose who they wanted for a boyfriend, so I knew I would get the cream of the crop.

I knew a couple at college who met my criteria. I’ll refer to them as Beauty and her Beast. She was a smoking brunette with a slender figure and perky tits. He was a blonde wall of muscles, but the most important one obviously was a beast, as he wore tight jeans and had an impressive bulge. I knew she didn’t have him locked up in a chastity cage, as his bulge was the wrong shape. Plus, she was too much of a goody two shoes and unlikely to behave badly like a nymphet. It was her loss.

It felt like destiny when I saw them at the park on my way to college. They stood under the old oak tree, away from everyone else. I could see from their body language they were having a tiff. She was giving him hell about something and doing a lot of pointing and throwing her arms into the air. He was trying to appease her and kept raising his hands in the gesture to calm down. I wished I knew what it was about, as it would give me more leverage to pinch him from under her nose.

Finally, she had enough and stamped her feet before she stormed off. He reached out, clearly wanting to resolve the matter. She kept walking, and I kept smiling. He slumped against the tree trunk, and I imagined the trunk in his pants as I swooped in.

“Hey, Beast,” I said, trying to look concerned and doing a bad job of it. “I couldn’t help but notice you two aren’t getting along.” I handed him a slip of paper with my phone number on it. “If you want to talk about it, I’m always available.”

We knew each other already, so there was no need for small talk. He thanked me and took the note. I felt the weight of his gaze as I strolled off, as he checked out my round bottom and long, toned legs. A couple of hours later, he called and invited me over to his place. I knew I could pinch him from Beauty with a little effort, but it was proving to be much easier than I expected.

I arrived that evening in my sapphire blue form-fitting dress. It was my lucky dress for new seductions, and it hadn’t let me down once. It showed a generous view of my cleavage, so boys couldn’t wait to get their hands on my tits.

“Hey, thanks for coming, Darla,” he said.

“I haven’t done that yet, but I hope to soon.”

He frowned. “You hope to do what soon?”

“Cum,” I said.

He blew out a breath. “Wow, you sure don’t mess around.”

“I haven’t got time for dates and romantic walks along the beach. My pussy is much too needy to bother with those meaningless formalities. So, what do you say we take a look at what you’ve got in your pants?”

“Uh, sure,” he said, unbuckling his belt.

Boom! Bye-bye, Beauty. Beast was mine. It could have taken a day or two to bring him around, but I wasn’t complaining about how easily the change of ownership had happened. Although, at the back of my mind, a little voice was questioning why it had been so easy. I knew I was hot, but Beauty was too.

I slumped to my knees before him, my mouth pointed at his crotch. “No, let me do it.”

I finished the job of opening his jeans and pulled them down his legs. The rounded bulge in his white cotton briefs was intimidating, and he wasn’t even hard yet. I peeled them down his legs with genuine trepidation. The biggest cock I had seen or felt had been six inches long, which was a little larger than average and more than enough to make my pussy feel the impact of its size.

Beast’s name was also appropriate for his cock. At the sight of it, my eyes widened and my jaw dropped. My eyeballs went dry as I stared at it, unable to blink. The word ‘whopper’ sprang to mind as I examined it in disbelief. Although slack, it was as big as Mr Six Inches when he was erect. It hung lower than his large, heavy balls, like a fat pink pork sausage stuffed full to bursting.

“My God!” I said.

For once, I was content to fool around with foreplay before moving on to the main event. I needed to know how big it got before it went anywhere near my pussy. There was no way I would give him a blowjob though, as I would likely get a dislocated jaw.

I took him to the sofa, and we got comfortable. We kissed, and I let him fondle my breasts, which was a guaranteed way to get a boy as hard as a rock. After five minutes of petting and tonguing, he got plump, but not fully erect. I helped him along, nervously taking his heavy appendage in my hand to stroke it. Even with a semi, I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around it.

He hardened a little more, not all the way, but enough to have some rigidity. Given it was now larger than anything that had ever been inside my pussy, it was a good time to see if it would fit. More importantly, I needed to give myself time to adjust to it instead of trying to take it all at once.

I climbed onto him and hiked up my skirt. We continued kissing, and I let him pop my boobs out of my dress as I guided his cock to my pussy. Getting it inside me was like trying to park a semi-trailer in a garage designed for a car. My eyes watered with the stretch, and he wasn’t even fully hard yet. I gritted my teeth and went on with it, still eager to find out what all the fuss was about. But I was pleased his semi-trailer was only semi-erect, as it tested my resolve to go on. I had never been fuller in my life. It wasn’t hitting my G-spot. It made my G-spot regret it existed.

Once I had some of it inside me, I rolled my hips and bounced cautiously, trying to get some friction to take my mind off the idea I might never walk again. It made my pussy ache, and not in a good way at all. It convinced me that any hotwife who craved a cock this big had to have a flappy fanny. How else could she accommodate it?

Beast enjoyed himself and grunted enthusiastically. I pushed on, hoping to break through the pain of it stretching me open to discover why big cocks apparently felt so good. From my current perspective, three inches were much more preferable. But as we went on, I seemed to adjust to his size and had the first inkling of an orgasm. I rode him harder, hoping to reach it before he swelled too much more inside me.

After a few minutes, it swelled, and I rode him faster. Although he still filled me up inside, that was the moment his rigidity slackened. His cock buckled as I ground onto it, and then it popped out like a floppy jalopy. At least it explained why I could accommodate him for a few minutes.

I took his face in my hands and made him look at me, so he saw the fire in my eyes. “Did you go soft on me?”

He cringed. “Uh, yeah. Sorry.”

The wheels turned in my mind, piecing together all the information I had so far. “And is this rigidity issue the reason Beauty is mad at you?”

He winced and nodded. “Yeah. I can’t keep it up for long, but it has always been that way. Maybe I don’t have enough blood in my system to pump it up all the way. I hoped it would get better when I had sex, but it hasn’t.”

A flash of inspiration struck me, forming a plan that got more appealing by the second. I shot him a piercing look. “Lucky for you, I know how to deal with boys who underperform.”

His face brightened. “You do?”

“Oh, yes! I know exactly how to pleasure or punish an underwhelming cock. And you’ll need a little of both.”

I climbed off of him and fetched my handbag. I never left the house without my nymphet essentials, which included an extra-large chastity cage. To complete the change of ownership, I had planned to lock him up after we had sex. The only item I didn’t need was the numbing gel, as his cock was completely limp again. I handed him two little blue pills. One was enough for most men, but he had a cock of two men combined. And I wanted to make sure enough blood got pumped into his cock to achieve full hardness.

“Take these.”

“What are they?”

“The answer to your problem.”

He popped both into his mouth and swallowed. I knelt between his legs to fit the ring for his cage. He needed more stimulation than the grip of the cage as the pills took effect. So I used the urethral insertion rod I reserved for boys who needed a lesson in the importance of pleasing me. He asked me what I was doing as I prepared to insert the slender steel tube into his limp cock. It had a cap at the tip, so the cage kept it in place, sustaining the sense of penetration.

He groaned as the metal tube stretched him open and gave him the best rigidity he had achieved with me yet. Then I locked it in place, sliding his cock into his new cage and turning the key.

“It feels so full,” he said.

I smiled. “Wait until the pills take effect.”

He still needed the third part of his stimulating treatment to get his massive cock working, and I needed it too. And there’s nothing more arousing than the magical perfume, scent and vision of a girl’s pussy, hairstyle optional, of course. I prefer it bald, as it encourages boys to stay there longer.

“Time to make up for disappointing me,” I said, grabbing him by the hair to get him between my legs.

Receiving oral pleasure from a boy was always wonderful, but it was even better when done in the way a nymphet enjoyed it. There was a unique pleasure in having a boy lick my pussy while his cock strained in its cage. While I got closer to an orgasm, his cock got progressively more sore. Beast was the current exception to the rule, with his erectile dysfunction. But the stretch of the urethral tube and the grip of his cage would soon wake it up, and the Viagra would help him sustain his erection.

He performed well in his oral duties, licking me as deeply as he could. My pussy was soon a sticky mess and burning with the pleasure of many small orgasms ahead of a big one. I enjoyed squirting in his mouth and drenching him in my taste and scent as I whimpered and moaned with delight. After twenty minutes of decadent tonguing, he squirmed in discomfort.

Normally, this would have been the buildup to the finale, as I made a boy lick me until his cock was throbbing and sore. It always set me off as I thought about how his only reward for giving me an orgasm was to get an unpleasant, aching cock for the next two days. But I needed Beast’s cock to satisfy my curiosity, so he got an early exit from his cage.

The Viagra had worked its magic, and I had to use lube to get him out of his cage. I pulled the urethral tube free, and he developed his first full erection. It swelled and saluted, becoming longer and thicker by the second. When I thought it couldn’t get any bigger, he piled on another inch, swelling to the size of a telegraph cucumber. I stood on the spot, gaping at it in awe and feeling more than a little trepidation about what I had unleashed.

He grinned at me. “Ready to go?”

I shook my head. “Oh, hell no! That thing isn’t going anywhere near my pussy,” I said, having visions of spending the rest of my life in a wheelchair.

I could have left him to jerk off, but I had a better idea. He had argued with Beauty, but they hadn’t broken up yet. I could use her as a test subject and watch them have sex to get my answers.

“Give me your phone,” I said.

I found her on his list of contacts and typed a message. Hey, honey. Remember that problem? I’ve fixed it. Why don’t you come over right now? The front door is open. Let yourself in and come to my bedroom. I’ve got a big surprise waiting for you!

She messaged back a moment later to say she was on her way. I guess she had been as curious about big cocks as me and equally unimpressed about his lack of ability to perform. When I heard her enter his apartment, I slipped into the wardrobe to watch the action through the slats in the louvre doors. Beast remained in bed, lying on his side with his legs tucked up to conceal his erection under the sheets. They greeted each other, apologised for arguing earlier and made up. He told her to undress and come to bed.

She slipped off her dress, and I admired her body. She had a slender figure, and although her breasts weren’t big, they were upright and perky. He got to enjoy his second view of a bald pussy in one evening as she removed her panties and slid under the sheets beside him.

It was disgustingly cute with lots of romantic kissing, which made me nauseous, until he climbed on board to mount her. As he pushed his cock into her pussy, the look on her face was priceless. She opened her eyes and mouth wide, unable to believe what she had inside her. And judging from her sustained look of shock and disbelief, it wasn’t the cock of her dreams, but the one from her worst nightmare. I had created a monster.

And now Beast could perform, he did. He pounded her little pussy with his massive manhood for twenty minutes, wrecking her tiny hole and pummeling her poor cervix. I enjoyed the show, even though she didn’t. By the time he orgasmed, she was a shuddering mess, and not in a good way. From her pained expression, twenty minutes under the lash of a whip would have been preferable.

Then he surprised me, but not as much as her, as he rolled her over and went for a second round, jamming his monster cock into her butt. He pounded it as hard as her pussy and grunted with satisfaction while she winced underneath him. It cleared up the questions I had about big cocks and renewed my desire to stick to nothing bigger than an average-sized one. Not wanting to stick around for the aftermath, I let myself out, while Beast lived up to his name and gave Beauty an evening she would never forget.

By chance, I ran into her at college the next day. She walked like a duck, as she was pressing her thighs together so her legs didn’t move above her knees. Her face told me exactly how she felt. She winced with every step, getting a constant reminder of what had happened between her legs last night.

I walked over to her and said hello. She tried to smile, but nothing would put a genuine smile on her face for some time to come. Still, I tried to cheer her up and fetched his chastity cage from my purse. Plus, I had a rare pang of guilt about the monster I had created.

“Hard night, Beauty?”

She blushed. “I had sex with Beast. I only went out with him because he has a huge cock, and they are so overrated!”

I smiled sweetly and showed her the cage. “I couldn’t agree more. What do you say we lure him with the offer of a threesome tonight, but instead of sex, we lock up his monster cock in this chastity cage?”

She looked at the cage, then she looked at me. I saw a gleam in her eyes. Beauty wasn’t as much of a goody two shoes as I had first thought.

“Sounds like fun,” she said.

And with those three words, we created a new and even more terrible monster, a devastating pair of irresistible nymphets on a mission to lock up as many big cocks as we could find… and throw away the keys.


9: MACY

THE CONTROL QUEEN

Macy appears as if she has a golden aura, making her captivating from head to toe. This radiance gives her a mesmerising quality, which could addle my mind if I wasn’t strong-willed. Her hair hangs around her shoulders in glossy honey-caramel ringlets. She has a golden complexion and paints her pouty lips with bronze gloss. Her summer dress is bright yellow with small blue flowers and clings to her gorgeous, nubile figure.

But her eyes are astonishing. They are large and bright, with pale gold irises. She wears long eyelashes and lots of eyeliner, with a line of gold sequins on her upper lids for contrast. When she blinks, the effect is potent, drawing me into her gaze and holding me there while I feel like she is exploring my mind. Every nymphet has a desire for control, to dominate her lovers and bend them to her will. Macy immediately gives me the impression she could dominate any man she wants with no need for a chastity cage. As she begins her confession, I know I will have to maintain control of my mind as well as the swelling heat between my legs.

* * *

I have always gotten whatever I wanted, especially with boys and sex. At high school, I only had to flutter my eyelashes at a boy to take him behind the gymnasium for a rub through his pants. I made him look me in the eye as I did it, not letting him break our gaze as I made him cum without direct contact with his cock.

As I did it, I told them what I wanted. I got money or made them do my homework, and sometimes I told them to break up with their girlfriends. I didn’t do it out of jealousy or spite, but because I wanted to find out if I could make them do whatever I said. And they did. I learned the power of suggestion was potent when a boy associated it with pleasure and the thrill of an orgasm.

As I got older, I could seduce any man I wanted so fast I could bypass all the boring getting to know one another chitchat. I simply touched him, looked into his eyes and told him I wanted sex. Married, single, mature or still a virgin, I could have any man I wanted.

Any man, except one. And that was because he was gay. His name was Nathan, and he was the one I wanted the most. At first, I convinced myself it was a challenge. Was the power of suggestion strong enough to make a gay man change his sexual orientation? But it was much more. I had feelings for him. The problem with unrequited love was the power of suggestion had no effect on him. There had to be a hint of sexual attraction for it to work, and he didn’t return my feelings.

I tried to win him over many times but never got far enough to establish a lasting influence over him. Nathan’s partner, Douglas, also rarely seemed to leave his side, so I could never get Nathan alone for long enough for anything to develop. So I had no choice but to give up, which is impossible with the affairs of the heart, as they aren’t rational. For all my control over men, I couldn’t have the one I wanted, only the ones I could use and discard.

Last month, I had another relationship disaster to rub my nose in my failure to find the right man. I got an email from my old high school. As I read it, my heart sank to my stomach. It was an invitation to the fifth year reunion for the senior classes. I couldn’t go, as my ex-boyfriend Karl would be at the function too.

But I couldn’t miss out either. I had too many fond memories of my time at high school and wanted to know if I still had influence over the many boys I had charmed back then. And, to be honest, I wanted to see Karl too. I had mixed emotions as I thought about him. I was sure I had moved on, but there was also a nagging doubt I still carried a torch for him.

Our breakup had been an impulsive decision on my part. As I was getting my way with any boy I wanted, I believed I didn’t need an emotional attachment to a regular boyfriend. Little did I know I’m one of the few nymphets who wants a daddy she can have sex with as well as cheat on. Could I turn the reunion to my advantage and make Karl jealous, so I could win him over and rekindle our relationship?

That meant I would need to attend the function with a hot date. I didn’t have a boyfriend as I was going through the issue of trying to get over Nathan. And I couldn’t take a man who wanted to have sex with me either, as I would need to flick him off. My messy situation was the perfect setup, because the right man for the job of making Karl jealous was Nathan. In one cunning manoeuvre, I could get over Nathan and relaunch my relationship with Karl.

As well as being gay and having no sexual desire for me, Nathan was the ideal choice, as he had different looks from Karl. Nathan had black, curly hair, big brown eyes and a lean body. Karl was blonde, blue-eyed and had a solid, muscular physique. This would work in my favour because I didn’t want Karl to see me with a similar-looking man, as he would think I had gotten myself a replacement. Their differing looks would make him think I had moved on and give me the upper hand.

I drove over to see Nathan and cried on his shoulder. The great thing about gay men was they had no issues with hugging and holding women. He even let me sit on his lap when I wanted to cuddle. There was an implied boundary in having physical contact with a gay man, which made it safe, as it ‘wasn’t sexual’ and wouldn’t lead to anything more. So, I spent a lot of time in his arms, enjoying having his warm body close to mine. Of course, this did nothing to help me get over him.

“I can’t go,” I said, smelling his cologne. He always wore one that smelled of sandalwood and leather. It was both masculine and kinky, evoking the idea he dressed in biker’s leathers when he had sex with Douglas.

Nathan stroked my hair as I rested my head on his shoulder. “Why?”

“He’ll be there.”

“Who’s he?”

“My ex-boyfriend, Karl. If I arrive alone, it’ll look like I never got over him, and I couldn’t live it down.”

I let out a few crocodile tears, which wasn’t hard with the sorry state of my love life. “Can I ask a huge favour?”

He nodded.

“Would you pretend to be my date for the night?”

He raised his eyebrows and gave me an amused smile. “What would I have to do?”

“Be yourself. Look good, be charming and make Karl jealous.”

He grinned. “Oh, I see! Are you looking to rekindle an old flame?”

I looked into his eyes. “Maybe. So, will you be my good boy and help me out?”

“Your good boy? When you say it like that, how could I resist?”

I dotted a kiss on his cheek. “You are my good boy, Nathan. Thank you.”

We made the arrangements, and I accepted the invitation to attend. All I had to do was wait for the weekend. In the meantime, I had to go shopping for a dress, which had to be the right mix of suave, sophisticated and sexy. I found a strapless, knee-length peach dress that went wonderfully with my hair. It showed enough cleavage and leg to make men’s mouths water and put a rise in their pants if they looked too long.

Nathan picked me up at six o’clock. He wore a charcoal suit and a white shirt without a tie.

“Karl will be so jealous,” I said, looking him over. “Now be a good boy and pay me a compliment about my dress.”

He blinked a few times, as if lost in thought. “It looks fine.”

I pursed my lips and held his gaze. “That’s not the right way to address your date for the night. A good boy would say I looked beautiful.”

He obliged, and I affirmed his compliment.

“It’s funny,” he said, as we merged with the traffic. “When you first called me a good boy, it was strange. Now, I like it.”

“That’s because you are my good boy,” I said.

He parked the car, and I asked him to hold my hand as we walked to the old school hall. Other people were arriving too, and I greeted a few familiar faces as I held onto Nathan’s hand like we had been together for years. As we approached the entrance, I saw Karl waiting at the door. He was checking invitations and welcoming the guests.

I clutched Nathan’s arm. “Oh no, that’s him.”

Nathan pursed his lips. “Wow! He’s cute! I can see why you went for him.”

I turned to face him. “Quick! Kiss me and make him jealous.”

I saw the conflict in his eyes. Kissing a girl as more than a friendly peck challenged him sexually. It crossed the all important line.

I looked deep into his eyes and spoke slowly. “Tonight, you aren’t Nathan. You’re my good boy, devoted, loyal and desperately in love with your girlfriend. So kiss me, because a good boy would want to make Karl jealous too.”

He grabbed me and pulled me to him, kissing me hard. There was nothing theatrical about it, the way actors fake kisses to make them look passionate. He wanted to open my lips and taste me, and for our tongues to dance in the buildup to more intimate contact. I had to pull away to draw a breath.

“My God! Do all gay men kiss like this?” I said, trying to fill my chest.

He gave me a crooked grin. “I don’t know. I haven’t kissed them all yet.”

His comeback was typical of his sense of humour, but there was a wild lust in his eyes.

“Yet?” I said.

“Everyone needs a hobby.”

I giggled as I stared into his eyes. “You’re so funny, my good boy. Kiss me again.”

I enjoyed tasting him again as our tongues danced around our mouths with our lips locked. I felt the weight of Karl’s gaze as we kissed like lovers, and the lump developing in Nathan’s pants. We paused for breath again. Nathan had a faraway look in his eyes.

“Do all women taste this good?” he said, slurring as if he had been drinking.

I steadied him on his feet. “I don’t know. I’ve never kissed another woman.”

Again, he shot me his crooked grin, but his eyes lost focus, and he spoke in monotone. “Time for a new hobby?”

I held him in my gaze. “I’ll stick to kissing good boys for now. Good boys like you.”

“I feel strange,” he said. “Something about this isn’t—”

“I know exactly what you need,” I said, taking his hand. “Be a good boy and come with me.”

I led him away from the hall towards the main entrance to the school buildings. It was open so the guests could visit their old classrooms to reminisce, but I headed for the library. Nathan followed along behind like a puppy on a leash.

There was a nook in the far corner of the library, hidden away by the floor to ceiling shelves. It overlooked the upper balcony of the school hall, which was the only vantage point to see into the library.

Nathan looked lost. “What are we doing here?”

“Making Karl jealous, remember? I used to come here with him to make out. No one could see us unless they looked up from the balcony below.” I pointed out the window to the silhouette of a man standing alone on the balcony, looking in our direction. “There he is now, watching us. Be a good boy and kiss me again.”

We locked lips again, perched on the windowsill, and I enjoyed feeling his hard body through his shirt. He kissed me back, but now we were alone, I sensed his reluctance. I pulled away and held his face between my palms.

“Look into my eyes. That’s a good boy.”

“Macy, I—”

I kept him locked in my gaze. “Keep looking. It’s okay to lose control. Good boy. Keep sinking deeper. You’ll feel so good when you surrender.”

His eyes glazed over, and he swayed on his feet. I held him, looking past his irises deep into his mind and affirmed him again as my good boy. Every time I said those words, Nathan faded further into the background of his subconscious.

After a few minutes of holding him in my gaze, I spoke. “Who are you?”

“Your good boy.”

“That’s right, you’re my devoted, loyal good boy who is desperately in love with his girlfriend.”

Suddenly, he became alert, but he looked pained as he spoke. “Macy, I love you so much it hurts.”

I pulled up my skirt and opened my legs. “Then kiss me properly, between the legs.”

He sank to his knees without a shred of reluctance and lavished my pussy with his lips and tongue. In all my years as a nymphet, I had never experienced a man more devoted to making me cum. He licked and sucked as if he had been pleasuring girls for years, even though this was his first taste of the feminine sex.

“Oh, yes! That’s my good boy!” I moaned, grabbing handfuls of his hair as my orgasm mounted.

But I had to remain in control, as our evening was far from over yet. There would be time later to let him lick me to a shuddering orgasm, right before he filled my pussy with his throbbing cock to make me cum again.

I pulled him upright to taste myself on his lips. He kissed me with the same devotion as he had licked my pussy and didn’t stop until I pulled him away.

“Be a good boy and drop your pants,” I said, sinking to my knees before him. He was hard, but I had no intention of giving him a blowjob. “Make it relax and go limp. Yes, that’s a good boy.”

His cock slowly softened and went limp. Unlike other men, he didn’t flinch, complain or react as I squeezed his cock and balls through the tight metal ring of his chastity cage. The sound of the lock clicking into place terrified every man I had ever caged, but Nathan didn’t bat an eyelid. It was because he was no longer himself. He was now my good boy.

“This now belongs to me,” I said, checking it was secure. I stood again to look him in the eyes. “Like your mind belongs to me too, my good boy. Now, I’ll count down from ten, and when I reach one, you’ll wake up and be Nathan again.”

I counted down, and he blinked rapidly, as if waking from a dream. In an instant, he recalled everything that had happened. “Macy? Macy?! What have you done to me?!”

I stroked his cheek. “I can influence men and make them do whatever I want. Sex appeal is a potent means of controlling a man but useless with a gay man. So, I learned how to hypnotise men for the sole purpose of hypnotising you. Before you go away again, I wanted you to know I’ve done this to you out of love. No one loves you more than I do. We have to be together.”

“But what about Karl?” he said. “You said you wanted to make him jealous and get him back.”

I couldn’t contain my giggle and let it out. “Oh, I made it all up. There is no Karl. That was someone else checking invitations at the door. The man watching us from the balcony below isn’t even the same person. I had to make myself believe it to sound convincing, because everything that has happened tonight was a setup to get you alone. And to take full control of your mind, I needed you to kiss my lips and my pussy. I needed you to cross the line. You’re now mine. Forever.”

He tugged at his cage, disliking its tight grip on his cock. “Macy, take this off, right—”

“No. You’ll wear it like a good boy,” I said.

As I spoke his power word, the glazed look returned to his eyes. “That’s right. You belong to me now, and there’s no way you can break my control. This is what will happen. You’ll take me home so we can finish what we started. Then you’ll tell Douglas it’s over between you, get your belongings and move in with me. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said, gazing into space.

“That’s my good boy.”

And that’s what happened. To this day, in the back of his mind, Nathan might remember having once had another life. But he’s now my good boy and a devoted husband and lover. But unlike his cock, which gets regular breaks from captivity to pleasure my needy pussy, my high school reunion was the only time I have ever let his mind out of its cage.


10: CARA

TINKLE JUICE

Cara is a living Goldilocks, a curvy blonde with hazel eyes and an infectious smile. I detect a hint of mischief as she flashes her perfect teeth, but it makes her immediately likeable. She could smile at any man and suggest she do something naughty, and he would doubtless let her get away with it. I can imagine her with a man, looking so sweet and innocent, as she tells him she wants to lock up his cock in a chastity cage.

It’s endlessly fascinating to discover how these nymphets use their feminine wiles to pleasure or torment their lovers. And when a nymphet enjoys mischief, it’s usually to indulge in her favourite fetish. As Cara tells me about it, her fetish is not only naughty, it’s a confession that will leave us both wet and desperate to dash to the restroom for relief.

* * *

Peeing has always brought me pleasure. Even as a little girl, I used to love touching myself when I went for a pee in the woods. I knew there was a special connection between my clitoris and the sweet release of a full bladder. As I grew up and discovered the joy of masturbating, I always lost control of my bladder when I orgasmed and squirted pee with my cum. I found it irresistible and couldn’t stop myself from licking my fingers afterwards. It tasted sweet and buttery from my cum, and slightly salty and astringent from my pee. The combination was heavenly. For me, it was the flavour of sex.

Naturally, I wanted to share this joyful combination with my boyfriends when I had sex. This lent itself to oral sex, and I quickly developed a liking for facesitting. I would pin their heads between my thighs as I made them lick me to an orgasm. Then I could have my release in their mouths and force them to drink all my lovely pee and cum. Those wild, trembling orgasms were moments of pure heaven. Well, they were, for me at least.

My boyfriends didn’t like me peeing into their mouths or that we never had normal sex. The reason was completely incomprehensible to me, as it tasted so yummy. At first, I thought it was because boys didn’t have a good sense of taste. And they complained about it so much I had to tie them up before I sat on their faces. Then they didn’t have a choice, as I happily squirted my love ambrosia into their reluctant mouths.

But it only made matters worse, as they didn’t like me tying them up and using them as my personal pleasure potty. It was enough for them to want to break up with me. Me! I knew for a fact I was the best girlfriend any of them had ever had in their lives. What boy wouldn’t want a hot, busty blonde for a girlfriend? So, what did it matter if they had to put up with drinking a little pee?

It soon became too much work to get a new boyfriend so I could pee on his face a few times. I needed a regular daddy. And it wouldn’t be easy, as Bear Grylls, who was my dream daddy, was already married. He was fit and handsome and already a connoisseur of his own tinkle juice, so I knew he would have loved it if I sat on his face to share mine with him too. But he was out of the running, as I also didn’t know where he lived when he wasn’t lost in the wilderness enjoying sips of his own pee.

I needed to transform a man into my own Bear Grylls. He didn’t need to be a survival expert or drink his own pee. He only needed to enjoy mine. So I joined a dating website for men looking for hot young girls and found a man who had all the makings of my perfect daddy. He was mature and rich, and he said he enjoyed an epicurean lifestyle. This surely meant he had an excellent palette and would appreciate the divine flavour of my tinkle juice.

He took me to flash restaurants on our first few dates, and I watched him savour exotic foods, French wine and other culinary delights. This confirmed my decision to take ownership of him as soon as I could.

On our fourth date, I let him take me back to his apartment to make out. He hadn’t exaggerated about being wealthy, and I immediately got horny as I looked at his art, furnishings and expensive decor. So, I took him to his lounge area to kiss on the sofa.

I was wearing a form-fitting black dress with a low neckline and lots of lift in the bust. My breasts looked like two balloons sitting below my shoulder blades. I held him by the neck, so my breasts pressed against his chest. And he held me by my waist as we tasted each other, but I knew he was desperate to get his hands on them. He was a good kisser too, which boded well for when I had him kissing me between my legs.

I paused and looked at him innocently. “Daddy, would it be okay if I had a little peek at your cock? I’m so excited to see it.”

He smiled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “Uh, sure.”

There was usually a reason handsome, rich older men were single, and I was confident I knew what it was, but I didn’t care. I was more interested in his mouth than his size, stamina or ability to please a girl between the legs with his cock. I unzipped his pants and pulled down his briefs. He was already erect from kissing me and feeling my breasts rub against his chest.

I gasped and put my hand to my mouth as if overwhelmed. “Oh, my! You are a big boy!”

He looked at me and blinked in confusion. I suspected he had only heard girls make comments like, ‘Is that it? Was that it? No, two minutes wasn’t enough for me.’

I gripped it and sighed in appreciation. “It’s so big and so hard,” I said, like I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to stroke it.

The popular adage about a man’s stomach being the fastest way for a girl to get to a man’s heart wasn’t true. It was much faster through his cock. We leaned back, and I kissed him again as I pressed my breasts against his chest and pleasured his cock in my soft hand. In moments, hot cum dribbled over my fingers. I pulled away, looked at him and opened my mouth as if astonished. He clenched his jaw in readiness to offer an excuse or an apology.

“That was so sexy, Daddy! You made so much cum for me!” I said, licking it from my fingers and sighing with delight. “Oh, I love the taste of cum so much! Do you love it too, Daddy?”

He nodded, hopelessly lost in relief and adoration. Now I had him hooked, I only had to reel him in. I gasped as if I had come up with a wonderful idea and clapped my hands excitedly.

“Do you know what would be even sexier right now?”

He shook his head, looking lost for words.

“It would be so sexy if I gave your crotch a lovely shave, so I could lock up your huge cock in a chastity cage.” I never expected to reel him in without a fight. He offered excuses about why he wouldn’t wear one. I pressed a finger to his lips. “It would only be for a few days. I want to know there will be lots of cum in those big balls when we have sex.”

He swallowed like he had bile in his throat, but nodded in willingness as he imagined this reward. After his rapid orgasm in my hand, he doubtless thought it would be his first and last with me. The need for the cage was the first step in training him to become my Bear Grylls by introducing punishment and rewards into our sex life together.

I took his hand, led him to the bathroom and made him sit on the toilet. Finding his clippers, shaving foam and a razor, I knelt between his legs and gave him a sensual shave, so his cock was completely bald.

“Gosh, it makes your cock look even bigger,” I said as I cleaned him off with a warm towel.

As he had already emptied his balls, I didn’t need to numb his cock to fit his chastity cage. And his balls were soft now they were empty, so he suffered minor discomfort as I squeezed them through the ring. I looked up at him with wide, adoring eyes, letting him know how much it excited me to see him wearing the cage. He cringed as I fitted the steel sleeve over his cock, clipped it to the ring and turned the key in the lock.

“This has been the sexiest moment of my life,” I said, helping him to his feet so I could kiss him again.

As our lips savoured each other, I touched his cage, like I couldn’t keep my greedy hands off his cock. We kissed until his libido recovered enough to feel the grip of the cage. It was important to make him hate it as soon as possible. It would be an enduring punishment. My pussy would be the reward, so it was time to treat him to it.

I looked up at him and bit my lower lip. “Daddy, I have a naughty fetish. Can I tell you about it?”

He tugged at his cage, feeling the grip of the steel on his cock. “Another one?”

I giggled at his joke. It was funny how men thought chastity was a fetish, like only a few girls enjoyed locking up cocks. For him, it was the first stage of denial, where he still believed he owned his cock. His rapid progress was pleasing, given he had only worn his cage for a few minutes.

I gave him a guilty smile, pulled up my skirt and sat on the toilet. “I like it when a man watches me pee.”

I wasn’t wearing panties, and his eyes went straight to my smooth, bare pussy. I let my stream out slowly, and we listened to the delightful tinkle as it splashed against the porcelain. I paused before finishing to hold a little back.

“Can you clean me up?” I said. He reached for the toilet tissue, but I stopped him. “No, with your tongue.”

I shifted to the edge of the seat as the last few drops of pee splashed onto the marble tiles. He knelt, too excited to care, and licked me clean. I let out a little squirt of my remaining pee, along with a shuddering sigh of joy. As I had suspected, what he lacked below the belt, he more than made up for with his tongue. In moments, I was grabbing handfuls of his hair as my creamy cum flooded from my aching pussy into his mouth.

Over the next few days, I got him to clean me every time I went to the toilet, giving him a little more pee each time to get him used to the scent and flavour. Of course, it made him uncomfortable, as he was now horny as hell and getting a sore cock from his cage as he licked me clean.

“It will be so worthwhile when we have sex,” I said, to remind him of his reward.

After a week, he hated his cage so much he complained about it constantly. I took his hand and led him to the bedroom, and his mood changed right away. I unlocked him, got onto the bed and gave him a slow striptease. Now naked, I had a little pee to wet the sheets, then laid back and opened my legs.

“Come and clean me up properly this time,” I said.

He was so excited to be out of his cage he climbed onto the bed and buried his face between my legs. I let my stream out in a slow trickle, and he lapped it up like a reward, despite getting covered in it as he tongued my tight hole. Now there was no pain from his cage, he licked me for ages, until I was a shuddering mess and squirting pee and cum over his face as I orgasmed. And still, he tongued me as if he couldn’t get enough. When I had nothing left, the bed was a delicious mess.

“Now screw me with that huge cock,” I said.

It took less than a minute of him jamming his little cock into me to make him cum. I looked at him, wide-eyed and breathless, as if it had blown my mind.

“Wow, you’re a real Casanova now you’re wearing a cage, Daddy,” I said, as we snuggled in the wet sheets. “I’m the luckiest girl in the world.”

Before he got too relaxed, I locked him up again and resumed our postcoital cuddles. Then I rolled over to spoon him at my back with his hard cage poking into the cleft of my bottom and went to sleep.

He spent his first night covered in my pee and cum as his reward for wearing his cage. It strengthened his addiction as he smelled it through the night and relived the joy of having sex with me for the first time.

And soon, I had my dream man, who let me sit on his face and pee into his mouth as he licked me to one glorious orgasm after another. What had been a punishment for other boys was now his reward for wearing the cage he hated so much.

I had made my daddy into my own Bear Grylls, who loved my pee so much it was the perfume and flavour of sex for him now. He was so perfect, I couldn’t call him my daddy anymore like other girls. He needed a special name to honour his addiction to my tinkle juice. And as I’m a living Goldilocks with a penchant for golden showers, his name came to me right away. The perfect combination of Daddy and Bear Grylls was, of course, Papa Bear.


11: SHEELA

A LACTOPHILE’S WET DREAM

The first impression Sheela makes on me as she enters my office is her scent. While she wears a delightful rose and jasmine perfume, I can smell her milk. It’s like fresh cream, gently whipped into soft peaks with a dash of vanilla and honey. It dazzles the senses and makes me feel mildly intoxicated. This nymphet is also a milkmaid and blessed with aphrodisiac milk in her ample breasts. They’re stunning, firm, upright and round, like she has had an immaculate boob job. But there’s no silicone in there. They’re all hers.

Before I know it, her scent does more than delight my nose. It makes me uncontrollably excited between the legs. I want to take one of her heavenly breasts in my mouth and suck her nipple for a taste of her cream. But this caramel-haired, blue-eyed beauty is here to talk about her forbidden pleasures, so my lips will have to perform that task instead. Regardless, my mouth waters as she begins her confession.

* * *

My sister Layla and I look alike. She is two years older than me, but we could pass as twins if someone didn’t know us well enough to see the subtle difference. Before our sugar daddy came into our lives, we had one much more significant difference, although I didn’t know it then.

I say ‘our’ daddy, as he became a point of contention between us. I met him first and knew right away he was the one for me. He was a mature man, still handsome and fit, even though his blonde hair was greying. More importantly, he was filthy rich and single. Perhaps he was having an early midlife crisis, as he was at the nightclub trying to pick up much younger women.

Few girls want a man who is old enough to be their real daddy. That’s because most girls don’t like the extreme age difference and want a monogamous relationship. But not nymphets. We want a man who can keep us in the life of luxury we deserve, while we cheat on him with other people who fulfil our needs, depending on our fetishes.

So, he got lucky with me that night. I had to take it slow though. It’s important to lead on the man who will eventually become your daddy. A nymphet has to own him, body, mind and soul. He must think only of her needs and always put them before his own. That required training and developing his sexual addiction to me, so I could lock up his cock in a chastity cage.

So, I didn’t let him move past flirting. I told him how much I liked older men, fluttered my eyelashes and let him look at my cleavage. He was a breast man and clearly couldn’t wait for a chance to get my big, round tits out of my dress, but that was as far as it went. The first few dates were crucial. A nymphet has to get her daddy hooked, make him desperate for sex, promise it will happen soon, but keep him denied. I needed him to jerk off like a horny teenage boy and imagine me when he orgasmed. We swapped phone numbers, made a date to see one another again the following night, and I went on my way.

Then I made the biggest mistake of my life. I was so elated about finding my future daddy I drove over to see my sister to tell her all about him. She listened with great interest as I gushed on about how he was rich, handsome and perfect for me.

“Oh, Layla, he couldn’t stop looking at my tits!” I said. “He’s obsessed with breasts. I’ll have him wrapped around my little finger in no time.”

“He sounds like a real catch,” she said, sounding indifferent.

Her ‘indifference’ was a ruse. I didn’t know it then. And I didn’t know what she was up to until I got a message from our daddy later that day to cancel our date. I found out later that Layla had snooped through my phone while I was having a pee and got his number. She had sent him sexy photos of herself and a message. It said: I’m her big sister, and I have everything she has plus something extra special. Dump her or you’ll miss out.

I was certain I had lost him, so I gave up and looked for a new daddy. About a month later, I found out they were together. We bumped into each other at the park. In public, I didn’t want to make a scene, so I behaved myself and was polite. Layla acted all surprised when I explained the connection.

“Wow! What a coincidence!” she said. “What are the odds?”

Our daddy had a goofy grin on his face, like he had been drinking. Little did I know, but that was the explanation for his expression, even though it wasn’t alcohol. I couldn’t help but notice the pronounced lump in his pants too. I had inspected his cock on the night we had met, and it wasn’t big then, even when he had been looking at my tits. There was no doubt in my mind Layla had locked up his cock in a chastity cage. That meant she now owned him.

It got worse. Now their relationship was out in the open, as the weeks went by, she posted photos and comments on social media sites about how much he spoiled her. They were always eating out at expensive restaurants, and he bought her clothes and jewellery and anything else she wanted.

When she announced their engagement in the same way, over social media and not in person, I cried my eyes out. I had secretly hoped their relationship would fall apart and I could get him back, even though I knew it was foolish to expect a miracle. Once a nymphet has you in her clutches, there’s no escape. It was over. She had won, and I had to give up and move on.

I avoided her to hide my disappointment, but she kept asking me to come around and visit, so I gave in and went to see what I had lost. They lived in an enormous house, but she didn’t have to lift a finger. Her only responsibility was to plan their wedding, which she loved doing anyway. Although she said her life was perfect and went on about how much they were in love, she wanted to rub salt in the wound. She was living in my house and planning my wedding! She even made a point of asking another girl to be her maid of honour, like I wasn’t good enough.

She also got bossy and ordered me around like I was their maid. On one occasion, she told me to get the wine from the fridge to fill our glasses. I bit my tongue about saying it was the duty of a good hostess, but I wanted more wine to drown my sorrow and not an argument.

As I opened the fridge and looked for the wine, I came across another, much more interesting drink. It was a baby bottle with a rubber teat, but there was only a tiny amount of milk in it, only a mouthful. It also had ‘Daddy’ printed on one side. I opened it and raised it to my nose. There was no doubt it was her breast milk, which meant our daddy was a lactophile. Like me, she didn’t have much milk, but she had enough to keep him addicted.

As I recalled telling her he was a breast man, everything fell into place. Although I couldn’t prove it yet, that was the moment I knew she had stolen him from me. And now I knew how she had done it, I wanted revenge.

I had one problem. Although we both had milk, I could only ever produce a drop or two at a time. To make more, I needed to get pregnant. When a woman gets pregnant, she gets bigger, firmer tits as her milk kicks in. It fills her breasts with white gold and makes them more seductive than ever before. But I did not want to get knocked up to bring in my milk.

After doing some research, I discovered there was another way, but the change to my body would be permanent. I needed to take an intense course of contraceptive drugs and prolactin hormones, which would trick my body into believing it was pregnant. The hormones would then encourage lactation, and my personal dairy would be open for business.

As a nymphet, I have friends who can get certain drugs my doctor would never prescribe if I wasn’t pregnant. They took a few months to kick in. My breasts swelled slowly and became firmer as they changed, sitting upright with no need for a bra. If I raised them to my nose, I could smell the milk.

When I masturbated, I discovered the joy of becoming a nymphet and a milkmaid. As my breasts changed, my nipples became more sensitive. My body told me it needed a mouth to draw the cream from my breasts. As I lay on the bed, I played with them, stretching and squeezing them to break the seal and let it flow.

My breasts were now so big and round I could lift them to my mouth to suck my nipples and taste my cream. The hardened buds were as sensitive as my clitoris and gave me the same pleasure as I teased them with my teeth, lips and tongue. And with two needy nipples, desperate for my fingers and hot mouth, I was soon having the most intense creamy orgasms without even touching my pussy. I spent hours licking and squeezing and sucking them, wallowing in the sweet, addictive taste of my milk and loving how I could make my nipples cum.

It meant I was also now ready to take revenge on my bitch of a big sister. I had worn loose blouses each time I visited her to hide the change, but this time I wore a tight white bodysuit with a plunging V neckline to my navel. My fabulous new tits looked like two half-moons and had the most seductive jiggle without the support of a bra. All I needed was a miniskirt and some heels, and I was ready to go.

Layla planted one hand on her hip and gave me a disapproving sneer as she opened her front door. She didn’t say hello and looked me over for a moment. “Had some work done? I didn’t know you could afford it.”

I ignored her bitchy tone. “You could say that.”

She caressed her big breasts and squeezed them together. “Well, if you don’t have it naturally, there’s always silicone. Now I know why you wore those ugly blouses for the past few months. I thought you had better taste. Still, few girls can have a wardrobe like mine now I have my daddy.”

She turned her back on me and walked into the house. I closed the door behind us and followed her into the lounge. Before she could turn around again, I grabbed her from behind and pressed a chloroform-soaked cloth over her face. She struggled for a moment, but with each breath, she grew weaker until she passed out.

I worked fast, stripping her out of her clothes and tying her hands behind her back. As she recovered from the chloroform, I pulled her to her feet and pushed her against the wall. Once she was aware of what was happening again, I balled my fist and drove it into her stomach, knocking the wind out of her.

“That’s for being a bitch,” I said.

Before she could recover her breath, I drove my fist into her stomach again and enjoyed the sound of the breath exploding from her heaving chest. She had great tits, but they weren’t as good as mine anymore.

“And that’s for stealing my daddy.”

She struggled to breathe, so I made sure she stayed that way and gave her another solid blow.

“And that’s because… this is fun,” I said.

It was fun, so I kept going until her stomach was so sore, she couldn’t breathe without it hurting. Then I went to work on her pretty face, slapping it hard with my open palm, then backhanding her across the other cheek. I slapped her senseless. It was so much fun to listen to the loud smacks, and soon she was delightfully punchdrunk with two rosy cheeks. She pleaded with me for mercy, so I knocked the wind out of her again, so she stopped complaining.

“Where’s his key?” I said.

She pretended she didn’t know what I meant, so I gave her another few slaps.

“In the wardrobe. I have a safe for my jewellery,” she said, gasping for breath.

I raised my fist. “Give me the combination, or there will be a lot more of this.”

She nodded weakly. I dragged her upstairs by her hair, found the main bedroom and dumped her unceremoniously into an armchair. I only had to raise my hand to slap her face again to get the combination out of her. Opening the wardrobe, I found the safe and entered the code. She had a lot of jewellery, but I only wanted his key.

While I waited for our daddy to get home from work, we spent the time playing games together as siblings do. After sealing her mouth with far too much duct tape, I treated her to some nipple torture and listened to her muffled screams. Her tits didn’t look so good after I had twisted, pinched and bitten them. They looked even worse when I used my long nails to leave nasty red claw marks. If her breasts were anywhere as sensitive as mine had become, she would remember this for a long time. Once I was happy I had gotten my need for revenge out of my system, I put her nipples in a cruel pair of clamps. Layla wasn’t as resilient as I am, so she passed out. Then I strolled downstairs to wait for our daddy. I didn’t have to wait long.

“Hi, Sheela,” he said. “You look… different. Where’s Layla?”

He pretended to look around for Layla, although he obviously wanted an excuse to look at my breasts and not my eyes.

“Upstairs, taking a nap. She’s had a hard day.” I approached him and helped him out of his coat, pressing myself against him so he could feel my breasts and smell my milk. “Do you like my new look?”

He turned around, not knowing where to look. “Sure.”

“I don’t mind if you look,” I said. “In fact, I want you to look as much as you want.” I slipped my hand into my bodysuit and squeezed a droplet of sweet cream onto my fingertips. “Taste it,” I said, putting it to his lips. He licked it off greedily, and I saw the look of dazed lust appear in his eyes. “There’s plenty more where it came from. Way more than Layla can ever make.”

Layla had trained him already, so his addiction was already strong. He needed little convincing to head to the bedroom for more. At the door, I popped out one boob and let him take his first taste, fresh from my nipple. Layla had trained him well, as he expertly nibbled it and sucked for milk. He was adept at teasing out what drops he could get from her, but now he got more than he expected, and he groaned with delight.

“Yes… drink. I’m younger than her and have much bigger tits overflowing with milk.”

In a few gulps, he was already high, so I led him into the bedroom. He didn’t give Layla a second glance as I unbuttoned his shirt and removed his pants.

“I bet she doesn’t even let you out of your cage anymore,” I said, inserting the key. “You know she cheats on you too, don’t you? That’s why she never has much milk. All her lovers get to drink her dry, while you only get the leftovers.”

As soon as I removed the sleeve of his cage, he got hard. I wanted to touch his cock and stroke it to get him ready for sex. He winced as I touched it.

“Oh, Daddy, she’s been so cruel to you, leaving you locked up to make your cock sore. And your poor balls are much too full. They must be backed up. Let me drain them for you while you have a lovely drink from each of my breasts.”

Layla was awake and watched us with fire in her eyes as I helped our daddy onto the bed, sitting against the pillows. I only had to reach under my skirt to pop the buttons of my bodysuit and I was ready to go. I climbed aboard, put my nipple to his lips and eased my pussy onto his cock. He drank again as I took him inside me, gently squeezing him to get him ready to cum.

“And my pussy is tighter than hers and way more needy.”

I rode him while he sucked from my breasts, the milk spilling from his lips in his eagerness to quench his thirst. With so much experience, he knew exactly what to do to give me maximum pleasure, and I moaned and whimpered as my breasts orgasmed. And with his thick cock in my pussy, it followed. I was orgasming three times harder than before I had gotten my milk. My clitoris throbbed with joy, and each of my nipples burned with feverish pleasure.

“Cum for me, Daddy,” I moaned.

He gave me the milk of his cock as he drank mine. He throbbed and pulsed inside me, pumping me full. He was so backed up, he kept shooting more inside me. It seemed to go on for ages, as I was blissfully happy and lost in the moment of pure pleasure. As we came down and regained our senses in the afterglow, I took his face between my hands.

“So, Daddy, you need to make a choice. Which of us do you prefer? Me or that milkless cheating bitch?”

“You, baby girl,” he said.

I got off him so I could slide his exhausted cock into the sleeve of his new cage. I looked at Layla and smiled as I fitted the key. For the first time, I saw a nymphet flinch as the lock clicked shut. He was mine now, and I would make sure I kept him for good.

“She can keep the clothes, jewellery and gifts. I don’t want hand-me-downs. Let me know when she has moved out, and then you can have my nipple in your mouth again.”

It’s astonishing how fast a man can get a job organised if he knows he will get a long drink of fresh, warm milk when it’s done. Layla now has to sell her jewellery to pay rent. I’m sure she’ll get herself another daddy eventually, but a little hardship is appropriate after what she did to me.

So, now my daddy and I have happily settled down together. Well, when I say settled down, that doesn’t mean I’ve hung up my nymphet high heels. After our first time together, I loved how hard my daddy orgasmed after Layla had left him to get backed up balls. So I do the same to him too and leave him locked up until his balls ache from being so full. In between, I enjoy cheating on him with other men who want to drink from my breasts while I ride their cocks. But unlike Layla, I have enough milk for all my lovers, so there’s no way she will ever get a chance to steal my daddy from me again.


12: BRITTANY

THE COCKTEASE

I know at a glance what Brittany likes to do to men. It’s deliberate to the point of being provocative. She wears little more than a tight blue crop top over her generous bust, which gives me a tantalising glimpse of her underboob. Along with her matching heels and hot pants, that’s her outfit. Her sunflower blonde hair hangs all the way to her tiny waist, and I admire her flat, toned stomach before coming back to her eyes. They’re an extraordinary shade of violet, which gives her gaze a hypnotic quality. When she smiles, I imagine men must go giddy with lust as they imagine popping her boobs out of her tiny top. But I’m certain men don’t drive the action, as Brittany has potent sexual confidence and no doubt rules the bedroom with an iron fist. Or perhaps she does it with a metal cage. Either way, this is her confession.

* * *

I discovered my fetish by chance. At college, a few years ago, I was in a naughty mood. I’ve always enjoyed being a cocktease. I love how messing with a boy’s cock messes with his head. Boys are slaves to their need to cum, so all a girl needs to do to turn a boy into her slave is take ownership of his orgasms.

There was this shy boy I had seen around campus, the type who immediately stammers when he speaks to a girl. He was cute enough with his dark brown hair and strong jawline, but he was below average height. Many short men compensate for their height with attitude, but this boy was a wallflower. So, I decided to make his day.

I saw him at the park beside the campus, sitting alone on a bench, reading a book in the shade of the old oak trees. I walked over and sat beside him. At the time, I was in a schoolgirl phase with my wardrobe, so I was wearing a tight cashmere top and a tartan miniskirt, which showed a lot of leg. He glanced at me and pulled a nervous smile.

“Hi,” I said, whispering, like I had a problem I needed to share with a confidant. “I’m Brittany. Can you help me out?”

He knew my name already. All the boys knew about me.

“Uh… s-sure,” he replied.

I quivered my lower lip, as if I were about to burst into tears. “My boyfriend is planning to leave me because I haven’t learned to suck his cock like a good girl.”

He swallowed hard. Once you put an idea in a boy’s head, he always imagines it. “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said.

“I like my boyfriend and don’t want to break up with him, so I need to get some experience. Could I practice on you?” I said. “We could go behind the bushes. You’ll be doing me a huge favour.”

He placed his finger on his chest. “Me?”

“I don’t see another boy here.”

He swallowed hard. “Um… okay.”

It was as easy as that. There was no need for dates, handholding or idle chitchat. I told a boy I wanted to suck his cock, and he was mine for the taking.

I clapped with glee, took his hand and led him behind the bushes where no one could see us. He shook as I sank to my knees and unzipped his pants, but his cock knew what it wanted and got hard before I had even freed it from his briefs. Then I looked up at him, all doe-eyed and innocent, like I had never sucked a cock before, and took his shaft into my mouth. He didn’t look like a boy who had let a girl suck his cock before, so I knew he would cum quickly. I cupped his balls on my palm, waiting to feel them tighten so I could stop if he got close, then sucked him like a lollipop.

I took him to the edge, then stopped to deny him an orgasm. “It’s lucky your cock is so small. I can fit the entire length in my mouth without gagging,” I said.

Boys get uptight about the size of their cocks, so this ruined his orgasm. I returned to sucking his cock, leaving him to ponder the idea. He got excited again after a minute and panted as he neared his orgasm.

I stopped cold again. “My boyfriend has a thick cock. It makes me gag and gives me a sore jaw when I suck him off.”

The boy looked mortified. “Does he have a big cock?” he said.

I shook my head. “No, it’s about average.”

I sucked him again. My pussy burned with excitement as I learned the power of torment and denial. The boy’s face was taut from the strain of needing to cum, his teeth clenched and body rigid, but his head was a mess over the idea he had a tiny dick.

“Your cute little cock sure makes practicing easy,” I said. “Am I getting better?”

I knew he wouldn’t say no, so he didn’t upset me. He nodded furiously, clearly wanting me to finish him off.

“Oh, goodie! I’m so glad I’m getting good at it now. Thanks for letting me practice with you.”

And that’s where I left him, with his cock sticking out of his pants and a pair of blue balls. It was exactly what I needed to satisfy my naughty mood. But I came to fully understand my fetish when I saw him next. I was talking to a girlfriend when he strolled by. As our eyes met, I knew exactly what had happened after I had teased him in the bushes. He had gone home and jerked himself off, but hadn’t enjoyed it because it wasn’t my mouth making him cum. He longed for me to do it again, so he could feel the pleasure I had denied him, but knew he would never get the chance.

It turned me on so much, my pussy was a furnace of pleasure. I wanted more of it, hundreds of frustrated and denied men jerking off over me every night because I had given them blue balls. While I rubbed my clit to a wild orgasm thinking about it, their orgasms would be anticlimactic. I would promise them perfect pleasure and then take it away from them. Now, denying a man his orgasm is enough to make me cum, as I know I’m the only one enjoying myself.

Recently, I’ve discovered the joy of teasing a man’s prostate. I’ve been having so much fun with my daddy. He knows all about blue balls, as I locked up his cock in a chastity cage on our first date. If he thought a chastity cage was bad, now I know about his prostate, I can give him the worst blue balls a man could imagine.

We had sex last night, and it was wonderful. Well, it was wonderful for me. He knew he had to let me handcuff him to the bed if he wanted me to remove his chastity cage. It’s astonishing how quickly a man will accept bondage when a girl locks up his cock. I unlocked his cage and set it aside. His cock sprang up in seconds, twitching and desperate for attention. I gave it to him, taking it into my mouth as I slid my middle finger through the tight ring of his butthole and into his ass.

About two knuckles deep, I found the soft dome and circled it with my fingertip, making it release more cum to fill his balls. I could have given him a massage without the blowjob, but it’s not the same. I like a man to believe he’ll get to cum. My daddy still believes I’ll let him cum when we have sex. He hopes I’ll get carried away and forget to deny him an orgasm. It’s good to let a man have hope, but he still hasn’t worked out how much control I have over him with my finger in his ass.

You see, a gentle massage eases the fluid from the prostate into a man’s balls. It feels good and can make a man cum. If I rub a little harder, it creates tension through his stomach and down his thighs, making him feel like he has a full bladder. If I keep rubbing him like that, he loses his erection altogether. It’s like his secret cum button, and I love making him go limp when all he wants to do is cum.

So, I sucked and massaged him until he got close, then rubbed harder to ruin his orgasm. He groaned. I could see him straining to cum, but feel it slipping away. All the while, I was overfilling his balls with cum, making them feel like rocks between his legs. It was doing wonderful things for my pussy, making me hot and wet and ready to cum myself.

I took him through a few cycles of sucking and denial, making sure his balls were so full they would ache. Then I climbed on board to enjoy his engorged cock, pushing it into my tight passage, already slick with love juices.

“I cheated on you today, Daddy,” I said, as I rolled my hips to work his cock deep. “I let another man screw me in the butt. You know, where I never let you put your cock.”

I hadn’t done it, but telling him I had cheated on him is another way to ruin his orgasm, the same as when I told the boy at college that he had a tiny dick. My daddy hates hearing about me cheating on him. His face screws up like he is imagining his last visit to the dentist while trying to reach his peak. The two things don’t mix.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I didn’t let him cum. He has blue balls too, and is jerking himself off for relief but not enjoying it at all. Having his cock in my tight butthole would have been so much better than pumping his cock into his fist.”

All this cheating and denial talk was driving me wild. My pussy was burning and ready to gush with a long, strong orgasm, but I knew it could set my daddy off, so I climbed off and sat on his face. While I made him lick me and drive me closer to a heavenly release, his cock lost all its momentum. Then I returned to riding him again in the reverse cowgirl position. It made his cock press against the upper walls of my pussy, giving my G-spot lots of delicious friction with each thrust. In this position, I could also finger his ass again to ruin his orgasm while I pumped even more cum into his swollen balls. When he begged me to let him cum, it set me off, and my orgasm was so strong, I saw stars.

As the blissful aftermath warmed my body, I locked him up in his chastity cage again, frustrated and denied, with the bluest balls a man can get. I gave them a little squeeze, and he flinched. They were rock hard, the way I like them, backed up to bursting.

I’ll give him a few days with a pair of cannonballs between his legs until he begs me to let him cum. As he’s my daddy, he’s the only man I ever let cum. He needs it for good health. I make him cum with a vibrating wand, placing it on his balls at the base of his cock. It only takes a few minutes to make him shoot his load. Before you ask me how a cocktease could, in good conscience, lower her standards and let a man cum, he never enjoys it. You see, when I make him cum, I also leave his cock locked up in his chastity cage.


13: EMILY

DADDY ISSUES

Emily is an elegant beauty, a brunette with fine features and sapphire eyes. She has the perfect figure for a classic black cocktail dress. The plunging neckline would show off her full breasts, and the slash up one side of the skirt would give men flashes of her long, shapely legs.

But this isn’t how Emily dresses. She has a distinctly girly-girl quality about her and squeezes her figure into a tight top and a tartan miniskirt. She wears her lovely chocolate tresses tied in pigtails with pink ribbon bows. I can see my reflection in her abundant lip gloss, and she even sucks a lollipop and speaks with the high-pitched, breathy voice of a young girl. I already know her confession will involve her daddy.

* * *

My real daddy ruined me for boys. He was so handsome and wise, and I was never happier than when I was sitting on his knee, having special cuddles and kisses. He made me stop doing it when I turned eighteen, as he said it wasn’t right for a girl to be so intimate with her daddy now she had become a woman. It broke my heart. I wanted to be close to him and feel his powerful arms around me while I dotted kisses on his cheek and told him how much I loved him. It gave me such a lovely, warm sensation deep in my pelvis, which perfumed my panties and made me feel grown up.

He was always popular with women too. They all looked at him like they wanted to get him into their bedrooms to have sex. I was certain he was good at sex too. I could imagine him pushing his thick daddy cock into their little pussies to make them cum. And I could imagine him doing it to me too. To be honest, I imagined it much too often when I masturbated. So, I’ve always compared every boyfriend I’ve ever had to my real daddy. I knew I would never be happy unless a boy measured up to him in every way.

I had been dating a boy who was measuring up well. His name was Johnny. He was handsome and reminded me of the pictures of my daddy when he was a young man. They had the same dark, curly hair, brown eyes and strong jawline. It was a good start.

Johnny knew nothing about sex though, as he was still a virgin, but a boy could learn, especially if he had the right nymphet for a teacher. For our first session together, we climbed into the treehouse out the back of his home. Johnny worried about taking me into his bedroom, as his father worked from home and would overhear us from his office. The treehouse was up a ladder, and I went first, so Johnny got the chance to look up my skirt. I had white cotton panties on that day, and he would have seen the little wet patch from my excitement.

The treehouse was like a little actual house. He would have had so much fun playing in it when he was young. It had a door and windows, two chairs and even a small bed. It was also high enough to see into the first floor bedrooms of the house. Johnny had a little bulge in his pants when he arrived. He tried to hide it, but I wanted to see it.

“Let’s play doctors and nurses,” I said.

He shrugged. “What’s that?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What boy didn’t know how to play doctors and nurses? It was my favourite game.

“You show me yours, and I’ll show you mine,” I said. “Sit and let me unzip you.”

He shook like a newborn lamb as I opened his pants and pulled down his briefs. His cock twitched like he was about to cum. It wouldn’t take much to set him off, so I looked at it and let him feel my hot breath wash over it like a caress. It was small, but I had already guessed that from the size of his bulge.

“Is it okay?” he said.

“It’s as cute as a button, but we need to make it relax, so it gets tiny again.”

He swallowed and nodded. I carefully gripped his balls and gave them a squeeze. He went white and tensed up from the dull ache. I held on until his cock went limp and then squeezed a little harder to make sure it stayed that way for a few minutes. Johnny gasped as I let go, as he had been holding his breath.

“What are you doing?” he asked, as I squeezed his swollen balls and cock through a metal ring.

“Locking it up. You’re my boyfriend,” I said. “And as my boyfriend, you must wear a chastity cage.”

“But why?”

“Because I’m your girlfriend. And that’s the only reason you need. You see, it isn’t your cock anymore. It’s mine now, and I want it locked up tight.”

I fitted the steel sleeve over his cock, clipped it to the ring and put the key in the lock. I loved watching boys as I took their freedom away. They thought having a girlfriend meant they would get to have sex and cum. Instead, I was stopping him from cumming at all. His lower lip trembled, and he looked like he would cry. I turned the key. The lock made a deliciously audible click, and he flinched.

Then I gave Johnny his reward. We kissed, and I let him touch my breasts through my cashmere sweater while I played with his caged cock and balls. He needed to learn how to kiss a girl and touch her to make her wet and ready for sex without prematurely losing his load, but he didn’t enjoy the lesson. He kept complaining about how much it made his cock hurt because it was trying to get hard. So I squeezed his balls again to calm it down. Poor Johnny couldn’t kiss me back as I squeezed them, but I enjoyed it and got so wet, my juices trickled through my panties and down my inner thighs.

“You need to learn how to please a girl,” I said. “Tomorrow, I’ve got a special sex lesson for you. Meet me here at three o’clock. Okay?”

“Wait. I showed you mine. Aren’t you going to show me yours?” he said.

“I didn’t say you would get to see it today. But you will tomorrow, if you arrive on time.”

The next day, I was a little early for my sex lesson with Johnny. As he was officially my boyfriend, now I had his cock locked up in a chastity cage, it would be polite to introduce myself to his daddy.

My heart fluttered as I knocked on the door and waited for him to answer. He opened the door and gave me a polite smile. I was overwhelmed, but in a good way, as he bore a strong resemblance to my real daddy.

“Hello… Mr Drake.” I had to pause before saying his name, as I nearly called him daddy. “I’m Emily, Johnny’s new girlfriend. I wanted to introduce myself, as we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other.”

He smiled again, and my panties got deliciously sticky between my legs. “Johnny said nothing about having a girlfriend.”

“Oh, we’ve only been out on a few dates, but we’re official now.” It was best not to mention why we were official.

He extended his hand. “It’s lovely to meet you, Emily. Johnny’s luck must have turned around. You’re his first girlfriend.”

I took his hand and held onto it. It took me right back to when I was a girl out on walks with my real daddy, holding his hand and enjoying all the jealous looks from women passing by. I knew they wanted to hold his hand too, and unzip his pants, so they could suck his cock, and for him to take them to bed for hot, steamy sex. I must have drifted off in a daydream, as Mr Drake carefully pulled his hand free from mine.

“Would you like to come inside for a soda?” he said.

“Oh, yes, that would be lovely, Mr Drake. Johnny should be home by three o’clock, so we have some time to pass while we wait.”

He took me to the kitchen and poured us both a soda. I felt dreamy as I looked at his solid, masculine body and lusted over what he had hidden in his pants.

“So, what are you studying, Emily?” he said.

“Older men,” I replied. It slipped out, but I giggled like I had made a naughty joke.

He nodded like he understood, which he clearly didn’t.

“So, where is Mrs Drake today?” I said, looking around the kitchen and lounge. Whatever Mr Drake did for work obviously paid well. They had a flash entertainment centre and expensive furnishings. Everything was looking better by the minute.

“There is no Mrs Drake,” he said. “Not anymore anyway.”

I gasped. “I don’t believe you! That can’t possibly be true.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re so handsome. Will Johnny be as handsome as you when he’s older?”

He smiled modestly. “You’re a sweet girl, Emily. But there’s no need to butter me up if you’re worried I won’t approve of you.”

“No, truly, Mr Drake. You’re a real heartthrob. And you’re also a—”

I bit my lip, unable to finish my sentence. He opened his palms in wonder, waiting for me to explain.

“A pussy throb,” I said, quickly covering my mouth with my hand as I finished like a naughty girl who had said a rude word. But it was true. My pussy was throbbing like I needed his cock inside it soon to make me cum.

He stood still, blinking at me. Then he swallowed. “That’s, uh, flattering, especially from a pretty young girl, but I’m old enough to be your father.”

“I know!” I said, as my knees buckled from the excitement happening between my legs. Thankfully, I had thought ahead and wore a sanitary pad in my panties, but I would need to change it soon if I didn’t hurry and get him into bed.

“Mr Drake, do you want to be my daddy?” I said, scarcely able to control myself. “I’ve seen you so many times when you dropped Johnny at college. You’re so handsome, I only went out with him so I could find out where you lived and meet you.”

He stood with his mouth hanging open for a moment. “Are… are you hitting on me?”

My knees shook from the action happening in my panties. I nodded.

He looked around as if hidden cameras were filming our exchange. “Is this a practical joke?”

“Oh, no, not at all! My real daddy raised me to be a good girl and never tell fibs. Every word is the truth.”

I closed the gap between us. He backed away, appearing to be nervous about touching me. I kept going until he backed into the wall, and our bodies met at last. He drew a sharp breath as my hardened nipples grazed his chest through our clothing. I put my hand on his cock and it swelled under my touch.

“But right now, I want to be your bad baby girl. I want to see it, feel it and taste it,” I said. “But most of all, I want it inside me.”

His teeth chattered as he spoke. “Emily, we barely know each other.”

“Then let’s fix that right away.”

“Emily—”

I looked up at him and parted my lips. “No more excuses. Kiss me, Daddy. I know you want to, because a man’s cock never lies. Kiss your bad baby girl.”

I didn’t give him a choice and took him by the nape to lower him to my waiting lips. He tasted so manly, like dark, bitter chocolate with a hint of spice. The kiss was sublime, his rough skin grazing my face as we sucked each other’s lips. I rubbed him through his pants, exciting him further to show him how eager I was for his cock. He surrendered at last and gripped me by the waist to hold me close. His cock was as hard as a steel bar, and I couldn’t wait any longer to feel it.

I broke the kiss. “Take me upstairs and breed me, Daddy.”

He scooped me into his arms, and I dotted kisses on his face as he carried me upstairs. I was a little girl again, safe in my daddy’s arms and so desperately in love with him. He took me to the main bedroom and laid me on the bed. I pulled up my top to bare my breasts, while he pulled my drenched cotton panties down my legs.

The timing was perfect, as I hadn’t told Johnny any fibs about showing him my pussy. It was now three o’clock, so he would see it from the treehouse, every inch of my smooth, bare mound. But his daddy had a better view of it as I spread my legs, and he couldn’t take his eyes from it as I showed him my tiny, glistening lips.

“Pretend I’m your real baby girl, Daddy, and pound a baby into me as hard as you can.”

He was lust-stricken, couldn’t stop himself and pulled off his pants like they were on fire. He climbed onto the bed to mount me. I shook with excitement and desperation to feel his cock. He reminded me so much of my real daddy, all my dreams were coming true at last. Gripping his cock to hold it steady, he pushed it between my lips. He grunted with frustration at the resistance. Clearly, he hadn’t poked his cock into a pussy this tight in years, so who could blame him?

“It’s so big, Daddy,” I moaned, as he forced my pussy to surrender and take it inside. Clearly, Johnny didn’t get his cock from his father’s side of the family.

I had never been happier as he pushed his full length into me. My poor little pussy got stretched to its limit as his head slammed into my womb. It hurt in the most wonderful way as he pumped his hips, emptying me, only to fill me up again with another hard thrust. I trembled, feeling powerless, and had to grip his arms to steady myself.

My orgasms came on fast, like hot flushes deep in my womb. I couldn’t control myself anymore and let out whimpering moans as my pussy clenched him with each orgasm. I always knew my daddy would be a wonderful lover. He pounded his cock into my pussy for twenty minutes, and by then, I couldn’t take any more.

“Cum inside me, Daddy!” I moaned. “Claim your baby girl.”

He grunted, and there was a hot rush as his cock pulsed inside me. He buried it deep, pumping his cum into my needy, waiting womb. I revelled in the blissful high until I came down. With a delighted sigh, I got a pillow and tucked it under my bottom to raise it above the rest of my body, keeping all his cum inside me.

“Kiss my tummy for luck,” I said.

I wouldn’t get pregnant, as I was taking birth control, but it was fun to play out my fantasy of having my real daddy breed me. He obliged and kissed my stomach softly, making his way to my bare pubic mound.

Although I had made him believe he had claimed me, it was, in fact, the other way around. And when he put a wedding ring on my finger, which he would soon enough, my forbidden fantasy would become real at last. I would have my dream daddy to breed me every day. When we went out together, I would pretend I was his real baby girl and rub my stomach like he had knocked me up. If anyone asked, I would tell them he was my real daddy and how he came into my room every night to make me pregnant.

But I was still a nymphet with a desire for cheating and chastity, which conflicted with my daddy issues. What girl who loved her daddy so much it made her feel like her heart would burst could lock up his cock and cheat on him? That was where Johnny made everything perfect. Along with my daddy, I had him, my perfect adoring son-in-law, with his little locked cock getting cuckolded every day. While his daddy pounded my pussy, my virgin son-in-law would watch us from the treehouse, as he had watched us now. It would make my orgasms all the sweeter to know he felt like I was cheating on him while his sore cock strained in its cage.


14: CHARLEY

NO MORE CHEATING

Charley is a beautiful brunette with a kissable pink pout and gorgeous mint-green eyes. She has a potent effect on me as she enters my office and fixes me with her alluring gaze. It makes my cheeks flush and my pulse race. While I prefer men, I also enjoy sex with girls from time to time. It goes with being a nymphet. All sex is good.

I also believe every girl should have sex with another girl at least once. Women are passionate lovers and care more about the total experience than the climax. I adore kissing a girl’s soft face and lips, playing with her luscious breasts and tasting her sweet, delectable pussy. So, if there are no men available, a girl will do me fine.

But Charley is different. If I had to choose between a wicked night with a man or the chance to take her to bed, I would feel torn. I suspect she is a nymphet who has also experienced the joy of sex with other girls. So why does her file say she’s straight, and why does she wear an expensive wedding ring? I believe I’m about to hear an intriguing confession.

* * *

Like most nymphets, I have a needy pussy. If I don’t get regular sex, it aches like I have a bladder full to bursting. Masturbation isn’t enough to make the feeling go away. It aches and aches until I get a cock inside me. Naturally, my daddy isn’t always around when this happens, so I have to cheat on him with other men. Okay, that’s a little fib. I enjoy cheating on him, and nymphets deserve to share themselves with as many lovers as they can get into bed.

The best time to cheat on my daddy was when he was at work. It was even naughtier when I had sex with another man in our bed, especially if I didn’t smooth out the sheets afterwards. In the evening, when I took my daddy to bed, I watched him straighten the tangled sheets to slide in beside me. I enjoyed watching him wonder why the air had the lingering musk of red-hot sex. That sweet perfume always made his cock hard and desperate to cum, but I always told him I was too tired.

It was important to keep him frustrated and denied, as I had to stop locking him up in a chastity cage after he got a new job. He was a manager at a big security company and had to pass through a metal detector to get to his office. I checked to find out if this was true, of course, as men are good at inventing excuses to get out of their cage. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a lie, so I had to choose between keeping him locked up or his magnificent paycheck. It was a tremendously hard decision. I loved spending his money, and I also loved keeping him caged and frustrated.

We tried putting him back in his cage during the weekends, but it wasn’t the same, as he knew he would have his freedom by Monday morning again. A cage only worked when a man didn’t know when I would remove it next, or if I would remove it at all.

Two weeks ago, I was having a great time riding his best friend’s cock. I had it lodged deep in my pussy and was having lots of little orgasms leading to a strong one. My daddy’s friend is an older man, so I fed him a little blue pill so he had the stamina to last. They keep him hard for ages, so I can grind on his cock and have all the orgasms I need to keep my greedy pussy happy.

He was grunting loudly as he approached his orgasm, and I was whimpering and shaking as the big one welled deep in my womb. Neither of us heard my daddy come home early from work, but we found out soon enough when he came into the bedroom. He blew up, grabbed his friend and marched him out of the house without his pants. They aren’t friends anymore.

Then he returned to the bedroom, looking like he might burst a valve. “How could you cheat on me?” he said, trying to stay calm. “When all I’ve done is look after you for so many years.”

I quivered my lower lip and let out a few crocodile tears. It was an excellent trick for a nymphet to learn if she wanted to keep her daddy wrapped around her little finger, especially if he had caught her cheating.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I said. “He forced me. I said no and pushed him away, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

I squeezed out a few more tears. My daddy sat beside me, but he didn’t look sympathetic yet. “Oh, Daddy. He tied my hands behind my back, so I couldn’t stop him as he forced my legs open and pushed his cock into me. I begged him to stop, but that made him pound me harder. Oh, Daddy, it was so awful!”

My daddy looked at me for a long moment. “But you were on top and running your hands through your hair,” he said.

There was a problem with my alibi. As I said, my daddy worked for a security firm, so it wasn’t easy to get away with fibbing to him.

I fluttered my eyelashes. “Would you believe me if I said it hasn’t happened before?”

He scowled. “I’m getting cameras installed throughout the house, so it never happens again. No more cheating, or it’s over between us.”

My decision to stop locking him up in a chastity cage had weakened the strength of our relationship. He was treating us as equals, which is utterly unacceptable for any nymphet. And this incident meant I would have to resort to keeping him happy again, not frustrated and denied, if I wanted him to forgive me.

“You know I love your cock the best, Daddy,” I said, kneeling between his legs to unzip his pants.

It was astonishing to discover how fast a man would forgive a girl if she sucked his cock for an hour, edging him slowly to a powerful orgasm. Then I promised him I would never cheat on him again. This, of course, was completely untrue. I planned to continue cheating on him with his former best friend and all the other men in my extensive list of contacts. I would have to do it at their houses if we were getting security cameras installed at ours.

That was when the situation got much worse. My daddy came home the next day with a lie detector. And unfortunately for me, the machine could detect fibs too. I didn’t know he had access to one at work. They used it to screen people who were applying for jobs as security guards. He wired me up to it and asked me if I had cheated on him. Thankfully, I hadn’t seen his former friend or anyone else yet, so I passed the test.

But I didn’t know what to do about my needy pussy. It was every nymphet’s right to cheat on her daddy, but now I couldn’t do it anymore. He would find out, and then it would be over between us. It was a lot of work to find and train a suitable daddy, and I didn’t want to start all over again. I was content with the one I had, despite this terrible turn of events.

And with every passing day, my pussy ached so much, I thought the worst could happen, and I would beg my daddy for sex. Then my days as a nymphet would be over. I would become his submissive plaything, to use however and whenever he pleased. He would become a wicked man and do awful things like put me over his knee to spank my poor bottom until it burned, then have sex with me so I was too sore to enjoy it. He would tie me up and put clamps on my nipples, and force his cock into my throat. With all the toys he had at work, no doubt there was a cupboard full of whips too. I could imagine him chuckling cruelly as he tied me to the bedpost to stripe my breasts red with it.

It might sound like I was overreacting, but that was how I felt. I didn’t know what to do, and I needed an orgasm so badly I couldn’t walk without limping. So, I asked for help and went to see my friend Cindy at her downtown apartment. She was a nymphet too, but unlike me, she had her daddy well-trained and locked up in a cage.

Cindy was a gorgeous girl with hair like spun honey, amber eyes and curves in all the right places. She opened the door to let me inside, and I immediately got envious. She looked so radiant and in control of her life. Nothing seemed to bother her. And she looked damned sexy in her tight T-shirt and boy shorts.

Coincidentally, I wore the same outfit, only my T-shirt was blue, not pink, and I didn’t feel sexy at all. I was in a pent-up knot of sexual frustration. It was like my daddy had locked me up in a chastity belt. In a way, he had locked me up with the cameras and lie detector. I needed to regain my freedom, but it wasn’t as simple as picking a lock.

I poured my heart out to Cindy. She was a good listener and sympathised with my awful predicament. “I know what you need,” she said, when I had finished. “Come upstairs.”

Cindy’s apartment had a large open-plan living area and kitchen, with a mezzanine bedroom upstairs. They had a splendid view over the city and out to the ocean beyond, thanks to the exterior wall being entirely tinted glass. I followed her upstairs, feeling lost, and leaned on the handrail to look at the view while she searched through her bedroom drawers.

She joined me at the handrail, and I saw she carried a slim leather bondage belt. I didn’t know how tying up my daddy would help, but she hadn’t got it for that reason. She wrapped it around my wrists in expert coils and buckled the loose ends to the handrail, securing me in place.

“What are you doing?” I said.

“Tying you up. What does it look like?”

My heart fluttered with nervous anticipation. “Why?”

“Because,” she said with a cute smile. I saw a mischievous twinkle in her amber eyes. “You’re a nymphet. You know we don’t have to explain anything to anyone.”

I knew she was trying to help, but right now, I was as far from that point as a nymphet could get. I had to explain myself to my daddy every night and couldn’t tell him a single fib. It was so unfair! What right did he have to threaten to leave me because I had cheated on him once? The hundreds of other times didn’t count, of course, as he didn’t know about them.

“I’ve wanted to do this for ages,” said Cindy, running her hands down my waist and over my hips.

She was preparing me for a lifetime of cruel submission, for that was surely the only resolution to my problem. She was helping me to adjust to the idea I would become my daddy’s free-use sex slave. I would get locked up, knocked up and spanked every night before I went to bed. It was the end of the world!

“Your daddy doesn’t appreciate your beautiful bottom,” said Cindy as she peeled down my boy shorts.

I couldn’t see what she was doing, but she caressed both cheeks. Then she spanked one hard, and I squealed from the pain. She caressed it, not to punish me but to awaken my senses. With one spank, I had the weight of her attention on my bottom.

“It’s so perfect and round, and I love how your cheeks part at the centre so I can always see your beautiful, tight ringlet.”

She spanked the other cheek, making me flinch again, and then soothed it with her soft hand. I shivered as her long blonde hair feathered my lower back and her hot breath caressed my skin. It was so intense, I forgot about the ache in my pussy, as my bottom burned delightfully from her spanks and caresses, overwhelming all other senses.

Then I melted with joy. She swiped her tongue over my forbidden entrance. I didn’t know it was so sensitive or how pleasurable it was to have it teased this way. She flicked my button with the tip of her tongue and pushed it into the entrance. I let out a long moan, and my knees buckled, but I held my stance so she could continue.

“It tastes delicious!” moaned Cindy, as if licking my butthole gave her as much pleasure as me.

I lost track of how long she teased me with her tongue. It was the perfect form of edging, keeping me in a state of heightened arousal without giving me an orgasm. She licked, flicked and pushed her tongue into my tight hole while I whimpered like her helpless slave.

I was having two wonderful new experiences: sex with a girl and getting my butthole licked. I also knew I was cheating on my daddy again, but the pleasure of her tongue was sublime, and I didn’t want her to stop.

She stood and released the belt from the handrail, but she didn’t set me free. She led me to the bed and tied my hands to the headboard, so I was face down with my back arched and my bottom in the air. Reaching under the pillow, she showed me what she had planned for me next. It was a slender pink vibrator, no thicker than a fountain pen.

“You know where this is going,” she said.

Again, the curtain of her hair feathered my cheeks. My butthole was slippery with her saliva and loosened from all the tonguing. The slender vibrator broke through my tight ring with little resistance. Although it wasn’t thick, it felt huge inside me, and vibrated right through my pelvis, stimulating me everywhere. As Cindy eased it in and out, I thought I would lose my mind from the pleasure. But then she took it up a gear and licked my pussy from behind as she teased my clenching butthole with the toy.

“You’re driving me crazy!” I moaned, frustrated from the intense pleasure but unable to reach a release.

“You’ll cum when I’m ready to let you cum,” she said with a giggle.

She probed me deeper, building my orgasm without letting me have it, and pushed her long, slippery tongue deeper into my pussy. With my hands tied to the headboard, I couldn’t grab hold of the sheets to steady myself, so I had to bite the pillow. She worked the vibrator in and out of my butt, pushing it deep inside me as she licked my pussy. In minutes, I was close to the point of no return, like I would lose my mind to the maddening pleasure.

She spanked me again, adding pain to the whirlwind of sensation between my butt cheeks. Every part of me burned with smouldering joy. I cried out as if pleading with her to stop, but I was begging her to let me cum. She reddened both cheeks with her hand, the sharp slap of skin on skin jarring me back to reality before the vibrator and her tongue drove me insane again. Then she stopped cold, withdrawing the vibrator and leaving both my holes desperately empty.

“Now you can cum,” she said.

She pushed her tongue into my butt, breaking through the seal now the vibrator had loosened it. It felt so dirty but so good, and her moans of pleasure set me off. She held my bucking hips and continued to tongue me as I squirted cum all over the bed. My orgasm was so strong, I blacked out, and I don’t know how much time had passed before I came to my senses. I was panting like I had run a marathon and was lightheaded, but so relieved.

Cindy untied me. She had a smug smile on her lips. “How are you feeling now? Still pent-up and frustrated?”

I shook my head, still unable to speak.

“Next time, I’ll introduce you to my spreader. We can have fun pegging your pussy open for a little action with my tongue and some lollipops.”

It sounded wonderful, but as my orgasm subsided, all I could think about was what I would tell my daddy when I got home. I asked Cindy what I should do.

“Tell him the truth,” she said with a wink. “See you next time, doll.”

I caught a cab home, still processing the gift she had given me and wondering how it would help. My daddy was already home and had the lie detector ready. He wired me up as we chatted about our day.

“So,” he said, coming to the crucial question. “Did you cheat on me today?”

I looked him square in the eyes. “No, Daddy, I did not cheat on you with any other boys.”

He looked at the lie detector and nodded as he saw it confirm I had told him the truth.

“I’m impressed, baby girl. You have such a needy pussy and we haven’t had sex for ages. How about a reward for such good behaviour?”

A reward meant he wanted to cum. But I was back in the saddle, back in control and channelling my inner goddess again. And having discovered a new pleasure earlier in the day, I was ready to enjoy it again.

“I’m sorry, Daddy, I’m much too tired for sex,” I said. “But if you’re offering me a reward, you can lick my butthole for a while before we go to sleep.”


15: SOPHIE

HER ORAL FIXATION

Sophie is the nymphet I told you about in my confession. From her appearance, you would describe her as the innocent girl next door. She’s sweetly pretty, with big blue-grey eyes, wavy chestnut hair and a dusting of freckles across her button nose. She also has the most seductive lips. They’re full and have a natural duck-face pout, which makes her look wistfully sad in a maddeningly arousing way. She paints them with lip gloss until they have a mirror-like shine. I understand immediately what this does to a man. It would make any man desperate to get his cock in her mouth. But her appearance is no accident. She has crafted it to perfection to have this effect on men. This is the confession that would make most men believe they have died and gone to heaven.

* * *

I have loved sucking cocks since the first time I gave a boy a blowjob at high school. A blowjob is a peculiar name for it. You don’t blow, you suck, but a suck job sounds awfully disappointing.

Having a cock in my mouth gets me off. It’s like my clitoris and tongue have the same neural pathway, the one that gives pleasure. I lost count of the number of men I’ve blown long ago. But I never tire of having a hot, hard cock in my mouth and feeling it pulse as I drive a man wild with the need to cum.

People have to practice any skill for ten thousand hours to become experts, so it’s lucky I started so young. I had more money at school than all my classmates put together. It wasn’t only the students with rich parents and big allowances that paid for my services. I blew the teachers and a lot of fathers too. And with my oral skills, I wouldn’t cut my price like some cheap slut. A nymphet is a budding goddess and deserves a generous tribute for her blessing.

Now, I can suck a cock for hours without letting a man cum or drain his balls in minutes. I don’t care what position I do it, as long as I have his cock in my mouth. On my back with my head over the edge of the bed is fun, so he can push his cock into my throat. But I always enjoy the classic pose of sitting on my knees before him, looking into his eyes with cratered cheeks and a mouth full of cock. When he cums, I do too. I love the taste of a man’s cum. It’s salty, creamy and sweet. And every nymphet needs her protein to have enough energy to suck the next man off.

But lately, I’ve discovered a new way to enjoy giving head, and now I’ve done it once, I can’t wait to do it again. You see, there are some pleasures that are equally as enjoyable as an orgasm, if not more so. I’m talking about controlling a man and making him do whatever I want, and seeing how far he will go for his orgasm.

Last month, I went to a party at my girlfriend’s house. She has this big, old villa with an open fire in the living room. It’s a great space for a relaxed party where people can sit around, have a few drinks and talk. I knew some people there, but there were a lot of fresh faces.

I was talking to this man. He was cute, in his mid-twenties, with blonde hair, brown eyes and a fit body. Even though he wore a shirt and jeans, I could see he was hard and muscular. I immediately wanted to know how soon I could make his cock hard too. We chatted for a while, you know, the idle conversation people exchange when they’re getting to know each other. Then I cranked it up a gear.

“Are you with anyone?” I said.

He glanced across the room at a pretty enough brunette. She was having an animated conversation with a few other girls and hadn’t noticed me moving in on her boyfriend.

“How long have you been together?” I asked.

“Over a year,” he said. “We’re talking about moving in together.”

I fixed him in my gaze, knowing the firelight gave them a mischievous twinkle. “Is she good at sucking your cock?”

You don’t see men blush often, but he went bright red. “I can’t believe you asked me that!” he said, hissing the words so no one could hear what we were talking about.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said, giving him my Little Miss Innocent smile. “I expect you feel weird about talking to a girl about it.” I gave him a moment to calm down. “Some girls like talking about it. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have asked.”

He glanced over at his girlfriend again. “Okay, but if anyone joins us, change the subject to what we were doing in lockdown.”

I shook my head. “That won’t help. I used the time to do some serious deep throat training.”

He looked at me wide-eyed and embarrassed, but I could see the swelling in his pants. His cock was getting hard and his imagination was running wild. I had planted the seed, and he couldn’t stop thinking about having his cock in my mouth.

“You train?”

I nodded. “Oh, gosh, yes! If you want to be good at anything, you must put in the work. You wouldn’t expect an athlete to perform if they didn’t do their training. It’s the same for girls who love to suck cocks.”

He fidgeted with his drink. “I can’t believe I’m having this conversation with you.”

I licked my lips. “You haven’t answered my question yet.”

“Which one?” he said, looking around nervously.

“Is your girlfriend good at sucking your cock? If you’re moving in together, that means it’s serious.”

He chewed his lip. “She… um… doesn’t like it, so she hasn’t ever done it.”

I had guessed this was the case, but I gave him my astounded, open-mouthed look of shock anyway. “She won’t suck your cock? Do you lick her pussy?”

He nodded.

“What a bitch!” I said. “If you were my boyfriend, I’d suck your cock every day and twice on the weekends.”

It was funny how men ignored the fact I had called their girlfriend a bitch when I mentioned sucking their cock.

“Truly?” he said.

“At the least! I know men sometimes get horny and need their balls drained three or four times a day. Oh, and the last blowjob of the night is the best, slowly edging a man’s cock in my mouth for hours, taking him to the brink again and again until it becomes too much and he erupts.”

I said all this with a dreamy, faraway look, so he imagined I was talking about his cock. I watched the wheels turn in his head, knowing I’d given him a lot to think about. Now it was time to let actions speak louder than words.

“I feel so bad for you, especially as you’re moving in together,” I said. “Maybe I can give you a send-off, you know, so you don’t feel like you’ve missed out.”

“Thanks, but I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” he said, glancing nervously at his girlfriend. The lump in his pants told a different story. I glanced at it, then looked him in the eye. We both understood each other.

“She doesn’t need to know. I’ll head upstairs. Follow me up in five minutes. Look for the bedroom with the door ajar.”

I sneaked upstairs. My friend doesn’t use all the bedrooms, so it didn’t take long to find an empty one and leave the door ajar. He arrived two minutes later. There was no need to speak. I sank to my knees before him, unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He was already panting with desire as I took one of his balls into my mouth and rolled it around on my tongue. Then I did the same to the other one, sucking and teasing it to prepare it to release its precious payload.

He shuddered so much with excitement, it was like a girl hadn’t sucked his cock before. He was as nervous as a virgin. I gave him a break and moved him up against the wall for support, then returned to work on his delicious cock. He looked like a helpless wreck, leaning against the wall as if the house were falling down around him. Teasing him with my mouth was fun. I nibbled the length of his cock, grazing his shaft with my teeth, then feathered it with soft kitten licks without touching the crown.

“I’d be a much better girlfriend than her,” I said, licking his crown like a lollipop. “I would wake you up with a blowjob and send you to sleep each night with another.”

As I gave him the gentlest suck, I looked up at him, all doe-eyed and innocent, like I had never done it before. It was important to control his orgasm, as he had tight balls and was ready to cum. I used my mouth like my pussy, slowly drawing his cock in and out while I sucked, never letting him escape my gaze. While the art of a blowjob is what a girl does with her mouth, her eyes make it an unforgettable experience. It’s the ultimate oral seduction.

He strained, ready to cum again and I slowed to give him a break. “How could she deny you this pleasure?” I said. “She’s a bitch and doesn’t deserve you if she doesn’t worship your cock in her mouth.”

He didn’t argue with me. No man defends his girlfriend when his cock is between my lips. I reinforced the point, taking him back inside my warm, wet mouth to lavish his length with my tongue. He groaned with joy, and he pulsed inside me, straining to cum. I teased him more, edging him closer and closer to a sweet release without letting him have it. My pussy was burning with my own need to cum. As we drew closer to our shared orgasm, I gave him my terms.

“If you want to cum, go downstairs afterwards and break up with your bitch girlfriend,” I said.

He nodded like a dashboard toy for a car. So I gave him the trigger for his release, taking him all the way in and swallowing his cock at the back of my throat. I trained myself not to gag a long time ago and can wedge a man’s cock in my throat and swallow, giving him the most intense pleasure in the buildup to his release. He shook like a puppy as I milked the cum from his balls, savouring every salty-sweet treat as it slid down my throat.

The slow burn between my thighs made me want to cum too. I discovered that even though sucking a man’s cock gave me an orgasm, I got an even bigger one when I made him break up with his girlfriend. It was my lust for ownership, my need to steal a man’s cock from another girl and make it mine. With one blowjob, I had taken him from her and made him an addict to my mouth. That was why every girl should do her ten thousand hours of practice at sucking cocks. All the hard work pays off.

He came down from his high, panting with a ragged breath. I licked my lips, savouring the last taste of his cum. “Now, break up with her,” I said. “Then meet me back here and I’ll drain your balls again.”

He rushed off like a man possessed. I guess he was, as I had addicted him to the pleasure of my mouth and the intensity of my gaze.

I watched from the bedroom window as he took his girlfriend outside and made good on the promise he made me to let him cum. That was the point where I only needed to touch myself between the legs to have a second longer and much stronger orgasm. And when I had finished, I disappeared into the night, enjoying the blissful feeling that I had conquered another man.

But I had no intention of keeping him. The conquest was everything. Afterwards, there was no challenge. And I was a collector of conquered cocks. Now, he would join the others, lying awake at night, wondering what he had done, while he nursed his aching erection and wished my head was between his legs to suck him off again.


16: CRYSTAL

MORE LIKE NON-CON THAN ROM-COM

Crystal pays close attention to her appearance. She wears clothes that don’t appear to be flirtatious unless a man takes a second look where he shouldn’t in polite company. I notice she has one too many buttons undone on her blouse. It gives the observer a glimpse of her deep cleavage, and her skirt is a little too short and a little too tight.

She has a strangely serious look about her, as if she’s afraid to smile, despite having perfect white teeth. Regardless, she’s a lovely-looking woman with thick, wavy copper-brown hair and large sapphire eyes. But they lost their innocence long ago, as she is a woman with dark cravings and the seductive allure to get whatever she wants, no matter how taboo. As she begins her confession, a shiver of fear and excitement runs down my spine.

* * *

Some girls prefer gentle sex. Some like it rough. I don’t mind either, as long as a man forces himself on me. Naturally, forced sex is often rough, but it would surprise you how gentle some men can be when they don’t want to take no for an answer.

Most times, I want a man to fight me, hold me down and force me to submit to his cock. A civilised person would wonder why this appeals to me so much. This is because most people believe we have risen above our primal instincts and urges, but this isn’t true. We feel them as keenly now as we did before there were rules to discourage this kind of behaviour. And I want to feel what it’s like to have a man push his cock into me, even when I say no. I want him to be so desperate he will put all his inhibitions aside and become a wild animal with the urge to breed.

It’s an interesting form of non-consent: leading a man on and then saying no to force him to rape me. To an observer, it would look like he was in control, but that isn’t the case. I’m in control for every minute it lasts. It begs the question: who is getting raped? Or can we even call it rape if I wanted it?

I developed this craving for forced sex when I was dating my daddy. I was lucky to find a man I wanted to have sex with as well as spend his money. He had all the attributes a nymphet looks for in her daddy, including good looks, a decent cock and some idea about what to do with it. But he had one unerring flaw: he was an obsessive gentleman. If I asked him, he would lay his coat on the ground so I wouldn’t have to walk through a puddle. It was that bad.

Because of this, he never laid a finger on me in bed unless I reassured him it was okay. It irritated me to no end. I wanted him to grab me, hold me down and force my legs apart to push his cock into me. I wanted him to use me like he cared only for an orgasm and pound my pussy even if it hurt, and I begged him to stop.

I even suggested he should do it. He blushed and said he could never do that to me, so we never spoke of it again. Perhaps if he had grown some balls and done it, I wouldn’t have had to lock up his cock in a chastity cage. He didn’t even resist when I did that to him.

“If it makes you happy, it’s fine with me,” he said, when I turned the key.

So I decided if he wouldn’t screw me the way I wanted it, I had to get it from other men. Okay, that’s only partly true. I’m a nymphet, so I wanted to cheat on him too. But my fetish is unusual, so it takes a particular man to fulfil my needs, a man who will force himself on me. They are rare, as most men understand no means no and accept my refusal, even if I’ve led them on. So I hunt for men who won’t take no for an answer, and that’s when the action gets going.

Let me tell you about Gary. It wasn’t his name, but it was the one he gave me when we met. Men like Gary enjoy the lies they tell their wives, the women they seduce and the few who say no to having sex. It’s all part of the game. Men like Gary are the ones I hunt down. They are the type of men who have thought about forcing a woman to have sex with them but have never acted on it. And once they have had this fantasy, it’s easy for me to push them over the edge to the point of no return.

I booked a room at a four-star hotel I frequent often. It was the type of place where travelling business people stayed when they were away on a job. And when travelling alone to a place they might not visit again, there’s the potential for mischief. When they know they will get on a plane and vanish the next day, it’s easier to avoid the consequences.

I wore a provocative evening dress with a plunging neckline and a short skirt. I’m partial to sapphire blue when I’m hunting for a man, as the colour works with my hair, eyes and skin tone. To finish, I fitted some false eyelashes and put on way too much peach lip gloss. Then I went to the restaurant and perched on a stool at the wine bar, like I was waiting for someone.

Gary arrived at the bar, casually leaned on it and flashed me a smile. “Waiting for someone?” he said.

Even though he didn’t have a tan line on his left hand, there was an indentation where he had removed his wedding ring. It was likely in his jacket pocket. Gary was a good-looking man with black hair and ebony eyes, and he had a jawline that was always darkened by his beard, no matter how close he shaved. He had roguish charm and likely worked in a job like sales where he could use it to make deals and get ahead.

“Depends,” I said, returning his smile.

He cocked an eyebrow, waiting for me to explain. I licked my lips and looked him over, brazenly checking him out.

“It depends if you’re about to make yourself comfortable and try out some of your best pickup lines.”

“You’re so stunning, I stone cold forgot them all,” he said with a grin as he eased himself onto the stool beside mine.

I gave him an approving nod. “Not bad.”

“Can I buy you a drink?”

“Vodka martini with a twist.”

He tapped the bar and ordered us drinks. “So what’s a stunning woman doing alone at a four-star hotel?”

“Waiting for someone,” I said. “And I may have found him.”

He accepted the invitation to flirt, and we chatted for a while, exchanging personal information as people do in the dance before having sex. I told him I was between relationships and that my last boyfriend had mistreated me. I also told him I was from out of town and staying at the hotel before taking a trip overseas in the morning to get over my ex. It was all made up, of course. I was presenting Gary with the perfect setup for a one-night stand before we went our separate ways, never to see one another again. It was an invitation to have a sexual liaison without consequences.

He told me many lies too. The parts about his job circled the truth, but he changed the name of the company he worked for and what they did. I enjoyed how well he kept a straight face as he told me he never had time for relationships because he travelled so often for work. If I didn’t have other plans for him, I would have enjoyed pointing out the indentation on his ring finger. He needed to pay a little more attention to detail if he wanted to cross a forbidden line and get away with it.

As we talked, I gave him all the right signals. I laughed at his jokes and rubbed my shoe against his leg. When he was deep in a story about all the places he had been and all the things he had done, I put the cocktail straw to my lips to suck it as I gazed into his eyes. When I returned my glass to the bar, I ran my fingers up and down the stem as if all I could think about was having his cock in my hand.

He wasn’t stupid and noticed because he crossed his legs the way men do when they want to hide a swelling erection. We chatted for about an hour, and I pretended to get a little tipsy. I noticed he lingered on his drinks, letting the ice melt to thin his scotch and keep a clear head. Predators must perform when it’s time to make the kill and the chase was about to begin. But who was the predator, and who was the prey?

“Well, I have an early flight tomorrow, so I’d better go to bed,” I said.

I teetered on my heels as I got off the stool, like I was unaware of how much the martinis had gone to my head. I gave him an embarrassed laugh and collected my purse.

“You should let me walk you to your room.”

He said it as an instruction, not a request, and crooked his elbow like a gentleman offering me his arm. I took it like I had no choice. He asked me for my room number and led me to the elevators. We rode it in silence, each of us aware the night wasn’t over yet, but for different reasons, which remained undisclosed for now.

“Thank you for your delightful company,” I said, as we arrived at my door.

He stood looking at me with an unspoken expectation of a farewell kiss, or a kiss that would lead to much more. I pressed the keycard to the security panel and heard the lock click softly as it released. Pushing the door open, I slipped through and held it as I gave him a brief parting smile.

“Well, goodnight,” I said, pushing the door closed.

He pressed his hand against the door and pushed his way into my room. His expression changed, his smile morphing with his need to remain charming, but now he clenched his teeth as he held his temper in check.

“Is that it?” he said, as the door closed behind us.

“What do you mean?” I replied, looking shocked and backing away.

He grabbed me by the shoulders. “You gave me all the signals.”

“Signals? What signals?”

“That you wanted to have sex. Don’t deny it!”

“I would like you to leave,” I said in an icy tone.

His grip tightened, his fingers digging into my skin through my dress. “Oh, I see through your little game. Some man hurt you, so now you’re taking your revenge and leading men on. You’re nothing but a cocktease who says no. Well, you picked the wrong man tonight!”

He tried to kiss me. It was an angry kiss, like he wanted to force me to open my mouth and accept his lips and tongue. I broke his hold, pushed him away and gave him a stinging slap across the cheek.

He immediately pressed his hand to it, wide-eyed and open-mouthed in shock.

“Get out now!” I said.

His eyes widened further, so I lashed his other cheek with a backhand, leaving a red imprint on his five o’clock shadow. He grabbed me again, dragged me to the bedroom and threw me face down on the bed. I had left a pair of thigh-high stockings on the bed for this situation. He twisted my arms painfully behind my back, braced me under his leg and used the stockings to bind my wrists. I liked a little foreplay and couldn’t have asked for better than being manhandled and tied up.

He rolled me over, our eyes met, and we both understood one another’s intent. I’m good at looking scared in these situations. He had a steely gaze full of animal lust, and he had no qualms about pulling my dress from my shoulders to bare my breasts. As he saw them, he gave me a cruel grin. I twisted and turned, as if trying to maintain my modesty like some helpless woman in the clutches of a beast. He chuckled as he unzipped his pants, pulled them down and gave his erection a tug like it was an instrument of punishment.

“No!” I said, as he gripped my shoulder again to pin me to the bed.

“Time to take your medicine, bitch!” he said, pulling up my skirt.

I fought him hard as he tried to force open my legs and called him the foulest names in the English language. He responded as I wanted him to, using his strength to overpower me. Since we were having such incredible foreplay, I lunged at him with my teeth and bit his neck. I hoped it wasn’t too much, as I had bitten men before and made them give up. He squawked and pressed his hand to the bite, but after his initial shock, it renewed his determination. I was relieved, as I was ready for the fight to open my legs and make me submit to his cock.

The bite proved to be the right motivation, as he came back at me with a fury, using his bodyweight and strength to pry my legs open. He gave me a cruel chuckle as he found his way between them to force his cock inside me. If he had ever done this to another woman, he would know how hard it was to push his cock into her dry pussy. When a woman isn’t aroused, the lack of lubrication creates resistance, which is initially unpleasant for both her and the man. I was drenched, so he easily drove his cock into me as if there was a welcome mat placed outside it.

“No! Stop!” I said, fighting on as if I could escape from underneath him.

He didn’t respond, as he was too busy pounding his cock into me as hard as he could. I struggled hard and tried to throw him off while enjoying his cock slamming into me with equal force. I orgasmed several times before he did, but I’m good at hiding them from a man, and I didn’t want Gary to know I was enjoying myself much more than him. So I struggled on as my pussy clenched his cock with each pulsing wave of molten pleasure.

If I wilted, submitted and moaned, he would have felt justified about what he had done. He would walk away and tell himself ‘no’ doesn’t apply to certain women. I wanted him to feel the burden of guilt because, even though he achieved an orgasm, I knew he didn’t enjoy it. His orgasm was a hollow victory, and I saw it on his face as he climbed off.

He zipped up his pants and sneered. “Bitch!” he said, like he had taught me a lesson.

I simply lay still, as if terrified, and watched him straighten his jacket and tie before letting himself out of my room. Then I got myself out of my bonds. The first trick I learned after first indulging in my taboo fetish was how to get out of handcuffs or any other restraints. I had a delightful afterglow flowing through my body as I strolled into the small hotel room and fixed myself a drink from the overpriced minibar.

The vodka had never tasted sweeter as I gathered my purse and fished out Gary’s phone. During our flirtations in the wine bar, it had been easy to pick his pocket with all the intimate touching between us.

I held the screen at an indirect angle to reflect the light and saw four prominent fingermarks on the glass. His lack of attention to detail didn’t stop with the indentation on his ring finger, and our evening together would come with consequences. Although he didn’t know it yet.

There are only twenty-four combinations of four numbers, so it didn’t take me long to unlock his phone. Once I had it open, I sipped my vodka and retrieved the hidden camera I had planted in my room. I transferred the best photos of our evening together onto his hard drive: the bondage, the struggle and him forcing himself onto me.

Then I attached them to a message to his wife, which read: Missing you so much while I’m away. See you soon! Love you, honey!

And after such a wonderful evening of mischief and sex, I went to bed and slept like a baby.


17: AMBER

CHASTITY THERAPY

Some girls ooze sex appeal without being physically attractive. The invisible effect of pheromones can make a man feel sexually attracted to a girl who isn’t even his type. Girls with potent pheromones can put a lump in a man’s throat and his pants. They can make him lust-stricken with the desire to take her to bed, pound her pussy and fill it with hot cum.

Then there are girls who understand the power of their femininity. These girls know how to use their seductive wiles to achieve a similar effect. Again, a girl doesn’t need to be pretty to have this effect on a man. It’s all in the eyes. They can draw a man in and give him hard, heavy balls like he needs to cum as soon as possible.

And finally, there are girls who have good looks, a beautiful figure or both. Men appreciate girls of all shapes and sizes, as beauty is in the eye of the beholder. But typically, a slender young girl with large breasts that defy gravity is a popular choice for men. Or a bottom that looks perfect for spanking and sex will also make a large proportion of men horny.

And then there are girls like Amber who have all three of these gifts. Even I can’t resist the potency of her sexual allure as she enters my office. I’m shamefully wet in seconds. She is a golden-blonde goddess with eyes like two emeralds and everything else I have described above. But I can tell from her expression she isn’t pleased to have such heavenly gifts. As she begins her confession, Amber has the answer to the age-old question about why nymphets enjoy locking up men in chastity so much.

* * *

Girls look at me and believe I’m lucky because I’ve won the sexual appeal lottery. Boys look at me like they’ve died and gone to orgasm heaven, but since I first had sex, it has been a curse. As well as God-given tits, I also have a pussy that’s so tight it feels like a velvet-coated iron glove. Boys cum so fast, I’ve never had a lover who could last longer than two minutes. And that isn’t enough for me. It isn’t long enough for any girl unless she has a hair trigger clitoris.

As a result, I’ve never had an orgasm with a cock inside me. All I get is a disappointing, embarrassed apology. I went through dozens of boys, thinking I had been unlucky, but they were all the same. Wham! Bam! Gosh, I’m so sorry, ma’am! I swear that’s never happened before.

It was enough to make me want to give up boys altogether. But as much as it was fun to have sex with another girl, for the brief moments I had a cock inside me, it felt great. Plus, I didn’t want to settle for second best because I could only have sex with boys for two minutes each time.

To make matters worse, I met a boy who I liked. His name was Callan. He was part Italian and had thick, wavy black hair, dark eyes and a smouldering body. I liked his lean, muscular physique and spent hours tracing the outlines of his abs with my fingertip. He also had the tightest, hardest butt. Those abs and that butt promised plenty of thrust when we finally got to the point in our relationship when we could have sex. As I liked him so much and wanted to develop a lasting relationship, I delayed having sex for as long as I could, so it happened on our second date.

We made out on the sofa first, kissing and indulging in heavy petting. He was a good kisser, and he let me push my tongue into his mouth without resistance. I enjoyed the subtly sweet and bitter flavour of his mouth as I tasted him everywhere. The dominating kiss had the right effect on his cock, as I could see it swelling in his pants. As I kissed him, I unzipped his pants, got it out and left it standing to attention in the air.

“If you measure up, you’ll get lucky in a few minutes,” I said, as I bit his lower lip playfully.

“Measure up?”

I fetched my measuring tape from my handbag. “Oh, I’m fussy about size,” I said. “Given my pussy is so tight, I don’t enjoy cocks any larger than average.”

“Then what are we waiting for?”

That put a smile on his face, which made me smile inside too. I didn’t care too much about size. What a boy did with his cock was much more important, as was how long he could last. So far, boys with big cocks had been disappointing. All the extra friction made them cum much quicker than boys with smaller packages in their pants.

“Oh, lovely!” I said, as I measured his length and girth. “A beautiful four and a half inch cocktail sausage for me to enjoy.”

“You like it?” he said, clearly surprised by my response. I guessed he hadn’t heard that often from other girls.

“It’s perfect,” I said, mounting him and pulling my panties aside.

Positioning his cock at my entrance, I wrapped my arms around his neck so he wouldn’t see me start the stopwatch on my Fitbit. Then I lowered my hips, pushing his cock inside me. It was deliciously hot and twitched as I engulfed him inside my slick, tight passage. He drew shuddering breaths as I rolled my hips, turning up the heat and friction along the length of his cock. The first pops of pleasure ran through my pelvis, and I suddenly had hope I would finally achieve my first orgasm from penetration. Then there was a rush of hot cum as he lost his load inside me.

“Oh, God! I’m so sorry,” he said, as I glared at him. “I swear that’s never happened before.”

“Fifty-seven seconds,” I replied. He stared at me, stupefied. “You didn’t even last a full minute!”

“We could try again after I’ve had a brief rest,” he said, hoping to appease me.

I climbed off him. “Trust me, it won’t help.”

He grimaced. “You want to break up with me now, don’t you?”

“No,” I said. “But I will if you don’t perform better next time.”

“It’s because you’re… so damn tight. It set me off.”

I kneeled between his legs and watched his cock go tiny and limp again. “We could try chastity therapy to solve your problem.”

He frowned. “Chastity? Like, locking up my cock in a metal cage?”

I licked my lips and tried to contain my excitement. “Yes.”

He looked at me askance. “How will chastity help? Will full balls, I’ll cum even faster.”

“Oh no, it’s not like that at all,” I said, fetching my handbag from the coffee table. “With chastity therapy, you get backed up, but your body reabsorbs the excess cum and makes you more virile. The treatment stops you from cumming too soon.”

“Truly?” he said, looking unconvinced.

“Oh, yes. All the girls are doing it these days, and boys love how virile they become. They can keep going for ages and pound their cocks into the tightest pussies for hours. I’m sure you would like to do it too.”

He still didn’t look convinced, as no boy liked the idea of his girlfriend taking his freedom away. Gaining virility was one thing, but losing his ability to jerk off altogether outweighed it.

I looked up adoringly into his eyes, like I couldn’t wait for him to get hard so I could put his cock in my mouth. “My girlfriend told me she couldn’t keep up with her boyfriend after his chastity therapy,” I said. “She had to organise a threesome. He pounded her and another girl from behind, taking turns. And when they couldn’t take anymore of his cock in their pussies, he did them all over again in their butts.”

I had his attention now. “Wow!” he said, nodding in approval.

“Oh, yes! He wrecked their poor pussies and butts, and he still hadn’t had enough. So, he jammed his cock in each of their throats and made them both swallow a big load. The poor girls could barely walk afterwards, but it didn’t stop him from doing it again the next night.”

The extra information might have oversold the idea, but his cock twitched with excitement, and he had a gleam in his eyes as he imagined himself in the same scenario.

“All that from wearing a chastity cage?”

“No, from chastity therapy. It’s different.”

“Okay, let’s try it,” he said.

I clapped my hands with glee and fetched a chastity cage from my handbag. It was the first time I had ever seen a boy look excited about getting locked up. It helped that I had made him cum, as his balls were soft, allowing me to fit them through the ring without too much discomfort. Plus, his orgasm wasn’t a distant memory yet. That would change soon.

Of all the boys I had ever locked up, Callan was the most optimistic at the start. He endured the discomfort and hardship for nearly a full day before making his request for freedom. As he looked at me with puppy dog eyes and pleaded for a break from his cage, I introduced him to an important word.

“No.”

There was no need to raise my voice, look angry or stamp my feet in frustration. I whispered it like the promise of sex, slowly, seductively and without breaking eye contact.

“Focus on the reward,” I said. “I know you already hate your cage, but think about how virile you’ll become when your therapy takes effect.”

We had many similar discussions over the next few days. He gave me all the classic excuses to take it off. It made his cock hurt, especially when I made him lick my pussy. He couldn’t use the men’s bathroom at work in case someone saw him with it. And it was hard to stand to pee in the public restroom. He was worried someone might notice the bulge. And so forth. Men are wonderful at thinking up excuses when they can’t get an erection or have an orgasm.

I reminded him what it had done for my girlfriend’s relationship and how exciting their sex life had become. Then I reminded him of his previous fifty-seven second attempt to give me an orgasm and how a repeat performance would be his last.

We shifted from the ‘excuses’ phase to the ‘how long’ phase. This was where he would ask me if he was ready yet, or how long it usually took for the therapy to work. I learned Callan had an excellent memory for time, as he knew exactly how many hours I had kept him locked up. It was like he had a timer running in his head. He asked me to check his balls every day to see if they were ready. I agreed, but only if he licked my pussy afterwards. I still had needs, and it was good for him to feel the grip of the cage as he pleasured me.

Finally, the day came when he was ready, much to his relief and mine, as it meant I wouldn’t have to put up with his complaining. I weighed his balls on my palm as if sampling fruit. They were swollen and hard, and backed up to the optimal degree every nymphet seeks from keeping a boy in a cage.

“Yes, you’re ready,” I said. “Your balls are so virile now!”

Callan could scarcely contain his excitement to learn he was now ready for sex after his chastity therapy. He physically wilted as I retrieved his key from the chain around my neck and unlocked his cage. I removed the sleeve constraining his cock, but I couldn’t get the ring off with his backed-up balls. He looked longingly at his cock, like I had reunited him with an old friend. I fetched a few accessories for our second attempt at having sex. The first was a little blue pill and a glass of water.

“Why do I need Viagra?” he said, as I handed them to him.

“As an insurance policy,” I replied, “in case you fail to perform again. In which case it’s over.”

He swallowed the pill and chased it with a few gulps of water.

“Plus, I want to get the best out of it. Don’t you?”

He nodded enthusiastically. Then I got an extra-thick condom, unrolled it an inch and squirted a generous blob of gel into the tip.

“You didn’t worry about a condom last time,” he said, seeing the label on the packet. It read: extra thick for extra protection.

Boys didn’t like condoms at the best of times because they dulled the sensation, and he still had the memory of my pussy sliding down his cock.

“You’ll be so virile after your chastity therapy, you’ll knock me up before you even cum,” I replied.

He frowned. “Isn’t the gel supposed to go on the outside?”

“This is an aloe vera gel for making your cock plumper. It has a mild numbing effect, but it passes in a few moments.”

I rubbed more gel over his cock, fitted the tip of the condom to his crown and rolled it into place. I had put medical grade numbing gel into his condom, but he didn’t need to know. Finally, I fitted a cock ring to the base to secure the condom to his shaft. With so much numbing gel on the inside, it would easily slide off without the silicone ring to hold it in place. The cock ring had the secondary benefit of keeping all the blood in his penis, sustaining his erection. And finally, I used another silicone ring as a harness for tension and restraint, wrapping it over his cock, twisting it to make a loop and securing his balls in a tight pouch. Now he was ready for sex, there was only the small formality of tying him flat on his back to the bed.

“This isn’t how you described your girlfriend doing it,” he said, as I knotted his ankles to the frame.

“Oh, well, I like it on top,” I said.

The Viagra had kicked in, and the ring was keeping all the blood trapped in his cock. He was so hard, he had grown a quarter of an inch, and it twitched as it saluted the heavens. Even though I was wet in anticipation, I still lubed it to help make it fit.

Although I had to roll my hips to work his cock inside me, sliding onto it was wonderful. I was so confident his chastity therapy had worked I didn’t use my stopwatch. I noted the time on the bedroom clock though, as I had high hopes he would last for more than a matter of seconds.

“How does it feel for you?” I said, as the first warm flushes of pleasure surged through my tight passage.

“Uh… great,” he said, without enthusiasm. “How long did you say the aloe vera gel keeps it numb?”

“Oh, it should wear off soon,” I said, as I rolled my hips.

“It… doesn’t feel as intense as last time.”

“That’s because you’re so virile now,” I said, putting my finger to his lips. “Now, enough with the talk. I’m ready to ride!”

After two minutes, which was the standing record for the longest time I had enjoyed a cock inside me, I was already racing towards my first orgasm. It took an effort of will to slow down and make the most of it. Callan gritted his teeth like he was constipated. I expected what I had done to him felt similar. With all the pressure in his cock, building as the Viagra and the cock ring made him harder, he needed to cum, but couldn’t because he was too numb.

“So, so hard!” I groaned, as I rocked back and forth, teasing myself inside.

I enjoyed him in every way I had missed out on so far. I emptied and filled myself again so many times to wallow in the joy of getting my pussy stretched. Pumping my hips, I drove his cock over my G-spot, grinding hard to make the cock ring tease my clitoris and push his crown into my cervix.

My first orgasm came as a hot, soothing wave through my pussy, which spread through my body to my fingertips and toes. I enjoyed it even more as I thought about his backed-up balls, bursting full of cum but unable to get a release. He remained impossibly hard, and I could ride his cock for as long as I liked.

That was exactly what I did, riding him until I couldn’t squeeze out another orgasm. It was so good to use him like a real-life sex doll and gush all over his cock while he strained to reach an orgasm. He remained so thick and hard, better than any sex doll, as the heat of his cock throbbed and pulsed inside me.

I climbed off, enjoying the blissful, tingling aftermath of my first orgasms from sex with a boy. “Oh, wow! You’re so virile, you still haven’t had an orgasm yet!” I gasped.

“I can’t cum,” he said, through clenched teeth.

I stroked his cheek. “Oh well, never mind. I did enough of that for the both of us.”

I removed the ring and condom, applied more numbing gel to his cock and fetched a cold cloth. After a cold compress, it went limp and shrivelled back to its normal size. His eyes widened as I returned his precious manhood to its stainless steel cage.

“Wait! I thought I had finished my chastity therapy,” he said.

I fitted the key and we listened to the lock click back into place. He shuddered, and I thought about sitting on his face for an after-sex lick to remind him what it felt like to be back in his cage. So I did.

“Oh, no. Chastity therapy only works while you continue to wear a cage,” I said, as I enjoyed his tongue probing my tight, juicy hole. “You’ll have to remain in therapy for a little longer yet.”

I decided not to tell him ‘a little longer’ meant forever. The experience had taught me two important lessons about sex. The needs of bad girls come first. And nice boys like Callan don’t get to cum at all.


18: KAYLA

CHANGE OF OWNERSHIP

Kayla makes me trip over my tongue as we greet one another at the start of the session. She is a tall, ebony beauty with rivers of thick, glossy black hair and full lips that promise the most decadent of oral pleasures. Her hourglass figure makes me wish I could see her naked, as she has a round bottom to die for and an ample bust.

But she is also one of the rare women of African descent to have pale blue eyes, which contrast vividly against her stunning onyx complexion. She imprisons me in her gaze as she looks at me, and I feel beside myself with desire. Some nymphets make it difficult to remain professional, and I don’t know if I can remain quiet as I touch myself through our session. I pray she doesn’t notice as she begins her confession.

* * *

I met a man at the gym and took a liking to him right away. He was boyfriend material. I’ll call him Jack. He was tall, blonde and worked out regularly, giving him a magnificent physique with a powerful upper body from lifting weights. I got attached to seeing his pearly smile when he got to the gym and passed by my running machine. But Jack also had a girlfriend. I’ll call her Jill.

Jill was possessive of Jack, so whenever they worked out together, Jack never smiled at me or said hello as he passed my machine. And in his leotard, Jack had a pronounced bulge between his legs. Most girls would assume he had an impressive cock, but I knew better. Jill had taken his freedom and locked up his cock in a chastity cage.

Jill also had the annoying habit of taking phone calls when she was on the exercise cycle. She was one of those girls who had a Bluetooth earpiece that never seemed to leave her ear. I found out a lot about Jill’s personal life, as she loved to gossip with her girlfriends while she worked up a sweat.

Jill was an attractive brunette with dark brown eyes, but her standout features were her tits. They were big, round and firm, like mine, so I soon worked out Jack was a breast man. I liked the idea of having his mouth on my nipples to warm me up before he worked his way down to my pussy. I’m an oral enthusiast and like men who know how to pleasure me all over with their lips and tongues.

So, I made friends with Jack. On the occasions Jill wasn’t around, I used the machine beside him to seize the opportunity to strike up a conversation. I wasn’t overly flirtatious and acted like the nice girl next door who wanted to be friends.

Soon we were having coffee together after our workout to talk about everything and nothing, provided Jill wasn’t around. We also swapped phone numbers and messaged one another like old friends. But that was all we could be, as Jill had Jack wrapped around her little finger. And she had two terrific tits attached to that little finger of hers. It wasn’t like I could flash my tits at him in a coffee shop, so he could see they were fantastic too.

It so happened I had no plans to go anywhere on New Year’s Eve. As I had overheard Jill making plans for an all girl getaway, I suspected Jack had no plans either. So I messaged him to ask what he was doing.

Jack: Not much. Jill is away at some all girl thing.

Me: Oh, that’s too bad. But no one should spend New Year’s Eve alone. Want to come around for a drink? We could watch a movie and feel smug about all the people who are outside trying to have a good time in the snow.

There was a delay before he replied, but the messaging app told me he had read it. I knew he found me attractive, but Jill’s hold over him was strong enough to make him think twice, even though she was away in another city. I intervened before he got cold feet.

Me: C’mon, Jack. It’s only a drink. Not a date.

Jack: Okay, cool.

We made the arrangements, and I set about getting dressed. I had given it some thought already but hadn’t gone to the trouble unless Jill’s hold over Jack was stronger than I expected. To give her credit, she was also a nymphet, and it wasn’t wise to underestimate a rival.

I changed into an elegant satin dress the same colour as my eyes. It had spaghetti straps and a cowl neckline, which showed off enough cleavage for Jack to see I had great tits too. The skirt also had a high slit, which showed off my legs. I also wore a long gold chain around my neck to lead his eye to my cleavage. It was an important detail, as I had a special surprise for him hanging from it. For now, that surprise lay hidden between my breasts.

Jack arrived at eight o’clock. He glanced over his shoulder as he entered my apartment, like he thought someone would see us together and report it to Jill. As he handed me a bottle of Chardonnay, he lost his distracted expression when he saw my dress and the tantalising glimpses of my cleavage.

“Hey, Kayla. You look great tonight.”

“Thanks, Jack,” I said. “You don’t scrub up too badly either. Wine? I have a cold one in the fridge.”

“Thanks,” he said, looking around my apartment.

I had already taken down all the Christmas decorations except one, so it was back to looking chic and sophisticated. We would see the fireworks at midnight through the view from my window, which would cap off a great night. I gave Jack a glass of wine and invited him to take a seat on the sofa. I sat beside him, a little too close, but not enough to make him nervous.

We chatted, sipped wine and got a little tipsy as the night wore on. I asked him if he wanted to watch a movie, but he seemed content to talk. We never seemed to run out of topics to discuss, so the hours flew by along with the wine, loosening our tongues.

“You have such beautiful eyes,” said Jack out of the blue.

I was only mildly disappointed he hadn’t complimented my tits first, but it was a move in the right direction. I thanked him like I never got compliments from men and touched him on the knee. His tongue had loosened, and I wanted to know what else it could do.

“It’s kind of mean of Jill to leave you on your own tonight,” I said. “No one should be alone on New Year’s Eve. It’s a celebration of new beginnings and a chance to change our lives for the better.” I looked at him and bit my lip. “Sorry. I shouldn’t criticise her. She is your girlfriend.”

He gave me an apologetic smile. “It’s okay. It was kind of mean, but she’s like that sometimes.”

“I’m glad I can be honest with you,” I said.

“Oh, I want you to be honest with me. Speak your mind. It’s fine.”

“She was a bitch to do that to you.” I giggled quickly, like I was making a joke. He smiled awkwardly, but we both had enough wine in us to lower our inhibitions, which helped me get away with calling her a bitch.

“So, how are things between you two?”

“Fine,” he said. “She’s kind of possessive, but I guess I need that in a relationship. Some men need a girl to tell them what to do.”

I topped up our glasses. We had gone through the bottle, so I fetched another.

“I know why she’s so possessive,” I said. “With what you’ve got in your pants, she must be getting some great sex.”

He blushed. “What do you mean?”

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed your impressive bulge at the gym. It’s not only boys who like to check out girls. We do it too. It’s perfectly natural.”

“Oh. Uh… thanks, I guess.”

I sat next to him again, this time with our thighs touching, and put my hand on his leg. “So, how is it?”

He took a large sip of wine. “How’s what?”

“The sex! Is she a fox in bed? Does she like to suck your cock?”

He shrugged. “She doesn’t like doing it.”

I gasped. “She doesn’t like it? What girl doesn’t want a yummy, hard cock in her mouth? I bet she likes you licking her pussy. Go on, tell me the truth. We’re being honest with each other, remember?”

He nodded. “Yeah, she likes it a lot. But I like doing it too, so it’s okay.”

“You are way too good of a boyfriend to be real,” I said. “What a bitch!”

At that moment, his phone buzzed. He pulled it from his pocket and winced. “It’s Jill. She wants to know what I’m doing. What should I say?”

“Nothing. She doesn’t own you.”

“Try telling her that.”

I took it from him and placed it out of his reach on the coffee table. “Tonight, you’re a free man. Now get back to telling me about the sex. So, after you’ve licked her pussy, does she let you give her a good pounding?”

“Sure… sometimes.”

I pretended I hadn’t heard him right. “Sometimes? What do you mean ‘sometimes’?”

“Well… most times, getting her pussy licked is enough for her, so she doesn’t want to do anything else. But like I said, I enjoy it, so I’m not getting left out.”

“Oh, you are definitely getting left out,” I said. “And you’re a much too good boyfriend if you’re making excuses for her too.”

“Can we change the subject?” he said, picking his fingernails.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Jack. I’ve gone too far.” I fluttered my eyelashes. “Forgive me?”

“Of course! It’s only because talking about it makes me feel… uncomfortable.”

I patted his knee. “I understand. Do you want to watch some television and see what’s happening around the world?”

“Sure.”

I turned on the television, snuggled in close and sipped my wine. We made fun of all the people determined to celebrate New Year’s Eve out in the cold. Jack relaxed again and seemed to enjoy my warm body against him, as he didn’t move away. Jill messaged him again a few times. He went to read them, but I moved his phone further out of reach.

“Tonight, you’re a free man, remember?”

Eventually, the evening approached midnight. I set my glass on the coffee table and stood, taking his hands and pulling him to his feet. The last Christmas decoration I hadn’t taken down was the sprig of mistletoe hanging from the ceiling.

“Kiss me,” I said, glancing at it.

Jack shuffled his feet. “Oh, I don’t know if I should.”

“C’mon! It’s a tradition to kiss under mistletoe! And it’s also a tradition to kiss at midnight on New Year’s Eve. You can’t break two traditions at once.”

“Okay,” he said, leaning over to give me a peck on the lips.

I didn’t give him the chance to get away with a peck and threw my arms around his neck to pull him close. And I didn’t give him a kiss between friends. I parted his lips with my tongue and kissed him passionately. He melted into it and kissed me back. I don’t know how long we kissed, but we missed the countdown, the cheering on the television, and seeing the fireworks display from my window. We kept wanting to taste each other and enjoy the sensation of our lips and tongues touching.

“My God, you’re a great kisser,” I said, pausing for breath. I didn’t pause the action and led him back to the couch. I sat, letting my skirt fall away from my legs. “You’ve got me all hot and bothered. We can’t stop here. Show me what you’ve got.”

I opened my legs, and his eyes went straight to my pussy, as I wasn’t wearing panties. He had enough wine in him and enough lust from the kissing to remove the last shreds of his inhibitions. He knelt between my legs and showed me the skills he had learned from spending so much time pleasuring Jill’s pussy with his lips and tongue. As if she knew, she messaged him again, but he was too engrossed to notice.

There was no doubt in my mind Jack had exaggerated nothing about his one-way sex life with Jill. He enjoyed licking her pussy because she had addicted him to it. He ravished me like he hadn’t had a hit of his preferred drug for much too long and was suffering from withdrawal symptoms.

I ran my fingers through his hair as he pushed his tongue into my hole to tease my G-spot. In moments, I was already moaning and shuddering, like he had been licking me for hours. He knew exactly where to tease me for the most pleasure and hit each spot over and over with the point of his tongue. I took handfuls of his hair to steady myself as my orgasm hurtled towards me with joyous inevitability. My entire body seized as it hit me, and I squirted into his eager mouth. But I was much too excited to come down from my high, so I pulled him to me to kiss him again and taste myself on his face.

“Oh, god! That was incredible! Let me clean you up,” I said, kissing and licking the delicious, sweet cum from his lips.

He looked a little drunk, but not from the wine. His phone buzzed again. “We shouldn’t have done that,” he said.

I took his face between my hands. “We should have done that sooner! Now it’s my turn.”

He pulled away. “No, it’s okay. I’m fine.”

“Don’t you like getting your cock sucked?”

He swallowed and averted his face, not knowing how to respond. I stood and made us swap positions, with him sitting on the sofa while I kneeled between his legs.

He pressed his hands over his pants. “Please don’t.”

“Oh, I insist,” I said, pulling them away to unzip him. “I’ve seen the bulge in your pants and I want it in my mouth.”

He squeezed his eyes shut as I opened his fly and pulled down his pants and briefs. Jill was a nymphet. Jack had a smooth, waxed crotch and a shiny chastity cage clamped to his cock.

“Oh, my! Would you look at that!” I said, feigning surprise.

“Yeah, so that’s why it’s fine if you don’t,” he said. “Jill makes me wear it. She says it’s good for me to go without.”

I like my men locked up as much as the next nymphet, but there comes a time when you have to give him his freedom back. Fortunately for Jack, I had planned for this eventuality. A few days before, while Jill was gossiping to her friends on the exercise cycle, I snuck off to the changing rooms and found her locker. They don’t have complicated locks and are easy to pick. She had the key to his cage in her handbag, so I made an impression of it on a wax block and got a locksmith to make a copy.

I looked at Jack and gave him a coy smile. “Like I said, tonight you’re a free man.”

I pulled the gold chain from around my neck, where I had hidden the key between my breasts. He gasped as I inserted it into the lock and opened his cage. He got hard straight away as I stroked his shaft and lifted his balls on my palm. They were hard and heavy and felt swollen.

“Oh, you poor boy! You’re all backed up with cum. Jill is such a bitch!”

“How did you get the—”

I shushed him by kissing his shaft and giving it playful kitten licks. Then I looked at him, fixing him in my azure gaze as I took the head into my mouth. He groaned like a man in pain who had received instant relief. I sucked and slurped on it for a while. When he got close, I gave him a quick break.

“God, your cock tastes good! I can’t believe she won’t suck it. What is she?”

“A bitch,” he groaned.

At that moment, his phone buzzed again. She called this time. He looked at it, so I gave him something else to think about and sucked his cock again. She called a few more times, so I took him to the back of my throat to occupy his attention with something much better. Once I did this, there was no holding back his orgasm, so I let him have it and got my first protein fix for the year.

I didn’t let him have a break to go soft on me and climbed on top to let him feel the joy of my hot, slick pussy sliding down his cock. Again, I held his gaze as I rode him, so there was only me in his world of sublime pleasure. The sound of his phone ringing faded into nothingness, and I rode him until we were both breathless with our need for release. I watched him melt beneath me as we orgasmed together, exchanging hot cum in a whirlwind of pleasure.

Jill was persistent, and she called again, so I got his phone from the coffee table and answered it.

“Hi, Jill. It’s Kayla from the gym. Yeah, hi! Oh, why am I answering Jack’s phone? Well, I wanted to tell you not to bother calling him again. Why? Hold on, I’ll let Jack explain.”

I put his phone to his ear. “Because you’re a bitch,” he said.

It summed everything up and I ended the call. There was only one thing left to do to complete the change of ownership. And now he had emptied out his backed-up balls, his cock was soft and limp and ready for his new cage. I enjoyed fitting the ring and the sleeve and turning the key in the lock, ending his evening of freedom. And I wouldn’t be as careless about leaving the key where another nymphet could lay her hands on it.

It was now New Year’s Day, a time for new beginnings and the chance to change our lives for the better. And as Jack had a talented tongue and an addiction to licking pussies, there would be many good times ahead. Well, there would be many good times for me, because with such a talented tongue, Jack would spend a long time locked up in his new cage.


19: APRIL

SILENT ORGASMS

For anyone who appreciates a beautiful female bottom, April is a gift from heaven. She is a petite girl with long locks of caramel and honey-coloured hair, dreamy blue eyes and small kissable lips. While it’s not her best feature, she has a lovely bust too. It’s not big, but her breasts are nicely rounded. Her stomach tapers to an impossibly small waist, before her wide hips frame the tiny triangle of her pussy with flawless, flowing curves.

She has a perfect bubble butt with two gloriously rounded cheeks surrounding her tight button. I can imagine a man on his knees, worshipping her forbidden entrance with the tip of his tongue. I would also lick her for hours and lose my mind in my lust for her perfect peaches.

If she spread her legs, she would create the perfect cradle for a man’s cock. I wish I had one to find out how it feels, as he buries it into her tiny hole to experience her glorious tight grip. She wears a wedding ring, but I wonder what man is lucky enough to enjoy the sweet treasures between her perfect hips. As she begins her confession, I suspect the man isn’t her daddy.

* * *

When I turned eighteen, my cousin James came to live with us. There was only me and my real daddy at home, as my mommy had run off with another man years ago. I guess that was where I got my tendencies as a nymphet, even though my daddy raised me to be a good girl. My cousin had won a scholarship to our university, as he was already training to compete for a position at the Olympics in wrestling. My daddy said he could stay with us for less rent than he would pay at the university dorm.

The idea of him living with us seemed funny to me at first. Little Jimmy, as we used to call him, had been a scrawny teenager the last time I had seen him, with messy brown hair and features that seemed all over the place. I would never have guessed he would grow up to become a heartthrob, but his body and features had matured superbly. Wrestling was clearly good for him, as he was muscular from head to toe. And he had become a handsome young man with chiselled cheekbones and a square jaw.

When he arrived on our doorstep, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I fell for him immediately. It’s an overwhelming experience for a nymphet. We are the ones who are usually in control, making boys do whatever we want. I was already learning the essentials and had a boyfriend who I kept in chastity while I cheated on him. In a heartbeat, that felt like a silly playground game compared to the idea of having sex with James.

We had adjoining bedrooms, and James didn’t know his one was an addition. It had once been a porch, but the builders had never removed the exterior door, which remained hidden between our wardrobes on either side of the wall. They had simply removed the handle and painted over it. All I had to do was insert a new handle, and I could open it from my side. As a little girl, it felt good to have a secret door that only I knew about, but now I was eighteen, it offered me new delights. I could creep into his room unnoticed and watch him through the slats in the wardrobe louvre doors.

This was where I learned to orgasm in silence, so he wouldn’t know I was there, hoping for glimpses of his naked body. The first time I saw him masturbate, I had to clamp my hand over my mouth. He had showered and entered his room with only a towel wrapped around his waist. When he removed it, my pussy had a tropical flush, going instantly warm and wet with lust.

As James was a wrestler, I knew he shaved his legs, but he also shaved his cock too. I always made boys shave their balls to make it easier to fit their chastity cage, but I had never seen a boy completely shaved. James was perfectly bald all over. My lustful desire for it hit me hard. I wanted to touch it and make it go hard, while I rolled his heavy balls through my fingers. I wanted to stroke him, make him cum and see it go limp again. And then I wanted to lock up his gorgeous cock in a cage and make it mine.

I got half my wish, as he lay on his bed and opened a tub of Vaseline. His cock glistened as he made it slick with the jelly. It swelled as he stroked it, becoming long and hard. Then he closed his eyes and pumped it slowly into his fist. I slipped my hand into my panties and fingered myself as I watched, my juices dripping down my inner thighs. It was my first experience as a voyeur to a sexual act, but what I wanted to see the most remained hidden to everyone but James. Only he knew what fantasies played out in his head while he pumped his cock into his fist.

I didn’t see him cum that first time. I knew I couldn’t contain myself if I stayed in his room, as my desperate moans needed to burst from my chest. So I sneaked back into my room, laid face down on my bed and bit my pillow to muffle my moans as I fingered my pussy into a delicious, sticky mess. My fantasy wasn’t a secret. It involved having his perfect cock in my mouth, between my breasts, buried deep in my pussy and even pounding my ass. I didn’t care where he wanted to put it, as long as he only wanted to put it in me.

The second time I watched, I gagged myself with a silk scarf to remain silent. This time, I saw him cum. His magnificent chest rose and fell with each deep breath, and he shook as he reached his peak. Then he let out a long, guttural sigh as a stream of creamy cum flowed down his cock and over his fingers like wax tapers.

It was difficult to look him in the eye after the first few times I watched him masturbate. We both had the relaxed afterglow of an orgasm, and yet I had to behave like nothing had happened. I often caught myself staring at him across the breakfast table. While he munched on his cereal, I imagined myself under the table, kneeling between his legs to unzip his pants and get his smooth cock out. Then he would need to keep a straight face and remain silent as I sucked the cum from his balls.

I had severe cock lust, but only for him. It was peculiar, as no nymphet submitted to any man or his cock, but I wanted him on top of me and holding me down as he pounded it into my pussy. My cock lust was so bad, I broke up with my boyfriend, even though we weren’t having sex. It gave me no pleasure to tease him in his cage and make his cock sore. All I could think about was James. He had ruined me for all other men, and yet he was the one man society said I couldn’t have. Nymphets don’t enjoy denial. We are the mistresses of denial, and we dislike being on the receiving end.

I decided I had to get over him, but weaning myself off my voyeuristic addiction to watching him masturbate was impossible. He hadn’t only ruined me for all other men. He was also ruining me as a nymphet. And if he ever got a girlfriend, I knew it would ruin me forever if I had to watch them have sex.

But James had no interest in girls, and I was sure I knew why. My other voyeuristic activity was watching him train. He always had a big grin on his face as he grappled with other men. No one could claim wrestling wasn’t an intimate sport with such close physical contact between the combatants. James was gay. This meant he was doubly forbidden to me, as my cousin and as a gay man. And this only made me sick with desperation for his cock.

One day, I thought I was home alone. I was so frustrated and pent-up, I needed an orgasm to relieve the tension. In my hurry to get my panties off and lie on the bed to play with myself, I forgot to close my bedroom door. I needed the relief from my sexual tension so badly, I couldn’t keep quiet like normal. So I let it all out and whimpered and moaned as I rubbed my love button and imagined James’s cock inside me, pumping in and out and driving me wild as he made me cum.

In moments, I was a sticky mess and furiously rubbing myself to a climax. The explosive orgasm welled inside me, desperate to get out, and knew I could never experience it from only a fantasy playing out in my head. My orgasm was aching torture, a poor substitute for what I needed the most but couldn’t have.

“Oh, James!” I cried out as I wet the sheets.

As I opened my eyes and my other senses returned, I saw I wasn’t alone. James stood in the doorway, watching me. My afterglow flipped to panic, and I pulled up the sheets to cover myself. He didn’t have the amused expression of a person who had caught their friend in an awkward or compromising act. There was a haunted look in his eyes, not the usual warmth he had whenever he met my gaze.

“Oh, my God! Please don’t tell my daddy,” I said.

He entered my room, pressing the door closed behind him and sat on the bed. I didn’t know what was going through his head, but the way he looked at me made me feel afraid. He put his hand on mine as I desperately clenched the sheets to my neck.

“It’s okay, April. I won’t say a word, as long as you tell no one what I’m about to say.”

My breath caught in my chest, stifling my affirmation.

He cleared his throat. “You see, you aren’t the bratty girl with pigtails I remember from when we were kids. Sometime since then, you’ve turned into the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

My jaw fell open. “Truly?!”

“And… if I’m honest, you have the most beautiful butt. Hell, I took one look at you and now I can’t get it out of my head. So, it makes me happy to hear you call out my name.” He looked at me for a long moment. “Providing there isn’t another James I don’t know about, of course.”

I shook my head, unable to speak. James wasn’t gay. And he wasn’t into any other girls because he liked me too.

“Good, because you’re the girl I imagine whenever I need to jerk off. And as I’m tormented by the sight of your beautiful butt day after day, I need to jerk off a lot.”

Tormented. I liked that word. It summed up my feelings for him too. I swallowed and bit my lip, as my voice came out as a hoarse whisper. “I know you do. But I didn’t know it was over me.”

It was his moment to look stunned. “How? I’m quiet.”

“I watch you. There’s a door between our rooms at the back of the wardrobe. I sneak into your room and watch you stroke your cock. It’s only fair you know, now you’ve watched me too.”

He blew out a slow breath but seemed relieved, not upset about what I had told him. “So what do we do now?” he said. “You know we can’t do anything about it. There are laws about cousins.”

“Yes, we can,” I said, pulling the sheets away to expose myself to him again. “But we have to be quiet about it, so no one finds out.”

He hesitated, torn between his desire for me and his apprehension about crossing a forbidden line. I unzipped his pants to help him make the right choice. Although I had seen his cock many times, my heart pounded and my hands shook with excitement at the idea I would finally get to touch it.

“April, I don’t know if this is a good idea,” he said, as I reached into his briefs.

His crotch was perfectly smooth and felt heavenly as I found his cock. He gasped as I gripped it. It swelled and became hard, and I held on like I never wanted to let it go as I pulled down his briefs. Now I had the object of my fantasies in my hand for real, I shook like an innocent virgin about to have her first sexual encounter.

“We have to be quiet, so you should put it in my mouth,” I said.

That was all it took to push him over the edge. I lay back and let him climb over me to slide his cock between my lips. He tasted delicious. With every heartbeat, my power as a nymphet surrendered to my desire to let him use me. He pumped his hips slowly at first to find out how much I could take. I sucked and slurped on it like a greedy girl with a sweet, and I let him push it to the back of my throat.

At that moment, my daddy came home. We both heard him moving around downstairs. James stopped pumping his hips, so I gripped his hard butt and made him continue. He was well on his way to an orgasm, as the salty droplets of pre-cum wept from his cock with each thrust. He clamped his hand over his mouth as he hit his peak, and I silently swallowed his cum. To me, it tasted divine, and I already couldn’t wait to get his cock into my mouth again.

Then we heard my daddy coming up the stairs. He paused outside my room. Clearly, we hadn’t been as quiet as we had thought. He knocked lightly on the door.

“April? Are you okay? Is there someone in there with you?”

James got off the bed like a man possessed. He stuffed his swollen cock back into his pants and looked around hopelessly.

“Don’t come in, Daddy. I’m not decent,” I said, pulling on my robe.

James looked at me and raised his hands in desperation.

“The wardrobe,” I whispered, opening the door and showing him my secret passage between our rooms.

He slipped through it as my daddy opened my bedroom door and stepped inside.

“I heard creaking from downstairs,” he said. “It sounded like you had a boy with you, and you know how I feel about that while you’re under my roof.”

The fact I stood by the wardrobe clearly looked suspicious. My daddy eased past me and opened the doors wide. He didn’t know about the secret door, so he only saw a wall of dresses and other clothes.

“It must have been the wind, Daddy,” I said, standing on my tiptoes to dot a kiss on his cheek. “I was about to take a shower. You know I would never disobey your rules.”

He looked at me and frowned. My sweet breath must have also had the faint ammonia scent of a man’s cum. Not satisfied yet, he swept the curtains aside and checked the fire escape. Thankfully, it was a windy day, so he saw the trees swaying back and forth in the view from my window.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m sorry I doubted you. Have you seen James?”

I had seen him, and now I had also touched and tasted him. “He’s still at training,” I said.

James knew he needed an alibi if anything went wrong, and he made a point of opening the front door as if he had arrived home. I let out a silent sigh of relief. We couldn’t look at each other during dinner, afraid our daddy would know what had happened between us if he saw our eyes meet.

James crept into my room after everyone had gone to bed. We were much more careful about not making noise. Returning to what we had started earlier, he pinned me to the bed with his powerful arms and pumped his cock into my dripping pussy. I loved how I couldn’t escape him even if I had wanted to and his look of sheer desperation to plunder my pussy. It fulfilled my fantasy at last.

Our bodies were perfect for each other. His cock was the size I liked best, long enough to tap my cervix with each thrust and thick enough to give me a good stretch without being too big. As he was so fit, he didn’t tire as he pounded away at me for over half an hour. I lay back like a princess and let him use me while I wallowed in one sweet orgasm after another. Finally, after the months of aching frustration that had held me prisoner since James had come to stay, I could cum properly again.

As the nights passed, we learned to have sex without making a sound, not even the slap of our thighs meeting, no matter who was on top. It was strange to feel like I was having a normal relationship with a boy, even though it was more taboo than anything else I had ever done.

And yet, we both knew it couldn’t last. We couldn’t live together when we finished college and left home. And we couldn’t stay the night at each other’s new homes without our roommates finding out our forbidden secret. There was no way to hide the fact we were more intimate than cousins should ever be with each other.

So we carried on as best we could, stealing every opportunity to share in the pleasure of having our bodies come together. Naturally, people asked why we both remained single. Even my daddy asked why I didn’t have a boyfriend. Our forbidden love seemed doomed.

And then one day, I had an idea. The nymphet inside me lay dormant, but she wasn’t gone yet. And she gave me the answer I needed to end my relationship with James. We met at the beach, where we could be alone and talk so no one could hear us over the ocean’s roar.

“We can’t go on like this anymore. We both have to get someone else,” I said.

His face fell. “But April, I couldn’t stand to see you with another man. It would break my heart.”

“It’s the only way,” I said. “I have to get myself a sugar daddy and you need to get yourself a girlfriend.”

I handed him a small velvet bag. He pulled the drawstrings and removed the contents, frowning at the small metal object as he turned it in his hand.

“Is this a chastity cage?”

I nodded. “I wish I could be the one to lock up your cock, but I can’t. You need to find yourself a naughty nymphet. Tell her you want her to lock you up. You won’t have to worry about her wanting to have sex. She’ll leave you locked up and go out at night to cheat on you. It’s what we do.”

He shook his head. “How will it help? It still brings us to an end.”

“No. It gives us a new beginning. When she’s out cheating on you, I can come round,” I said, holding up the other key to his cage.

His eyes widened, and he let out a slow breath as he understood. And so that’s what happened. I married a rich older man, and James married a nymphet. Then we were nothing more than two cousins visiting one another often, and no one suspected what happened behind closed doors.

But even though we now have more opportunities to be together than ever before and absolute privacy, we still have sex in total silence. And to this day, neither of us makes the slightest sound when we cum.


20: ASHLEY

MY VERY PERSONAL ASSISTANT

Ashley is a Latina beauty who clearly has a successful career. She is one of the few nymphets who enjoys working and earning an impressive wage. I know she has money, as she can afford the best beauty treatment available. Her hair, makeup and skin look incredible. She’s also wearing a made-to-measure designer skirt suit, and they’re not cheap.

But for all her Latin beauty, she doesn’t appear to see much sun, as her skin is fair for her heritage. It gives her an unusual, exotic look, like a geisha wearing white makeup over her golden skin to look like a doll.

She’s all business as she makes herself comfortable on the recliner, clearly needing to keep to time so she can get back to work. I’m glad I have a sanitary pad in my panties when she speaks, as she has a rich voice filled with the fiery passion of Latina women. It’s rare to hear a confession from a nymphet who chooses not to have a sugar daddy, and I wonder how she enjoys getting down to the real business of sex.

* * *

I’m driven in my career and my desire for sex. There’s no other way to describe it other than I enjoy having power over all the men at my office, instead of only one at home. Unfortunately, a powerhouse career doesn’t facilitate a voracious sex life. To have a successful career, a girl needs to work hard, show dedication and commitment, and get results. It’s demanding and usually comes with long hours and few chances to get out and meet men. But I wouldn’t let my sexual desires come second, and as I’m driven to succeed at any task, I solved my problem. I needed to combine sex with work.

So I set about hiring myself a personal assistant. It was the most enjoyable hire I’ve ever done, as all the résumés without photos went straight into the rejection pile. Then all the ones from women followed. After that, I had three remaining, and the one from a young man named Kent was at the top of my list.

Kent took a wonderful profile photo. People never used fake or altered photos on résumés, as it looked bad when their potential employer met them in person. Kent had chiselled cheekbones, warm brown eyes, dark hair and a smile that generated some good returns in my panties. I made contact and booked an interview with him for the following morning.

Kent looked even better in person. Even though he wore a suit, I could tell he had an impressive body, as he had square shoulders and a tapered chest. I approved of his taste in clothes too, as I liked a man with the courage to match a bold tie with a charcoal suit. He had chosen a royal purple silk tie with a Windsor knot, and I could already envision us doing a lot of excellent business together.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said, inviting him to take a seat. It was too, as my pussy hadn’t been so excited for some time.

We shook hands. He had a firm grip, which confirmed my suspicion he worked out, even though he was careful not to squeeze my hand too hard.

“You too,” he replied as he sat opposite me at my desk.

“I found your résumé impressive,” I said. “Let’s talk about your qualifications and experience.”

He blinked and looked around as if he didn’t understand. “They’re all listed in my résumé.”

“Oh, I didn’t read it. I only looked at your profile picture. And I don’t care if you’re good with computers or a whiz with admin. I’m interested in your personal qualifications and experience.”

“I thought you wanted to hire an assistant,” he said.

“I do. A very personal assistant. So why don’t we cut to the chase and see if you measure up?” I looked meaningfully at his crotch.

He crossed his legs. “What are the duties for this job, exactly? The advertisement was vague.”

I smiled. “Oh, taking things down. Helping me manage my stress. And any other duties I may require of you.”

“I see,” he said, clearly not understanding a word of it.

“Look, I’ll make it simple. I’m a busy executive, but I also have needs, so I need to know if your cock measures up to the demands of the job. Why don’t you remove your pants so I can find out if you’re the right fit?”

His eyes widened. “The right fit for the position?”

“Yes. And my pussy. If you’re packing a massive schlong, this won’t work out. My pussy is tight and it hasn’t been used much lately.”

He laughed awkwardly. “Is this a test about inappropriate behaviour in workplace relationships? Or are you making a joke?”

I stared at him blankly. “I don’t make jokes. They aren’t good for business. This isn’t the job you expected, but it pays extremely well.”

He swallowed. “Can you tell me how much?”

I did and saw his eyes widen further. Then he stood, dropped his pants and lifted his shirttails to expose his cock. I approved right away, as he shaved himself or got waxed regularly and had a lovely smooth crotch. I fetched my measuring tape from my desk drawer and stood.

“Give it a tug and make it hard,” I said.

“I’m too nervous,” he replied.

I sighed and opened the three top buttons of my blouse to expose my cleavage. It did the trick right away, and his wee man stood to attention. I measured it, and the results checked all the boxes.

“A little over five inches long and four and a half inches in girth. Right on average. Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Not right now.”

“When can you start?”

He pulled his eyes away from my cleavage. “You’re offering me the job?”

“With a cock like that, I know you’ll fit in perfectly and become a valued member of the team.”

He shook like he wanted to jump for joy. “I can start tomorrow!”

“Fabulous. Then all that’s left is to sign your contract and fit you with a chastity cage.”

He stopped cold and stared at me. “Why do I need to wear a chastity cage?”

I sighed in mild frustration. The answer was surely obvious. “Because I need you to perform and can’t have you come to work with drained balls. I know what boys like you do after hours when you don’t have a girlfriend. And it doesn’t involve working on spreadsheets. It involves spreading on the sheets and manipulating some digits to generate a profitable return.”

I watched the wheels turn in his mind. He was weighing up the loss of his freedom with the paycheck he would get at the end of each week. He came to his decision, nodding slowly as if he were resolving a debate in his mind.

“Okay. Lock me up.”

His words were music to my ears. I may have been a powerful businesswoman, but I was still a nymphet, and if my pussy had a voice to respond to him, it would have growled with delight.

Kent took his caging well. He didn’t enjoy it, but no man wants a cruel metal cage clamped to his cock, taking away his freedom to get an erection or have an orgasm. He flinched as I turned the key, and my pussy growled even louder. It was the beginning of a superb working relationship, and I couldn’t wait to get down to business.

We settled into a comfortable routine from day one. He arrived on time, looking dapper in a black suit with an emerald tie. I got him out of his pants and removed his cage. That completed his induction, so we got to work.

I didn’t need him to do much and was content to have him sit opposite my desk with his pants off so I could look at his smooth cock and balls. Obviously, I let him put them on again if I had a meeting with colleagues. I even gave him a pad to pretend he was taking notes, but he only doodled on it, as he didn’t understand what anyone was saying.

For my stress relief, hiring Kent was a game changer. If I was pent-up and sexually frustrated, I got him to kneel under my desk and lick my pussy until I felt better. Or I took a quick break to have a little grind on his cock. I didn’t let him cum, so it was always hard and available if I needed it again later.

I also broke a few bad habits I had developed at the office. Why suck a pen when I could now suck a penis when I was stuck on a problem? The taste of pre-cum is inspiring and helped me solve problems quickly.

And instead of using stress balls to deal with frustration, I could squeeze his balls instead. They were so much better. The rubber ones didn’t make all the delicious squeals and groans as I pumped them in my fist. On especially stressful days, Kent’s poor balls got swollen, but the extra effort paid off, as we were getting great results.

I also enjoyed having his cock available when I was brainstorming new business strategies. I had a habit of writing ideas on post-it notes and sticking them around my computer screen. When I ran out of space, I got him to stand behind my desk and poke his cock under the screen for the overflow.

Business boomed in the following months. The numbers were up, profits had never been higher, and staff morale was excellent. Especially mine. But that was when Kent developed performance issues.

I had purchased a large picture frame for my office on a freestanding base. When I wanted to add some artistic flair to the decor, I got Kent to pose behind it, nude and erect. It was an excellent talking point when I had meetings with other businesswomen to negotiate deals. With one such meeting only minutes away, Kent couldn’t get it up.

“I have a sore cock,” he said. “I get it from wearing the chastity cage.”

“It will only do that if you get a sustained erection, and you haven’t complained about it before. Is there something in your personal life I should know about?”

He swallowed like he had a bitter pill in his mouth. “I have a new girlfriend, and she wants to have sex. We fooled around a bit, I got excited, and it made my cock hurt. Can I take some cage leave for a few days?”

I shook my head. “No can do, Kent. While you’re my assistant, your cock is company property. Company rules forbid the use of company property off-premises. You’ll have to terminate your agreement.”

His jaw dropped. “But I need this job. And now I have a girlfriend, I need it more than ever! She’s high maintenance.”

I shook my head and laughed. “No, not your employment agreement, Kent. I can’t do without you. I meant your relationship agreement with your girlfriend. Terminate it.”

His face fell. “But I like her,” he said. “She reminds me a lot of you.”

I raised my palm. “Our relationship is strictly professional, Kent. And comments like that aren’t appropriate in the workplace.”

He screwed up his face in thought. “Okay, I’ll tell her tonight.”

It was lucky Kent was so cute and had a perfectly proportioned cock, because he didn’t have any negotiation skills. The situation only got worse. His enthusiasm for licking my pussy diminished by the day. I kept a graph, so I had the numbers to back up this assertion. And his cock was always sore. Some days, it was so bad, he couldn’t even get it up at all.

“We have to talk about your KPIs, Kent,” I said.

“KPIs? But I don’t have any actual business duties.”

“Key Penis Indicators. They’re not up to scratch. You didn’t get out of the deal with your girlfriend, did you?”

He cringed. “She’s persuasive.”

I should have taken more interest in his comment about her being high maintenance and reminding him of me. It could only mean she wasn’t an ordinary girlfriend. She was a nymphet. I understood the appeal. Kent was cute, he earned a lot of money, and most importantly, he was already in a committed relationship with a chastity cage. As if she needed any other incentives to steal him for me, I had already done the hardest part for her. She had no need to plot, manipulate or connive to get him into a cage. I had gifted her the perfect boyfriend. He was wealthy, caged and ready for her to cheat on him.

I leaned across the desk, so he got a good look down my blouse. She was his girlfriend, but he needed to remember I was his boss. “Tell me, Kent. When your girlfriend first saw you in your chastity cage, what was her reaction?”

He pressed his lips together. I glared at him, and he broke. “It was a little odd. She looked at it and pressed her legs together like she needed to pee. Then she said she liked it and wanted to kiss me and touch it.”

“I see. But clearly, there was more if you got a sore cock.”

He screwed up his face and nodded. “She sat on the couch, pulled up her skirt and told me to get my shaving kit. I shaved her pussy bare. Then she told me to check if she was smooth all over… with my tongue.”

I nodded. It was a classic strategy and an effective one. It got the client invested in the product and built brand loyalty quickly. Most men enjoyed shaving a girl, exposing her pussy and making it smooth, before indulging in a long session of oral tribute. But it would have tormented his cock while he wore his cage. She would have known this too and enjoyed every minute of it.

“And when she squirted on my face, she told me to get the key to my cage. She said it was the only gift I could get that would prove how much I loved her.”

I undid another button on my blouse. This was no longer a performance issue with Kent. I was dealing with a hostile takeover. And in any aspect of business, I didn’t like to lose. So while Kent was on a bathroom break, I got her number from his phone, called her and organised a meeting.

She was exactly what I expected, a cute blonde with a lot of silicone in her perfect, round breasts. And although she tried to look innocent, nymphets had the bad habit of wearing too much eyeliner. It highlighted the mischief in her eyes. We spoke for ten minutes, then shook hands and went our separate ways.

The next day, Kent came to work looking distraught. I asked him what was wrong.

“My girlfriend broke up with me last night. She wouldn’t say why. I begged her to give me another chance, but she wouldn’t hear a word of it.”

If Kent wouldn’t break up with her, I had to do the dirty work for him. At our meeting, I told her if she didn’t leave him, I would terminate his employment at the company. She said she wouldn’t give him up easily, so I explained the consequences. Without his job, the money would dry up, and she would have a needy, uncaged boyfriend who wanted to have sex all the time. And after working for me, there was no way he would let her put a cage on his cock ever again. The idea of no money, cage or opportunities to cheat was a nymphet’s worst nightmare.

I unlocked him, then got his talented tongue under my desk to relieve my stress. “Never mind, Kent,” I said. “Your breakup wasn’t personal. It was business.”


21: JESSICA

THE PELVIC PRINCESS

I can tell Jessica is a dancer. She moves with precision and grace in everything she does, including easing her seductive body onto my recliner. She’s a stunning redhead with pale blue eyes and the athletic, slender figure of a dancer. I can imagine she looks as irresistible in a tutu as she does in a skimpy dress while dancing the salsa.

She wears a short skirt to show off her long, toned legs, shapely calves and dainty feet. She isn’t lacking for a bust, as her breasts are perky and round, but it’s clear she wants male attention below her waistline, as they dream about parting her lovely legs to find the tight treasure between them. I’m already fascinated, as dancing and sex are akin as activities, even though she hasn’t spoken about her forbidden desires yet. People don’t call sex the horizontal boogie without good reason, so I’m eager to hear her confession.

* * *

I started dancing as a teenager. I’ve always enjoyed dancing, and it keeps my figure in great shape. When I lost my virginity, I discovered what it had also done for my body. I hadn’t explored my forbidden desires as a nymphet yet and was only screwing around with boys at college. Every boy I had sex with said my pussy was so much tighter than other girls. I thought nothing of it at first, but it put a nagging question in the back of my mind about why.

When I experimented as a nymphet, I did all the normal things, like having a regular boyfriend so I could cheat on him. And I also messed around with chastity cages. For me, the appeal wasn’t about keeping boys locked up, so they got desperate and frustrated. I enjoyed using them in another way. Whenever I wanted to mess with a boy, I led him on, so he thought we would have sex. When I got him home, I tied him up and shaved his crotch so I could fit him in a chastity cage.

Then I gave him a slow, sexy striptease and the most intimate lap dance. I let them see my pussy close up, rub my breasts on their faces, and finish with a long, sensual blowjob, looking at him all doe-eyed, with him still locked up in the cage, of course. I loved seeing their cocks straining in the cage, becoming so sore, and knowing they couldn’t do anything about it. It’s fun to give a boy a sore cock. Boys love playing with them so much and jerk off all the time for those sweet orgasms. But when I gave them a sore cock, that was over for a few days.

It was enjoyable for a while, but I knew I wanted more. Having a boy locked up in a cage to make his cock sore removed me from the experience, like a spectator enjoying the action, not a participant. I needed to make it deeply intimate and give myself an orgasm too.

It came together when I overheard two girls having a good bitch about their boyfriends. One was going off about how her boyfriend wanted to dump her because he wasn’t enjoying having sex with her.

“So I demanded he explain himself,” she said. “He told me about this other girl he had banged and how her pussy was so much tighter than mine. Apparently, she was a dancer and fit, so she could keep going all night.”

She was talking about me. It made me think about my pussy again, and I got worried it wasn’t normal. So, I went to see a gynaecologist. He was a handsome older man and didn’t bat an eyelid as I bared my smooth pussy before him. As a dancer, waxing was essential for how many times I flashed my skimpy panties. It was also annoying to get it done so often, so I had it removed with laser treatment. But I knew he found it pretty, as he had a noticeable bulge in his pants as he examined me. I could also see his hands trembling as he inserted a speculum into me to stretch me open.

“You have a healthy, normal vagina,” he said, much to my relief. “It’s young and firm, but no smaller than any other woman your age.”

I told him to put his cock inside to make sure. He mumbled something about medical ethics, so I unzipped his pants and got his cock out for him. After that, there was nothing holding him back.

“How does it feel?” I said, while he pounded away on me.

“You have strong pelvic muscles,” he said, clenching his teeth. “That’s why it feels so tight. Goddamn! So incredibly tight!”

As he walked me out, he told the receptionist there was no charge for the consultation. But getting a freebie wasn’t anywhere as good as the possibilities stirring in my mind for what I could do with my pussy. Dancing had given me a great figure, but it had also honed and toned my pelvic muscles, making them strong. Every woman has the power to push out a baby with those muscles, but they can also make her a goddess in bed for sex. All a girl has to do is train herself to be fit and strong down there. Mine were already fit and strong, but I had ideas about taking them to a bodybuilder’s level of muscle development.

And so I began my training. My gynaecologist gave me the idea of using a speculum after my examination. I pushed it inside me when I wanted to masturbate and stretched myself open to my pussy’s limit. As I rubbed my clitoris, I wanted to develop an association with clenching against the speculum and feeling pleasure. Many girls clench during sex, but it’s often momentary or involuntary. Boys love it, because that’s what makes her pussy feel so tight. Soon, I could clench and hold continuously as I worked myself to an orgasm.

The second part of my training was with a Yoni Egg. Girls use them to develop fine motor control with their pelvic muscles, the same way people develop other muscle memory. It was a small piece of jade shaped like an Easter egg. I pushed it inside myself and practiced moving it around. After a few months of dedicated practice, my pussy had the control and finesse of a concert pianist. The best way to test it out was to seduce the pool boy, which took little effort, as he had an obvious crush on me.

I used the classic setup, inviting him inside on a hot day for an iced soda to cool off. Naturally, I wore a completely inappropriate bikini, which showed off more bare skin than the poor young boy had seen in his life. It was because he was a virgin. I got that fact out of him once I had given him a tour of the main bedroom. He understood I wanted to have sex, froze up and blurted it out like he expected me to reject him after finding out. My reaction was the opposite. If a girl has turned her pussy into an instrument of divine pleasure, I wanted to find out how many times I could make him cum.

“Oh, that’s okay, sweetie,” I said, moving in to get him out of his shorts. “You have to lose it sometime. Now lie on the bed so I can handcuff you to the headboard.”

He seemed reluctant about bondage and asked a lot of questions, but I soon had him flat on his back with his hands cuffed.

“Oh, it’s normal for a girl to want to tie you up,” I said. “That way, you can’t go anywhere until she has finished. You’ll get used to it.”

I removed his shorts, enjoying the fact I had a naked virgin tied to my bed. He was nervous, so he didn’t have an erection yet, but he needed a lesson about personal grooming if he wanted to get a regular girlfriend.

Now I could see his cock, I feigned surprise, gasped and put my hand to my mouth as if overwhelmed. “Who knew you were hiding such an enormous cock in your shorts?”

He was smaller than average, but boys love it when girls tell them they have a big cock. I didn’t care about his size. Now I was super fit between the legs, any size would do as long as I could get the full length inside me, as I intended to stay on top.

“You need to shave it,” I said. “Or better still, get it waxed regularly. Boys like girls with smooth pussies, but we like boys smooth too.”

I got my shaving gear and gave him the smoothest crotch since before he had gone through puberty. As I shaved him, I hoped he would find himself a lovely young nymphet to be his girlfriend. She would appreciate his smooth crotch when she locked him up. But I wanted him smooth, as I intended to ride his virgin cock until he couldn’t maintain an erection anymore.

He had his first orgasm as I lowered myself onto his straining cock, and he experienced his first kiss from a girl’s pussy lips.

“Oh, god! I’m so sorry!” he said, averting his face from the shame of a disappointing performance.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. It’s normal, and I need the extra lubrication to get this massive dong inside me.” I pushed it into my entrance and let him experience the joy of having a slick, tight pussy slide down the length of his cock. “There… how does that feel?”

He let out a long, breathy groan. Now I had trained myself to grip and hold a cock, it felt big inside me, despite his size. I had to force myself to relax to get it all the way in, but once I had it, I gripped it again and didn’t let go. Then I gave him a long session of Pompoir, massaging him inside my tight furnace of pleasure to milk the cum from his balls without a single thrust. I made him cum twice more before he ran out of gas. That was when I orgasmed. Knowing I had this level of control, I could have so much fun with cocks for my pleasure or for a little mischief.

The pool boy became a regular, which didn’t please my daddy. He complained about how long it took the pool boy to do his job and asked me why we needed to get it cleaned three times a week. The pool company invoiced us for all his time, including the hours of Pompoir in the main bedroom. Naturally, I didn’t tell my daddy about the extra duties I got the pool boy to do. My daddy also asked why the pool boy had developed a slight limp. It was from too much Pompoir, as he had an aching cock, but I didn’t tell my daddy about that either.

“I must have strained a muscle,” I said. “Cleaning pools is hard work.”

My daddy also complained about the lack of sex and how much time I had left him locked up in his cage. It got annoying, so I decided it was time to get myself a new daddy. I liked one of his friends, who was much richer and lived in an apartment in the city. So, I left him, moved out and went to see his friend.

“Is everything okay, Jessica?” he said, as he opened his door and saw me with my suitcases.

“I’ve left my daddy,” I said, wheeling them inside. “Can I stay with you until the divorce comes through and I can afford my own place?”

I already had plenty of money and didn’t need to wait until I got half of my old daddy’s cash, but a nymphet always gets her men to pay for everything.

“Uh… sure. You can sleep in the spare room.”

I fluttered my eyelashes at him. “I was hoping I could sleep in your room.”

Two minutes later, we were in bed, naked and getting down to business. Some men are that easy. I also told him I only had sex with men in bondage and already had him flat on his back in handcuffs.

“Oh, my god! Daddy, your cock is enormous!” I said, watching it twitch. It was only about four inches long, and that was being generous.

“Truly?” he said.

I nodded enthusiastically. “Oh, yes! It’s way bigger than my ex-daddy’s cock. In fact, it might be the biggest one I’ve ever seen. It might even be too big!”

“Well, I can see why you left him,” he said.

“I can’t believe you’re still single with a cock this big,” I said. “You should have girls falling over themselves to get you to squeeze it into their pussies. I’ll have to shave you to make it fit more easily.”

He frowned. “How will shaving me help?”

“Oh, it will!” I said.

He didn’t know I was talking about his chastity cage and not my pussy. I walked to the bathroom to fetch his shaving gear and gave him a slow, sensual shave all over, his cock pulsing in my hand as I scraped the hairs away.

“So, so big, Daddy,” I said, looking as coy as a virgin. “Gosh, I’m a lucky girl.”

Once I had cleaned him off and applied way too much lube to his cock, I prepared him for a trick every girl should learn. If a girl wants to get a man addicted to her quickly, when she first has sex with him, she needs to clench him firmly throughout. She can lie back like a princess and let him pound her pussy, but if she truly wants to leave the right impression, it’s better to be on top.

I took his cock and positioned it at my entrance, clenching as hard as I could. Then I let him feel the tight passage and the resistance as he pushed the head through my folds.

“Is my pussy too tight for you, Daddy?”

“I don’t know if I can get it in,” he said, genuinely amazed. I guessed he had heard girls say, ‘Is it in yet?’ too many times in his life.

I relaxed a little so he could squeeze the head inside me. “Oh, your cock is so big! But I have to feel it inside me, even if it makes my poor pussy sore for days.”

With my muscle tone, the only one of us who would be sore afterwards was him. By squeezing him hard and thrusting slowly, I controlled his orgasm, despite him feeling like he was balls deep in an underage virgin. It was great for me too, the friction of each thrust intensified as his cock slid over my G-spot. Unlike the pool boy, I didn’t want him to cum, so I kept him from reaching an orgasm. The longer I squeezed, the longer the effect would last.

When a girl does this to a man, she leaves him with a delicious ache in his cock. He feels it when he moves about, when he pees and when he gets an erection. His cock feels tender and mildly sore, which reminds him of how tight she was and how it made sex feel incredible. And immediately after all that squeezing, there’s no chance he can go again, which makes it easier to lock up his cock.

I sighed like I was desperately in love as I fitted the ring over his cock and balls. “It’s so big, I can’t bear to think about you pounding any other girls,” I said. “When they find out about it, they’ll all want you to force it into their little holes. So if you want my pussy again, we have to lock this big boy away.”

Naturally, he agreed to it because I had blown his mind and made him blow his load. And of course, I let him out each night to have sex again, so he always had the lingering ache. It got him addicted to me in no time, and he proposed within a week. He was so besotted with me that he completely forgot about asking me to sign a prenuptial agreement.

My ex-daddy was currently regretting how I had let my pussy talk him out of getting one, as my divorce came through and I got half of his money. But I also had a new daddy to buy me anything I wanted.

Now we were happily settled down together, I was ready to cheat on him. It was a pity we lived in an apartment, as we couldn’t get a pool installed. I missed the pool boy and hoped he had found himself a lovely young nymphet to lock up his tiny cock. I loved the idea he lay awake at night with his cock straining in its cage, getting so sore as he recalled the times I had slowly milked the cum from his balls. But as I thought about giving him Pompoir, now I had discovered what else I could do with my super-fit pussy, I wanted to take cheating to the next level.

Last week, I met a man at a hotel wine bar. When he hit on me, I had a wonderful idea. You see, he had a wedding ring on his left hand. He also noticed my wedding ring and the fact I was alone, but wearing a provocative red cocktail dress. We chatted for a bit, and I saw the glint of lust in his eye.

“Where’s your husband tonight?” he said, trying to look casual as he sipped his scotch.

“Wandering around the house looking for the key.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “The key?”

“Yes, the one for his chastity cage. It’s in my purse, so he won’t have any luck.”

He grinned and nodded. “So, you like to keep men in chastity?”

“Only my daddy. How could I cheat on him if I kept other men locked up?”

I got a little blue pill from my handbag and slid it across the bar to him. There was no need to say anything more.

“Oh, I don’t need it,” he said.

“When you feel how tight I am, you’ll be grateful, as you won’t need a break to keep going so you can cum again.”

In record time, he took his pill, booked us a room and took me upstairs. Moments later, we were in bed, completely naked, and I was busy handcuffing him to the headboard. Then I took a moment to inspect his cock.

“Wow! It’s so big!” I said, watching it twitch. “I can’t believe you have to cheat on your wife with a cock this big. And girls love huge cocks. She must want you to pound her with it every night.”

It wasn’t big at all, and I suspected his wife might have gotten bored with it if he had poor technique. If so, she was cheating on him too. But his skills between the sheets were unimportant, as I would do all the work. I had my shaving kit in my handbag, so first, I set about giving him a lovely smooth crotch.

He looked uncomfortable as I lathered him up. “What will I tell my wife when she sees I have a bald crotch?”

I shrugged. “Tell her you had an accident and tripped over a nymphet. If she doesn’t appreciate your enormous cock, she deserves to know you cheated on her with a girl that does.”

When he was perfectly smooth, I climbed on board for the longest ride he would ever get in his life. Like my new daddy, I squeezed him inside me as I rolled and rotated my hips. Unlike my new daddy, I didn’t care how soon he had his orgasm, as I planned to give him many.

“Wow! You are tight!” he said, as his first one hit him in record time.

“And you’re so big!” I said breathlessly.

He enjoyed it and grunted in appreciation as it hit him. That got me warmed up, and the first sparks of pleasure ignited in my womb. Now I had loaded him up with Viagra, he couldn’t go soft and take a break, so I kept riding and squeezing him hard. My pleasure swelled as I made him cum again. His second orgasm was equally pleasurable, but I was far from finished with him yet.

With those naughty chemicals keeping him hard, I made him cum again and again. He had little to give with his third orgasm, and his face twisted uncomfortably as he pumped himself dry. I pressed my hands against his chest to get more leverage, riding him faster and harder.

“That was great,” he said breathlessly. “Are you ready for a break?”

“Not yet,” I said, rotating my hips to pull his cock around like a joystick.

By his fourth orgasm, he was firing blanks. At that point, it didn’t feel good. Normally, a man physically can’t reach this point. His body takes over, and he loses his erection until he has refilled his balls and can go again. But my adorable cheater couldn’t lose his little boner, and I could have as much fun as I liked with it.

By his sixth orgasm, it hurt. Knowing I had made him cum so much it no longer gave him pleasure set me off. My pussy burned as I orgasmed, and I clenched him so hard it popped out. I collapsed and lay on him, breathing hard as my pussy contracted and released as the pulses of pleasure slowly faded.

I looked up, stroked his cheek and giggled. “So, how was it for you, big boy?”

“Uh… great,” he said, sounding completely unconvincing.

“Oh dear, did it get sore at the end?”

“Uh, yeah. A little.”

I tried to suppress my smile, but couldn’t contain it as I reached for his cock. If he thought his last orgasm was painful, he was in for a surprise. After hours of squeezing, his cock would be so sore he wouldn’t get an erection for a week without feeling like he was wearing a chastity cage. I would have loved to be a fly on the wall as he tried to explain that to his wife. After all, there was no believable excuse he could make after getting his cock shaved and crushed by the pelvic princess.


22: CHLOE

SHE’S A KNOCKOUT

Chloe has Indian blood in her heritage, as she has gorgeous golden skin, glossy black hair and captivating orange-brown eyes. Her figure is magnificent and curvaceous in all the right places. She’s a snake charmer for the secrets men keep in their pants. Like so many of the girls I see each day, she has a regular sugar daddy, as she wears a diamond ring on her left hand. No doubt, she charmed his trouser snake with nothing more than a flutter of her long eyelashes right before she locked it up.

Despite having a lovely figure, she wants people to notice her legs, so she wears a short, figure-hugging skirt. Her legs are long, slender and toned. I’m curious to find out why her legs are so important to her sexuality. As she takes a seat on my recliner, she also tucks her hands into the clefts on either side of her pussy. This nymphet finds her own sex fascinating and wants to touch it constantly, even in the presence of a stranger. Or perhaps she instinctively recognises me as a kindred spirit. I listen intently to her confession, eager to hear her forbidden secret.

* * *

I trained as a masseuse to meet men. At the time, I believed I wanted to find myself a sugar daddy, but I was on my journey to find my perfect orgasm. Having a daddy is wonderful, but the perfect orgasm trumps him every time. And daddies are replaceable. The perfect orgasm isn’t.

It’s sensual, exciting and dangerous to have a person’s neck in my hands. As a masseuse, people have no qualms about me putting my hands around their neck and squeezing it. They even sighed in appreciation when they heard the crackles and pops, and thanked me when the tension eased as I kneaded out the knots. I found it sexually arousing and imagined taking it one step further to deprive them of air. I don’t have fantasies about taking it all the way. What excited me was the idea of knocking someone out, waking them up and doing it all over again.

So, I had fun with a man who was my boyfriend at the time. I told him I wanted to try out bondage sex so he would let me tie him up. Of course, I didn’t want sex at all. I wanted to indulge this forbidden desire to see the fear in his eyes as he struggled to breathe. Squeezing a man’s neck leaves bruises, but I wanted the intimate connection of skin on skin and to feel his pulse racing as I deprived him of air. It’s no different from girls who enjoy spanking their boyfriend with their open palm, so they feel the sting too. It’s the best way to share the pleasure of the act.

So, I pinched his nostrils closed with one hand while licking the palm of my other hand to get it nice and wet. The slight stickiness of saliva created a suction-like seal as I pressed it over his mouth. I lost count of how many times I knocked him out. It made my pussy burn for an orgasm each time he wilted and his eyes rolled to the back of his head. I noticed the effect it had on him too. Each time, the lack of air gave him angel lust, the terrific boner men get from asphyxiation before the lights go out.

But with both hands busy, I couldn’t do anything about touching myself. I had to be content with the way the taboo edging kept me in a state of heightened arousal. Naturally, he didn’t enjoy it as much as I did and sheepishly told me he wanted to break up after I had finished having my fun. Men are expendable, but an orgasm isn’t.

It was sex and danger that excited me. Experienced together, they gave me the most sublime sense of pleasure. It hit me physically and mentally, with adrenaline and dopamine flooding my system for the most incredible orgasmic high.

After using my boyfriend as an asphyxiation toy, I still hadn’t resolved my desires. It had been the best edging session of my life, but I hadn’t achieved an orgasm, and ultimately, that was the goal. I got another boyfriend and also tied him up with the promise of sex. Then I taped his mouth shut to free up one hand, but there was little pleasurable contact from only pinching his nostrils shut. In reverse, by putting a peg on his nose, I didn’t have control of his head to hold my hand in place over his mouth. He could turn his head, break free and breathe again.

So I got creative to increase the sense of danger and excitement, hoping to trigger my orgasm by raising the stakes. I started each session by locking up my boyfriend’s cock in a chastity cage. When his angel lust kicked in, instead of getting a big, happy boner before he had a little nap, he got a sore cock instead. It was a lot of fun, but again, all the action was happening to my boyfriend and not to me.

I don’t know what it was about boys. I was only having fun, but they all wanted to break up afterward, which meant I had to go to the trouble of getting a new boyfriend each time I wanted to play my game of lock him up and knock him out. It wasn’t achieving my goal. I needed to find a new way to experience perfect pleasure that combined asphyxiation, locking up a boy’s cock and giving him a boner from angel lust.

People said nymphets were nothing but trouble because we told fibs and enjoyed cheating and chastity. But the way we enjoyed ourselves wasn’t always bad. The solution I found for my little problem turned out to be beneficial for women who don’t have the confidence to deal with a man the way a nymphet can.

I found most of my boyfriends on dating websites. There were lots of lonely boys that let me tie them up and knock them out, but I wanted a bigger challenge. Then I met this man called Dave. Well, it was the name he gave me. I doubt it was his real one.

Dave was a handsome man in his thirties with dark hair, an olive complexion and big brown eyes. He was more cautious than the lonely types I usually met. Fluttering my eyelashes at him wasn’t enough to get him back to my place for sex. He wanted to feel me out before we took things further. And the only reason a man wouldn’t take the candy on the first date was if he had a naughty secret to hide. He needed to know if anything went wrong, he wouldn’t get caught. And his secret was more than likely linked to the indentation on his ring finger.

After our third date, he relaxed around me and was more enthusiastic about his flirting. He kept offering to buy me more drinks to get me tipsy so he could take advantage of me. I came straight to the point.

“I’m in this for the sex, not a relationship. Do you want to keep beating around the bush, or do you want to get some bush?”

He grinned. “Your place or mine?”

“Let’s do yours,” I said, collecting my handbag and coat.

We caught a cab and headed back to his place. It was a better-than-average villa in the suburbs, with a fresh paint job and a well-tended garden. The interior added more weight to my suspicions about his marital status. Even if a man has good taste, there are telltale signs there’s a woman in the house. There were too many decorative cushions scattered about and fresh flowers arranged in a vase on the coffee table. Dave wasn’t the type of man who wanted to make a good impression with the decor. He was more concerned with covering his tracks.

When we got to the main bedroom, the air had the faint hint of a woman’s perfume, and not the one from a bottle, but the intoxicating, sweet scent of her body. It gets into the sheets and the mattress of the bed like a cat marking its territory. Dave was my kind of man. He was a cheat who wanted to have sex in the same bed he shared with his wife and get away with it.

We kissed and ran our hands over each other as we removed our clothes. He had a good body and clearly worked out, as he was lean and fit. As I unzipped his pants and removed his briefs, his cock got hard. I appreciated that he groomed himself, as he had trimmed his hair and shaved his balls.

“Oh, my! You’re a big boy!” I said, taking it in my hand.

He was about average, but all men are size queens and believe having an enormous cock is the secret to being a Casanova in bed. Even if they know they have a small cock, what they want the most is to have a girl compliment their size. Even casual comments do the trick. If you’re at an art gallery looking at sculptures of nudes and say, ‘Your cock is way bigger than that!’ he will feel like a sexual god. So the best way to get Dave to lower his guard was to stroke his ego and his cock.

“It’s so huge and hard,” I said, stroking it and kissing him as he fondled my tits. “And so thick! I would never have guessed you were hiding a beast in your pants. Gee, I don’t know if it will fit into my tiny pussy.”

“Then let’s try it out,” he said, hungrily returning my kisses as he played with my nipples.

I broke the kiss and fetched my handbag. “Not so fast, big boy. You need to take one of these first.” I pulled out a special creation of mine, a little blue pill coated in a ball of hard orange candy. “Someone needs to take their medication first.”

“You can see I don’t need any Viagra,” he said, eagerly trying to get back to foreplay.

I nuzzled him away. “Not the first time, but once isn’t enough for my greedy, needy pussy. I want at least three loads of hot spunk pumped into my womb, so you need to stay hot and hard and ready to cum again all night.”

He swallowed hard, the way men do when their balls feel heavy with desire, and held out his hand. “Okay.”

I eased myself onto the bed, holding his gaze. “You’ll have to work for it, big boy. And I need some warming up first.” I lay on my back, opened my legs and pushed the candy-coated pill deep into my pussy. “Once you’ve licked it out of me, you can replace it with another item. A much bigger one that might not fit unless you push hard.”

He didn’t need any convincing. I had my legs open, my pussy was smooth and bare, and my tight, juicy hole had a special treat waiting inside. All he had to do was make me cum to get it out, and then he could replace it with his average cock. He scrambled onto the bed and dove straight in.

I took him by the hair to pull him away. “Take your time. Get me wet. Your cock is so massive, I don’t want it to hurt when you push it into my tiny hole.”

He responded well, kissing and licking my mound before making his way to my lips. By now, the orange candy would have dissolved a little, adding extra sweetness to my heavenly juices. He lapped enthusiastically, swiping his tongue through my folds to find out if his prize was within reach.

I sighed as the first pops of pleasure sparked through my love canal. He had an incentive, so he pushed his tongue as deep as it would go. I eased my legs over his shoulders and rested my calves on his back so I didn’t have to keep them suspended in the air. He continued to ferret inside me, but I had pushed the candy in too deep for him to prise it out. The only way he would get it was when I clenched in an orgasm and it popped out like a pill dispenser sent from heaven.

As the heat and pleasure swelled, filling my pelvis and spreading out through my limbs, I hooked my leg around his neck, pulling him to me. I wanted to feel the soft rasp and enthusiastic licking inside me. He moaned in a mixture of frustration and pleasure, loving the taste of my juicy pussy, but unable to get his treat. I hooked my other leg over my ankle to put his neck in a vice-like grip.

Soon, he felt the pressure depriving him of air and cutting off the circulation of blood to his brain. He tried to pull free, but lying face down on the bed in an unbreakable sleeper hold, there was no escape. For me, it was wonderful. I had turned him into my asphyxiation toy and would finally also get my orgasm.

While he struggled to breathe, he sucked me harder. My pussy became an inferno of pleasure, building in tension towards a huge release. I squeezed him harder between my legs, relishing every second of his struggling and trying to breathe while I forced him to pleasure me.

As he weakened, my orgasm mounted. It came at me with force, also making me lose my breath. My pussy clenched so hard the orange candy popped out and into his waiting mouth as if I had fired it from a paintball gun. He had no choice but to swallow as he tried to get air. But I held onto him, not letting him escape my grip to sustain my orgasm for as long as he could remain conscious.

We both needed oxygen when it was over. I was panting like I had run a marathon, while he lay limp as a rag doll between my legs. I disentangled myself and rolled him onto his back. Now he was unconscious, he had lost his erection. As I bathed in the blissful afterglow of my orgasm, I pushed his cock and balls through a tight metal ring and attached the sleeve of his chastity cage. It would give him a lovely surprise when he woke, especially when the Viagra kicked in. But it wasn’t the only surprise he would get.

I dressed, gave him a little kiss, more to taste myself on his lips than out of appreciation for the wonderful orgasm, and walked downstairs. His wife sat on the sofa, staring at me. It wasn’t an accident she was home when he thought she was out, as she suspected he was cheating on her and had hired me to catch him. She was an attractive redhead who would make most men feel lucky. But men like Dave don’t know they’ve got it so good.

“He cheats, doesn’t he, Chloe?” she said.

I nodded. “But not anymore.”

“You did it?”

“Yes,” I said, handing her the key.

She clasped her hands together in delight. “How? I could never imagine a man willingly letting a girl cage his cock if he didn’t want to wear one.”

“I can be persuasive. Now, he won’t cheat on you ever again. That’s if you decide to keep him, of course.”

She hugged me and thanked me profusely. “How much do I owe you?”

“Nothing. The pleasure was all mine. Now keep him locked up until he’s truly sorry. That will take some time. And try cheating on him a few times if you need sex. He deserves it. Who knows, you might find you enjoy it and want to carry on.”

She looked at her key, and I saw a glint of mischief in her eyes. The look was reward enough. Not only had I found a way to enjoy my fetish, but I was helping more women to blossom into naughty nymphets.


23: ELLA

THE MIDNIGHT BRIDE

Ella is a pretty girl, even though she looks like a plain young woman with copper-brown hair and an average figure at first glance. A person needs to examine her appearance to see otherwise. Her long fringe veils her face as if she is always trying to hide in the shadows. Beyond it, I see two beautiful teal eyes peering back at me, studying me as if she is the therapist and I am the patient. She wears little makeup to keep her features looking plain, but they are dainty, including the dusting of freckles across her pert nose.

She disguises her figure in a shapeless beige dress. If I look at her body moving underneath it, I see a slender figure with flowing curves and firm, round breasts. Most nymphets use their sexuality as a weapon. They display their femininity in clothing designed to attract attention, usually of the male variety. Ella is the opposite, hiding her beauty as if she doesn’t want anyone to notice her. And if they do, she doesn’t want to give them a reason to look twice. She speaks in a soft voice, considering each word she says before it passes her lips. She is unlike any other nymphet I have ever met, and her confession proves why.

* * *

I knew I had a nymphet trapped inside me from the moment I first touched myself. My desire for sex and to feel the pleasure of an orgasm was potent, but I am also fiercely shy. But nymphets are not submissive. They dominate their lovers. How could I ever dominate a boy when I couldn’t even say hello without stuttering? He would laugh at me, ignore me, or put me over his knee and spank my poor bottom bright red before using me as his plaything. Although I didn’t know it, I needed to see my first nymphet in action to overcome my condition.

In one of the quieter parts of the city, there was an old fountain. Local legend suggested it made wishes come true. Hopeful believers had tossed in countless coins over the years. Nobody ever fished them out, as people also believed taking a coin brought bad luck. So the pool sparkled with silver and copper as the stream broke the surface of the water.

The fountain was at the end of a side street off the main city thoroughfare. It was originally a water supply and wasn’t decorated, a plain half-circle stone basin attached to a wall to catch the water flowing from a short bronze pipe. The only thirsty visitors to the fountain were young lovers looking for a quiet, romantic spot to kiss and make out.

There was also a shaded alcove across the street where I could watch them unseen. It was a regular pastime of mine, a chance to experience what they were doing in the only way I could, as a voyeur. That was when I saw my first nymphet and her boyfriend, and it changed my life forever.

She was a pretty blonde, wearing a pink summer dress that showed off her nubile figure. She held her boyfriend’s hand as they headed for the fountain. He was dark-haired, handsome and wearing a nice suit, so he obviously had a good job, but he had a desperate expression on his face, like he needed to pee. As I looked closer, I saw she was walking a foot ahead of him. They weren’t holding hands as lovers. She led him like a puppy on a leash.

They sat on the side of the basin. The girl ran her hand over his leg and up his inner thigh. I couldn’t hear what she said, but from her body language, she was using her feminine wiles to make demands as she kissed him and whispered in his ear. Instead of getting excited, the boy looked uncomfortable. Something about the way she handled him gave me a terrible ache between the legs, although I didn’t know why yet.

As she kissed him, she slid her hand into his pants to play with his cock. He was completely at her mercy as she pleasured him. She spent several minutes kissing and teasing him this way while jacking his cock inside his pants. It was so sensual, I couldn’t understand why the boy didn’t appear to enjoy it and why he didn’t cum. The girl broke the kiss and looked him in the eye. In the heat of passion, she raised her voice loud enough for me to hear her over the trickling water.

“Do you like it?” she said, still stroking his cock.

The boy nodded, even though he had a grimace on his face.

“Do you want to cum?”

He let out an aching grunt in reply. It wasn’t the cry of a desperately aroused man, but a pleading sound as if he were in pain. The girl giggled as she took her hand from his cock to take his wallet from his pocket. She opened it, removed a thick wad of cash and tucked it into her ample cleavage.

Then she kneeled between his legs and unzipped his pants. She looked him in the eye as she freed his cock from his briefs. I had to cover my mouth to suppress a moan of shock, but what I saw aroused me too, and so much so it made my pussy ache for an orgasm. The nymphet had locked up the boy’s cock in a chastity cage. While she had kissed him and played with his cock, it would have become sore from trying to become erect.

She opened her purse and removed a keyring with dozens of little keys. Sorting through them, she found the one for his cage, unlocked it and removed the sleeve. I had to press my legs together as she took his aching cock into her mouth to suck it to hardness.

If anyone stumbled across them, she would have appeared to be in a submissive pose as she pleasured him, but it was nothing of the sort. She was in complete control, and I could see the look on the boy’s face. His cock hurt. She looked up at him, enjoying what she was doing to him and meeting his gaze to see his torment. It was astonishing to watch, her head bobbing and cheeks cratering, giving him what is normally the most decadent, selfless pleasure. But she had made his cock too sore to enjoy it. He winced each time she took him to the back of her throat, and her playful bites were like bee stings, but he couldn’t pull away. In minutes, she made him cum, and he made the most pitiful sound as he found his release.

The girl didn’t need the chastity cage, even though she enjoyed making him wear it, as he never tried to stop her. She owned his cock. If he wanted to cum, he could only do it on her terms, and she wanted him to take no pleasure from it. As his punished cock went limp again, she locked him up and zipped up his pants. Then she sat beside him to hold his hand and lick her lips, like a naughty minx who had given her boyfriend a delicious blowjob in public.

As my pent-up arousal ached between my legs, I thought about her keyring and how many boys she had locked up. If she owned all their cocks and made them give her tributes for their torment, she wouldn’t need to work. As I looked at them again from the shadows, she stood, dotted a kiss on his cheek and bounced off like a young girl without a care in the world.

Then I studied the boy’s face. He watched her go with such longing in his eyes it was like he was afraid he would never see her again. The situation wasn’t as simple as it seemed. This wasn’t entrapment and the only way he could cum. He wanted to wear her cage. He wanted to pay her a tribute and suffer the torment because he wanted her more than anything else in the world. She owned him completely, along with dozens of other men.

I wanted to be like her. I wanted to have her strength, confidence and potent sexuality, but I knew it wasn’t possible. Even after witnessing what she had done, I couldn’t approach the boy she had dominated without tripping over my words. I was still a virgin and hadn’t even kissed a boy. So, I had to find a way to unleash my dormant nymphet.

I waited for the boy to go, then fished my lucky silver dollar from my purse and tossed it into the fountain.

“I wish I was like that gorgeous nymphet,” I whispered to myself.

At that time, I was seeing a new boy. His name was Bryn. He had turned twenty, had a good job and was also single. I liked him a lot, as he was also shy. It was strange he didn’t have a girlfriend because he was cute and could get one if he tried. He had an athletic physique, friendly brown eyes and a silly mop of chestnut hair. What girl wouldn’t find him adorable?

Bryn had never seen me though, as I made sure I remained anonymous as I followed him around. I knew everything about him. While he was at work, I spent time in his apartment looking through his belongings to get to know him better. I picked the lock the first time, but since then I found his spare key and got a copy made, so I could come and go as I pleased. I enjoyed masturbating on his bed, gently perfuming his sheets with cum while I dreamed about having his cock inside me. He could never figure out where the sweet scent came from or why he liked it so much. Without ever seeing, touching or tasting it, I had addicted him to my pussy like any other nymphet. My wish was coming true.

Now I understood my desires better, I knew it was time to move my relationship forward with Bryn. But I didn’t know how. That night, as I watched him sleep, it came to me. This was how I knew he had an attractive body, as he slept naked. When I made him mine, we would have a marriage of sorts, so it was fitting for me to dress as a bride on her wedding night.

The following day, as I got everything ready for my evening with Bryn, like a virgin bride preparing to consummate her marriage vows. He went to work as usual, not knowing about the decadent pleasures I had planned for us together. It was a long wait until midnight, and my pussy ached so much I couldn’t sit still. I needed his cock inside me, but I had to be patient.

At midnight, I let myself into his apartment. Bryn always went to bed around ten, so he would be fast asleep. I closed the door quietly, removed my long coat and hung it over the back of the sofa. Underneath, I wore a white satin babydoll nightdress. It had two spaghetti straps and a short skirt to show off my long legs. I also wore a white lace garter around my left thigh, like a bride on her wedding night, and a white veil to hide my face.

Bryn stirred as I approached the bed, but didn’t awaken as I pressed a chloroform-soaked cloth over his face. He returned to a dreamless sleep in moments. Now unconscious, I handcuffed his wrists through the bars of the headboard and used another pair to cuff his ankles together.

I took a moment to admire his body and peeled back the sheets for my first view of his cock. I was becoming more like the nymphet at the fountain by the second. His cock now belonged to me. I was so happy I dotted a little kiss on his limp shaft. Then I sealed Bryn’s mouth with thick strips of duct tape. We wouldn’t need to talk. I already knew everything about him, and he would find out all he needed to know about me soon enough.

All I had to do now was get him ready for us to have sex. I wanted to make it special, so as he recovered from the chloroform, I gave him a sensual shave, removing all the hair from his crotch and balls. I wanted his cock as smooth as my pussy, so when we came together, we would both feel skin on skin with nothing in between.

The shave woke him. He tried to thank me and tell me how much he loved me, as he made a passionate display, tugging at his bonds with muffled cries. Obviously, he couldn’t make any intelligible sounds, but I was sure it was what he wanted to say. His cock looked fantastic after a shave. I kept my face averted as I lifted the veil to take it into my mouth and suck it the same way I had seen the girl at the fountain do it. It tasted mildly salty which made it moreish, and I enjoyed circling the head with my tongue as I sucked.

Bryn finally grew hard, so I knew I must have been doing it right. It was strange to have a hard cock in my mouth for the first time, but I felt fantastic when I tasted his salty-sweet pre-cum, knowing he was enjoying it too. Despite being such a shy girl, I found out I was a natural at sucking cocks. I could have edged him for hours in my mouth, but my pussy couldn’t wait any longer, so I lowered my veil and climbed onto the bed to mount him. Bryn looked at me with wide eyes. I’m sure he was only nervous about our big moment together and didn’t want to disappoint me.

I took him inside me, squeezing his cock into my virgin passage. It was wonderful to have a cock stretching me open and filling me up inside. All my urges as a nymphet found an outlet. The heat of his cock, pulsing and throbbing inside me, was so good, I regretted we had taken this long to have sex. I slipped the straps of my nightdress over my shoulders to bare my breasts. I wanted to take Bryn’s attention away from my face, even though he could only see me as if looking through frosted glass.

As I rode him, it got hot and heavy fast. I moaned enough for the both of us as my orgasm swelled deep in my pelvis. He orgasmed first, and his cock pulsed as he filled me with hot cum. It set me off, and I reciprocated, drenching him with the creamy juices of my sex. Although neither of us had lasted long, I’m certain we both lost our virginity that night. Bryn couldn’t confirm it for obvious reasons.

It was wonderful to consummate our marriage at last, but Bryn had to go back to sleep as he had to go to work the next day. I pressed the chloroformed cloth over his face again and held it there for a minute. I wanted him in a deep sleep so he wouldn’t wake until morning. Then I removed his restraints and the tape on his face as if nothing had ever happened.

Bryn was my first husband, but he wasn’t the only one. A nymphet should have many lovers, and I now have thirty boys who eagerly wait for me to visit them again. They never know which night I’ll arrive to pleasure their cock and let them cum. It could take a day, a week or a month. Afterwards, they all wake the next morning wondering if our coupling was only a dream.

But I want them to know it happened, so I leave them a memento to remind them that their cocks belong to me. They each wake to find a shiny metal cage clamped to their cock. I want them in chastity, always limp, frustrated and becoming more desperate to cum by the day. The cage stays on until I visit them again. This way, each man knows I am real, even though he wouldn’t recognise his midnight bride if he passed me in the street.


24: PENNY

BREAKING UP WITH BOYS

Penny isn’t only pretty. She is the type of girl who turns heads. Men would take one look at her and wish she was their girlfriend. When she walks by, she would evoke the instant regret a male lover feels when a girl jilts him and he desperately wants her back. I can imagine their longing gaze and the ache in their crotch as they see her heart-shaped bottom disappear into the distance.

My description of her will do her no justice, as no one could describe the effect she has on people in a picture or words. She ignites a primal mix of emotional and chemical reactions, causing instant burning lust. If she looked at a man, his balls would tighten like he was about to cum. It’s so overwhelming, it would make a man hold his breath and not let go, surpassing the most basic instinct of all.

She has lustrous amber hair that falls over her shoulder in pretty ringlets, big blue-green eyes, a tiny nose and a smile that would make a man weep. Her body would make his cock weep droplets of pre-cum while it remained limp, struck impotent by her overwhelming sexual presence.

But the effect she has on men isn’t skin deep. It’s in the way she moves, the way she makes eye contact, and the imperceptible but irresistible power of her pheromones. She has developed this aspect of her sexuality for one purpose. I can’t wait to hear her confession, as she doesn’t have a daddy, but her jewellery and clothes tell me she has more money than most nineteen-year-olds on the planet.

* * *

My name is Penelope, but I call myself Penny. It goes hand in hand with my motto for a first date. If you’re in for a Penny, you’re in for a pound. That means a boy gets to pound his cock into me on our first date. I never wait for the second date to have sex, or the third, or any date afterwards. I’m not in it for the romance, the honeymoon period or a long-term relationship. And I’m not in it to lock him up and cheat on him either, even though I enjoy cheating and chastity as much as the next nymphet. I’m in it to break up with him as soon as I can.

Some might call it compulsive behaviour, the thrill of the chase, the first time having sex, then wanting it all over again. I enjoy having sex for the first time with each new boy I meet. But my fetish for breakup sex is an addiction, because it’s the only way I can achieve the powerful orgasms I desire. Why would I get myself a daddy when all I would want to do is break up with him as soon as I could?

Let me tell you about my last boyfriend. His name was Benji. I met all my boyfriends on internet dating sites. The lonely men on those sites were exactly my type, so I have never been too choosy about who I asked out on a date. They, of course, couldn’t believe their luck.

I met him at a wine bar for a drink. The poor boy took ten minutes to stop stammering. He only formed sentences once he had enough wine in his system to help him relax. We chatted a little about the meaningless trivia people discuss while they work out if they’re into each other enough to date again.

I don’t have time for any of that, because I wasn’t in it for a relationship. So, I cut to the chase so I didn’t have to listen to him prattling on about how cool he was back in school. I heard that one a lot, as most boys like Benji wanted to impress me, and they had nothing else to brag about.

“Oh, wow! You were cool at school,” I said. “But let’s change the subject. How do you feel about sex on the third date?”

When this question popped up, people most commonly asked it about sex on the first date. He looked at me blankly. It was the delightful expression of a boy who was desperately trying to figure out if my question was a test. It was, but there was no wrong answer, although I wouldn’t let him know. He sat and looked at me while he picked his fingernails, trying to work out if I would approve or disapprove of his response. As the subject was sex, it focused on the end goal, so he wanted to get it right.

“Uh, I guess it’s fine if both people want it,” he said.

“Too vague,” I said. “Be honest. Do you want to have sex with a girl no later than the third date?”

“If she does too, then sure.”

I shook my head in disapproval. “The girl’s opinion doesn’t matter. Only yours. Yes or no?”

He swallowed hard, seeing his chances of getting me into bed dwindling by the second.

His response came out as a squeak. “Uh, yes,” he said, chasing it with the question all boys asked to find out if they had passed my test. “How about you?”

I looked at him squarely. “No, never.”

Judging by the way Benji’s face twisted in remorse, I thought he had wet his pants. He wouldn’t have been the first boy I had dated to do it. The reason was I never had a third date. There were only ever two, and that wouldn’t change. I didn’t offer him that explanation but offered this one instead.

“Because I always want sex on the first date,” I said. He pinched himself. “So why don’t we head over to your place and do it?”

I never took a boy back to my place because I didn’t want him to know where I lived. It would complicate matters. Plus, I didn’t want questions about how a nineteen-year-old girl could afford to live in a penthouse apartment in the city centre. It was bad enough having them infatuated with me as their dream girlfriend, so I didn’t want them to know they had a rich dream girlfriend. Plus, I wanted to see his place to find out how much money he had, which was much more important.

It turned out Benji had a good job as a software developer, so he earned a good wage. His apartment was small, but it had all the essentials. I did some quick sums in my head and worked out he had disposable income. It was all I needed to know to get him out of his pants.

“Don’t you want to fool around a little first?” he said, wondering why I had come on to him so fast.

“No time,” I said, pushing him onto the sofa.

Then I climbed on board, pulling my panties aside as I straddled him. He groaned with delight as my hot, slick pussy slid down his cock. I always used the same technique on the first date. I relaxed on the downward thrust so he could enjoy the heat and the delicious, gentle friction of skin on skin. On the upward thrust, I clenched him, making him feel the grip of my pelvic muscles. For the boy, it felt like I was milking his cock. I cared little for my orgasm. That would come later, on our second date, when we broke up. For now, I wanted to give him a night he would never forget and drain his balls in one of the most sensual ways a girl can use her pussy.

“Am I the best girlfriend ever?” I said, as I nibbled his earlobe and slowly milked his cock.

He groaned in response, unable to believe what I was doing and how good it felt. He strained underneath me, trying to hold on for as long as he could, but I milked him relentlessly with my heavenly pussy.

“Say it,” I demanded.

“The best,” he groaned, as he surrendered to his need to cum.

As he emptied himself inside me, I kept thrusting my hips. Now, I gripped him on the downward and upward strokes, pulling at his cock like I could drain all the cum from his balls myself. I left him a shuddering wreck after his orgasm, which was the goal.

When a girl makes a boy cum that hard, he will let her do anything to him afterwards. So Benji offered little resistance when I told him I wanted to lock up his cock in a chastity cage.

“I’m a jealous girlfriend,” I said, as I fitted the ring over his exhausted cock and balls. “And your cock now belongs to me.”

Benji was still too high from the dopamine hit of his orgasm to resist or complain. So, I locked up his cock and helped him to bed, so he could dream about me all night. I joined him, so he smelled my hair and felt my soft, warm body beside him. The reality of his cage would hit him in the morning, and it was important I was there when it did.

“How are you feeling after your first date?” I asked, as he opened his eyes.

He smiled from ear to ear. “Great, I’m ready to do it all over—”

At that moment, I knew he was getting an erection, as a boy’s expression was always the same when they felt the grip of a cage for the first time. They shut one eye, opened the other wide, and slanted their mouths at an angle like a contorted smile. Commonly, they accompanied this expression with a sharp squeak from clenching their teeth too hard. He slowly relaxed as his cock softened.

I dotted a kiss on his cheek. “Well, you’ll have to wait to do it again, as I have a busy week ahead.”

Most nymphets wanted to hang around for the first week of locking up their boyfriend or daddy in chastity for the first time. It was the tease and denial phase of the relationship, which was fun when a girl planned to mess with a boy to make him desperate and frustrated.

But I was already on my way to breaking up with him, so it was important I wasn’t around, as I wanted him to feel my absence. I had a boy’s chastity training down to a science. Although I would only keep Benji locked up for a week, for him, it would feel like a lifetime. He had seven long nights ahead, remembering how hard I had made him cum while his cock strained in its cage. And each night, his growing infatuation and frustration would become stronger. In the end, it would be all-consuming.

Benji was beside himself after seven nights alone and trembled as I pulled down his pants and sat him on the sofa. Then I knelt between his legs and unlocked his cage. He got rock hard in seconds, and his balls were already tight with the need to cum.

I took his cock into my mouth, all the way to my throat. He didn’t need any warming up. I looked up at him longingly as my cheeks cratered. Eye contact was essential when sucking a boy’s cock. I wanted him to feel lost as he stared into my innocent blue-green eyes while his crown squeezed into the tight passage. He groaned with joy.

I pulled away. “Who is the best girlfriend ever?”

“You are, Penny.”

I took him into my mouth again and sucked and slurped on it as he became more mesmerised with each passing moment. I tasted pre-cum and knew he was close.

I paused again. “How much do you adore me?”

“More than anything in the world.”

I pleasured him again with my mouth, jamming it deep in my throat while I gazed at him as if I were utterly besotted and in love. I wanted his memory of looking into my eyes while his cock disappeared between my glossy pink lips burned into his mind.

He shuddered, and his balls tightened against my chin. So I moaned as if sucking his cock gave me as much pleasure as it did for him. He couldn’t draw breath as his orgasm hit him, the intense sensation of my warm, wet mouth too pleasurable for him to hold on. I swallowed it all, still staring into his eyes, and licked my lips like a good girl.

“How did that feel?”

“Great,” he said, catching his breath.

“I haven’t finished yet,” I said, pulling up my cashmere sweater to expose my breasts.

His cock was slick with saliva, so I didn’t need any lubrication as I pressed it between my breasts to make a tight passage. After a week in his cage, Benji still had more cum in his balls, but I wouldn’t give him a break between orgasms.

“Do you love me?” I said, as I stroked his cock between my breasts.

He nodded but couldn’t speak, as his second orgasm was already mounting. I smiled at him and bit my lip as I stroked his cock with my soft, firm breasts. It was important he saw how much I enjoyed doing it to him, as if making him cum was all I could think about.

“Cum for me again,” I said between moans.

In minutes, he gasped, struggling to draw air as his second orgasm hit him hard. As his cock throbbed for the second time, I moaned as if I had also orgasmed. I was enjoying myself and had sticky panties, as I knew the best part was next. And it was the part that made me cum harder than normal sex.

Although he had enjoyed my mouth and breasts, I still had more in store for him. Before he could soften, I climbed onto him, pulled my panties aside, and worked his cock into my dripping pussy. There was no need to take it slow. I rolled and rotated my hips to give us both the most friction and sensation. My pussy burned with needy desire as I began the ritual I performed with every boyfriend.

“How was my mouth?”

He looked up at me, bobbing on his cock, drunk with desire. “Heavenly.”

I let out a breathy laugh, as if I hadn’t heard such a compliment before. “And how did it feel to have your cock between my breasts?”

“Incredible,” he said, his voice aching from how I continued to pleasure his cock without pause.

“And how does my pussy feel?”

“Sublime.”

“And who is the best girlfriend ever?”

“You, Penny.”

“That’s right, I am.” I bit my lip again and stared into his eyes. “But this is the last time we’ll ever have sex, because I’m breaking up with you,” I whispered.

His eyes widened and his mouth fell open as his mood changed in an instant. “You’re breaking up with me? But why?”

I gave him a guilty smile, like I was proud of myself. “I’ve met another boy, and I like his cock better.”

He was speechless, as all boys were, when I broke the news to them. And this was the moment my naughty pussy loved the most, riding his cock while looking into his eyes and seeing how much I had broken his heart. It was the longing gaze that did it for me the most, while I rode his cock and forced him to cum again. And his last orgasm, mixed with despair, got burned into his mind, as he knew he would never feel such heavenly pleasure again. I simply looked at him with a naughty smile as my pussy clenched his cock with each delicious hot flush of my orgasm.

I climbed off him and slipped a card into his shirt pocket. “No girl will ever make you cum as hard as me.”

And so I left him, addicted to me, desperate to have me back, and ruined for any other girl. The card had the address for my website: Your Ex-Girlfriend, Penny. There’s only one video on it, which sits behind a paywall. It’s titled, I left you for this boy. It shows me, from a boy’s point of view, unlocking his cock from his chastity cage, then giving him a long, sensual blowjob to make him cum three times.

All my ex-boyfriends visit it, pumping money into my bank account before they pump their little cocks into their fists. Benji became a regular visitor too, joining all the others as they watched the video and wished they could have me back. They all wanted me like a drug and gave me every spare cent they had in the hope they could get me back, the naughty girl who had made them cum so hard, then broken their hearts.


25: TIFFANY

THE SIZE QUEEN

Tiffany is the perfect example of a trophy wife. She is a statuesque blonde goddess with blue-grey eyes, dripping with diamonds and wearing a made-to-measure dress. She needs a custom wardrobe, as it isn’t the only aspect of her appearance she spends her daddy’s money on. I can see she has had a lot of impeccable plastic surgery. Her huge boobs look impossibly firm and upright for their size. Her lips are deliciously plump, enhancing her cute overbite, and her nose is like a button. I’m in the presence of a nymphet who gets whatever she wants without having to ask twice. But as I listen to her confession, what she wants most isn’t what I had expected.

* * *

What can I say? I love big cocks, and not the larger than average ones, but men who are truly well-hung. I know it’s a cliché. Most girls don’t care about the size of a man’s cock as long as he knows what to do with it and can last long enough to make her cum before he does. But I have an insatiable appetite for enormous cocks, ideally eight to ten inches long, with a six-inch girth, so they’re also thick.

I don’t crave big cocks because I’ve got a loose pussy. At first, I thought it was loose, as I didn’t enjoy sex with men. I had the desire for sex like any nymphet, but there was always something missing, which left me disappointed. So I asked my plastic surgeon about getting my pussy tightened. He told me the procedure was completely unnecessary because I was as tight as a teenage virgin. And he should know, as he has squeezed his average-sized cock in there often enough. I got the tightening done anyway. My daddy was paying, so I didn’t care.

My daddy has a four-inch disappointment, so he loves feeling my enhanced pussy clenching his weenie. I have to keep him happy if I want to carry on spending his money, so I admire the plasterwork on the ceiling while he enjoys himself for the few minutes he can last. When I masturbate, I have to get wet and warmed up to fit two fingers inside myself. Getting three in there is difficult, and I have small hands with slender fingers. My pussy is that tight.

Although I didn’t know it, getting my pussy tightened with vaginal rejuvenation surgery stemmed from my craving for big cocks. It wasn’t for lack of sensation, friction or a sense of fullness, even though I had never experienced a larger than average one inside me. Despite what men want you to believe, big cocks are uncommon, regardless of a man’s ethnicity. Only five percent of men are six inches or bigger, and the truly big ones are exceedingly rare.

I discovered big cocks were the missing element in my sex life a few years ago. We were getting the house repainted. A young man arrived to water blast the house to clean and prepare the walls for the painters. I’ll call him Lance, even though it wasn’t his name. It’s an appropriate name though. Lance was a strapping young man, about nineteen, and still had a look of innocence in his hazel eyes. He had a splendid body with lean, cut muscles like a lightweight boxer.

As I greeted him at the door, I thought he was still a virgin, because as our eyes met, he blushed. I wore a long satin robe, so I didn’t have any skin on display, but he went bright red anyway. I showed him around and knew I was in for an enjoyable afternoon watching him work.

It was a hot day, so Lance didn’t put on his waterproof clothing. He cleaned the house in his T-shirt and shorts, not minding he got wet. I watched him from the windows, playing with my nipples through the satin, as he flexed his powerful arms to guide the water blaster across the walls.

Eventually, he got so wet from the spray his clothes clung to his body. That was when I got a glimpse of his cock, outlined in his shorts like a bratwurst sausage. It stirred wild emotions in me I had never experienced before. My heart raced, my face grew hot and my mouth went bone dry. I had to fan myself with my fingers, as I couldn’t take my eyes off the salami in his shorts.

I wanted to see it, touch it and play with it. When I imagined having it inside me, my pussy developed such a powerful ache I had to steady myself against the window frame. I got hot and dizzy, like I was coming down with a sudden fever, but I was sick with lust for his enormous appendage. The sensation overwhelmed me, making me feel slaphappy, like Lance had already knocked me around with his truncheon to soften me up.

But I am a nymphet and I don’t submit to any man. It took an effort of will to pull myself together, even though the myriad of lustful emotions didn’t subside. They only got stronger. I undid the belt of my robe and let it slide from my shoulders. Underneath, I wore a tiny white bikini, the kind a girl has to do a lot of waxing to wear. I didn’t have that problem, as my pussy was permanently bald and smooth. My plastic surgeon did the laser hair removal for a quick screw, and I pocketed the fee after I had taken it from my daddy’s account. I got to cheat, I got money for it and I got a perfect hairless pussy. For nymphets, cheating has to be a win-win situation.

By now, Lance had finished and was busy packing up, so I walked outside to thank him for his work. The heat washed over me, intensifying my lust for his cock. I wanted to pull down his shorts and grab it, but he didn’t know me well enough for that yet. I needed about two more minutes to make those advances without resistance.

“Oh, my! It’s hot out here. Come inside for an iced soda to cool off,” I said.

After working in the cold spray, Lance wasn’t overheated, although his temperature rose when he saw me in my bikini. He thanked me and agreed to a drink, stammering like a child accepting a treat. I took him in through the back entrance to avoid the carpets as he was dripping wet, fixed us both an iced soda and set them on the breakfast bar.

“Why don’t you give me those wet clothes?” I said. “I can pop them in the dryer. It’ll only take a few minutes.”

He swallowed hard and tried to keep his gaze above my neckline. “I’m not wearing anything underneath,” he said.

“There’s no need to feel shy, darling. Hide behind the breakfast bar if you must, but I insist on sending you home in dry clothes.”

Lance peeled his wet clothes from his body, carefully hiding his splendid manhood from view. I took them and hurried to the laundry to put them in the dryer. When I returned, I saw Lance hadn’t touched his drink. He was covering his crotch with his hands, even though I couldn’t see anything below his waistline, as he stood behind the breakfast bar.

I gave him my most endearing smile to put him at ease. “Lance, please enjoy your drink. It won’t offend me to see you naked. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

As he took his hands away and raised his glass to his lips, I moved around the side of the breakfast bar, needing to see it. I had never been more wrong about anything in my life, as I had never seen a cock like his one before. Even though it was limp, it was substantially bigger than my daddy’s erection. He waxed too, so his crotch was perfectly smooth, exaggerating his size. And below his bald python hung two plump balls, hard and heavy and full of cum. I couldn’t imagine how big his cock would become when he got hard, and that had to happen as soon as possible.

I approached him and took his fat sausage in my hand. It was so exciting to touch it my heart skipped a beat. Lance had impressive muscles, but his trouser truncheon was easily the best of them all. He was too shocked to react, which quelled any sexual excitement and kept him limp.

I leaned into his neck to whisper in his ear. “I want to measure it,” I said. “Then I want to see it cum.”

The poor boy simply nodded, like he had to obey. Taking his cock like a leash, I led him upstairs to the main bedroom and told him to lie on the bed. I always had a fascination with size and kept a measuring tape in my bedside drawer to note each man’s length and girth before we had sex. Now I knew why.

“We’ll need a lot of lube,” I said, returning to the bed.

He was so nervous, he shook like a trembling newborn lamb as I applied a generous blob of lube to my hands. I was shaking too but hiding it better. My excitement about getting him hard made the blood buzz in my ears. It was difficult to draw breath as I lifted his magnificent, heavy cock in my hands to apply the lube.

“Look at my beautiful boobs,” I said, to help him relax. “I want to see you get hard for me.”

His cock swelled in my hands, fattening and growing longer as I made it slick with lube. I felt his pulse through it as I stroked him, as keenly as the beat of my own heart. And still, he got thicker and longer as he became stiffer. I couldn’t get my hand around his girth and had to use both hands to stroke him. It was so big, I could scarcely believe what was happening. I had cheated on my daddy more times than I could remember, but this felt like the first time all over again, only better.

“It’s so big,” I said, hearing the huskiness in my voice.

Now he was fully erect, the ache in my pussy grew stronger, making my stomach clench and my inner thighs feel tense. Deep in my pelvis, my sexual desire burned as my excitement mixed with fear. His cock was huge, and my pussy was tiny and tight. I didn’t know if it could even fit inside me. And if I could get it in, how would it feel? As I stroked him, my elusive fantasy had become real. I finally had the cock I had wanted all my life.

“I have to measure it,” I said, scarcely able to draw breath.

Extending the tape, I placed it at the base. He was nine inches long without being generous where I placed the tape. Then I wrapped it around his shaft to measure his girth. My breath caught in my throat. It was six and a half inches. He had the longest, thickest cock I had ever seen or touched.

“I want to see it cum,” I said, slipping out of my bikini. “Look at my breasts. Look at my tight little pussy. And don’t worry about how I’ll touch you. It’ll feel good.”

I applied a lot more lube, so his magnificent shaft glistened in the sunlight pouring through the bedroom windows. Even though I was nervous, I gave him a reassuring smile. I had milked so many cocks, I was an expert, but I had never done one this big.

I consider milking a cock to be an essential skill for a nymphet. It serves two functions. First, I can get my daddy off in under a minute if I don’t want to have sex with him. I give him a quick milking to empty his balls and then roll over to get a good night’s sleep.

Second, it’s useful if you have a nervous, inexperienced boy in your grasp. They never last long when I slide my perfect pussy down their cocks. The milking gets the first orgasm out of their system while priming them for round two. With one hand, I stroke their cock, and with the other, I slide my middle finger into their butt to find their prostate. I grip their balls with my other fingers and squeeze them gently as I massage them inside.

“Shh,” I said, as Lance looked at me wide-eyed as I probed his tight ring.

I entered him, pushing my finger two knuckles deep to find his prostate. He trembled again. Clearly, no girl had ever touched him this way. Men are often peculiar about it, which is odd considering most enjoy jamming their cocks into a girl’s butt, and yet they are the ones with a prostate, which can give them wonderful pleasure.

Lance relaxed again, his powerful shoulders unknotting as I squeezed his balls and stroked him inside. His cock was way too big for me to manage with one hand, so I circled his crown with my fingers and palm. Unlike my daddy, I wasn’t in a hurry to make him cum.

Now I was playing with the cock of my dreams, I wanted to enjoy it. I teased him for half an hour, taking him right to the edge and then stopping to let his orgasm subside. Then I built it up again while I loaded his balls with cum. I rubbed him inside and out until nothing could stop his orgasm, and he shot a huge load over his stomach and chest. But with all the prostate massaging, I had loaded his balls with enough cum to keep him going without a break.

My heart raced as I changed positions, climbing over him to straddle him at the waist. I applied more lube to his cock and squeezed the bottle into my pussy until I was dripping wet with it and my own juices.

The heat of his cock was intense as I brought it to my tiny entrance. Lowering my hips, I tried to push it inside me. Despite all the lube, I couldn’t get it in. It kept sliding off, like my pussy had to reject it because we were incompatible. The ache in my womb spread through my entire body. My desire was so powerful, I had to find some way to get his massive cock inside me. I tried again and again without success.

“It’s too big,” I moaned, aching with the need to feel it.

I used my fingers to stretch myself open and tried again, plugging the crown into my entrance and pushing with my hips. I always felt the stretch when I had a normal-sized cock all the way inside me, but it was intense as I squeezed the tip of Lance’s cock into my entrance. Then I pushed with my hips. It hurt as I forced more inside me, bringing me to tears with the pain, but I loved it and wanted more. With every inch, his cock felt like it would tear my pussy to shreds. It burned as hot as a red-hot poker, and I felt his pulse as if it were my own.

“Oh, it hurts!” I moaned, with the onset of an orgasm like I had never experienced before.

“We can stop,” whispered Lance. The poor boy looked terrified.

“No!” I said, forcing myself to take even more of his monstrous appendage.

After five minutes of pushing, I got seven inches of his cock inside me before the crown hit my cervix. I had a freight train wedged between my legs. It stretched my pussy to its limit, the grip was so tight I couldn’t pull free to thrust. I had impaled myself on it, with my pussy in agony, and I had never felt more alive. The only friction I could manage was by rotating my hips. It felt like I could never pull his cock free unless he split me open. The agony was blissful as pain and pleasure became one. It was the most intense sexual experience of my life.

We orgasmed together. My grip on his cock was so tight, we felt each other’s heat as one. As he pulsed, releasing his seed into me, I clenched him in response. The pleasure and pain were so intense, I lost all control. There was only white light, with his cock pulsing between my legs, as my pussy burned like an inferno of pure joy.

Needless to say, I’ve hired Lance to do more washing around the house before we go upstairs to my bedroom to cheat on my daddy again. But now I only cheat on him with boys who have cocks as big as Lance. All other men have lost their appeal.

I love big cocks because I love the pain. When I cheat on my daddy, I want a man to leave me wrecked for days. If his cock doesn’t pummel my insides as he pounds it into me, it isn’t big enough. The afterglow keeps me satisfied for days, as I get a delicious ache between my legs that makes it difficult to walk straight.

My daddy often asks me why I’m walking with a slight limp. I tell him it’s my time of the month. That shuts him up fast, and as he’s squeamish, it also puts him off having sex. That suits me fine, as my poor pussy needs days to recover before my next session on a big cock. But what I find most amusing is the fact my daddy still hasn’t worked out why I have my time of the month at least once a week.


26: MINDY

CHRISTMAS WISHES

Mindy is a blossoming nymphet with a bounce in her step like a young girl and she dresses like one too. She wears her diamond-blonde hair in pigtails and squeezes her nubile figure into a tight cashmere sweater and a tartan miniskirt. I admire her beautiful long legs and pert breasts, which are filling out, completing her transformation into a naughty nymphet.

She also has the most striking eyes. Her irises are green and rimmed with gold. Her pupils twinkle with mischief, as if she is always looking for an opportunity to challenge society’s laws of decency. And yet she speaks with a playful innocence, and I don’t doubt her sincerity as she makes her confession.

* * *

My birthday falls on the 20th of December. Few people like having their birthday so close to Christmas. They feel it doesn’t get as much attention with all the festivities happening at the same time. But my eighteenth birthday was the best ever because I had finally figured out why I was so disappointed with boys.

I was ready to lose my virginity, and they didn’t know what to do or how to make me cum. All the fumbling behind the gymnasium was awkward and unappealing. I needed to find myself a mature man who enjoyed ravishing young girls. He had to have a thick cock and heavy balls loaded with cum so he could give my pussy the attention it deserved.

And who else would a girl choose at Christmas time than Santa Claus himself? His silken white beard and hair looked so sexy against his bright red suit. More importantly, he had a wife. He would have squeezed his cock into Mrs Santa thousands of times, so he would know what to do when he took me to bed.

Fortunately for me, Santa was currently in town. He was at the shopping mall, taking present requests from all the good boys and girls before his big delivery day. I didn’t know how he could spend so much time in our town with so many other places to visit, but I took it as a sign he was the man who should take my virginity.

I queued with all the other boys and girls for my turn to sit on his knee to have a candid discussion about my special present. The other boys and girls looked at me like it was strange that I wanted to join the queue, but they were young and didn’t know any better. I had to put up with them staring as I waited, as I couldn’t tell them what I wanted for Christmas. That was between me and Santa.

Santa was popular, but eventually my turn came around. I enjoyed sliding onto his lap, hooking my arm around his neck and rubbing my breasts on his beard. It was wonderful to have him close at last, with his warm body against mine. And he smelled deliciously of gingerbread, which gave my pussy a lovely warm tingling sensation.

“Hi, Santa. You look super sexy this year. And I love your cologne,” I said.

He coughed nervously. “Er, thank you. And what’s your name… er… little girl?”

I fluttered my eyelashes and was grateful I had remembered to apply extra lip gloss. “Mindy. I promise I’ve been a good girl all year.”

Santa looked uncomfortable with our lips so close together. I wanted to kiss him right there and then, but thought better of a public display of affection with all the kids around. They were still at the stage where they thought kissing was disgusting.

“And what do you want for Christmas, Mindy?”

I leaned closer, rubbing my breasts against his chin and whispered in his ear so no one could overhear. “First, I want you to put your hand up my skirt and touch my pussy.”

He tried to pull away, but I felt a lump rise in his pants and press against my leg. “I… can’t do that,” he said.

“Why not? My dress has a knee-length skirt, and I’m not wearing any panties. I had it waxed for you earlier today, so it’s smooth and bare. No one will know.”

His voice caught in his throat, but I knew the idea excited him, as his cock was now pressing against my thigh. “And what else?”

“I want to lose my virginity. Boys are hopeless, so I need an older man. Would you like to be my daddy, Santa? You could take me for walks in the park and pretend to be my real daddy. Then you could take me into the bushes and molest me. It would be so much fun!”

“That wouldn’t be a good idea,” he said.

I glared at him. “Why not? I have needs, you know.”

He shook his head. “I would never molest anyone.”

I pouted, looking dangerously disappointed. “Not even a little?”

Then I understood why he was hesitant. I was being silly and had gotten carried away in the heat of the moment. He was already married to Mrs Santa and couldn’t be my daddy. Plus, I didn’t want to steal him from Mrs Santa. I only wanted to borrow his cock for as many presents as he would give me. Nonetheless, he was still Santa, and I had been good, so he had to grant my Christmas wishes.

“I still want you to stuff something big into my tiny Christmas stocking,” I said with a theatrical wink. “How about tonight? Are you doing anything?”

“There are lots of other boys and girls waiting, Mindy,” he said, shuffling me off his knee.

“Then it’s a date!” I said, feeling over the moon.

He stood, removed his hat and used it to hide his cock. Knowing I had made him get hard left me in no doubt he wanted to jump into bed with me. He hung a ‘back in 10 minutes’ sign and disappeared out the back of his small stage.

I waited, of course, hiding behind one of the large Christmas trees scattered around the mall. They had done a marvellous job of decorating them with so many baubles and lights. It felt truly magical, especially now I knew Santa would show my pussy a good time and make all my Christmas wishes come true.

I waited behind the tree until he had finished for the day, then watched him pack up. He went behind the stage again for a few minutes, then emerged. I gasped. Santa was younger than he appeared, as he had removed his white hair and beard. Even out of his costume, he was still mature and so handsome!

His hair was black, with white at the temples and a wisp of white hair at the front, like a warlock. I understood why he wore the wig and the beard. It would have been difficult to maintain pure white hair all the time. And a wig and false beard were much cheaper than all the bleach he would have needed to whiten his hair.

I watched Santa leave the mall for the day and decided it was time for me to leave too. The weather was mild for the time of year, so it was pleasant to be outside, and I enjoyed strolling in the sunshine and fresh air.

After walking for twenty minutes, I found myself at the house where Santa was staying. It was a remarkable coincidence I had arrived on his doorstep, and it would be rude not to pay him a visit. Moments after I had pressed the doorbell, we were face to face again. My heart melted along with my pussy.

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

I smiled sweetly. “Oh, I was in the neighbourhood, so I decided to drop in and pay you a visit.”

He frowned. “How did you know where I lived?”

I bit my lower lip. “Well… I might have accidentally followed you home,” I said. “But not in a weird way, like a stalker. I’m much too sweet and innocent for that. But I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to stalk me, Santa. You could sneak up on me and grab me and drag me into the bushes—”

“I said I would never molest you,” he said.

I knew he was fibbing, as I had given him a big erection earlier in the day, so I guessed he was pretending he didn’t want to molest me to be polite. No doubt lots of girls wanted him to put his hand up their skirts and touch their pussies, and he was already busy with Christmas. It would be too much work to do both.

“Why don’t you show me around?" I said, squeezing past him into the foyer.

He was staying in a delightful house. It was modern, well furnished and had all the latest conveniences. Although it surprised me he didn’t have red curtains or carpet, as the house wasn’t Christmassy at all.

“Is this your holiday home, Santa?”

He frowned. “What are you talking about?”

“You know, for when you’re away from the North Pole.”

“Look, Mindy, I’m not Santa,” he said.

I giggled at his joke. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

Now I knew why he wore a wig and a false beard. If he didn’t go incognito after work, he would have to fight off young girls like me all the time. Now I was the only girl who knew the truth, I couldn’t wait to go to bed with him.

“I’ll skip the rest of the tour and head to the main bedroom,” I said. “Do you need to take a little blue pill, or are you good to go already?”

He stood there, speechless, with his mouth hanging open. I guess he didn’t want to share personal information so soon. Or perhaps he took little red pills to make his cock get big and hard. I didn’t ask, as we had only known each other for a few hours and skipped upstairs to find the main bedroom.

Santa had a big bed. It was firm but comfortable and would be perfect for sex. He had a red bedspread, so I knew he was fibbing about not being Santa. I unzipped my summer dress and stepped out of it. I hadn’t been fibbing earlier about not wearing any panties, as I wasn’t wearing anything at all under my dress. Then I climbed onto the bed and waited.

Santa arrived a few moments later. He froze when he saw me naked. No doubt he was appreciating my lovely waxed pussy. I spread my legs a little so he could see my glistening pink entrance, eager for his cock.

He swallowed hard. It wasn’t the only part of his body to have that response. “You need to get dressed and go,” he said.

I opened my legs a little wider. “Who’s being naughty now?” I said. “That’s another fib, Santa, and you know it. I can see the lump in your pants.”

He walked over to the bed. “Look, I’m flattered, but this can’t happen. I’m married and old enough to be your father.”

I seized the opportunity to open his pants. His poor cock was straining in there, and I wanted to get it out. “Those were my two key criteria,” I said.

He tried to do up his pants, but my naughty fingers soon had his hard, throbbing cock poking out of his fly. It was the right size, not too big for my virgin pussy. Once I had it in my hand, he stopped struggling, like it was his joystick, and I had control of him. And as I thought of another euphemism for cocks, I wanted my Christmas candy.

“I bet it tastes like a candy stick,” I said, sitting up to take the head into my mouth.

“Mindy, you shouldn’t be doing this…”

Santa was fibbing again, as he didn’t try to stop me. Who knew Santa fibbed so much? I sucked and licked the head like a lollipop, not wanting to take it all in my mouth. I’ve gotten much better at sucking cocks now, but I was still a virgin back then and didn’t know what to do. Santa breathed hard and groaned, so I must have been doing a good job. I looked up at him, staring into his eyes as I suckled his cock until I tasted pre-cum. It was deliciously salty-sweet and better than any candy.

Then Santa caved in to his desire. He pulled off his pants, jumped into bed and kissed me ravenously. It was hot and hungry, our mouths locked together. I pushed my tongue into his mouth the way I liked to kiss boys, knowing how horny it made them.

But Santa wanted more than my mouth. He kissed my neck and shoulders as he worked his way to my breasts. I sighed with the pleasure of his kisses, helpless as the moment neared when he would push his cock into me.

I knew I had made a good choice. Mature married men knew what to do. It wasn’t awkward at all. His hands flowed over my body, exciting me everywhere as he positioned himself between my legs. Soon, I had a molten well of desire deep in my pelvis, which ached to feel a cock for the first time. I whimpered, becoming more of a helpless, shuddering wreck by the moment. My arms went numb, and I didn’t know what to do. I was still a virgin back then, after all.

He ran his hands over my smooth pussy, feeling my excitement. Without even getting a taste of his cock yet, my orgasm was already building. The anticipation was torture.

“Oh, Santa!” I moaned, wanting to tell him to hurry, but couldn’t find the words.

He took one nipple in his mouth. The soft, wet rasp of his tongue made me breathless. I thought I would cum then and there and not even make it to the moment where I felt his cock. I couldn’t take any more teasing. The burning heat swelled in my pussy and I flooded the sheets with cum. I knew I had been a good girl, as Santa was giving me all my presents at once.

Hooking his arm under one of my legs, he guided his cock to my pussy, and my breath caught in my throat. Although I had orgasmed hard, I was ready for another one. Then he pushed his head into my entrance. I stopped breathing altogether as he pushed his cock inside me. It was hot, thick and throbbing. Even though I was dripping wet from my first orgasm, my pussy was so tight it resisted him. He pushed harder, and it hurt, but I didn’t want him to stop.

He grunted as he forced his cock inside me. I couldn’t speak or make a sound. All my senses were numb. There was only the sensation of him pushing his cock inside me, forcing me open to take his full length. My poor pussy felt like it would tear, but the pain blurred with the pleasure into one incredible sensation. I orgasmed again, as strong as before.

It didn’t stop Santa from wanting to pound me hard. Now he felt the grip of my pussy, he went at it like a jackhammer. I held onto him for dear life as he rammed it into me over and over again. I had so many orgasms, I lost count after my third one. But poor Santa didn’t get to cum after all his effort, as a woman arrived in the bedroom and interrupted us.

“Harold? HAROLD?!” she said.

The woman was clearly crazy, or perhaps she didn’t recognise him because he had taken off his costume. He got off me like a colony of fire ants had swarmed his body.

“Honey?” he said, going as white as his wig and false beard. “Honey, I can explain!”

The woman must have been Mrs Santa. Harold must have been her pet name for him. People are weird sometimes. I sympathised with Santa at that moment, as his pet name for her was much more endearing.

She clasped her hand to her mouth, holding back tears and fled down the stairs. Santa hurriedly tried to pull on his clothes. I got there first, as I only had to slip on my dress.

“Don’t worry, Santa, I’ll explain everything for you,” I said, and dotted a kiss on his cheek. “Thank you for my presents. They were the best!”

I tiptoed down the stairs. Mrs Santa sat in the lounge, shaking with shock and rage. She looked straight through me like I wasn’t there.

“Don’t be mad with him, Mrs Santa. I’ve been a good girl this year and that’s what I wanted for Christmas. Santa was only doing his job.”

I knew that would fix the situation and let myself out of their holiday home. It was strange though, because I didn’t see Santa at the mall the next day. I guess he must have returned home to the North Pole or was off visiting another town, as there was no sign of him at his holiday home either.

My disappointment didn’t last long. My Christmas wishes had come true, and I was no longer a virgin. I was now a budding nymphet, and there were many more mature, married men at the mall. It would take me a while to get through them all.


27: JENNA

THE VIRGIN NYMPHET

When Jenna tells me she is twenty-five and still a virgin, I can’t believe my ears. As nymphets, we’re lucky if we’ve reached the legal age for sex before we’ve kissed that rite of passage goodbye. Also, Jenna has a stunning diamond engagement ring on her left hand, so she’s in a committed relationship with her daddy.

It is beyond my imagination how he could resist having sex with her, as she is a blonde with the beauty of a pinup girl, and everything about her is perfectly proportioned and symmetrical. Her large eyes are a stunning shade of pale blue, and her pretty pink lips would look incredible wrapped around a cock.

If I were her daddy, I wouldn’t hesitate to get her big, firm boobs out of her white dress. I would spend hours groping them and torturing her nipples before plundering her pussy. So, she presents me with the remarkable mystery of how a nymphet and a virgin, two opposites, can exist in the same mouthwatering body. I immediately ask her if she keeps her daddy locked up in a chastity cage, as that’s the only explanation that comes to mind and wait with bated breath as she begins her confession.

* * *

I had been dating a man who I wanted to own as my sugar daddy for a few weeks. He had all the criteria a nymphet looks for in her daddy: money, maturity and malleability. His only weakness, from my perspective, was he was also intelligent. Unfortunately, men who reach the ideal age and wealth for a nymphet are successful in their careers because they are clever. So, if he doesn’t already have a wife, a nymphet has to work hard to wrap him around her little finger.

We were having dinner at an expensive French restaurant when he dropped his first, but expected, bombshell: the proposal. So far, we had kissed and cuddled a lot. I wanted him to be desperate to have sex with me. It’s all part of the training cycle with a man, developing his addiction, denying him my pussy, and making him more horny and desperate by the day.

Whenever he wanted sex, I would say, “Oh, Daddy, I’m not ready yet. Can we wait a little longer until we get to know each other better?”

Mature men are impatient and don’t want a long courtship, so they often propose quickly to hurry the relationship along. He ordered champagne before the entrée. The waiter opened the bottle and served it at our table. As he placed a glass before me, I saw a diamond engagement ring fizzing at the bottom of the glass.

“I want you to be mine,” said my daddy, as he raised his glass for a toast. “I have lots of money, so you won’t need to find a job or worry about anything ever again.”

Some women would find this offensive, not romantic, as it was a bald-faced invitation to become his trophy wife. But I’m a nymphet. It’s what I wanted all along, and I got wetter with every word that parted his lips. As the ring was at the bottom of my glass, we didn’t get to proceed with the next formality, my acceptance and him sliding it onto my finger.

But there was a specific reason he wanted to pause before hearing my acceptance, as he dropped his second, this time unexpected, bombshell. It was the one a clever man considers before he proposes to a much younger girl. He pulled a document from his briefcase and slid it across the table. It was a prenuptial agreement. They are the bane of a nymphet’s existence. If I cheated on him or wanted a divorce, I would get nothing. And I wanted half, which was why I was grooming him to become my daddy.

“Look, I got burned by a gold digger,” he said. “She wanted me for my money. I found out she was using me as her personal bank account, and I don’t want to make that mistake twice.”

I held on to my temper. A gold digger! It was the most offensive term a man could ever direct at a girl. Nymphets aren’t gold diggers. It’s a privilege for a man to have a nymphet spend all his money. What else would he do with it?

“I hope you will marry me for love, not for my money.”

“Of course I would only marry you for love, Daddy!”

“I know. I’m sorry, Jenna. It’s because I don’t know why a beautiful young woman like you would want a man nearly twice her age. And you seem to have plenty of money, which is odd for a young woman who is currently ‘between jobs’, as you said.”

He was even smarter than I expected. He knew my clothes and jewellery were much too expensive unless I had a high-paying job, which I didn’t in the accepted sense. So, he had concluded I must have had a sugar daddy to buy them for me at some point.

“She also called me Daddy, as you do. You can’t blame me for connecting the dots.”

“It’s a term of affection,” I said, with a trembling lower lip. “It means a girl loves a man as much as her daddy. And her daddy is always her first and best love.”

“I also found out she was cheating on me, which meant she was never interested in having sex with me except to get my cash.”

There are times when nymphets are grateful we practice our poker faces. This was one of those moments. I wanted him for the same reasons, but I was inheriting the collateral damage of another nymphet’s work. Of course, I planned to use him as my personal bank account and cheat on him. That’s what we do. It’s our God-given right.

“I would never cheat on you,” I said, with a crocodile tear in my eye. “I love you, Daddy. And I can prove I won’t cheat. You see, I’m a virgin and still have my hymen.”

When a girl receives two bombshells from a man, it’s best to send one right back at him.

He blinked rapidly. “A virgin? At twenty-five?”

I gave him my best, shocked expression. “What do you mean ‘at twenty-five’? Many people don’t lose it until much later in life.”

He raised his hands in a peace offering. “I’m sorry. It’s because you’re so…”

The word he was searching for was ‘screwable’, which was true, but now he thought I was as innocent as a newborn lamb, he couldn’t say it.

I nodded and wiped a tear from my eye. “Yes. I’ve been waiting for the right man. Relationships need honesty, integrity and trust. How do I know you aren’t trying to get me into bed? How do I know you won’t toss me aside when you want a different girl? So if you love me too, let’s make a deal. We’ll take things slow and wait a year until we get married. If I prove I haven’t cheated on you by then, you tear up the prenuptial agreement.”

He swallowed hard. “Okay, that’s fair, but only if you let me see your hymen to know you’re telling the truth.”

“All right, if you show me your cock.”

He looked uncomfortable, but nodded. “Fair enough.”

I clapped my hands excitedly. “Oh, goodie! We can play doctors and nurses later. It’s my favourite game.”

After dinner, we caught a cab back to his luxury apartment in the city centre. I would have taken him to mine, but he was already suspicious about why I had so much money and no job, so I didn’t want him to see where I lived. His apartment had the decor of a man who could pay for an interior designer to provide him with the best of everything. I could imagine myself living there, enjoying the views of the cityscape out to the ocean while spending his money. And given another nymphet had already taken him for half, he still had a lot left. It put a spring in my step as he led me through to the main bedroom.

“I want to see yours first,” I said, sitting him on the edge of his huge bed and kneeling between his legs.

I looked up at him doe-eyed, like an innocent girl about to see her first real cock, as I unzipped his pants and pulled them down around his ankles. Then I bit my lip as I reached for his briefs, like I was nervous about what I would find. I averted my eyes as I peeled them down his legs, then looked straight at his cock. In his excitement, it had already hardened.

My breath caught in my chest, and I froze, staring at it with wide eyes. Then I looked up at him with my mouth agape. “Daddy, I never knew men’s cocks were so big. It’s simply enormous.”

It was a solid four inches at best, but I was trying to gain his trust, so a few fibs were necessary. He clearly knew he wasn’t packing much of a sausage in his briefs as he frowned at me.

“You mean you haven’t seen a cock before?”

I gasped and clasped my hand to my mouth. “Of course not, Daddy! I’m a virgin!”

I stared at it while it twitched between his legs. He clearly enjoyed having my mouth so close to it and feeling my hot breath caress his head. I’m certain he was hoping for more and I would take it into my mouth, but I had to maintain the idea I was completely innocent.

“We’d better put it in a chastity cage,” I said, swallowing like his size intimidated me.

He gave me a knowing nod. “Oh, I see what this is about. My ex also wanted me to wear a chastity cage.”

I tried not to act pleased to hear he was already partially trained. At least there was one benefit to inheriting her work. “Oh, so you’re used to wearing one?” It was difficult to sound innocent as the words passed my lips, as my pussy was hot and frisky.

He threw his hands in the air. “No! I knew better, so I refused. Why would any girl want to do that to a man?”

I looked at him like I would burst into tears. “I only want you to wear it because you’ll want to put your cock inside me as soon as you see my virgin pussy and pretty hymen. What man could resist it unless he wore a chastity cage?”

He squinted at me, considering my argument, but said nothing.

“And once you’ve pierced it with your huge cock, you’ll ruin it. And then I can’t prove I haven’t cheated on you. So, you’ll make me sign that awful agreement. And how will I know you won’t get yourself another girl and kick me out, leaving me penniless with no way to fend for myself?”

“You must trust me,” he said.

“The fact you want me to sign the agreement means you don’t trust me,” I said. “But I’m not the same person as the girl who took you for half your money.”

“And I suppose you happen to have one in your handbag,” he said, each word laced with suspicion.

“Of course!” I said. “It’s for my protection. I make every man wear it if he wants to look at my pussy. Even my doctor.”

My doctor was a woman, but a few fibs were necessary to get him into the cage. And they were only little fibs that didn’t matter and wouldn’t hurt anyone. Except for his cock, of course.

“All right,” he said.

I had to contain my excitement as I fetched everything I needed from my handbag. When I returned, I gave him a stern, concerned expression, like I was only caging his cock because it was necessary and not because I enjoyed it. I lubed his cock with numbing gel and fitted the ring, which is always uncomfortable for a man as he gets his cock and balls forced through it. My daddy winced and grunted uncomfortably.

I looked up at him, like it hurt me as much as him to have to put his cock in the tight cage. “I’m so sorry, Daddy. I know this must be awfully unpleasant. Oh, your poor cock! If only there was another way!”

It was important to seed the idea there was another way, but he was stubborn and wouldn’t back down about the prenuptial agreement so soon. I dotted a little kiss on his cock before I slipped it into its new home, a tight metal cage with a small pee hole at the tip.

In most situations, a nymphet will give the man she is caging a mischievous smile as she locks him up. On this occasion, I looked up at him with sorrow in my eyes, as if it had broken my heart to take his freedom away. He flinched when the lock clicked, and I fought hard not to smile. That sound always did wonders for me between the legs, and the timing couldn’t have been better.

We swapped places, and he gripped his cage as if wanting to adjust it so it wasn’t so uncomfortable. The grip and weight on his cock would be a constant reminder of its presence, and he would come to hate it when he got his first erection. I suspected that was only moments away.

I pulled up my white dress, lingering with the satin bunched at my pussy as if too shy to go any further. His eyes widened in anticipation, so much so he seemed to forget about his cage. I pulled the skirt up over my waist and opened my legs a little to show him my pussy, as I wasn’t wearing panties.

“Why are your lips taped?” he said.

I had all the hair permanently removed from my pussy, so it looked smooth and sexy. But I also did it so I could seal my pussy lips with a broad strip of suture tape to protect my hymen.

“For protection,” I said, peeling off the tape. I spread my lips to show him my virgin shield. “There, can you see it?” He swallowed hard. “Doesn’t it look pretty?”

He knelt between my legs to inspect it. “It’s completely sealed,” he said, his voice husky with amazement and swelling lust. “I’m so sorry I doubted you were telling the truth, Jenna.”

So, now he knew I had a hymen. But what is a virgin? I had masturbated more times than I could remember, which was having sex with myself. And what if a girl still has her hymen, but has indulged in anal sex? Doesn’t that count? For some strange reason, society measures a girl’s virtue and virginity by whether her hymen is intact. The argument is if it’s intact, then she can’t have let a boy penetrate her pussy with his cock yet. It’s a perplexing benchmark, as most girls lose them well before having sex for the first time. I was a rare exception, especially at twenty-five.

“Does it make you happy, Daddy?” I said. “I don’t mind you looking as much as you want if it makes you happy.”

“God, your pussy smells so sweet,” he said, closing his eyes to draw a deep breath through his nose. “It’s like a river of butterscotch flowing through a field of flowers.”

I giggled. “Oh, now you’re being silly.”

He smelled me again. “No, I’m serious. It’s perfect.”

“I don’t mind if you want to taste it, Daddy.”

At this point, his cock got hard as he screwed up his face like he had bile rising in his throat. But his desire was stronger than the grip of the cage, and he leaned in to swipe his tongue over my hymen.

“Be gentle, Daddy,” I said, hearing the desire in my voice. “I’ve never done this before.”

He licked me carefully, running the tip of his tongue over the barrier to my love hole and circling my clitoris. Each swipe was magical, like the promise of much greater pleasures to come when I finally let him pierce me with his cock. I shuddered and moaned, with the aching tone in my voice of a virgin who was experiencing carnal pleasure for the first time.

Then my orgasm hit me, and my hips bucked out of control as I squealed like I had never orgasmed before. He let me finish, then set about licking the droplets of milky cum weeping through my hymen as I transitioned into a blissful afterglow.

“It tastes like fresh cream and honey,” he said, carefully lapping as much as he could get.

When he finished, he licked his lips. My pussy had taken his mind off his cock, but now there were no more sweet treats, the effect of his cage hit him like a fury. He stood and gripped it again, tugging it to see if he could pull it off. I dropped my skirt and sat up, admiring his cock straining in his new cage. He had been nursing a suppressed erection throughout his oral tribute to my virgin pussy.

“Can you take this off now?” he said, his face twisted in discomfort.

“No.”

I whispered the word, but it’s important for a man to hear ‘no’ early in the relationship, especially if it’s anything to do with his chastity cage.

“Why not?” he said, cautiously feeling me out before coming back with a stronger demand.

“If you want me to prove I won’t cheat on you, why can’t I ask you to prove you won’t cheat on me by wearing the cage? How do I know you don’t have a mistress or two around the place? And I’ve waited so long for the right man!”

“But I have needs!”

“And I have remained celibate all my life. One year in a chastity cage isn’t much to ask.”

He paced back and forth for a moment. “Okay. But I’ll want to check your hymen regularly. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said.

And so I moved into his apartment, and we got on with life. I planned the wedding and enjoyed spending his money on lots of frivolous extras. He checked my hymen every night when he got home from work. Naturally, this led to him wanting to lick me again, so I had lots of lovely, creamy orgasms while his cock strained in its cage.

After a few weeks, his inspections were fast, as he was eager for his next hit of my cum. He loved how he could savour each creamy droplet as it wept from my hymen and would sit between my legs for ages, smelling, licking and worshipping me. Often, a nymphet has to work hard at building a man’s addiction, but my daddy was doing it all by himself.

He behaved himself with his cage at first, but as the weeks wore on, he asked if he could take breaks from wearing it. I didn’t let him, saying he only wanted time out of it because he couldn’t wait to screw me. By now, this was true, as my pussy dominated his dreams and every spare moment of his waking thoughts. The conversations usually ran along these lines.

“C’mon, Jenna. I’m backed up. Can’t I have some relief?”

I shook my head. “There’s no way I’ll let you trick me into giving you my flower. You’ll have to wait for it, Daddy.”

Eventually, it got too much for him. “How about we bring the wedding forward?”

“How much further forward?”

“Um… how about this weekend?”

I crossed my arms and frowned. He swallowed nervously and shuffled his feet. Then he hurried to his office, fetched the prenuptial agreement, brought it back and tore it in half. I leapt to my feet, hugged him and dotted kisses over his face.

“This weekend!” I said, unable to contain my delight.

The wedding was fabulous, even though it was a last-minute rush to get everything ready. But with a huge budget to work with, it was still my dream wedding and my chance to shine. As long as I was happy, he didn’t care less how much it cost, as long as it meant he could get his cock out of its cage and into me. I wore a classic white wedding dress with a veil and an elegant, flowing skirt and looked the epitome of the virgin bride.

Finally, the moment arrived when we could leave the reception and make our way to the penthouse suite at the top of the hotel. He presented me with his gift, a diamond necklace with a single teardrop pendant that was worth more than a new European car.

Then I let him undress me and prepare me for sex. It was romantic. He kissed me all over before taking me to our bed. I unlocked his cage and removed his sleeve. He had completely backed up balls, so his cock got hard in seconds without me having to do anything. This was good, as I needed to play the part of an innocent virgin bride to the letter, and so I wouldn’t have known what to do.

He was in too much of a hurry to bother with foreplay, so I spread my legs and lay back like a princess. He climbed on top and pushed his cock into me.

“Oh, it hurts, Daddy!” I groaned. “Be gentle with me as you break me open.”

He was too pent-up to ease into it and pushed his cock through my hymen, tearing me open like a brute. I moaned piteously and cried as he pumped away at me with his little cock. It was such a relief when he filled me with hot cum. Then he rolled off and lay panting beside me.

“How was your first time?” he said. “I’m sorry if it hurts. It’s never like that the second time.”

I sighed like a girl who had waited years for this moment. “Oh, no! It was wonderful, Daddy. That was the most amazing sixty seconds of my life! Now it’s time for me to give you my wedding gift.”

I fetched the sleeve for his chastity cage, found his limp cock under the sheets and quickly locked him up again.

He grasped it. “Hang on! I thought I only had to wear it until we got married.”

I snuggled into him. “That was before I found out what sex is like when a man is all backed up. I want it to be like that every time.”

He complained about it, and I ignored him. He didn’t like it when I left him locked up through our honeymoon or for the weeks and months that followed. By then, his whining and complaining about not getting any sex had become regular.

“What is it?” he said. “Don’t you enjoy sex?”

“Oh, no! I love sex. It’s the best. But after I’ve cheated on you during the day, I’m much too tired to go again.”

He stopped cold in his tracks. “Cheated?”

I nodded enthusiastically. “Oh, yes! All the time. And now my hymen is gone, I don’t have to limit myself to anal sex anymore.”

He blinked rapidly, and I watched the cogs turn in his head as he figured out what had happened.

“I love anal sex, Daddy. So through our engagement, I had lots of it while I cheated on you then too.”

Naturally, he didn’t take this news at all well. So I gave his cock its freedom back and returned to being between jobs again. While I waited for the magnificent payout from the divorce, I began my research to find myself a new daddy. Every time I’m between jobs, I also pay my plastic surgeon a visit. It’s astonishing what they can do these days. As well as giving girls perfect tits and other enhancements, they can also give a girl her hymen back. After the operation, I was a virgin again and ready to marry the next rich man who wanted to claim it. It would be my seventh time getting married, but a girl has to earn a living.


28: KATIE

THE HOMEWRECKER

Arguably, everyone wants something they can’t have at least once in their life. For many, it remains a fantasy, a naughty secret they play out in their heads, often when they masturbate. For most nymphets, the desire for the forbidden is simply an obstacle to overcome in the quest for the perfect taboo orgasm. Katie is one of these girls.

She is a petite Asian seductress with a glowing ivory complexion and hair the colour of black coffee hanging to her tiny waist. Her smile is disarming as she dazzles me with her perfect white teeth, but I also see a look of mischief in her cinnamon eyes.

Her voice is high-pitched, like she has been having fun with the party trick of inhaling the gas from a helium balloon. It isn’t annoying, but the opposite and adorably cute, which makes her immediately endearing. With her exotic beauty, innocent charm and hidden desire for mischief, I can tell she’s a pocket full of trouble. She immediately puts a smile on my face as she begins her confession.

* * *

Whenever I go to parties, I always wear my favourite dress. It’s silver with a glittery glamour vibe and a booty popping miniskirt. I want men to notice me as soon as I walk into a room, and when they do, my dress keeps me in the limelight. They stare longingly at the deep neckline, which offers no support for my bust, but I don’t need it with my perky tits. The bodice has neckties and an open back for a flirty finish. With one glance, men know they can pull it open and grab my breasts.

Once I’m the centre of attention with all the men in the room, I take my time to see which one looks like he’ll be the most fun. I eliminate all the single men right away. They’re no fun at all. I want a married man, preferably one who has his wife with him at the party too. The best thing about screwing around with married men is they aren’t looking for a relationship. It’s only about the sex. They already have a comfortable home life to go with their boring wives, so they don’t get needy like single men.

I went to a party last night and had a blast. I met a man named Steve. He was my type, late thirties, good-looking and married. Some men don’t know they’re good-looking, usually because their wives haven’t said it at all or often enough. Steve was one of those men. He had dark hair with a wisp of grey in his fringe, big blue eyes and a solid physique.

He was talking to another man, and I could tell by their body language they didn’t know each other well, so it wouldn’t be hard for me to cut in. I waited for them to bring their conversation to an end and swooped in before Steve could move on to someone else.

“Oh, hey,” I said, holding my drink loosely like I could spill it at any moment. “I’m Katie. We haven’t met. And that’s an oversight we need to fix right away!”

He gave me an awkward smile, the way married men do, as if looking at a pretty, young girl counts as cheating too. “Hi, I’m Steve.”

“Steve! Now that’s a pretty name,” I said and giggled.

It was time to play my hand and use a pickup line. Whenever I made advances on a man, I was careful to declare my intentions without sounding cheesy, clichéd or too obscure. My pickup line had never failed me yet.

“So, Steve. You’re cute, and I’m a bit tipsy,” I said.

Steve gave me another awkward smile as he struggled to find an appropriate response. Whenever a man didn’t know how to respond, I had a follow up line that made my intentions completely transparent.

“And I’m not wearing panties.”

He immediately looked across the room at a woman standing in a group who were having an in-depth discussion about something. It was obviously his wife. I sized her up in one look. She was a bottle-redhead, dark blonde naturally, who had far too much to say for herself. These women were pseudo-nymphets who controlled their husbands by making them feel inadequate. This type of control could be as simple as saying he was bad with money, or he had terrible taste, or by never telling him he was handsome.

I threw back my drink. “So, Steve, why don’t we go upstairs and find an empty bedroom?”

He gave me a pained smile. It was the look of a man who had won the lottery but couldn’t accept the prize. “Uh, that’s flattering, but I’m married,” he said, glancing at his wife again.

I shrugged. “So? I don’t want to have sex with her. Only you.”

The way he swallowed told me he found my offer tempting. The wonderful trait about men whose wives made them feel inadequate was they wondered if they would have sex with a different woman ever again. I expected his sex life with the bottle redhead had gotten pedestrian. For Steve, it made the temptation too powerful to dismiss.

“Gee, if you’d asked me ten years ago—”

“That sounds like a yes,” I said, biting my lip and staring into his eyes.

“I’m sorry, I can’t,” he said, hating each word as it left his mouth.

“Your wife doesn’t need to know. And what she doesn’t know can’t hurt her. I’ll go upstairs and find an empty bedroom. Follow me up in five minutes, and I’ll meet you at the door.”

It was best not to give him another chance to refuse me, and five minutes was a long time to argue the point with himself. Should I? Shouldn’t I? Hell, she’s gorgeous! And those tits! Will I ever get a chance like this again? And all the while, he would imagine getting his hands on my tits and pulling up my dress to screw me hard and fast.

At a party where there’s alcohol involved in a man’s decision-making, they don’t always make the best choice. Well, not the best choice for them, their wives or their marriage anyway. His decision was fine with me.

Steve took four and a half minutes to decide. He had a look of wild desperation as he hurried along the corridor to meet me outside the bedroom. There was no longer a need for words. I saw the lust in his eyes and leaned against the doorframe as he grabbed the front of my dress.

Our mouths came together with hard, frantic kisses as he pulled open my dress to grab my breasts. He was hungry to taste me, and we fought each other to gain dominance with our tongues. As he squeezed my breasts and tugged at my nipples, I undid his belt and opened his pants. His cock was already hard and throbbing with the need to cum.

I pulled up my dress, braced myself against the wall to widen my stance and guided his cock to my needy, waiting pussy. As he pushed his cock into me, I clenched my pelvic muscles to make it impossibly tight. He paused from the resistance, and had to let go of my breasts to grab my bottom. I was so wet my juices were running down my inner thighs, but he had to use all his leg drive to get his cock inside me.

“So–damned–tight!” he grunted, struggling to get it in.

I relaxed a little, allowing him to get it inside me at last. His wife didn’t know it yet, but he didn’t belong to her anymore. He was mine. It only ever took one thrust. And right on cue, she appeared at the top of the stairs, looking for him. She was obviously the possessive type who didn’t trust him out of her sight.

“Steve?!” she called out, advancing along the hallway towards us.

“You can have him back when I’m finished,” I said. “That’s if you want him back.”

I simply took him into the bedroom and locked the door before she could reach us. Then I laid on the bed and lifted my skirt to my waist. Now he had felt the heavenly grip of my pussy clenching his cock, he was too obsessed to turn back. I spread my legs wide and let him see it. His eyes burned with lust, and he climbed onto the bed to resume what we had started at the door.

There were three key ingredients to my perfect orgasm. First, I had to make a man so desperate for my pussy he lost all control of his rational thought. Next, I wanted him on top of me, pumping away like a piston to make himself cum as soon as he could. And finally, I wanted to hear his wife pound on the door while he pounded my pussy. Doing a little homewrecking with a man in his wife’s face always made me cum fast. Steve groaned with joy, unable to get enough of my pussy clenching his cock, not caring about the consequences, only his desperate desire to cum.

We had fast, furious and dirty sex, all animal lust with no tenderness. Five minutes was all I needed to cum. And those five minutes were infinitely better than half an hour or more of vanilla sex. His hot cock exploded inside me as I lost myself in the mindless joy of such wicked pleasure. Even after he had emptied his balls inside me, he kept pumping away like he could go all over again.

I pushed him off me and tucked my boobs back into my dress while he desperately pulled up his pants. In the aftermath of his orgasm, the consequences hit him hard, especially as his wife continued to pound on the door.

I unlocked it, looked at his wife and smiled sweetly. “He won’t want you now he’s had the tightest pussy he’ll ever enjoy in his life.”

Without doubt, Steve would regret what he had done and beg his wife to take him back, but it would be the lesser of his two regrets. My pussy would haunt him forever. He would never forget how hot and tight it had felt, and how hard he had to push to get his cock inside me. And every time he screwed his wife, he would regret it wasn’t my pussy clenching his cock with its heavenly grip. And he would regret that so much more than cheating on his wife.


29: VERONICA

OBSESSED WITH BAD BOYS

Veronica is an ebony goddess with a naturally athletic figure. She has hair like black silk, golden-brown eyes and an enchanting, pearly-white smile. I usually note a girl’s figure and bust when we first meet, but I’m immediately drawn to Veronica’s hands. They’re so elegant, she could be a hand model and a glamour model with her stunning beauty. Her fingers are long, slender and dainty, and her polished French tips give her a look of suave sophistication.

Yet there’s a gleam in her eye that tells me she isn’t an innocent nymphet starting out on her journey of sexual exploration. She is flowering into a domme, and men would be unwise to misjudge her charming demeanour. A domme never reveals her true desires until she has you in her clutches, and by then, it’s already too late. I’m holding my breath with excitement as she begins her confession.

* * *

Some girls have a hopeless addiction to bad boys. It’s like they crave having a boyfriend who treats them like dirt in public, cheats on them and then says it’s their fault because they aren’t good enough. I see it repeatedly because my roommate, Felicity, is one of those girls.

Felicity is a hot blonde with great tits, so she doesn’t have any trouble getting a new boyfriend after she breaks up with the last one. And she goes through men like she is trying to break the world record for the most bad boyfriends ever. It isn’t unusual for me to meet more than one new boyfriend every week. It’s the same vicious circle each time. They get together, have sex, she finds out he’s a dirtbag, and then they break up.

I often meet her new boyfriend in the morning after she has gone to work. Most times, I’ll be making coffee or doing the ironing or some such thing, and her new man will wander out of her room like he owns the place. I’m much better at spotting bad boys than Felicity. They don’t even appear on her radar, but I know one as soon as we meet. Even though she would have drained his balls two or three times the previous night, he always looks at me like he’s ready to go again. He sees a single girl and hopes I’ll give him the chance to cheat. Felicity hasn’t found her inner nymphet yet, so I have to intervene to save her from getting emotionally attached. Girls have to look out for each other so these dirty perverts don’t hurt us.

Take, for instance, her latest boyfriend. I’ll call him Blaze. It’s a suitable name for any of her boyfriends, as they blaze in and out of her life. I was squeezing oranges to make juice when he wandered out of her bedroom with only a towel wrapped around his waist. He had a solid and muscular body and gave me a wry grin. I was wearing my pink satin robe and nothing else, but at least I was decent, which was more than I could say for him.

“Morning, Blaze,” I said, with only a glance.

“Morning, Veronica,” he replied, on his way to the bathroom. “I like your outfit.”

I had met Blaze already. He was one of the few boyfriends who had lasted more than a handful of dates. Most were history in a few days. I took his comment about my outfit as irrefutable evidence he was a bad boy too. It was much too enthusiastic, which proved he was one of the worst types of bad boys: a dirty panty sniffer.

I suspected he was a dirty panty sniffer after the first time we met. He had a secretive look in his eye, like he was sizing up the room to find the lingerie drawers. It wouldn’t surprise me to learn he was the type to steal women’s panties from washing lines, so he always had a pair to hold to his nose when he jerked off. But what a dirty panty sniffer covets the most is a used pair, and the holy grail is a pair perfumed with a girl’s cum and a dash of pee.

As I knew he was a dirty panty sniffer, I had left the aforementioned holy grail on the washing machine as if I had missed placing them in the laundry basket. Blaze would have to pass through the laundry on his way to the bathroom, so there was little chance he wouldn’t notice the bait.

A moment later, I heard a loud thump through the wall. You see, as well as masturbating in them earlier and then using them to wipe my pussy after I had taken a pee, I had also spiked them with chloroform. One big sniff would knock him out cold.

I tiptoed to the laundry. Sure enough, Blaze lay against the wall with my panties on his lap. I pressed them against his nose again to make sure he was out cold for a few more minutes. It was tempting to have a little sniff myself, but I knew the consequences. Panties perfumed with cum and a touch of pee smell so delicious. Whenever I masturbated, I liked to have a pair to press against my nose. It didn’t matter if they were mine or Felicity’s used panties, as long as they had the wonderful musk of a juicy pussy.

I gasped as I removed his towel to inspect his cock. Blaze waxed his crotch all over, which I adore, as when there are no pesky hairs in the way, it’s much easier to fit his chastity cage. Blaze slept through the often painful process of squeezing his cock and balls through the ring. It was lucky for him, as I believe it’s important to have a snug fit, so I always fit a boy with a cage one size too small.

Like all nymphets, I take great pleasure in locking up a boy’s cock for the first time. It’s the foreplay to the months of fun ahead as he gets more and more frustrated and desperate. The only downside was Blaze slept through the best part, which is putting the key in the lock and hearing it click.

Before he woke, I dragged him to the lounge and flopped him onto the couch. Then I sat on the opposite couch and waited for him to come around. A few minutes later, he stirred, sat up and blinked a few times to clear his vision.

“What happened?” he said with a slur.

“You got knocked out by a pair of girl’s panties,” I said. “How embarrassing for you!”

He saw he no longer had a towel around his waist and quickly covered his cock with his hands. That was when he felt the strange metal object attached to it. He opened his hands slowly, gawping with wide eyes and struggling to believe what had happened.

“What the hell?!”

“It’s your new chastity cage,” I said. “That’s what you get for being a dirty panty sniffer.”

He stood, no longer worried about his modesty. “Gimme the key.”

“Only if you ask nicely.”

He bristled with frustration. It had only been a minute since he had seen it, and he was already on edge. It made me wish he was my boyfriend. No boy enjoys getting his cock taken away from him, but the ones who hate their cage from the first minute they feel it are the most fun of all. In only a few days, they feel like I’ve kept them locked up for years. They cry and beg and plead with me to take it off, and that makes me so horny.

“Please, may I have the key?” he said, extending his hand.

“Okay, but on two conditions.”

He sucked in a sharp breath between his teeth. “What conditions?”

I smiled. “First, you must take your punishment.”

“Fine,” he said in a tone that wasn’t at all fine. “What do I have to do?”

“Oh, it’s not too bad. You only have to lie across my lap,” I said. “For a spanking.”

It’s astonishing what a boy will agree to when he has a metal cage clamped to his cock. He sidled over to my couch and cautiously laid on my lap. The excitement swelled between my legs as I took his weight and felt his cage press against my thigh. I ran my hand over his hard, smooth butt in a sensual caress. Then I ran my fingers through the cleft of his cheeks, grazing his butthole on my way to give his bunched balls a playful squeeze. They were like two big plums in his tight sac. The first intimate caress was important. It built his anticipation for what would come next, knowing he was at my mercy as I touched him where no girl had likely touched him before.

I never take it easy when I spank a boy. I gave him his first taste of my hand with the full force of my arm, leaving a bright pink handprint in his flesh. He flinched and cried out. I put another handprint on the other cheek, enjoying the sting in my hand. I always used my open palm, never a paddle. There’s pleasure in feeling the sting as our flesh comes together, knowing how much it would hurt to be on the receiving end.

He yelped as I paddled his butt, first making it pink with my hand, then working it over again to develop a deeper shade of red. Most boys can take a spanking to this level, so it’s important to keep going. Once I had reddened his butt, the spanking would hurt. I went further, spanking it to a deep shade of beetroot, each spank sounding like the crack of a whip. He pleaded for mercy with tears in his eyes and begged me to stop as I showed him how a girl spanks a boy properly.

“Not until you’ve taken all your punishment,” I said. “Otherwise, the cage stays on.”

The wheels were turning in his mind as he took another stinging spank to his smarting cheeks. They were crimson and burning now, and even if I showed him mercy, he wouldn’t be able to sit for days without feeling the aftereffects of my hand.

“How long would I have to wear it?”

He said it through clenched teeth. This was good progress. It meant he was now weighing up the idea of trading a sentence in the cage in exchange for the severe spanking I was giving his butt.

“Forever,” I said.

“Fine,” he said in a tiny voice, which was as far from fine as fine can be. “Carry on.”

“I’ve finished with your butt now anyway,” I said, once again soothing him with my hand and tracing the cleft over his butthole to his balls. Naturally, he tried to stand, thinking it was over. “Uh-uh! I may have finished with your butt, but I haven’t even started on your balls.”

I gave them a firm slap to let him know what I meant. Every muscle in his body clenched. Spanking a boy’s balls while locked in a cage was my favourite way to finish his session of punishment. It’s a unique sensation, like dulled pain, but so intense he felt it through his entire body.

“And I’ll keep spanking them until we get all that wicked cum out,” I said, paddling away at his tight sac.

He let out deep, guttural grunts as I worked them over, building the dull ache into one continuous, tormenting sensation. I have excellent technique, and I always got my way when I wanted to spank the cum out. With a burning butt, a caged cock and terrible throbbing balls, it comes out like rats leaving a sinking ship. Blaze’s cum dribbled onto my thigh with each spank until there was nothing left in his swollen plums.

I gave him a moment to catch his breath before telling him to get off. He stood before me with buckled knees, cupping his balls like the pull of gravity even made them hurt.

“And my second condition is you’ll tell Felicity you sniffed my panties like a dirty pervert. Then I’ll give you the key to your cage. But not until she gets home to confirm you’ve done it.”

Blaze only nodded. He got dressed in a hurry and left. I strolled through to my bedroom, slipped off my panties and pressed them to my nose. After the delightful spanking session, my pussy juices had made them wet, and they smelled like sweet apricots. I lay back and enjoyed the scent as I played with my clitoris and recalled all the details of spanking the cum out of his balls until I hit my sweet peak. Giving a boy the worst orgasm of his life was a punishment he would never forget. For me, it was the greatest pleasure, and the more I did it, the more I couldn’t wait to do it again.

Felicity got home a few hours later. She walked into our apartment, shaking her head in disbelief.

“Are you okay, Fliss?” I said.

She let out a long sigh. “I broke up with Blaze.”

I gasped. “Oh no! But you two were getting along so well together.”

“He told me he sniffed your panties. What else could I do?”

“Oh, my God! What a dirty pervert!”

Felicity threw her hands in the air. “I know! Another one! How many is it now?”

I shrugged. “Gee, I’ve lost count.”

I poured her a glass of wine to console her. She sipped it. “It’s like I have a sign on my forehead that says, ‘Date me so you can sniff my roommate’s panties’.”

I raised my wineglass for a toast. “Well, it’s lucky you’re so hot. You’ll get another boyfriend in no time.”

The crisp chime of our glasses meeting was like the announcement of a fresh start. I knew Felicity would get herself another boyfriend within a week. What man wouldn’t want to date a hot blonde with great tits? But I was also confident her new boyfriend would be another dirty panty sniffer. And when I proved it, he would get the severe punishment of a chastity cage and a flaming butt, right before I spanked the cum from his balls.


30: GEMMA

TEN PLUS A DAY

Gemma is a girl with the same enthusiasm for life as the Energizer Bunny. She bounces into my office looking stunning, with hair like black coffee, a milk chocolate complexion and big hazel eyes. With her melon-sized breasts and round bottom like two perfect peaches, she makes my mouth water. She must give men a maddening appetite for sex. As she has an expensive diamond ring on her left hand, she must have a daddy, so I’m already curious to discover what naughty secrets she has to share in her confession.

* * *

Maintaining a healthy lifestyle is difficult when all I can think about is having sex, but I’m trying to be good and seeing a nutritionist. She said I have to eat at least ten portions of fruit and vegetables each day. She was also specific about not eating meat unless I had it with fruit or vegetables. Yesterday, I came up with a solution to get my daily quota of fruit, vegetables and sex. It all came together like a charm.

I was making breakfast for my daddy while he got ready for work. He works hard to earn lots of money, so I can focus on looking gorgeous and keeping myself in incredible shape. I found a smoothie recipe that ticked off four of my ten plus a day. It’s a cucumber smoothie made with coconut milk, pineapple and lime.

I only had those small Lebanese cucumbers in the crisper, and when I got one out, all I could think about was how much it looked like a lovely, hard cock. Well, that set my pussy on fire, and as my daddy was otherwise unavailable, the cucumber headed straight between my legs.

As soon as I had worked the lightly chilled cucumber into my pussy, I knew I was in for a fabulous orgasm to start the day. It was a waste for my daddy not to get to enjoy my pussy juice too. So I knelt on the floor and placed the blender between my legs to catch the lovely, sweet sex cream dripping from my pussy. I was so proud of myself for finding such a wonderful way for him to enjoy breakfast. My daddy loves the taste of my pussy because I got him addicted to it as soon as I decided I wanted him.

The cucumber was the perfect size for me and much better than a banana. They tend to break when I push them inside, which is inconvenient if there’s no one around to help by eating it out of me. I once tried to masturbate with a telegraph cucumber, but it was way too big, and I couldn’t even get it inside. The Lebanese cucumber had enough length and girth to stretch me open and fill me up, but it was different from a hot, throbbing cock. The chill reminded me of a time my girlfriend, Minnie, sucked ice cubes from my pussy. The contrast of the heat between my legs and the chill of the ice made my head spin with delight. It helped she knew how to lick my pussy too. She’s much better at it than my daddy, but I have to let him lick me to maintain his addiction. To be honest, I love having anyone’s tongue deep inside my tight honey hole.

As I prepared breakfast, I developed a new appreciation for Lebanese cucumbers. I imagined the one in my pussy tasted incredible now I had coated it with sweet pussy juice. And the rich cream of my sex had topped up the liquid levels for the smoothie, so I enjoyed one more little orgasm before adding the cucumber to the blender.

When the blender finished pureeing the mix to perfection, my daddy arrived in the kitchen. He looked handsome in his three-piece suit, especially as I knew what he wore underneath it on his cock. After several delicious, small orgasms, it renewed my desire for more.

“Morning, Daddy,” I said. “I have an extra special smoothie for you this morning.”

He smiled and sat at the breakfast bar. “You’re looking flushed. Is everything okay?”

“Oh, everything is wonderful! I masturbated with a cucumber and had lots of lovely little orgasms,” I said.

He chuckled. “You’re so funny, Gemma.”

My daddy never believes me when I tell him the truth. I don’t know why. It makes me wonder if I should tell him fibs more often. I poured the smoothie and we enjoyed it together. The secret ingredient made it delicious. I watched my daddy savour each mouthful and lick his lips.

“That was the best smoothie I’ve ever had,” he said.

“Exactly what you need to set you up for the day,” I said, leaning across the breakfast bar to dot a kiss on his cheek.

I gave him his lunch and packed him off to work, as I had a busy schedule myself. It started with a shower, which was challenging as I wanted to masturbate again but needed to save it for my first appointment of the day. Hot water and soap are such a tease, especially when you have to rub them into your pussy. How can a girl resist giving her naughty clit a little rub?

Rubbing the soap over it made me wish I still shaved. I wanted to feel the thrill of the razor gliding over my skin, but I had my hair removed by laser. A girl never knows when she will next get her pussy licked, so it pays to be ready at all times. I love a tongue between my legs and it’s so much better without hair in the way. Plus, people enjoy licking a smooth pussy, so it helps to keep them there for longer.

When I had done my makeup and put on a cornflower blue summer dress, I was ready to see my girlfriend. On the way to her house, I bought a punnet of strawberries. They were bright red, perfectly ripe and had a scent like a virgin’s arousal. After sniffing them in the taxi, my poor panties needed changing before I had even arrived at my girlfriend’s house.

I had been seeing Minnie for a few months. She was a petite blonde with beautiful, perky tits and big brown eyes that made my panties shamefully wet the first time we met. I soon discovered she also had a long tongue and knew how to use it like an artist. I’ll take any tongue when I can get one, but if I have a choice, it’s Minnie every time. It’s special to get licked by another girl. Perhaps it’s because girls have soft lips and faces, or they know how they like to get licked, so they can hit all the right spots.

Minnie had a lustful glint in her eyes as she opened her door to let me inside. She wore a pink satin robe and not much else, as I could see her hardened nipples grazing the sheer fabric.

“Does your daddy know you’re here?” she said, after we had kissed.

“Of course,” I replied. “I tell him when I cheat on him when he gets home at night, but he always thinks I’m joking.”

“My daddy would have a fit,” said Minnie.

“It’s all in the way you train a man, darling. I should give you some pointers.”

“Maybe later,” she said, taking my hand to lead me upstairs to the main bedroom. “There’s only one thing on my mind right now.”

We took turns licking each other on our dates, so we each had the chance to perfume the bed we shared with our respective daddies with cum. It was a little game we played to enjoy the reaction our daddy gave us when he climbed into bed that night. When a girl addicts a man to her pussy, he becomes attuned to the scent of her arousal. But all girls are subtly different, so my daddy always instinctively knows it isn’t my cum, even though he won’t admit it. My daddy lives in denial, and I’m to blame.

I gave Minnie the strawberries and didn’t need to tell her what to do with them. She kissed me again as we undressed, knowing how wet it made me, before we got tangled in the sheets together. She plucked the stem from a strawberry and pushed it into my dripping honey hole. Then she worked it out with her tongue.

“Mm… strawberries and pussy cream,” she said, as she licked it loose.

She snared it in her teeth and came up to kiss me, dropping the strawberry into my mouth as our lips met. It tasted delicious and I chewed it blissfully as she pushed another one into me. We steadily worked through the whole punnet as I wet the sheets with cum lightly perfumed with strawberries. Most people would think strawberries for lunch wouldn’t be enough, but I was most satisfied at the end.

“Now that’s what I call a boxed lunch,” said Minnie, licking her lips.

We lay together and kissed, both enjoying my sweet cum like kittens washing each other before a nap. But sleeping wasn’t on my agenda yet. I had only eaten five of my ten plus a day and needed to move on to afternoon tea. We dressed and admired our handiwork. The bed was a tangled mess, the hallmark of wild, passionate sex. Minnie would leave it like that for her daddy, as I did for mine whenever she visited me.

“I’ll bring grapes next time,” said Minnie. “There are way more in the bunch, so it’ll take you ages to lick them out of me.”

“I can’t wait,” I said, kissing her again.

Next on my list was a visit to my boyfriend’s house. Well, one of my many boyfriends. It’s only fair I share myself around, considering most men can’t keep up with my needs by themselves. His name was Mike, and he was fast becoming one of my favourites, as he had a fabulous body and excellent staying power.

He looked delighted to see me, as always, and couldn’t wait to get me out of my dress. Most girls like a man to romance her first, but I’m happy to get straight down to business. We hurried upstairs to his bedroom and got naked.

“You smell like strawberries,” he said, as he kissed my breasts.

“And you’re about to taste like a peach,” I said, producing a flavoured condom.

I was sure there was some trace of actual peaches in the condom, so it counted as one more piece of fruit toward my ten plus a day. I rolled the condom onto his throbbing cock, had a quick taste and then snipped off the tip. There’s nothing better than having a man pump my pussy full of cum, so I don’t use condoms, but this was a suitable compromise to keep up with my nutritional goal.

Mike had a favourite position for sex, and it was fast becoming one of my favourites too. I lay on my back with my legs spread, and he sat up, tucking his knees under my thighs. It was like the missionary position but with him sitting up. At that angle, his cock pressed into my upper wall like he was entering me from behind. I enjoyed every sweet second of having him work his peach-flavoured cock into me. The delicious friction along the upper walls of my love canal as he opened me up made my pussy ache with joy.

I decided to dress his cock in a peach-flavoured condom every time we had sex, as he was so hard it was like he had grown half an inch. I melted into a blissful puddle as he pounded me now he had loosened me up. He gripped my nipples, pinching and pulling them as he drove his cock in and out of me. It was the perfect mix of pleasure and pain to work me into a fury of orgasmic joy. I gripped the sheets, needing an anchor for my first orgasm, as I squirted all over his cock. The scent of our lovemaking filled the air, and I caught a hint of peaches in the heady musk.

Mike pounded my pussy for half an hour before he filled my womb with cum. Thirty minutes was longer than usual for him, which was another good reason to use a condom next time if they had a desensitising effect. I wallowed in the aftermath of so many fruity orgasms until it was time to go home and prepare dinner for my daddy.

“Damn, he’s a lucky man to have you,” said Mike. “How do you get away with cheating on him so often?”

I shrugged. “I tell him every time I cheat on him, but he never believes me.”

With my pussy feeling so much better after a long licking from Minnie and a rough pounding from Mike, I headed home to prepare dinner. I had planned pan-seared scallops with a green salad and pussy-glazed carrots. I put everything on the kitchen bench and poured myself a glass of Chardonnay. Wine was only fermented grape juice, so it counted toward my ten plus a day too.

The scallops and salad wouldn’t take long to prepare, but pussy-glazed carrots take much longer. A girl has to peel them to make them smooth, then slowly baste them in her pussy so they get evenly coated with cum. As we were having two carrots each, I had a wonderful time slowly teasing my cervix with each one. I was tender after Mike’s cock, but I still needed a few more sweet little orgasms to finish for the day. And, of course, it made the carrots taste wonderful.

When my daddy got home, I had the carrots in the oven to cook and form a glaze. I poured him a glass of wine and asked him about his day. He said he was feeling tired and needy, which is his way of saying he wanted me to let him cum. I served, we ate dinner and talked some more.

“The meal was wonderful, Gemma,” he said. “What did you do to the carrots? They had a fruity flavour.”

“Did they taste like strawberries and peaches, Daddy?” I said.

“Yeah, they did. How did you do that?”

I could tell from the guilty look in his eyes he had also detected the taste of my pussy. I prepared dessert, which was a little pot of passionfruit juice mixed with honey to make a syrup. My daddy was getting a different dessert though. The syrup was all for me.

We moved to the lounge, I unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his ankles before he sat. Then I got the key from the chain around my neck and unlocked his chastity cage. As I said, he lives in denial, and I’m the one to blame. But every girl should lock up her daddy, so he’s always desperate and frustrated. That way, he’ll do anything a girl wants.

He got hard in seconds, as I hadn’t let him cum in ages. Using a pastry brush, I coated his cock with my dessert and enjoyed licking it clean. Passionfruit and honey had an excellent synergy with pre-cum, and I enjoyed it as much as he did, even though I edged him slowly so he wouldn’t cum. I looked up at him as I finished my dessert from his cock. His balls tightened as he neared his orgasm, so I stopped licking his crown to ruin his release.

“I cheated on you twice today, Daddy,” I said. “Once with a girl and once with a boy. That’s if you don’t count what I did during breakfast and dinner preparation.”

“That’s nice, Gemma,” he said, eager for me to continue.

I never fib about it. I tell him about every time I’ve ever cheated on him, as it’s important we’re honest with one another, but he never believes me. Perhaps it’s because I always tell him when I’m sucking his cock.

As I had finished my passionfruit syrup, it was time to list my daily intake and count them on my fingers. “Coconut, lime, pineapple, cucumber, strawberries, peach-flavoured condom, green salad, pussy-glazed carrots, wine and passionfruit. That’s my ten plus a day, Daddy,” I said, feeling pleased with myself for reaching my target. “But I have to stop sucking your cock now, because my nutritionist said I can’t have meat without fruit or vegetables.”

My daddy was desperate for me to let him cum, but I enjoyed ruining his orgasms and then locking him up in his cage again. Once his cock was secure, I sat on his lap for cuddles. After so many orgasms in one day, I needed some snuggle time with my daddy, even if I had given him a pair of blue balls. They would count too, as they looked like overripe plums.

“Sorry to leave you with two big blueberries between your legs, Daddy,” I said. “Maybe we can let some cum out tomorrow. Are you proud of me for getting my ten plus a day?”

“Yes,” he said, like he wished cum counted as fruit or vegetable too. “So what’s on the menu tomorrow?”

“Lots more cheating,” I said, dotting a kiss on his cheek.

He looked at me. “You don’t cheat on me, do you?”

“Of course I do! Like my diet, it’s important to have goals. So I cheat on you at least twice a day.”

He stared at me for a long moment, then chuckled. “You’re so funny, Gemma.”

* * *

All these confessions remind me of what it means to be a nymphet. We are budding goddesses who enjoy locking up cocks and denying men orgasms. We cheat and misbehave because it brings us pleasure. As I enjoy listening to the last one, I have some naughty ideas about how I can enjoy myself next.

If you’re a budding nymphet, perhaps these confessions have given you some ideas too. And if you’re a boy, it’s time to make your confession. If you’ve come this far, it’s because you secretly want a naughty nymphet to lock up your tiny cock too.
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