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Mobs swarmed down the street in an assortment of colourful costumes, some impressively accurate and others garishly horrific. As a large group bundled past my house, I watched all the masked and make-up-caked faces look towards my front door, but upon seeing no jack-o'-lanterns or any other decorations at all they continued in their pursuit of candy, moving on to stalk my neighbours.

I breathed a sigh of relief as they disappeared out of view, glad to know that my plan to not be disturbed had so far been successful. After all my potential plans with friends had fallen through, I was spending Halloween alone in front of a horror film that I resumed while slumping back down on my couch.

And I really didn't care that I was missing out on the festivities. I enjoyed my own company and the last thing I wanted was to be disrupted, so I was happy to see the evening growing later and the screams and chatter from outside slowly becoming more infrequent.

But then the inevitable happened. Despite my attempts to darken my house, to show no signs of habitation or any desire to participate in the holiday, a sharp rap on the door almost made me jump out of my skin.

I paused the film, hoping they would simply go away. But then they knocked again, louder this time, with a persistence that annoyed me end.

"I could hear the TV!" It was a woman's voice, coming from outside and muffled but still clear enough for me to hear. "I know you're there. Hello?"

If it had been kids, I would have been more tempted to continue ignoring them. But that loud, individual call and the accompanying taps beckoned me to answer. What if, I wondered, she was in danger? Or maybe she was injured and needed my help?

So I slowly approached the door and pulled it open.

"Trick or treat!"

It was just the one woman standing on my porch who yelled those words, making me grimace in annoyance. She beamed at me cheerily with a pair of plastic fangs while I had a chance to take in the rest of her costume. She wore black knee-high boots and skin-tight latex pants, with a black and red corset that showed off a glimpse of her rather voluptuous breasts where a velvet cloak that hung over her shoulders didn't fully conceal them. Meanwhile her jet-black hair flowed down her black, looking glossy and luscious in the moonlight.

"Trick or treat!" she repeated, shocking me out of my momentary silence.

"Excuse me?" I asked.

"You know, it's that thing that people say on Halloween when they want candy." She looked amused by my confusion. "And hey, guess what...today is Halloween."

"I, err, I don't have any candy."

"Seriously?"

"Aren't you a little old to go around trick or treating?" I guessed she must have been around my age, and the more I looked at her the more attractive I found her, especially in her outfit.

"You're never too old for it." She pouted and glared at me, as if offended by my comment. "But if you have to know, I'm having a bet with my friends. Whoever gets the most candy wins."

"How's that going for you?" I leaned against the doorframe, surprised to find myself entertained by her company.

"Hmm, not too bad." She showed me the contents of the jack-o-lantern-styled basket she was holding. It was about half full with shiny confectionery wrappers. "So people around here are actually very generous. Others...not so much. Anyway, some of my friends have an unfair advantage so I doubt I'll win."

"Why's that?"

"Oh, you know how some people get on Halloween. They've gone all-out slutty with their costumes. They're pretty much showing their ass and tits. I bet there are plenty of guys drooling over them who'll give over all their candy. And the worst part is they're dressed like sexy nurses and cops and angels. It's meant to be Halloween, they're meant to be at least slightly scary."

"But you've done a good job with your outfit," I found myself saying.

"What do you mean?"

"It's quite scary I guess." My heart raced as I realised I was trying to hit on her. "But it's sexy too."

"Thanks," she said with a blush that had her cheeks turn to a shade of red similar to her lipstick. "But that's not going to win me the competition if I don't get my candy."

"Sorry I can't help you with that." I looked her up and down, trying to think of what else to say. Part of me wanted to just ask for her number, but my shyness got in my way as she took a step back.

"That's alright," she smiled, her blood-red lips curling enticingly. "I will continue my search. I won't forget you though. You didn't give me a treat, so..."

She shrugged her shoulders, turned, and walked back down the path onto the street.

I just managed to call out "have a good evening", and as I shut the door I cursed myself for not having the confidence to ask her out at the very least. I even considered rushing back out to find her, but my indecision got the better of me and too much time had passed by the time that the regret took hold of me that I knew I would likely never see her again.

*****

Even as I watched the rest of the horror film, I was too distracted by thoughts of that mysterious woman to pay much attention to the ominous music, growing sense of dread, and the build up to jump scares that would have usually left my heart racing. Instead, I replayed our encounter over and over again in my mind, torturing myself by wondering what else I should have said and done to try and secure a date with her.

I was so disappointed in myself that I was about ready to head up to bed by the time the credits rolled. But then, just as I turned the TV off, there was another knock on the door.

"Trick or treat!"

"Oh. Hello again."

The last thing I had expected was to see the woman again, still in her very attractive vampire costume. Although there was something slightly different about it, and not only the fact that her pumpkin basket was now full to the brim with candy. Clearly she'd been very successful. It took me a moment to realise the simple change she had made to her look: she had pulled her black cloak back over her shoulders so it now only hung down her back. This did the job of completely revealing the front of her corset which was cinched tight, accentuating not just her impressive cleavage but also the concave curve of her waist.

"Are you done staring at my tits?"

"Huh?" My face went red and my heart raced. I didn't realise how obvious I had been. "I...I wasn't...I..."

"Don't worry," she said with a teasing wink. "It's what I planned for, of course. Since we last talked I decided I needed to up my game, commit to the sluttiness so I could compete with my friends."

"Right, sorry," I muttered, still embarrassed that I had outed myself as an easily-influenced man. "I see you've got plenty there."

"So much!" She looked with satisfaction at the contents of her basket. "It was easier than I thought, especially when guys opened the door for me. You wouldn't believe how many horny dads there are around here. They're all eager to give me a little extra. Do you think it's because of these?"

She puffed out her chest and squeezed her breasts together, stunning me into silence.

"I don't know what they expected in return," she continued, a mischievous smile building across her face. "Maybe they were just fantasising about me returning to them later, sneaking in during the middle of the night. I am a vampire after all. Maybe they wanted me to suck them dry..."

My cock twitched at the thought, not just at the image of what she was insinuating but also at the idea that this incredibly attractive woman was flirting with me, which I now had no doubt about.

"So..." I took a deep breath, knowing that now was my chance to reciprocate. "What's a vampire like you doing begging for candy?"

"Begging?" She scoffed but her smile gave away a satisfaction at having me attempt to flirt back. "Oh, I'm just using it as an excuse to scout out my next victim. Lot's of couples and families around here make it difficult to hunt, but finding a man all alone on Halloween...now that's what I call easy prey."

"Are you calling me easy?" I raised an eyebrow, worrying that I might ruin my chances. So it was reassuring to see her bite her red lips, showing off her plastic fangs.

"All I'm saying is, if you invite me in I'll show you just how quickly I'll make you mine."

Her eyes fixed on my crotch. I knew the bulge in my pants was more than visible to her, but I couldn't hide it.

"Then come in," I said, the words falling out of my mouth without much thought. Because how could I, why could I, ever refuse such a temptress?

She strode up to me without delay. She passed through the doorway and stood inches from me.

Even in her heeled boots she didn't match my height. But she seemed to know that it was her, not me, in charge. Being so close, I could smell a perfume that appeared to captivate my attention, drawing my focus towards her. And, having to look down, it was impossible to prevent my gaze drifting from her eyes down to her cleavage, which couldn't compare to anything I'd seen in real life thanks to her corset.

I was so mesmerised that I hardly noticed her seize the door, which I had been limply holding, and push it shut without a word.

"I have to confess something to you," she said as she pushed me against the wall, her hand firmly on my chest.

"What?" I was surprised by the force but I didn't care, especially as she stepped in closer to me.

"My friends and I are having another competition."

She pressed her body against mine and looked into my eyes.

"We're having a little party later tonight where we can feast on the treasures of all our trick-or-treating, but..."

Her face drew nearer to mine. I could feel her warm breath on me. Her lips moved to my ear.

"Everyone has to bring another present."

She gently bit my earlobe. The plastic fangs scratched lightly against my sensitive skin.

"What?" I managed to ask again with barely a whisper. My cock at this point was rock hard.

"Proof," she said, her smile evident in the tone of her voice. "Proof that we've made someone cum."

I gulped and she brought her face closer to mine, almost an inch away. I looked at her lips. They were red and inviting. But before I could lean forward she stepped away and showed me something she was holding between her fingers: a condom.

"So do you want to help a girl out?" She had a playful vulnerability to her voice, but I knew it wasn't ever going to be a difficult answer.

"Absolutely," I said.

"Then follow my rules."

"But what do I call you?" Somehow it seemed impossible to me that I didn't know her name. I just felt like we had known either for years already, not just a few moments.

"You want my name?"

"Yes," I said, ready to tell her my own.

"I don't think so." She grinned, flashing her teeth. "You don't mind being a little...submissive, do you?"

"No, I don't mind at all," I said, instantly intrigued by the idea of her taking charge.

"Good. Then I am your mistress and you will call me mistress. That is all. And you...you will just be my toy. Does that sound good, toy?"

"Yes, mistress." My cock twitched at her suggestion. Something about the anonymity made the situation even hotter. I had never done something like this before.

"Then, toy, take me to your kitchen."

"Yes, mistress."

While I led the way through the house, I knew it wasn't me who was the one in charge. When we entered the kitchen, her heel clicked loudly on the hard tiles and she strode without warning to the dining table, where she pulled out a chair and sat down facing me. I watched as she placed the condom on the table. Whatever kinky domination stuff she was into, I was completely down for it.

"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, crossing one leg over the other.

"Yes, mistress."

"Then take those clothes off, toy. I'm waiting."

Her eyes scanned over me as she waited for me to comply. I pulled my shirt off, trying not to think too much about how crazy this situation was: I had allowed a stranger to come into my house and now I was stripping for her. But I wasn't worried or anxious or even hesitant. I was excited.

She clearly knew exactly what she wanted to do to me, and the thought that she had planned this all, that she had chosen me to play with, had me desperate to see where this would all lead. The condom on the table was enough of a promise of how my night might end.

I whipped off my belt, jeans, and then my socks. She grinned at the prominent bulge that made the material of my boxers stretch. They were all I had left on.

I looked at her, expecting a command to tell me if I should continue. All she did was give me a single nod and she raised an eyebrow as I pulled down my underwear, freeing my hard cock that sprung out ready and desperate for some action.

"Is that for me?" she asked, staring at it with curiosity.

"Yes," I said. "Mistress."

"Come here." She uncrossed her legs and pointed to the floor right in front of her. "Stand right there."

I did as she said, standing before her with my legs parted slightly and my cock pointing to her chest.

"Do you want me to play with you, toy?"

"Yes, mistress."

"I might, if you're lucky." She flashed me a wicked grin that told me enough to know I shouldn't expect an easy path to satisfaction. "First of all, I want to watch you stroke your cock. Go on."

I did as she said. It felt good to masturbate and finally grant my cock the attention it had been desiring ever since she walked through my door, but there was a sense of disappointment that it wasn't being touched by her hands.

I watched as they gently grazed over her latex-clad thighs, up and down and close to where her legs met. The way she absentmindedly touched herself while watching me stroke, her mouth parted to show off her fangs, told me it was turning her on, which in turn made me stroke with even more vigour.

"Did you think I'd just fuck you and be done with you, toy?" she asked. "I hope you didn't...because that's not how it's going to work. Understand?"

"Yes, mistress." I was pumping my cock at a steady pace, but my grip was tight and the sight of her before me was enough to cause my pleasure to build.

"Were you hoping to look at my tits while you stroke?" She squeezed her breasts together under the corset, making her cleavage look even more inviting. I could only imagine having my cock buried between them.

"Or did you want me to...suck it?" She licked her lips then looked up at me, making eye contact. She took the index and middle finger of one hand up to her mouth and sucked, drawing them deep and moaning sensually. Her teasing had my cock twitching with excitement in my hand, and without realising my strokes sped up as I enjoyed the image of her while picturing her lips around me.

"Stop stroking," she then ordered after slipping her fingers.

I reluctantly obeyed. She seemed to have known better than me how close I had got myself to the edge. My cock throbbed desperately and I realised I could feel my climax fading away. But my disappointment vanished as I watched her bring a hand slowly up towards my hard shaft. Her fingers came closer, an inch away from it. She brought her wrist back and slapped my cock with her palm, making me wince as an audible smack echoed around the kitchen.

"Hehe, sorry, toy," she said with a laugh as she enjoyed the sight of my cock bouncing side to side before coming to a rest. "I couldn't resist. Do you want me to touch you more?"

I didn't know how to answer that. She looked poised to hit me again if I said yes, but it could just as easily have been a trick and I didn't want to turn down the chance to feel her stroking me.

"Don't worry, toy," she then interjected before I could answer. "I'm only teasing. I will touch you. But only if you get a few things for me."

"Okay, mistress."

"Do you have any tape? Duct tape, ideally. Or rope?"

"I...no, I don't." I could picture exactly what she had in mind for me, and I cursed myself for not having the equipment she needed. If I was going to miss out on a bondage session with this gorgeous woman, I would never forgive myself. "I'm sorry, mistress."

"Hmm, nevermind, toy. Go get me a pair of your shoes. I'll just have to improvise."

I rushed away obediently, heading back to the front door where I always left my sneakers. When I returned to the kitchen, she was standing up and rummaging through my pile of clothes. She turned with my belt in her hand, letting it dangle threateningly like a whip poised at the ready.

"Put your shoes down and turn around, toy," she ordered with a cruel grin. "And bend over."

I placed the sneakers on the floor and turned away from her, leaning forward with my hands resting on the kitchen table as I waited for what I knew she had in store for me. The first lick of the belt barely tickled my exposed ass cheeks as my mistress got used to the feel of its weight and movement.

"I just want to show you what will happen if you ever disobey," she said, whipping me again. This time it was firmer, leaving a gentle stinging sensation on my skin. "You don't ever want to disobey, do you toy?"

"No, mistress," my answer came with a gasp as her third strike hit with force, making me wince at the sharp pain it left me.

"Then stand there and take the pain like a good toy."

I could hear how much she was enjoying herself in the tone of her voice, as if she was pleased to have got to grips with the belt and how to best wield it.

She whipped me again and again. Each time the pain seemed to increase. The sharp sting following each strike was matched by a dull, uncomfortable throbbed that seemed to extend across both my targeted cheeks. I gripped the table hard as I embraced the torture, surprised to feel just how hard my cock still was from being by her.

"Have you had enough, toy?" she finally asked as the belt hung limply from her hand.

"Yes, mistress."

"Then spread your legs wider. I've got a surprise for you."

I did as she said, feeling my cock throbbing with anticipation as I waited, hoping to feel her hands on me. But instead I heard the whistle of the belt whipping through the air, faster than ever before. And not aimed across my cheeks or down my back, but looping up from below.

It swung up between my legs with surprising force. The leather slapped against my balls at the apex of its arc, concentrating all the kinetic energy into where it struck me.

The pain shot into my stomach. I grunted and keeled over, almost feeling winded from it. I was half expecting another strike and my legs closed together instinctively, but instead I felt her hands on my arms.

"Sit down, toy," she said as she half-dragged and half-guided me over to the chair she had previously occupied. "That's it."

My ass was still sore and it made sitting uncomfortable. I was also out of breath from the pain still emanating from my balls, but all my agony seemed to fade as she came and sat on my lap, her latex-clad thighs spreading to straddle me.

I hardly noticed the belt that was still in her hand, especially as she went to kiss me. Her mouth was warm. Her lips were soft. And I could feel my cock responding to the sensuality of the moment and the heat of her crotch that rested close by to it.

Our tongues danced together. I could feel the plastic of her fake fangs, and I didn't care that she was pulling my hands behind my back. I wanted to be dominated by her. My cock, now with a drop of precum on its tip, yearned to be used by her. So as the leather of my belt was wrapped around my wrists, my excitement at being bound and helpless only grew.

"Do you know what you've got yourself into?" she whispered in my ear.

I just shook my head, feeling in a horny delirium that was aided by the warmth of her body and the smell of her perfume that seemed to coddle me in a gentle aura. I even tried to pull at the bonds that held my hands together, and it was impressive to feel just how secure she had tied them with only my belt.

"Are you ready for me to make you cum now?"

I nodded this time. My cock had hardly been touched by her and yet it felt close to exploding.

"Thing is, toy, the party isn't going to be for another couple of hours." She looked me in the eyes and gave me a wicked smile. "I know that's late, but that's just how my friends are. So...that gives us more time to play. Bad news for you is that I only need one load of cum from you. So you'll just have to wait!"

She hopped off me and picked my sneakers up off the floor. Wondering what she wanted with them, I just watched as her fingers worked deftly to pull the laces loose, hole by hole, until they were freed.

The shoes were then chucked to the side as she approached me and knelt at my feet. With one lace she tied my right ankle to the leg of the chair, then with the other she did the same with my left. With my hands and feet bound tightly, I now had no way of escaping. And with my legs spread apart in my bondage, I had no chance to hide how visibly aroused I still was.

"I thought you might put up a bit of a fight," my mistress said, still kneeling on the floor. Her hand absentmindedly trailed across my thighs. "But it's clear you're into this. Do you fantasise about being tied up by women like me?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered automatically and truthfully.

"Good. But, what exactly does that mean...women like me? How would you describe them? How would you describe me?"

"Mistress?" I was unsure what to say, and I was distracted as she stood up again, only to sit back down straddling my thighs. Her crotch was inches from my throbbing cock.

"Tell me, toy," she said softly but firmly. "How would you describe me?"

"You're..." I stumbled with my answer as I watched her slip a hand down the front of her latex pants. The material was tight but she was able to reach far enough in to make herself moan. "You're beautiful, mistress."

"What else, toy?" She gasped as her fingers rubbed in circles, finding the spot that I could only imagine was giving her an intense pleasure.

"You're so hot and sexy, your body's amazing." I watched her breasts swell in front of me, looking incredible in her corset as her breathing became heavier and her hand moved faster.

"Keep going," she commanded, resting her free hand on my shoulder and squeezing as her pleasure grew.

"You're powerful and dominant. You make me want to do anything for you."

"And...mmm...what do you want me to do to you?" Her lips were parted as she moaned and looked from my eyes and down to my cock. It was twitching and leaking even more than before, still untouched but needier than ever.

"Mistress, do whatever you want with me...just, please touch me." My begs were matched by her moans that became louder in my ear. "Please, mistress, I need to feel you."

"Not yet, toy...fuck...not...yet."

I could only watch as her eyes squeezed shut and her body shook on top of me. She continued playing with her pussy as her orgasm struck her, making herself cum right in front of me as I just sat, bound to the chair and helpless.

I could do nothing but wish I was her, feeling that pleasure overwhelm me. My cock was leaking and throbbing uncontrollably. It wanted to experience that release that was consuming her body and making her lose all composure.

When she finally relaxed, all I could hear was her deep breathing. She slowly slipped her hand out of her pants and brought it to my mouth.

"Lick me clean, toy," she ordered, pushing her fingers between my lips which had obediently parted for her. "Taste my pussy, taste my orgasm with your tongue. Good toy."

I sucked all the juices off her fingers, wrapping my lips around one at a time to taste the part of her that I so desperately wished to see and touch and feel.

Her face was close to mine and it seemed to light up, glowing after her climax and happy to see me still so eager to do as she asked.

"So, toy, do you still want me to fuck you?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered as she drew her pinky finger out of my lips, making me miss the taste of her.

"Well, it's not gonna happen. I've got to keep you wanting more, haven't I? Plus, these pants take way too long to get on and off, so you just have to be content with some other attention."

Suddenly she reached down with her hand and stroked my cock. The sensation made me groan. Her fingers were still warm and wet from me sucking them, and after so long being teased by her the intensity of the pleasure was incredible.

"But I can promise you, my cunt is so fucking tight you wouldn't be able to last a minute if I fucked you hard." She smiled, knowing how quickly I was being taken to the edge. "I might even let you cum inside me if you're good."

Then she let go. My cock had so quickly been brought close to an orgasm, but she had denied it of any more stimulation before I could truly enjoy it.

"But that's not gonna happen today. I've already satisfied myself, and you know what I need from you."

She slipped off my lap and I watched desperately as she approached the condom lying on the table nearby. But then she turned and snatched a sock I had been wearing from the pile of clothes discarded on the floor.

"Open wide, toy," she commanded, pushing the sock inside my mouth. It was fuzzy and unpleasant and it tasted like sweat after having been worn for the entire day, but I accepted the makeshift gag without complaint. "This is to muffle your screams when I suck you dry."

"Mmhmm?" My cock twitched at the thought. Something about the look of mischief on her face made me even more aroused, as if I didn't care what she had planned. I just wanted to remain her toy to be used as she pleased.

"Is this what you want?" She finally picked up the condom off the table and stepped around behind me.

"Mmm," I tried to moan a yes.

"Why's that, toy? Is it because you know once I put this on you, you're a step closer to cumming?"

"Mmhmm." I nodded as she put her hands on my shoulders.

"Well, what if I changed my mind? Maybe I've grown bored of you. I'm sure I can find another guy to play with tonight?"

"Mmmmm?!" I panicked at the thought. I knew she was teasing me, but the idea of being left unsatisfied had my heart racing.

"Sorry, toy, I'm only being mean." She stepped back around in front and dropped to her knees. "I suppose you were kind enough to invite me in..."

I trembled in my bonds as she leaned forward, her long hair tickling my thighs, and stretched her tongue out.

I shivered as she touched the base of my cock with only the tip of her tongue. She slowly licked up the shaft, following the glistening trail left by the few drops of precum that had dribbled down. My cock throbbed as she got nearer to the tip. I sighed with pleasure when she reached my frenulum. Then her tongue swirled briefly around the head before she pulled away.

"You taste good, toy," she said, flashing her fangs as she smiled at me. "It's a shame I'll need to keep your cum for evidence. I would have loved to swallow it."

My heart fluttered at the thought of pumping my cum into her throat and watching her swallow, but any disappointment at knowing that wasn't going to happen was banished as soon as I saw her rip open the condom wrapper.

"Don't move, toy."

She put the condom between her lips, holding it in place as she moved closer again. Amazed at her skill, I watched as she pushed the latex ring over the tip of my cock then rolled it down the shaft using only her lips. Her mouth opened as she enveloped the head with her warm breath, then she kept going down and down, taking my cock inside her and making me squirm with pleasure.

I was impressed as she effortlessly went all the way down, pushing her lips right to the base, and when she pulled back up the condom was glistening with saliva while perfectly sheathing my cock.

"Ta da," she said with a grin. "Ready for this vampire to suck you dry?"

"Mmhmm!" I nodded eagerly, excited all the more now that I knew the extent to her skills.

She didn't say another word. Instead, she just plunged back down over my throbbing cock, sucking me hard and giving me a blowjob that had me shaking in my seat.

Her head moved up and down from tip to base with a strong, regular rhythm. She sucked tight, her cheeks pulling in and her red lips forming a seal around me. Her fangs were spaced far enough apart that they didn't inhibit her actions, but I could feel now and then a soft spike as they poked through the latex.

My cock seemed to pulse harder in her mouth as she took me deep and gave me the pleasure that I had been desiring for so long.

I struggled in my bondage as the sensations became so intense that I couldn't sit still. The belt kept my wrists together behind me. The shoelaces didn't loosen despite my ankles trying to pull away from the chairlegs. And the sock in my mouth became soaked with my saliva as I moaned helplessly.

Saliva dribbled down over my chest as I struggled to contain myself. I had become a drooling mess thanks to this woman, and I was enjoying every second of it.

She was too. Her eyes lit up with delight at the sounds I was producing. She knew exactly how easily she had taken control of me, and how quickly my pleasure had become owned by her. The throbbing of my cock in her mouth and the shaking of my body as I neared the edge were enough to show her just how capable she was.

"Do you want to cum yet, toy?" she asked after coming up for air.

"Mmhmmm!" I nodded desperately, feeling my cock yearn with frustration to feel her again. It stood upright. The condom was even more coated with her saliva.

"Then beg me, toy. Beg me to suck you dry."

"Mmhphmmhm!" I tried to do as she asked, knowing I needed to cum more than anything.

"Keep begging, toy. Keep begging and maybe I'll let you."

"Mmhmmm."

My non-verbal pleading continued and quickly turned into responses of pleasure as she went back to sucking me. This time the blowjob was slower. Each movement up and down was more drawn out. But it was firmer too. Her mouth sucked tighter. She knew this was all that was needed to bring me closer.

"Mmmmmmm." I was consumed by pleasure, teetering at the edge as she continued sucking. If she kept going, nothing could stop me from cumming. "Mmmhpphmmmmhnmmm!"

My begging was enough to satisfy her. She didn't slow down. She looked up at me, smiling with my cock in her mouth and showing off her fangs again.

But then her lips wrapped around tight once more, focused just below the head of my cock where her tongue pressed and rubbed against the frenulum to bring me over the edge.

It took only a moment more of stimulation. The mounting pressure built quickly and unrelentingly. My wrists and ankles pulled harder against their bonds as the energy in my body tried to escape. And then it finally burst out.

My mistress kept sucking and licking as my cock pulsed. Cum shot out, filling the tip of the condom.

I imagined it spraying into her mouth to be swallowed. My climax was powerful. Each shot seemed to rush out with more force because of the tightness of her lips around me. My load was big and thick and powerful.

Like a vampire she didn't relent. She continued sucking throughout my explosive climax. She seemed to draw every bit of energy from my body. All my cum was drained from me until I felt empty and my cock finally relaxed.

I almost forgot about the condom in my post-orgasmic daze. I expected to see her reveal a mouthful of my hot cum. But instead she drew her head back and I could see the thick white load filling the condom and making it sag at the end of my cock.

Without a word, she peeled the condom off me, pulling the latex and making it stretch until it flung away from my softening shaft. I watched as she tied it off and examined the milky content with a proud look on her face.

"I reckon my friends will be impressed with how much I got out of you."

She stood up and showed off the filled condom by letting it sway like a pendulum in front of my face.

"Thank you for the treat, toy," she said before moving around behind me. "This means I don't need to find a way to trick you."

I felt my hands being freed. Then the sock was pulled out of my mouth and chucked aside.

"I need to head off, toy," she said, making for the door.

"Will I see you again?" I managed to ask despite my dry throat.

"Maybe, toy." She paused and turned, looking my naked body up and down and allowing me to return the favour, admiring the curve of her body in her latex pants and tight corset.

"If I want to see you," she said at last, "I know where to find you. Goodbye, toy."

She left the kitchen, the condom containing my cum still in her hand, and a moment later I heard the front door slam shut. For a couple of minutes I remained seated, contemplating what had just happened.

That woman had left my life just as quickly and mysteriously as she had entered it, and as I finally reached down to untie my ankles I knew I would be waiting eagerly for days or weeks or even months with the hope of her return.

The End
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