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Introduction

​


I was pretty surprised when my friend, Lori
Perkins, publisher of Riverdale Avenue Books asked me if I’d be
interested in publishing a collection of my short stories. I hadn’t
really thought about it before. First I wondered if I had enough
work to fill a collection. Then I thought, well, of course I do,
but what would be the theme? My work is fairly eclectic, to say the
least. But Lori said, “Femdom, of course!”

Of course.

Looking through all my stories, I realized
that about four of the seventy plus stories I might consider using
weren’t femdom. So I told her yes, thanks, and I began to pick out
a collection. I had my doubts that anyone would be interested. If
you aren’t close friends with a writer, let me explain something to
you: we’re needy, nerdy and tend to believe that what we write is,
somehow, how can I put this—crap—even when faced with
publication credits to the contrary.

While I’m writing, I have no idea if the story
I’m putting down is any good. I mean, I generally think it’s a good
story, but am I telling it well? I’m plagued with a lack of
self-confidence. I don’t share my work with anyone so I don’t get
feedback. I don’t ask people to read what I’m writing unless I’m
really stuck (and I can usually unstick myself) so, I suppose I do
write in a vacuum. But when I go back and read something later, I
invariably think, “Hey, that’s not bad,” and I’m genuinely
surprised.

That’s what happened when I started rereading
stories in consideration for this collection. The more I read, the
more excited I got. You see, I genuinely like these stories and I
hope you will too. And even if you’re some kind of super-fan and
have read every single anthology with a story by D. L. King, you
won’t have read all of these because there are a few pieces that
have never been published before. One of them, a particular
favorite of mine, “Tao of Lust” is too intense for most publishers.
Thankfully, it’s not too intense for Riverdale Avenue Books (I
seriously like that about RAB).

And then there’s the Hanukkah story. Fitting
femdom Hanukkah erotica stories into anthologies is harder than one
might think—but not when it’s my own collection.

Plus, I’ve included some of my all-time
favorite stories. “The Mistress of Carabas” is a good example. It’s
an erotic retelling of the Puss ‘N Boots fairytale, but with a
femdom slant and a New York setting. I love New York and so I tend
to set most of my stories in the place I’m most comfortable. New
York, or most often Brooklyn, where I live, is usually as much a
character in my stories as any of the people you meet in
them.

The book begins with a pair of my favorite
characters. Cute Boy was born in “Let’s Dance,” a story I wrote for
Fast Girls, edited by Rachel Kramer Bussel. And then Eve and
Cute Boy return a bit later in “Cute Boy Gets Squeezed.” I love the
Cute Boy stories because they are so very New York. Or at least
they are to me. They’re loaded with references to real people,
places and things. But then, all of my stories are like that, to
some extent. One of my favorite things in “Let’s Dance” is the
reference to my first novel. Read the story; you’ll figure it
out.

You’ll find a lot of different scenarios and
different plots. Being a collection of my work, you can expect to
find a lot of great butt sex here. I’m a big fan of anal sex and
the story, “In Training,” deals with the topic on a very personal
level. It’s all about whether being on the receiving end
automatically makes you submissive. So, is anal sex a
submissive act? You tell me.

I’ve included my steampunk story from
Carnal Machines. I love this story. “The Treatment” may be
Victorian but it’s vintage D. L. King. Ooh, give me willing boys to
play with and I can have sooo much fun. Of course, I like all of
these stories.

My conclusion after putting the collection
together: I’d buy it, and that’s saying something. I hope you enjoy
it as much as I enjoyed writing it, and if you do, I’d love to hear
from you!

 


D. L. King

New York City


 




Let’s Dance

​


Hands up in the air, twirling around
trancelike, eyes closed, with a stupid smile on his face—or maybe
it was more a beatific smile. Actually, I’ve seen that same look
before, seen it a lot. I mean the whole thing, like if he had been
tied that way and suspended, his body set twirling in the air. But
this wasn’t like that. This was on a dance floor at a club. A
regular, vanilla club. I’m just saying…

Patty had convinced me to go out for drinks
after a particularly long day—week—year at work and we’d ended up
in this cool-kid college bar. Not our usual kind of place, but it
had a happy hour. We’d been scoping out the field, discussing each
guy’s assets—and ass—in great detail. “Hey Eve, what about that
loon?” she asked me.

I followed her finger and saw him. She was
laughing but I was thinking Oh how sweet.

“What?” She looked at me like I was
insane. “What,” I said again. “He’s adorable. Just look at him.” A
laugh and the scent of gin wafted toward me. “C’mon. You don’t
think he’s cute?” More laughter. “Seriously. He’s just into the
music. I think it’s sweet.”

“Somebody needs another drink,” she
said as she pulled me back toward the bar.

I didn’t really want another drink, but I
played along. With two fresh martini’s, one vodka and one “real,”
we wandered back to our previous lookout. Cute Boy was still on the
dance floor, this time dancing with another guy and girl. The three
of them looked like they didn’t have a care in the
world.

When the music changed, his friends left the
floor and I decided to go for it. Handing my drink to Patty, I
danced my way into the crowd. From behind, I put my hands on his
hips and he jumped. He tried to turn to see what was going on but I
pressed my body to his back, grabbing his prominent pelvic bones
and grinding myself against his ass.

I could feel his pulse speed. He was a
gazelle. I was stronger and more powerful. And I was
hungry.

“Um, Alice?”

“Who’s Alice?” I asked.

“Oh. I thought maybe you were
Al…coming back from the bar. Do I know you? I mean, it’s all right.
I mean, who…?”

“No, you don’t know me.” I moved my
hands in from his hips, and down, keeping the pressure on. “Would
you like to?”

“Uh huh.” He put his hands over
mine and we continued to dance, my fingers stroking his cock
through his jeans.

I love those baggy pants, especially on skinny
white boys. You can hide an embarrassment of riches in there. My
hands just naturally found their way past the waistband to his
naked cock. That was when his hands grabbed mine from the
outside.

“Aren’t you just the cutest thing?
Did somebody shave you? And, by the way, do something else with
those hands, unless you want me to go away.” He let my hands go and
tentatively reached back to cup my ass.

“Like what you feel?” I asked as my
fingers found damp balls and toyed with them. As I worked my way
slowly back towards his hole, he almost collapsed
forward.

“I was right: you are adorable,” I
said.

Moving my hands back, I gently squeezed his
balls. “Have a girlfriend?”

He shook his head. “Have a
boyfriend?”

He laughed.

“Keeper?” He shook his head again
and turned back to see who was tormenting him.

“What’s your name?”

“Pete.”

“Wanna go somewhere,
Pete?”

“I…”

“Yes?” I asked. I pinched the tip
of his cock and squeezed his balls with my other hand. He jumped.
“Oops,” I said.

“I…”

He jumped again when I pulled my hands from
his pants, slammed them onto his hips and moved him away from my
body. “Oh, well.”

“No, wait. Yes. I mean,
yes.”

“Good answer.” Keeping my hands on
his hips, I led him off the dance floor, toward Patty and my drink.
I put my arm around his waist and picked up my martini. “Patty,
this is Cute Boy. Cute Boy, this is Patty,” I said as I took a
healthy swig of vodka.

“Pete,” he said, reaching out his
hand to Patty.

As Patty reached for Pete’s hand, I put my
empty glass in hers. “I gotta take Cute Boy home now. See you next
week.” I could hear her bark of laughter as I guided Pete to the
door.

Once on the street, Pete put his arm across my
shoulder. “What’s your name?”

“Eve. Short for Evangeline. But I
haven’t decided whether you get to use it or not.” I hailed a
cab.

He looked so bewildered. He wasn’t at all
drunk. “What do you mean I don’t get to use it? What am I supposed
to call you?”

Once in the cab, I said, “Hey, Cute Boy, who
shaved your boy parts?”

A blush began at the top of his ears and
traveled to his cheeks. “Um, I did,” he said.

“What made you decide to do
something like that?” The blush spread to his forehead and neck
simultaneously and he looked at the floor of the cab. “Aw, c’mon,
you can tell me.” I rested my hand on the inside of his thigh and
gave him a good-natured squeeze. He shifted in his seat and looked
at me. It looked as if he was trying to gage my politics—or maybe
whether he could trust me. Whatever he was thinking, the body butt
I gave his shoulder must have swayed him.

“Well, see, I was reading this
book… and the guy in it—I guess it was a dirty book…” He looked out
the window at the Manhattan Bridge. “Where do you live?”

“Brooklyn. Go on.”

“So, yeah, anyway, this guy was in
this experiment and the women who were doing the experiment had to
shave him, see.” I nodded my head. “And he seemed to like it. The
way it felt. In the book. And I thought maybe I might like it
too.”

“And do you?” The blush got more
prominent as was the tent in his jeans. “Cute Boy, you’re so
cute.”

“I’m kinda’ embarrassed. I just did
it last night. Didn’t know if I could, well, be with anyone—this
way, you know?” He shot a glance at the back of the cab driver’s
head.

Where was HBO when you needed them? The driver
wasn’t paying any attention. He was on his cell, having a heated
discussion, in low tones, in an unrecognizable language as the cab
shot across the bridge.

“Brooklyn?”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s not a
foreign country,” I said. “I think you’re gonna like it; the shave,
I mean. Anyway, you’ll know pretty soon, one way or another. And
I’ve decided: You can call me Miss.”

The cab stopped. I paid the driver and waited
for Pete to get out.

“You live here?” he asked.
He gazed up at the six-storey Red Hook building that had done duty
as a warehouse at the turn of the century and was now artist
lofts.

“Yeah,” I said. “And we have the
whole place to ourselves.” The elevator opened onto a large, open,
industrial space. Photographic equipment was off to one side, a
couch and two over-stuffed chairs faced away from the windows,
toward a big flat screen TV, leaving the window side of the room
empty.

“Make yourself comfortable. My
roommate’s out of town, on a photo shoot. He does fashion and
fetish. What would you like to drink?” I asked, from the
kitchen.

“I was drinking beer at the bar.
Eve, right? This is awesome.”

I handed him a bottle of Beck’s. “That’s
Miss to you. Take off your clothes. I want to see if you did
a good job.” He looked at me, and then at the windows, which looked
out onto the harbor and darkness. “It’s OK, Cute Boy; no one’s
gonna see you except me.” I slid his t-shirt up over his abs and
past his chest. I loved the little patch of black hair he had
between his pecs and around his nipples. I ran my hands over them
and he sighed. The scent of beer lingered. “Come on, Cute Boy,
chop, chop. Let’s go.” I raised the shirt higher and he pulled it
over his head.

“You were adorable, dancing at the
bar. I loved the way you had your hands in the air, sort of like
you were in another world.” I unbuttoned his pants. Oversized, they
immediately slid down to his ankles, leaving him completely naked.
Pete’s hard-on curved to the right. “Don’t you think it makes your
cock look bigger?”

“What?” he said, reaching for the
buttons on my blouse.

“Later, maybe, if you’re very
good,” I said. I brushed his hands away and ran mine up his shaft.
“Shaving off your pubic hair,” I said. “It makes your cock look
bigger.” He shuddered and tried to bump himself against me.
“Doesn’t it feel nice in the air, bare like that? I bet you’ve
hardly been able to keep your mind on anything else, or your hands
off, ever since you did it.” I ran my hand softly over the shaved
skin around the root of his cock. “Isn’t that right?” I could see
pre-come beginning to leak from the tip.

He groaned. “Don’t you wanna get naked?” he
asked.

“Ever been tied up?” He watched my
mouth as if I were speaking a foreign language. “I know what kind
of book you were reading.”

My hands explored his hot skin and I felt the
familiar cunt tingle I always get at the start of the game. Naked
boys, especially when I’m clothed, just do it for me. My breath
hitched as I reached for his balls and gently rolled them around in
my palms.

He shook his head no.

“Wanna be?”

His cock waved. “Um…”

“Yeah, I guess you do, don’t you?”
I looked him in the eye and nodded. He copied the nod as he looked
at me. “I do the rigging for my roommate on some of his shoots.” He
just stared at me as I fondled him. “I tie his models
up.”

“Oh,” he said. “Oh. Okay.” Goose
bumps appeared on his chest and arms.

“All right, so, if you don’t like
it, or you want to stop, you have to say, I’m done,
understand? If you say anything else, I might not know what you
mean, so you have to say, I’m done.”

“I got it,” he said. “It’s just
like in the book I was reading. Oh my god.”

I spread a blanket on the floor by the window
and had him stand in the center. I began with a utilitarian chest
harness. The pattern incorporated diamonds in both back and front
as well as two horizontal ropes falling above and below his
nipples. Checking in with him, I asked him how he was
doing.

“Fine,” he said. This is
fun.”

I ran my hands over his imprisoned nipples and
watched the waves of goose bumps travel up and down his chest.
“Nice, huh? Everything feels more intense in the ropes, doesn’t
it?” His body gave a little involuntary shake and I set to work on
his thighs and groin.

Putting double wraps around each thigh at
three separate points, I joined them on both the outside and inside
of his legs. I brought the tails, from his back tie, down the crack
of his ass and up between his legs. Pulling them tight, I tied them
off at the waist.

“How does that feel?” I asked,
running my fingers up and down the rope that stretched his ass
cheeks apart.

“Fuck,” he said. “That’s so
amazing.”

I ran my hands between his legs on either side
of his straining cock and gave the taut, smooth skin just above his
erect shaft a smack.

“Oh my god, don’t stop,” he
said.

“We’re not done yet. Plenty of time
to play later. More work to be done yet. Keep your pants on… so to
speak. Raise your arms, with your hands in the air, like when you
were dancing.”

I wrapped each arm separately and brought the
tails down his back and between his legs, wrapping and separating
his balls, before creating a rope cock ring. “Still good?” I
asked.

“Yeah, but if I lower my arms, all
the tension’s gone.”

“Don’t worry, just be patient.” I
helped him lie down on the blanket and then lifted his arms over
his head again, spreading them wide and fastening his wrists to a
stretcher bar. By the time I finished with the stretcher bar, he
was drifting off into sub space. It seems Cute Boy was a total
bondage slut. The noise of the electric winch snapped him out of
his trance.

“What’s going on?”

“I’m going to suspend you. I think
you’ll like it.” I attached the ropes from the pulley system to
three strategic points on his back and waist harness, making sure
his weight was evenly distributed, then I attached the spreader bar
to the pulley system as well. I supported him as the winch began to
lift him from the floor. When he was vertical again, I wrapped his
calves to his ankles and lifted first one leg, then the other, off
the ground, bending his knees and fastening his ankles about a foot
from his thighs so it looked like he was jumping.

“OK,” I asked?

“Amazing,” he replied. “Please say
you have a camera. You gotta have a camera!”

I laughed and held him by the balls, rocking
him back and forth, looking into his eyes. “You’re a lot of fun,
Cute Boy.” As I ran my hands over his shaved groin and my fingers
along the sides of the rope separating his ass, he began to shake
in his harness. I played with the pre-come at the tip of his cock
and stroked the underside.

“You want to come?”

“Oh, Yeah,” he moaned.

“What’s my name?”

“Eve.”

I smacked his ass.

“Miss, Miss!” he yelled.

“I like this smooth skin, Cute
Boy,” I said, stroking the newly shaved skin. A combination of
touch and gentle humiliation brought him off and, once he was done,
I lowered him back to earth and removed the ropes.

After some cookies and cuddling, we exchanged
numbers and as I walked him to the door he glanced over at my desk.
“Hey, that’s the book,” he said.

I looked down. “That book?”

“Yeah, that’s the book I was
reading.”

“No shit? I wrote that book,” I
said, handing him the sequel.

 










A Different Kind of Reality Show

​


The contract was for a week. I’d have
everything I needed to live—everything but the physical presence of
others. The ad in Soul-Bound had suggested thinking about
the service period like a kinky reality show; it would, after all,
be televised for an exclusive paying audience. Pay-per-view kink,
yeah, I’d been there before—a lot—but, never as the star of
the show.

It got me thinking and kept me thinking for
days; I couldn’t pass it up. I’m sure I wasn’t the first to feel
that way and probably wouldn’t be the last. They were going to pay
me very well for a week spent in confinement. It would be a week
spent alone in a posh condo, naked, submitting to the voice
commands of an exclusive audience of women. I would be on camera
and on call twenty-four hours a day for seven days.

I’m kind of an exhibitionist at heart. I like
being naked and I don’t mind being watched. My dick isn’t bad; at
least I’ve never had any complaints. I think it’s pretty nice when
it’s up and ready for action—like I said, no complaints.

I sent in my application with the required
photos and waited. About five months later, an envelope came from
Soul-Bound. I had to think for a second: Who the hell was
Soul-Bound? I was about to throw it in the recycle bin, it
hit me—starring in pay-per-view kink! I’d all but forgotten about
it.

They wanted me. Cool. Of course they did. Why
wouldn’t they?

I took a week’s vacation from work and on a
Saturday night, drove across the Verrazano Bridge to an
industrial-looking building in Midtown Manhattan with its own
underground garage. The elevator opened onto a reception desk on
the fifth floor. The guy manning the desk asked for my ID, and
after scrutinizing it, announced my presence to someone at the
other end of a phone line.

“Okay, follow me,” he said after
hanging up the phone. “You ever done any professional work
before?”

“Well, yeah, I’m a CPA at a firm in
Jersey.”

“No man, porn work. You know, sex
work. You done any sex work before this?”

“Oh, I see. Porn. Yeah, well, yeah.
I mean no. I mean—porn?”

“Yeah buddy; porn. Waddya think? I
mean, you’re gonna be naked, on camera, for a week. Waddya think it
is? But hey, if you got a problem, you gotta let me know now. No
one’s gonna let you outa there unless you’re sick or somethin’ once
you go in, ya know? So? You still wanna do this?”

“Well, um, yeah—I guess. I mean,
yeah, sure. Why not?”

“All right then. Everything’s on
this floor. We got the whole loft. Inside, it’s nice. You got
everything you need. There’s food and stuff to read and tapes ‘n
stuff to watch. You don’t get TV, but there’s DVDs and stuff. All
you gotta do is what the ladies tell you to.

“Nobody’s gonna come in and you
can’t come out until your time’s up or they kick you out. You
signed a contract that said you’d do what you were told and that’s
all you gotta do. If nobody’s tellin’ you to do anything, you can
do what you want, but when somebody tells you to do something, you
gotta drop whatever you’re doing and do it. Get me?”

“Yes, I know.” The guy was getting
on my nerves. Or maybe the whole thing was beginning to get on my
nerves.

“Now look, and this is important,
you gotta do everything they say or at least try to do it. If you
don’t do something or you refuse, you don’t get paid, see. You
understand?”

“Yeah, okay.” He stared at me like
I wasn’t getting it. I was getting it.

“All right, so, there are cameras
everywhere in the loft. There’s no place you won’t be on camera,
OK?”

I nodded. We were standing in front of a door,
in a hallway behind the reception desk.

“All right. You can take off your
clothes and everything here.” He handed me a locker key and said I
should put all my belongings in the locker and take the key inside
the living space with me. He said I could put it in a bowl by the
door, that way, I wouldn’t lose it.

“Cause you lose your key, you’re
gonna be the one who has to pay to get the lock cut
off.”

“Yeah, okay.” I very quickly got
out of my clothes and folded them up in the locker. I just wanted
to get inside.

“You gotta take off all the jewelry
and the watch too.”

“Yeah, all right.” Finally I stood
in front of the door, completely naked and a little chilled, key in
hand. There seemed to be a draft. I hadn’t thought about it before
but some of these old buildings, well, you had to expect it. I
really hoped I wouldn’t freeze to death for an entire
week.

He unlocked the door. “Okay pal, have a good
one,” he said, and I walked in.

I heard the door close and the lock slide home
behind me but I was too concerned with what was in front of me to
pay much attention. There was no draft. There weren’t any windows.
Everything was white. I detected a light scent of lavender in the
air as my feet sunk into the thick carpet. A white velvet couch
faced a huge plasma screen on the opposite wall. In front of the
couch was a large white plastic low table, one of those really
expensive ones you see in magazines. Below the TV was a table with
a white DVD player and two shelves of white-sleeved DVDs. There
were small white speakers on stands at each corner of the
room.

If I continued in a straight line from the
door, I came to a white dining table with one straight-backed chair
and then the kitchen. The kitchen was no different; white counter
and sinks, white appliances, white dinnerware but stainless
silverware and pots and pans. The glasses were a frosted white. I
wondered if the food would somehow be white too.

The bedroom, off the living room, held a
king-sized bed with a white anodized barred headboard and
footboard. The bathroom had a white tile floor and mirrors covering
the walls opposite the sink, shower, toilet, and tub. Back in the
bedroom, I noticed a nightstand by the bed with a shelf of books
with white covers..

Walking back into the bathroom I lifted the
seat and began a much-needed piss. It was slightly weird, gazing at
myself in the floor-to-ceiling-mirror behind the toilet.

“Don’t make a mess, boy. You’ll
have to clean it up with your tongue. No one likes a messy boy, do
they?”

I stopped in mid-stream and looked around, my
hands automatically going up to cover my cock and balls. I heard a
chorus of female voices commenting on messy guys and then the first
voice said, “What do you think you’re doing? Take those hands
away!”

I removed my hands and said, “Sorry,
Ma’am.”

“Pretty shouldn’t speak unless he’s
asked a direct question. But he is very pretty, isn’t
he?”

“Prettier than his pictures, I’d
say.”

“Finish going to the bathroom,
boy.”

I was frozen in place with one hand holding my
cock, looking around the room for the cameras, but I couldn’t find
them.

“What’s the matter, Pretty? Don’t
like an audience? We’ll be quiet. Just pretend we’re not here.”
There was some quiet snickering and whispering and then nothing but
the occasional quiet cough.

This was what I was getting paid for, I
guessed. I had never truly thought about what “on camera 24/7”
really meant. But I had to go and so I went. As I was washing my
hands, the first voice spoke again.

“Hurry it up boy. It’s time to
learn the rules. Go back to the living room and take a seat in the
middle of the sofa.”

Once I was back in the living room, she
continued. “Spread those legs. Whenever you sit, your legs are to
be spread as wide as possible. Better. You’ll do what we tell you.
Whatever we tell you, or you’ll be forced to leave without pay.
“

I have to say, I was beginning to feel like I
might not have made such a good decision. She talked about how any
of the women, at any time, could give me a command and I’d have to
execute it. And if they told me to stop, I’d better stop whatever I
was doing.

She said there were lots of toys in the
apartment, which they might direct me to play with. She said there
were magnetic restraints, which, once I’d put them on, only she and
her friends had the power to remove. She also said I would have
plenty of free time to do anything I wanted. There were movies to
watch and books to read.

“Any questions, Pretty?” I could
hear in her voice this was my new nickname, capital letter
included.

I thought of about a million things to ask,
but simply said, “No Ma’am.”

“That’s fine then. Masturbate for
us.”

And that was my introduction to the house. Of
course, I didn’t mind jacking off to the cameras, I enjoyed it,
being the exhibitionist I am. It was when I got close to coming
that the point of their control was driven home.

“Stop.”

I didn’t stop right away.

“I said ‘Stop!’ If you come,
you’re out of here right now. It would be a shame to get kicked out
less than an hour after arrival.”

I stopped, right hand still wrapped around my
shaft, which stood hard and straight.

“You’ll get used to it. Now, on the
dining table you’ll find a set of wrist and ankle cuffs. Put them
on.”

I found them. Fitting with the theme, they
were white leather. I couldn’t see how to fasten them on because
there didn’t seem to be any buckles or locks.

“Just wrap it around your
wrist.”

I did as I was told and felt the ends come
together with a strong magnetic pull. I gave it a yank but it
refused to budge.

“Magnetic restraints. I told
you.”

When I had them all fastened, another voice
told me to go pick out a movie and put it in the DVD player. My
hard-on hadn’t subsided yet and the cuffs were adding to my
arousal. I don’t know what it is about cuffs, but you feel somehow
more naked when you’re wearing them, or at least I do.

The movies didn’t have any titles or cover
pictures but each was numbered. Which should I choose? I opened a
box and found a white DVD with a number corresponding to the box
cover.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, just put in
number twenty-three.”

“I suppose we’re going to have to
tell him everything.”

“So many pretty boys are
indecisive.”

“It’s all right, Pretty, we didn’t
choose you for your brains.”

“Oh look, now you’ve gone and hurt
his feelings!”

“She didn’t mean it, Pretty. We’re
all sure you’re very smart, aren’t we ladies?”

I turned beet red to choruses of “Yes, yes,”
“Sure,” and “Of course we do,” while I put the requested DVD in.
They had me go back to the couch and sit down again. This time I
remembered to sit with my legs apart. As the opening credits
flashed, they told me to put my hands behind my back and as soon as
I did, I felt my wrists snap together in magnetic
restraint.

It was a porn movie. It figured. It was okay,
but it really didn’t do that much for me. It had mostly attractive
women with fake boobs swimming together nude. Then some guys came
over and fucked ‘em in a few different ways. Pretty standard fare,
really. So I leaned back and watched while my cock wilted. They
freed my hands and had me change the movie a few times. I guess
they were trying to get to know me, or at least my taste in
porn.

Each time I changed the movie, they’d restrain
my hands again. Eventually, I came across a movie I liked, as
evidenced by my returning hard-on. Surprise, surprise, it was about
some ball-busting women tying some guy up and fucking him in front
of an audience. See, he didn’t know there was going to be an
audience until he was already tied up, then they opened some
curtains and he could see a room full of people watching. I really
liked that part. I told you I was an exhibitionist!

Then three different women fucked him with
strap-ons. I didn’t think I’d like that part, but I did. Or at
least my cock did. That kind of disturbed me a little bit—that my
cock seemed to like that so much, but I wasn’t too scared because I
knew I was alone and no one was going to come in and do that to
me.
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