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Chapter One: Feisty Introductions
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Profile: sultryandsweet


Gender: Female

Age: 33-40

Weight: Skinny

Height: Average

Location: [redacted]

Orientation: Bi

Interested In: gym, shopping, nightlife, work hard play harder!

Status: Attached

Fetishes: submission, role play, force play, rough sex

Pets: me?






Some words from sultryandsweet:


I’m looking to try out some roleplaying / situational / cyber games with a gorgeous, funny, creative, kinky type! Yes, I’ve listed my location, but you will have to accept that online is all I’m comfortable with for now. I reserve the right to change my mind later, but don’t be the one to bring it up. If you can deal with that, then listen up.

I need a man (or woman) with an aggressive / take charge nature and a wicked imagination who can make love to my mind. Do not apply if you can’t flaunt your talents with words! Send me anything dirty / raunchy describing what you would do to me. I'm not here for romance, or to change my situation. I’m aching for someone to show a sassy, stuck-up girl who's the boss! Rip my clothes! Push my face into the pillow! Don’t hold back, I like it rough! If my kitty is impressed, I'll respond.

Update: Pay attention! I will only engage with clever, well-written messages. No cut and paste greetings, I can tell the difference! All emoji flirts and ‘hi’ or ‘how are you doing?’ messages will also definitely be ignored. Come on people, show me what you can do!






––––––––

[image: ]


To: sultryandsweet

Date: Wed Aug 19, 8:05 PM

Subject: Introduction

Hi there, I thought it might be fun to send you some ‘instant feedback’ on your impertinent profile, in the form of three quick and playful lashes:

* * *
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There is no doubt that you are now at the point of suffering, lying on your stomach naked, hogtied on the narrow hotel ottoman, your head held up and back by a rope pulling on your long hair. A porn vid is playing from his laptop nearby, but you cannot see it thanks to the blindfold. The noises, however, are maddening. That poor girl just can't stop cumming! Why are you being denied the same? And if you move even an inch in protest, you risk a hard and awkward fall from your perch, and his displeasure. It's been 20 minutes! Where is he? What is he up to?

* * *

[image: ]


Just two friends, out for a coffee in a popular spot. Friends with benefits, sure, but how would anyone know? From the blush on your face, perhaps? Beneath your clothes, the slightly scratchy hemp rope harness is rubbing and squeezing relentlessly, pushing your tits together, making your clit ache, and keeping the gently vibrating toy tightly in place. And then there is that magnificent bulge in his jeans. You risk stealing a peek, picturing the 2" steel ring there keeping his cock incredibly hard. Your body jerks as you get caught in the act. That fucking remote control.

* * *
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I have instructed you to insert a very slim, well-lubed anal plug and hold it inside while you take care of your household chores – naked, of course. We both know this will prove impossible for you. Your best time is still less than thirty minutes, which is rather disappointing. And when you fail, we both know that I will punish you with a strict flogging across your tits. With each blow you will say: 'Thank you Sir, I deserve another please, Sir.' Then you will thrust your tits back out toward me, never flinching or pulling away. We also both know that there will be no counting down to the end. Only perfect behavior will be enough to end it.

* * *
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You can beg for more using the email address included below.

––––––––
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To: surrender2mygaze

Date: Sun Aug 23, 12:14 PM

Subject: My impertinent little challenge

Well, well! It looks like my impertinence has piqued your interest. I do appreciate a man who can use complete sentences and real words instead of abbreviations. If he also has a wicked mind, I’m hooked!

Shall I swing a lash or two back at you, my dear?

* * *
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I gasp in fear, mixed with excitement. How insistent, how uninhibited she is! My mind is quickly overwhelmed as she yanks me closer, one hand in my hair. How did we get here so soon? Why did I let you gain this much sway over me already? How do you seem to know so much about my hidden desires? The last time I touched another woman was in university, but I’ve never forgotten it. Your gaze never moves from my face as your friend roughly fondles my breasts through my blouse, then shoves my skirt up above my stocking tops. I don’t stop her progress, but I wonder: how far will my submission actually take me?

* * *
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I thought you were the possessive type? When you turned to those two cat-calling construction workers and leveled that steely look of yours, my stomach lurched and I expected there to be trouble. But not trouble for me. What am I doing on my knees in an alley? How am I now surrounded by those two brawny specimens, one of them shoving his sweaty cock into my mouth as you watch me from the dark, smoking. I don’t have time to think, and barely manage to stay up on my heels, as the other one lifts my skirt from behind, rips my panties down, and mounts me.

* * *
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They say that there is a proper time and place for everything. So here I am, before the biggest sales pitch of my life, on my knees for you in the men’s room. It does seem to be helping me with my nerves; I am very good at this after all. I do have to be quite careful not to put a run in my stockings, or to let anything drip on my blouse, but I just couldn’t help myself. Your cock always feels so right in my mouth, like it completes me when I can feel it thickly against my tongue and filling me, all the way back.

* * *
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These seem like small and insignificant games so far. Up for more?

––––––––
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To: Sienna

Date: Mon Aug 24, 10:00 PM

Subject: Re: My impertinent little challenge

Sienna couldn’t remember exactly when his hand had begun pressing against her neck, but she knew she was well past the point of putting up a fight. And it felt shockingly good. Better than she wanted to admit. So fucking good that the alarm bells going off inside her head did nothing more than send her arousal spiking even higher. This was, perhaps, one more item to add to the list of things not to do on a first date fuck. ‘Goddamn,’ she thought, ‘I can be such a slut some— all of the time!’ Her head was lost in a mad spin, disconnected from her body as her spine began arching upwards involuntarily. Her fingers were clawing ragged marks into his back, either seeking revenge or urging him on frantically.

‘Holy shit this guy can fuck!’ He had started out by pounding her from behind, the thick head of his cock splitting her wide with each stroke, his heavy ball sack hanging long enough to swing forward and smack her clit in a fierce rhythm, until she’d cum for the first time with a guttural yelp. She knew she was a desperate, pathetic sight: down on all fours, taken like an animal, making sounds a little too much like barking, a posh little show poodle in heat. ‘Shit, is there something actually wrong with me? Do other women feel their brains crumble at the first taste of cock the way I do? Don’t they crave it the same way I do? Hnngghhhh. What’s the harm in it, anyway? Why the hell not, when it feels so fucking good?’

As her thoughts and her convulsions subsided, she realized that he was somehow, incredibly, thankfully, still hard as a rod and ready for more.

Tossing her onto her back, he drilled into her again, leaning his weight against her clit to the very edge of agony. She didn’t even notice. She didn’t even care. Each and every sensation was pulling her in the exact same direction, her mind cut adrift from her body and caught in a riptide. His steady gaze would try to trap her eyes and reel her back in, but it would only last a moment before she lost contact again. In her daze, she found herself fondly recalling the feeling of his rough hands on her tits, squeezing hard and pulling at her nipples carelessly. ‘Why are his hands not there anymore? What a selfish asshole. I need more of that!’ Her fingers moved of their own accord to replace the missing sensation, wrenching at her nipples even more cruelly than he had.

Meanwhile, his hands had moved up to her shoulders, gripping them hard enough to bruise, using them as leverage for pushing himself even deeper, grinding even harder, moving even faster until her body was bucking savagely back on its own, doubling the force of impact. But her entire being was so focused on this sensory assault that she was missing out on one rather crucial detail: that his right hand was now fully cupped around her neck and was pushing down shockingly hard, with his thumb up higher and pressing tightly inwards.

His left hand, braced on the bed, mercifully took some of the weight away, but it did not change the fact that in this position she was totally pinned by his cock and his right hand, and had been reduced to a helpless piece of fuck meat. Her pulse was pounding like a hammer, but none of that vital blood and oxygen seemed to be reaching her brain. She could not remember the last time she had taken a real breath. She might have even been holding it in herself. But when she finally tried, all she managed was one partial, hitching, useless gasp. In that glorious, terrifying moment, her body was truly no longer her own. And as she surrendered to him, her life literally in his hands, she felt his orgasm collide violently with hers, like a head-on car wreck happening deep inside of her. Her body shook with one final overwhelming spasm as she toppled down into darkness, flopping limp and motionless on the bed.

When she awoke with a gasp, quite some time later, she found herself completely alone in the hotel room. Her memories of the encounter were fractured and vague. She couldn’t conjure up a picture of his face at all. But his beautiful cut cock was somehow still clearly etched in her mind. ‘Yes, there is definitely something wrong with me,’ she concluded. Her pussy was throbbing hungrily around the gap he’d left behind, and it was keeping time with the pounding ache in her head. He was long gone, leaving no trace other than what was still seeping out of her, or was marked in purple on her body. Seemed like the ideal one-night stand. She would definitely never see him again.

Or she might be wrong about that. As she slid off the bed to test her legs, and shuffled towards the bathroom in search of a headache remedy and a shower, she saw it. He had left something else behind after all. There was a short, hastily scrawled note on a pad by the bed. It read:

"You have my answer. What do you think, Sienna? Are YOU up for playing these little games?—Ben"

––––––––
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To: Ben

Date: Wed Aug 26, 2:38 PM

Subject: Re: Re: My impertinent little challenge

There was no resisting. My mind was abuzz with his words, and the challenge he had extended. My well-groomed kitty-kat was wet with arousal, aching with desire, burning in lust. I NEEDED relief.

The ladies’ room was at hand, and I scanned the stalls for occupants before locking myself into the furthest and tiniest stall. I deflated back against the closed door, shaking slightly. What spell had this man cast over me? Why was I reacting so strongly? How much more wetness could my panties contain if I was to be this distracted all day?

It was partly the power-play. He was cocky, and he obviously thought he knew what would turn me on, and DAMN, he was in the ballpark. No one really understood just how depraved I was, and most were too timid to try. This was different. It was in his tone, and in his disregard for my own pleasure. And somehow guessing that I craved to be treated, degraded like a little fuck toy. Made to feel humiliated, molested. Holy shit, yes!

Still standing there, I succumbed to my urges and pulled my skirt up. But even as I slipped two desperate fingers into my throbbing quim, I knew it would not be enough. I needed a real cock pushing up against the lips of my cunt, then bursting through easily, taking me, owning me. The sensation of being penetrated, filled, stretched to capacity. But there was more to it than that. I was ready and willing to be pinned, mounted and used for the pleasure of anyone who might find me in my current state.

Oh yes, I am READY to play your games... as you can tell I’m a hungry little bitch, so I’m eager to see if you can live up to my expectations.

––––––––
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To: Sienna

Date: Wed Aug 26, 4:00 PM

Subject: Re: Re: Re: My impertinent little challenge

To see if *I* can live up to *YOUR* expectations? Did you really type that? Oh, I will take my time on this next one. Rash, foolish girl...*grin*

––––––––
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To: Ben

Date: Wed Aug 26, 5:55 PM

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: My impertinent little challenge

Take your time, but not too much... :-) I do hope the burden of high expectations won’t hamper your performance? Am I in your head already too? Aren’t you wondering HOW depraved I am?

I dressed to fuck today because you’ve been messing with my head. Maybe I can return the favour? I’m wearing seamed stockings today, black thigh-highs to go with my Louboutins. Have fun writing, darling!
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Chapter Two: Unclear Expectations
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To: Sienna

Date: Fri Aug 28, 10:31 PM

Subject: A Lesson In Expectations - Part One

Brace yourself. And think carefully about how you ask for Part Two.

* * *
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It was late afternoon on a Friday when I opened the door to my penthouse loft and stepped through into the cool interior. I took only passing note of the fact that you were in the expected spot, kneeling by my chair, dressed appropriately. If not for the curious pose, anyone else might have assumed you were my executive assistant, or perhaps an interior designer dropping by for a consultation. Mmmm. The ass of my last designer was a fond memory – I enjoyed using her to move the furniture around. As for you, your ass was hidden away in a knee length knit pencil skirt; the sleeveless cream blouse was tucked in neatly; and your long hair was pulled back in a few loose loops. I had let you pick out the black seamed stockings this morning, but the Louboutins were mandatory – which of course you were still wearing while kneeling. Everything seemed to be in its proper place. 

I dropped my keys, wallet and phone on a table, swung past the chair to pick up the glass you had already poured me, and proceeded into the bedroom without a single word being spoken. I glanced briefly in the full-length mirror at my casual Friday attire: dark jeans with a collared shirt and jacket, expensive watch, leather shoes. Nothing out of place there, either. I undid the top button of the shirt, took a heavy gulp of my whiskey, and tossed the jacket onto the bed. That was part of your daily chores to deal with later.

The classic office uniform always suited me well. For you, feminine business attire was like wearing an uncomfortable disguise, or even like being physically restrained. You were also too rash and foolish to keep that kind of helpful information to yourself, so of course it became precisely what I expected you to wear when I wasn't there. Why would I even consider allowing you to mince around the apartment all day in a latex maid outfit, or a tightly cinched leather corset? Those things for you represented freedom! You, and any other accessories, were solely for the enjoyment of my eyes, or for whomever I decided to invite. Not to mention that those outfits would keep you so constantly horny that you’d have your entire right hand shoved up your own cunt all day. Did they still hospitalize people for extreme sex addiction? Or flag patient records with 'risk of self-harm' to ensure they were kept in a straight-jacket all day? No, probably not. I thought my treatment plan was better anyways. Under my guidance you were actually making a little bit of progress; a straight-jacket was sometimes not necessary now.

I returned to the chair and sat down in it, then took another long draw from my glass while I gazed out at the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows. I was thinking about my plans to kick off this weekend, all of which had been laid out already in my head.

"Is the house ready for when Sean and his little Latina slut show up later tonight?" The question was nonchalant, the answer already assumed.

“Yes, Benjamin. Everything is laid out in the second bedroom exactly as you requested. And thank you for my new outfit. It is..." Your voice trailed off with clear anticipation.

"It is what, exactly?" I responded, with a raised eyebrow.

"Um, incredible! I can't wait to wiggle myself into it for you, Benjamin. When you or Sean are ready to throw me over your lap tonight, my ass will be very nicely exposed for you. I promise to try to be good!"

"And tell me, how did you know that one specific outfit was yours?" There was an edge to my words now, and I made sure that final word was razor sharp.

"Well, um, because Carmen is so petite... so it can't possibly be for her..." Your voice hesitated, sensing a trap, but still not seeing it. You are so delightfully dense sometimes.

"Name one thing in this household that is yours," I asked. The steel jaws closed around her.

"Um, uh, well... oh, fuck me. Sorry! Benjamin! I'm sorry!!"

Well, that was simply not good enough. I splashed the dregs of my drink across your face and chest, savoring the look of shock. "I said, name one fucking thing in this household that is yours!"

"I can't. I can't. You own it all. Everything. Every last thing." Now your forehead was pressing itself to the floor in desperation. Much better. I could look down on you and even smirk a bit without you seeing it.

"Including?"

"Me, Benjamin."

"So then, who decides what you will be wearing tonight?"

"You, Benjamin."

"And who decides what will happen to you tonight?"

"You, Benjamin."

"And should *I* be concerned with living up to *YOUR* expectations for tonight?"

"No, Benjamin."

“That's right. Because you are...?"

"A very, very stupid girl, Benjamin."

"That hardly covers it. What else? I've called you many things. Now would be a very good time to remember some of them." 

"Um, I'm your dirty little cock holster, Benjamin."

"That would be my dirty little three-slot cock holster. Go on.”

"A brainless piece of cum-stained fuck meat, Benjamin."

"Right! You came up with that yourself back when we were dating." I said the word ‘dating’ like I might say it to a hooker. "And I totally agreed with you and still use it as inspiration. Give me another."

"A dick-hungry jizz vacuum, Benjamin?"

"Hmm, yes, but also no. Improvisation is clearly not your strong suit. I’ve changed my mind, and my plans for this evening. You are being demoted, so that tonight I can bestow yet another new name on you."

"Yes... Benjamin?"

"You are going to be my Cheap-Ass Piece-Of-Shit Coffee Table."

––––––––
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To: Ben

Date: Mon Aug 31, 12:38 AM

Subject: Re: A Lesson In Expectations - Part One

Interesting take, my dear, but not quite what I was expecting. I’m far more interested in what led to this, the process of getting me to that place, of being broken down rather than already being broken. Does that make any sense? I’m a scrapper Ben, and our connection feels like it is about the fact that we are both alphas, testing each other. The chase is more fun than the end goal sometimes. I think of myself as submissive in some sense, but not in that master / slave way. Think Petruchio and Katherine in ‘Taming of the Shrew’, but rather more physical?

Am I being too specific, Ben? I just feel like the only way to get me to call anyone ‘Sir’ is when I can imagine you suddenly pulling me into a dark corner by a handful of my hair, pushing me painfully up against a rough brick wall, and harshly tearing my thong from my body.

My pussy drips writing about it... does your cock as well?

––––––––
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To: Sienna

Date: Mon Aug 31, 1:29 AM

Subject: Re: Re: A Lesson In Expectations - Part One

Shockingly, the dominant side of me doesn't seem to want to let you top from the bottom. Instead, it insists that I utterly reject your expectations, and substitute my own.

Whatever shall we do? Continue to circle each other like two wolves engaged in a pack power struggle? Sure, why not? At least for now.

But you will soon find out what your ‘expectations’ have wrought!

––––––––
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To: Ben

Date: Mon Aug 31, 10:34 AM

Subject: Re: Re: Re: A Lesson In Expectations - Part One

I was just bending down to pull a file out of a cabinet, and felt a rather delicious strain in my thighs. I’m wearing my heels again, and your scene flashed in my mind.

Just like that, my thong was soaked.

I guess that means I am forced to admit your story has left me feeling rather... tingly. Curious. Anxious. Aroused. You have a certain way with words that I have not encountered before.

Nervous kisses blown your way...

––––––––
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To: Sienna

Date: Mon Aug 31, 11:23 AM

Subject: A Lesson In Expectations - Part Two

Zero tolerance. No mistakes of any kind. Not a slip, not a peep, not a movement or I was going to be furniture (or worse) for the next event as well. Those were the cruel terms I was faced with. That is what I was being reduced to. Not just objectified, but made literally an object; and oh dear god, through obedience alone. No ropes, no straps, no clever devices, no actual furnishings. It was too much to cope with. The disgrace of being so stupid, and so presumptuous; the horrid embarrassment of failing you, and being entirely responsible for this change of plans; the disappointment that all the depraved sex I had been craving, and worked so hard all week to earn, was gone; the humiliation of being in the center of everything that was happening, and yet being nothing. My mind was flailing. My heart was fluttering. My pussy was quivering; a gaping, sloppy mess spewing juice down my thighs. I was broken down in every way, but I had to hold firm... somehow.

* * *
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Before everything else, I still had to make you dinner. I don’t know how I made it through that. I couldn’t eat much of anything, and you didn’t force me to, for which I am utterly grateful - I think I would have puked. You spent most of the meal on your cell phone talking to Sean, explaining the situation in the most horribly explicit detail while staring directly at me the whole time. My heart leapt briefly in desperate hope when I heard that Sean and Carmen were still going to be coming over, and then felt miserably stupid again because my reaction meant that I still hadn’t learned my lesson. I clearly deserved whatever was coming.

After dinner, you took my clothes off. Well, actually some of them you ripped off. And also, some of them you left on. Ugh, I was utterly dazed and confused. The individual moments weren’t staying with me. There was just a fog of shame and fear, and cutting through it was the vision of your burning hot, unforgiving gaze. Random thoughts started popping into my head: remember to buy a replacement for that blouse later this weekend. Yes, that was definitely torn right off me. Not repairable at all. Where did I buy that again? Oh, and I’d better get new stockings too. Oh shit, are you making a fucking shopping list for yourself right now? Focus, you stupid girl! Zero tolerance, remember?

Lacy bra, underwear, almost everything else you removed as well, save for two things: the seamed stockings (ruined by a large number of dramatic runs), and the heels. I was still trying to figure out why those two exactly, but my head did not seem up to the task. I knew that you always had a reason for every little thing that you did. You were always either fucking me, or fucking with me. And it seemed like I might have all evening to think about this one.

You left me on my knees then for a time, as you got yourself ready for the night. I gladly bent down and touched my forehead to the carpet again, and the familiarity of this position seemed to help me focus and clear my head somewhat. I focused on my breathing, counted down from ten a few times, and let my mind go as blank as I could. This kept the fear-anxiety-confusion-anticipation-lust-stupid-bitch-slut mostly at bay for a little while.

When you returned, I couldn’t bear to take even a sneaky peek at you. I didn’t want to get caught, and I didn’t want to know what I would be missing, so I kept my head very low. I was motionless while you moved the glass coffee table out of the living room, sliding it into the back of the dining room, and then returned to stand behind me. Using my hair as a lead, you forced me up and forward, crawling to the spot on the floor where the marks from the bottom of the previous table still remained. I was placed precisely in the center, while also facing away from most of the furniture that was arranged about the room. With one finger from behind, you tilted my chin up so that I was looking straight out towards the windows. The blinds had already been closed, so there was nothing left of interest there for me to gaze at.

And that is when you explained to me YOUR expectations.

* * *
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Sean and Carmen had been there for almost an hour already. The three of you stayed completely out of my line of sight, and made no mention of my presence in the room. A few drinks were poured, a little small talk shared, and a joint was passed around. I was certain that undeserving little dyke had even got a few drags of it, so I jealously tried to breathe in more deeply, then stopped for fear that even the movement of my chest might be noticed by you. My feet were also throbbing in the goddamn Louboutins, but I could do nothing about that either; I dared not even wiggle a toe.

Not long afterwards, the noises became softer, muted, and the conversation stopped. At first it was difficult to make out what was happening, and I strained to hear without moving my head. Eventually I recognized the sound of rope ends tapping on the carpeted floor, which I immediately linked to the low huffing and moaning sounds that Carmen was making. It had to be a rope harness, very strictly tied by the sounds of it. You always did the ties, and always tied your own property first. You would pin my arms to my sides, and my wrists to my back, while wrapping across and over and under my fucking beautiful breasts (a fine sight compared to Carmen’s pre-teen size titties, that fucking cunt). The ropes would form a coil down the middle of my back that you would use as a handle to move me, control me, and toss me wherever you chose. It was truly delicious, except that none of it was actually happening to me. I had been discarded and replaced. You were wielding my expectations against me like a riding crop, expectations I hadn’t even realized were there until just now. I desperately wanted to hang my head in misery. I did not do it, but oh how I suffered anyway.

The sounds of vigorous cock-sucking now filled my ears. Good heavens that was torment. I couldn’t see Carmen as she was passed back and forth between the two men, but I didn’t need to. I had been there with her many times before. I could still show her a thing or two in that department, and her fucking whore mouth and skull was much too small anyways. She couldn’t take your cock more than halfway in! She was the one who should have been discarded. My arms started trembling with the unfairness of it all, and it took everything I had to steady myself again. I had to fight through this, and it was not just about the fear of consequences; it was time to face the music. I was the one who had brought this all on me. There was no one else to lay the blame on. I would have to find the strength to endure this. I tried thinking about what I would do the next time my teeth were anywhere near that bitch’s cunt lips... that helped me a lot.

Until I heard Sean say: “So, my friend, have you decided how you want to fuck this little puta tonight?”

“Yeah, I think I’m going to throw her across that cheap-ass piece-of-shit coffee table over there and fuck her to within an inch or two of her life. I’m feeling extra pissed off, and I just can’t quite put my finger on why that is...”

And you kept your word. Holding her up by the hips, her upper body resting across my back, you fucked her, and you fucked her, and you fucked her. Every muscle in my body was tensed, trying to keep stable. I winced at the pain from her arms tied behind her back digging into me. I both hated and envied her moaning and screaming, but it didn’t take very long for me to surrender all hopes and expectations that perhaps it would at least end soon. The word ‘expectations’ had in fact lost its meaning entirely. I was simply your table, and somehow, I held her up for you the entire time.

Thank god she is such a petite little fucking bitch. I will thank her very nicely for that later.

When it was done, the living room lights were switched off as the three of you retired to the second bedroom, where Sean would eventually have his turn. And I was left alone with my thoughts in the dark.

My feet were screaming at me. It did not matter. My arms and legs were shaking. It did not matter. How long would I wait here? It did not matter. There was a very strong tickle in my bladder. It did not matter.

I simply waited, for you.
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Chapter Three: Clearer Intentions?
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To: Ben

Date: Mon Aug 31, 2:10 PM

Subject: Re: A Lesson In Expectations - Part Two

Can we try to be clearer here? Do you want me to feel cowed, afraid?

I’ve never tried to fantasize about myself like this. I don’t know if that is because of habit, preference, or exposure, but I put up way more fight!

Even if I know you will win in the end, don’t you want me to struggle, to resist you first?

My mind is still wandering more towards thoughts of how I got to this spot in the first place. Have you previously ravished me to the point that I no longer have any defences? Did you somehow manage to blackmail me into this?
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