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Chapter 1

My eyes were open but all I could see was the explosion of fireworks. The soundless concussions of thunder ravaged me as I fought to maintain some shred of control, some grip on my conscious mind. It was a lost cause. She had handcuffed herself to one of the wrought iron bars that made up the footboard of my bed and my pent-up frustrations were spilling over.

Three weeks. It had taken three weeks to turn my life upside down and remove me from being the master of my own destiny. I was doomed and no matter whether I regained control of myself or not, I would know what happened even if my girlfriend would not. I teetered on the brink, torn between anger, frustration, lust, and an aching sadness.

“Fuck me, Jimmy,” the girl beneath me urged, looking back at me over her shoulder.

She was part scared and part excited. It caused a surge of anger in me to know she was enjoying what we were doing. That no matter how hard I tried not to, I was bringing her pleasure. This was about me, damn it! This was my chance to show her who the boss was! I was in control, not her! Never her, not again, not after what she had done!

“We’re even, you know,” she said, grinning at me. “One a piece. Just let me go and you never have to worry about me again.”

I jammed myself into her, making her gasp at how deeply I slammed into her steamy cunt. That’s what it was too, a cunt. That’s what she was, a fucking cunt who was ruining my life.

“You want me, Jimmy,” she said again, smiling so damn smugly. “Deny it all you want, but you’re fucking me and it’s the best fuck you’ve ever had! Fuck me again, Jimmy. Show me what a bad girl I’ve been!”

She pushed herself back, almost like she was trying to buck me off. I knew better; she was grinding herself against me, urging me deeper into her. She liked it rough. She liked it to hurt. She wanted me balls deep in her pussy and it drove me up the fucking wall with rage. How dare she enjoy this?

“Cum in me, Jimmy,” she said, licking her lips. “Fill my pussy with your cum. I’ll know then that you can’t live without me. You need me. Fuck that prissy girlfriend of yours—she’s just a cock tease. Not like me. You can have me any way and every way. I’ll never whine about a headache. I’ll never bitch about cramps. I’ll never tell you I can’t swallow or that it hurts too much when you fuck me in the ass.”

I hammered her again, feeling the incredible torture that raged from my toes to my hair. Every muscle was clenched and I crushed my cock into her depths without mercy. Both of us would be bruised by the morning, but I knew she’d be loving it, whereas I’d be miserable and homeless by then. That pissed me off even more.

She groaned loudly. Like a whore. “Fuck...Jimmy, you’re so hard! You feel so good! Your cock loves me. It needs me!”

“Fuck you!” I snarled at her, wanting to pull myself out of her.

“You are,” she said, winking at me. “Fill me with your cum—show me how much you need me.”

“No!” I spat out, infuriated at her wink even more than anything else about her. It disgusted me that I once thought this girl was so damned gorgeous. I still did, but now I hated her with every fiber of my being for what she had done to me.

“Fine,” she said, clamping her steamy pussy down on my cock with a level of control I didn’t know was possible. “Pull out of me and let me go. I’ll never bother you again. Don’t you dare cum in me, Jimmy. If you cum in me, I’ll know you can’t go without me. If you cum in me, I’ll know that you really want me. I’ll know that deep down inside, you need me. Oh Jimmy,” she moaned, her tone changing from strict to wanton, “think of all the things we could do...”

And for a terrible moment, I did think about those things. I shook my head but my cock had slammed back into her and surged, mingling a fresh drop of my pre-cum with her juices. She gasped and then groaned loudly at the impact and the simple sound of our loins slapping wetly together. She was so damn loud...not like Karen. Karen was quiet and gentle. Perfect in every way, so beautiful and innocent and naïve. I had even been looking at rings for her. Our lives were perfect until Cassie came along.

* * * *

“When did she start?” my girlfriend asked.

I followed Karen’s eyes across the gym and saw an Asian girl behind the counter who made my eyes widen. We had never seen her before and we were regulars. She must have been a new hire. In spite of that, she was smiling and handling the people at the counter like a pro. I shook my head and shrugged. “No idea,” I mumbled.

“Think you can make me look like her?” Karen asked me, still staring at her.

I glanced again and let my eyes take in her body without worrying about being caught doing it. She was stacked and curved and flat and trim and...well, everything was just about perfect on her, as near as I could tell. She was clearly no stranger to the gym, except somehow she retained a very healthy bust in spite of an admirably low body fat.

“Those fake?” I asked. “Can’t be real; they’re too big and she’s in too good of shape.”

“Oh, probably,” Karen said, a hint of disappointment in her tone. Then I saw her brighten up, as though she felt better knowing that this new girl wasn’t quite as perfect as she appeared to be.

“How about you go ask her?” I teased her. “Maybe she’ll let you touch them and find out...”

I deserved the smack on the shoulder I got, though it was good-natured and just part of the fun we had with each other.

“Ewww!” she said, wrinkling her nose in a way that was too damned cute for me to resist.

“Well, the Asian eyes and cheekbones would take a doctor, not me. As for the rest of her,” I said, glancing again at the side profile view we had of her. I earned another slap for my joke. I grinned and continued, “Seriously, you could, but you’d have to do more body shaping and less cardio. An ass like that means she spends some time doing squats. Good shoulders and back, probably does some dead lifts and overhead pressing, too.”

Karen grunted this time, thoughtful but disappointed. She lifted weights with me, but was more the marathon runner type. Or at least she kept talking about running a marathon. I thought the idea of a marathon was a particularly masochistic form of suicide, but to each their own.

“I’ll think about it,” she said, and then left me alone to go back to doing my dips while she returned to her treadmill. I forced myself to not look at the new girl and somehow managed to refocus on the task at hand.

The rest of the workout went well for both of us. The new girl was friendly as we left, wishing us a nice afternoon with a smile and a wave that somehow made us both feel welcome. She had a way about her that was just warm and inviting. Somehow her body was built for sex but her personality downplayed it and made you think she might be the kind of girl you could introduce your grandmother to.

Our very next trip to the gym, we learned her name was Cassandra, thanks to a name tag, but as soon as she said hi to us on the way in and scanned our membership badges, she introduced herself as Cassie. I tried hard not to make anything special of her, figuring a pretty thing like that would be gone in a month, maybe less. She seemed bright and definitely very bubbly. A good personality and her shoulder-length blond hair and gorgeous green eyes guaranteed something would fall in her lap. Probably a rich husband, I mused.

“I saw that,” Karen said to me as we headed back to the locker rooms to change.

“Saw what?” I asked, a little confused but also a little guilty. I knew she had caught me, even though I had not intended to do it.

“You checked her out when she bent over to get that protein powder out of the case for the guy in front of us!”

I blushed a little. “I wasn’t checking her out,” I protested. “I looked, sure...I mean, I’m a guy, right? She bent over. I wasn’t trying to stare at her ass.”

“Humph,” she said, not buying it.

“Oh come on, a girl who looks like that knows how to pick something up,” I said defensively. “You sure as hell don’t leave your ass up in the air and bend at the hips; you bend at the knees. She was putting on a show and she knew it!”

Karen rolled her eyes. “Whatever you say.”

“Karen!”

She grinned a little and punched me in the arm again. “Relax, I’m not mad. I saw her do it, too, and it surprised me. She just doesn’t seem like that type, you know...but who knows?”

“Yeah, who knows,” I echoed, relieved and suddenly wondering if there might be more to the new counter girl than meets the eye. Not that there wasn’t plenty to meet the eye in the first place!

Cassie’s naïve but friendly behavior continued for a couple of weeks, and then stretched into a month. She exposed herself over and over again, always when I seemed to be looking. Well, I assumed she did it all the time, not just for me. My girlfriend noticed as well, or at least she noticed me when I noticed Cassie. Most of the time I got away with it, even though I seldom tried to check her out. Karen just teased me about it and we moved on. She knew where my heart was.

It was true: I belonged to her body and soul. But even still, I was a guy and guys have this undeniable urge to look at people. And by people, I mean girls. And by girls, I meant girls’ boobs and asses. Oh sure, I could appreciate the rest of a woman just fine, but there’s just something about those pleasantly curved areas that kept drawing my eyes back for more and more. Now, thanks to Cassie’s harmless exhibitionism, she had me gradually trying to catch more and more peeks at her as well.

Into her second month of employment, Karen came down with the flu. I offered to take care of her but she just wanted to sleep it off. She shooed me away, telling me to go work out before I caught the flu bug too. In a tired but somehow still playful voice, she told me to remember to keep my mind and my eyes on the weights. I laughed and shook my head. Cassie’s behavior was a joke between us.

Sure enough, she greeted me at the gym. I smiled and handed her my card. She looked behind me and then looked into my eyes, her smile making them twinkle brightly. “Where’s Karen?” she asked innocently as she took the badge.

“Home with the flu,” I said, shrugging. “She kicked me out, said she didn’t want me catching it because she hates it when I act like a baby.”

Cassie laughed and then fumbled with my badge as she tried to slide it through the reader. “Woops!” she said, and then bent over in a most un-lady-like way to retrieve it. I was caught off guard at the blatant display and found my eyes glued to her heart-shaped ass that was barely hidden by the black spandex leggings she was wearing. I swore I could just make out the mound of her lips as her belly brushed against her thighs, her knees still straight. She was flexible, I had to give her that! The only other thing I noticed as she fumbled the card on the ground a long couple of seconds before rising back up was that I didn’t see any panty lines.

“Slippery little bugger,” she said good-naturedly as she slid it through the reader, and then turned to hand it back to me. Her face was slightly flushed from the blood that had rushed to her head and mine was flushed from the fear that she had known I had just visually raped her. That and the concern that she could see the thickening bulge in my pants.

“Yeah, it does that to me all the time,” I muttered stupidly.

“Oh yeah? How do you keep control of it?” she asked, leaning forward against the desk. Her top was spandex too, or some material that acted like it. It clung to her curves but in doing so, it was stretched between her breasts and showed off her cleavage to devastating effect. Especially when she was leaning forward and giving me an ample eyeful of the swells of her breasts.

“A firm grip,” I said, not sure what I was talking about. I realized, of course, what I was saying, but it was like somebody else was saying it for me. There was no way I would lead any woman on, not with a wonderful woman like Karen at home. “Gotta keep your hands wrapped tight around it.”

“Mmmm,” she said, eyes twinkling as she smiled at me. “I’ll keep that in mind. You have a good workout!”

I nodded and headed off, blushing a little again as I realized what I had just said and done. I had flirted with her! What the hell was wrong with me? I caught myself shaking my head at my behavior and then stepped into the locker room to change.

When I came out, I noticed the place seemed to be a little slow. Usually there were a lot more people, especially in the cardio section. I shrugged it off, though, and headed towards the power rack. On the way, I happened to glance over and see Cassie was bent over the counter again talking to another customer who was on their way out. This customer was a woman, but my eyes were caught up in how her right leg, the one closest to me, was resting on a shelf under the desk, providing a very nice bend to her ass that accentuated her lean lines.

I slowed down, my eyes glued to her again in spite of my knowing better. Still, without threat of discovery, I lingered a bit longer than I should have. Cassie turned her head suddenly and looked right at me. I realized it and met her gaze, trapped and caught. She smiled at me and then turned back to say something else to the customer. Not only did she not straighten her leg or her upper body, but she actually twisted just a little, swinging her butt a little bit more my way.

I gasped softly, surprised. Was it intentional? Did she realize the view she was giving me? Sure, she had pants on, but they were so thin and so form-fitting she might as well have been wearing bodypaint. She’d looked right at me; how could she not know? I shook my head again, just once, and forced myself to look away from her and towards the weights I planned to use that night.

I managed to put her from my mind and had a very successful workout. When I finished, I was sweating and breathing hard; thoughts of a nice warm shower and then heading home filled my mind. It never occurred to me to notice I was the only person left in the gym. This had happened before because I worked out so late, but it was pretty uncommon.

I took my time in the shower. My body was wrung out and I figured it wouldn’t hurt to let the hot water massage my abused muscles some. Nobody else was in there, so there was no concern of anybody thinking I was doing something inappropriate. When I finally came out, I dried off and then tossed my towel over my shoulder. I stopped abruptly when I heard a gasp on my way back to my locker. I looked, surprised, and was even more shocked to see Cassie standing there, an empty garbage bag in her hand.

“Oh!” she stammered, her eyes sweeping up and down my body and spending some extra time at my crotch. “I thought everybody was gone...I’m sorry!”

“Uh...” I stammered, and then realized I was naked. I blushed and realized I didn’t know what to do. Would it seem silly to grab my towel and wrap it around my hips? Would it be worse to just blow it off? I opted for the second approach. After all, this was the men’s locker room and I had not done anything wrong. “No problem. I was just going to get dressed and leave.”

“Okay,” she said, a grateful expression on her face showing that she was glad I wasn’t making a big deal out of it. “Do you mind if I clean up in here? I’m trying to close up.”

While I was getting dressed? Couldn’t she wait the five minutes it would take me? Not wanting to seem like a whiny bitch, I shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

“Thanks!” she gushed, smiling widely. Her eyes dipped down again and I swear I thought I saw the tip of her pink tongue between her lips for a second. “You won’t even know I’m here!”

“Sure,” I said, continuing to my locker and taking my towel off my shoulder to wipe off any water I had missed before I got dressed.

I wanted to hurry up and put my clothes on as quickly as possible. That was panic talking, though, and I had to remind myself I hadn’t done anything wrong. I was worried about what Karen would have thought of this, but it was just a simple mistake, so no big deal. If anything, I knew she’d be annoyed with Cassie, not me. Anyhow, I decided to force myself to take my time rather than be rushed. I had a point to prove to myself.

Cassie puttered around the locker room, cleaning up and doing whatever it was she did. I had a hunch she was taking her time as well, since she kept walking past the row of lockers I was at and glancing my way. Finally she stopped, just after I had pulled my boxers up my legs.

“You look good,” she said quickly, her cheeks blushing as she did so. “Fit, I mean,” she corrected quickly, and then blushed again. “Well, you look good too, but...well...I’m sorry James...I just mean that most people who come in here don’t know what they’re doing. I can see that you do.”

I was smiling in spite of myself. It’s hard to find fault with a stammering girl who was complimenting me—especially one who looked as good as Cassie did! “Thanks,” I said. “You look like you know what you’re doing too.”

Her eyes dropped to the ground and she stayed silent a moment before looking up. “Thanks...I mean it. Most people just look at me and...well...they don’t think that.” She paused and looked away from me, embarrassed by what she had said. Then she looked back. “Hey, have you ever competed? You know, like, in a bodybuilding contest?”

I laughed. She had a way of turning what had been awkward into a pleasant conversation. Especially since she was blowing my ego up. “Me? Noooo! There’s no way I could stand in front of a bunch of people wearing only a speedo!”

“You did just fine with just me here and you wearing less a minute ago,” she pointed out with a smile and a wink.

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t exactly premeditated, you know?” I said.

She nodded. “Oh my God, I know! I’m so sorry about that!”

I waved my hand. “Don’t worry about it. We’re adults and we moved past it. I’ll just be sure not to tell Karen. She’s a great girl, but I don’t want her to get the wrong idea!”

She nodded her head vigorously. “Yeah, that’d be bad. Still, I feel really bad about it. There has to be some way I can make it up to you.”

Make it up to me? I shook my head. “Hey, no harm, no foul. I’m a guy, most of us aren’t too shy, you know?”

“You’d be surprised,” she said, grinning. “But then again, most guys don’t look as good as you do, so I can understand. Here, let me make us even...”

“Make us even?” I asked, not understanding even as she reached for her shirt. It hit me when she wrapped her fingers around the hem of it and started to pull it up. She wanted to let me see her body too, and then we’d be even. My mouth dropped and my eyes widened as her shirt came up and off, and then she quickly followed it by taking off her sports bra that she wore underneath it.

“You like?” she asked me, displaying herself proudly. Her beautiful tits jutted out, freed from the imprisonment of her sports bra. Her nipples were hard and stuck out, reminding me of pencil erasers or maybe even berries on a stem, they were so prominent. And, just as importantly, they were pointing at my eyes, not her feet.

“Uh...I...um...I—”

“Oh, right! I saw all of you...” She hooked her thumb into the waist of her pants and slid them down her legs as well. Just like before, she kept her knees locked and proved how flexible she was, even though her ass was pointing away from me this time.

“Holy shit,” I muttered even before she straightened back up and kicked off her shoes and pants. I had to stop her! I opened my mouth but the words wouldn’t come out when I saw her mound clearly on display. My view wasn’t blocked in the least since she had no traces of any pubic hair. Her lips were even parted ever so slightly, something I was accustomed to only seeing on a woman when she was aroused. Or at least, that was how it worked with Karen.

The thought of Karen made me shake my head. I shouldn’t be doing this! Staring at a nude Cassie was the last thing I needed to do. In spite of that, I found my eyes were drinking her in.

She did a little twirl, moving slowly but gracefully. Her ass, as I had imagined it, was perfect. An unbidden image of my hands resting on her cheeks and holding her hips entered my mind. I managed to banish it before I let myself see any more of that particular fantasy, though.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked me, and then giggled as her eyes dropped. “Oh, well, I guess you don’t have to tell me...”

I looked down and, sure enough, my dick had decided to let her know. It had risen to stand proudly, pointing through the opening in my shorts. I looked back up, suddenly horribly embarrassed. I moved my hand to cover it and I realized I had to get out of there. “Cassie—”

“Can you...I mean, can I...can I see it? Please?” she asked, her voice going soft and almost little-girl like.

“See it? Cassie, I don’t know. I think this has gone—”

Again, she interrupted me. “Please James...it’s been a long time for me and, well, you just look so good. Please just let me see it again. I...oh God...James, I want to be able to remember what it looks like...later. You know...”

My eyes widened. I did know! She was going to think about me later. Fantasize, I mean, while she fingered herself. I stared at her tits and then her pussy, wondering what it would look like with her fingers buried in it. I shook my head even as my hands dropped to my sides.

She gasped and stepped forward, coming closer to me. She stared at my little soldier, saluting alone in the wind, and dropped down to her knees in front of me. I stared at her, suddenly terrified of what she might do and, even more so, terrified that I wasn’t stopping her.

“Oh James,” she whispered, licking her lips. “Please...let me touch it? Just once. I want to feel it. How hard is it? How hot is it? How would it taste?”

I shook my head even as she had walked on her knees right up to me. Her hands went to my thighs and her head kept moving, looking at it from different angles. She licked her lips repeatedly, and then glanced up at me. Her eyes speared into mine even as she extended her tongue and reached for it.

“No!” I gasped, stepping back and bumping into my locker. “No...I can’t. Cassie, I’m sorry. I’ve got a girlfriend! I need to go.”

She stared at me, a strange expression on her face. I swear it was longing and hurt, but also some anger. She pursed her lips and took a deep breath, as though she was getting control of herself. Her fingers slipped down between her legs and then between the folds of her flesh below. I realized, with a start, that I could smell her arousal as well.

“Okay, James,” she said, her voice half whisper and half moan. “I won’t touch you, but I’m going to dream about you. I’m going to fuck myself thinking about you.”

“Cassie, that’s enough,” I said, trying to snap at her but lacking the conviction to do so.

“No, it’s not nearly enough,” she said. “Come on, James, just let me taste you! Nobody will ever know!”

“I’ll know,” I said, though at the time I had a pretty good idea that I could handle that load on my conscience with ease.

“It’ll be our little secret,” she persisted. “Come on, James...just you and me. You know, whenever you have a chance and need some relief? Somebody sympathetic? Somebody who understands that sometimes you just need a little something to help you make it through the day.”

I shook my head again and turned to grab my pants.

“James! Wait!” she said, a frantic edge in her voice. “Look, I’m sorry...I don’t want to push you away. Look, we’re not touching, that’s cool, okay? It’s not like you’re cheating on her. Just watch me...and let me watch you, okay?”

Just watch? No touching? I could...I shook my head to send the lustful thoughts away. What the hell was I even thinking? “Cassie, please leave,” I told her firmly. “You’re a beautiful girl...I mean that, absolutely gorgeous, but I can’t do that to Karen.”

“She’s a lucky girl,” Cassie said, staring up at me with a mix of emotions causing her jaw to clench and unclench and her eyes to narrow and then soften. She nodded, reaching a decision. “I’m sorry for upsetting you,” she added, and then rose to her feet and turned to walk away from me.

“It’s okay,” I said, even though it was far from okay. How was I going to explain this? I wasn’t, that’s how. There was no fucking way I was going to tell anybody about this. “Let’s chalk it up to a long day and a late night, okay, Cass? Just between us.”

She turned back to me and smiled, and then nodded. Her eyes were glistening a little, I realized, and I was tempted to go and give her a hug. Then again, she was still naked and had the body of a Greek goddess. And my dick was still standing proud. No, a hug was out of the question.

She turned away and bent over to grab her clothes. It seemed to me that maybe she really didn’t know how to properly pick things up because she kept her legs straight and gave me the most uninhibited view she could. I gasped a little as I saw her asshole and glistening lips staring back at me.

She straightened and, holding her clothes at her side and not in front of her, she said, “You’re one of a kind and I’m jealous. I respect what you said, but I’m still going to think about you tonight. I hope you think about me, too.”

I stared at her in silent shock as she turned and left the locker room. How dare she drop that on me? How dare she ask me to do that? I thought women were supposed to understand how important it was for a man to be true to them? Apparently that understanding didn’t apply when the man wasn’t theirs. And they say men are competitive! I turned away and sighed, and then got dressed as quickly as I could in spite of how difficult it was to shove my rock hard cock in my pants.


Chapter 2

Everything went back to normal after that. I had one guilty day of feeling like I had done something wrong, but it passed when I realized I’d fought off the temptation. Oh, sure, I ended up fisting my cock that night and exploding in record time while I relived my memories of Cassie’s gorgeous body, but aside from that, I had behaved myself.

Nearly half a week passed until the ground shifted beneath my feet again. Not a little shift either, but a full-blown San Andreas Fault kind of shift. I received an email at work that had me instantly suspicious based on the sender’s email address: gymbabe4you. I scowled, but figured it might not be all that bad. There was an attachment, I noticed, and that got my curiosity working.

The attachment turned out to be a video file. The email had no text in it, just the movie file. I glanced around, making certain nobody was near to my cubicle, and then turned the sound on my speakers all the way down just in case. I played it, putting myself in front of my monitor to further shield any potential prying eyes. My mouth dropped when I saw it.

Cassie, nude, walked towards me. Not me, the guy watching the video, I mean me the guy standing in the locker room wearing only my boxers. My hard dick was sticking out of them, but her body soon hid that from view. She dropped to her knees and finished walking towards me, and then slid her hands up my legs in a very familiar way. From the angle of the camera, her head began to move in ways that made it obvious she was blowing me. The video cut out quickly. All told it was only about nine seconds long, but it was the longest nine seconds of my life.

I closed it and leaned back in my chair, letting out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. What the fuck was this? She hadn’t gone down on me, but I remembered the way she looked at my dick. Closer, farther away, from an angle, back at another angle, so on and so forth. Holy shit! She had planned this! I nearly jumped from my desk, suddenly filled with rage at how this had worked out. I wanted, no, I needed to pace. I needed to scream. I needed to punch something! How dare she?

Another email popped in, also from gymbabe4you. This time it had text, I saw. “Are you hard?” it asked.

I was, and that only made me angrier.

“What are you doing?” I typed in a quick reply, and then sent it off to her.

“I can’t help it,” she responded a few eternally long minutes later. “I can’t have you, but I had to fantasize about you. My phone recorded us so I could always remember it. I thought I’d share it with you, a special moment we had.”

“There was no special moment!” I typed furiously. “Nothing happened! I demand you delete that file immediately!”

“James, please, it was very special,” she responded, ignoring my demands. “If you want to make sure it’s gone, you’ll have to come and do it yourself. It’s the only way you can be sure I really got rid of it, after all.”

Was she crazy? Me, go to her place and delete it! Not a chance! I sat there and fumed, trying to come up with something, anything, to make this go away. I could go and tell Karen, I reasoned. Let her know what this crazy bitch was trying to do to me. But the video showed something entirely different from what had happened. She had staged it, and then edited the video. I had no proof, just my word against hers and the evidence was particularly damning.

“Fuck!” The word just burst out of my mouth, surprising some of my nearby co-workers. We were mechanical engineers so harsh language wasn’t unusual, but my vehemence still made a couple of them ask me if everything was okay. I made up a quick excuse about trying to finish some research on some steel strength under pressure and temperature, and then hurried off to the bathroom for a chance to think.

She had me, I realized—had me over a barrel with my pants down. I made my way back to my desk and sat down, and then deleted the original email just in case the IT department decided to snoop around. Finally, after taking another long moment to try to think my way out of it, I typed in a reply to her. “What do you want?”

The response came more quickly than I had expected. “You, silly. I want you. I can’t have you, though, and I’m okay with that, but I just want to pretend, for myself. You’re so loyal and faithful and perfect, you deserve to be rewarded. Just come over and you can delete the movie yourself this afternoon.” Her address followed.

I stared at the email. There had to be more to it. Rewarded? This was insane. I thought about calling the cops, dreading some Fatal Attraction type of rendezvous. I couldn’t do that, though; it would really fuck things up with Karen. Was it money she wanted? I’d inherited a trust fund when my parents died. Nothing that allowed for five-star hotels around the clock, but enough that it paid for my college and meant I only had to work the rest of my life if I didn’t want to be bored.

I knew there were some things that money couldn’t buy. Even if I’d had ten times the balance in my bank account. Things like Karen couldn’t be bought. If I gave Cassie money, she’d just come back for more until Karen figured it out one day. I had to play her game and find a way to beat her at it.

My watch said it was a little after two o’clock. I sent my boss a quick email telling him I’d forgotten about a dentist appointment that I had to go do. He was a decent guy and sent back a joke telling me not to have too much fun when my dentist put his tool in my mouth. I shut down and headed out, nervously wondering what was going to happen to me.

Cassie lived in a townhouse. A decent one in a middle-class neighborhood that allowed for a reasonable amount of privacy. I was still skeptical. I sat in my car a while and studied the surroundings. Finally, my paranoia acting on overtime, I backed up from my parking spot and drove around, scoping out her house and her neighborhood. I finally parked my car a couple of blocks away and made my way back to her place. I wanted to go in a back door, but her backyard was fenced in and back to back with a neighbor’s. Just my luck I’d end up getting the cops called on me, not her!

So I found myself ringing her doorbell and waiting while my stomach exercised muscles I never knew existed in it. Faintly I heard her call out from inside, “Come in, it’s open!”

My eyes narrowed. What was this? Trying to get me on breaking and entering, too? I hesitated a long minute, and then grumbled under my breath and twisted the doorknob. As a precaution, I pulled my shirt out and wrapped it around the knob so there was no direct contact with my skin. Like I said, I was paranoid.

The entryway had a coat closet in front of it. It was summer and I had no coat so I ignored it. I even left my shoes on, though I did check to make sure there was no mud or dirt on the bottoms. I looked past the living room and saw the downstairs of the house consisted of a kitchen and a dining room area. Stairs led upstairs. The place seemed to be nicely decorated, but I scarcely noticed thanks to being a guy on a mission. I did have the presence of mind to look for cameras.

I walked upstairs and found three doorways. The first she was in. I saw her lying on her bed, of all places, and wearing only a smile. Somehow she was even sexier now than she had been in the locker room, though just as nude. I looked away from her and peered into the other two rooms. One was a second bedroom made into an office or a den. Her computer was in there, I noted. The third was a bathroom.

“Where is it?” I asked her from the doorway, turning to look back at her.

“I’ll show you,” she said. “Why don’t you come in here first?”

“I’d rather not.”

She pouted. “Come in, Jimmy, please? I just want to reward you for your good behavior.”

I scowled at her, visibly wincing when she called me Jimmy. I hated Jimmy; my name was James. Not Jim, and certainly not Jimmy. “Reward me with that movie then,” I growled at her, focusing on her face and not the rest of her heavenly body.

“Wouldn’t you rather watch a live show?” she asked, spreading her legs and slipping her manicured fingers down between her legs. “I promise I won’t touch you,” she said.

My eyes followed her hand, admiring her sexy, sleek body as it traced her curves and then easily slipped between her moist folds of flesh. She kept going, sliding two fingers inside herself and burying them until her palm pressed flatly against her slit. She rotated them and moaned, and then pulled them out slowly.

“I can’t stay,” I told her, forcing strength into my voice I did not feel. What was it about a beautiful woman that made it so damn hard for a man to resist her? I hated her, didn’t I? She was complicating my life—no, she was ruining it! I had to get that movie and get away; only then could I have a chance of having the life Karen and I wanted.

Karen. Invoking her name in my head gave me strength. I tore my gaze away from her and turned to the other room. “Is this it? Are they on here?” I asked her even as I walked towards it.

I heard her frustrated sigh and then the bed springs as she climbed across it and came after me. “Yes, they’re on there,” she said even as I leaned over it.

“What’s the password?” I demanded, seeing I would be unable to unlock it without it.

“How bad do you want it?” she purred, coming up behind me. I jumped when I felt her hand on my shoulder, next to my face. I could smell her fingers as well, the same ones she had just buried deep inside her pussy. Great, now my shirt was going to smell like her!

“Either you give it to me or I take your computer apart and beat the hard drives with a hammer,” I told her.

She looked surprised, given her suddenly wide eyes. Then they narrowed as something else occurred to her. “I made copies,” she said. “It’s still on my phone, and it’s on a USB drive, too.”

I sighed in frustration and stood up to face her. “You told me if I came here I could delete them. Now there’s more to it. You lied to me. What do you want? What is it going to cost me to get my life back?”

Her pouting expression almost made me think I had hurt her. Almost. I was angry and frustrated. This girl was so much more than I had ever imagined her to be.

“That’s it,” she said. “I meant it, you can delete them. You’re here...I just...oh Jimmy, you don’t understand! You don’t know what it’s like!” She turned away, her shoulder shaking a little.

If she hadn’t called me Jimmy, I might have given in to her. “Don’t know what it’s like? What? I don’t know what it’s like to have every man who lays eyes on you willing to donate a kidney to get close to you? You can’t possibly want for anything. You’re beautiful and smarter than I ever thought possible. Pretty damn cunning, too.”

She turned back, tears in her eyes and running down her face. She had waterproof make-up on, I guessed, since it wasn’t running with the tears. “That’s all people see, my body!” she said. “They just want me as a trophy. They want to fuck me and put me on a wall and say that’s mine! Everybody wants me, everybody except the guy who matters.

“Nobody cares if I’m smart,” she continued to rant. “Nobody cares that I have an MBA in kinesiology and a bachelor’s in dietetics! I’ve worked hard to look like this and now nobody sees me as anything other than a fucking sex object!”

I held up my hands a little, trying to deflect some of the rage she was venting. “Whoa, hey, settle down now. Maybe you should try toning it down a little then? Conservative clothes or something?”

“Why? Why the fuck should I have to?” she yelled. “I worked my ass off building this body. It’s taken years of hard work and good genetics to start with. Why can’t I look good too? You look good and nobody gives you shit about it. It’s not fair!” She stamped her foot childishly to emphasize her protest.

I almost wanted to laugh at her, but a quick glance at her, naked and explosively gorgeous, reminded me not to. “Cassie, look, if you’re so smart, you had to realize there are better ways to meet guys, right?”

“Oh, I’ve met plenty of guys,” she said, staring at me. “Almost none of them compare to you. You don’t get that, do you? You’re a fucking prize, James. Karen doesn’t understand that. I do! I would put you on such a pedestal you could never fall off it. I’d give anything to be yours, Jim, anything! I’d let you do anything you wanted, as long as I knew you thought of me the way you think of her.”

“You can’t force somebody to love you,” I pointed out. “And I love Karen. Can’t you respect that?”

She turned away, giving me the chance to check out her ass again. I didn’t want to look at it, but it was right there and my eyes found it anyhow. “No,” she said, her voice strangled, “I can’t respect her. She doesn’t deserve you!”

I was ready to protest but she spun back around and looked at me. She took a deep breath and let it out. “Okay, here’s the deal. Just let me do one thing for you. Just one thing, then you get your video. Every copy I have...it’s yours. I’ll leave you alone then, okay? I’ll pretend nothing ever happened and won’t ever bother you at the gym again. You and Karen can have the perfect life until she fucks you over.”

I opened my mouth to protest but she held up her hand. She had a strange look in her eye too. “She will. Not now, maybe not for a while, but she will. I know—I’m an expert at getting fucked over.”

“What do you want?” I asked her, not willing to argue the point with her. Intelligent, crafty, and beautiful she most definitely was. Unbalanced and potentially dangerous? Yeah, she had plenty of that going on, too. I needed to get out of there as quickly as possible.

She took a deep breath, gaining strength. Her eyes dropped down my body and then came back up. “Do you think I’m pretty, Jim?”

I bristled but bit my tongue. I think she noticed my reaction anyhow. “Well? Do you?” she asked me, cupping her breasts in her hands suggestively.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” I told her. “There’s nobody else out there that looks as good as you do.”

She smiled. “Even now, after all I’ve done, you’re still such a sweet man.” She looked around again, searching for words, and then met my gaze again. “This is what’s going to happen,” she told me. “There’s no cameras this time, no recorders, nothing like that. I’m going to make you happy, James, just this one time. It’s my gift to you. You don’t want it and you’re not going to tell me it’s okay, but you have to do it. Sit down in that chair.”

I looked where she pointed and saw her pointing to the office chair next to the computer desk. I turned to look back at her and she pointed again. “If you want that movie, you’ll sit down right there. Otherwise I’m going to give it to Karen.”

My eyes narrowed. “That movie is a lie,” I said.

She shrugged. “We both know that’s beside the point. Now sit down. Now!”

Grudgingly, I sat down. She moved in front of me and then behind me. “Give me your hands,” she said. She repeated herself more firmly when I did not cooperate. Once they were behind my back, she quickly pulled something off the side of her computer desk I had not seen and wrapped it around my wrists. I knew almost instantly it was duct tape, given the sticky nature and how strong and wide it was.

“God, you don’t know how fucking hot I am for you. This is my present to you,” she said. “For being the perfect man. It’s funny, really. If you had wanted me and given yourself to me at the gym, I’d have known you weren’t the right man. You didn’t, though, and you didn’t come to me in my bed either. I want what I can’t have, and that’s the funniest part. If I could have you, I wouldn’t want you.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I growled. I realized antagonizing her was the last thing I needed. She might have a knife or a gun or maybe a baseball bat nearby she was aching to introduce my head to.

“You won’t give in to me, so I have to take it and give you a present you don’t want. Please remember it the rest of your life. If...no, not if, when things don’t work out with Karen, look me up. Find me and I’ll come to you.”

“You’re fucking crazy.”

She nodded. “You have no idea.” She smiled sadly, and then sank down to her knees in front of me. “I’m going to make you cum now, Jim. I’m going to do things to you Karen can’t do, and then you’re going to cum and I’m going to cherish that memory forever. Then you can have your stupid movie and you can put me out of your life.”

I glared at her even as another tear ran down her face and her hands moved to my pants. She undid my belt and the button, and then unzipped them and pulled them down. Even if I could have, I refused to assist her, but I’ll be damned if my dick did not react in spite of myself. Nothing major, but I knew it was looking forward to the fresh air.
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