==Part 1==

I hear the crack of your open palm an instant before the pain blossoms in the right cheek of my exposed ass.  My pussy aches in response.  Another swat, on my left cheek this time, and I’m in a red-hazed paradise.  I wait for the next slap to fall, but it never does.  After a few agonizing moments, the perfect silence in the room is compromised by the swish of cotton.  I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning; the only material in this room that could create such a soft whisper of promise is your pants.  And if that sound means what I think it means, I’m in for a treat.
“Turn around.  I want to look at you.”  Your voice is smooth, deep, and indifferent.  It makes my blood boil with desire.  I straighten and turn from where I’d been spread-eagled against the wall for your amusement.  I’ve been wet since before you even brought me down here; but the sight of your cock now sends a trickle of moisture down the inside of my thigh.

I stand straight for your appraisal.  I’m wearing the corset you bought me for our anniversary - vibrant red with black embroidered scrollwork – with my lacey black garder belt and stockings.  My long blond hair is done up in a spikey bun with tendrils caressing my face.  I put on dark eyeshadow and bright red lipstick, just the way you like it.
I can see you get harder as you look me over.  I can almost feel every throb of your cock echo through my hungry pussy.  I want to touch myself, to release this torturous pressure, but I can’t; you’ve forbidden me to touch any part of my body.  So I’m forced to stand here, hands at my sides, and let the trickle of my desire drift painfully down my inner thigh while you absently stroke your glorious shaft.  If I’m a good girl, you’ll let me touch it, maybe even let me put it in my mouth.

“Sit down on the couch.”

Before I’m even aware of it, I’m striding over to the soft couch against the wall.  Your voice is so commanding, so undeniable.  I’d give you anything, do anything to you, if you’d only ask.  I gasp when I sit.  The material of the cushion feels like sandpaper on the raw flesh of my ass.  Then without a word, you shove me back and swing my legs up onto the couch.  Another instant later, and you’re straddling my waist, pinning my hands above my head.  Your hard cock rests comfortably on my stomach like a hungry python.  What I wouldn’t give to feel that hot flesh against my own.  You know it drives me wild to have your dick so close, but out of reach.
“What do you want?”

“I want your cock,” I answer promptly.  I’ve never wanted anything so bad in my life.  “I want to feel your cock in my mouth, in my pussy, and in my ass.  I want you to use me, Master.  I’m your little whore to do with as you please.”

You’re so good at torturing me.  You remain perfectly still, looking down at me with that emotionless face you’ve mastered.  The massive mounds of my breasts hide your cock from my view, but I can feel its weight, even through the reinforced material of my corset.  I stifle a whimper as I remember the time you almost made me climax by simply sliding your hot shaft between the corset and my flat tummy.
Before my desire becomes unbearable, you rise above me.  “You fucked your boss,” you say, your cock pointing down at me, accusing me.  I feel color rise to my cheeks.

“I only sucked his cock, my Lord.  I didn’t even take my blouse off before he’d spilled his seed down my throat.”  I start to squirm underneath you.

“He must have been lusting after you for some time.  Maybe next time you’ll do a better job, won’t you?”
“Yes, Master.  I assure you I won’t let him cum unless he’s buried in my naughty, slutty pussy.”

“Very good.”  With a quick thrust of your hips, my mouth is filled with your cock.  You immediately begin rocking your hips, fucking my mouth, driving me wild with hunger.  I love being your fuck-toy, feeling your power, your confidence, your beauty coursing through your body, filling me with lust.  I love the way your shaft feels, sliding in and out of my mouth, the way the soft head slams into the back of my throat, the way my jaw aches from holding it open so long.  So much pain, so much perfect, blissful pain.

Looming over me, you pull out of my mouth.  I can’t help reaching for it with my mouth, trying to suck it back down my throat.  My hands are pinned helplessly above my head by one of your hands.  I watch intently as you take your cock in hand and slap me with it.  The thick, heavy muscle hits my cheekbone, and I’m almost thrown into orgasm.  You’re so hard, it felt like a club against my face.  You pull it aside to strike me again, and this time I wait for it with my mouth wide open.  I try to catch the head in my mouth, but it glances off my chin.  

I wonder if you realize just how wet you’re making me.
You thrust at my face again, but miss my open mouth, instead jabbing me in the eye.  I try to catch your shaft between my lips, but you’re drawing back to stab me again.  You keep this up, buffeting and pummeling my face with your massive organ, goading me, yelling at me to suck your cock, for Christ’s sake!

Finally, I catch it.  It’s the most delicious thing I’ve ever put in my mouth, and I’m not about to let it go.  I suck hard and lift my head, forcing it down my throat.  My pussy clenches when I hear you moan above me, and after a few seconds, we settle into a rhythm.  I love having my face fucked, especially by your massive cock.
This time I’m not disappointed when you pull yourself from my mouth, because you immediately take it in your hand and start stroking furiously.  I look up at your face just long enough to get a glimpse of your painful ecstacy.  When I look down again at your pumping hand, I hear you grunt a moment before the first spray of your cum erupts from the tip of your cock and draws a line from my left eyebrow, down over my nose, and across my cheek.  Shot after shot, you cover my face with your delicious, intoxicating semen.  I revel in it, basking in the warmth of it, the way it feels on my skin, the taste of the few spurts that landed in my open mouth.

When you’re finally spent, you release my hands and climb off my body to sit on the end of the couch.  My body is screaming with the need for release.  I can feel it it my pussy, in my nipples, in my throat, everywhere.  I can practically feel my clit vibrating with need.  I move my hand slowly.  When you don’t tell me to stop, I touch my swollen, aching clit, and send myself into a screaming, quivering, thrashing orgasm, draining every ounce of energy from my body.  When my mind clears, I look down at you.  Your cock is hard in your slowly moving hand, and I recognize that sparkle in your eye.  My exhausted body hums with anticipation.

The evening is just getting started.
==Part 2==

"What's my Lord going to do with that?" I ask in a voice raspy with fatigue.  I sit up on the other end of the couch and lick my lips when my eyes drop to your slowly stroking hand.  I had hoped the distance between us would dampen by blossoming arousal, but I seem to be mistaken; my mind is overcome with the desire to feel that thick shaft between my breasts.

"That depends."  Your hand begins to move faster and I can feel your eyes caressing my body like a wisp of silk.  It sends shivers up my spine and leaves a residual tingle between my legs.  I shift beneath your scrutiny, barely able to stifle a moan as my slick thighs rub against each other.

When you don't offer any further explanation, I ask, "On what?" though I have a good idea.

"It depends on your behavior over the last week while I was gone."  You release your erection and stand, meandering over to loom over me.  Your cock is standing straight out, reaching for me.  "Were you a good girl?"

I nod, licking my lips, and lift my eyes from your twitching organ.  "I was a good girl," I answer, meeting your eyes.  The look in them makes my blood hot, and my thoughts turn to handcuffs and whips and knives.

"You sucked off your boss.  What else did you do?"

I swallow hard.  I'm embarrassed to tell you all that I did, but it's the shame that turns you on.  You enjoy making me squirm, putting me in strange situations and letting me work my way out of them.

"I was very busy, Master," I say, summoning the courage.  "On Monday morning, the UPS driver came to the door.  I answered wearing only my black half-cup bra and the matching thong.  He was cute and I could feel myself getting more wet when I invited him into the house. I started talking to him as I signed for the package, using the 'lonely housewife' routine."  I squirm again, remembering the look on the poor boys face.  "He was hanging on my every word, practically drooling on my breasts.  Once I'd signed, and set the package aside, it didn't take long to get his little brown shorts off.

"His cock was nice, my Lord, but it only made me want yours all the more.  I started by sucking it deep into my throat, then nestled it between my breasts."

"What were you saying to him while he fucked your tits?"

I shift on the couch again, fighting the urge to slip a pair of fingers into my aching pussy.  Oh, what I wouldn't give to have your delicious cock stretching me open while I told you about my adventures of the past week.  I continue with a deep breath.  "I told him that I was just a horny, lonely housewife, and that I wanted him to fuck me like the slut I am.  I told him I wanted to feel his cock inside my naughty, hungry cunt, and that I wanted to watch him shoot his cum onto my face and tits."

You nod with an approving smile, and I feel my pussy twitch.  "I got up then and bent over the back of the couch.  He spread my ass cheeks and rubbed my pussy.  Oh, my Lord, I was so wet!  I begged him for it, and he gave it to me, nice and slow.  As he filled me, I reached down and rubbed my clit.  He slammed into me, fucked me viciously for at least ten minutes.  The only thing that kept me from cumming right away was the knowledge that it wasn't you behind me."  I smile up at you through my lashes, very aware of the view you have of my cleavage.  "But knowing that you'd be proud of me, I was mercifully allowed to climax on the UPS boy's pumping cock.

"A few seconds after I came, he yanked himself out of me and nearly threw me on the floor.  I was still gasping with the vestiges of my orgasm as I dropped down to my knees.  I looked up at him and he slapped my cheeks with his cock, rubbing my juices all over my own face.  If I'd rubbed my clit, I surely would have climaxed again.  But before I could, he erupted.  The first few shots leapt out of his cock and lined my face, while the rest dripped onto my breasts.  I savored every drop of it, Master, but it didn't taste as good as yours."

I wait for your approval, needing it, but you simply stand before me, slowly stroking your shaft.  I want to suck it into my mouth, to give you pleasure, but I hold back.  It's getting harder and harder to keep my hand away from my crotch, but somehow I manage.

"Did he enjoy you?"  When you finally speak, I detect a slight shortness of breath; my story is arousing you.

"Yes, Master.  He wanted to kiss me after he was done."

"Did you let him?"

"Yes, Master."  I remember the boy's pawing hands, how clumsy he was.  He couldn't have been more than nineteen years old - probably working during his summer break from college.  "I let him kiss me and fondle my breasts.  I think he liked my breasts most of all.  He also put two fingers in my pussy while he kissed me."

"Did that turn you on?"

"Yes, Master.  I wanted him to fuck me again."

"Did you tell him that?"

"Yes, Master.  But he said he had more deliveries."  I lower my gaze now, embarrased at what I'd done.  "I begged him to stay and fuck me.  I told him my pussy was aching again, hungry for his cock.  But he left.  He left me naked, kneeling in the middle of the living room with his cum drying on my breasts and my rejuvinated arousal trickling down my leg."

Again you stand silent before me, carefully masturbating.  After what felt like hours, you lean down and lift my legs up.  I take the cue and plant my feet on the couch next to my ass, giving you access to my glistening cunt.  With a few deft movements, the head of your cock is pressed firmly against my cleft.  You're still looking into my eyes, and my heart nearly bursts with love.  You slip into me, forcing a deep moan from the back of my throat, and bury yourself within my slick channel.  Without thinking, my hands cup your face, but you pull back before I can kiss your sensuous lips.  You stay inside me, unmoving, your look of approval slipping into disappointment, then back.

"What was in the package he delivered?"

My excitement blossoms again at the reminder.  "Once he was gone," I went on, "I brought myself to climax again before opening the box. There was a strap-on dildo in it, with a long, thick, purple phallus."

A sly grin curls your lips and you give me a quick, sharp thrust of your own throbbing phallus.  "Then what did you do?"

"Then," I reply promptly, pulling in great lungfuls of air as the first waves of ecstasy begin rolling through me.  "Then I got dressed, packed my new toy in my purse, and went to the grocery story to do some shopping."

==Part 3==

Before I can continue telling my story, your mouth closes over mine.  You force my mouth open and invade with your long tongue.  My world is reduced to these two points: the junction of our mouths, and the penetration of your dick in my pussy.  Your soft, hungry lips steal my breath and I can feel the heat of your throbbing erection deep in my belly, like the heartbeat of a sleeping giant buried in the earth.

Just as suddenly, your lips are gone.  I'm left panting on the couch, looking up into your burning eyes.  Your mighty phallus hasn't moved a millimeter within me; it's still buried deep, sending tiny tremors through my body with every beat of your heart.  I try to move my hips to get some kind of friction between us, some kind of stimulation, but I freeze when your hand clamps down on my neck.

"Don't move."  Your voice is so deep and so powerful; it feels like you're tugging on my clit with every syllable you utter.  Your hand is gone after a few more seconds, leaving me gasping for air.  I do as I'm told, but I can't fathom how you're able to hold perfectly still in such a tight, wet pussy.  Any other guy wouldn't have lasted three seconds before being overcome by the need to pound my sweet little slut-cunt.  But then, you're not any other guy.  You're not like any other man I've ever been with.  No one else can turn me on with just a smile.

There's no hint of that smile now, though.  I'm cowering under your intense gaze, your piercing eyes sending chills of fear down my spine.  I know that at any time you could take the pleasure away and leave me with undiluted pain.  I know you have the power, and it's not something that I want to experience.  But when you mix that pain with pleasure....

"Tell me about your trip to the grocery store," you say, and to my growing dismay begin pulling your cock slowly out of my clenching pussy as it tries desperately to hold onto you.  When your helm emerges from me, I whimper and shudder from the loss of that thickness buried so deep.

"I put on my tiny pink t-shirt and denim miniskirt - no bra or panties, though - and left for the grocery store with my new toy stuffed into my purse, knowing that Hallie would be working today."  As I continue, I watch you bring the high-backed kitchen chair from the corner and place it directly in front of the couch.  I'm not sure what you have in mind with the chair.  Instead of worrying about it, I go on.  "I went into the store with hard nipples and a wet pussy.  Even the warm, humid summer air felt cool against my searing netherlips.  I could feel every pair of eyes on me, raking over my body; the men hungrily and most of the women in jealous disgust.  I went up to the service counter and asked to see Hallie.  The cute little blond behind the counter glanced down at my tits, blushed, then made a quick phone call.  She told me Hallie would be right up, glanced again at my tits, and turned away.

"I wanted to jump the counter and rip the girl's clothes off.  She had such a nice athletic body, Master; you would have approved."

"Why didn't you?" you ask angrily.  "Sit in this chair."  I nearly jump at the commanding tone of your voice.  Before I even realize it, the rough wood of the chair is scratching my still-sore ass.

"I didn't have a chance, Master," I answer as I watch you walk over to the phone on the wall next to the staircase.  You silence me with a finger and pick up the handset.  Your nimble fingers dial a phone number and I wait silently on the chair, still unable to quench the heat between my legs.

"Hello, Chloe."  A chill races up my spine when I hear you say that name.  I suddenly know what you have planned and my excitement eclispses the fear quivering along my bones.  "Is your husband home?  For how long?  I see.  Say, if you don't want to be alone in your house tonight, you're welcome to stop by ours.... Great, just let yourself in - we're down in the basement."  

With those seemingly innocent words - ''we're down in the basement'' - you've just invited our porn star neighbor to come over for hours of sex.
==Part 4==

You hang up the phone and return to sit on the sofa before me.  You're still rigid, still glowing with masculine power; but I'm not the only source of your arousal now.  I know how much Chloe turns you on.  I know how much you like to fuck her.  The thought of having to watch you two fills me with jealousy.

"Continue."  Your voice is sudden, and I'm left floundering for a heartbeat.  When my mind clears, I go on with my recounting of my trip to the supermarket.

I swallow the bitter lump of bile rising in my throat and find my voice strained.  "Hallie looked fantasic, Master.  She was just wearing a white blouse, tie, and black dress pants, but you know how she makes anything look elegant.  She greeted me professionally, and asked what she could do for me."  I pause to catch my breath and swallow again; my mouth is growing dry.  "I almost blurted out that I wanted her fingers in my pussy, but I didn't.  I just said, 'Is there somewhere I can talk with you... privately?' She smiled that smile and led me up into her office."  I notice I'm squirming in the rough chair, trying to create some kind of friction on my aching pussy, and stop.  "She locked the door behind us and stood very close to me.  She said, 'Now, what was it you wished to speak to me about?'"

"Go on," you say after a moment of silence.  I realize I'd been thinking about that moment, about standing so close to Hallie, how I could smell her perfume.  I give myself a mental shake.

"I was so aroused, Master.  I just reached into my purse, pulled out my new purple toy, and told her to fuck me."

"And did she?"

"Yes," I whisper, dropping my eyes to my lap.  "After she made me suck her thick, purple cock.  She took pictures with her camera phone while she was slapping my face with it and shoving it down my throat.  Then she told me to get up and lean over her desk."

"Were you wet?"

"It was trickling down my thighs, Master.  She teased me for at least five minutes, tracing circles around my pussy and asshole, all the while I was looking out over the store through the one-way glass above her desk."  I let out a deep, shuddering sigh as I remember the feeling of that thick phallus finally penetrating me.  "I came three times once she started fucking me.  When she was done, she made me suck the dildo clean.  Then she sat up on the desk and buried my face in her crotch."

"I hope you were able to please her...."  Your breath is heavy.  When I look up, you're slowly stroking your erection.  My pussy throbs in response.

"She climaxed twice, my Lord," I answer meekly.

"Good.  Was that all you did monday?"

"Aside from the cybersex I had when I got home, yes Master."

"Cyber?  With whom?"

"The first boy I could find," I reply, crimson flushing my cheeks.  My near constant state of arousal embarasses me, especially when I have to resort to such pathetic means to get myself off.  But you seem to enjoy my shame.  For whatever reason.

A door closes upstairs, and we hear footsteps across the kitchen floor.  It's Chloe.  She's coming down the stairs now, and my heart is thundering in my chest.  I want to see her, I want to gaze upon her divine body; but at the same time I don't want her here because I know what it means.

"Chloe, welcome," you say, still slowly stroking your cock.  I hate the smile on your face because it's aimed at her.  I swing my piercing gaze to her, and my breath catches in my throat.  No matter how many times I see her, I'm always struck by how gorgeous she is.

She can't be much taller than five feet; I know you like that about her because it makes your cock look so much bigger in relation to her small body.  She's slender and in great shape; she works out almost every day.  She's got a perfect, full ass, and the curves of her hips are almost hypnotizing.  She's got big, firm, natural tits that seem like they'll defy gravity for the rest of her life.  Her lips are delicate and very alluring.  And that smile of hers!

Her eyes light up when she surveys the scene.  She immediately comes over to where you're sitting at full attention, and doesn't even bother to take her clothes off.  She's standing right in front of me, like I'm not even here, and bends forward at the waist.  But that sculpted ass might as well be a mile away for all I can touch it.  Her head starts bobbing up and down; she's making sure I know just what she's doing to you.  The slurping sounds are loud and clumsy, but I bet it feels good, doesn't it?

Love, hatred, jealousy, desire, revulsion, and countless other conflicting emotions wage war inside me as I watch this woman suck your cock.  My pussy aches with need, but there's nothing I can do about it.  I wish it was my lips wrapped around your beautiful shaft, and for that I hate Chloe.  But just watching her move, knowing that she's giving you pleasure, makes me love her.

With a loud smack, she pulls you out of her mouth and climbs onto your lap, thrusting her breasts into your face.  "So what's going on," she asks you, pulling her shirt up with one hand to expose those magnificent globes.  I can only see the outer swells beneath her arms, but it's enough.  Then your hands are on them, and I can't be sure how much more of this I can take.  You're driving me insane with grief and lust, pretending I'm not here, pretending it's just you and her.

"Just waiting for you."  Your voice is hoarse and so fucking sexy.  I want to scream.  I want to shout at you, shout so that everyone can hear me beg for your cock.

"Oh yeah?  What did you have in mind?"  Chloe's voice answers, thick with seduction.  All I can see is her forearm moving, but I don't need to see her hand to know she's jerking your slippery shaft.

"Turn around and I'll show you."

Chloe rises immediately and turns around to face me.  She doesn't meet my eyes; she couldn't anyhow, since my gaze is fixed firmly on her swollen nipples.  But she's played this game before; she knows what you have in mind, what you want, and why I'm there.

With a quick jerk, you yank her shorts to the floor, revealing her bare crotch to me.  I know that if I looked down between my own legs, I'd see a puddle of arousal beneath me; but I can't take my eyes off her body.  Giggling, she lifts her shirt the rest of the way off and tosses it aside.  Then you pull her back by the hips and she sits on your lap, your raging hard-on throbbing between her smooth, slender thighs.

With hot, burning lust clouded by jealousy, I watch numbly as Chloe reaches down and guides your long, thick cock to her shy little cleft.  If I didn't know her, I'd never believe she could take you in so easily.  But I watch, unable to look away, as your shaft vanishes inch by maddening inch.

