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It all began with that brutal, almost clinical confession that immediately laid the groundwork for our asymmetry. His wife had been gone for months, leaving behind a man whose needs had crystallized into a dull, throbbing urgency. "Really need to drain my balls," he’d thrown at me through the screen. Those words, raw in their vulgarity, weren't an insult; they were an invitation to become the receptacle for his pent-up frustration.

I can still see myself during our very first exchange, fingers trembling over the keyboard, facing the question that would seal my fate:

"So, is that it? You're looking for someone directive and dominant?"

His sentence appeared with the coldness of a verdict. I felt my breath shorten. For me, this was the great leap—the unknown of a first time in a man's hands. I reached deep into my most buried desires to answer him, finally owning this thirst to be led, to vanish before a stronger will:

"Yes... I hope to meet a real man, one who knows how to take charge. Someone who doesn't ask permission to submit me to his pleasure."

His response didn't take long. It fell like a guillotine, steeped in a masculine confidence that made me shiver:

"You won't be disappointed. I've got a beautiful cock that’s just begging to find a mouth and an ass to wreck all night long."

The image forced itself upon me, visceral. I dared to ask the question—the one burning my lips, as much out of curiosity as a need to project myself into my own surrender:

"What’s it look like, your 'beautiful cock'?"

"Nine inches. Twenty-three centimeters. Thick and hard. Enough to keep you busy every second."

That number remained etched in my mind, a measurement of my future devastation. Then, silence. A five-day void, an eternity of doubt. Was I unworthy? Too impatient? Tonight, as the meeting finally approaches, I find myself alone in front of my screen, my mind haunted by his lack of response.

I am here, my body already enslaved by the waiting, a silicone plug firmly lodged inside me to remind me who I belong to. Every movement, every spasm of my anal muscle against the cold plastic, is a prayer addressed to his memory. My fingers race across the keys, formulating this desperate plea:

"Why the silence? What did I do wrong? Tell me if I was disrespectful; I’ll do anything to earn your forgiveness. All I want is to feel your nine inches driving into my mouth, for you to take my face or my ass however you see fit. I am yours. I’m already ready for you..."

The screen suddenly illuminates, tearing through the darkness of the room. The sharp ping of the notification cracks through the silence like the snap of a whip. My heart skips a beat, then instantly races, hammering against my ribs with a violence that takes my breath away. My mouth goes dry. My fingers, suddenly ice-cold, tremble over the mouse while my eyes devour the words appearing on the screen. His sentences scroll by, heavy, crushing me with an authority that brooks no reply:

"I see the wait has done its work, you little slut. You’ve perfectly grasped what I require of you. I can’t wait to test your throat, to see if you’re capable of swallowing it all without failing. Don't worry about your ass: I’ll take care of driving that plug in to the hilt myself to make sure you’re gaping, stretched, and ready to take every bit of my hard cock. And if you dare disappoint me, I’ll drag you through the dirt with the foulest words I can find. I want you as a whore. I want you submissive. A little slut, nothing more."

A brutal wave of heat radiates through my neck and rises to my cheeks—a sticky mixture of absolute shame and dizzying arousal. In the intimacy of my pelvis, my muscles contract reflexively, tightening my nervous grip on the silicone buried inside me. The toy suddenly feels denser, more intrusive, as if it were already an extension of his will.

Then, the final sentence hit the screen, forever redefining the boundaries of my identity:

"By the way, we're done with being casual. From now on, you call me 'Sir.' Is that clear? I’m not your buddy. I am the master to whom you owe absolute obedience. You show up at my door Thursday night. Eight o’clock sharp. With that plug in your ass. Be late by even a minute, and you will regret it bitterly."

Out of breath, my lungs burning, I sat petrified in front of the monitor. The air in the room grew heavy. The raw brutality of his commands crushed me, stripping away my will and reducing me to a malleable object. My individuality dissolved in the acid of his orders.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. My fingers, numb from the adrenaline rush, struck the keys with a feverish slowness, dictated by total devotion. I typed out the letters of my surrender, sealing the virtual pact before the trial of the flesh:

"Yes, Sir. I will do everything to satisfy you. Thank you, Sir."

With a trembling finger, I pressed the doorbell. The chime echoed inside the bungalow, a domestic, mundane sound that contrasted violently with the storm raging in my gut. That silicone intruder had been lodged inside me for over an hour; sixty minutes of an interminable bus ride where every bump, every turn, and every acceleration drove the base of the plug a little deeper against my sensitive flesh. With every movement, I felt its weight, its smooth texture tickling and harassing me, reminding me of my promise, my submission, my status as a "little slut" in transit.

Sweat clung to my back despite the suburban chill. I paced on the porch, unable to stay still, my mind clouded by a feverishness bordering on nausea. Then, the lock clicked.

The door swung open and there he was. Physical reality hit me full force, far denser than the pixels on my screen. He filled the doorway, his frame that of a quiet predator. His shoulders were broad, strapped into a burgundy shirt whose dark fabric seemed to absorb the dim hallway light. He smelled like a polished professional, a mix of leather and a woody trail—masculine and reassuring, if it weren't for that look in his eyes. His salt-and-pepper hair framed a face with firm features, underscored by a few days' worth of stubble that gave him a gruff, almost wild aura beneath his corporate executive appearance.

His eyes raked over me, cold and analytical. He didn't smile. There was no welcoming warmth, only the validation of a transaction.

"Good. You're on time."

His voice was a deep bass, calm and devoid of emotion, as if he were reciting a sentence prepared long ago. With a brief, imperious gesture, he signaled for me to enter his den.

The silence that followed was a chasm. I kicked off my shoes and removed my coat with a clumsy slowness, my hands refusing to obey me. The contrast was too violent. The man in front of me was a stranger, an imposing foreigner in a perfectly tidy living room, and yet, inside my body, the plug continued to pulse—a remnant of our obscene exchanges. The gulf between the word "wreck" written on a website and the reality of this hallway made my head spin. A sudden panic seized me, an urge to scream an excuse, to turn around and run back to the bus stop to flee this madness. I was about to open my mouth to stammer a retreat, but he beat me to it.

His voice, deep and final, cracked through the hushed silence of the house:

"Come sit in the living room."

The tone brooked no negotiation. It was the command of a master reclaiming his rights, and I felt my legs obey of their own accord despite the terror paralyzing me.

My legs moved on their own, obeying a mechanism beyond my control, as I trailed behind him through the kitchen. Every stride reawakened the bite of the silicone inside me, a dull throb punctuating my walk. The house was thick with the scent of leather and cleanliness, a terrifyingly calm suburban setting that made my presence here feel almost surreal.

Arriving in the living room, he jerked his chin authoritatively toward the spot to his left on the dark leather sofa. I sank into it, my muscles clenched and my knees pressed together. He didn't waste time. His hand, massive and calloused, appeared in my line of sight, holding out a low glass filled with an amber liquid that shimmered like heavy gold.

"Here. Drink this."

The tone was as placid as granite. I didn't dare meet his salt-and-pepper gaze. I took the glass, feeling the heat of his skin slide against my cold fingers. The first sip was an assault. It was liquid fire, a caustic burn that scraped my throat and brought tears to my eyes. I grimaced, breathless, but his voice fell again, lower and more pressing:

"Drink it all. It’ll relax you."

I obeyed, my heart pounding out of my chest, and swallowed the rest in one gulp. The shock was immediate. A coughing fit shook me, tearing through the silence of the living room, while the alcohol spread through my stomach like a trail of gunpowder. I set the glass down, my head already feeling a bit heavy, and that’s when I felt it.

His hand. It came to rest on my thigh, just above the knee. It was a firm pressure, a proprietary grip. He didn't caress me as if to seduce; he stroked me like an animal whose submission he was gauging. I felt the heat of his palm through the fabric of my trousers, a thermal radiation that seemed to seep under my skin. Slowly, with a devastating confidence, his fingers moved up, gnawing away at the distance to my crotch, inch by inch.

The alcohol was beginning its work of sabotage. The tension that had locked my shoulders dissolved. A sticky heat washed over me, numbing my fear to leave nothing but an animal receptivity. Inside me, the plug felt like it had reached its melting point, radiating a throbbing pleasure with every pulse of my arteries.

A voice in my mind, distant and growing weaker, screamed that everything was moving too fast, that the abyss was opening beneath my feet. But it was drowned out by another—hoarser, more visceral—demanding what came next. That part of me wanted to know what it felt like to be broken by this man. It wanted to see how much further that hand would go. And I knew it, with a certainty that made my head spin: I was going to listen to it.

An imperceptible shift in my breathing, a loosening of my shoulders, and he understood: I was his. Without a word, his steel-blue eyes locked onto mine, a gaze so fixed and dense it seemed to pin me against the back of the sofa. His hand closed over mine, not with gentleness, but with a quiet authority, and guided my fingers toward the crotch of his black trousers.

Beneath the roughness of the fabric, I met an imposing mass—a promising bulge that belied his Olympian calm. It was an iron rod wrapped in warm flesh. Emboldened by the contact, I began to fumble, to explore with a near-devout application this power that was begging to be set free. Under my caresses, the tension increased; the fabric strained further. An irrational sense of pride flooded me, a heat that had nothing to do with the alcohol: I was turning this predator on. I had awakened him.

Suddenly, his hand left my thigh to grip my chin, forcing me to face him. My heart raced. I parted my lips, my gaze drowning in his, expecting the collision of a kiss... but a very different intrusion awaited me.

He shoved two fingers into my mouth, roughly. The taste of his skin—a mix of salt and cold tobacco—flooded my taste buds as he began a slow, almost languid back-and-forth motion that forced my jaw open.

"Yes, that's it, sweetheart..." he whispers in a voice that seems to vibrate right through my bones. "Suck them, lick them. Get to know the texture of my skin, because it’s my cock you’re going to be welcoming the same way soon."

Saliva begins to flood my mouth, lubricating his fingers as they probe my oral cavity. I redouble my efforts on his fly, my fingers seeking to massage the cock he's promised me. My sudden feminization—accepted, almost claimed—pushes me toward this dual task with animal fervor.

"Do you want a third?" he asks, his eyes shining with a cruel and satisfied glint.

Without waiting for the slightest sign from me, he adds his ring finger. My mouth is now stretched wide, my lips pulled to the extreme by this invasion. He picks up the pace, turning my throat into an increasingly slick receptacle. A string of drool escapes the corner of my lips, stretching before splashing onto my sweater, but he couldn't care less. He goes for the fourth finger, forcing his way in, distending my flesh to the breaking point. I am nothing more than a mouth, an orifice he is preparing, shaping as he sees fit.

As suddenly as he entered, he pulls out. My jaw aches, and my lips are red and wet. Without giving me time to catch my breath, he fills my glass again with that burning liquid and holds it out to me.

"Drink."

The word is a sentence. I obey, my throat still raw, managing to stifle my cough through sheer will to please him. I set the glass down, my vision a bit blurred, expecting a rewarding caress.

Instead, a massive slap cracks across my cheek.

The shock is incredibly violent. My head snaps to the side, a shrill ringing fills my ears, and a cry of pain, mixed with pure surprise, escapes my lungs. My skin burns instantly—a trail of fire marking the territory of his hand on my face.

The burn on my cheek isn’t just physical pain; it’s a mark of possession radiating through my skull, making my ears buzz. Before I can even find my senses, his voice thunders, sweeping away the last remnants of my resistance.

"When I give you a gift, you thank me, understood?"

The words vibrate in the air, charged with a demand that brooks no hesitation. I lower my eyes, my cheek on fire, my breath short.

"I... I’m sorry... Thank you... Thank you so much..."

"Thank who, you little slut?"

The word cracks, more stinging than the slap. I swallow hard, accepting the label, letting it soak into my identity.

"Thank you, Sir. I won't disappoint you again, Sir."

A satisfied silence settles in, disturbed only by my heart thumping against my ribs.

"That’s better. Now, get up. Strip and get on all fours in front of me like the bitch you are. And move it!"

I obey with feverish haste. My fingers tremble against the collar of my sweater, tangle in my socks, and struggle with the fly of my pants. The fabric slides against my skin, gradually abandoning me to the chill of the room and his predatory gaze. Finally naked, I drop to the rug, palms flat, knees anchored in the wool fibers. The position is humiliating, archaic, yet it awakens a shiver of pure pleasure in me. I am an offering, a territory ready to be conquered.

"Close your eyes. Do not open them until I tell you to. Keep your knees together. Lift your ass. Arch your back."

The darkness isolates me. I exist only through sounds and sensations. I hear the creak of leather as he stands, then the slow, heavy rhythm of his footsteps as he circles me. I feel like a slave in an ancient market, exposed to the lust of a Roman master gauging my worth. The silence is so deep I can feel my own blood pulsing in my neck.

Suddenly, I feel the touch of his fingers—a sharp, authoritative slap on the base of the intruder inside me.

"I see you did as I asked," he remarks, his voice brushing against my ear. "You're a good little bitch, aren't you?"

"Yes, Sir... I only want to satisfy you... whatever your pleasure..."

Without the slightest warning, a brutal jolt shoots through me. With a sharp tug, he rips the plug from my insides. A wet sound—an obscene, embarrassing pop—tears through the silence. I let out a small whimper; the sensation of emptiness is almost as violent as the invasion. But the reprieve is short-lived. I feel the sudden heat of a stream of spit on my dilated hole, and then, in the very next second, he shoves the object back in with a sharp thrust, forcing it to reclaim its place in my still-throbbing flesh.

I’m gasping for air. The sensation of this re-invasion, slicked by his own spit, makes my head spin.

"Already wide open... that bodes well for later," he whispers with a hint of lewd contempt. "Do you use a dildo often, you slut?"

I shiver, my ass—so exposed and handled—becoming the burning center of my universe.

"Yes, Sir... A few times a week... If I don't, the arousal is too much; I can't control myself."

The crack of his hand against the meat of my ass echoes like a thunderclap through the silent living room. The pain is instant—a fire spreading in electric waves across my bare skin, making every fiber of my being twitch.

"With objects or dildos? Keep your eyes shut!" he thunders, his voice vibrating with an authority that makes me bow my head even further.

"Forgive me, Sir..." My voice is a mere breath, strangled by arousal and the burn. "At first... it was whatever I could find. A tube of candies, the handle of an old hairbrush... even the handle of a plunger. But since I ordered some dildos, that’s all I use now."

The confession of those makeshift tools, of that raw and lonely hunger, seems to hang in the air, exposing me more surely than my nakedness ever could.

"What are they like, your dildos?"

"One is modest, Sir... six inches. But the other... the other is a monster. Ten inches long, over two inches thick. I’ve never managed to take the whole thing... My flesh resists; it stretches, but eventually, it gives out..."

"Next time you come see me, you bring them," he decrees with a coldness that makes me shiver. "We’ll see if you can’t swallow it once I’ve broken you and prepared you properly."

"Yes, Sir. With pleasure, Sir."

The image of that total invasion, orchestrated by him, makes the plug in my ass pulse with a new force.

"Now, eyes still closed, get on your knees. Hands behind your back. Open your mouth and stick out your tongue."

I rock back, my knees sinking into the rug. My arms cross behind my lower back, leaving me defenseless
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