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Cynthia's had been having trouble with her search for love online. It wasn’t that there she couldn’t find anyone she wanted to hook up with, it’s that her over-active imagination went into overdrive the moment she sat down at her computer—she had to use her computer because her phone had a couple of major drawbacks. The first was that she was usually already lying down when she used her phone, on the couch or even still in bed. The other was that she needed one hand to hold the phone, which she found inhibiting. 

Just thinking about what she wanted sent a tingle up and down her spine, and seeing a picture on her screen sent her imagination into overdrive. The latest image to send a thrill between her legs was of an unremarkable dark haired man with dark eyes, a wide nose, and thin lips. 

If one was to be brutally honest, one would have to admit that the man’s search for love was going to be a long and arduous one. But Cynthia didn’t mind. She didn't even bother to read all the text that came with the picture. All she needed was a name and a focus. The picture was of Boris and his favorite pastime was taking his dogs for a walk in the evening 

'So, Boris,' Cynthia said to herself, 'you like taking your dog for a walk, do you?' Her nipples hardened, her vagina became wet, and she closed her eyes to the world. In her mind's eye, Boris approached her, scowling. Although the picture on the screen suggested the real Boris was short and on the plump side, her imagination slimmed him down and added a couple of inches to both his height and—most probably—his length. In her imagination, he was a towering figure, wearing a business suit with the zip of his pants open. His enormous penis was hard and prominent. 

Cynthia's imagination had her waiting for him naked and on her hands and knees, wearing a hat with dog-ears and a blue diamante-studded collar. To complete her humiliation, her mind had shoved a butt plug up her ass from which hung a tail, and clamped little bells onto her nipples.

'Bad dog,' Boris said, and slapped her ass.  

Cynthia, enjoying her dream, reclined deeper into her chair. She never bothered wearing clothes while searching for love online. What would be the point? Her right hand wandered down between her legs while in her mind's eye, Boris attached a leash to her collar and slapped her tits so that he could listen to the tinkling bells.

Her hand found her clitoris just as a whip appeared in Boris's hand. He lashed her ass in time with her stroking fingers, and she opened her mouth when he commanded it in her dream. She could taste his cock, acrid and rank on her tongue, as he pushed it down into her throat while beating her tits with the whip. She felt the explosion of cum, thick and viscous, as it spilled over her chin and dribbled down onto her tits. Her hand was a frenzy of movement that brought her to climax shortly after Boris threw her to the ground. 

Cynthia shuddered, sat upright, and sighed. She was upset because she was disappointed. And she was disappointed that the cum on her chin was imaginary.

'What a shameful dream to have,' she said to herself. 'You really are a dreadful person.'

Shaking her head at the immorality of her internal world, Cynthia got up and walked to a desk on the far wall from which she pulled a large leather paddle. 

'You deserve punishment,' she said, and leaned over the desk.

'One!' she said, and beat her ass with the paddle. 'Two! Three! Four!' 

She reached thirteen before collapsing onto the ground and fiddling herself to climax again.

Sated at long last, Cynthia sat on the ground and contemplated her rather unique circumstances while snacking on a box of dark and bitter Danish chocolates—a habit she had formed since Mistress Ebony had sent her away. She needed to get some discipline in her life and soon because her newly acquired curves were becoming curvier. By chance, she looked up at her computer screen and Boris had once again taken on the aspect of a slightly plump cost accountant. 'This just isn't working,' she said to herself, and stood up. 

Rubbing at her sore and reddened rump, Cynthia wandered off to have a shower. It was time to go out into the wide world and seek love the old-fashioned way. 'Better take extra cash for alcohol,' she thought as the warm water washed the imaginary cum off her chin.
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Harvey sat in his empty kitchen, looking at pictures taken during better days, when he'd had two beautiful women living with him under this very same roof. Master Harv they'd called him, and they were his to do with as he pleased. At least that's what he'd thought at the time. How was he to know that they'd been doing what he pleased with one another while he was away?

One day he'd come back to find them on their way out, determined to set up a life together without him, and it had been the worst day of his life. He hadn't shown it, of course, and when they'd asked him for one last humiliation to remember him by, he'd made sure it was a good one. He'd stripped them naked, bound them hand and foot, and thrown them out into the lane. 

Harvey lingered over his favorite picture and reminisced. It showed the buxom Samantha tied face down on the kitchen table, while the fiery Jennifer fucked her with a blue strap-on. Both women's tits were red from the punishment he'd visited upon them prior to taking the happy snap. Jennifer had two fingers wedged up Samantha's ass and her other hand was raised, ready to fall hard upon Samantha's already abused buttocks. Such good times, now gone forever.

Upon reflection, it was probably a mistake to have them both living in the same house, but few men could refuse such an arrangement—heck, he knew several gay men and more than a few women who would probably have given those two a house and home for the pleasure of using and abusing them. 

Who in their right mind would refuse to have two beautiful women at their beck and call, especially when they make it clear that they are eager to fulfill one's most base desire? Jennifer had even taught him some new base desires that Harvey hadn’t even known he’d had. No, a person would have had to have been insane to say no to those two.

Harvey flicked through a couple more pictures that showed him indulging his base desires with the two women. His dick hardened as the memories flooded back and his right hand wandered downwards. When he closed his eyes, he could feel Samantha's lips on his cock, servicing him orally like only she could, and he could see Jennifer bound spread-eagle on the bed. In his daydream, Samantha worked her magic while Jennifer yelped every time he beat her ass with a paddle. 

Acting almost independently, his wandering hand undid his pants and grasped his thick cock. Aided by the images in his mind and on his phone, his hand methodical brought him to the brink and then, with some satisfaction, pushed him over.

Harvey looked at the sticky mess he'd left on the floor and realized that he'd have to clean it up himself. 

'Sod that,' he mumbled. 'Time to find someone who'll lick that clean.'

It had been a while since he'd had to look for love and he was vaguely aware that people did things differently these days. Apparently, computers and the internet had changed everything, and love was only a mouse-click away. The problem for Harvey was that he was an old-fashioned man who didn't even own a computer. He hadn't even bothered to connect his phone to the magical online world. He'd only updated the bloody thing at Samantha's insistence. His eyes moistened at the memory. It had earned her a paddling.

Harvey sighed. He believed he had a rather twisted view of sexuality and finding an appropriate partner wasn't going to be easy. Sure, there was all that “shades of grey” rubbish, but he’d not paid much attention to it. As far as he could see, he had two choices: he could embrace celibacy or he could buy a computer. Neither was very appealing so he poured himself a whiskey, downed it in one, and settled on option three—going to a bar and finding love the old-fashioned way. He was a perverse Romeo searching for a twisted Juliet. 

The old-fashioned way required plenty of alcoholic lubrication, so he filled his wallet with money, made a mental note to get more on the way to the bar, and went out into the wide world.
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