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It was a few days since Kim Marshall had
enjoyed her first encounter with Alex. She had loved every minute,
but was now worried she might not have been what he wanted, not
having heard from him since.

 


When she awoke alone in his bedroom, she had
got dressed and wandered round, finding the place empty with no
note or explanation. And so she had left feeling like discarded
trash, but knew that it was going to be that kind of relationship.
He'd been brutally dominant with her, and she had found it
thrilling, so she couldn't complain when he had left without a
goodbye.

 


But as the days had passed, she'd begun to
wonder whether she would ever hear from him again, and her familiar
insecurities ran through her mind...was she too old for him, not
sexy enough? Maybe not submissive enough, though she felt it suited
her down to the ground.

 


She was losing heart, and was trying to put
him out of her mind, but found it impossible to stop thinking about
the revelatory sexual experience he had given her that night. She
had happily accepted his velvet leash, and loved the idea of being
owned by him...but maybe he just wanted to see her submit to him
for his amusement, and had no further use for her.



She also considered that maybe he was enjoying toying with her like
this, knowing she would be longing to hear from him again. It was
perhaps his way of enjoying the hold he had over her now, and it
was this thought that kept her hoping he would get in touch again
soon.

 


Concentrating at work was proving just as
difficult as before she had met him. She was busy gazing out of the
window at busy London traffic when her phone beeped, meaning a new
message. She absent mindedly picked up her phone, then did a double
take when she realized it was from Alex.

 


She impatiently clicked to read it, her heart
beating fast. It read 'Meet me tonight, 9pm at Euston station.
Wear a tight skirt, stockings and heels, slutty make up. I'll be
waiting for you in the cafe'. That was it? She couldn't believe
how abrupt it was, but was also so relieved he'd contacted her
again at all.

 


It was 5pm now and suddenly she felt alive
again, though annoyed that he had the power to make her feel like
this. She contemplated not going, knowing that the deeper she got
into this relationship, the harder it would be to get out of. Yet,
by the time she got home, she had accepted that she needed this
excitement in her life, and was soon getting dressed as he had
instructed.



She looked up train times and by 8.30pm was stepping onto a train
that would reach Euston for 9pm. She loved the sense of
anticipation running through her like electricity. She was getting
lots of looks, dressed far more sluttishly than she normally would
be, and was enjoying the extra attention though hoped no one would
try and chat her up.

 


The journey seemed endless and she was so
pleased to see the familiar sights as the train pulled into Euston.
She felt butterflies in her stomach as she made her way to the cafe
but knew there was no turning back. She was drawn to Alex like a
magnet, yet anxious where this night was going to lead.

 


As soon as she reached the cafe, her eyes
caught sight of him straight away, even though the cafe was packed.
He was sat by the window looking brooding and intense, dressed all
in black, sipping a coffee. She walked in and he looked up at her
with a pleased expression, no hint of surprise on his face. She
approached feeling a little nervous, caught in his gaze, knowing
she was completely under his spell. He pointed to the seat opposite
as she got near and she sat down, smiling tentatively.

 


"Glad you could make it on time, Kim"
he said matter-of-factly, no hint in his tone that he'd wondered
whether she would turn up, he just knew she would.

 


"Of course" she said, obediently.

 


He nodded and then said "You are probably
wondering why I wanted to meet you here tonight rather than at
mine...I was in the mood to do something a little wild tonight...so
after I've finished this coffee, I'm taking you in to the men's
toilets to fuck you...".

 


He said this with total flippancy and downed
his hot coffee in one go, not even awaiting her reaction. She felt
both horrified and thrilled at his idea, but though it was
something she'd never normally do. Somehow, being in Alex's company
again made it seem almost natural. The slutty way she was dressed
made her feel in character for such behaviour.

 


Without awaiting any kind of reply, Alex
stood up and pulled Kim up to her feet by grabbing her arm, then
led her firmly by the hand into the men's toilets, straight into an
available cubicle. The men in there looked round, catching a
glimpse of Kim in the mirrors as they urinated, the pungent aroma
of her perfume pervading the air.



As soon as he locked the cubicle door, they French kissed
passionately. Alex put both his hands on her face, their tongues
swirling and delving deep into each other's mouths. Alex slipped
one hand down between her legs and ran it up her thighs, making her
tingle with excitement.

 


She was wet already but as he dragged her
black panties to the floor, she could feel herself getting soaked,
especially when he began frigging her cunt with two fingers as they
continued kissing, his mouth starting to wander down to her neck
and chest, kissing her cleavage.

 


She kicked off her panties and he started
hitching her tight dress over her hips, revealing her shaven pussy
that he found so inviting. She ran his hand over the bulge in his
black jeans, unbuckling his belt with his free hand. He yanked down
his jeans with her assistance and out popped his already rock hard
length which she eagerly grappled in her hand.

 


He pulled out his fingers and let her lick
them clean before she fell to her knees and began sucking him,
feeling so sordid and seedy, sucking a man's cock in a filthy
station toilet.



Her thickly applied red lipstick stained his cock as she sank her
mouth to the base of his meat, taking him in as far as she could,
the tip touching the back of her throat. She looked up at him
adoringly as he gazed down at her sternly.

 


After she had sucked him till he was as hard
as he could get, he raised her up and pushed her up against the
cubicle wall, lifting her legs off the ground with both arms. He
thrust himself inside her with such force that she shrieked loudly,
the other men in the toilet looking at each other with bemusement
and some envy. She spread as wide as she could to accommodate him
and he started to fuck her aggressively, the door rattling as he
got harder and faster.

 


She pulled her dress over her head and ripped
off her black bra, letting him suck and lick her bare breasts as he
pumped into her. He put his hand round her neck, tightly holding it
against the cubicle wall. She closed her eyes to savour the
sensation of his thick, relentless cock ramming in and out of her,
wrapping her legs tightly round his back, allowing him just a
little deeper inside her.



She thought he was going to shoot his load into her any second, he
was rutting so hard. But just when she thought he was about to
climax, he pulled out the velvet leash from his coat pocket that
he'd made her wear their first night together. He then pulled out
of her and told her to get on all fours with her head over the
toilet bowl.

 


She did so with total obedience and she felt
him slip the leash round her neck, feeling that wonderful elation
she had felt the first time. He tugged hard on it, grabbing a
fistful of her hair at the same time. She felt him enter her
anally, fairly slowly as she was so tight there. But the sensation
was the perfect heady cocktail of pain and pleasure, and he was
soon fairly deep inside her.

 


He drove himself all the way in then began
fucking her again, pulling on her hair and leash, Kim feeling once
again like a horse being ridden as he began to build up a head of
steam. With his cock in her rear, she slipped her hand down to her
cunt and began feverishly rubbing her now dripping pussy lips,
feeling so glad she had risked everything by coming tonight, never
having done anything so deliciously seedy before.



"You little slut..." said Alex under his breath and she
loved it, knowing that's exactly what she was. It felt so good to
admit it and express it. "Yes, Master!" she shrieked, which
pleased him and he pulled even tighter on the leash. His anal
penetration was getting more and more aggressive, Kim feeling her
ring stretched by the girth of his cock, and knew she was close to
a wonderful orgasm.

 


"You fucking cockwhore...you filthy little
cum dump....you love it don't you?" Alex growled in a feral
way. "Yessss... yes Master!!" she managed to squeal and he
felt her pull out again. She heard him ferociously masturbating as
she rubbed also, then she felt the warm sensation of his semen
splattering over her red raw rosebud. It dripped
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