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SANDY’S STRUGGLE

 


Sandy was angry. She threw around the
pillows on the bed, biffed his clothes in the hamper and stared
loathingly at the vacuum cleaner.

It was too much!

A short distance from where the bedroom was located in her
one room apartment on the better side of town Brad was lavishly
enjoying a midday bath. He’d told her it was because his muscles
ached from all his work down at the gym, but she knew it was just
because he enjoyed soaking in the tub on a daily basis.

From the room she heard the clink of the beer bottle that
he was drinking from on the tiling of her bathroom floor. She
didn’t know how many times she’d told the man to use a coaster, but
he never did.

Screwing her fists up into tough balls
of pure rage, she thought to how the expression on her face, which
she knew was terrifying from the glimpse she got in the mirror,
would have made her male subordinates at the major investment firm
of which she was a partner at - the youngest in years! - rush for
safer spaces.

Why couldn’t Brad be like that? Why couldn’t he be told to
do the cleaning? She worked 12 hours days and all he did was sit
around and do ‘modelling jobs’, as he liked to call it.

Sandy had even went so far as to help
pay the rent at his disgusting little apartment on the trendy side
of town, but what did that get her in exchange? The man became
lazier. Lazy, lazy, lazy!

She was infuriated. Her heart was
beating a million beats a second it felt. The flush of her skin was
burning red and her finger nails were close to drawing
blood.

This was it. She’d had enough!

Just as she was about to scream, “Get out!” like she should
have after the first night he’d stayed over, he called out to
her.

“Babe!” Brad called.

His voice was a strong baritone that
seemed almost musical, but not in a feminine fashion. Deep down her
heart fluttered on hearing it.

Before she knew it, she was leaning against the door frame
and looking down on him nestled in the tub with one arm thrown
lazily over the side and the beer bottle trailing from his long
fingers only centimeters from the floor where the coaster she’d
carefully placed had been pushed aside by a good soaking - probably
from him shifting his large body into the water.

There was the usual rush of excitement on seeing him naked.
The remaining bubbles from him soaping himself up before covered
some parts, but she could see his granite hard stomach muscles with
perfect little lines up and down the ribs and his big powerful
chest and arms, which he’d carried her in with such great ease many
times, and those powerful thighs that could pound with such
incredible ferocity when she needed it most, and, of course his
face.

The man’s face was a work of art. Strong bones, great skin,
perfect hair and a six o’clock shadow that seemed always there,
even though he shaved daily.

“Yes, Brad?” she asked sweetly, even
though what she wanted to say was Get that damn beer on that coaster RIGHT
NOW!

Brad looked her over lazily and
smiled. His voice was confident and commanding when he
spoke.

“Give me a hand job, will you,
darling.”

Sandy wanted to scream. She wasn’t some slut who would
fulfill his every need! There was no way she would...

The head of his penis perked up from
the top of a fairly thick set of bubbles. Sandy always forgot how
long that thing was. It always surprised her when it did things
like this.

“Ummm...”

“Do you want me to be cranky?” he
asked. “I’d have to take care of myself. Maybe at my
place?”

Her eyes widened. Such a threat. It
was clear what he meant by that. This guy had a list of
ex-girlfriends and random woman who would gladly drop what they
were doing to pleasure him - even just to give a hand job - at
anytime.

“No, no,” she said quickly, “you don’t
have to do that.”

Strong, powerful, ambitious, charismatic: These were the
words that business magazines had used to describe her when
reporting her promotion. They’d said that Sandra Cardell was the
kind of woman that others instantly gave respect to. They’d hailed
her as a new generation of female executive - so strong, so
unbending, so demanding of all around her.

Yet, here she was. On her knees, her jeans getting wet
because of the mess the man made of the floor, in her own lavishly
tiled and gorgeously styled bathroom - a room she’d had redecorated
to be a site of ritual pleasure for herself - with one hand
sneaking under the water and a gorgeous man, who she knew virtually
owned her with how he controlled her, sitting there watching as she
went against all that she had built herself up to be to give him -
and ONLY him - pleasure.

Brad closed his eyes and shifted his
hips as her hand clasped his cock.

“Use two,” he said.

Silently, Sandy slipped her other hand
in. The white shirt, which was VERY expensive, she was wearing got
wet around the cuffs as she shifted her hands up and down the long
length of him.

“Yes, that’s good.”

The way he said it was full of
pleasure. Sandy could have been anyone and he would have enjoyed
this. Even the maid, who Sandy was extremely worried about him
sleeping with, could have done this just as well.

Heck, ANY woman could have made him
feel this way.

It made her ask: How am I special to
him?

She didn’t have an answer. Brad was the kind of man that
every woman wanted to date, but when they found out how entitled he
was, wanted to escape from.

But, of course, they couldn’t.

Not with a dick like this.

Not with how long and powerful it
was.

Even the thickness was
impressive.

Brad groaned and smiled.

“You have been a little funny lately.
Is there anything wrong?”

“No,” she said, sliding forward to
give him a quick kiss before speeding up her pace to avoid
questions that she knew she’d have to answer anyway.

“Is it because I won’t lick you?” he
asked persistently, opening one eye.

“Ummm...” They had talked about it a
lot. She wanted her power back and making a man go down on her had
always worked. It was that subtle change in the balance of things.
Somehow that made it alright to discard them or take
control.

“Your hands aren’t moving.”

She blushed at the light scolding tone
and started moving them again.

“I think you want to be licked. You
can admit it. I don’t mind.”

Sandy dared to look up and meet his eyes. Why did he always
have to embarrass her? She’d never get away with a lie with him. He
always knew.

“I want it,” she said.

He smiled again. This time she was a
little worried.

“But, you haven’t learned how to suck
me properly.”

She blushed even harder. Why did he
have to say that?

“Go to the bedroom and take off all of
your clothes.”

Her eyes met his and she saw the lust there. Inside a wild
desire stirred. If she sucked him well then he’d probably lick her
pussy. That would be all that it would take to get him out (or at
least get a coaster under that damn beer from time to
time!)

Standing, she shook the water from her
hands and stepped back. He stood and water flowed from his god-like
body. For a few seconds she stared then Brad glanced at her and she
rushed off to do as he had told her to.

Quickly she stripped off her clothing. A look in the mirror
as he was toweling off told her that her make up and hair were
perfect. Sandy had always loved her brown hair, but he’d made her
go blond and she had to agree that it suited her. The haircut was
the same straight set, but the color made all the
difference.

She stared at herself in her nudity. Big breasts, big ass,
slim hips, long legs, toned and with a head to toe tan. It shamed
her that she’d become this only through his insistence that she eat
more and cleaner and take proper care of herself. He’d made her
beautiful when she’d been, admittedly, not much better than
average. The fact that someone else had known exactly what to do to
achieve this appearance ground on her day in and day out. Yet,
she’d never change from what she was now. Even looking at her body
turned her on. Inside she was still the powerful, imposing
financial firm executive, but outside she was now a gorgeous woman
- one the men opened doors for or stopped to stare in the street
when she exited her company car. Things she’d never experienced
before.

And all because of him.

She hated that thought.

BECAUSE OF HIM!

Twisting on her heel, she was ready to
unleash hell when he stepped into the room and strolled casually to
her.

“Get on your knees,” was all he
said.

She did it.

No questions.

No hesitation.

That cock, that body, that voice, SO
CONFIDENT.

It was his confidence that she could never beat. For all of
her success, his was more simple: He was a handsome man. One that
had never known anything but success. People worshiped him. They
gave him almost everything he wanted. The man could call someone
and be half way across the world in a beautiful hotel with several
local woman begging to give him whatever he wanted. He was not
rich, he was not famous, he was no one of note, but he was handsome
and he’d never known rejection and he never would. That was the
source of his confidence and Sandy could never outdo him. She’d
never be like him. Perhaps she’d be glad after it was all over just
to have
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