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I was driving away from college for a weekend with my best friend and her husband. The weatherman said that a storm was coming but it wouldn’t reach where I was for a few more hours. I was starting to have my doubts about that as I examined the black clouds gathering above me. I could have sworn that they were about to open up any second. And then they did. It was coming down so fast and furious that I could barely see the road.  Then the unexpected happened. First, the car started twanging and then the window wipers stopped working. I started panicking and barely made it to the side of the road when the car came to an abrupt stop. 

I could easily fix the wipers because I knew enough about cars to know that it was probably a fuse, and I had a few of those on hand in my glove compartment. It was the fact that the car wouldn’t turn over that caused me the most concern. I sat there in the car and found myself contemplating walking, but I wanted to wait until the rain let up a little. I tried my cell, but in the middle of nowhere, there was no cell tower and therefore no cell coverage. 

It wasn’t until after midnight, three hours after I pulled over, that the rain turned into more of a heavy mist. I gathered up everything I thought I’d need, including a coat, boots and a flashlight. I even took my cell, just in case I happened to find coverage on my journey. I got out and realized it was pitch black.  I sighed.  Without road lights, I would have to rely on the flashlight until I got to a town, if I got to a town.  I knew the nearest was at least an hour away by car. 

I walked for quite some time, and then the flashlight started to go and I didn’t have any extra batteries. I made it another half hour until the flashlight went completely dead. Now, I was in the middle of nowhere and I couldn’t even see where the road was. I would have to rely on the feel of the pavement under my feet to guide me forward. 

I lost the road an hour later and ended up walking through the woods. I was deep into the thick of it, when I smelled smoke in the air and figured someone had a fire going somewhere. I thought if I could find the source, then I could at least find some shelter and maybe a warm place to sleep.

I finally came across a cabin, with smoke billowing out through the chimney. It was in clear view now, and I could see a couple of lights on inside. I walked up to the front of it and was about to knock on the door, when I heard a decidedly feminine voice say, “Oh fuck, let me touch you.” I paused mid-knock.

A man’s voice said, “You know the rules,” and I heard a smack so loud that it seemed to echo through the woods.  My curiosity got the better of me and I walked to the side of the house and found a window. The man’s voice said, “You know, I love having you completely at my mercy.” 

My curiosity was driving me crazy.  I looked around and found a window with open curtains and moved closer.  The cabin had a raised foundation, so the window was a little too far up for me to look. There were a few crates and a pile of wood. The noises and moans from inside were driving me crazy, so I carefully and quietly moved things into place and, when I thought I got it high enough, I climbed up to the top. It was a precarious position and the wood wasn’t that stable, but I managed to finally got a look at what was going on inside. 

A man, a rather buff looking man at that, had his dick hovering over a young woman’s mouth. She was trying valiantly to reach it with her tongue, but she was tied up. He kept it just out of her reach as she struggled against the ropes in vain. I heard her say, “Come on, let me suck it for you, you know that you want me to.” 

I stared in shock.  What the hell was going on?  He said, “You’ll get the chance to suck it, but not till you beg me for it.” 

She said, “Please, let me suck it, just a taste.” I was enthralled with the scene in front of me, but I just couldn’t wrap my mind around why someone would want to be in that position.

I’d be lying if I pretended that I was getting a thrill out of watching.  The woman was completely helpless, but she wasn’t unhappy about it; and for some reason the whole thing turned me on.  I felt my nipples hardening and felt warmth growing between my legs.  I realized I could watch everything and still remain entirely anonymous.  On the other hand, part of me wanted them to finish up so I could knock on the door.  I was tired and lost in the middle of nowhere.  

I saw his cock dip a little lower and watched as she swiped her tongue across the head, before he had a chance to pull back. She was smiling up at him now and he said, “Now, that was naughty of you my dear.”  Then, he picked up the candle beside the bed and I found I just couldn’t pull myself away.

I watched as he tipped the candle sideways over her breasts and she moaned, “Oh fuck, that’s hot,” as the wax dripped onto her nipples.  My own nipples seemed to feel the shock of the hot wax as well. I kept watching.  He then grabbed something from a bag and began to do something with her nipples. I couldn’t make out what exactly he was doing until he moved out of the way. I could see her biting her lip.  There were two clothespins attached to her nipples. I imagined it hurt, but it sent a thrill through me.

She was squirming around on the bed now, thrashing from side to side, and it made it easier to see that her legs and arms were tied to the bedposts. She was spread out and I could see her pussy, bare and wet.  The man said “Good girl, at least you know to keep quiet.” And then, he tipped the candle and let a trail run down her taut stomach, moving down even lower to let some drip on her pussy lips.  

The moment the hot wax hit her pussy, her body jumped off the bed and she began screaming, “Ohhhhh fuuuuck!” and I knew that sound. It had come from my lips many times. She was cumming and cumming hard.  And watching her body spasm and tense and thrash as she continued to moan, I felt my own body respond.  I was wet as hell.  I was breathing hard and my hands gripped the edge of the window so hard my fingers hurt.

The man smiled and climbed on top of her, ramming into her with a grunt as she screamed in pleasure.  That was when I fell. I then felt the logs I was standing on shift, and tried to adjust my balance, but the little platform I’d created gave way altogether. Time seemed to slow as I watched the ground rise up to meet me, and then everything went black. 

It was still pitch black when I awoke.  I tried to move but my arms wouldn’t work.  I tried to move my legs and they wouldn’t budge wither. I thought I’d paralysed myself and I felt a momentary panic, but then the lights came on.  I was in a bedroom.  I was tied to the bedposts just as the woman had been.  The naked man from the cabin stood at the door and smiled at me.  “Ah, you’re finally awake.”  He turned and called out, “Mary, she’s awake!” and then he walked up to the side of the bed.  A moment later, the woman walked in.  She wore a leather skirt, leather bustier and nothing else. 

She looked my way and gave me a little wink. “Good, now we can play.”  She walked to the bed, climbed up, and stood over me. I could easily see up the skirt and saw that she wasn’t wearing panties. I hadn’t seen the piercing on her pussy lip when I was watching from the window, but I could clearly see it now. 

I started to struggle.  “What’s going on here?”  

The man answered.  “Well, it appears we caught ourselves not only a trespasser but also a voyeur.”  

“Or maybe we found ourselves a playmate.”  The woman reached down and ran a hand tenderly along my cheek.

I shivered and felt my body respond.  It was a very strange combination of desire and fear.  I was shocked at the desire portion of the response, an a little thrilled by the fear.  “I was just looking for somewhere to hole up for the night.  Please, I was just looking for some help because my car had died.” 

He said, “Well, you definitely have a place to stay,” and then they laughed. The girl got down on top of me then and started to undress me. I felt every button come loose as she pulled open my shirt. She reached over me and her hand came back holding a pair of scissors.  My eyes opened wide and my heart started pounding in my chest. She brought the scissors up to my bra and snipped it where the cups met.  Then, she brushed it away, putting my breasts on display. 

She smiled and moved lower, using the scissors to slice up each leg of my jeans until, meeting in the middle, she ripped them open to reveal my pink panties. She took one look at me and said, “Look who’s excited.”   I felt my cheeks flush and a wash of humiliation flooded over me.  She was right.  My panties were soaking wet.  The man leaned down, and I felt his rough hands rubbing over my wet pussy through the thin material.

I felt the scissors along my inner thigh as she cut the panties.  They fell away like tissue. I was now completely naked and at their mercy. They just looked at me for a while as I trembled beneath their stares.  The woman moved first, putting her mouth on one of my breasts, and the man soon followed.  They twirled their tongues around my nipples, making me moan despite myself.  Then, as though they shared some psychic connection (and maybe they had some prearranged signal) they both bit down hard.  I cried out, “Oh fuck!”  They ignored me, and the woman began sliding downward.

I thrashed around on the bed, but the ropes were securely tightened and I found myself unable to move away. The man moved lower as well.  I felt both pairs of lips make contact with my pussy at the same time, and it was like an electric jolt of current straight to the pleasure centers of my brain.  I groaned, and it seemed to encourage them because both of them pushed their tongues into me at the same time.  

I couldn’t believe how good it felt.  With the ropes holding me in place, all choices were taken from me.  I was completely helpless, utterly unable to stop them.   It was as though I’d just been given the freedom to be as big of a slut as I wanted to be.  I didn’t have any choice in the matter at all, so who cares if I enjoyed it or not, right?  It wasn’t my fault.  I didn’t ask for it.  It was happening to me, not because of me; and it was almost like that gave me permission to enjoy it as their tongues worked in my folds, sending sensations through me stronger than any I’d ever felt.

It was too much, and I started cumming.  I yelled, “Fuck!  Fuck!  I’m cumming! Fuck!”  I heard the two of them giggling a bit and then I felt the man’s rough hands back at my pussy, pushing fingers into me.  The woman climbed up, and I watched as she straddled my face, her pussy just an inch or so away from me as the man moved his fingers.  She said, “Now, you’ll do me, bitch,” and lowered her pussy lips onto my face.

I instinctively tried to turn my head away, but her hands held me steady as she mashed her wet cunt down on my mouth.  I’d always wanted to be with a woman.  I suppose most girls have that fantasy, but I had never had the guts to try to make it happen.  Of course right then, I had no choices.  I not only could experiment with a girl; I had to do it.  It thrilled me, and I tentatively stuck out my tongue and pushed it up inside of her. She pushed down harder, holding onto my head with one hand and gripping the headboard with the other. It was musky and sweet, and I got more aggressive, running my tongue wildly over her as she moved her hips.  

I felt the fingers withdraw from my pussy, and then the man’s cock was inside of me. He only pushed in a bit, and I tried to lift my hips to get him in deeper, but the ropes were tight and I couldn’t.  He just kept his cock a small part of the way inside, and I realized he was torturing me the way he’d tortured the woman whose pussy I was exploring with my tongue.  That set off alarms and panic filled my mind.  Was he going to slap me?  Was he going to pour hot was on me?  I shivered, and there was more fear than desire in it. 

But then, he thrust forward hard and I felt his balls slap against my ass as he forced his way inside of me. I cried out against her pussy, and it was really just a gargled noise because my tongue was deep inside of her.  It was enough though because she suddenly screamed and I could actually feel her pussy gripping my tongue as she came.  She held my head more tightly and began moving her hips furiously over me. Everything was so overpowering, and when she finally backed away, I was panting.

The man fucked me slowly, and it was driving me mad; but a second or two after she got off my face, I felt her lips make contact with my clit and I went berserk, squeezing down on the cock inside me as I came.  He fucked me for a while, and she never stopped sucking on my clit, even as I begged for her to stop.  For four or five minutes he moved in slow strokes and she tortured me far beyond what I would have believed I could take.  Then, he pulled out.  She licked her way down over my pussy to my asshole and thrust her tongue inside of me.  It felt wonderful and strange and new.  Nobody had ever licked me there before.

I enjoyed it until I heard the man ask, “Is her ass ready for me yet?”  That sent a new panic over me, and I got very afraid and started to struggle in earnest.  Just as they had the entire time I’d been there, they ignored me.  She moved out of the way, and I felt him position himself so that the head of his cock was right up against the tiny opening of my virgin ass.  He didn’t move slowly as he had in my pussy.  He simply rammed forward hard.

Pain exploded all through my body as his cock pushed in.  My orgasm disappeared and tears immediately filled my eyes.  I opened my mouth to scream, but I found I didn’t have the breath for it.  I felt hands—I didn’t know if it was the man or the woman—twisting my breasts savagely, and it added to the agony.  The man gripped my hips and began fucking me hard and fast.  Each vicious thrust sent more hurt through me.  Then, the woman leaned down over me.

I felt her fingers push into my pussy and felt her tongue on my clit.  My orgasm came back in force, and pleasure mixed with the pain, overpowering it. I felt my whole body come alive and then, I was throwing my body into the air, straining and contorting against the ropes as I came again, the second orgasm blasting down over the first as my pussy squeezed her fingers and my ass clamped down on his cock.  I was screamed, “Oh God, Fuck Me!   Fuck Me!  Fuck Me!” 

The man pulled out and was suddenly over my face, pushing the head of his cock past my lips as he began shooting stream after stream of semen into my mouth.  The woman gripped my hair and pushed me up against him as I did my best to swallow everything down.  Finally, when he finished, they untied me.  I lay on the bed breathing hard as Mary left the room.  The man sat down on the edge of the bed.  He reached over and squeezed my clit.  The sensations that rushed through me were too much to handle, and I cried out, “Red Light!”

He pulled his hand away and laughed.  “God, Gina; I fuck your virgin ass and you don’t use the safe word but a little clit squeeze is too much to handle?” 

“Oh leave her alone, John!”  It was Mary; she walked in with towels and fresh clothes.  “I couldn’t find your car out front, Honey.  I just brought one of my outfits for you to borrow.”

“I wasn’t just playing about the car.  It really broke down a mile or two up the road.”  

John groaned and stood up.  “And I suppose I’m going to have to go get it…you ladies can be so difficult.”

I laughed.  “You got my virgin ass, you can go figure out what’s up with my car.”

Mary leaned forward and gave me a kiss.  “How long do you have?”

“I have class on Monday evening, and it’ll take about an hour to get there, so I guess I have three days.”  She smiled and kissed me again, pushing her tongue past my lips.  I could taste myself.  When she broke the kiss, I sighed.  “You know, I’m doing pretty well in that class.  I think I might just skip it.  That’ll give me until Wednesday.”

She giggled and began kissing me more passionately.  I felt my body responding, and I put my hands around her.  She moaned softly over my lips, and I held her tightly as I heard the door close and my best friend’s husband headed out to get my car.


BOUND BY MY BOYFRIEND ON THE HIKE

A Rough Bondage Erotica Story
by Cindy Jameson
all rights reserved copyright 2013 by Naughty Daydreams Press


This was not exactly Anna's idea of a good time. She wasn't made to hike through the forests like some adventurer. In fact, this was the first time she had ever done such a thing. And it was all because of Isaac. He was the first man she had been serious about in ages, and she was willing to do things for him that she hadn't done for anyone else. 

Like hike through the forest in the middle of the night. 

Anna was a city girl, born and bred, and she felt more comfortable working million dollar deals with clients in the boardroom of Jaz and Company, one of largest marketing firms in the states.  She was used to men and women catering to her every need.  She was used to being in charge even at the young age of twenty-six.  If she wanted to relax, she’d much rather be somewhere like the mall or a bookstore than trampling down the barely there trail that Isaac had found. He swore that he knew where he was going and that he had been here before so she just gritted her teeth and followed him, hoping that there was at least somewhere to sit down where he was taking her. 

Her feet were hurting from being pinched in the hiking boots that they were not yet used to, and her backpack was heavy with her sleeping bag and other equipment. She had probably packed more than was strictly necessary, but since they were a two hour walk from their car and then a thirty minute drive from civilization, she thought it was better to be safe than sorry. 

Apparently her unease was easily noticed because Isaac turned to look back at her and offer a reassuring smile. "Don't worry," he said. "We'll be there soon enough. It's beautiful there, Anna. You'll be glad we came."

She arched an eyebrow at him. "I don't see how I'll be able to tell since it's nearly pitch black out here." That wasn't true. There was an almost full moon above them, casting eerie shadows along the trail they followed. It still wasn't as good as traveling by daylight, though. 

Isaac rolled his eyes. "You worry too much. It'll be fine. Let's keep moving."

That sounded better than lingering there, so Anna hurried to catch up with him. 

They didn't have that much longer to walk before Isaac led them to a clearing. It was different from the rest of the heavily wooded area with soft grass ringed by trees. The sky above it was brilliant with stars and the moon, their brightness not blocked out by the lights from the city. It was quiet except for the chirp of crickets and the occasional rustle of a smaller animal, and Anna had to admit that it was a beautiful sight.  

She dropped her pack on the ground and stared up at the sky for a bit more before going to help Isaac unpack and start setting up their camp. She still wasn't wild about the idea of sleeping outside, but she wasn't going to complain anymore. This had already turned out to be better than she had expected. 

It was actually sort of romantic when she thought about it. They were alone up here. Under the stars and sleeping close to each other in their sleeping bags. Anna smirked, suddenly feeling a bit less tired than she had been before. 

"You're up to something," Isaac accused her as he rolled out his sleeping bag. "I can see it in your face."

Anna snorted. "I don't see how you can see anything out here. And what could I possibly be up to all the way out here? You worry too much." Even as she spoke her reassurances she was unbuttoning the long sleeved shirt she had worn over a thin tank top to provide her with warmth and protection from bugs and things. She wasn't wearing a bra, so her perky breasts were clearly outlined through the fabric of her shirt. Her nipples hardened under Isaac's stare, and Anna flashed him a smile.  "It is nice to be up here with you," she admitted. "Just the two of us. Alone."

Isaac grinned and walked over to her, leaning in to capture her lips in a soft kiss. "I won't lie," he said. "I didn't just bring you up here to look at the stars. There's something I've been wanting to do with you, and this is as good a place as any to do it." 

A shiver of anticipation went through her at that. The sex with Isaac was good. Very good in fact. If he had wanted to try something out, then there was a high chance that she was going to enjoy it. Anna didn't know why they'd needed to come all the way out here, but she was feeling adventurous and was more than willing to find out. 

Their kiss turned passionate, and Isaac pressed her back, moving them so that she was leaning against a tree for support. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, and Anna's rose to meet it, tangling and teasing while he her breath came faster and harsher in her ears. 

Kissing had never been such an event before she had found this man. He made her knees weak just by pressing their lips together, and when he really kissed her like he meant it, it was something that nearly always led to sex. Anna couldn't help the way she got wet between her legs, and she pressed closer to him, the thin fabric of her shirt doing little to keep her breasts from rubbing against the material of his jacket, sending extra stimulation through her. 

"Do you object to being naked up here?" Isaac asked, arching an eyebrow and pulling back to see her face better.

"No," Anna replied. They were far enough up and hidden by the ring of trees. On the off chance that someone was on their way up here, they would be able to hear them coming up the trail and would have time to make themselves decent.

At the same time, there was something of a thrill involved in the idea of being naked and fucked out here in the woods. Anna wanted it. 

Isaac moved back further to give her more room, and she made quick work of pulling her tank top over her head, shivering slightly in the night air. It was a balmy night, but there wasn't much to keep the breeze from drifting over her skin.

Anna could feel Isaac's stare, burning against her revealed flesh, but he kept his hands to himself while she bent over to unlace her boots and pull of the thick socks she had worn with them. Her feet felt relieved to sink into the soft grass of their little clearing, and she made quick work of her pants and underwear, piling everything neatly off to one side before straightening up and looking at her boyfriend. "Well, what do you think?" she asked with a smirk.

"Beautiful," he said. "The moonlight looks good on you." He moved forward and kissed her again before sliding his hands down the curves of her body. "I want to try something," he whispered in her ear before pushing her down to her knees in the grass. "Close your eyes and stay here." 

She was pressed against a tree while on her knees, and she wasn't sure she wanted to close her eyes, but she obeyed, listening to the sounds of Isaac walking presumably back to where they had dropped their things. A quick peek revealed him kneeling and rifling through his pack for something, and she closed her eyes again when he stood up.

Something soft settled around her eyes, and before she could ask what it was, her head was tilted forward and it was tied behind her. Anna tried to open her eyes, but found only darkness. A blindfold, then. "Feeling kinky, Isaac?" she asked him, her breath coming faster.

"Maybe," he teased. 

She couldn't see anything, but she could hear him moving around and she jumped when he grabbed her wrist and pulled it around behind her so that it was partially around the tree. Something that felt like rope was wrapped around her wrist and then her other one was pulled back as well. They wouldn't meet around the back of the tree, but when she tried to pull away, she found that a length of rope kept her secured.

"Isaac, I don't know about this," she hissed, her heart pounding. She couldn't see or move away from the tree, and her ears strained to pick up the sound of her boyfriend, needing to know that he was still nearby. "Isaac?" Anna tried again, turning her head in the direction she thought he had last been in. "This isn't funny. I know you're there." 

But he didn't answer her. 

Anna tried to stay calm. He wasn't just going to leave her up here alone. He would have to go back to the city eventually, and people would know she was missing. Someone would find her eventually. The only question was what would they do when they found her. She was naked and bound to a tree.

Ropes dug into her wrists as she tried to pull and see how much give the ropes had, but there wasn't much at all. She couldn't even get to her feet with the way she was kneeling, sitting back on her heels. A whimper broke from her lips, and it seemed to echo through the clearing.

The sound of footsteps coming closer made her breath catch, and she strained to hear if they sounded familiar, though she had no idea how she was supposed to know. "Isaac?" she whispered, praying that it was him and not some axe murderer that had happened upon her. She opened her mouth to say something else, only to find something hard and fleshy pressing against her lips.

Anna tried to turn her head, but strong fingers found their way into her hair, keeping her still and making her gasp. That was all Isaac (and she really hoped it was him) needed to push his cock further into her mouth.

She gagged around it for a moment, but she couldn't pull back. The hand in her hair pulled her forward, and she had no choice but to wrap her lips around the intrusion or choke. She sucked reluctantly, whimpering and whining around the mouthful. 

It felt like Isaac's cock in her mouth, but she was so worked up that she wasn't sure. And it wasn't just fear that she was feeling, either. Her pussy was wet, and her nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. This shouldn't have been erotic, but there was something about the situation that was turning her on. She was seventy percent sure that this was her boyfriend, but she was blindfolded, left here in the darkness, and tied to a tree. It could have been anyone, and there wasn't a thing she could do to stop him. 

Her head was pulled forward again, making her gasp for breath around the cock in her mouth as she was pulled away, her mouth used to bring pleasure and the hand in her hair making her suck at the pace its owner wanted her to.

Just as she was settling into the rhythm, she was pulled off of the cock, her mouth open as she panted, ears still straining to hear something. 

Arms grabbed her under her own arms, lifting her to her feet. "Isaac?" she tried again. "Seriously, this is hot and all but..." she trailed off with a squeak when she felt that thick cock probing at her pussy. 

Anna frowned. Was Isaac that thick? She couldn't remember, and her mind was too busy supplying her with images of strangers to be of much use.

As it was, she didn't have much time to think about it. The man grabbed one of her legs and wrapped it around his waist, and she lifted the other one, locking her ankles around his back. It was either that or rest most of her weight on one leg.

That hard cock was grinding against her wet pussy, and there was an inhale of breath from the man when he slipped inside of her soaking hole. He filled her completely, and she could feel the press of him inside of her, sucked deeper by her wetness as her walls clung to him. She couldn't help the moan that spilled from her lips, and it seemed that that was all the permission the man needed.

He pulled out a bit and then slammed back in, setting a rough pace. Anna couldn't support herself with her hands, so she tightened her legs around him, relying on his hands on her hips and the tree behind her to keep her up as each hard thrust rocked through her body. She felt like she could feel him in her stomach as he pounded up into her.

"Oh god, oh fuck," she whimpered, struggling against the ropes that held her as pleasure went through her, sending shivers down her spine. This wasn't careful sex. Isaac was usually gentle with her, making sure that she reached her pleasure before he did, but this man (who she still really hoped was Isaac) wasn't taking that consideration. He was pounding her pussy, taking her rough and hard, and Anna couldn't hold back the noises of pleasure she was making at the sensation. "Please," she moaned. "So close." 

If her hands had been free, she would have touched her clit, but the bondage and blindness did add something. She was virtually helpless, and while that should have been alarming, it was making her more turned on.

Her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks, bursting out from her with one hard thrust and making her cry out into the night. The man kept thrusting, seeking his own pleasure, and she felt it in a hot rush when he shuddered against her. 

They stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing hard. 

Anna unwound her legs from his waist when she could move again, and he set her on her feet. She felt him push her head forward and then reach back to undo the blindfold, and she had to blink as her sight was restored.

Isaac was in front of her, grinning ruefully, and she would have hit him if she hadn't been tied to the tree. "That wasn't funny, you idiot!" she snapped. "You could have been anyone." 

"Yeah, and that seemed to turn you on," he shot back. 

Anna's cheeks went red because she couldn't deny that. 

"Maybe I will leave you here," he teased. "I'm sure unsuspecting hikers would love to find you tomorrow morning." He walked away backwards, moving back towards the sleeping bags.

"I'm going to kill you," Anna said, shaking her head. All the same, she wasn't in much hurry to be released.


Dominated by a Stranger on My Wedding Day

A Reluctant Sex Experience

by Stella Sinclair

Copyright 2012 by Mmmmore Productions


“Wait!” I cried as I ran down the street after the limo. “Wait, come back! I’m here now, COME BACK!”

But it was no use. The car sped away down the street, leaving me standing there in my wedding gown, helpless.

I only had myself to blame. I had been struck by a bout of last minute nerves and I knew I’d kept the driver waiting for far too long. 

At the last minute I had plucked up enough courage to leave the hotel and go out to where the driver was parked. But the moment I had made the decision to do so, he had started pulling away.

He must have seen me! I was wearing a huge white wedding dress for God’s sake. Not to mention I was screaming at the top of my lungs, causing my neighbours to twitch their curtains and open their doors in shock and curiosity.

But, I had already kept him waiting nearly thirty minutes. If I were him, then I guess I’d be pretty pissed too.

I couldn’t believe how stupid I’d been. There was nobody else who could take me to the church; I had sent them all on their way already. Bridesmaids, Maid of Honor, the lot!

I pretended that I needed to fix my hair again, acting nervous and obsessive enough so that they would leave me to it. I knew they would just put it down to wedding day nerves. But the truth was that I was having second thoughts. I wasn’t marriage material. Was I?

My head was spinning! As I watched the limo drive off into the distance I found myself wondering if it were actually a blessing. What if I had actually just escaped a life of captivity and mundane routine? I would be free to be adventurous and impulsive – free to do all the things I never dared do before.

But I wasn’t sure if I were simply talking myself out of it. So I simply stood there, silent and still.

And then, the heavens opened. Rain came crashing down on me, much like my torrent of emotion and nerves had done earlier that morning.

“God dammit!” I cried, and turned to run back to my apartment. Then another cold realization washed over me. I had forgotten my keys! I wanted to break down and cry – this whole day was just far too much for me! It was supposed to be the happiest day of my life but instead I felt nothing but a sickening anguish and an uneasiness that I couldn’t describe. I took the heavens opening and the pouring rain to be a clear cut sign. I wasn’t supposed to get married today!

But my thoughts were interrupted, suddenly, as a sleek black Jaguar pulled up beside me, and its window wound down.

“Isn’t there somewhere you ought to be?” a deep voice asked from inside the car. I hesitated. Even though there clearly was somewhere that I should be, I wasn’t quite sure how to answer that question.

I walked over to the passenger window and peered in. There was a large man seated behind the wheel. He had dark hair that was greying slightly at the temples, and a broad, stocky frame. Even though he was sitting down I could tell that he was at least six foot two. He had piercing grey eyes and a quizzical look on his face. What a sight I must have looked to him.

“You didn’t answer my question, lady,” he pressed on. I knew I had to say something.

“Um... yes, I do have somewhere I need to be,” I said tentatively, “but I have a feeling I’m going to be late.”

He raised an eyebrow and smiled slightly. Then without speaking he undid the locks on the doors.

“Get in” he said, plainly. And for some reason unknown to even myself, I did as I was told.

It was difficult to get myself seated comfortably, as the ruffles of my ridiculous gown were riding up and fluttering with every movement I made. I blushed behind my frills, and didn’t dare look this stranger in the eye.

A few uncomfortable moments of silence passed, before he wound up the window – sealing us in a claustrophobic silence, broken only by the pattering of rain on the roof. I found myself becoming uneasy. Surely this was the part where he asked me my name? Or told me his name? Or asked me where I was headed?

Instead he sat there, gazing at me with those piercing eyes, unmoving – his leather-gloved hands firmly on the steering wheel. I held my breath.

“So then,” he finally said, still fixing me with an intense stare, “where to now?”

I swallowed, and licked my lips. The air in the car suddenly became stuffy, and the rain outside pelted down harder, bouncing in glistening droplets off the bonnet of the car. I knew I should tell him. I had to tell him...

“Not sure where you’re going, huh?” he asked, filling the silence and rescuing me from myself. I nodded in agreement. I must have looked so helpless and pathetic in my sopping wet gown and veil that I think he just decided to take pity on me. 

“Well, I tell you what,” he continued, “how about I just start driving, and you can have a think about where you want me to go? I’m thinking that if I keep within a five mile radius of St Mary’s Church, we won’t have a problem?”

I was impressed. He clearly knew the area very well, and must have known that this was my wedding venue, as there wasn’t another church for many miles from here.  Again I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded. He chuckled to himself and locked the doors of the car. Then he slowly pulled away and began to drive. 

The rain was coming down harder still, and I could hear the distant grumble of thunder on the horizon. Thank goodness I hadn’t opted for an outdoor wedding! But then, did it really matter what sort of wedding I’d opted for? I wasn’t even on my way there! I was being driven around the block, aimlessly, by a strange man that I had never met before. The reality of what I was doing suddenly hit me. I was in the car of a complete stranger! This man could be anybody. And he’d locked the doors!

“You don’t have to talk of you don’t want to,” the guy said in a low voice. We turned down a narrow road that led behind a row of houses overlooking the park. The road was bumpy, and caused the ridiculous ruffles of my dress to ride up, baring my smooth thighs and silky garter. I tried to smooth down my dress but it was no use. Had he gone this way on purpose?

“It’s ok not to talk. I think I know what’s going on anyway. No need to explain.”  He’d piqued my interest now, and he knew it. I glanced over to him and opened my mouth to speak, but I was hurled out of my seat. We had hit a particularly deep pothole, and the car rocked up and down like crazy. Stupidly, I hadn’t put my seatbelt on.

“Whoa! Careful there!” he cried, and to my horror I felt his hand press down firmly on my bare thigh, planting me firmly back in my seat. He didn’t remove it.

“Careful,” he said again, this time in a soft and almost sinister voice, “we don’t want anything unexpected to happen to you on your wedding day, do we?”

I was frozen in fear. He squeezed my thigh slightly – and slowly, oh so slowly he began to slide his leather-clad hand up my leg. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. All I could do was sit there while he snaked his hand further and further toward my most intimate part.  It was only when we had to turn a sharp corner onto a narrow, dusty lane that he removed it and planted it firmly back on the steering wheel.  I simply sat there, dumb and mute in the passenger seat, as we drove the dirt track down toward a secluded fishing lake on the outskirts of the town. 

What was he going to do to me?

My question was immediately answered as he slammed the breaks on suddenly, leaned over and kissed me. It was a harsh, rough kiss – and his tongue practically forced its way into my mouth, exploring eagerly. I mumbled a cry of protest, but he just pressed his mouth against mine more firmly, muffling my cries as he thrust his hand up my dress and squeezed my little pussy.

I struggled, putting my hands on his chest and pushing with all my might. But it was no use; he was too big and too strong. His frame was too muscular... too toned... too athletic. 

What on earth was happening? Amidst the horror of what was going on I found my hands exploring the taut contours of his chest, and to my disgust my pussy began to throb in his hand.

This was so wrong. I had to stop!

I fumbled for the door handle but it was no use. I was trapped.

“Don’t deny that you want this,” he growled, shifting in his seat and looming his big frame over me, hand still firmly against my pussy. He squeezed again slightly, and tugged my panties to the side. Then he rammed two of his fingers into my tight cunt without warning and I yelped.

But I didn’t tell him to stop.

He slipped them up inside me even deeper. The leather gloves felt so strange inside my throbbing pussy lips – oddly smooth and cold, like it was a sex toy, and not the fingers of a stranger. 

“Don’t waste the ‘blushing virgin bride’ act on me, sweetie,” he hissed, his face just an inch from mine. “I don’t buy it, not for one minute. I think you’re dirty. Really fuckin’ dirty”

With those words he slipped a finger into my asshole. I squealed and writhed, but that only forced it up there further. It was a strange sensation – one I had never felt before.

He then proceeded to finger-fuck my pussy and asshole together, using his other hand to undo the belt on his trousers.

I felt so dirty and degraded, unfit to wear the white dress that was draped around me. But there was an uneasy part of me that slipped into the role so well. Why wasn’t I screaming at the top my lungs for him to stop?

He’d removed his belt, and started to unzip his fly, all the while pumping me with his fingers in the most disgusting of ways. I could feel my juices starting to make his leather glove slippery and slick.

Suddenly I was on my back. He had released the back of the seat, so that it dropped backwards and I lay flat. I made a start to get up but he pinned me down, pushing hard on my soft tits and crushing my chest so I could barely breathe.

Then, quick as a flash, he flipped me over and bound my arms together behind my back using his belt. I opened my mouth to cry out but shock and shame cut into my words. He had hitched up my dress and started to spank me on my ass, hard. The leather glove made a satisfying slap as his huge hand connected with my peachy skin. I opened my mouth to protest again, but this time something was forced inside it.

It was his other glove. The one that was slick with my juices – and I almost wretched as he gagged me. But for some reason my pussy began to quiver and pulse uncontrollably at the thought of what was happening to me.  I was letting go completely now. Letting this complete stranger do whatever he wanted to me. I was powerless and completely at his disposal. And this became all the more apparent as I felt the tip of his cock press against my protruding, wet pussy lips.

“You want this, don’t you bitch?” his gruff voice whispered in my ear, as he pushed my panties to the side with the bulging head of his cock. The car was cramped, and he was a large man, so he was hunched over me completely. I could feel his breath on the back of my ear and I shuddered with disgust and delight. He was right, I did want it. But I couldn’t speak to answer yes or no. 

“You want to feel the cock of a stranger inside that creamy little pussy don’t you?” he continued, teasing my willing hole with the tip of his swollen rod. “You want me to fuck you brutally, like an animal, on your wedding day. Fucking despicable!”

He teased my asshole with his finger as he dipped the head of his prick inside my pussy. It wasn’t much. Just enough for him to feel my pussy beginning to quiver. 

He chuckled to himself. He had me right where he wanted me, and he knew it. 

“So little bride,” he whispered, his lips practically touching my ear now as he hunched his heavy, sweaty form over my shaking body, “You want one last taste of strange before you tie the knot?”

All I could manage was a brief, restricted nod. I wasn’t sure he had even seen that. Either way, he didn’t care. He just rammed his stiff prick deep inside me without warning and began pummeling me.

There was no easing in. No slow, sensual build up. He just shoved his dick in me and started to pound, hard and brutal – so that my head knocked against the back seat with every thrust. 

“Dirty... little... bitch,” he grunted with each thrust. I felt his balls slapping against my pussy lips as he slammed me from behind, and my cunt began to tighten hard around his cock.

“What are you?” he barked, still punishing me with his huge member, “what are you?”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t breathe. The glove in my mouth rendered me mute and helpless. But I had to try and answer him. I knew I was completely under his control.

“Mmmm, mmmmfffff” I mumbled through the glove, in an attempt to answer. He laughed a cruel laugh, and started to slap me across the face. Again the leather glove he was wearing gave a satisfying sound against my skin, but it made me feel so degraded. The slaps weren’t hard, just swift and frequent – smearing my make-up across my face. They made me feel silly and ashamed. And for some reason they made my pussy convulse uncontrollably.

Under the brutal fucking and the humiliating torment I could feel that I was about to cum.

“Mmmm, mmff mmfff!” I tried to cry, my ridiculous mumblings just spurring him on even more. I felt him swell inside me and I knew he was on the brink too.

“You gonna cum, slut?” he cried as he buried two fingers deep in my asshole, “then cum! Scream while I cum all over your dirty fuckin’ ass!”

With those words he pulled out and shot his creamy white load all over my bare ass – splashing my beautiful dress. He laid a few hard slaps on my ass cheeks, spattering the cum everywhere as I screamed into the glove, and squirted my juices all over the upholstery of his car and the underskirts of my dress.

I really was a mess. A delightful, battered and used-up mess. And I loved every second of it.

He undid his belt from around my wrists, and tentatively rolled me back over. Then he cranked the car seat back up to a sitting position. I removed the glove from my mouth and passed it to him in silence.

He started the engine and turned the car around, driving back the way we had come. Neither of us spoke. The rain was still pouring down outside and it filled the silence perfectly.

I shifted slightly in my seat. My pussy was still really wet from the brutal fucking I had just received and I could feel my juices trickling down the inside of my thighs. How was I going to hide this from my husband-to-be?

That thought was the deciding thought for me. I had just referred to him as my ‘husband-to-be’. I had to get to the church.

I turned to look at the stranger. “St Mary’s Church, please” I said. He smiled, and gave the slightest of nods. I knew I had the confidence in me to tie the knot now! The strange encounter had left me feeling warm and more satisfied than I had ever been in my life.  I could blame my disheveled appearance on the harsh weather when I got to the church. Nobody ever needed to know! It was exciting having such a dark and passionate secret. I smiled to myself in this knowledge and relaxed in my seat. I knew I would get over my nerves in the end – all it took was a little faith, and depending on the kindness of a stranger.
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Jenna crossed her legs, aware that her skirt was riding up but she didn’t mind.  She wanted to be bold, showing off more of her stocking-clad legs than usual.  Jenna sipped her martini and glanced around casually.

This was definitely a different place, a much more upscale place than the bars she had been in before, but she wanted to be out of her comfort zone and try something new.  The glance around told her that any number of the men surrounding her would be suitable playmates for the night.

Jenna did not want just any playmate, however; she was intent on finding someone special with whom to share her night.  She had styled her short, brown hair and wore a deep shade of lipstick that made her feel sexy.  Jenna certainly wasn’t accustomed to feeling sexy, but tonight she was determined that she would feel her sensual best.

She tried to pull herself out of her own head, knowing that she over-thought things far too much.  Tonight was going to be something simple for her.  She just needed to find the right person.

“Hi,” she heard a voice beside her say and Jenna turned, startled.  She was halfway through her second martini and she had turned her attention to the olives bathing in her glass.  She smiled and accepted the hand he offered.

“Hi, I’m Jamie,” he said.  His smile was warm and she had to admit that she appreciated the simple introduction without an attempt at a cheesy pick-up line.  No inquiries about her astrological sign or comparisons to heavenly bodies were made.  Instead, he asked her to dance.

Jenna agreed, sliding off her bar stool in one almost-fluid motion, fearful that her skirt was going to fly up and reveal a bit more than Jamie needed to know within the first five minutes of meeting.  She grabbed his hand and followed him to the small dance floor where she took the opportunity to observe him.

He had short, blond hair that was casually disheveled and he was handsome.  A good choice, she decided.  She had not decided yet whether to pick him up or wait and let him pick her up.  Either way, she wanted a fun evening with no strings attached.  

They danced, though after two songs she decided she wanted to talk to Jamie.  She wasn’t interested in learning much about him; after all, that would defeat the purpose of a one-night stand.  But she wanted to flirt, wanted to let him know that she was interested in him.

It had grown too loud inside for conversation, so Jenna drowned the remainder of her martini and then recommended that they head outside.  She began to feel the effects of the alcohol, even though she’d only had two drinks.  “Are you okay?” Jamie asked and Jenna just laughed.  

“I’m fine,” she said, stumbling just a bit, though she suspected it was more her high heel shoes than the effect of the martinis.  

“I should take you home,” he said.

“I’m fine,” she insisted, forgetting for a moment what she had intended to do with her evening.  She looked at him, seeing that he was very cute and she decided that she did want to go home with him.  A one night stand, and then she never had to see him again.  It wasn’t something she did, but that was exactly why she needed to do it.  

“On second thought,” she said.  “Take me home.”  She kissed him, feeling his warm, soft lips upon her own and she knew she definitely wanted to go home with him.  She was incredibly attracted to him and she reached up to rub her hand through his hair.  

“You shouldn’t be driving,” he insisted.  “Let me.”

Jenna nodded, feeling her excitement grow at the prospect of being close to Jamie.  She followed him to his car and he helped her inside, buckling her in.  “Let’s go to your place,” she said, feeling spontaneous.

“Sure,” he agreed and she watched as he drove.  She noticed his hands, his long fingers and she smiled to herself as she thought of how those hands would feel on her body.  

Jenna didn’t recognize the part of town and she didn’t see any houses nearby.  She didn’t see traffic either and everything was eerily quiet.  Jamie pulled the car over, explaining with some embarrassment that he needed to relieve himself.  He opened the door and disappeared behind a nearby tree.

Jenna turned her head even though she couldn’t see him, feeling like it was just better manners to pretend he wasn’t doing whatever it was he had to do.  Suddenly, her car door opened and Jamie was there, pulling her out.

“Get on the ground, bitch,” he said, taking her by surprise.  His smile was gone, replaced by a sudden darkness that chilled Jenna as she struggled to comply.  Immediately, she saw he was stronger than she and decided she needed to cooperate with him.

They were right next to his car and she could not see the road.  At first she worried that anyone driving past would see them and then she worried that they wouldn’t.  It didn’t seem to matter to Jamie, though.

He looked like a man possessed and he quickly grabbed Jenna’s wrists, wrapping rope around them.  “Don’t scream,” he warned her, bringing his lips to hers.  Jenna began to struggle then, but the ropes held her hands tightly.  He kissed her forcefully, his weight pressed on her and pinning her to the ground.

He grabbed her blouse and ripped it open, exposing her black, lacy bra beneath.  He pushed the bra up and exposed her breasts.  Reaching out, he grabbed her roughly, twisting and pinching her nipples until they ached.

“You’re a stupid whore,” he hissed in her ear and Jenna turned her head, trying to keep from crying.  Every ounce of her wanted to scream for help but she was afraid of what he might do if she angered him.

He was still on top of her, moving one hand to the short skirt and yanking it up over her hips.  He pulled her underwear down, leaving her black, lacy panties at her knees.  She tried to close her legs, but he spread them enough to push himself inside of her.

His cock filled her and Jenna cried out, not able to help herself.  “I thought I told you to be quiet,” he said.  Jenna hadn’t screamed, but she didn’t want to contradict him.  He thrust into her harder and though she tried to hold still, Jenna couldn’t help herself.

Jenna struggled to free herself, but Jamie was relentless.  Her futile attempts at freedom only seemed to fuel his excitement, though.  The ground was hard beneath her and she looked around, trying to see where she could flee if she could get loose.  But his body was pinning her down, his hands touching her roughly.  She couldn’t believe she had thought about these hands.  They were causing her pain and she felt her tears begin to flow.

He pushed deeper into her, slower now.  “You know you want it, bitch,” he said and the hands that had caused pain were now touching her more gently.  Jenna was astonished to feel her body reacting as he slowly moved into her.  Even the hard ground beneath her was more tolerable as she moved up against Jamie.

He chuckled as he noticed how wet she was becoming.  Her body reacted strongly to his touches and she felt the lines between pain and pleasure blur, making her want it and not want it all at once.  

Jenna tried to hide her face, but there was nowhere to hide.  Jamie’s touches were more intimate and she felt an orgasm building within her.  Her body didn’t care that she was on the ground, lying in the dirt and being fucked by this stranger.  Her body just reacted and she could not control its reaction.

“That’s it, bitch,” Jamie hissed in a low tone.  “Come for me.”

Jenna felt herself crying as the orgasm tore through her.  He had manipulated her body and she felt his cock jerk inside of her, spilling his semen deep within her.  Jenna closed her eyes, trying to push away the sight of him.

“I’m still here,” he said as she worked to regain her breath.  “Look at me.”

Reluctantly, Jenna opened her eyes and saw him watching her.  He was still pinning her down and her arms were still tied above her.  “Please just let me go,” she said.  “You got what you wanted.”

“Is that what you think?” Jamie asked.  “I’m not nearly done with you.  I’ll have you begging for it.”  He watched her eyes widen in disbelief, though she didn’t say anything.

Jenna doubted that could happen and she shook her head softly.  Her body ached from his assault and she suddenly felt incredibly tired.  His hands brushed her nipples and his lips trailed down her neck to her chest, finding her nipples and sucking them.  She breathed in, gasping, barely able to believe what was happening.

It didn’t matter that they were on the roadside.  The only light was that of the full moon above, yet he could see her clearly and she could see him as well.  He was determined to get her body to react to him, to get her to do as he wanted.  “I’m going to take your mouth,” he said as his hands touched her.

Jenna tried to push down the arousal that Jamie’s hands and mouth were causing her, but it was too powerful and she felt herself getting aroused all over again.  “Please,” she said weakly.

His hands fondled her until she was panting.  He circled her clit with his hand, pressing against her until she began to pant.  Slowly, frustratingly, he touched her until she cried out with need and he pulled his hand away.  “Me first,” he told her.  “I told you I wanted your mouth.”

He pushed his fingers into her mouth.  “Suck them,” he said, and Jenna began licking and sucking his fingers, tasting herself.  He took his fingers out, replacing them with his cock.  Jenna tried to turn her head, but Jamie held on to her, pushing his cock into her mouth.

He fucked her mouth, pushing deeper than she’d thought possible.  Jenna gagged and Jamie reached down and began rubbing her nipples, gently teasing the hard points with his fingertips until she began to moan despite the cock deep in her mouth.

Jamie eased his cock into her throat, wanting her to take all of it.  Jenna gagged again, but Jamie pressed on until she was taking the full length of his shaft.  Each time she tried to turn her head away; Jamie manipulated her nipples again, keeping Jenna wet and wanting.

Jenna moaned, overwhelmed by the confusing sensations.  The cock in her throat was frightening and yet also exciting and Jamie’s hands touching her excited her and made her crave his touch.  His cock filled her mouth and he pulled out and pushed himself back in, working his cock in and out as Jenna tried to control it.

Jamie didn’t want her to control it, though; the control was all his and he was relishing it.  Each time she choked on his cock, she felt sure that he was going to climax and when he did, he made sure that Jenna swallowed every drop.  She swallowed, feeling more excited than she had expected.  But Jamie was adept at using his hands and when he pulled his cock out of her mouth, his hands returned to her pussy.

Jenna pushed up against him, just wanting to feel his hands on her and in her.  Her face was flushed and she was breathing harder.  Jamie rubbed her clit, stroking her faster.  She felt her climax build until she exploded against Jamie’s hand, crying out.

Jamie untied Jenna’s hands, rubbing her wrists and trying to bring circulation back to her hands.  Even in the relative darkness, he could see a small smile creep across her face.  

“No strings,” he said, placing a hand over her chest.  They were still lying next to his car, but he knew in the darkness and in the remote place he had chosen, it was very unlikely that anyone would see them.  

“No strings,” she agreed.  “You’re a sadistic bastard.  I never knew you had it in you.”

He laughed.  “What are best friends for?” he said.  “You said you wanted a memorable one night stand.  You never said how memorable.”

Jenna knew she would be sore in the morning, but Jamie had definitely proven to be a very good friend indeed.  She certainly hadn’t expected that he would take her right out in the open, but not expecting it had made it even better.

“You’re a good friend,” she agreed, laying her head against his shoulder.  She knew her blouse was likely ruined and that she would have to throw away her favorite stockings but for the moment, all that mattered was that she was with Jamie and that they were both satisfied. 
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I paid my way through college as a prostitute.  Of course, if you’ve already read the first story in my memoirs, Anything You Want, you already know that.  If you’re a real fan and you picked up The First Call, where I talk about my first solicited customer, you know all about my first anal sex experience.  If you’re a real trooper and you picked up the other two books, Watching on Command and Win the Trophy, Win the Cheerleader, you already know about my first interracial sex and my first gangbang.  I’d hate to spend too much time on those things and end up just rehashing what some of you have already read, so I’ll give a quick recap for those of you who picked this book up first.

I went to college at seventeen.  Life was good.  I had a full ride scholarship from a business group that focused on promising high school students they believed would be business leaders after college.  On my eighteenth birthday, I went to register for classes and discovered that a number of the leaders in that association had gotten in trouble with the Securities Exchange Commission.  The bottom line was that my scholarship no longer existed.  I wasn’t averse to working, but there was no way I could get the money together to register and I was going to have to skip a semester.  For a girl like me, that was horrible.  The lady at the financial aid office proposed to help.  It was simple.  She set up a monthly payment plan, and if I agreed to be her anniversary present for her husband, she’d pay the first payment.  The short version is this.  I had my first threesome on my eighteenth birthday, and from that day forward, I got through college as a whore.  (Some of you already know this, but in case you don’t, I have no trouble at all with that word.  I don’t think there’s anything wrong with selling sex, so it isn’t an insult for me.)

Since I’ve started publishing these memoirs, I’ve received a lot of requests.  Frankly, I didn’t expect the overwhelming response.  The most common request I receive is to tell the stories of my experiences with lesbian clients.  My first lesbian client came about three or four months after I got started in the business.  The truth is I don’t get a lot of lesbian clients. That’s not entirely true, I suppose.  A better way to put it is that my clients were by and large male.  I’ve slept with eight-hundred and sixteen men and one hundred and seventeen women.  (For those of you who love to point out inconsistencies, yes, I know those numbers don’t mesh with my last four stories.  What can I say?  My man and I had a wild week in Hawaii, and things got a bit crazy during a luau.)  The point is that I slept with men at a nearly eight to one ratio, and the numbers were already skewed because a lot of the women slept with me as part of a threesome with their man, and since I actively sought them out, it makes it seem like lesbians were more represented than they were.  All in all, I think I had less than a dozen lesbian women who sought me out for sex.  I think lesbians have an easier time getting laid than men.

My first lesbian client (not my first lesbian experience, though, because I’d had that with Claire and her husband when all this started) was a successful businesswoman who supplied gardening materials to landscapers.  She’d started out painting outdoor concrete sculptures and built up her business until it was something completely different and far bigger than anything it had been before.  I got the call and dutifully answered that I was happy to sleep with a woman.  She asked a few questions, I emailed her my picture, and we were in business.  That night, I dressed in warm clothes because it was chilly out and she told me we’d be having dinner on her back porch.

When I arrived at her house, I was impressed.  She had a lovely three story home and a yard that comprised almost an entire block.  She’d told me on the phone that her father had bought up twenty-two adjacent lots when the subdivision was first developed thirty-four years before and fenced it all off.  He built a large house in the center and always intended to build out the other lots, but the years passed and instead he just enjoyed having a country estate right in the middle of the city.  When she was a teenager, she’d been handed the job of making the yard whatever she wanted it to be, so that’s how it worked out that she got into landscaping.  I smiled when she opened her door, and I was immediately surprised by how attractive she was.  I know that sounds horrible, but keep in mind that she was my first lesbian client.  I didn’t then have a good frame of reference.  I guess back then, I still thought all lesbians were kind of like men, very butch and not feminine at all.  Darlene was the exact opposite.  She looked like a supermodel, just a little bit older than what you’d find in most magazines.  I guessed her age was something between thirty five and forty, but she was still stunning.

She smiled at me and opened the door wide for me to come in.  She set me at ease right away because she didn’t wait for me to handle all of the unpleasant business aspects.  She took my coat and directed me to the restroom, encouraging me to freshen up.  For clients who regularly used the services of a prostitute, that was kind of a coded message.  Sure enough, inside the restroom I saw an envelope with A Gift written on the outside.  There was a nice stack of bills inside of it.  I also saw Darlene’s ID card on the counter, and though back then I never really required it, there was a clean bill of health from a clinic indicating she was free of all of the most commons STDs.  I looked in the mirror, determined I looked fine, put the envelope in my purse, and stepped out of the restroom.  “Darlene,” I said, “You left your ID on the counter.  You might want to get that in your wallet before you forget.”  Again, it was all code.  I’d just let her know that everything was good on my end, and we’d done it all in a way that if either of us were police officers, the other one couldn’t be prosecuted. 

Of course, call girls just didn’t get in trouble much anymore.  If I’d been walking the streets trolling for Johns, it would have been a different story altogether, but the police had really given up on trying to stop all but the cheapest prostitution.  Still, when someone had as much to lose by trouble with the law as Darlene had, there was a tendency to be careful.  She held out her hand and took mine.  “I wonder if you’d like to dance with me, Sally.”  I smiled at her.  I wasn’t sure exactly what she was looking for, and keep in mind that I’d put a great deal of thought into how to behave with men but not with women.  If she’d been Daryl instead of Darlene, I would have bit my lip, tried to look a little bashful, and then looked up at her with worship in my eyes and agreed to the dance.  Instead, I just smiled and nodded.  It seemed to be fine because she led me to a large room with vaulted ceilings.  My coat was over the arm of the couch there, and she placed my purse next to it.  She lifted a remote from a side table and pressed the button, and soft jazzy music began to play.

I was still early enough in my career that I let a brief moment of wonder run through my mind as I tried to figure out why she felt it necessary to engage my services.  Really, I thought she was beautiful.  She was poised and lovely, and it seemed strange to me that she had to pay for sex.  As I said, I was about three or four months into my call girl career, and to that point, my experience with customers involved either men who liked extremely rough sex (making it understandable that they’d find it easier to just pay than try to convince someone), business men who had dalliances while travelling and didn’t have the time in any one location to invest in a relationship, or in one case, a couple who wanted a threesome.  Darlene, though, was beautiful, rich, and local.  I supposed that she could have had fear about someone finding out about her lesbian proclivities.  She might also not be a lesbian, or not completely anyway.  Perhaps she was generally heterosexual and just enjoyed the occasional experience with another woman.  One thing was certain.  The way she sent me to restroom indicated that she had experience in hiring a prostitute, so this wasn’t her first time.

Once the music started, she leaned forward.  I thought she was going to kiss me, and I inclined me head to meet her lips, but she didn’t.  She embraced me in a hug, pulled me close, and began to dance slowly to the music.  I lifted my arms and put them around her, laying my head on head on her neck as she stroked my back and we danced to the soft chords of the gentle jazz that filled the room.  When the song ended, she didn’t let go.  She lifted one hand to stroke my hair and she kissed my neck softly.  I thought it was time to move to a more sexual encounter, but the next song began and then it was back to dancing.  We swayed softly to the music for six or seven more songs, and it was sweet and wonderful, and by the time she finally let go of me, she’d kissed my neck nine or ten times, and I wanted more.  She stepped to a sideboard, and I noticed for the first time a bottle of wine chilling in an ice bucket.  She poured a glass for each of us, and when I took a sip, my eyes opened wide because I’d never tasted wine so sweet before.

She smiled softly at me.  “It’s ice wine, dear.  The grapes are allowed to freeze on the vine.  It makes some of the water go away, but not the sugars so when the grapes are pressed the wine comes out very sweet.”  

“It’s wonderful,” I said.

She smiled again.  “This is an Eiswein from Germany.  It’s my favorite.”  I took another sip and let the rich sweet wine rest in my mouth for a moment before swallowing.

“That’s very good, Sally.  Most people can’t appreciate ice wine, or at least they ruin the experience.”  She stepped forward and ran her hand over my cheek.  “They gulp it down like table wine when they should savor it slowly even more than other fine vintages.”  When a client compliments me, the proper response is to be grateful, to show them how proud I am that I’ve pleased them.  It’s part of what a client pays for, but in this case, there was no acting involved in my response.  I bit my lip and blushed, and I really was excited that I’d done well.  I took another sip and watched her do the same.

“I can’t believe I’ve never had this before.”  It wasn’t really all that strange.  I was still only eighteen, and in my state, a person had to be twenty-one to drink.  Still, if I’d discovered it in high school, I’d likely have been a raging alcoholic long before college.

She smiled at me again.  “Would you like to take home a bottle when you leave tonight?”

My eyes opened wide again.  I guess I was like some kind of an anime schoolgirl that night.  “I’d love that, Darlene.”

She smiled and held out her hand.  I took it, and now there was a bit of electricity in the touch.  She led me out of the room and through a hallway to a door.  When she opened it, I saw a staircase, and she led me down to a large wine cellar.  I’d never seen one before unless maybe in a movie or something, and before I could help myself, I blurted out, “Oh my God!”

She laughed softly.  “My father started this collection almost thirty years ago, and I’ve added to it all the time.”  She started pointing out important bottles.  I didn’t know anything about wine, but she was so excited as she showed it all to me, that her enthusiasm was contagious.  I found myself really looking forward to sleeping with Darlene, and I only got more attracted to her when she took a wooden crate with partitions in it and began putting bottles in.  “Let’s send you home with more than just the ice wine, Sally.” She started handing me bottles, and I put them in the crate.  I recognized some of the names, at least the kinds of wines—merlot, sauvignon, and of course Eiswein.  There were also quite a few I didn’t know.  All told, she filled the crate with twelve bottles, and then the two of us worked together to carry it up the stairs and to leave it by the front door.

When we walked back into the room, I thanked her for her generosity, and she finally kissed me.  It was really remarkable.  I’d been kissed by a woman before.  In fact my very first call girl experience (though I didn’t know at the time I was going to put myself through college this way) involved more than kissing with a woman.  With Darlene, though, the kiss was a very strange combination of soft and sweet with a powerful and almost overwhelming undertone of urgent and overpowering erotic need.  I could taste the ice wine as her tongue wrestled gently with mine, and I lifted my arms to hold her tightly as she kissed me.  At that moment, I think I would gladly have slept with her even if I hadn’t been paid.  I wanted nothing more than to explore everything about her that I could.  I had brief fantasies of moving off campus and living in her house, spending every evening dancing to soft jazz, drinking ice wine, and kissing her.  When she finally broke off the kiss and brushed my hair out of my eyes, I think the devotion showed on my face because she got a bit wistful and then kissed my forehead.  She took my hand again and led me out of the room and to a porch that overlooked her back yard.  

The night was a little cold but there were large lanterns burning on the porch, and the heat from them warmed me pleasantly.  I saw a table that was set for dinner, and I started to walk toward it, but she pulled me softly to the side, over to a piece of furniture I might have called a pool lounge chair except that it was about the size of a twin bed and the wood of its frame looked expensive, like mahogany or dark cherry.   She pushed me gently onto the cushions and kissed me again.  I melted into the kiss, and when she ran her hands along my side and began to lift my blouse up and over my breasts, I felt a whole hell of a lot more like a girl who’d finally gotten a chance with a high school crush than a girl for hire, and I moaned softly when she broke the kiss and pulled the shirt off.  She smiled softly but didn’t say anything at all.  She slowly and methodically stripped me of my clothes, all of them.  By the time she stood and looked at me, I was completely naked on the cushions, and one side of my body was cool, even a bit cold, while the other side was nicely warmed by the lantern torches.

She reached for me, and I bit my lip in anticipation.  I wanted her touch so badly that it almost hurt, but she didn’t give it to me, at least not how I expected.  I felt her hands run over my arms, lifting them above my head.  Then, I felt her bringing my wrists together, and when I looked up at them, she was wrapping rope around them.  It was a little bit scary, but not overly so, and I actually felt a bit of a thrill when I felt the rope tighten.  She stood up straight, and I tested the ropes.  They weren’t uncomfortable, but she’d tied the other end to something, and there was no way I was going to be moving.  She leaned down and kissed my forehead again, and then she stood and stripped off her own clothes.  She was beyond beautiful, and in the flicker of the flames, her soft skin was almost glowing.    Her hair was chestnut colored, but the way the light flashed over it made it seem richer and darker as it cascaded over her shoulders. The shadows made her seem even more exotic and beautiful, and she turned around and walked back into the house.  I stared at her ass as she walked, and I don’t think I’d ever found any portion of a woman’s anatomy as perfect and inviting prior to then.

It took me a moment to realize I was alone on the porch, and I felt just a brief moment of panic as I realized I was tied naked to a lounge-like bed and one half of my body was freezing while the other was warm.  My heart started beating faster as a great many dark fantasies ran through my head.  I imagined freezing and burning to death out on the porch, unable to move and get free.  It was strange, though, because the helplessness also really turned me on, enough that I couldn’t actually distinguish very well between the fear and the excitement that had taken hold of me.  The fear disappeared, though, when Darlene walked back out onto the porch holding our wine glasses.  She’d refilled them, and she set one down.  With her free hand, she lifted my head and tilted the glass to my lips.  I tasted the sweet and powerful Eiswein and savored it in my mouth as she’d told me earlier.  It was very cold, very sweet, and very good.  She smiled as she pulled the glass away.  Then, without warning, she poured it over my body, starting with my neck and letting it spill down over my stomach and between my legs.  I gasped at the feel of it.  It slid over me like a river of ice, making my cool side almost painful and my warm side come alive with sensation.  When it hit my clit, I squirmed and moaned.  

Darlene leaned down and began to methodically lap the wine up off me.  She started at my neck, and the feel of her mouth making its way over me was just beyond explaining.  I felt her tongue rolling over my throat, and it was one of the most erotic experiences I’d ever had.  She moved lower and flicked them over my nipples and then between my breasts where a bit of the wine had pooled.  I sighed with happiness, and every sensation was heightened because I still had the conflicting temperatures on me, the right side of my body uncomfortably cold and the left very warm.  As she licked between my breasts, one of her hands stroked my cheek, and I turned my head, opening my mouth and taking her thumb inside to suck at it. She moved her mouth and sucked my nipple in, biting me gently and making me moan around her.  I arched my back up and my clit brushed against her thigh, which was just about heaven for me.  She pulled her hand away from my mouth and moved both of her hands down to my breasts, squeezing them as her mouth worked on me and I moaned in ecstasy.

She spent a good ten or fifteen minutes on my breasts, and by the time she began to lick her way lower, I was always crying with the power of my need for her.  I was also caught up in a strange and uncomfortable sense of wrongness.  See, people paid me for sex, and this was the first time I had been the object of all the attention.  It was my job to please my client, and instead Darlene was focused on my pleasure and mine alone.  Of course, back then, I didn’t understand how many clients wanted a prostitute in order to please her and that many enjoyed being the giver and not the receiver.  Darlene was certainly giving, and I was certainly receiving.  The wine had evaporated a bit, so her mouth lingered longer as she licked downward over my breastbone and stomach, and by the time she reached my clit, I was so turned on that the very first flick of her tongue against my hard little button sent me into a shattering orgasm.  It was incredible because other than the briefest contact with her thigh, my pussy hadn’t received any attention at all, but the overwhelming anticipation of that moment seemed to make the pleasure explode as though I’d been rubbed, licked, bit, and fucked for hours.  

She chuckled softly as I bucked up toward her, my arms catching in my bonds, and then she opened her mouth wide, pushing her tongue deep within me as her lips enveloped mine.  I groaned, and a rush of heat covered my body, making me feverish on the ward side and making my cold side tingle.  At that point, I felt her hands grip my ass cheeks fiercely, and she just devoured my pussy.  She attacked it with her lips and tongue ferociously, and I cried out as the orgasm grew in intensity beyond what I would have thought possible.  The bondage helped I think because every time I moved I was reminded of my helplessness and the restraint that made me take whatever she gave without the ability to direct her at all.  I felt an overwhelming and desperate need to please her, and it made the ropes and the chill and the warmth and her mouth even more powerful as her tongue kept moving, I kept moaning, and my body kept sending pulses of joy all over me.

Finally, she stopped moving her tongue and just kept it fully extended inside of me while holding my ass tightly and pushing my pussy against her face.  Expertly, she allowed me to calm and she gradually lowered me back down to the lounge.  To that point, I had certainly been pushed far beyond any sexual limits I had, but this was easily the moment of the most absolute and utter satisfaction I had ever felt.  She didn’t untie me right away.  She got the other wine glass and gave me another drink.  Then, she dressed herself.  Only then did she untied me and help me to my feet.  She helped me dress and we had dinner together on the porch where she talked about her childhood, her love of plants and shaping the ground and gardening.  I stayed with her for hours through dinner and desert and then drinks.  When she finally helped me cart the crate of wine to my car, I think I was a little in love.  When I got back home, I looked up some of the bottles she’d given me, and I realized their value dwarfed the money she’d put in the envelope, and that money would have covered my textbooks for a year.  I really regretted that I didn’t have a chance to please her as she’d pleased me, but she never let me, not on any of my few dozen appointments with her over the years I spent in the business.  

We’ve kept in touch, but our relationship isn’t sexual now.  It really only pleases her when she pays for it, but it doesn’t stop us from enjoying dinners together and talking about gardening and she even hired my company to help her plan for a contract she was awarded to do some initial planning on a complete municipal park rehabilitation.  One night, she kissed me as I left, and I had hopes, but she just smiled sadly at me as I drove away.  Some night I may get around to asking her about it, but we’ll just have to see.  I certainly don’t want to risk the lovely friendship we developed after I left the business, so I’m content to have the memories. 
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