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Chapter One

I stripped down and sat in front of my computer ready to peruse some bondage videos to get myself in the mood.  I had always been turned on by domination and being punished, but never seemed to find the right guy to administer what I craved.  They all wanted to fuck me, but when it came to being kinky, they just couldn't measure up.  I needed someone who could be firm and not be afraid to take control of me.  I wanted a master.

I often fantasized about having a master who used me as his whore, making me do all sorts of nasty things both to him and myself.  I wondered what it would be like to be tied up and gagged, unable to stop him from using my body to please himself.  To be utterly defenseless and vulnerable is one of the biggest turn-ons I could imagine.  I lived out my fantasies in these videos.

As I watched a woman get spanked, I rubbed my nipples making them hard.  Once erect, I took my clamps and tightened them down, squeezing my nipples flat.  I could feel the tingles in my stomach as I heightened my senses.  I moaned softly as my breathing began to increase, an indication I was becoming aroused.  I propped my feet up on the edge of the desk, then slid my hand down between my legs.  I rubbed my pussy for a few minutes, savoring the sensations I was feeling.

Soon, I let my fingers slide between my folds and move up and down my slit.  I was soaking wet, and I used my own juices to lubricate both my fingers and my clit.  I slid two fingers inside of myself and began to move them in and out of me.  My other hand continued to rub my now super sensitive nipples, causing me to pant and moan louder.  I moved my finger to my clit and jumped as I started to rub it quickly.

I pulled my nipples out far as I rubbed my clit, moaning very loud and shuddering with ecstasy.  I knew my orgasm wasn't far off, and watching the videos as I imagined someone else torturing my body was helping get me closer to my goal.  With a loud sigh, I started convulsing as the ecstatic waves of orgasm washed over my body.  I whimpered as I tugged my nipples, feeling chills go down my spine.

As my orgasm subsided, I licked my fingers clean and removed my nipples clamps, allowing the blood to rush back into them.  They were going to be sensitive for a couple days, that was for sure.  I closed my laptop and ventured into the bedroom, putting my toys away.  I had cum, but it wasn't as fulfilling as I had wanted.  Someday I would know what it was like to live my fantasies.

I had decided to go to the Aquarium the next day, so I got myself dressed and headed out the door.  It was a short one hour drive there, and I found parking relatively close.  I walked around looking at the exhibits, admiring the beauty and strangeness of the sea life I watched.  I stopped in front of the Sting Ray exhibit and watched as they glided gracefully by the glass as if they were floating in the vacuum of space.

"Beautiful, aren't they," I heard someone say.

I looked to my left and saw a man standing there.  he was tall, rather fit and was quite handsome.  He was dressed in a blue striped polo with snug fitting jeans which showed off a bit of his package.

"Yes, they are," I replied.

"It's like they are floating in space, no effort at all," he said.

"I was just thinking that," I replied.

"Great minds think alike," he replied.  "Is this your first time here?"

"Yeah, I keep saying I am going to come here, and I finally did," I replied.

"I'm Alan, by the way," he said offering his hand to me.

"Alicia," I replied shaking his hand.  "How about you?  You come here often?"

"I actually work here," he replied.

"No kidding, doing what?" I asked.

"I feed the sharks mainly," he said.  "I also clean their tank."

"There is no way you would get me in there with those things!" I said laughing.

"They’re not so bad," he replied.  "You just have to keep track of where they are at all times."

"No thanks!" I replied.  "I'll stay on this side of the glass, thank you."

"I don't mean to be forward or anything, but would you like to go out sometime?" he asked me.

I blushed slightly and smiled.

"Sure, why not?" I replied.

"You busy tonight?" he asked.

"Not really," I replied.

"Cool, how about you meet me out front at seven then?"

"Ok, I can do that," I replied.

We exchanged numbers and went our separate ways.  I was sort of excited, but in the back of my mind, I just knew it was going to lead to a fuck date and I would not get what I truly wanted.  Oh well, at least maybe it would be a good fuck.  I wandered around the Aquarium until it was close to seven, then made my way out front.

Alan was right on time, arriving at seven sharp.

"Did you enjoy the rest of the tour?" he asked.

"Yep, it really is a nice setup," I replied.

"So, what kind of food do you prefer?" he asked.

"I'm game for most anything," I replied.

"How about the Hard Rock Cafe then?" he asked.

"Sure," I replied.

It was a short walk over to the restaurant, and we waited in line for maybe twenty minutes before getting seated.  We ordered a couple of drinks while we waited for our meals to arrive.

"Do you live near here?" he asked.

"About an hour away, in PA," I replied.  "How about you?  Where do you stay when you're not playing with sharks?"

"I'm actually just south of PA in Manchester, MD.," he replied.

"Well, it shouldn't be hard to have dates then," I replied laughing.

Our dinner arrived, and our conversation switched to talking about food.  We learned each other’s likes and dislikes when it came to food.  Some jokes flew around and we found out we had quite a bit in common.  It was easy talking to him, almost as if we had been friends for a long time.  I felt comfortable talking to him.  I just hoped he felt the same way.


Chapter Two

We finished our dinner and left the restaurant, walking down the stairs as we talked.  We walked around the area and talked about different sights and the things we enjoyed.  It was now starting to get late, and I wondered if he was going to invite me somewhere else.

"Would you like to follow me to my place and have a couple of drinks?" he asked.  "I know we just met and all, but I feel at ease with you."

"I'd like that," I replied not even hesitating.

I showed him where my car was, then he left to get his so I could follow him.  He pulled up beside me and honked the horn to let me know he had arrived.  I put the car in gear and followed him home.  The ride wasn't too bad, maybe 30 minutes or so.  He pulled into the driveway of a small bungalow and parked his car.  I parked behind him and got out, following him to the front door.

The inside was decorated rather well, with off-white walls and some art pieces hanging here and there.  The floor was a tan, sculpted carpet that went through most of the house from what I could see.  He had a flat screen TV mounted above the fireplace and a puffy couch and chair.

"Have a seat," he said as he walked into the kitchen.  "Anything in particular?"

"How about a Vodka Martini," I said.

"Dirty?" he asked.

"Is there any other way?" I replied laughing.

He brought me my drink and sat beside me on the couch.  We talked for quite a while and put down several drinks.  We laughed and shared childhood stories as we discovered more and more about each other.  Soon, the alcohol was starting to make me think of sex, and how much I wanted to fuck him.  I sensed he wanted the same thing.

I leaned over to him and kissed him on the lips, gently at first, then opened my mouth and kissed him deeply.  Our tongues darted around each other’s mouth as if they were probing for something foreign to taste.  He pulled me closer to him and put his hand behind my head, caressing my neck.  I felt chills go down my legs as I melted into his body, wanting to feel him inside of me.

He licked my ear and kissed my neck as I moved my hand down to his crotch.  His hands started to slide over my shirt, caressing my breasts gently.  I pulled my shirt off and undid my bra, letting my firm and ample tits out for him to play with.  He moved his face down my chest and kissed all around my breasts.  I was longing for his mouth to taste my nipples as I moaned lightly.

At last, his mouth found a nipple as I pushed his head into me.  He sucked and licked my nipples making my toes tingle.  I Wanted to tell him to squeeze them, but I was afraid it would scare him off.  His hands moved down behind my waistband and slipped over my panties, moving up and down my pussy.  I was soaked with my own juices as he rubbed my nub through the cotton fabric.

I couldn't take that any longer, so I pushed my pants and panties off my body and spread my legs wide to give him better access.  I unzipped his pants and pulled his semi-hard cock out so I could stroke it.  He was larger than I had guessed, and it didn't take him long to get fully erect.  He pushed me back onto the couch and slid between my legs, kissing me as he went.

I was breathing irregular and moaning as his tongue teased my lips, brushing lightly against them as if it was a soft feather caressing my lips.  I rubbed and flicked my nipples as his tongue finally parted my folds and started to slide up and down my slit.  At this point I didn't care if he saw me or not, my nipples needed to be squeezed, and I started twisting and tugging them as he licked my hole.

I think he saw what I was doing, so he moved back up on top of me and started to squeeze them for me.  I moaned loudly and rolled my head as he put hard pressure on them, making me squirm.  My god did that feel good!  He sucked one nipple into his mouth, the with his side teeth he bit down slightly on it.  I moaned louder this time and lifted my hips, loving the sensation.  No one had ever done that before!

I pushed him back and bent over, sucking his cock into my mouth.  I began to slide him in and out of my mouth as he played with my nipples.  He moaned a little as I shoved him deep into my mouth, taking his full length into my throat.  After a few minutes of sucking him, he lifted me up and pushed me back onto the couch.  He got between my legs and guided his shaft into my hole.

I moaned loudly as he penetrated me, stretching me wide.  He started with long, slow strokes, gradually building up speed.  I was holding onto his hips and pulling him in deep with each thrust.  I wanted his dick deep inside of me, and he was doing a good job of it.  I could feel my orgasm building as he slammed into my clit with each thrust.  In a huge wave of ecstasy, my orgasm exploded as my pussy pulsed on his cock.

My legs were lifted over his shoulders as he leaned into me, thrusting his rod even deeper inside of me.  With a few sharp thrusts, he stiffened and I felt his member pulsing as he shot his load inside of me.  I wrapped my legs around his body to secure him to me as he shot load after load into me.  When he was finished, he leaned in and kissed me several times before getting off me and removing his dick from inside of me.

We lay on the sofa for a while holding each other and having some pillow talk.

"So, you liked it when I squeezed your nipples?" he asked.

"God, yes!" I said enthusiastically.

"How about when I bit them?" he replied.

"That was so awesome!" I replied.  "I had never felt anything like that before."

"If you don't mind me asking, are you into any kinky stuff?" he asked.

I was hesitant to tell him what I liked for fear it would turn him off.  But my mouth got in front of my mind and I was blurting it out even before I realized it.

"I have always wanted to bondage," I said.  "Not just a simple tie me to the bed sort of thing, but the full experience."

There was a pause and I started to worry I had spoken too soon.

"I think I can help with that," he replied.  "I've played around with it before, but most women only want the tame stuff."

I was ecstatic!  I had found someone who seemingly was willing to give me my fantasy.  But following through would be the real test.  We talked a bit more but didn't get too deep into the bondage discussion.  I didn't want to push the issue.  I figured when the time was right, he would let me know.  It was getting late and I needed to get home.  I needed to feed my cat, so I told him I had to go.

"Can we see each other tomorrow?" he asked.

"Sure, what time?" I asked.

"How about six?" he replied.

"Sounds good," I replied.

I got dressed and kissed him goodbye before heading home.  I was so excited as I drove back to my place.  The possibility of having someone to use and abuse me thrilled me.  I went to sleep that night and dreamt of him dominating me.  When I woke up in the morning, my sheets had a wet spot on them from my pussy seeping my juices.  If only he knew how much it turned me on at the thought of him using me, he would be Johnny on the spot to fulfill my dreams.


Chapter Three

I was turned on all day just thinking about the possibilities of the next date might bring.  I wanted to masturbate so badly, but I wanted to save it for tonight.  Being horny always did make me a little less inhibited and more receptive to the kinky side of things.  I made sure to put out some food and water for my cat so if the opportunity presented itself, I could spend the night with him.  That was something I was secretly hoping for.

For our date tonight, I wanted to dress very sexy for him.  I wore an unpadded bra so my nipples would stand out, a short miniskirt and some kitten heel black pumps.  I put on a choker and an ankle bracelet to signify I was a slave.  I hoped he would like this look and be inspired to dominate me tonight.  My panties were sopping wet by the time I drove up into his driveway.  I don't think I have ever been as horny as I was right now, just waiting for his touch.

When Alan opened the door, I could tell by his facial expression that he liked what he saw.  He looked me up and down before inviting me in.  He kissed me and gave me a tight hug, probably to feel my erect nipples on his chest.

"You look sexy as hell," he said.

"Thank you," I replied.'

"I was planning to go out for dinner, but that looks makes me want to eat you!" he said teasingly.

"Oh, you can certainly do that!" I replied laughing.

"I have something for you if you are game," he said.

"Oh?  What's that?" I asked.

He went to his bedroom and returned with a white bundle of fabric.  I was curious as to what it could be until he unraveled it and showed it to me.

"I made this earlier," he said.  "I hope you like it and will wear it out to dinner."

"Is that what I think it is?" I asked.

"Yep, it's an elastic binding for your tits," he replied.  "Take off your shirt and bra and we'll see how it fits."

I did as he requested, and stood there topless as he wrapped the elastic bands around my tits.  It had Velcro on the ends so that the tightness could be adjusted.  I let him know when it was tight enough and tried to keep from moaning as the pressure on my breasts caused my breathing to increase.

"I like that look," he said as he stepped back and looked at his handiwork.  "Do you like it?"

"I love it!" I replied.

"Good, put your bra and shirt back on and we'll head out," he said.

I got myself dressed again and asked to look in the mirror so I could see what I looked like with my tits bound.  I went to the bathroom and stared back at my reflection, admiring the look the binding gave me.  My tits looked even more firm that they did normally, and the pressure made my nipples fully erect.  The stirring in my groin told me how much I was enjoying this.  Now to see how it all worked in public.  Would I be self-conscious or would the passion that had built up to this point override any modesty?

We set off for the restaurant with Alan teasing me the whole way there.  He rubbed my nipples through my shirt and put his hands between my legs several times.  I was so fucking horny it wasn't even funny.  I wasn't sure I was going to make it through dinner without cumming!  This was so hot and erotic being on display like this.  Most people who saw me as we walked in and sat down would be shocked to know what I had on under my bra.

Dinner was a blur as I struggled to maintain my composure as my dirty thoughts and desires pushed through my brain.  I squeezed my thighs together and ricked my hips, stimulating my clit.  I leaned forward on the table and brushed my erect nipples against the sharp edge of the table, feeling the tingles it produced run down my legs.  I wanted to fuck right here on the table!

Alan seemed to be enjoying watching me being aroused, as he smiled at me and talked dirty in a low tone.

"I bet your pussy is soaked right now," he said.

"Yes," I replied.

"How about we go to Home Depot after dinner and see if we can find some items to use on you?" he asked.

"Can we?" I asked.

"There are a lot of things I can imagine that would work on you," he replied grinning an evil grin.

I moaned softly at the thought of what we might find.  Dinner could not be over soon enough for me!  I was ready to bolt for the door when the waitress brought our check.  Alan paid the bill and led me out of the restaurant.  Once in the car, he reached between my legs and pushed my panties to the side, feeling how wet I was.

"You get much wetter and your skirt is going to show a wet spot," he said smiling.

"I'm so fucking horny right now," I replied.

I think in that moment he fully understood what I wanted from him.  I could see it in his face; he was ready to take me and make me his slave.  We arrived at Home Depot and walked the aisles looking for toys to use.  We bought some rope and some D-rings, a couple of tiny vice grip clamps and clothespins.  He paid for the purchase, then drove me back to his place.

Once inside, he pulled me to him and kissed me deeply.  My knees almost gave out as I trembled with ecstasy.

"Strip down for me," he said.

I removed all of my clothes, with the exception of the breast bindings.  While I removed my clothes, he cut lengths of rope and laid them on the couch.  Fully naked, he got the clamps and put them on my nipples.  He squeezed the little tension handles until my nipples were almost flat.  I moaned loudly as I got chills down my back from feeling the pressure.  He took a length of rope and tied it around my waist, then slipped it between my legs.  The rope went between my folds, with each length sitting on each side of my clit.

He pulled it tightly up my ass and tied it back to the part around my waist.  I could feel my juices running down the inside of my thighs.  He made me kneel down on the floor, then tied my hands behind my back.  Removing his clothes, he shoved his cock into my mouth and began to fuck my face.  He shoved it deep into my throat, causing me to gag, but I liked it!  He moved his hips back and forth as his rod slid in and out of my mouth.

"You like my cock in your mouth, don't you?" he said.

"Mm, hm," I mumbled.

"Yeah, you like sucking cock," he replied.

He removed his dick from my mouth, untied my hands and had me put my chest on the floor, with my arms between my legs.  My ass was sticking up in the air, giving him easy access to me.  He tied a rope around my wrists, then around my ankles, securing them together.  I could not move and was at his complete mercy.  He was now in full control of my body.

He smacked my ass with his hands as he started to spank me, the pain stinging for a second before turning to pleasure.  After several smacks, he started to rub each of my ass cheeks, soothing the pain.  The feel of his warm hands on the affected areas felt so good as I moaned from the pleasure it provided.  He slid his fingers down my folds and teased my hole.  My body convulsed with each touch of his finger on my pussy.  I felt his lips as they pressed against my flesh, with him kissing me from my neck to my ass.  I was moaning so loudly could hear my voice echo through his house.

His tongue slid beside my outer lips, causing me to jump slightly as he touched my sensitive, pink flesh.

"Do you want a tongue on your pussy?" he asked.

"Yes, please, lick me," I moaned.

"I think you need to beg for it," he replied.

"Please lick my pussy, PLEASE!" I begged him.

"I don't know," he replied.  "I'm not convinced.  Maybe you should call me master from now on, and beg some more.  Make me believe you."

"PLEASE master, fuck me with your tongue," I begged.  "I need to feel your tongue on my pussy.  I will be your slut, your whore, whatever you want, just please fuck me with your tongue!"

With that, I felt his tongue just barely go between my folds as he lightly licked up and down my slit.  I was moving my hips as best I could, trying to get him to do more, press his tongue onto me harder, to lick my clit.  I let out a loud squeal as his tongue shot into my hole.  My body shuddered as he moved it in and out of me.  My god did that feel good!  he lapped at my juices, then slid his tongue back to my anus.

I sucked my breath in as his hot, wet tongue started to press against my anal hole, sending shivers down to my toes.  No one had ever done that to me before, and it was awesome!  His tongue slid back up my slit as he started to lick my clit.  I could feel an orgasm building quickly, but he stopped short of making me cum.

"Please make me cum, master, please!" I begged.

"Not yet, slut" he replied.

He got behind me and pressed his cock into my hole, filling me with that big ass cock of his.  After a few pumps of his glorious dick, he removed it from me, then pressed it against my anus.  Slowly, he pressed his rod into my ass, going into me deeper and deeper with each thrust.  Soon, his full length was inside of my ass and he started to fuck it faster.  My body was sliding forward on the floor as he pounded my ass hard, burying his member inside of me with each thrust.  After several minutes of this, he went back to licking my pussy.

"Does my whore want to cum now?" he asked.

"God, yes, master!" I replied.

He moved his tongue to my clit and started to lick very fast.  I was breathing heavily as my body started to build up the pressure leading to my orgasm.  I exhaled and squealed with pleasure as my body finally gave in to my orgasm.  Wave after wave of pleasure swept over my body, as I let go of any thoughts.  My mind was completely consumed with the waves of ecstasy that I felt like I was going to pass out.  As my orgasm subsided, Alan again shoved his cock into my pussy and started fucking me hard and deep.

"Oh, god fuck me, fuck me hard!" I wailed.  "I want your cock deep inside of me, fuck me!"

I was panting with each thrust that filled me with his rod.  He had his hands on my hips, pulling me to him with each deep plunge inside me.  I felt him start to tense up and knew he was about to cum.

"Cum inside of me, baby," I said.  "I want you to fill me with your cum."

He shoved his member deep inside of me with one final thrust, then started to cum as I felt his cock pulsing inside of me.

"Oh, god, baby, yes!" I screamed.  "Keep cumming!"

He stayed inside of me until his dick went limp, then pulled it from me.  He untied my hands and ankles, the helped me to the couch.  He removed the clamps from my nipples, and I winced as the blood went rushing back into them.  The breast squeezing elastic band was removed, allowing my tits to go back to their normal shape.  I was so satisfied by this experience, that I hugged and kissed Alan, not wanting to let go of him.

"I gather you really enjoyed that," he said.

"More than you can imagine," I replied.  "No one has ever taken me to that level before.  You gave me something I have been craving for such a long time, and I thank you for that."

"That was the type of experience you wanted then?" he asked.

"Yes," I replied.  "But I want more.  I want to go extreme just so I can experience what it feels like."

"Well, I guess I have some research to do then," he replied.

I looked up into his eyes as I smiled just knowing he was willing to please me.

"You would do that for me?" I asked.

"Yes, but I need to know your boundaries," he replied.  "I don't want to hurt you or ruin any of this for you."

"We can talk about it and I'll let you know if anything would seem out of bounds for me," I replied.

"Let me ask you this," he said.  "Do you like it when I call you a slut or whore during your session?"

"Oh, god yes," I replied.  "That's the whole point of this.  To be used and humiliated while you control me.  The more you talk like that, the better."

"Ok, at least I won't feel bad calling you those things," he replied.

"Please don't," I said.

We lay on the couch for quite a while talking about things I wanted to experience.  We made plans to go a little heavier the next weekend, but I told him I wanted some minor stuff if we saw each other during the week.  He agreed, then asked me to spend the night.  I said yes, and hugged him tightly before we headed to bed.  It felt good having him hold me as we drifted off to sleep.  I loved the feel of his warm, muscular body pressed against mine.  I felt wanted and safe in his arms.

Chapter Four

I woke up the next morning before he did.  I lay there looking at him and feeling blessed at having found someone who would give me my fantasies.  I wanted to thank him, so I got down under the covers and sucked his cock into my mouth.  I wanted him to cum in my mouth as I gave him a morning blowjob.  I slid his shaft in and out of my mouth as he woke up and started to moan.  I could still taste my juices on him as I worked to bring him to orgasm.  It didn't take long, and soon he was shooting his load down my throat as I swallowed each drop of cum he gave me.  I let his limp dick fall out of my mouth, then slid up beside him.

"Good morning," I said.

"Morning," he replied.

He started to reciprocate, but I stopped him.

"I just wanted to please you," I said.  "It's my way of thanking you for last night."

He kissed me and hugged me tightly.  We laid there for a while and talked about nothing in particular, just pillow talk.  I just wanted to be with him and feel his arms around me.

"How about I make us some breakfast?" he asked.

"Sure," I replied.

He got out of bed, put some shorts on and went to the kitchen.  I went to the bathroom, then slipped my shirt on, barely covering myself with it.  I could smell the odor of bacon frying in the pan, causing my belly to grumble with anticipation of the delectable morsel that I was going to taste.

"How do you like your eggs?" he asked.

"Over easy," I replied.

He cracked the eggs into the pan as I sat on the stool at the bar, watching him cook for me.  It was so sexy watching him prepare food for me.  I studied each flexing muscle as he flipped the eggs and buttered the toast.  Once everything was ready, he brought me my plate and set it in front of me.

"Coffee?  Juice?" he asked.

"Coffee is fine, black please," I replied.

He brought me my hot cup of coffee, then sat down beside me to eat his breakfast.  I hadn't realized how hungry I was until I took my first bite of bacon.  As the crisp meat melted in my mouth, my stomach growled as if it was begging to be fed more.  I felt like a pig as I wolfed down the meal he had prepared for me.

"That really hot the spot," I told him.

"I'm glad you liked it," he replied.  "I cook this every single morning."

"Seriously?" I asked.

"Yep, been doing it for several years now," he replied.  "Nothing like a high protein meal to start the day off right."

After breakfast, we both took showers and got dressed.  I needed to get home and do some grocery shopping and laundry.  I hated to leave him and told him so.

"When can we get together?" I asked.

"How about Wednesday?" he replied.

"Sounds good," I replied.

"I'll try to have something new for you by then," he teased.

"You better!" I replied.

We kissed goodbye and I got in my car, pointing it towards home.  The drive back wasn't long, but it did seem like an eternity as I relived the previous evening's adventure.  I wondered what he was going to have planned for me on Wednesday.  I wasn't sure how I was going to make it until then without experiencing his dominating touch.

The days dragged by as I longed to have him control me one again.  I was becoming seriously attached to him and did not like being without him.  I tried to distract myself as much as I could, but little things would remind me of our night of bondage.  I almost masturbated Monday night, but I managed to control myself.  I felt like he needed to be the one to make me cum, or at least give me permission to satisfy myself.  Ever since our encounter, I was obsessed with sex.  I was obsessed with finding the ultimate orgasm, and I knew he was the one who could give it to me.

As Wednesday finally arrived, I could barely do my work.  I was so flustered and horny that it was all I could do to get through my workday.  By the time I left work, my panties were soaked.  I made record time driving to his place and almost ran to his door.

Alan opened the door and said: "Hey, glad you're here."

"I've missed you," I said.

We hugged and kissed deeply, then moved to the couch.

"Drink?" he asked.

"Sure," I replied.  "Have any white wine?"

"Yep, I'll pour us a glass," he replied.  "I was just about to get a shower.  Why don't you relax and get comfortable."

"Ok," I replied.  "Mind if I use your computer?"

"Nope, go for it," he replied.

He headed for the bathroom as I got up and went to the computer desk.  I wanted to check my facebook page while he was in the shower.  I went to click the chrome button on the taskbar but accidentally clicked the file explorer button.  When it popped up, it showed the quick access items.  I saw a couple of pictures and decided to click on one of them.  My mouth dropped as I sat there staring at pictures of me tied up on the floor.  I clicked through the rest of the images.

I could not believe he had somehow taken pictures of all our sexual encounters.  What the fuck was he doing with them?  Why didn't he ask first?  I was so pissed that the horny feelings I had arrived with had evaporated faster than water on a red-hot skillet!  I left the pictures up and waited for him to come out of the bathroom.  I was fuming.  Just when I thought I had found someone, the right someone, he goes and does this.  When the bathroom door opened, I pounced.

"What the fuck are these?" I asked pointing to his monitor.

"I can explain," he said trying to calm me down.

"I bet you can," I replied hotly.  "You lure women in and then take secret pictures of them, for what?  Posting on some website?  Or maybe to share with your buddies?  Well, not mine!"

I reached over and hit the delete key, wiping them from his computer.  I emptied the recycle bin to make sure they were gone.

"Please listen to me," he said.  "It's not what you think."

"Yeah, right," I said as I grabbed my purse and left the house.

I cried all the way home and flopped onto my bed, sobbing.  Just when I thought I had found someone who could give me what I desired, it had all come crashing down.  Why did he do it?  I just couldn't imagine what he was thinking taking those pictures of me without my knowledge.  I spent the rest of the night laying on my bed and torturing myself over him.  He tried calling and texting, but I just shut my phone off.  I was pissed and didn't want to talk to him at all.

Chapter Five

Several days went by, and slowly but surely I managed to get back to the life I had before Alan.  I was still hurt, but each day got a bit easier for me.  The Friday rolled around.  I had stopped on my way home and grabbed a pizza for dinner, then some Rum at the liquor store.  As I pulled into my driveway, I saw Alan standing at my door, waiting for me.  great, were we really going to do this right now?  Fresh wounds were reopened as I walked towards him.

"I need to talk to you," he said.  "Please listen to what I have to say."

"Why, no other women to photograph?" I replied.

"It's not what you think, please let me explain," he said.

"Fine, and then you can go," I replied.

I let him into the house and put my things down.  He sat on the couch and I sat in my chair, not wanting to be near him.

"Well, let's have the excuse so I can eat my dinner," I said angrily.

"Please don't say anything until I finish, ok?" he asked.

"Fine," I replied.

"I took those pictures for you," he started.  "With everything you were experiencing, I thought it would be a nice surprise to give you a CD with all of your pictures for you to look at and remember what each one felt like.  I wanted to give you those feelings you went through when I wasn't there to do it in person.  I'm sorry I didn't tell you up front, but I just wanted it to be a surprise."

I sat there taking in what he had just said.  Was he telling the truth?  Could it be that I had overreacted to all of this?

"You should have told me," I said at last.  "I felt violated and used."

"I know, and I'm sorry," he replied.  "I never even gave it a second thought that you might find them and ruin the surprise.  I care a lot about you and I want to be the one who brings you to your sexual peak, to give you everything you crave.  Please forgive me."

I sat there processing everything he had just told me.  I suppose if he had given me the CD I would have felt differently than when I had found the pictures.  And he was right.  I would have used those pictures to relive everything we had done.  Feeling like I had been too harsh, I swallowed my pride and got up from my chair.  I walked over to him and sat down beside him.

"I'm sorry I reacted so harshly," I said.  "But you have to look at things from my perspective.  With everything that has been going on with women lately, you can't blame me for thinking the worst."

"I know," he replied.  "But it was done with the best of intentions."

He reached out and grabbed my hand, holding it gently.  The feel of his flesh against mine made everything melt away like ice being covered in salt.  I looked up into his eyes and saw the sincerity in them.  I knew right then that he meant what he had said.  There was nothing nefarious about what he had done, just an innocent mistake.

I pulled him to me and kissed him as he wrapped his arms around me.  The feelings of passion and comfort came flooding back to me as my body remembered what it was like to be held by him.  I felt my stomach start to tingle as he aroused the passion within me, my body remembering what he had done with it.

"I have some new ideas if you are game," he said.  "And I promise, no pictures."

I agreed, and we decided to go out for dinner and go back to his place for a night of surprises.  Dinner was good, and I was back in my right frame of mind as I started to get horny thinking of what he had in store for me.  He teased me during dinner, getting me worked up as we sat there touching each other.  It was a good thing the lighting was low as someone may have seen his hands between my legs.  I leaned on the table and gave him access to rub my nipples.  Finished with dinner, we headed back to his place.

Once inside his house, he pulled me close and kissed me passionately.  My knees went weak as his tongue flitted with mine as we stood in the middle of the living room.  He walked me to the bedroom, then asked me to strip down naked.  I did as he asked, then stood there waiting.

"Tonight I am going to introduce you to sensory deprivation," he said.  "You will be bound, blindfolded, and have earbuds in your ears.  You will not know what I am going to do next, you'll just have to wait for it to happen."

My nipples went instantly hard as I thought about the idea of not knowing what he was going to do to me in advance.

"I also bought some material to make a holding spot for you," he said.

He brought out all kinds of pipes and started putting them together.  It ended up being a tall frame, about eight feet tall and about six feet wide.  he placed me in the middle of it and started tying me to it.  I was spread eagle with my arms tied high and out to my side.  My ankles were tied wide to the lower corners of the frame.  He tied my body from top to bottom to this frame, like I was a human dream catcher.  I could not move at all.  A blindfold was placed over my eyes, then earbuds with bondage audio stories playing put in my ears.

I was now blind and unable to hear.  My pulse raced with anticipation of what he might do to me.  I felt his fingers grabbing my nipples, then the sharp pain of the clamp going on and squeezing them tight.  I moaned and swallowed hard as the pain sent shocks down to my pussy.  Next, I felt something being placed over my tit, and after he started wrapping it around it, I assumed it was rope.  He wrapped it tight squeezing my tits until they were rock hard.

I didn't feel anything for several minutes, and my mind raced to think of what might be coming next.  Something brushed against my nipples, and I sighed loudly as the feeling of the rough texture rubbing the ends was exquisite!  He rubbed them for several minutes, then it stopped.  All at once I felt a sharp pain as something smacked the end of my nipple.  I yelped as the shock caused me to struggle against my bonds as a reflex.  Several of these hits had me breathing heavily as I savored each and every hit.

His hand slid between my legs, causing me to moan loudly as he pleased my clit.  My pussy lips were swollen from the passion I was building within me, and my juices were flowing freely.  He removed his hand as I whined at losing that touch.  But he replaced it with smacks on my ass.  Once again, I felt the sting of his hand, then the pleasure of his warm and caressing hands as they rubbed my cheeks.  He moved close behind me and pressed his hard cock against my ass as he licked my ears and nibbled my shoulders.  I tried to move my hips back against him, but the ropes kept me from moving.

His hands moved around to my tits and began to caress my nipples, rubbing his hands across the very ends.  Chills ran down my spine as I felt the roughness of his hands rubbing me.  He squeezed my tits and pulled my nipples tight, making them go straight out from my body.

"Oh, god, make my nipples hurt," I moaned.  "I want to be reminded  of you every single day that they hurt."

He tugged at them and twisted them, making sure I was in pain.  He made sure I was going to feel this for several days from now.  He started untying me from the frame, then moved me out to what I assumed was the living room.  He made me crawl on the floor, using a belt he had fashioned into a collar and leash to guide me.  My nipples would rub against the carpet with each forward movement, causing me to mean each time.  He pulled me u so that I was standing, turned me around and had me sit down.

Pushing me backward, I laid on something hard.  I figured it was the coffee table.  My hands were brought down from my sides and tied to the legs of the table.  He did the same thing with my legs.  I felt something press against my lips, so I opened my mouth, only to feel his large cock sliding in.  He straddled me and started to fuck my mouth.  As he did, he started slapping my pussy with his hand, eliciting yelps with each hit.

"You like me fucking your mouth?" he asked.

"Mm, hm," I grunted.

"Yeah, I know you do," he replied.  "Your wet pussy is telling me just how much you like it."

He slapped my tits as I winced with each hit.  I wanted to cum so badly, but with a dick in my mouth, I could not ask for it.  He removed his rod from my mouth, and I was left alone for quite a while, waiting for his return.  Soon, I felt his tongue licking me from my breasts to my pussy, causing me to jump and squirm. His tongue danced all around my pussy as I struggled to move so his tongue would hit the mark.

He licked me between my folds, sliding his tongue up and down my slit.  he sucked on each of my pussy lips and flicked his tongue all around my hole.

"Make me cum, fuck, I'm so horny!" I said.

"Are you sure you want to cum, whore?" he asked.

"Yes, master, please make me cum," I begged.  "Eat my pussy!"

He removed his tongue and untied me from the coffee table.  Making me crawl again, he led me back to the frame and tied me to it from the waist down.  I was bent over and my hands were tied near my feet, my legs spread wide.  He started kissing and licking me from my knees up to my ass from behind.  Oh, fuck how I wanted that tongue on my pussy again!  His tongue slid up to my anus as he started licking it.  I was almost panting at this point, and I didn't know how much more I could take.

Yelling out loud, his tongue finally slid between my folds and down to my clit.  He started licking quickly as he tried to bring me to orgasm.  I yelled out loud as my body gave in and waves of orgasm washed over me.  I convulsed and rocked myself back and forth int eh frame as his tongue drove me wild.  Once my orgasms subsided, his tongue left me, but now I could feel his cock sliding into my pussy.

He started fucking me hard right from the get-go, slamming his cock deep inside of me.

"Oh sit, fuck yeah, fuck me," I screamed.  "Fuck me hard, master, give it to me harder!"

He was slamming his dick into me as hard as he could, causing the frame to slide across the floor.  I felt myself nearing another orgasm, something I had never experienced before.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum again!" I screamed.  "FUUUUUCKKK!!!"

My pussy started pulsing as I came hard, my body almost giving out.  I felt him slam into me hard, then stop as his cock exploded deep inside of me, filling me with his cum.  With his shaft now limp, he pulled himself out of me and proceeded to untie me.  He helped me to the bed as I collapsed onto it.  Was this a prelude to what more he could do to me?  Was it the best it was going to get?  Right now it didn't matter.  He had given me more than any other man had even attempted to give me.

We laid there holding each other as we talked.  Even though we had only been seeing each other for a short while, it felt like we had known each other forever.  I was at ease with him and comfortable.  He made me feel safe, loved and wanted.  I was having a hard time thinking of life without him there to satisfy me.

As our relationship progressed, he taught me a lot more about the BDSM scene.  We bought books on the subject and watched a lot of videos to get ideas for new things to try.  I was now complete, and life for me didn't get any better than this.  My master had found his slave, and we were content with our pleasure.
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