

Dear Diary,

Wednesday, April 23, 2014

Hello Diary, how are you? Oh I’m fine, it’s not like my boyfriend of 3 years dumped me because he couldn’t handle me “putting my work before him”. I’m going for a summer internship, not moving overseas! I’m at that stage past heartbroken into just plain pissed. Which is maybe why I picked up this cheap diary in the airport terminal. I need somewhere to vent.

My friends said I was crazy to get into a relationship with the first guy I hooked up with in college. “No, we’re special, we’re going to last!” I had said back. Ugh. Stupid, stupid Enrika. But now I’m off for an internship in a city where no one knows me, I’ve cried all my tears, and it’s time to reinvent myself. No more bookworm girl who spends her Friday nights in the library. No more skipping parties to study! I’ve got 5 months to have the time of my life, working a dream internship at an entertainment magazine. I’m going to live life! Screw Andrew, I’m young, I’m fun, and I’m so over him.

Wait, is that guy looking at me? Whew, he’s cute. What do single, available girls do again? Do I smile? Wink? No that’s too much - OMG he’s coming over!

Wednesday, April 23, 2014 (entry 2!)

Just moved into my new place. So glad my new work helped me out finding somewhere for the summer! It’s really nice, a little apartment just a five minute walk from work. Thank god this place will actually be paying a living wage so I can afford it! So many unpaid internships these days, exploiting us poor proletariat students. 

That was a fun flight :) And that guy was so cute. He came up to me while we were waiting, introduced himself, and made me laugh. He had such a nice southern drawl, and was very polite. Turned out we had the same flight to catch, and he bought me a drink on the plane! And when there was a bit of turbulence, I didn’t exactly mind a comforting hand on my thigh... He is going back home since he just graduated with an agriculture/horticulture degree and is going back to help with the family farm. He was hot as anything, tall and such a gentleman. So help me, I flirted a little bit. I’m rusty, but it was fun catching his eyes drifting down to my cleavage once or twice... I’m not exactly guiltless myself, I maaaay have glanced down at his package once or twice. I love being able to write down my thoughts and experiences, I want to be able to look back at this summer as the most free, fun time of my life. God, I forgot how fun it is being single. I remember one time a guy handed me a drink at the bar and Andrew wouldn’t talk to me for a whole week. Half the reason I barely partied or went out during my three years with Andrew was because how insanely jealous he is! Or was, now he’s out of my life. Good riddance!

Hmm, an email from work. They want a draft article on the theme of “newcomers perspective of the best local bars and clubs” for my first day of work on Monday. Wow, they don’t mess around! My first article, a draft due on my first day off work. I am starting to realize why they pay decently, because they obviously expect lots out of their interns. That’s fine with me, I am up for a challenge! I think I’ll call it “Nightclubs for newcomers,” that has a nice ring to it. It’s getting late, so I think I’ll sleep on it and figure out what write tomorrow. This little apartment is great, everything is furnished and clean. What a lovely place to write! Goodnight to you my diary, keeper of my most private thoughts :)

Thursday, April 24, 2014

Well, I had quite the dream last night... Mr. southern drawl from the airplane made an appearance, and he left his tight jeans behind. I woke up soaking wet and had to take care of things, if you catch my drift. I love being able to fantasize about guys without feeling guilty. I feel so free. It’s a beautiful spring day, and I’m spending spring and summer in an awesome new city. What could be better?

Now, to get started on this assignment. I need a coffee before I can start thinking, bet there will be a bunch of little cafes nearby. Until we meet again, my lovely diary.

Thursday, April 24 (entry 2, aren’t I on a roll?)

Ooh lala. My first day in the city and already I get asked for my number. I had just sat down with my latte and was trying to think of how I was going to approach my article knowing nothing about the area, when a hot guy asked if he could take a seat beside me. Well, he was already sitting down while he asked! I didn’t mind, I like a man who is forward. Although this guy was maybe a little too forward, if he was just one ounce less hot he would have been crossing the line, but this guy was... drool worthy. Muscular but also lean, with a bad boy sleeve tattoo that I never found attractive until I met him. He introduced himself as David, and when he found out I was new in town and needed to write an article about the nightlife he insisted I come out with him tonight “to see the city”. He’s one of the cockiest, most arrogant men who has ever hit on me... but he’s also incredibly hot, and considering I was twirling my hair and batting my eyes he just kept pilling it on. Ooh, he’s texting me, I better start getting prettied up! Ugh, and I should probably get groceries at some point, I don’t want to be clubbing on an empty stomach.

Friday, April 25, 2014

Dear Diary, I’m a total slut. I went out with David, and he had a whole group of awesome people with him. We went to club “Electric”, which despite its lame name is apparently the spot to be on Thursday nights. I loved it! I danced like a fool, got bought a few too many shots, and then David started to grind up on me and kissing me right on the dance floor. Normally I hate people who do that in clubs, but I stopped caring - no one knows me here, and I’m just here to have fun! The best thing is, no having to untag a million drunk photos the next morning, because no one has me added!

Oh, and I totally went home with David. And I found out why exactly he is so cocky. Ugh just remembering it makes me wet. He totally took control, we were making out as soon as we got in the door and he brought me right to his bed, pulled my shirt off and fingered me on his bed until I was moaning. And when I unzipped his jeans and pulled down his briefs, my mouth was open from shock. He has the most gorgeous penis I’ve ever seen, and he took full advantage of my open mouth, guiding my head down to his cock. I could barely fit half of it in my mouth, but I made up for my lack of deep throating ability by using plenty of tongue, and feeling that massive tool throbbing in my mouth was pure bliss. I’m such a slut! We started fucking missionary but then he turned me over and took me doggystyle, and I had to bury my head in his pillow to stop myself from screaming. His cock was huge and I could feel it rubbing against my g spot until I came, hard. He grabbed my hips and just... took me like a whore. Now I’ve got a big red handprint on my ass to remember the night by. I never knew getting spanked could be so sexy, I felt like a complete slut and loved every second of it. That was the most incredible sex of my life. I love being single!

He even made me breakfast and called me a cab in the morning, he is more gentlemanly than would first appear. I think it’s hard for guys that hot to come across as anything less than a player at first glance. It’s obvious he knew he was going to have me moaning in his bed when he first glanced at me. He’s the absolute opposite of the type of guy I normally go for, the preppy, clean cut guys. And oh god, that cock...

Enrika! Stop fantasizing, it’s time to get unpacked and get some groceries. Sigh, time to get to get to business. Until later, my dear diary. You’re the only one who knows just how slutty the single life has made me.

Saturday, April 26, 2014

Dear Diary,

I had a productive, restful day so far.

My wallets pretty empty but my fridge is stocked full! I got groceries and basic necessities. It’s crazy how much the first grocery shop at a new place costs. I had a nice, quiet night yesterday. Caught up with a video chat date with my best friends, Crystal and Teresa and ended up spilling the beans about Friday. They called me a complete whore for fucking a guy on my first day here, but in a completely supportive tone. They were both aghast when I got into a committed relationship in college when we had talked so much in high school about how we were going to live the party life as soon as we got in. I’ve known them pretty much all my life, and it was amazing to talk to them. So nice to see familiar faces!

I’m blessed by light hangovers, but I’m glad I decided to take it easy yesterday. My head is completely clear, and the red print has faded off my ass. It’s like Friday night never happened, except I have some incredible memories to play back in my mind. God, getting spanked is so hot. He didn’t even ask, he just spanked me, not hard enough to really hurt but it was unexpected. I’ve never been with a guy like that in bed, one confident enough to just do whatever he wants. Then when he got close to cumming... he grabbed my hips and started fucking me so hard I left an imprint in his pillow! Fuck, it’s making me hot just thinking about it. I should get a vibrator... or a dildo... I’ve never had one before, Andrew also said he should be enough for me and got kind of jealous when I brought up the fact I might get one! Ooh, a text from David. He’s asking if I got my writing done.

Saturday, April 26 (entry number two!)

Looks like I’m going to be club hopping tonight! David is taking me to at least 3 different bars, so I can get my writing assignment done tomorrow and have plenty of different places to talk about. Of course, I’m guessing he has the ulterior motive of getting me a bit tipsy... well, it’s not much of a guess, considering the cock picture he sent me. Which, I sort of asked for. We were flirting, he was telling me how great Friday night was, and I guess I gave him a wink saying I was looking forward to tonight as well. Forward, I know. But not as forward as his reply! It’s a mirror pic, with him fresh out of the shower, his cock hard and standing straight out from his muscular body. His hand is on his cock, and I just want to wrap my lips around it so badly. I’m daydreaming about it all the time. Fuck, I need to get laid again and quick! I can’t wait for tonight, but it’s going to drive me crazy to have him grinding up against me as I dance, touching me, driving me wild with desire. I can’t wait until I get to see that naked body in person. Hold on, looks like he’s asking for a picture back. Why not...

Sunday, April 27, 2014

Dear Diary,

Wow. Just wow. That was one of the most incredible nights of my life. How to put it in words. Shall I start with the best part? No, it’s so much better with a lead up. David and his friends were all partying hard. We started off at his house, pre-drank, and played some drinking games. I’m terrible at beer pong, but I’m amazing at “Never have I ever”... somehow I think I won’t be so great at that game by the end of the summer. David has some really cool, artsy friends. I really liked Aleesha! She’s really into blogging and writing, so we hit it off. It’s great to meet awesome people.

We went to three different clubs, each better than the last! (Although, that may have been because of the copious amounts of alcohol David was plying me with). He was grinding up on me and I could feel his cock through his jeans, rubbing against me, and he kept letting his hands graze and run over my legs. I was so horny I probably would have let him finger me in the club. By the time the night was over, I was so ready I just wanted him to take me hard.

I learned something about myself... apparently I have a bit of a submissive streak. I actually was screaming out “spank me, spank me” when he fucked me doggystyle, I wanted it so bad. Only this time, he wasn’t so gentle. It made it even hotter! My ass is so sore as I sit down in my chair writing this, but it was so worth it. He spanked my ass red and slid a finger up my asshole as he fucked me, and I felt completely in his control. I had no idea a finger could feel good... at first, it just sort of felt sore, but as he continued to fuck me it started to feel really, really good and I almost wanted to ask him to slid another one in but I was too embarrassed. I’ve never done anal play before but the feeling of him being in complete control of me was so... erotic.

This time, started off making out in his bed, then he fucked me doggystyle while spanking me. Then turned me over and we did missionary, and he pinched my nipples, first lightly then harder and harder when he saw how much it turned me on. I had no idea I liked such rough sex, but it was seriously the most intense night of my life. I really hope he doesn’t have thin walls, because I was moaning and screaming like a slut. I came once, and when he saw I was getting close he put his hand on my throat and squeezed ever so gently, and just feeling his strong hand there pushed me right over the edge. I have the feeling he is sort of... training me? I’m not sure if that’s the right word, but he keeps pushing the boundaries and it’s so hot to me, the way he is so... commanding in bed. He does exactly what he wants, and it feels amazing to let him have his way with me. Even if it does leave me with a red ass and sore nipples!

I want so much more, it’s like I never knew I had this nympho inside of me and she is finally being let out. And the best thing is, no matter how fun it is to fuck David, it’s completely casual... I could go out and find 100 other David’s if I wanted!

Alright, it’s time to get this assignment done! I’ve got 4 clubs that I will talk about that are perfect for newcomers. I love being able to write so casually, the target demographic is young 20 somethings so it’s so easy to know what to write. Alright. I have all afternoon to get this first draft done. I’m so excited for work tomorrow, I wonder what my coworkers will be like?

Monday, April 28, 2014

Dear Diary,

I frigging love my job!

Everyone is pretty young, the boss is only maybe 10 years older than me, around 35. I submitted my draft, and the editor is going to take a look at it and recommend suggestions. I’m guessing he’ll rip my work apart, but I don’t mind. My first article is sure to have some flaws!

I did have one... embarrassing moment. My new boss, Brian, took me into his office to get to know me a little better and explain the job. It’s a small office, so he was in charge of some of my training. And, well... I think he caught me, uh, with my eyes a little lower than they should have been. It’s not my fault! Men should not wear tight jeans if they don’t expect women to discreetly check out their packages. It was horrible, I was in his office and he has such a... manly look to him. Very old school, strong, maybe a bit overweight but beefy in a way that I really like. He was wearing a really sharp dress shirt with jeans, and pulled it off well. I may have zoned out a little. I can’t help it anymore. Ever since I met David, I’ve been just craving sex. I wanted to know what Brian was packing and I guess I looked down a little too long because I swear he had a little knowing smile on his face during the rest of my orientation.  

The job is pretty good, a little mundane because it looks like I’m in charge of a lot of little tasks that no one else wants to do. Then again, many successful careers have started as a coffee bitch! My favorite part is being around so many creative, vibrant people and knowing I’ll be allowed to contribute to the magazine.

Oh, and one of my coworkers is really cute. He seems a bit shy, and is maybe a year or two younger than me. His name is Sam, and he’s got a really cute smile, when you can coax it out of him. He just has such a happy, kind face. And a really, really cute butt, which I may have been staring at today. Is there something wrong with me? I think about sex constantly, and I can’t help but notice guys in a way I must have been repressing during my 3 years trapped in a relationship that obviously meant nothing. Grr, I don’t want to think about that jerk.

Thursday, May 1st 2014

Dear Diary,

My poor diary, you must have missed me! Now I understand why this job pays so well, there is so much to do! I’m basically an admin assistant as well as helping everyone with their work, editing, doing some basic copywriting, giving my input. It’s amazing how people seem to value my ideas even though I’m just an intern! I’ve been so busy at work and at home that I’ve been neglecting my diary. Work seems to be a cure to my horniness, I’m so busy I barely have time to daydream, although I still do stare at Sam’s ass whenever I get a chance. I just love how it looks in the dress pants he always wears!

The editor returned my first article with a lot of suggestions, and I’ve been spending time getting it perfect, and I turned it in today and he said it was going to be published in Monday’s edition of the magazine! I’m so excited. Work is super busy, but I love it and I love feeling useful and valued. Now that my article is done, I’ve just been lounging, relaxing, and catching up on TV shows, the night has flown and it’s 1am, I should be sleeping soon. Hold on, is that a text from David? Wow, it’s late to be texting. Wow, it’s a picture of him naked, hard, and looks like he is quite drunk. Is this my first booty call? I should really just go to bed but... oh God, his cock is just so massive.

Friday, May 2nd 2014

Work is really chill on Fridays, I like it! The only problem is that it’s a bit more casual and Sam didn’t wear any sexy dress pants. Luckily, his ass is almost as fine in jeans. Everyone was saying how great I was at my job! I know it’s not the hardest job in the world, but this is my first real internship and it’s great to me making connections. But... work isn’t what I want to write about right now.

Dear Diary, last night was... intense! I’d never been booty called before and I didn’t exactly know what to expect. Well, David was pretty wasted to be honest. The sex was really good, I rode him hard because he was pretty drunk, but the things he said during it were a bit too intense for me. I video chatted with my friends today but I didn’t mention the things he said, even though they have been invading my thoughts.

He was sliding his finger up my ass while we fucked, which started feeling really good, and then he asked me if I had ever done anal. I said no, it was kind of embarrassing, and he kept asking me different things... had I ever been spanked before him, had I ever been whipped, had I ever been tied up. It sounds so creepy but somehow it was so dirty and hot. He was telling me all these things, all this things he wanted to do to me, that he knew “I secretly wanted”. I’d never thought about any of this before. He told me to give him a text with the word “cherry” if I wanted him to “dominate” me. The next morning, he didn’t say a word about it. Maybe he was so drunk he didn’t remember?

I’ve always been so vanilla in bed, but when I got home today from work I looked up some kinky porn. Women getting tied up, forced to orgasm, fucked in the ass. I’d never seen anything like it before. It turns me on in a really deep, intense way that sort of scares me. I don’t know what to do... half of me wants to text David “cherry” but I don’t know if I can handle what he wants. Maybe I should just ignore it? Ugh, I keep getting a mental image of me completely tied up, unable to move, and his massive cock slowly sliding into my asshole. In the times we fucked he always knew exactly what to do, exactly what I wanted. What if he knows what I want now? What if I truly, deep down need to be dominated by a guy? Maybe I should take a break from David, this is too intense. I mean, a little spanking and choking, that’s one thing, but the things he was saying...

Saturday, May 3rd 2014

Dear Diary,

I am a little scared to text David, I’m worried... well I don’t exactly know what I’m worried about. Maybe that I’m going to find out things about myself I didn’t want to know. I’m not going to let it bother me though! I have a great job and I’m having so much fun in this city. I took a run in a nearby park and it was such a good relaxation device. I haven’t been exercising enough lately, I want to keep myself looking good! Christie from work texted me asking me if I wanted to go to a pub tonight, and I said hell yeah! She has a couple different pages in the magazine on dating advice and restaurants in the city, and she was so helpful with tips on my first article. Which is awesome, because she says she knows a really delicious pub :)

Sunday, May 4th 2014

Yesterday was really fun with Christie. We went to an awesome little pub with great food, and I had a delicious burger. I was going to order a long island iced tea, which is pretty much my favorite drink, when Christie asked if I was a beer drinker. I said I like beer, and she said “you need to try this one!” and ordered us a pitcher. Once that pitcher was done, suddenly I “needed to try another local beer”. We ended up splitting three pitchers, and I learned that Christie is one of the most open people I know. We talked about relationships, guys, and food! She asked me if I owned a vibrator... I said no and she told me the best place to buy one, lol.

Somehow we ended up on the topic of rough sex (once we had downed three pitchers) and I learned that Christie is an absolute FREAK in the sack. Holy! She was telling all about how she just loves to get spanked and whipped, and how she will try anything once. I was blushing at this point, and she weaseled the whole story out of me, how I was seeing a guy who liked to be rough in bed. At this point I may have drunkenly praised his cock, oh god my face is red just writing this. That was when I got a lecture on every single cock Christie had ever seen in person, ranging from the good, the bad, to the just plain ugly. I was laughing all night with this girl, I really like her!

I think... I think I’m going to text David. The way Christie was talking about getting spanked made me want him so bad. I love the way he just... uses my body for his pleasure, it turns me on more than anything. And after talking to Christie, I realized I’m not a weirdo at all for wanting to try out “being dominated”. I’m sure it won’t be that intense, I mean, how much more intense could it be than the sex we already had? Here goes nothing, I’m going to text him “Cherry”.

Wow, that was a quick response. He’s coming over, and I’m supposed to take a shower. He didn’t ask me too, just texted back “I knew you would text me. Take a hot shower, I’ll be over in thirty minutes. I’m going to give you exactly what you need.” I’m starting to feel a little nervous. I hate when people use periods in texts! Makes it seem so serious. Okay, calm down Enrika, just relax and see what happens. Time for a shower!

I’ll fill you in on all the dirty details, don’t you worry my dear diary :)

Monday, May 5th

I feel incredible today. Absolutely incredible! I’m on the top of the world. My article got published and I got to take a copy home. I’ve got it hanging on my wall :) I know it’s just a fluff piece in an entertainment magazine, but it feels great to see my name on it! And, I must say I look very cute in the author picture. Everyone at the office was so fun, they were being goofy and asking for “signed copies”. Which, I of course obliged! The boss, Brian, said I did a good job and wanted to give me “creative freedom” for my next article, which he wants by Thursday. I’ll be rushed trying to think of something and getting it down, but sometimes the stress of deadlines really gets my creative juices flowing!

I feel absolutely... liberated after last night. I never knew just how badly I wanted to be, well, submissive. It was the most intense, exhilarating experience of my life. I thought it was going to be more of the same, some spanking, tying me up... oh my god, I had no idea what I was getting into. I’m going to write everything down... every dirty little detail, and I know I’m going to come back to this page of my diary over and over again and relive that night. I just shivered thinking about it.

After I showered, I waited for David to come over impatiently. I didn’t have long to wait, and soon he was knocking at my door. I had dressed in a cute summer dress with my “I’m getting laid” black panties and matching bra.

I let him in, and he stood there looking at me, with a... wolflike smile on his face. He was wearing tight jeans, and I could see his cock was straining against the material. A tight v neck shirt showed off his muscles and his sleeve tattoo... he looked exactly like the type of guy my dad would have given the stink eye for even being within twenty feet of me.

He had a backpack on as well, which I did not think was odd at the type but if I had known then what was in it I might have backed out right then and there. He walked forward and towered over me, then put his hand under my chin and kissed me long and deep. It was seriously one of the most passionate kisses I’ve ever felt, and if I didn’t know he was going to have me moaning like a slut in bed soon I would have thought it was romantic.

We kissed like that for a bit, then he told me to go to the bedroom, and followed me, giving me a sharp slap on my ass that put a spring in my step. It was obvious at this point he knew he could have whatever he wanted. When we got to my bedroom, with my little single bed, he told me, no, ordered me, to undress and get on all fours on the bed. I was starting to wonder what I got into, feeling really self-conscious as he watched me pull off my dress, take off my bra and pull down my panties. I was shivering in nervous anticipation, and felt so powerless. Here he was, a man much stronger than me, much taller, standing fully dressed in front of me while I was completely naked. I got onto the bed on all fours, when he spanked me HARD, ordering me to arch my ass in the air. I never felt so exposed or vulnerable in my life. I arched my ass up and I knew he could see my pussy and asshole completely, the most private parts of me completely on display to a guy I barely knew. What kind of a slut had I turned into?

“I’m going to spank you now, my little slut.” I’ll never forget those words, or the way he said them. He wasn’t asking permission. He wasn’t even asking my opinion on the subject. He knew I wanted to feel his hand on my ass, disciplining me, even though I had done nothing wrong.

SLAP

I thought he was being rough before, but this time he spanked me hard enough to make me cry out in pain. And... I loved it. I was becoming addicted to the feeling of being used, of being disciplined and punished for no other reason than to please a dominant man. I was trembling in fear.

“Please...” I said. I said it in a weak little voice.

“Please what, slut?”

The word slut... it turned me on so much. I knew I was being slutty, so fucking slutty, and to hear him call me a slut so matter of factly, like it was a simple statement of fact made me so wet. I didn’t know exactly why I was saying please, my mind was spinning at this point. It hurt so bad, but I loved it, but I didn’t know if I could handle many more blows on my ass.

“Please, I don’t know if I can take much more.”

At this point, he laughed. “Oh slut, we’ve only just begun. From now on, you address me as sir. To teach you that lesson, I’m going to spank you five times. You can handle five times, can’t you my little whore?”

“Yes... yes sir,” I said meekly, hoping against hope he would be more gentle. I had no idea how in the last week or so I’d gone from a normal, vanilla girl to arching my ass up in front of a near stranger who was going to spank me, hard.

“Good. You’re learning,” he said, and then spanked me so hard I gasped in pain. My lip was trembling and I could feel a tear in my eye, not sure if I could handle anymore. Fuck, I’m getting so wet writing this. Oh diary, you will be ashamed of my sluttiness, I’m writing with my right hand but I’m starting to think I should switch to my left.

“That’s one. Ask nicely for another,” he said, just so... dryly. He was just so confident, so commanding, like he knew exactly what I was thinking and exactly what I would do.

“Please sir, please spank me again,” I said, and I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth, the words sounding so... desperate, so desperate to please, and just so fucking slutty. I knew he was standing behind me, enjoying the view of my reddening ass, enjoying the sight of my pussy and asshole, knowing he could fuck them as he pleased. I was worried he was going to want to fuck me in the ass. In my conversation with Christie, she had told me how much she loved anal but that if the guy was “gifted” then it could hurt more than it felt good. And David was definitely “gifted”. I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have his cock slowly entering my ass, and I didn’t know if I could handle it.

He slapped me three more times, rapidly after that one. After the delay between the first two I wasn’t expecting them in rapid succession, and I cried out loudly, gasping in shock and pain as he spanked me hard. I was flinching, but as soon as they were done I felt his hands, soothing and gentle stroking my ass. It felt amazing to feel his strong hands running over my redness, and I shivered in desire. I wanted to feel his cock in me so bad, and he knew it.

He guided me with my hands, turning me over on my back, and I looked up at him, all lean muscles and hungry, hungry eyes. I had never seen eyes like that. It was like he was looking at a piece of meat, knowing he was going to bite in to it. I saw his backpack on the floor, and he unzipped it as I lay on my back, naked in front of him. He pulled out a rope and a blindfold.

“Put this on,” David said, throwing the blindfold nonchalantly to me. I slid it on, and felt extremely helpless, not being able to see him, complete blackness but being able to hear him. Then, I felt the tough bite of a rope, and he was tying my hands together over my head and to my bedpost, moving so quickly I had no chance to protest.

Then nothing.

I waited for a touch, for a sound, but all I could hear was his faint breathing. Thinking back, he must have been enjoying the view, watching his new prize, his new toy naked and helpless before him. I was so horny, I wanted to feel him touching me, entering me. But I was also getting more and more nervous with each second. I was wondering what would happen next, half full of lust and half full of fear.

“Now, my little slut, if things get too intense for you, just say the vanilla, and I’ll stop. But know that if you say the safeword, we’re done. I know exactly what you want, and you’re going to be able to handle anything I do, trust me. This is exactly what you need. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir,” I said, half frightened by the words but half relieved for him to break the silence. As soon as I said the words, I could feel him over me, feel him get onto the bed on all fours over my naked, tied body. His lips found mine, and we kissed, his tongue entering my mouth as he stroked my face. His touch felt so intense as he stroked my cheek. Not being able to see anything made it all so intense. Every touch seemed magnified, and I had no idea where he would touch me next...

His hands started to travel down my body as he kissed me deep, teasing me mercilessly. He avoided my nipples, which were hard and sensitive at this point, and my wet, desperate pussy entirely. His mouth traveled down to my neck, licking and kissing me as I arched my hips, wanting him utterly. I’ve always loved getting kissed on the neck but this was more intense than I ever could have imagined. His tongue started to travel down my body from my neck, and at this point I could barely think from desire. I was so fucking horny, wanting his cock bad, wanting to be pounded. His mouth traveled between my breasts, and then he started licking around my nipples, teasing circles that came oh so close to giving me pleasure then suddenly left, leaving me moaning in frustration. For a second, his tongue left me entirely, then I let out a squeal of pain and pleasure as he pinched both my nipples so fucking hard, not letting off for a good three seconds while I writhed, completely helpless. My hands were pulling against their restraints, desperate to push him off as he pinched and squeezed my nipples mercilessly. Finally, finally he let go, and his soothing tongue replaced his fingers, first on my left nipple and then the right, his fingers gently rubbing the nipple not blessed by his tongue. His tongue, oh god, that tongue. It was not just good for ordering me around, he drove me insane with his tongue lapping at my sensitive nipple. Getting pinched made them more sensitive than ever, and I honestly don’t know what was worse, him teasing me by not touching my nipples or the intense, pleasurable torture that was having my nipples licked and sucked while my pussy was ignored.

After a few blissful, overwhelming minutes of nipple play, his mouth moved down my body, down past my navel and oh so close to my desperate pussy. At this point I was writhing and contorting, trying desperately to bring my pussy up to the mouth I could not see but knew was ever so close. I had felt him work his magic on my nipples and I wanted to feel his tongue on my clit.

“Please...” I moaned out, and his tongue stopped teasing me, stopped licking around my wetness. I could tell he was looking at me, looking at his desperate slut while he pondered whether to give me what I wanted or not.

“Beg for it.”

What happened next was absolutely humiliating. My cheeks are red right now writing this, but holy fuck does it turn me on. I begged. I begged like a little whore. I can’t help it, I’m playing with myself right now as I write this, my dear diary. How could I have known that what I truly wanted was to humiliate myself in front of a cocky, gorgeous man? I begged like my life depended on it.

“Please master, please eat me out, I need it sooo bad master. Sir please I’ll do anything, I’ll do anything for you if you just lick my pussy.”

Hearing the words come out of my whore mouth was exactly what he wanted, and it turned me on so much to hear myself reduced to a cock hungry slut in front of this guy. A stranger with a hot body and a massive cock turned me into his bitch, his slut, his property. And I was rewarded for my begging with pleasure so intense I moaned my thanks out loudly enough that the neighbors must have heard. His tongue was magic, licking my clit with rhythm and tempo I didn’t know possible for any man to sustain.

It wasn’t just how good he was. It was the whole... scene, the whole situation. Being tied up, knowing I can’t do anything at all, knowing that David could use me, could decide to give me pleasure or pain and I had absolutely no choice in the matter drove me wild. His tongue, oh, his tongue on my clit drove me insane. I could feel myself getting near to an orgasm, and he could tell too, because he lifted his head to say “Don’t you dare cum without permission,” in a tone so menacing that through when he went back to eating my out I felt overwhelming pleasure but also fear, fear of what he would. I remembered the spanking, how hard he had slapped my ass and it sent me over the edge, no matter how much I tried to control myself I couldn’t, I came from his tongue, moaning out “I’m sorry sir I’m sorry,” as I came harder than I ever had before, feeling a mix of pure pleasure and deep fear and shame that I couldn’t control myself, of how he would punish me.

And punish me he did. The pleasure, the overwhelming pleasure did not stop, his tongue kept lapping at my clit, licking it directly through my entire orgasm and then after, licking against my oversensitive nub until I couldn’t handle it. I started begging for him to stop as I tried desperately to move myself away from his relentless tongue, but he was unstoppable. Finally, finally, his tongue slowed and stopped, and I thanked him. “Oh, thank you master, thank you,” I said, panting from pleasure and exertion.

“Don’t thank me yet. Did you think I’d let you off so easy for disobeying a direct order? What did I tell you, slut.” The words dripped with authority and menace and I could not keep a squeak out of my voice as I replied.

“Sir, you told me not to cum, I couldn’t help it, I tried so hard not to, please master I didn’t mean to,” I begged, knowing it would not matter, knowing in my heart that he knew I would not be able to stop myself from cumming and had made the rule in order for me to break it so he could enjoy punishing me.

“And what did you do?”

“Sir, I came, I’m so sorry - Ah!” I cried out in pain as my nipples were suddenly clamped, grabbed by a nipple clamp, squeezing them so tightly I wanted to cry. I could feel the chain resting on me, and I squeezed my eyes tight behind my blindfold as I felt it lifted up, knowing that he was about to pull on the chain, knowing the intense pain was about to get so much worse but being completely helpless to stop him. Suddenly, he pulled, yanking at the chain, and I let out a little scream of helpless pain, tears coming down my eyes. This was too much, I couldn’t handle this. He let up immediately, but the cruel clamps still pinched my nipples, and I wanted so badly to say the safeword, it was on my lips but deep down I knew this is wanted I wanted, to be abused by him. I heard a buzzing sound and suddenly I was filled with pleasure as he put a vibrator of some kind directly on my sensitive, swollen clit.

“You like cumming so much, well here you go then,” he said, and then I heard him leave the room. Somehow the vibrator was attached to me, buzzing against my clit. I don’t know how long he left the room, or if he snuck back in to watch me writhing in bed, trying desperately to move the vibrator off of my clit, my movements flinging the chain of the clamps back and forth, sending pain through my poor, abused nipples. I was past moaning, and into panting, panting desperately from the intense pleasure. I don’t know how long he left me, but it felt like an eternity. Honestly, it must have only been five or ten minutes but each second dragged on as I fought with the vibrator, trying to buck it off of my clit, unable to escape the intense pleasure. I came again, but this time I barely enjoyed it, it was too intense, too much pleasure that overloaded me and I just wanted it to stop, just wanted to catch my breath as I was forced to orgasm against my will.

After what felt like forever, I felt the nipples clamps taken off of me, and it honestly hurts just as bad as having them pulled to have them released so suddenly. All the blood shoots back into them and they throb, incredibly sensitive. That’s when he removed the vibrator and plunged his cock inside me, sliding it deep into my soaking wet pussy. At first I was tight, but he worked his cock into me, and a low, deep, and satisfied moan came out of my mouth as I heard him growl with pleasure, unable to stop himself from fucking me hard and fast. His hands grabbed my ass, pulling me into him as his huge cock pounded me relentlessly. One of his hands left my ass, and I heard something squirt then his finger was on my asshole, and it felt cold and wet. He had lubed his finger up and was toying with my ass, rubbing my asshole but not sliding it in, and I wanted so badly to be filled completely as his cock pounded me into submission. I could feel his heavy, perfect balls slapping against me as he started to work his finger into my asshole, curling his finger inside. It felt... ticklish, but also so good, and then another finger was inside my ass and it felt too full, but soooo good, and I wanted more, I wanted more, and I heard the words come out of my slutty, whore mouth, words I never thought I’d say.

“Please sir, fuck me in the ass!”

He had the audacity to laugh at me, and my cheeks burned red with shame and desire until he slid his fingers and cock out of me and I felt so empty until I felt his cockhead pressing against my asshole and I instantly regretted my words, feeling how massive his cockhead was against my tight, virgin asshole. His cockhead was soaking from my pussy juices and it started to slid in, and I heard myself say “Oh!” as his cockhead entered me, my asshole trying desperately to push him out, resisting as he took what he wanted.

“You asked for this,” David said, and then the vibrator was back on my clit, causing me to moan as I felt pleasure in my clit and an uncomfortable, stuffed-to-the-limit feel in my ass as he slowly started to work his cock back and forth, and I could feel myself opening up to him, opening up and letting centimeter after centimeter, then inch after inch into my no longer virgin hole.

After what felt like forever of him slowly working his cock into me, I finally felt his balls against me and knew his cock was fully impaled inside me. At this moment he lifted the blindfold from my eyes, and I blinked in the light of my room and then saw the most erotic sight of my life. His tan, lithe body, the sight of David buried deep in my ass, and that cocky, sure smile on his face, knowing he had conquered me.

“Your ass belongs to me, Enrika,” he said, and I knew it to be true as he slowly slid his cock out then back in, and I squealed in pain as he started to lose control of his discipline, unable to resist the tightness of my asshole, starting to fuck me hard. I could hear his balls slapping against my ass, and the unpleasant fullness started to change to a deep pleasure as I could feel his cock pushing against my pussy while in my ass, and the little bullet vibrator he was holding against my clit was sending me into a world of pleasure. David started to growl and the look on his face was one of intensity, complete primal hungered as he ravaged my asshole, and I was on the verge of orgasm, my clit sending waves of pleasure through my body and my ass completely full of his cock. I could feel him increase his tempo and knew he was close, knew he was so close to unloading his cum into me ass, and I moaned out “Please sir, cum in my virgin ass,” the words shocking me but sounding so perfect and his cock throbbed deep in my asshole, filling me up with his hot cum as the vibrator sent me over the edge into an intense orgasm of my own. He kept cumming and cumming, pounding my ass hard, then collapsed on me in a heap, turning off the vibrator and resting his sweaty, hard body on me. Finally, I was free of the overwhelming pleasure, of the overwhelming situation of being dominated hard for the first time in my life. I sighed in satisfaction and pleasure, feeling his softening cock in my ass and his weight on me, knowing I had completely satisfied him, knowing I had been a perfect, perfect slut.

Wow, my dear diary, I hope you don’t think less of me. It took me over an hour to write down the entire sequence of events, but I know I’ll be leafing back to this page, reading it over and over and reliving the events of last night again and again. I never would have known how much I love, no, how much I need to be dominated, to submit to a cocky, strong man who knows exactly what I want.

But even better... I still love normal, vanilla sex, and David was a complete eye opener. If a complete stranger could completely shake up my sex life, who else is out there? What other amazing experiences await me? I spent today at the office sneaking glances at my bosses bulge, staring at Sam’s behind and even imagining leaning over and giving Christie a kiss. I feel so... free and alive! It’s time to cram three years of college fun into a summer internship.

Dear diary, I am a slut and I love it.

                                           **********Fin**************
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