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The chain from one clamp was threaded through the front loop of the collar, and the other end was attached to my other nipple.  Next, he pulled another clamp like the ones on my nipples, but this one had a long chain on it.  He attached it to the center loop, then dropped it in front of me.

"Spread your legs wide," he commanded.

"Yes, master," I replied as I widened my stance, giving him access to my cunt.

He rubbed my clit a few times, then attached the clamp just below my hood, sending sharp spiking pain through my pussy lips.  I moaned softly as he clamped it down on me, letting him know when it was tight enough.  I had seen women getting their clits clamped, but had never done it myself.  The pain it brought was enough to stir my pussy as I started to breathe irregularly.

"Well, I would say this all suits you so far," he said as he stood back and admired his work.  "You are literally dripping juices from your pussy to the floor."

My senses were so heightened at this point I really didn't care.  I was so fucking horny, all I could think of was getting something shoved into my cunt to satisfy me.  I wanted fucked, hard!  He walked me over to the middle of the room and had me stand there as he went back over to the dresser.  He opened the second drawer and took out some more devices and long lengths of chain.  Walking back towards me I could see cuffs were in his hand.
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Chapter One

Rob and I got married six years ago, and even though he knew I was into bondage, he never really warmed up to the idea of dominating me.  I longed to be taken and used, but my desires went unfulfilled.  I could no longer be in a relationship that did not meet my sexual needs.  I told him one day after work that I wanted a divorce.

"Why?" he asked.

"I am not fulfilled sexually," I replied.  "You know I like bondage, but you never give me what I want.  I need to be satisfied."

"I'm sorry, but you knew when we got married I was not into it," he replied.

"I thought maybe you would grow to accept it and at least try to satisfy me," I said.  "I'm sorry it has to come to this, but I just cannot go on not being fulfilled.  I need this."

We came to an amicable arrangement and finalized our divorce fairly quickly.  I didn't hate him at all.  I still considered him my friend, but I needed more.  He was understanding, and even though he was upset that we had parted, he understood and wished me well.  I do have to admit it was tough for the first month or so not having him around.  I just kept reminding myself that I needed more and he was never going to give it to me.

I had bought a few items to use on myself just so I could have some sort of enjoyment fantasizing about my fetish.  I bought a collar, some nipple clamps and a double dildo.  I would watch videos of women being used and abused sexually with my toys attached to me as I imagined it was me they were using.  My favorite thing was to have my nipples clamped down tight, sending tingles down to my pussy.  Just the thought of having my clamps on made me wet.

I got brave one night watching a video, and decided to try my double dildo for the first time.  I had never done anal before, so I wasn't sure what to expect.  With my collar and clamps on, I lubricated my dildo and my anus, then started to insert it into me.  It hurt just a bit when it first slid into my ass, but after a moment of slow fucking, it started to feel rather good.  I flicked my clamped nipples as I fucked both my ass and cunt at the same time, causing me to cum fairly quickly.  It was so intense, I panted for several minutes as my body was rocked with my orgasm.

I knew right then and there that I needed to find a master, someone who could take control and use me as their whore.  I went online and looked through a few online groups before finally settling on one I thought was the best.  I took some selfies of my bound tits and posted them to my profile.  It didn't take long for me to get a response.  I sifted through the responses before seeing one that caught my eye.  His name was Trevor, and he was a muscular man with a rather large cock.  He was in search of a sub, so I decided to message him and see if we were a good match or not.

"I saw your message and wanted to talk a bit, maybe even meet to see if we are a good fit or not," I wrote in my message to him.

I waited on pins and needles, super nervous about meeting someone online, especially considering the venue.  I got a response about thirty minutes later from him.

"I would love to meet you.  When and where would be a good time?  A public place is probably best," he wrote.

I offered to meet him Friday after work at a small restaurant near my office.  It was in a busy section so I felt safe there in familiar territory.  He agreed, and our date was set.  I was so excited for the next couple of days that I had a hard time concentrating on work.  My mind wandered all over the place as I started to fantasize about what he might do to me should we end up dating.  My pussy was constantly wet, and I even masturbated at work a few times.  I just hoped I wasn't getting myself all worked up for nothing.

Friday finally arrived, and I couldn't wait to leave work.  I almost ran to the restaurant in anticipation of my date.  When I walked in, I saw him sitting near the back in a small booth.  I was glad he chose to be isolated as I didn't want people to hear our conversation.

"Hi, Trevor?" I asked.

"Hi, yes, and you must be Amber," he replied.

"Nice to meet you," I said as I kissed his cheek.

I sat down and grabbed the menu, unsure of how to break into conversation, or what to even talk about.  Trevor took the lead and set the stage for me.

"So, what sort of work do you do?" he asked.

"I'm an account manager," I replied.  "And you?"

"I own a small construction company," he replied.  "It's not a sexy job, but it pays the bills."

"Tell me a bit about yourself," I said after ordering a drink.

He proceeded to tell me about his life; his likes and dislikes and what makes him tick.  He turned the conversation to me and I proceeded to tell him everything, including my marriage and why I had ended it.

"I'm sorry to hear it didn't work out," he said.  "I hope I can give you what you are looking for."

We ate dinner and talked some more.  I felt comfortable with him.  He was smart, charming and not the least bit aggressive.  As the drinks flowed and the night wore on, I decided to get more into the sexual side of things since that was my motivation for meeting him to begin with.

"I've never done any real bondage before," I started.  "So I hope that's not a show stopper for you."

"Not at all," he replied.  "In fact, that's probably a good thing.  Sometimes experienced subs are used to they way their master treated them and expect the same from you.  With you, there is no expectation like that.  You are a clean slate."

"What is your favorite thing to do?" I asked.

"Probably the stockade," he replied.  "You are in such a vulnerable position and that gives me complete control and access to you in every possible way."

Just the thought of being in one of those sent shivers down my spine as my pussy started to tingle.  I knew I was getting wet and my senses started to heighten.

"With someone new, you have to ease them into this," he said.  "Some people just want to have a little fun with their sex, while others want to live the lifestyle full time."

"I don't know which one I want, to be honest," I told him.  "I guess I need to experience things and see where it leads."

"Well, I don;t mean to be too forward or aggressive, but are you game for some light training tonight?" he asked.

I thought about it for a moment before responding to him.

"I think I would really like that," I replied.

"Great," he replied.  "Tell you what, why don't I give you my address and you can meet me there after we leave."

"That sounds great," I replied.

He put his address into my phone so I would have directions.  We talked a few minutes more, just to finish our drinks, then left the restaurant.  I was so excited and horny as I got into my car and headed for his house.  I figured he was on the level and honest of he was willing to give me his address and let me drive there myself.  He had a level of trust with me right from the get go.  As I pulled up into his driveway, I took note of the gorgeous architecture of the house.  It was an old Victorian house with ornate woodwork adorning the outside.  I could only imagine what the inside looked like.


Chapter Two

As I approached the front door, he opened it and showed me into the foyer.  Just as I had imagined, the inside was just as ornate as the outside.

"Your house is gorgeous," I told him.  "I absolutely love the woodwork.  Is it all original?"

"Thanks," he replied.  "Yes, most of it is.  I had to make some repairs here and there, but I was able to save probably 98% of the original wood.  Took me five years to get it finished."

"Well, you did an awesome job," I said.

"Why don't we go downstairs?" he offered.

He showed me to the basement door, and even though visions of Silence of the Lambs floated briefly through my head, I went down the stairs wondering what I would find.  As I made the last few steps, I was greeted by a large, open room with all sorts of tables and racks spread about the room.  I assumed these were all bondage furniture that he used.  I spied the stockade over near the far wall and secretly craved to be put in it.  But that would have to wait.  I needed to be brought into this slowly to make sure it was something I could handle.

"Quite the arsenal," I said as I walked through the room.

"Glad you like it," he replied.  

He explained what each piece was used for, and how it worked.  But my eyes kept going back to the stockade.  That was the one that I wanted to be put into.  I just needed to bide my time and savor the thought of it being my jail.  Once we had walked through the room, he offered me a drink and we sat on the lone sofa to talk.

"So, what expectations do you have for me?" he asked.

"I want you to teach me to be a sub," I replied.  "I want to know what it's like to be dominated and used for sexual pleasure."

"Well, then, let's get you ready for lesson one," he replied.  "Please strip for me.  I want to see all of you."

I got up from the couch and undressed, feeling a bit self-conscious in the lighting.  I had a good body, or so I had been told.  I was tall at five feet ten inches, with long hair and big tits.  I kept my pussy clean-shaven, with the exception of a small patch of hair just above my clit.  I stood there with my arms slightly covering the front of me.

"Put your hands to your sides," he instructed.

I did as he asked and stood there as he looked me up and down, taking in the sight of my naked flesh.  Just standing there knowing he was formulating something to do to me aroused me even more.

"Before we get started, there are a few things we need to cover," he said.  "Safety and your limits are of utmost importance to me.  We need to use safe words so I know what your limitations are.  Red means stop, and yellow means I am getting close to the max you can handle.  If at anytime you do not want to continue with anything, just say red.  understand?"

"Yes," I replied.

"Whenever we are engaged in this activity, you will address me as master, is that understood?" he said.

"Yes, master," I replied.

"Good, then let's get started," he replied.

He got up from the couch and took my hand, leading me over to what looked like a dresser.  Opening the top drawer, I could see all sorts of devices laid out and ready for use.  He took out a collar and placed it on my neck.  It was maybe two inches tall and had three loops along the front of it.  It was similar to the one I had at home.  Next, he took out some small clamps with chains on them.  They were made of metal with rubber tips on them.  he placed them on my nipples after twisting them hard, moving a slide down the length of them to tighten the grip.  When it got close to what I could handle, I said Yellow, and he stopped.

The chain from one clamp was threaded through the front loop of the collar, and the other end was attached to my other nipple.  Next, he pulled another clamp like the ones on my nipples, but this one had a long chain on it.  He attached it to the center loop, then dropped it in front of me.

"Spread your legs wide," he commanded.

"Yes, master," I replied as I widened my stance, giving him access to my cunt.

He rubbed my clit a few times, then attached the clamp just below my hood, sending sharp spiking pain through my pussy lips.  I moaned softly as he clamped it down on me, letting him know when it was tight enough.  I had seen women getting their clits clamped, but had never done it myself.  The pain it brought was enough to stir my pussy as I started to breathe irregularly.

"Well, I would say this all suits you so far," he said as he stood back and admired his work.  "You are literally dripping juices from your pussy to the floor."

My senses were so heightened at this point I really didn't care.  I was so fucking horny, all I could think of was getting something shoved into my cunt to satisfy me.  I wanted fucked, hard!  He walked me over to the middle of the room and had me stand there as he went back over to the dresser.  He opened the second drawer and took out some more devices and long lengths of chain.  Walking back towards me I could see cuffs were in his hand.

He attached the cuffs to my wrists and my ankles, then slid the chain through a hook in the ceiling.  He attached one end to one wrist, then pulled my arm up above my head before doing the same with my other arm.  He walked over to the far wall and returned with a long bar.  This was placed between my legs ensuring I was spread wide.  He stepped back and looked me over, smiling as he reached out and rubbed my nipples.  I almost came when he touched them.  The sensations of tingles and goosebumps that ran over my body made me quiver.  He knew he was pleasing me.

"I suppose at this point you are wanting to get fucked, aren't you?" he asked.

"Yes, master," I replied.  "Please fuck me."

"I think you need some attention first," he replied.

He walked to the other side of the room and returned with a riding crop.  He took it and slid the shaft along my nipples as I moaned loudly.  The sensation of the rough shaft on my sensitive nipples made my knees weak as I savored the sensation it was giving me.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" he said.

"Oh, god yes, master," I replied.

"Well, then let's see how you like this," he replied.

He took the very end of the riding crop and began to whip my nipples, flicking the end in quick succession.  Fuck!  That hurt so bad, and yet made my cunt throb with pleasure.  I yelped out loud as he flicked both of my nipples.  Just when I was bout to say Yellow, he stopped.  I was breathing very heavily at this point and moaning very loudly.  Once he stopped flicking my nipples, he massaged my raw nipples.  The warmth of his hands on my sensitive flesh made me coo with pleasure.

He stepped back and held the riding crop in his hands as he looked at me.  He reached out and flicked it between my legs, the leather tip landing square on my clit.  Holy fuck did that hurt!  I yelped out loud when he hit me with it, not sure if I liked it or not.  A few more strikes and I was now squirming and trying to twist away from that evil little wand he was hitting me with.  Sensing I had enough, he stopped and put his hand on my cunt, soothing the reddened flesh.

His hand soothed my pussy lips as I moaned and ground my pussy into his hand.  I wanted him to give me my orgasm before I died of want!

"You've been a good little whore," he said to me as he came close to me.

He yanked my collar and pulled my face close to his.  I opened my mouth slightly to kiss him, but only his tongue touched my lips.  I was longing to feel his lips on mine, his tongue in my mouth and he was teasing me!  My hips were pushing out at him, wanting to feel something as he teased me with his mouth.  At last he kissed me deeply as his hand went between my legs, massaging my labia.

"Good god are you wet," he said as he pulled back from me.  "I suppose you have earned a fucking."

He stripped down and got behind me as I felt his cock sliding up and down between my ass cheeks.  I could feel him getting hard and pushed back against him, wanting to feel him inside of me.

"Please fuck me, master," I begged.  "Please fuck me hard!"

I felt his cock slide down my slit as I moaned and pushed my ass back towards him.  I wanted him inside of me so badly, and he was continuing to tease me.  Just when I  thought I wasn't going to be able to take it any longer, I felt the tip of his dick pressing against my hole.  He slid himself into me slowly at first as my pussy stretched wide for his cock.  Oh god did he feel good inside of me!  He started increasing his speed as he began to slam his rod into me hard and fast.

I was now panting and moaning as he fucked me hard and deep with that wonderful cock of his.  Every fiber of my being was now on fire with passion as he drove himself inside of me.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum!" I screamed.

I felt a wave of ecstasy wash over me as my body began to convulse so hard, it was a good thing I was chained up!  My legs shook as I struggled to remain standing.  This orgasm was by far the most intense one I had ever had in my life!  I can't even begin to describe the feelings I was having other than to say if I had died right then and there, I would have been quite content to do so. 

Trevor continued to fuck me and I came two more times, each one draining me as I turned into a limp noodle.  At last, I felt him shove his dick into he as deep as he could, then felt his cock pulsing and knew he was coming.  I worked my hips all around trying to milk the cum from his cock.  I wanted him to be as pleased as I was.  With his rod now limp, he removed it from inside of me and began to release me.  

When the clamps were removed from my tits and clit, I whimpered as the blood flowed back into them.  He rubbed them gently to get the blood circulating, knowing they were going to be super sensitive.  When the last chain was removed, allowing my arms to drop, I put my arms around him and hung on for dear life.  I wasn't sure how well I was going to be able to walk to the couch.  He helped me to the couch as I sat down, still trembling from my first true bondage experience.


Chapter Three

He sat beside me and pulled me to him, hugging me tightly as he stroked my hair.  The warmth of his body helped sooth me as I tried to recover.

"Well, I think you took to that like a fish to water," he said at last.

"That was amazing," I replied.  "I had no idea it was going to be like that."

"I take it you want more," he replied.

"Yes," I replied.  "I want it all.  I want to do everything and feel everything."

He kissed my forehead and lifted my face to his.

"I will give you as much as you want," he said looking into my eyes.  "But it has to be done slowly."

I laid my head back on his chest and put my arm around his waist.  Why had I waited so long to experience this?  I wanted to go all in, but I guess he knew better than to do that.  He knew I needed to be broken in  slowly so I didn't go overboard and have a bad experience, potentially ruining this for me.

"You can spend the night here if you want," he said after a long bout of silence.

"I would love to sleep with you," I replied.

We sat there until I was recovered, then he showed me to his room where we got into bed.  He snuggled up to my back with his strong arms wrapped around me.  Had I really found my master?  Had I found the man who could take me where I wanted to go?  To show me things I had only dreamed about?  My mind was racing as I lay there feeling complete for the first time in my life.  I wondered what was next as I drifted off to sleep.

As I rolled over the next morning, I became acutely aware that my nipples hurt!  What had been a pleasurable feeling the night before was now a painful reminder of my bliss and the price I would pay for it.  But even with the pain, I was more than thrilled with my experience.  It was worth the ecstasy I had experienced.  besides, the tender flesh of my nipples would serve as a reminder of my being dominated.  I rolled over and faced Trevor, who was just starting to stir.  I needed to thank him for a wonderful night.

I slid under the covers and took his cock into my mouth and began to suck on it.  He deserved a good morning blowjob after the pleasure he had given me the night before.  He moved and moaned as his rod started to get hard.  I sucked him in as far as I could, sucking hard with each upward motion of my mouth.  I wanted to taste him, to have him cum in my mouth.  Stroking his shaft as I sucked him, he soon began to shoot his spunk into my mouth as I eagerly swallowed every drop.  With his cock going limp, I let it fall out of my mouth and shimmied back up next to him.

"Good morning," I said.

"Good morning," he replied.  "That was unexpected."

"I wanted to please you," I replied.  "To thank you for last night."

"Well, then I guess it's my turn to please you," he replied.

"No," I said.  "That was for you.  I want nothing in return."

We laid there for a while talking before the need to pee overcame my desire to lay with him holding me.  When I emerged from the bathroom, Trevor was in the kitchen cooking.

"Bacon and eggs ok?" he asked.

"Sure," I replied.

I sat on a bar stool and watched as he cooked our breakfast.  My ex had never made food in six years, and here was Trevor making food after one date.  I have to admit I was smitten by him that morning.  He was turning out to be everything I had wanted, and then some.

"So, what do you want to do today?" he asked as he set my plate in front of me.

"Can we play with some more of the toys downstairs?" I asked.

"Sure, if that's what you want," he replied.

"I do," I said.  "I want more, I want to be owned and used by you.  Make me your slave."

"I can do that," he replied.

We finished out breakfast and headed back down to the basement.  Just seeing everything brought back visions of the night before, and I felt my nipples get hard.  I knew I was getting horny again, but I couldn't help myself.  He had unleashed something inside of me the night before, and I wanted to let it out again.  He took me over to the wall, and had me stand on some small platforms with my legs spread wide.  There were straps attached to the wall, which he used to secure my ankles and wrists.

Firmly attached, I stood there as he gathered some items form the dresser and returned.  He placed a cover over my eyes so I could not see what he was doing.  next, he placed a small dildo gag in my mouth, tying it behind my head.  I felt like a small dick was in my mouth as I stood there with it strapped to me.  I stood there for a while listening and trying to figure out what he was going to do to me.  Every sound seemed amplified as I anticipated something else being attached to me.

I felt something soft and straggly brush across my tits, feeling almost like tendrils, but dry.  I heard the whistle of the air as it moved through whatever he had, then the stinging sensation as something hit my tits, making me try to yelp through the dick in my mouth.  There were several hits, and I jumped with each one.  Then the hit came between my legs.  I tried to close my legs, but the clamps on my ankles prevented me from doing it.  He whipped my pussy several times before finally stopping.

Again there was silence, except for a few soft noises here and there.  Something touched my labia, and I soon knew it was his tongue licking me.  I shuddered as the feeling of his hot, wet tongue sent chills down my body.  I moaned and pushed my pussy out to his tongue, wanting more of it on me.  he licked between my folds and flicked my clit with each upward movement.  My breathing had increased, and I found myself sucking on the fake dick in my mouth.

The feeling of his tongue on me ended abruptly and I whimpered wanting to feel more of it.  I felt the restraints being taken off me as I stepped from the platform.  I was still blindfolded as he led me across the room.  He stopped me and made me stand still.  I could something rustling, and soon found it was rope he was using to tie me up.  I felt the rope wind around my waist, then he passed it between my legs, the rope parting my lips.  He pulled it behind me, separating my ass cheeks with it and tied it behind my back.

He pulled my arms behind me and secured them with rope as well.  His warm hands began to massage my tits as my nipples became stiff.  I felt rope being put on them, then the tightening of it around me.  He wrapped my breast several times with the rope squeezing them tightly and making them hard.  I loved the feel of my tits being bound, it only served to remind me I was his slave.  The dildo was removed from my mouth, and I felt his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me down on to my knees.

As I knelt down, I felt something brush across my lips.  It was his cock.  he shoved it into my mouth, held my head still and began to fuck my mouth with his dick.  He was thrusting his hips back and forth as his rod filled my mouth.  I sucked on it trying to please him the best I could.  All of a sudden, he removed the cock from my mouth as I slurped the saliva dripping from me back into my mouth.  He pulled me up and moved me yet again.

This time I was pushed against something at my waist, and he made me bend over it.  My arms were pulled wide, then secured down to the object.  I felt something on my ankles, and figured out they were cuffs being put on me.  He spread my legs wide, then something was attached to each ankle.  It was a spreader bar to keep my legs spread wide, and my pussy wide open for his pleasure.  His hand rubbed my ass cheeks as I relished his touch.  His hand stopped and it was quiet again.

A loud swoosh of air and SMACK!  He had hit my ass with something which made me jump from the shock of the hit.  He hit each ass cheek several more times before once again rubbing my ass cheeks with his hands.  the warmth of his hand soothed the stinging sensation whatever he had used caused.  Another short break and the spankings started again.  By now my ass was stinging badly and I almost said red.  But he stopped and soothed away the pain with his hand.

I felt something wet running down the crack of my ass.  I wasn't sure what that was, but I soon found out what it was for.  I felt something pressing against my anus and realized he was going to fuck my ass.  I pushed back into him, sliding his cock into my ass.  He started to pump his thick cock in and out of me as I moaned and squealed with pleasure.

"Fuck my ass, fuck it hard!" I screamed.  "I want you to cum in my ass!"

Trevor slammed his cock into my ass hard as I moaned.  But then something new hit me.  he put a vibrator onto my clit as he fucked me.  I came hard as soon as it hit my clit, my legs trembling as I convulsed against his dick.  I was screaming with pleasure as he continued t fuck my ass and kept the vibrator on my clit.  As soon as my orgasm was over, a second one began to build.  Soon I was swept up in another bout of ecstasy as my second orgasm overcame me.  One after another, my orgasms rocked my body as I came four or five times in a row.

I felt him push in hard one last time then the pulsing of his cock let me know he was cumming.  I pressed my ass back into him as far as I could, wanting him deep inside of me.  I could feel his hot jizz shooting into me, coating my anal walls with his spunk.  He removed the vibrator from my lit and removed his limp dick from my ass.  I was spent, and just wanted to sit down.  He untied me and removed the mask from my face.  I made it to the couch where I collapsed, exhausted.

He sat beside me and pulled me to him, wrapping his strong arms around me.

"Did you enjoy that?" he asked.

"God, yes!" I replied.

"Good," he said.  "Soon you will be ready for the ultimate domination."

"And what is that?" I asked.

"That will be a surprise when the time is right," he replied.

I didn't press him for any more information, I was too spent to push the issue.  Right now I just wanted to relax and enjoy his touch.  We talked for a bit longer before I decided I needed to go home.  I didn't want to leave, but I had things I needed to do.  I said goodbye and headed for home.  I had finally found my master and was ready to give myself to him completely.


Chapter Four

Over the next week, we met several times and I was made his slave each time.  he added more and more to the mix, allowing me to experience everything in the basement.  The last remaining object was the stockade.  I assumed my surprise involved that gadget.  He finally promised to give me my surprise on Saturday night.  I couldn't wait for the day to arrive so I could finally have my ultimate bondage session.  I arrived at his house ready for my session to begin.

"Are you ready for this evenings pleasures?" he asked.

"I've been so looking forward to this," I replied.

We headed down to the basement where I stripped down naked and awaited his instructions.  He put my collar and cuffs on before clamping my tits and clit.  A blindfold was put on me once again, then he led me to the stockade.  I bent over and placed my head and arms through the holes as he secured it to me.  A spreader bar was put between my legs to keep my wide open for him.  Weights were placed on my nipple clamps, pulling my nipples down from my tits.

He then placed clamps on my labia and added weights to them.  My pussy lips were being stretched for the first time, and it felt great.  He placed ear buds into my ears, then turned on an audios book.  It was a bondage book, and I imagined myself as the woman being tortured as I listened to what was happening to her.  I felt my tits being whipped as I moaned and yelped with delight.  A strap hit my ass a few times before he used it on my cunt.  i winced as he hit my sensitive labia and caused the weights to tug at them even more with each hit.

Then, everything stopped.  I was left standing there listening to the audio and wondering what was going to happen next.  I felt something on my lips, and opened my mouth.  His cock was shoved into my mouth and I began to suck on it.  I was sucking pretty good when something pressed against my pussy.  how was he able to get a dildo inside of me while he was in front?  That's when I realized it was a real cock and not a dildo!  Someone else was fucking me!  I now had two dicks in my body!  I was being fucked in my mouth and my cunt at the same time.  I loved it!

I felt hands all over my body as my tits were fondled and my pussy lips were stretched.  I was tingling all over as my body reacted to the two cocks giving me pleasure.  Soon, both were removed from me and I was released from the stockade.  I have to say, I really did enjoy the stockade!  I was moved to the bench where I got on my knees.  Someone slid under me and penetrated my pussy.  I was pushed on my back and fell forward onto him as he fucked me.  I felt another cock going into my anus as the other cock began to fuck my ass.  both of them were going in and out of me deep and hard at the same time as I moaned and squealed with pleasure.

But they were not finished.  My head was lifted up and a third cock was put into my mouth.  I was now being fucked in all of my holes at once!  Talk about being used, fuck this was hot!  All three men fucked me hard, with the one shoving his dick deep into my throat.  I started to cum as I convulsed and squirmed with pleasure.  My body was reacting to the pleasure I was feeling by sending shivers down my sine and causing my toes to curl.  Multiple orgasms had nothing on an orgasm with all my holes filled with cocks.

I had two more orgasms before they all removed their rods from me.  i was placed on my back and my blindfold was removed.  All three men were standing over me, stroking their cocks.  I knew they were going to cum on me, and I was ready.  I held my mouth open, ready to accept any cum they shot into it.  One by one they started cumming as their hot spunk spewed all over my body.  I managed to drink some of it, but most went on my face, my tits and down my neck.  I was officially a bondage whore!

Once they were finished, I was untied and led to the couch.

"Did you enjoy that surprise?" Trevor asked me as the other two men got dressed.

"Absolutely!" I responded.  "If you had asked me before hand there was no way I would have agreed to this.  But now that I have experienced it, I am glad you did it."

"I knew you would enjoy it," he replied.

He said bye to the other two guys and let them out of the house before returning to me.  He held me again as we sat there enjoying each other.

"Is this how bondage is supposed to be?" I asked him.

"More or less, yes," he replied.  "Of course, it all comes down to what the sub is comfortable with.  Too many people try to attach emotion to what they do, but with bondage it isn't about the emotional connection as much as it is the pleasure."

"So those two guys fucking em didn't bother you?" I asked.

"Not in this context, no," he replied.  "My goal was to give you the most pleasurable experience I could.  As your master, I do what I want with you.  When we are not engaged in games, there are no others allowed."

"I understand," I replied.

I gave myself to him completely, and we now enjoy bondage on a regular basis.  I am slowly becoming his full time slave, which is rather stimulating for me.  We moved in together about a month after our first date, and I now assume the submissive position as I wait for him to come home from work.  I am naked with my collar on, kneeling by the door awaiting his arrival.  Sometimes he will fuck me right away, other times I have to suck his cock.  It really depends on his mood and whether I am having my period or not.

I am looking forward to the day when I am completely his slave, twenty-four-hours a day.  I cannot imagine anything more fulfilling than that.  I could not have imagined my life being where it is now when I left Rob.  It was simply a dream I had.  Who says dreams don't come true?

# # # #

Read an excerpt from The Pleasure of Pain

I was very nervous about doing all of this, but I was now more curious than I was being bent on revenge.  Something about John just made me want to trust him and let go.  I felt like he was going to take me places I have never dreamed of when it came to sex.

He walked over to a chest sitting on the floor near his dresser and pulled out some lengths of rope.  He brought them back over to me and started tying them into loops.

"One of the first things I am going to show you is how to it feels to be bound," he said.  "I am going to start by wrapping this rope around your tits so they become very firm."

He slid one loop over my left tit, then wrapped the rope around it several times.  The rope was squeezing my breast tightly and caused it to be very firm.  He wrapped the rope around the back of my neck, then bound my other breast.  Now both of them were sticking straight out and were wrapped very tight with the rope.  It felt rather good, to be honest.

He took another length of rope and tied it around my waist.  He then took the ends and slid them between my pussy lips and up my ass then tied them in back.  The rope splitting me felt so good as it rubbed against my clit.  He grabbed the rope splitting my pussy and tugged at it, causing it to crush my clit.  I moaned loudly as I felt powerless to stop him.

He pulled my arms behind me, then tied them to the rope around my waist.  Now, I was truly powerless, and it excited me.  He could do whatever he wanted to with me and I would not be able to stop him.  The feeling of being powerless and under his control excited me like I had never felt before.  

CLICK HERE to read the full story.
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I hope you enjoyed this story.  If you did, please consider leaving me a review on Amazon.  Reviews are the only way indie authors can compete with the big publishing houses.  Thanks for taking the time to read my work.

-Marissa
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